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CLEAN ACT
A TALE OF CURIOUS FEMINIZATION



CLEAN ACT


Matt lost his job, and his girlfriend left him shortly after. But she tells him that he can have her back if he cleans up his act: a nice way of saying ‘get a job and quit being poor’. So Matt takes the only job he can find: working as a nighttime janitor at a nearby school.

The pay sucks and so do the hours, but it’s better than nothing. There’s only one rule: don’t end up like the last janitor they had to recently fire. He was caught wearing clothes from the girls’ locker room and prancing around the hallways.

That should be easy enough… right?
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Iblinked a few times and read the message again. My gut churned. Was I reading this correctly? If so… was this a nightmare? My girlfriend said, “What’s wrong, Matt?”

“Huh?” I said. I reread that message.

“You’re pale. Is everything okay?”

“My—My Draw Go account was… shut down.”

“W—What?” Kailey said—and suddenly her face was as pale as mine.

“I don’t know… I need to go send an email. I’ll be back.” I left her sitting there in her own state of horror... because for the past nine years, we had been living off of the income from my Draw Go account.

Draw Go was a website where artists could post artwork and clients could scan through the artwork to find artists they wanted to commission. Or, artists could upload special artwork that people paid a small subscription fee to see. I’d been using that website for almost fifteen years, and for the past nine it had been our livelihood. Eight years earlier, Kailey had quit her job so she could focus on her poetry. I was happy to support her with my drawings.

We made a lot of cash: six-figures, year after year, and every year was more than the year before it… until that moment when my account was terminated suddenly. I tried emailing the Draw Go appeals team, but they just sent me an AI-generated reply. “We have reviewed your appeal and are going to keep your account closed. You will not be paid the remainder of your royalties.”

“What are we going to do?” Kailey asked me, still with that pale countenance.

I had no idea what we were going to do. I’ll tell you what I did do, and it was probably the wrong course of action.

For the next three months, I tried to appeal the decision over and over. I tried to understand what went wrong. They told me that I’d been releasing inappropriate content… and maybe my latest pictures had been a little bit racier than usual. Maybe I took a few commissions that were a little bit… extreme. But the money was so good, and I’d seen other people posting similar stuff before, and they weren’t banned for it.

I tried and tried, but my account stayed closed. Then, I spent two months trying to find a similar website. I would make new accounts and post my old artwork, and then after a few days, I would get termination letters—even if I wasn’t posting my racier drawings. Apparently my art had a reputation.

Eventually, I found a website that was willing to let me sell commissions and sell my artwork, but my fans… they didn’t follow me. I went from making hundreds of dollars each day to two or three bucks.

The financial strain took a toll on everything. Kailey left me a couple months after the money had dried up and I told her we would have to sell the house. Her breaking up with me was a huge, unexpected blow that left me too depressed to carry on trying to make money. So for two months, I just sat around doing nothing, letting the bills drain the bank account.

Then, I got a message from Kailey one afternoon. “I miss you,” she wrote. “And I want to be with you again.”

“I want to be with you!” I wrote back.

She told me that she got a job and was making about $20 an hour. She’d found a little apartment and had her orders together. “Should I move in with you?” I asked her.

“No,” she said.

“My new place is really small,” I wrote. “It wouldn’t be good for both of us.”

“No, I mean, I’m not getting back together with you.”

“What?” I said, confused, heart racing. Why was she teasing me like this?

“I said that I want to be with you, because I miss you. But… I need you to clean up your life. You used to have it all together, and now you’re just… a mess. I just wanted to let you know that I think about you all the time, and I want to be with you, but I can’t do it until you clean up your act.”

I was devastated at first, because it felt like another stinging rejection. But then, after a couple days of agony, I picked myself up and decided that I was going to work towards getting Kailey back.

I was going to clean up my act.

I came to the conclusion that my drawing career was over. I would probably never be making that kind of easy cash again. Now, I needed to work like everyone else. So I made an account on a jobs website. Right away, it looked grim. My prospects were few and far between. I wasn’t qualified to do anything, and my resume was hopeless, with a massive decade-long gap in it.

Nobody wanted to hire me. I tried getting jobs at car dealerships. I tried getting jobs on worksites. I tried getting jobs at libraries and bookstores. I tried getting a job at a drug store, and a grocery store. But nobody wanted someone who hadn’t worked a proper job in ten years.

I tried for days, and I was losing hope when suddenly I got an email. ‘Patterson Cleaning is interested in your resume’. I clicked the link and saw the word ‘JANITOR’ in big letters. I can’t say that I was excited about it. In fact, I felt my body deflating like an old party balloon, especially when I saw that the pay was minimum-wage, with an asterisk next to it. I had no idea what the asterisk meant.

But it was a job, so I replied to their request. It was late at night, so I knew I wouldn’t get a reply until the morning—but I was wrong. “Can you come in for an interview?” was the email I got ten minutes later, close to midnight.

“Sure. When?” I asked.

“Now, if you’re free,” the employer said.

I paused. I checked the ad again, to make sure that it wasn’t in Australia or something. But it was posted in my town. I started to worry that it was some sort of scam. “It’s midnight,” I wrote back, wondering if maybe this employer was on drugs and had no idea what time of day it was.

“We work nights here. Can you come or not?”

“Okay. Sure,” I said. There were red flags, but you tend to ignore those when you’re desperate.
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The address he gave me was for a nearby school. It looked kind of creepy at night, with the empty parking lot, and the wind making one of the swings sway on its rusty hinges. There were no other cars in the parking lot.

The November air was brisk. I should have worn a more substantial jacket. I held my arms across my chest and I looked around for signs of life. I went to one of the doors. It was locked. I knocked. Nobody came. I was starting to wonder if this was some sort of prank; maybe some teenagers thought it was funny to waste the time of some random desperate guy.

I went around to another door. I knocked. I waited. I checked the time. I checked my email. Was this just a waste of time?

Finally, I heard a voice and I spun to see the owner of it. It was a hoarse voice, and a hoarse-looking man to match. He had a wiry beard and I was pretty sure he only had one eye—or he just didn’t open his left eye at all.

I reached out my hand and said, “Hi. I’m Matt.” He didn’t take my hand. He didn’t tell me his name. He just motioned for me to follow him into the school. He pulled out an impressive ring of keys and in a single second found the correct one.

We stepped into the school, which was frighteningly quiet. He gazed around for a moment and then he looked at me. “It’s a high-school,” he said with a blunt tone. “It needs cleaned every night. The kids make a big mess.”

“I can imagine.”

“The bathrooms can be a nightmare.”

“Right…” I said.

“Have you ever done commercial cleaning like this?”

“Um…” I thought about lying, but I had a feeling this was a no-experience-necessary type of job. “No. But I’m good at stuff like that.”

“Okay,” he said. “And you can work alone? You don’t need people to tell you what to do? If the teachers come in in the morning and it’s dirty, they will let me know, and then I will find someone else.”

He stared at me with his one eye, which looked to be yellow where it should have been white.

“No problem,” I said. “Is there, like, a list of chores to run through?”

“Just make it clean,” he said. “Every room. Start with the bathrooms, because those are always the worst. Then the cafeteria. Then the hallways. Then the classrooms. The home-economics room is always a mess. The fashion room gets messy with all their little snipped threads and fabric glues.”

“Alright,” I said. “I’ll get it done. When do you need me to start?”

“Tonight. Teachers will be in in seven hours. So you need to start now. See that door there? It’s the cleaning supplies closet. Here are the keys for the classrooms.” He handed me that impressive key ring.

Then, he turned to leave.

“W—Wait. That’s it? I’m just supposed to start? Don’t you need me to, like, fill out tax forms?”

“No tax forms. Cash,” he said. “I’ll be here at seven and I’ll pay you cash. Fourteen an hour.”

“Fourteen? That’s less than minimum wage,” I said.

“Are you turning the job down? I have other people waiting.”

“No, no!” I said. “I—I’ll do it. But… Will it be fourteen forever?”

He stared at me. “Get through a week and we’ll talk.” Then, he turned around and left. My heart was pounding. This was all so absurd... and surreal! I was very suddenly employed, in the weirdest way imaginable.

But I was employed.

So I did a walkabout. I was tired; I’d been up since 6:00 AM, and now I was looking at another seven hours of being awake—and working.

I checked in on the bathrooms. I gagged when I saw one toilet, which hadn’t been flushed. I recoiled when I saw the sink filled with gummed-up tissues. I won’t tell you about the urinals. “Fuck… teenagers,” I groaned.

I checked the girls’ bathroom and was horrified to see it was even worse. The cafeteria was covered in food.

The hallways were dusty and dirty.

So I just got to work. You don’t want me to describe to you the hours of cleaning; I would bore you to death, so I won’t submit you to that torture. At seven, I heard the gruff man cleaning his throat behind me in the hallway, and I nearly screamed as I spun around to see him there. Now, morning light was just beginning to tease the frosted windows. “It looks clean,” he said. “I just checked the bathrooms. They’re clean.”

“I did my best,” I said.

“I’m just telling you as a warning; the kids will make it disgusting again before you start your shift tonight.” He stepped up to me and handed me a $100 bill, which really didn’t seem like much at all (and I was pretty sure it was less than the fourteen an hour that we agreed to). I put it in my pocket and thanked him. He nodded his head. “I expect this quality every night. Saturday nights and Sunday nights are off, of course.”

“Okay,” I said. Five-hundred per week, untaxed… It wasn’t horrible, right? It was a far cry from the $180,000 I was making with drawing commissions and royalties. Maybe it was enough to get Kailey back in my life.

“I need you to be reliable—and don’t be tempted to touch things that aren’t yours.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“I had to fire the last guy. You wouldn’t believe why.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I found out that he was going into lockers and wearing the girls’ clothes. Caught him on the security cameras, dressed like a teen girl, prancing around the hallways.”

I blushed, and then I laughed. “You’re kidding, right?”

He just stared at me with that blank look: that one intense eye. I’m sure the other would have been just as intense if it existed.

“The last teacher leaves around eight. Don’t come any earlier than nine. Keep that keyring with you. I’ll see you tomorrow morning to pay you.” He showed me out. Now, I saw the first car pulling into the parking lot: a teacher—or maybe the principal—in a clean-looking suit. He was driving a black BWM. He had a wedding band on his finger. The sight of him stripped me of the hope that I’d mustered up over the past eight hours. He was probably making five-times what I was making as a janitor. And I would never be making that kind of money again. He looked so happy, so put together. Would I ever be anything like that again?

I used to wear nice, new clothes. I used to have a nice car (I sold it a couple months after being banned from Draw Go). Now, I had nothing but a tiny apartment and a few changes of clothes, which were quickly becoming tattered. Well—I guess I had that job working for below minimum wage like some illegal immigrant.
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Isent Kailey a message when I woke up, around 3:00 PM. “I got a job,” I said.

But she didn’t reply. I thought about sending a followup, but I was afraid of coming across as desperate. It was still so surreal not having her with me. We’d been together for ages; our friends always referred to us as the ‘perfect couple’. I’d always thought that we were so unbreakable.

Now she was gone.

When we were together, and I was supporting her and her poetry aspirations, there would never be any unanswered messages. If I had sent her something, she would have replied. So why wasn’t she replying now?

I made the mistake of going to her Instagram, which I had done many times since we’d split, but this time I saw things that I wished I could unseen. She had posted a ‘story’ of her with another guy. He had his arm around her. “The most fun I’ve had in years. Thanks Hank!” she wrote. Who was Hank? She didn’t tag him. Did he take her on a date? Was it really so great? I tried for an hour to find this Hank guy, but I had no luck. I kept looking at that picture she posted of them together. She looked so happy. Seeing her so happy with some other guy… it was like someone shoved a dull knife into my heart and was twisting it.

I fell into a state of despair, but I wasn’t ready to give up on cleaning up my life. There was still hope. Maybe he was just some friend, and maybe she really was still thinking about me and fantasizing about having our old life back.

Maybe I could stick out this janitor gig and get a raise at some point. Maybe I could do some schooling on the side and figure out how to get into a better paying career. Yeah! I just needed to keep my chin down. I just needed to keep chipping away at it.

So I made sure I was on time, at those school doors for 9:00 PM. It was three hours earlier than the night before, so I was confident I wouldn’t have to rush quite as hard as the night before. I could take my time… And I was positive that the bathrooms couldn’t possibly be as bad as the night before.

Oh, I was wrong. The bathrooms were worse. The hallways were a disaster (it had rained during the day, and the kids tracked in mud, which had ruthlessly coated every inch of every floor and many of the walls). There was blood all over the girls’ bathroom floor. There was some gum-like substance smeared on lockers.

But I did my job. I cleaned and cleaned for ten straight hours, and then the nameless man showed up as the sun was teasing those windows. He handed me $100. “Wait,” I said. “I was here for ten hours. You’re shorting me forty.” I tried to sound polite as I said it, but I was feeling frustrated. All of that work was worth more than $100.

“You get paid $100. You chose to show up at nine. The last guy came in at 2:00 AM and was done by 7:00 AM.”

“There’s no way you can clean this whole school in five hours!”

He just stared at me. “The last guy did. He even found time to put on the girls’ clothes while he was doing it. You’ll figure it out.” He turned around and left.

So I tried showing up at midnight again the next night. I rushed to get everything done in seven hours, so that the $100 would seem like a better deal. I hardly had the place clean when he showed up to hand me the cash.

I tried again the next night. Maybe I was getting a little bit faster. I was starting to know where all of the keys were for the various doors. I was figuring out which rooms I could more or less ignore (like the music room, which didn’t seem like it was being used at all). I was starting to figure out which products worked better at cleaning certain messes.

I now understood that asterisk.

I kept at it for a week, stashing away as much cash as I could. I paid my rent. I ate the cheapest food I could find. I paid my phone bill and my internet bill.

I was surviving.

I felt like I was—maybe—starting to land on my feet. It wasn’t the big money that I was making before, but it was money nonetheless. It was consistent and predictable.

Would it be enough to win back Kailey?

The best part of the job was that it seemed secure. I never felt like I was going to receive a ‘termination’ email. As long as that school was cleaned every night, my job was safe.

At least it felt safe until one night, around 2:30 AM.

I was cleaning room 114 when I heard footsteps. I froze, listening carefully. They were coming from the hallway. Someone was running in the halls. I rushed out to check. “Hello?” I called out. There was no reply, which was no surprise. I had a feeling I was dealing with some hooligan kids. It was a Friday night. Earlier in the night, I heard a party about a block away from the school, and around midnight I saw the flashing red and blue lights as the police went to break the party up. So maybe some kids wanted to keep the fun going. Maybe I forgot to lock the door behind me, leaving the school prone to invasion.

I began to panic. Could I lose my job over this? I rushed down the halls, trying to find the intruder. Now, I could hear nothing, but I knew they were still inside.

I looked around, and then I noticed the gleam of one of the security cameras. I smiled and then turned around, rushing off to the office. I had a key to the security room, which was a little closet with a computer in it, which logged the security footage.

I went into the room and started clicking the ‘NEXT CAMERA’ button over and over so the screen would show me different school hallways. I spent the next twenty minutes doing this, but found nothing.

I went back to the hallways, and that’s when I found a few dirty footprints near the back door, which wasn’t the door that I’d come in through. But the footprints suggested that someone had come in through that door. I checked the door and saw that it was indeed locked.

I spent an hour going from room to room, looking for intruders—or signs of them. But I found nothing.

It was 5:00 AM when I got back to cleaning—and now, I had to hurry. I had two hours before my nameless boss showed up to inspect my work. I scrubbed toilets and mopped floors and rushed around with a broom down the hallways.

Then, when he came to give me my money, I said, “Someone was here.”

He stared at me for a long time. “Who?” he asked finally.

“I don’t know who. The doors were locked, but I heard someone running in the halls. I looked everywhere.” I was terrified that I was going to lose my job for admitting that someone got in on my watch… but I wasn’t a security guard; he never told me that I had to keep the place secured. Sure, he told me to keep it locked, but whoever got in managed to get in despite the doors being locked. “I swear it was all locked up. But I heard someone.”

“Did they do anything?”

“Not that I know.”

He groaned. “It’s probably Al,” he said.

“Who’s Al?”

“He was the last janitor. I fired him for wearing the girls’ clothes. The scumbag probably had a copy of the entrance key made… or maybe he just stole one from the office while he was working.”

“Okay. So we should call a locksmith, right?”

He shook his head. “No, that would be a big ordeal. Thirty different people have keys to this school, including the school board, police… It would cost the school thousands to have the locks changed—and that all falls on me. If we’re changing locks because of something one of my guys did, then I lose the job. You see, I bid on jobs around the city, and I have to renew my contract each year. That renewal is coming up in two months. There is no way they renew if we have a security problem that’s my fault. Do you understand?”

I nodded my head.

“I need you to catch him if he comes back,” he said with a grave tone.

“Is—Is that safe?” I asked. I didn’t want to be apprehending anyone. I was a small guy. I wasn’t some quarterback-statured hunk who could take down a grown man.

“You just need to stay on top of it,” he said. Then, he handed me my pay for the day, which included an additional fifty-dollar bill.

I eyed it for a moment before saying, “What’s that for?”

“It’s the raise you wanted,” he said. Then, he turned to leave. But before walking out, he turned to me and said, “If you can’t keep Al out of here, I’ll find someone who can.”

So let’s just say that it was a bitter-sweet raise. Yes, it was a lot more money than I was making… but it also came with a new job description: security guard. And it wasn’t just a simple security position; this security job involved detaining a total psychopath.
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The pay raise gave me a second wind. I felt a sense of motivation inside of me to do my absolute best to keep that job. Now, I was going to be making a tax-free $750 each week. Maybe it was still nothing compared to what I was making with my drawing career, but it was a hell of a lot more than the nothing I was making a month earlier. And maybe it would be enough to win back Kailey.

“I got a raise,” I wrote to Kailey. “A big raise. I hope you’re doing well.”

She didn’t answer for a few hours, and he answer didn’t leave me feeling too excited. “I’m happy for you,” was all that she wrote.

I went back to her Instagram, which was, of course, a mistake. There, again, was a photo of her with Hank. This time, they were at a gun range together. “Love learning new things,” she wrote. I bit my tongue. Kailey hated guns. She had never wanted anything to do with them, and would even make me turn off movies that had too much shooting in them. But apparently things were different with this Hank guy.

Were they dating? Did Kailey still think of me?

I went into work as early as I was allowed, hoping the job would take my mind away from my sorrows. I started cleaning those bathrooms, and was done them quickly. They didn’t even look used. Then I got to work on the cafeteria, which was surprisingly clean. The hallways also were surprisingly tidy.

It was midnight when it dawned on me that it was Saturday night. “Fuck,” I groaned, realizing that I wasn’t getting paid for cleaning rooms I’d already cleaned the night before. I’d gotten so wrapped up with the Kailey business that I forgot to check my calendar.

I took a seat at one of the tables in the cafeteria, slumping down. I really didn’t want to go home; there was nothing at home for me to do. The things I used to do for joy were now dreadful. I hated drawing; the sight of a pencil just reminded me of what I once had, and would never have again. I couldn’t watch a movie without thinking about Kailey. I couldn’t even read a book; after a few sentences, my mind would wander to all of my sorrows and I would realize I’d flipped three of four pages without actually knowing what I’d read.

If I knew my boss’s phone number, I would have called him to ask if he knew of any other cleaning jobs I could pick up for the weekend.

I was about to stand up when I heard a thunking of a heavy door in the hallway. I even heard a metallic clanging as a key turned the bolt to lock the door. Those doors could only be locked with keys, from both sides.

I jumped to my feet. There was an intruder! And it was a serious problem, because it was my day off. Now, there was security footage of me in that school, when I wasn’t supposed to be there, and there was some psycho in the school doing God knows what.

I had to find him and stop him before he got me into big trouble.

Had I just checked my calendar and no showed up, none of this would have been my problem. Well… I guess it was sort of my problem. If this psychopathic crossdresser made us lose that school contract, then I might be out a job. So maybe it was a good thing that I was in that school.

I crept out into the hallway. I moved quietly, not wanting to give myself away this time. My plan was simple: to lock the madman in a room. If he snuck into the girls’ locker room, I knew that there was no escape except for the entry door. I could lock it and hold it closed while waiting for the police.

So I went in search of the madman, starting with the girls’ locker room.

It was a silent hunt. I had to be careful not to alert the assailant. I needed to catch him. I needed to find him in the act. I needed to lock him in a room. If I got him in the fashion room, would he try to smash the window and scale the wall?

He wasn’t in the girls’ locker room, sadly; that would have been the easiest place to detain him. Next, I went to that fashion room. He wasn’t there either. I went down to the main stairwell, which was located right in the middle of the school. There, I waited, and listened. I listened for a long time before I heard the creaking of a door, so I went to pursue. It was coming from the office, which was right by the main entrance. I was worried the intruder was escaping, so I moved fast.

Then, I saw a figure in the hallway. At first I thought that it was the crossdressing psychopath, but as I got closer to the figure, I realized I was looking at the back of a real woman, clad in a little dress, stockings, and tiny black shoes. She was so petite—possibly a student, so my plan to tackle her to the ground was suddenly thrown out the window. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I had to do something.

“Stop right there,” I said as I got close. For some reason I reached for my spray bottle on my belt, as if there was a gun there.

The woman spun round, revealing her cute face: blonde bangs resting on her soft forehead. Her lashes were long and full, and her lips were plump and pouty. Her eyes widened and she let out a little gasp.

“I need you to stay right there,” I said. “You’re under arrest for trespassing. I, uh—I mean, you’re going to be under arrest. I’ve already called the cops.” It was a lie. “They’re going to be here in a few seconds. So just don’t move. If you resist arrest, I’m sure it will be a lot worse for you. Cooperate and they’ll probably just slap you with a warning, alright?”

She stood still. I was expecting her to run. In fact… I was kind of banking on her running, because I didn’t really have a plan. I wasn’t expecting her to comply with me.

“So, uh, just keep standing there,” I said.

She nodded again, looking terrified and defeated.

A moment of silence passed. Then, the scene just turned awkward. I had to call the cops, but I didn’t want her to realize I hadn’t already called them. So I slipped out my phone, pretending to be getting a call. “It’s the cops,” I said, putting the phone to my ear. “Um, yes. I have the intruder here. She’s complying. She’s waiting. Okay, one moment.” I lowered my phone and looked at the girl. “They just need me to, uh, text them the address.”

Now, she looked suspicious. I figured I could text the police the school’s address. Does 911 accept text messages?

Before I could write out a message, her soft voice said, “What did I do?”

“Trespassing, obviously,” I said. Then I stared at her for a long moment. She was surely a student. “Do you have friends in here too? How did you guys get in?”

She just stared back at me, face turning red as she refused to answer.

I didn’t want to call the cops on the girl. I didn’t want to get police involved, and then the school would find out and my boss would be pissed that there was a police incident with one of his workers. Of course this wasn’t my fault—but maybe I could just deal with this on my own. “Well?” I said. “Tell me how you got in.”

“A door was unlocked,” she whispered.

“Bullshit. I locked the door behind me.” But did I check all of the doors? No. Maybe one was left unlocked. Maybe she was right.

She kept staring at me.

“Okay. Let’s say a door was left unlocked. Why did you come in here?”

“To… get my bag,” she said, motioning towards a schoolbag in her hand.

“Why in the middle of the night on a Saturday?”

“Why are you even here?” she asked.

I blushed. “I work here.”

Her eyes narrowed. How could she know that I wasn’t supposed to be there on a Saturday night?

“Why do you need your bag at midnight on a Saturday?”

“I have a project due Monday, and I left it in my bag. I was procrastinating until an hour ago—and I realized I didn’t even have what I needed.”

Okay, so maybe her story wasn’t so bad. But how did she know a door would be unlocked? Was that just an immense stroke of luck? Were there often doors left unlocked?

“Okay, well… Maybe I won’t call the cops on you if you agree to just leave,” I said. I looked her up and down, in case I needed to describe her for any reason—like a police report. She was actually quite pretty. I would guess she was in her senior year, about eighteen-years-old. Her blonde hair was actually really lovely, the way it sat across her forehead and danced on her shoulders. And her lips! They were so full and pouty. My God, why weren’t the girls in my school that pretty?

And maybe it was her prettiness that was making me feel more lenient. It was hard to imagine getting her in trouble. I looked around and could see that there was no damage done. There was no evidence that she came in to vandalize anything, or to steal⁠—

Or was she stealing? “Can I look in that bag?” I asked.

“I thought you called the cops,” she said suddenly, eyes narrowing.

“Huh?”

“You just said that you won’t call the cops, but before, you told me that you already did.”

I blushed. “They’re, uh, on standby.”

“Standby?”

“Okay, I didn’t call them,” I said.

She blinked a few times, and then she eyed the door, which was locked from the inside. I eyed the door too. Was that the door she came in through? If so, how? Was she about to dart on me? How would she escape?

“Can I go?”

“Can I look in your bag?” I asked.

She paused for a moment. Her countenance became pale. “O—Okay,” she said.

She slowly reached the bag out to me. I took it and unzipped it, looking up at her every few seconds to ensure she wasn’t about to bolt. It would probably be tough to run in those little black heeled shoes—but I’d never been much of a runner myself.

In the bag, I found only clothes: dresses and skirts. “Where’s the project?” I asked.

“It’s for fashion class,” she said.

“And what’s your name?” I asked.

“Why does it matter?”

“It matters. What is it?”

“Georgia,” she said quickly.

She was correct: the name matched the name that was handwritten on a tag attached to one of the dresses in that bag. I suppose that was enough evidence to put me at ease. So I walked her to the door and used my key to let her out. “Never do this again,” I said.

She nodded and then scurried off. I made sure all of the doors were locked before taking off myself.
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Monday night started normally, but it didn’t stay that way.

I had finished cleaning the bathrooms when I went to take my usual first break. I went to sit down on a bench in the hallway, slipping out a protein bar that I’d packed. Across from me was the school’s bulletin board, which changed week to week. As it was Monday, I decided to gaze at the new postings to see what was going on, even though none of it had anything to do with me…

Or so I thought.

There was a post near the top of the board, which said, ‘Cash reward for the return of stolen outfits!’. I stood up to get a closer look.

“My fashion projects were all taken, along with my bag, from the fashion room. I don’t know if they were taken by accident or misplaced or stolen, but I will pay $100 to anyone who can return them to me. I will assume that taking them was an accident. I’m not interested in getting anyone in trouble. I just need those outfits back to submit for grading, and for my fashion school portfolio.”

There was a phone number at the bottom of the posting, along with a name: Georgia.

My heart sank into my stomach—and it got worse. I peered at the photos of the missing garments, and recognized the little dress that I had seen on the body of the Saturday night intruder. “Oh my God,” I groaned.

The girl had broken into the school to steal Georgia’s clothes. Was she some jealous classmate? Was she competing for the highest grade in fashion class? If so, why did she put the outfit on her body?

My heart raced faster. I had an idea. I knew exactly what time that intruder was in the school—so I rushed to the security room and hopped onto that computer, which had footage saved from the past month. It took a few minutes to figure out how to load up old footage. The clips were all saved into dated folders, but the dates were hard to read with all of the ‘metadata’ in the titles. Finally, I found Saturday night. It was tedious, going through all of the clips from the various cameras.

But I found what I was looking for…

And what I found made me feel ill.

I found a clip of a young man sneaking in through the side entrance, near the gymnasium. I watched as he slipped his key into his pocket and tiptoed down the hallway. Then, I loaded up footage from the hallway camera, seeing him creeping down towards the fashion room and going inside. After thirty minutes, that young woman emerged… at least I thought she was a woman.

That was no woman. That was Al, the ex-janitor: the psychopathic crossdresser. I had been face-to-face with the person that I was being paid to detain.

I let out a groan.

Al had fooled me. Of course he had! He looked so convincing! He sounded so convincing. My God, I even thought that he was pretty.

That nauseous feeling intensified in my gut. Was this really happening? Had I been so easily fooled?

And now, was I supposed to tell someone? I had evidence, but my boss didn’t want police involved. He wanted me to deal with this on my own.

When my boss appeared to pay me my $150 at 7:00 AM, I said to him, “Do you know where Al lives?”

“The crossdressing boy?” he asked, eyes narrowing.

“I think he was back on the weekend. In fact… I know he was back. There were clothes stolen from the fashion room, and I checked the security footage. I’m sure it’s him.” I led the old man to security room and showed him what I found.

“Yeah, that’s him,” he said. “Little fucker still has a key. I knew it.”

I felt a bit relieved, no longer worried that I was going to lose my job over this… unless Al caused enough commotion that the school felt they needed to hire a new cleaning company to work nights. Al was, after all, hired by that company before me.

“This is good,” my boss said. “I can use this to threaten the little fucker. There’s no way he’ll be coming back after I pay him a visit.”

I was a bit worried now. He was giving off Sopranos vibes. Now, I was starting to wonder how he lost that eye…

“And, uh, if you can, get that poor girl’s assignment back,” I said.

He stared at me strangely; getting the assignment back to the girl was not a priority, and I could tell that he wasn’t going to bother mentioned it to Al.

So he left, and I left. I left feeling a bit more hopeful that there was some security in this job—and maybe I had done such a good thing for my boss that he would put me into another job if, for some reason, the school didn’t renew their contract.
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It was a quiet week at the school. I was getting faster at my job, so I was able to take longer breaks. During one break, in the shop classroom, I made a little creation: a little bell that I could place above each doorway, which I could take down at the end of each shift. If anyone opened the doors, I would know that I wasn’t alone in that school. When my boss came in at 7:00 AM, he didn’t scare the hell out of me, because I heard that bell ring. “Did you put that there?” he asked.

“It’s a security feature,” I said. “They come down easily.”

He had a small smile on his face; I think it was the first time I’d seen him smile. That was the first day that he paid me $160, which was about $20 per hour that I’d worked. It still wasn’t much compared to what I used to make from the cozy comfort of my home, but it was a lot more than I was making when I was wallowing in my despair at home. “I really appreciate this,” I said to him.

“Just keep it up.”

The next week was quiet too. A part of me was almost hoping someone would sneak in and ring that bell so that I could carry out some heroic effort and save the day. I kind of missed having that mystery to solve. I remembered seeing that post on the bulletin by Georgia, and then going to the security cameras and pinning down the culprit; for a day, I got to feel like some sort of detective. But now, I was just the school janitor.

And I was a school janitor with a lot of time to kill on some nights. Some nights, the bathrooms weren’t bad at all—so instead of taking three hours to clean, I could breeze through them in thirty minutes. But I always had to wait until 7:00 AM to get paid, so there was a lot of aimless wandering, lots of naps in the nurse’s office, lots of mindlessly looking at postings on the bulletin board. One night, I found a stack of the previous year’s yearbooks.

I flipped through one of them out of boredom. But boredom turned to an intense curiosity when I saw Al’s picture in the staff section of the yearbook. ‘Thank you to the hard work of our nighttime custodian, Al Richard Beene!’. I looked closely, stunned that I was looking at the same person that I spoke to on that Saturday night.

He had makeup on then… and false lashes, and a wig, and a dress. And maybe I could see some of those features in that yearbook photo. But the Al in that photo looked so… normal. He didn’t look girly at all. Hell—he kind of looked a bit like me.

It was the only photo of him in the yearbook. But seeing that photo, along with his full name, got my mind racing. For a moment, I remembered that little taste of excitement that I had when I found that footage of him sneaking him. I found myself curious now, though I wasn’t sure what I was hoping to find.

I started searching for Al online. He had a private Facebook page. He had a private Instagram page. He was mentioned in an obituary (his grandfather’s). I found some old track running competition times from 2010, which said he was in the U12 division. So I figured he must now be about… twenty-four or twenty-five.

I knew that this was none of my business, but Georgia’s posting was still on that bulletin board. I figured she never did get her project back—and maybe I could help. So I started trying to track down Al.

I tried adding him on Instagram, using an old account that I didn’t use anymore (an old drawing account). I was hoping he would accept my friend request. I tried doing a deep web search of his name, but that only found his job resume.

Wait! His job resume had his phone number on it! And it had his address!

Okay, that was almost too easy… After the initial excitement wore off, I felt a bit annoyed that I’d already gotten to the bottom of all this.

But it wasn’t quite so simple. That resume was old. And when I showed up at that address after my shift, I met an old lady who told me that Al had moved out three years earlier.

“Any idea where he went?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Beats me.”

“I really need to find him. Is there anything you could tell me?”

She shrugged her shoulders again. So I tried calling that number, but the call went to a generic voicemail. I tried again later, after I woke up around 3:00 PM. Still nothing.

I went to work. It was 10:00 PM when my phone rang. I picked it up without thinking. “Hello?” I said.

“Hi,” said a quiet voice. “I missed a couple calls from this number.”

I realized it was Al—but I couldn’t tell him who I was, or he would instantly hang up on me. I paused.

“Hello?” he said.

“I tried to drop a package off at your place today,” I said. “But the woman said that, uh, you don’t live there anymore. 816 Oakmount Street.” That was his old address.

“I moved,” he said. “What package?”

“I don’t know what it is. It’s in your name, with your phone number,” I said.

Then, after a pause, he gave me his new address. “216 Fillmore Stage Crescent.”

“Okay. I’ll put it in the system. Could take another three business days.”

I hung up the phone and let out a sigh of relief. Then, I grinned from ear to ear, unable to believe that I’d actually gotten his information!

Now, I just had to confront him to get those outfits back. That was going to be awkward, but it would be worth it to put a smile on that girl’s face.

I finished my shift. I went home to sleep. I woke up and ate a breakfast, which was still kind of weird, as it was dinnertime for most people. Then, with a couple hours before I needed to report for duty, I went to 216 Fillmore Stage Crescent.

My heart was racing as I looked at the little bungalow. It was a surprisingly nice part of town. A rental in that area was surely more than Al could afford with his janitor pay—and definitely more than he could afford now that he was unemployed… unless he’d somehow managed to land on his feet quite quickly.

I parked a few houses down and crept up to the house slowly. Then, I heard a sound coming from the back yard, like the rap of a screen door against a wall. I paused, and my nerves tingled. I hated confrontation. I didn’t want this to turn into a big hubbub. I just wanted to politely ask Al to return the stolen goods, and I was hoping that he would oblige.

Now, I could smell cigarette smoke. I figured he was smoking off his back porch, so instead of going to the front door, I started towards the gate to the backyard. Then, I paused when I passed a window looking into a very pink bedroom, which was lit up: glowing bright.

I peered in and saw a pink bed, pink walls, and a whole computer setup on a desk, wired to a camera on a tripod, which was facing the bed.

I heard the rap of the screen door again, and then I could hear the dull footsteps of someone approaching form within the house. I ducked low, just as a girl in a pink babydoll lingerie dress stepped into the room.

I sunk even lower, out of sight. I waited for a long moment. Then, I heard the girly, bubbly voice. “Hi guys! I’m back! Did you miss me? I have one more hour until I sign off. I’d love to put on a show for a few more naughty boys.”

I bit my tongue so that I wouldn’t laugh. That window was open slightly to let the heat from all of those bright lights out.

“Mm, hey Dayton Boy. Nice to see you again. Thanks for tuning in,” she said.

I heard the slight masculine twang in that voice: a twang I should have picked up on when she was in the school. Or, I should say, he.

Al was putting on a sexy webcam show, dressed as a woman. I had no idea if his viewers knew that he was really a man. Maybe that was his ‘niche’. I was trying not to judge Al too much. I really just wanted that dress back.

“Thanks for following Alana Pink! I love your support so much. It means so much to me!” she said.

I heard her computer dinging and beeping. I heard little ka-ching sounds as, presumably, people sent her money. I don’t know how much money people were sending, but she was getting a lot of it.

I crept back to the front door, waited a moment for the redness to leave my face, and then I knocked. I waited and knocked again.

Al finally came to answer the door, dressed as ‘Alana Pink’. She looked at me for a moment, and then her expression dropped. It was hard to stay serious, as she was wearing nothing but a little grey satin robe over her pink babydoll dress. The perfume smell was strong. Her makeup was dramatic. She looked… like a girl. But I knew she wasn’t, and I could tell by the wide-eyed expression on her face that she knew that I knew.

“I’m actually just here for that bag,” I said to her.

“The b—bag?”

“The one you took from the school. I’m not going to report you. I just want to return the bag to the girl who needs it for her assignment.”

She was as white as snow. She nodded quickly, darted off, leaving her door open, and then she returned with the bag. I looked inside. The clothes were there. Hopefully all of them.

“Please don’t get me in trouble,” she said.

“I won’t. I just want to return the clothes,” I said. “And, uh… Don’t break into the school again. Or I’ll lose my job.”

She nodded with her chin down, looking like a sad puppy. I felt strangely bad for her. Maybe because she was so petite and dainty, so fragile and cute. It was hard to be mad at a pretty girl…

I shook my head. She wasn’t a girl. She was a guy pretending to be a girl—apparently for money on the internet. But that wasn’t my business. I took the bag and left. That night, I placed the bag on the secretary’s desk, with a note that said, ‘I found this while cleaning.’. Maybe I could have tried to get that $100 reward, but I was just happy to have solved the case. I’d managed to make a couple days of work a little more exciting—or, I should say, a little less monotonous.

But that night, there wasn’t much excitement to be had. I went to the bulletin, hoping to see something about some lost pair of gloves. I wanted something to do that wasn’t just mopping long, endless hallways.

The next night was just as boring. There was apparently a sickness going around the school, keeping kids home, so the school was remarkably clean. I spent most of my time disinfecting surfaces.

And the next day was boring too. So boring that I ended up on my phone, trying to figure out if I could find this ‘Hank’ guy that my girlfriend was so enamoured with.

No—she wasn’t my girlfriend anymore. She was single… or possibly with Hank. Finding Hank wasn’t quite as easy as finding Al. Hank didn’t seem to have any social media accounts, and I didn’t know his last name. I didn’t even know where Kailey was living, and I didn’t want to try to track her down the way I tracked down Al, worried she would find out and think that I was stalking her.

“I miss you,” I wrote to her—but she didn’t reply. Maybe because it was 2:00 AM.

I had the whole school cleaned by 5:00 AM. I sat down on a bench and considered my options. I thought about napping on that bench for a couple of hours, but I knew that would just give me a sore back. I considered going home for an hour, to sleep in my bed, but I knew that would just spoil my actual sleep, which was just a few hours away. So I just sat and waited and accepted the boredom.

And then I chuckled as I remembered seeing Al all dolled up. I had to admit that he looked good, which was surprising, because as a man, he looked so normal. That had me wondering if any normal-ish man could be convincing female with the right amount of effort.

But Al was beyond just convincing. He had fans, apparently. But just how many? I decided to look up Alana Pink on my phone.

Had there been anybody in that school, they would have heard my gasp when I saw the search results on my phone.
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Alana Pink wasn’t just some silly little fetish. Alana Pink was massively popular, with nearly a million followers on Instagram, with tens of thousands of YouTube subscribers, with a huge TikTok following… and with a very sizeable OnlyFans following as well.

I clicked on her Instagram and saw her pictures. I hate to even admit it, but she looked stunning. Maybe there was a bit of help from filters or Photoshop—I was no expert in that field—but she looked… Okay, I’ll just say it: hot. Every picture had tens of thousands of likes, and it was no mystery why: she was frighteningly pretty.

And sure, I’d seen her in person and she had me fooled, and I even thought that she was quite pretty before I knew who she was. But to see that hundreds of thousands of other men agreed with me… I suppose I was a mixture of shocked and relieved.

The oldest photos on that Instagram were only four months old. I recognized the backgrounds in the first few dozen uploads: those school walls, lockers, gymnasium, and so on. She launched her E-girl career from within those school walls, while working as a janitor.

I couldn’t believe my eyes.

She had teasers on YouTube, filmed inside of that school: her dressed as a cheerleader, as a schoolgirl, as a housemaid, and so on. I recognized the school volleyball outfit. I recognized the home-economics cooking apron.

I watched a video where she went into the girl’s locker room, pulled a little pink outfit out from one of the lockers, and then snapped her fingers. After a quick edit, she was dolled up in the pink outfit, surely left behind by some girl.

She had a video series called ‘Lost and Found Dress Up Time!’. The videos were what you would expect: her digging through the large lost-and-found bin, and then her trying the outfits on.

One of her videos was called ‘Wearing Confiscated Clothes’. I vaguely recognized the room she was in; it was a room in the office, that was like a rarely-used storage room. I never had to clean it, but I’d looked in it a few times.

The outfits in that room were taken from girls who showed up dressed inappropriately for school. The students were probably forced to change into their gym clothes for the day, and the inappropriate attire was stored in that room.

And my God—some of those outfits were certainly inappropriate for school. I didn’t even believe the video was real—until I went to that room and saw the outfits there myself, in a box on a shelf. I held up a little lacy black bodysuit, which was sheer on the sides. Did a student really try wearing this to school? My God!

There were dozens of outfits just like it. That box smelled like perfume. My heart was starting to race.

Another video on Alana Pink’s YouTube was called, ‘Wearing the naughty teacher’s secret stash’. In the video, she opened a desk drawer and pulled out a divider to reveal sex toys and lingerie. I just couldn’t believe it. The next night, I went from classroom to classroom, checking desk drawers until I found it.

It was in the desk of Ms. Gerry. She was a younger teacher—only twenty-six, and quite fit. Why the fuck did she have that stuff in her desk? Or did Alana put it there? It was a mystery that I would probably never solve—and maybe I didn’t want to solve it. Maybe I didn’t want anything to do with it. The last thing I wanted was to be wrapped up in some inappropriate conduct controversy, like Alana.

Watching Alana’s videos, I was able to find many ‘secret stashes’. They were all real. I began to wonder how long Alana had worked at that school, for her to have found all of those secrets.

Or maybe she placed those secrets there… but they were still there.

Okay—so I said that the Ms. Gerry thing would never be solved… but I solved it a few nights later, totally by accident. I showed up a little bit early for work without thinking much about it. As I was walking to my janitorial closet, I heard a moaning sound. I went to Ms. Gerry’s classroom and opened the door, and then she shrieked, covering her naked breasts with her hands.

I froze in the doorway.

She was filming some naughty video, with her phone propped up on a desk as she sat atop her own desk, wearing familiar lingerie, and holding a pink dildo.

“Sorry,” I said, backing out of the room.

I scurried away and I didn’t see her leave. But that night, I went to that security room and checked the camera footage from outside of her classroom (there were no cameras in the classrooms, with a few exceptions). I checked each day, between 8:00 PM and 8:30 PM. I checked many weeks, and caught her multiple times, creeping out of her classroom in lingerie, fetching something, and then returning to her classroom. I even found a day when she filmed one of her scenes in the gymnasium: sprawled out naked and plunging a dildo into her pussy. I blushed watching the video.

I tried to delete the video for her own sake; I didn’t want her to get in trouble for what she was doing, even though she probably shouldn’t have been doing it. But when I tried to delete the video, a warning came up: “Deleting this video will alert Iron Horse Security. Furthermore, you will only be deleting the client-side copy. Another copy will still exist on the Iron Horse Server. Do you want to proceed?” Of course I clicked no, and hoped, for her sake, that nobody would ever find that video.

I’m sure someone over at Iron Horse Security was jerking off to that video every night; Ms. Gerry was actually pretty damn sexy.

The Ms. Gerry controversy provided me with a little bit of entertainment… but then came the boredom again.

I knew that school was filled with mysteries, but I wasn’t sure where to look for them, and I was getting bored of wandering the same hallways over and over and over.

I really did miss the days when I was trying to capture an intruder. I missed trying to hunt down the missing fashion assignment. I missed finding all of Alana Pink’s hidden school secrets. Now, it was just back to mundane janitorial duties.

I sent Kailey a message. “How have you been?”

But she didn’t answer. She still hadn’t answered the last message I sent her. I think it was time to accept that she’d moved on. Every few days, she was posting about some other outing with Hank, whoever Hank was. There were no romantic pictures: no kissing, no holding hands, no declarations of love… but it seemed obvious that he was courting her, and she seemed happy… much happier than she had been with me for a long time (even before I lost my big income source).

It seemed obvious that Kailey was over me, and maybe I needed to start moving on with my own life. The thought of never being with her again left me feeling horribly desolate.

I felt like I would be alone forever.
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The feeling of loneliness compounded with the boredom and monotony of my work. After another week, I was starting to think I was on the verge of a mental breakdown.

I found it hard to even show up for work. It seemed pointless to spent my entire night working for money. Because why did I even need money? What was I going to do with it? I had nothing to spend the money on. Oh sure, my bills—but I could have filed for unemployment and the benefits would have covered my tiny bills. I was hardly eating, so it’s not like I needed money for food.

I knew that I needed to push past the despair and depression. I needed to find some way to occupy my mind…

And then I stumbled upon a hidden secret in that school. I very rarely did much besides sweeping in the fashion room. The floor was always littered with little snipped threads, and the bins were always overflowing with small fabric scraps and whatnot. But I decided that I would do a deep cleaning of a different room each night, and it was the fashion room’s turn.

I scrubbed the walls and got on my hands and knees to clean the floors. I used special tools to clean the baseboards, and I got out my scraper tool to scrape gum from under desks. I polished metallic desk legs and I used a special wood cleaner on each and every desk surface.

Most of those desks were new, but the classroom had some old-school desks, with the desktop that flipped up so students could put pencils and notebooks and whatnot inside. I went to ensure that there was no old gum stuck inside the desks, starting with the desks that were being used by students, and then the desks that were lined along the back wall, which hadn’t been used in a decade or more.

Then, inside of one of those unused desks, I found lingerie. It wasn’t regular lingerie; it was all homemade—probably in that very classroom, with those very sewing machines.

I lifted up a small, dainty red slip. It was soft and delicate—and a bit dusty from years of being stored away.

Someone must have made all of this lingerie as a project. Most of the class projects that were left behind were on the many racks along the north wall of the room. But this lingerie was left out, and maybe the reason was obvious.

Or maybe the fashion teacher had made the lingerie herself. It was another mystery.

There were little pairs of panties. There were stockings, and little satin dresses. Some of those outfits were devilishly strappy, making me blush as I held them up.

My heart began to race as an idea came into my mind.

I knew there wasn’t a camera in that room, and I knew that I was going to be alone for the next seven hours. I gazed over, across the room, spotting a rack of wigs. There was a door in that room that led into the drama room, as the fashion and drama students often coordinated on projects together.

I walked over to the wigs. I grabbed a brunette wig and carefully fit it onto my head. I blushed, turning towards the mirror. I looked silly… but maybe that was because of the denim overalls that I usually wore to work. I eyed the cheeky lingerie again.

My heart raced faster.

Maybe I was a little bit curious—or maybe I was just bored. I just wanted to see what I looked like… After all, Al looked like a regular guy when he wasn’t all dolled up as Alana Pink.

So I went to the door and closed it, flicking the lock just to be safe. I paused and considered opening the door, so that I could hear the bells that I put above the doors each night, but I figured I was safer locked in that quiet room.

I got undressed. I felt so naughty. I gently placed my overalls and underwear aside, and then I shimmied into that delicate red lace outfit. It took some time to figure out which straps went where. I danced my hips carefully side to side as I pulled the outfit up. I felt the lace bottom part hugging my crotch tight.

“Oh God,” I whimpered. I felt so foolish. I was already regretting this curiosity, but I just couldn’t help myself.

I turned to the mirror, and then I blushed.

I didn’t actually look half bad… at least when I was squinting. Of course, the leg hair was a bad giveaway. The wig looked very fake on my head. I think I looked more silly than convincing. So I took off the outfit and quickly got my overalls back on.

It was an hour before my heart stopped racing. I spent a good chunk of time putting everything back where I found it, leaving no clues that I had been in that room in any capacity beyond cleaning.

I didn’t think about the embarrassing scene for a couple of days, until I was at home, in my shower. My bathroom sink had recently stopped working, so I had to shave my face in the shower. When I finished shaving my face, I looked down at my legs. I paused.

That curiosity came back.

I had almost no human-contact in my life anymore, unless you count my one-eyed boss, but he only ever saw me in overalls, which covered everything. And it was winter; it’s not like I would be wearing shorts anytime soon.

So I shaved my legs, just to see how they would look. I wasn’t expecting them to look so smooth.

I blushed, looking in the mirror. Then, that night, I went back into that fashion classroom and I found that lingerie. This time, I put on a different wig. I spent a few minutes actually getting the wig on correctly, using a hair net to push down my natural hair.

When I looked in the mirror, I blushed even harder than when I saw Alana Pink doing her webcam show—and harder than when I discovered Ms. Gerry’s sexual deviancies.

Okay, so maybe I didn’t look so bad.

I got undressed and told myself that my curiosity was officially satisfied, and I could go back to working undisturbed.

But that didn’t last long, because with the boredom of work came new curiosities.

I found makeup in a student desk, in Mr. Parker’s history classroom. I was well ahead of schedule, so I slipped the makeup into my pockets and I went to that fashion classroom, which had big tall mirrors. I spent almost thirty minutes trying to put eyeliner and mascara on. I put the wig on. Instead of lingerie, I put on a flared pink frilly dress.

I just wanted to see how convincing I could look. Then my curiosity would be satisfied…

There was just one problem: every time I saw myself, I started thinking of ways that I could look more convincing—so that curiosity just wasn’t ever satisfied.
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My crossdressing curiosity continued over the next few weeks. Every few days I found myself shaving my legs in the shower. Then, once I had all of the school bathrooms cleaned, hallways mopped, and cafeteria tidied, I would sneak into that fashion classroom and try out whatever new idea that I had.

I just wanted to see how far I could take it, just to see what was possible. I had no reason, other than a curiosity that was nagging at me and wouldn’t go away. Every time I found some outfit in some old locker, or makeup supplies in some old desk… I just wanted to see how much power it had.

There really was a curious power—a transformative power—with those tools. Such a small tube of eyeliner could make such a dramatic difference; it almost seemed impossible.

And there was something satisfying about getting it right—because it wasn’t easy to get it right. Sometimes I just looked weird—and those moments gave me hope that I would be able to dismiss this crossdressing episode as a silly glitch in my life story. But then boredom would strike within those school walls, and I would feel drawn to trying one more time, simply for something to do.

Maybe I was addicted to that thrill, knowing I was doing something against the rules. It was nice to feel my heart racing a little bit: a little vacation from the tedious boredom of cleaning that large school singlehandedly, night after night.

And then there were the times I managed to get the details just right, when I would look in the mirror and gasp at how perfect a dress was, how perfect I managed to make my makeup, how realistic my wig was able to look. And sometimes those details all aligned together, leaving me speechless, thinking about Alana Pink and how convincing she was able to look.

Of course that got me thinking a lot about Alana Pink and her own situation, now earning more than I was earning as an artist, and she was probably doing even less work. I checked her OnlyFans page from time to time, always stunned to see how many new subscribers she had. She was even making money off of ads on YouTube—and she’d recently gotten herself her own website. She was doing just fine.

And did she discover this side of herself in this very school, working this same job that I was now working? Did boredom lead her to the same curiosities that I was now overcome with?

I tried to ‘take a break’ from this new ‘interest’ that I’d developed, but the boredom always brought crossdressing to the front of my mind, for reasons that I just can’t explain.

I tried other things—believe me.

I took my old gaming console into work one night and hooked it up to one of the televisions in the AV room. I played some old game for about an hour, but it didn’t prove to be much of a distraction. I wanted more than just a distraction; I wanted a thrill, and the only thing that seemed to provide that thrill was seeing how far I could push this new ‘femininity’.

And worse than the boredom at work was the boredom at home. I couldn’t be awake during the daytime without messing up my schedule, so I had to be awake at night. Sure, I could have gone out to some nightclub. I could have tried to meet some girl at a bar. But for some reason, that just seemed tedious. So on weekends, I would just sit around my apartment… and sometimes I would go into the school.

I knew that it was wrong. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to be there on weekends, especially with nothing to clean. But sometimes that empty school felt more like my home than my little apartment.

I felt more free inside of that school. In my little apartment, the walls were thin and the rooms were tiny. In my little apartment, there was nothing to do. But in that school, I could do pretty much whatever I wanted as long as nothing was damaged.

I did lots inside of that school. I know that it’s a trope, but I got pretty good at basketball. Almost every night I would throw at least fifty balls. Sometimes I would take out the ball hockey equipment and work on my stick handling skills. I would sit and read old textbooks and I would learn the things that maybe I was supposed to have learned while in school.

My life wasn’t just cleaning and putting on women’s clothing.

But the lure of feminization came most nights, for reasons that I can’t fully comprehend. I would find some little dress in some locker room locker, and my heart would start racing. Okay, maybe I would go looking for little surprises like that; maybe I didn’t need to be poking through lockers in the girls’ changing room. Though I was supposed to occasionally deep clean everything, and that included those lockers (which were often quite stinky from abandoned gym socks).

And sometimes I would put on those knee-length gym socks, because they were surprisingly cute paired with those little baby-blue gym shorts…

The satisfaction that I would get, peering into the mirror after putting so much effort into looking just right… I want to put that feeling into words, but I just can’t. Though I think it was a sensation I’d felt before, long ago, when I first started trying to make a career as an artist, when I first started trying to sell commissions. I remember my first commission coming in: a $20 drawing for some young guy’s Dungeons & Dragons character. I spent days on that drawing. I probably spent twenty hours making the details perfect. I made that drawing for about a dollar an hour, but it was so worth it when I got his reply. “This is the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen!”

He was so happy… and that feeling of satisfaction was so intense. And now… I felt a bit of that again, seeing myself looking so convincing in that mirror.

It was the thrill… the satisfaction… it was all so wonderful.
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Asad truth in life: thrill chasers often sprint to their own demise.

Playing dress up was a thrill, but soon, the satisfaction that I got from it started to fade. I still felt strangely uplifted when I saw myself in the perfect combination of clothes, wig, and makeup… but I was no longer able to produce that same level of tingling excitement that I felt when I just started.

That is, until I started taking things a step further…

I started venturing out from that fashion classroom, dressed as a girl. I risked everything by allowing those cameras to see me. I knew that it was very unlikely anyone would see me on those cameras; they only checked the footage when there was some crime they had to investigate.

But nonetheless, I was taking a risk. I would even work for a few hours each night in some different outfit. One night, I even put on the housemaid costume that I found in Ms. Gerry’s desk. It had an impossibly short flared skirt, showing off my legs and ass almost in their entirety.

I found a confiscated Playboy Bunny costume, which I wore one night as I worked. I pranced around the halls feeling so dainty and sexy. My heart raced at every little sound. The thrill of potentially being caught like that had me grinning curiously.

Since when was I like this? Could boredom really change a person like this? Is that what happened to Alana Pink?

I found myself wishing I could go back in time, and never put that wig on, never put that lingerie on. I felt like I’d opened a Pandora’s box that couldn’t be closed now. Sometimes I would wake up thinking about what naughtiness I would get up to. Sometimes those were the last thoughts in my head as I fell asleep.

I woke up to a text from Kailey on a Saturday. “What are you doing tomorrow?” she asked. I didn’t answer right away, worried about looking desperate. And it wasn’t until the next day that I realized I never replied to her at all! I had gone into the school and I had gotten carried away playing dress up. I had lost track of time. And when I returned home, I was thinking about being a sissy instead of thinking about Kailey.

I messaged her the next morning quickly. “Hi. I’m free today. What’s up?” But it wasn’t really the morning; it was my morning, which was her afternoon. Her day was almost over. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m out for the day. But we should meet up soon.”

The thought of meeting up with Kailey should have had me energized. It should have had me jumping for joy on my apartment building’s rooftop. But instead… I was watching makeup videos on YouTube.

I was out of control, and I knew it—but I couldn’t reel myself in. I’d suffered through so many months of despair, and then months of boredom, and now I had something that was giving me some entertainment.

It was Sunday night, and once again, I wasn’t supposed to be going into that school, but that’s where I went. I walked in with a smile on my face, feeling a curious sense of belonging. I felt so at home there; it was my own little playground. It was a strange feeling; I once felt dread and despair walking into that school, but now it was where I wanted to be more than anywhere else. I felt like a prisoner, finishing some long prison sentence but not wanting to leave the comfort of the prison compound.

Maybe I did have a mental breakdown…

I patrolled the hallways for an hour or so before sauntering into that fashion classroom. I put on a cute little dress: a fashion project from some long graduated student. It was a perfect fit (I’d worn it before). Under, I put on a pair of panties and a lacy bralette, which perfectly held a pair of silicone breast cups, which had a realistic bounce to them when I moved.

I sat down at the drama class makeup mirror and spent about thirty minutes making myself pretty: pink lipstick, jet-black eyeliner, a soft pink eye shadow, and a bit of pink blush. I blushed and grinned and then I stood up and did a little spin.

I tried on a new wig: a long blonde wig, which was already tied into a pair of braids. It was a platinum shade of blonde, which I thought would look goofy (so I had always avoided it), but it was actually really cute. I liked running my hands down the long braids. I kept giggling, like a girl, and I’m not quite sure where those sounds came from; they weren’t natural to me… but they came out so naturally when I was dolled up like that, as if I was channelling some female spirit.

Maybe the same spirit that Alana Pink channeled in that school.

Or maybe it was a demon. Maybe I needed an exorcism.

It was just another night of fooling around—another night of exploring that school while dolled up, trying to muster up a little bit of thrill.

I went out into the hallways. I spun and giggled and skipped and then I paused when I saw a picture to my left: a new picture of the senior cheer squad in their cute little outfits. I stared for a moment, and then I realized that I knew where those outfits were: the the girls’ locker room.

The temptation was suddenly strong. My heart raced. It seemed so naughty, but that only made the temptation stronger. What was wrong with me?

I went to that locker room. It was a large space with lockers, changing stalls, showers, and a dedicated area for the various sports teams, including a corner for the cheer girls. And there, on hooks, were the cheer outfits: the crop tops and pleated skirts. Folded on a bench were the knee-high white stockings. My heart pounded.

I walked towards the outfits. My ears were ringing.

I took a slow, deep breath in. I began to undress. I started with the stockings, pulling them slowly up my smooth legs. My whole body tingled.

I hate to even admit this, but I found a pair of satin panties in one of the senior lockers. I slipped them up and then I put on that pleated cheer skirt. I didn’t bother with the little shorts that the girls put under their skirts.

Next came the crop top; I didn’t bother with a bra. The outfit was feminine enough without a bust. I turned to the mirror and did a little spin, letting that pleated skirt lift up, exposing my sissy bum.

I giggled and blushed, and then I saw her standing in the doorway.

I nearly screamed—but I was too horrified to scream. Standing in the doorway was Alana Pink, dressed up in a purple housecoat and Ugg boots. Her eyes were wide as she stared at me—maybe almost as wide as mine.

“Y—You aren’t supposed to be in here,” I said, mouth suddenly dry, jaw trembling.

“You too?” she said, ignoring me.

“It’s not what it looks like!” I gasped. “I—I’m not like you.”

Then, she blushed and grinned. She crossed her arms. “How sure of that are you?”

“I’m not into this,” I said. “I’m just… I’m just…” I let out a sigh and I let my shoulders drop. “Fine. I like it. Is that what you want from me? You aren’t even supposed to be in here. You’re breaking and entering.”

“I didn’t break anything,” she said, rolling her eyes. “And you’re doing the same thing that got me fired, so quit acting so high and mighty.”

I gasped, planting my hands on my hips and scolding her. “Maybe I’m not perfect, but I’m still employed here! The place is clean, isn’t it?”

“I would hope so,” she said with a smarmy grin. “It’s Sunday night.”

I scolded her. “You need to leave. Why are you even here?”

“I need a cheer outfit for a thing,” she said, face turning dark red. “And, by the way, I fully plan on returning it. So if you wouldn’t mind passing me one from the hook there.”

“I’m not passing you anything. You aren’t taking anything off of school property.”

“Quit being such a bootlicker.” She rolled her eyes. “I knew that you were a weirdo like me when I saw you.”

I blushed. This was so humiliating. I was still in that little cheer outfit, showing so much skin, makeup on my face, wig on my head.

“You look good, by the way,” she said. “But you need to look into contouring. You need to blend out your brow line—and clean up your eyebrows. It makes a huge difference. I also recommend doing your nails. You don’t have to paint them, but at least clean them up.”

“Nobody asked for your tips,” I said.

“I’m trying to be nice to you,” she said, storming by me and snatching one of those cheer outfits. She grabbed a pair of stockings while she was there. I thought about trying to stop her.

Now, I was realizing that my ears hadn’t been ringing; I had heard the bell ringing that I placed above the door.

“You—You can’t take this stuff,” I said.

“I’ll bring it back tomorrow night.”

“No,” I said. “I won’t let you take it.”

She glared at me. “Are you going to stop me?”

I was silent. I didn’t want to fight. I didn’t even really care to argue with her. In a weird way, I felt sympathetic for her.

“How much is he paying you now?” she asked.

“None of your business.”

“Is it at least minimum wage?”

I was silent for a long moment. “It’s… a bit more than that.”

She laughed and shook her head. I couldn’t understand how she could look and sound so feminine. Maybe I did need to take her tips; she seemed to have a deep understanding on how to be girly.

And maybe I wanted to know a few of her secrets.

She was just so… pretty. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. I’d seen her as a guy. I’d seen that picture one hundred times in that yearbook. But as a girl, she was so stunning.

“If you want to make good money,” she said. “I’d recommend an OnlyFans.” She said it with a little grin. “You have a good look for it. You just need to… perfect a few details.”

I wanted to ask her to stay to show me, but I knew that this was all so wrong on so many levels—and the humiliation was still burning inside of me. I wasn’t even supposed to be inside of that school, let alone playing dress up—and now I was allowing someone to steal from the girls’ locker room.

“I’m not going to make an OnlyFans,” I said.

“You should. I’ve only been at it for a few months and I’m making close to ten-grand a month.” She started walking to the exit. But then she paused, looking back at me, as if waiting for me to say something. “I thought you were going to stop me.”

“I—I don’t know…” I said.

“That cheer outfit is super cute on you,” she said.

I didn’t know what to say back.

“Do you want to fuck?” she asked suddenly.

I gasped. I felt the blood rushing into my cheeks and forehead. Did she just ask that? “I would fuck you,” she said. “If you want.”

“No!” I gasped.

“Okay. It was just an offer.” She rolled her eyes. “I’ll bring this back tomorrow night. What’s your name?”

“M—My name?”

“Yeah.”

“Matt,” I said with some hesitation.

“No. I mean your girl name, idiot.”

I didn’t have one, so I just stood there with a blank expression.

“Okay, think about it and tell me tomorrow.” She winked at me and then she left. I just remained frozen in my state of shock. I heard the bells ringing as she let herself out.

I didn’t know how to process what had happened. I was so embarrassed: caught in women’s clothing. At least I was caught by someone who had experienced being caught in women’s clothing; somehow that made it seem less horrifyingly humiliating…


11


Iknew that I needed to clean up my act. I knew that I wouldn’t get away with acting the way I’d been acting forever. Alana was caught eventually, and she was a clever girl.

I was literally on camera skipping around in women’s clothing; it was surely a matter of time before someone scrubbed through that footage.

I needed to stop…

But I couldn’t stop… especially knowing that Alana was coming back. I had no idea what time she was coming, but I decided to see her return as an opportunity. Maybe it should have been an opportunity to catch her and have her arrested… but instead I took it as an opportunity to try to get some feminization tips.

I was done cleaning the bathrooms by 10:30 PM. I was done the cafeteria by 11:30 PM. Then, I went to get dolled up, knowing Alana would be there soon. I did my makeup carefully, paying more attention to detail than usual. I spent a good deal of time getting a blonde wig on my head, just right. I put on a super-cute pink fit-and-flare dress, which made me blush all over.

Alana wasn’t there yet, and I still had cleaning to do. So I took the risk and went from room to room, dressed as a girl. The chances of someone looking at the footage was so low… but there was still a chance, especially if someone spotted Alana sneaking in and reported it to the school board—or the police.

I tried to focus on getting that school cleaned. It was quite messy—but I still had all night.

It was around 1:00 AM when I heard the ringing bell. A cold terror filled my body. I stepped quietly out from the history classroom and looked down the dark, quiet hallway.

There was a small chance it was my boss; he’d showed up once before in the middle of the night, a month earlier, to give me my money early, as he had a doctor’s appointment when he usually met me. What if he was here now? What if I was about to be caught dolled up?

I stepped over to a locker and peered around it, gazing down the hallway. I saw a figure appear. Instantly, I knew it was her. She was so petite, and now she was wearing a big furry winter coat and nothing at all on her legs; at least it looked like nothing, until she was closer—then I could see that she was wearing fishnet stockings.

She spotted me, paused, and then started laughing. “Why are you hiding like that?” she asked.

My heart was racing. I stepped out slowly, feeling the guilty glare on my face.

“Did you bring the outfit back?” I asked softly.

She stepped up to me and held up a little cloth grocery bag. “Yeah. As promised,” she said.

I took the bag, and then I looked at her outfit. Her fur coat was opened slightly, and under she was wearing a cute red bodycon dress. “I, uh, like that dress,” I said, heart racing.

She smiled. “Thanks. What’s your name? Did you think of something?”

“Um… I kind of like… Mae.”

“Mae,” she said. “Cute. You look like a Mae. So have you calmed down a little bit? You’re not going to threaten to call the cops or whatever, are you?”

“No,” I said.

She smiled. There was a silence. Then, she giggled and said, “Do you know that Ms. Gerry stays after hours to film porn clips for her OnlyFans?”

“I know,” I said, giggling.

“I caught her with two men in her classroom,” she said. “They were spit-roasting her. She gave me a thousand dollars to keep my mouth shut about it.”

I blushed all over.

“Did that really happen?” I asked softly.

She nodded her head. Then, she told me to lift my chin slightly. She reached out and took my hand, bringing it up to my neck. I had no idea what was happening. “Talk,” she said.

“Say what?”

“Feel that vibrating?”

Then, she spent ten minutes showing me how to ‘move’ my intonation. She helped me to soften my pallet. She gave me tips on how to alter my voice bit by bit until she had a bright smile. “I know it seems like a lot, but you’ll get used to it.”

I was dark red. I wanted to tell her that I didn’t actually want to be a woman like her… but I did want her to keep giving me those tips.

“Check this out,” she said, motioning for me to follow her, so I followed her through that school, up the stairs, and down the long upstairs hallway, which was a place that I didn’t spend a ton of time. I cleaned those classrooms, of course, but it was always a quick part of my night. They were just regular lecture classrooms: desks to wipe and a floor to sweep—and mop once a week, or whenever it was muddy out.

Now, we were in a very normal-looking classroom. Alana went over to the bookshelf. “I never figured out who put this here,” she said, and then she reached up high, grabbing a box of printer paper that was stored above. She opened it for me, showing me lacy lingerie.

“Wow,” I said. There must have been a dozen outfits in that box.

Then, she pointed up to the other boxes. “Every single box up there,” she said. “Lingerie. Sex toys. Porn magazines. And some home movies on VHS tapes—but you can’t see who’s filming them. You can see their various partners though… prostitutes, I think.”

I blushed. My face was getting used to being red hot all the time.

“You can use all this stuff all you want,” she said. “Obviously just clean the toys before and after using them.”

I didn’t say anything. I could feel my countenance turning pale now. She stared at me. “Don’t pretend like you don’t like to play with dildos, Mae.”

“I don’t. I’ve never done it.”

“Liar.”

“I’m not lying!” I said.

She grinned. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

“I lived with my girlfriend for ten years. You really think I managed to stay a virgin that whole time?”

“Did she peg you?”

“No!” I gasped.

“Then your back door is still a virgin.” She giggled. “Want me to take it for you?”

“Take what!? My virginity!?”

She nodded her head. “You can fuck me afterwards, if you want. I don’t mind. You’re cute, so I’ll allow it.”

“Oh my God,” I said, shaking my head. “No way. No. Not doing that. Nope.”

She rolled her eyes. “You don’t have to be rude about it. So do you want to see the old volleyball outfits?”

“What old volleyball outfits?”

“The ones that caused a huge controversy, like, fifteen years ago. The coach who had them made got arrested for doing weird pedo stuff on his computer. The girls wore them for half a season before every parent complained. They still have the outfits hidden in the basement.”

So she took me down to see them. I couldn’t believe how scandalous they were; the shorts had little tiny skirts—neither the shorts nor the skirts covered much of anything. The tops were cut deep, to show cleavage, and the outfit came with a red bra to wear under the top, which was thin and dainty and bit see-through. “They made students wear these?” I asked.

“It was actually back when I was in junior high. My older sister was going here, and she was on the volleyball team. The school ended up giving her a bunch of money—I guess so she wouldn’t file a lawsuit over it. Want to try it on?” She handed me one of the outfits. Then, she started undressing. I paused, watching her as she made herself completely naked in that school basement. She revealed everything, including her long flaccid penis, which was so smooth: not a pubic hair to be seen. “What?” she said.

She shimmied into the little skort and then she put on the red bra, followed by the slutty top. She giggled and bounced. “Honestly, I think they’re so cute.”

I stuttered. She looked exceptional in the outfit.

“Go ahead. Try one on.”

I did it. And in my attempt to not look so cowardly, I did what she did: changing in front of her. She watched me with a smile—and then she commented on my cock. “It’s so small—but it’s cute. I prefer small cute cocks.”

I turned dark red and said nothing as I shimmied into the skort, and then I put on the bra and the top.

She clapped her hands. “Look how cute we are,” she beamed. “Seriously though: how cute are we?” She giggled and then she motioned for me to follow her. “Come on. I want to show you the best perk about working here.”

She took me to the cafeteria. I was very familiar with the area, including the kitchen we were now walking through. But I didn’t know about the box she was pulling out, which was just a cardboard box.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Candy,” she said, opening it. “It’s from a couple Halloweens ago. They bought it for a Halloween dance that ended up being cancelled because of a storm, and everyone forgot about it. They bought enough to hand out a few pieces to fifteen hundred students. There are three more boxes. And for once they actually sprung for the good stuff. Look at this: a full sized bar.” She peeled it and began eating. “Seriously,” she said with her mouth full of chocolate. “You could make a lot of money on OnlyFans. You don’t necessarily have to put anything in your butt or jerk off onto your camera lens. Lots of people will just pay for pictures of you looking cute and sexy.” She swallowed and wiped her lips. “I could help you.”

I stuttered. This was all so overwhelming. I wasn’t sure why, but the idea sounded strangely enticing—and not even just because I really wanted to go back to making big money, and to start working from home again... and to be able to be awake during the daytime, and to sleep at night. If I could be awake during the day, I could see other people again. I could have a social life. When was the last time I even saw another person? Well—I was seeing Alana now…

Before Alana, the last person I really had a conversation with was… Kailey… when she told me she was splitting up with me.

And maybe if I was making big money again, working from home, Kailey would come back.

If she wanted me back…

If I wanted her back…

A pang of panic filled me. Where did that thought come from? Why was I considering letting Kailey go? Well… for one, she seemed happier without me. And then there was the case of her leaving me; sure, I wasn’t myself after losing my job… maybe I wasn’t as lively and outgoing. But Kailey didn’t stick with me while I was sorting my life out. She didn’t have the patience. It almost seemed like she was more interested in being financially supported than being with a person she loved.

Maybe she never really loved me…

“Earth to Mae,” said Alana, waving her hand in front of my face. “You alive? I’m assuming you’re considering the OnlyFans thing. It’s fun, honestly. It’s low-stress. I think you should do it. But it’s up to you. I should get going. I promised my fans I would do a cam show at eleven, and it will take me an hour to get ready for it. I wouldn’t mind getting eight hours of sleep before that... unless, of course, you want to change your mind about my other offer.” She smiled.

“Other offer?” I said.

“Yeah. You know: me fucking you. I’ll happily do it for you, so you can really get the girl experience. Okay, I’m just going to admit it: I’m horny and you’re cute. I want to fuck you. And look at us! Look how cute we are. How can we not fuck? Come on, Mae; it’s like my first-ever sex fantasy: these outfits, in this school. I’m not pressuring you. I’m just horny.”

“Will it hurt?” I asked softly.

Her eyes widened and she perked up. “Hurt? No. That’s what lube is for, silly. And the nurse’s office has tons of that. Come on.” She grabbed me by the wrist and we went to the nurse’s office. She fetched some medical lubricant from a drawer, and then she turned to me and suddenly, we were kissing. It was about eight seconds before she pulled away and said, “This isn’t right.”

“It isn’t?” I asked, voice cracking.

“No. Not in the nurse’s office. There’s nothing sexy about that. We should go to the gym.”

“There’s a camera in the gym,” I said.

“I know, but look at us. We’re cheerleaders. We can’t fuck in a nurse’s office. It has to be the gym. It’s worth the risk. Come on!” She took my hand again, and a minute later, we were in the gymnasium. She pressed her lips against mine. Her hands grabbed my hips, and I slowly put my hands on her hips.

The smell of her perfume had my head spinning. How could she look, feel, smell, and taste so feminine?

Her hand slipped down and she began to massage my cock. She moaned. “I love small cocks,” she said.

“It’s not that small.”

Then, she slipped her cock out from her skort, and she pressed it against mine. Hers was much longer. She said nothing; she just smiled and giggled. “I said I like it, Mae. Relax.” She dropped to her knees and started sucking me.

My God, she was good at it. She made me hard in seconds. But it didn’t last long. She stood up and pushed me down to my knees. She dangled her half-erect cock in front of my face. “Suck me, please,” she said with a bubbly voice.

I gently took her shaft, which was heavy. I brought her tip to my lips. I was so nervous; I swear I could hear my heart pounding in that empty gymnasium. I knew there was a camera watching. I knew that there was a small chance someone would watch that footage at some point. I would lose my job…

But it seemed worth it. Her cock slid onto my tongue and her tip grazed the inside of my cheek. I sucked, making her moan. Her moans were so beautiful. I sucked harder, trying to make her moan louder—and it worked.

I sucked for five minutes before she said, “I wanna fuck you now.”

I was about to stand up when she said, “Wait. Spit on it. Fuck the lube. Just spit on it.”

So I spat on her cock. A huge glob of spit teased her tip. She giggled, spinning me around. She yanked my skort bottoms aside, revealing my asshole. I felt her gushy-wet tip slide between my cheeks.

“Oh God,” I muttered.

I closed my eyes. She pushed into me.

She fucked me softly at first—and then she fucked me hard. I moaned, and then I clenched hard five minutes later when I felt her ejaculating inside of me: warm gushes, deep inside of my body.

She pulled out slowly, and I felt the cum spilling out of me—I heard it too: a loud, embarrassing gush. I apologized for the sound, and she giggled and said, “I thought it was hot. Now fuck me.” She spun around and got down onto her hands and knees. I mounted her doggy-style, but I didn’t last nearly as long as her. Sadly, I didn’t make it a full two minutes before I was gushing inside of her tight, perfect bum.

We kissed again, which turned into making out and messing up our makeup. Then, she gazed into my eyes and said, “OnlyFans... But don’t quit your job. This school is a goldmine… for both of us.” She winked.

I blushed all over. She kissed me again: a peck on the lips, and then she turned to leave. “I have to go, Mae. I’ll see you around!”

I wanted to beg her to stay. I wanted to be with her. I wanted to pick her brain. I wanted to smell that glorious perfume that she wore.

But she was gone. And now, I had a lot of cleaning to do: the school, and myself.
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Iwoke up to a text message from Kailey. “Are you free?” It was sent six hours earlier, so I figured it was too late, but I still replied: “I just got up. What’s up?”

“I want to meet up with you,” she said within seconds, as if she had been waiting for my reply.

She wanted to meet at a nearby cafe, so I got myself showered and dressed. I was nervous. I hadn’t actually seen Kailey since the day she left me—and it had now been many months. The longest we had been apart before that was… maybe two nights at most.

It seemed weird to be nervous to meet with her, after spending so many years with her. For so long, she was like a part of me: an extension of my own body, who went everywhere I went. Deep into our relationship, I swear there were days we could reach each others’ minds, not even having to have proper conversations. I always knew what she wanted and needed, and she always seemed to know what I needed.

But now, that connection was severed. I had no idea what she was even going to look like. I tried looking at her Instagram before meeting, but it was gone. She’d either deleted it or blocked me from being able to see it. And that wasn’t a good sign going into this rendezvous.

I went to the cafe. She wasn’t there yet. She sent a message, letting me know that she was running late. So I just got myself a coffee and I waited… and waited, and waited.

Finally, after about forty minutes, she walked in. I hardly recognized her. She’d dyed her hair a dark chestnut. She was wearing false lashes, which was totally strange. Her clothes were new—shoes as well. Even her perfume was unfamiliar. She sat down across from me and looked into my eyes. “You look tired,” was the first thing she said to me.

“I’m always a bit disoriented around this time,” I said. “I’ve been working nights, so I don’t really go to sleep until eight or nine.”

She smiled. “Where are you working? An animation studio?” I knew why she guessed that; because I’d told her about how busy animation studios hire night animators to deal with the ‘monkey work’ of animation: animating backgrounds and whatnot.

“No,” I said. “I’m, uh… working at a school.”

“A school at night? Doing what?”

“Cleaning.”

She had a pale look on her face now. “Is the pay at least good?”

“It’s okay,” I said. “It’s all cash, so it’s tax free. And, uh, I get to claim, like, benefits with the government.”

“You mean unemployment?” she said, now looking as though she was staring at a big, vile spider.

“Yeah,” I said.

“So you’re collecting… unemployment, and food stamps… and making some cash on the side as a janitor?”

“It sounds worse than it is. It’s actually been pretty good. I’ve managed to save a lot of money in a few months. And I’ve gotten good enough at my job that I have a lot of free time while at work. I think I’m going to start taking some online classes.”

“In what?”

“I don’t know yet.”

She wasn’t inspired by my answer. She kept staring at me. “Are you wearing eyeliner?”

I felt the blood rushing into my face. “W—What?”

“It looks like you have penciled eyeliner under your eyes. It’s so dark.”

“I’m not wearing eyeliner,” I said. But maybe I was. The pencil-eyeliner was so hard to get off, and I’d gotten so used to seeing myself with it on that I forgot how my eyes should look with it off.

“Okay,” she said, shaking her head. “Maybe there’s just… dirt on your eyelids, from work, or something.” She sighed. “Anyway, Matt—the reason I wanted to meet with you is…” She paused for a moment. “I sent you a message a month ago, telling you that I want to be with you. Remember that?”

I nodded my head.

“Well… I sent it when I had been drinking. And… I don’t want you to get your hopes up, and I’m worried that you’re only doing this terrible job to try to win me back.” She took a deep breath in. “I want to let you know that I’m seeing someone else. Actually… I moved in with him yesterday.”

“Oh…” I said.

My heart felt like it was collapsing.

“He loves me. And… I love him. He owns a big contracting company and makes a lot of money, and⁠—”

“—So what?” I said, interrupting her.

“What do you mean, so what?”

“Who cares how much money he makes? What does that have to do with anything?”

“I didn’t say it has anything to do with anything.”

“But you said it,” I said, shaking my head. “I mean—Why even say it, if it doesn’t have anything to do with anything?”

She had a guilty look on her face now. “Just forget I said it then.”

“I can’t,” I said. “But you really didn’t have to say it, Kailey, because I already knew it.”

“You knew I was dating a guy?”

“No. I knew that you left me because of money, and a moment ago when you told me you were seeing a guy—before you said anything—I knew that he was making a lot of money, because that’s what you care about. And there’s nothing wrong with it, but you need to be honest about it—if not to me, then to yourself. You want to be supported. You want to have a fancy lifestyle, and I don’t think you really care too much about who can give it to you, as long as they can give it to you.”

“Don’t do the whole poor guy victim thing, Matt.”

“It’s not a victim thing; I’m just telling you to be honest, because one day, you’re not going to be so young and pretty, but this man of yours is still going to be rich. And if you aren’t giving him love—real love—then he will go find someone who will.”

“Was that your plan? To leave me when I stopped being pretty?” she asked with a stern gaze.

“Of course not.”

“You’re just jealous,” she said. “You’re jealous of Hank. If you think being mean is going to make me want to take you back, just forget it.”

“I don’t want you back,” I said. “In fact, I was going to tell you today that I’ve moved on.”

“Moved on?” she asked, suddenly much quieter. She had a paleness on her face that I hadn’t seen before—and I’d been with her for a long, long time. “Moved on… to what? With who?”

“Moved on from you.”

“Well, there must be a girl,” she said, her voice almost a hiss.

“Maybe,” I said. “There’s a girl that I like. She’s fun.”

“Fun? So what? You met her at a club and fucked her or something?”

I rolled my eyes. “Okay. So just to be clear: we’re done here, right?”

“I just think it’s weird that you’re just telling me this stuff now. I’m guessing you’re lying—but if not, it’s really fucking shady to be seeing and fucking some girl without telling me, while I set this meeting up to tell you that I was seeing someone.”

“None of that made any sense,” I said, shaking my head.

It was a weird feeling: I didn’t really feel anything for her. I was expecting to see her and to fall to my knees and beg her to take me back. But that urge was nowhere to be seen. I didn’t want her to take me back. In fact, I felt stupid for allowing her to waste so many of my years. I probably never would have been banned from that drawing website if it wasn’t for her constantly wanting more than I could give her.

She would spend all of our money. She would always tell me about the husbands of her friends, and how they made so much money. She would always tell me about the trips they went on, and she would ask, “Why do we never go on trips like that?” even though she always knew the answer was because we didn’t have that kind of money.

It was always about money. She wanted me to make more, so I started taking on riskier jobs, drawing things that weren’t quite within the website’s policies… and then sometimes drawing things that were far outside of the policies, hoping I wouldn’t get caught. Okay, I’ll admit it: I broke some rules, but I broke them for her. I was trying to give her the life that she wanted, and at the time, I came so close. Before I got banned, she seemed more content then ever. She seemed so happy, and that’s why it was so shocking when she left me just a few months later.

It was always about the money.

So I left her at that cafe, knowing it was probably the last time I would ever see her, unless we happened to bump into each other at some grocery store or something.

I was done with her. She was done with me.
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It was three nights later when I heard the jingling of bells inside of that school. Of course I panicked, knowing it could be my boss coming to check in on me, or even some teacher coming to pick some forgotten stack of assignments up. It was only 10:30 PM, and I probably shouldn’t have already been dolled up… but I was.

I snuck into a classroom and peered out until I saw her in the hallways, and then I let out a sigh of relief and stepped out to meet her. I hadn’t seen her since we fooled around in the gymnasium.

She smiled when she saw me. “Mae, Mae, Mae, Mae, Mae,” she said. “The sexiest janitor in town.”

I blushed. “You’re giving me that title?” I asked.

“What? I’m not a janitor anymore.” She smirked. Then, she hugged me. “Are you wearing perfume? That’s brave.”

I bit my tongue. “Just a little bit, on my neck. I’ll wash it off before the end of my shift.”

“Be careful with that,” she said. “He’ll fire you for less than smelling perfume.”

“I couldn’t help it,” I said. “I found it, and had to try it on. It smells so pretty.”

“It’s nice,” she agreed. Then she held up a device, which I realized after a moment was a ring light for a phone. “Are you going to rat me out if I film some content in here?”

“Can you not do it where the cameras can see you?”

She groaned. “Fine,” she said. “By the way—have you started your OnlyFans page yet?”

I bit my lip. “I’m not going to do that,” I said.

“I just broke ten-thousand two days ago. That’s per month—not including tips. I’m on track to be making twenty-grand by the summer.”

“That’s just not for me,” I said. “I have nothing against it, and I’m happy for you. But it’s not my thing. I’m not good at being on camera, and I don’t love the idea of people looking at me.”

“Well I do,” she said. “I guess I’m a bit of an exhibitionist.”

“Yeah, I got that,” I smiled. I followed her to a math classroom. The old chalkboard was covered in math equations, and she seemed to think it was a perfect set for her little film.

“Want to take some photos of me?” She handed me her phone.

She posed and I snapped photos. The photos were sexy, but not too lewd—until she lifted up her skirt and revealed her half-erect penis. She gripped it and stroked it slowly while I snapped photos. She was good at modelling. I blushed and giggled, and she did the same.

“Don’t make me laugh,” she said. “I’m trying to be serious here.”

“You’re cute when you laugh.”

“Oh, so now you’re in love with me?” she said.

I turned dark red. “What? No.”

“Just take the photos.”

So we took more photos.

Then, she looked at me with puppy-dog eyes and said, “I know you don’t want to make your own OnlyFans, but…” She smiled, showing her teeth. “Can you co-star in a little movie with me?” I must have turned pale, because she then quickly said, “We’ll frame out your face. It will just be your lower half, thrusting into me. We’ll film a few angles. It will take ten minutes. Then you can cum on my face. Tell me a better reward than that?”

I hesitantly agreed to do it. I made sure I wasn’t recognizable in any shots while I fucked her from behind. Then I held the camera while I came on her face. She opened her mouth and took most of the load on her tongue.

After we finished, she said, “Your cum is, like, really sweet. It’s like candy-sweet. Do you eat a lot of sugar?”

“No,” I said.

“Well it’s really sweet,” she said.

We watched the clips together. “These are perfect,” she said. “Look at your body. You’re so hot.”

“Stop trying to make me start an OnlyFans.”

“I’m just saying that it would be a good fit.” Then she looked into my eyes. “But, uh… Maybe if that’s not your thing, you could keep working here, and… maybe you could come by my place from time to time and help me film stuff, and give me your opinions of stuff. I don’t know. I have a spare room in my house. You could just live in it.”

I bit hard on my bottom lip. She wasn’t asking me to be her partner, but it felt that way—and based on the look glimmering in her eyes, I had a feeling that this was a relationship proposition, though maybe not a completely traditional one.

“It sounds fun,” I said.

“I’m just letting you know that you would be expected to co-star—like you did here—in the odd film.”

“I could maybe do that.”

“We could share clothes.”

“That would be fun.”

“I can help you do your makeup better.”

“I would like that.”

“You could suck my cock when I’m feeling horny. That could be, like, your share of rent.”

I shied my face away. “Yeah, I could do that.”

“I’m kind of horny now if I’m going to be honest.”

So I did it, down on my knees in that math classroom. I swallowed every last drop, looking up into her eyes.

“Okay, stop being so cute,” she said. “It’s actually starting to make me jealous.” She helped me up to my feet. Then, she kissed me on the lips, slipping her tongue into my mouth.

She leaned back slowly, looked into my eyes, and said, “I honestly just wanted to see if my cum was as sweet as yours. It’s not.”

“You’re making me nervous about my health!” I said.

She giggled, and then I did the same. “I have to go, and you have to finish your job.”

I nodded my head. We shared a quick kiss again, and then I got back to work. I waited until around 4:00 AM before changing out from my feminine attire. I took a long shower in the locker room, making sure that perfume smell wasn’t on me.

I collected my money from my boss and then I took off. But I didn’t go back to my little apartment. Instead, I went down towards Alana’s place. The back door was unlocked, so I let myself in. There was a pink lingerie romper on the kitchen table, with a note that said, “Wear this.” So I put it on. Then, I found her sleeping in her pink bedroom. Her eyes opened for moment; she saw me and wiggled over, making a space for me next to her, so I snuggled in. She wrapped herself around me, enveloping me in the sweet smell of a new perfume: something more intimate. I surprisingly fell asleep quickly. When I woke up, I was alone, and she was doing a webcam show in another room. There was a pot of coffee on, so I helped myself and waited for her to be finished.

When she came out, she said, “Six-hundred in tips. Not bad for an hour and a half.” She took a seat across from me and looked into my eyes.

She had so much affection in her eyes, and that left me feeling so wonderful. She didn’t like me for my money, because I had almost none; she made more during her webcam show than I’d made that week. And I didn’t really care one way or another about her money. I liked her—and she liked me.

THE END


IMPERSONATOR
RELUCTANTLY BECOMING MY FEMALE BEST FRIEND



IMPERSONATOR


Matt has always had a soft spot for his friend, Amanda. She’s struggled a lot in her life, and even though many of her struggles have been self-inflicted, Matt just wants to see her straighten out her life.

So he offers to let her stay in his house while she’s in town for a big promising interview. He makes sure she’s rested and fed and comfortable before the big day…

But when the day comes, Amanda is nowhere to be found. She decided to go out drinking the night before and never came home.

He can’t let Amanda lose out on this big opportunity, so he tries to think if he knows anyone who can pretend to be Amanda for a quick interview. Unable to find anyone on such short notice, Matt realizes the only solution might be in the clothes left scattered all over his guest room floor.
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Ishould have been at work, making a few extra bucks before rent was due, but instead I was cleaning out the little den in my house so that Amanda would have a place to sleep. I would have offered her the couch to sleep on, but the couch was still a write-off after her last visit, when her dog peed all over the cushions. The cushion covers were clean; I just hadn’t found the time to wrestle them back onto the cushions… and I didn’t exactly want to put them on the cushions again right before her dog came for another visit.

I wiped the sweat from my forehead. It was unusually hot for a late October afternoon. And I didn’t realize just how much crap I’d been storing in that den. It was probably time to sell some junk on Marketplace…

My phone buzzed. I checked it: an email, from my phone provider. Great: another bill. I really should have picked up that shift; that time-and-a-half would have gone a long way. I wasn’t even sure why I was putting in so much work for Amanda. She probably wasn’t even going to notice…

Okay—I’ll admit it: I had a bit of a thing for Amanda. You could say that she was my ‘type’: blonde, blue eyes, round face, upturned nose, tattoos on her arms that were all traditional and well-done (I had similar ones). She was from Saskatchewan, like me, and I’d always fantasized about being with a prairie girl.

But I knew that she was off-limits; the unwritten dating handbook was pretty clear on that one: thou shalt not date your ex-girlfriend’s bestie.
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Amanda was Ashley’s best friend for years. They worked together at the dog daycare and quickly bonded over their shared hatred for the owner of the daycare, who treated them both quite badly: overworking, and underpaying them. Amanda and Ashley also shared a common interest in ‘dog agility,’ so they started going to dog agility events together, sometimes out of town, sharing hotel rooms—so of course that tightened their bond.

After four years together, Ashley and I decided to split up. There was no cheating; no big fight. We just drifted apart and lost that spark. I was surprised a few months after our split when Amanda reached out to me and asked if she could meet up with me for drinks. I thought that it was a date, so I was hesitant to go along, but really she just wanted to hang out as if Ashley were still in the mix.

And that continued, even after she moved to another town. She met some guy named Colin and got engaged. Colin had a kid from a previous relationship, so Amanda became a step-mom overnight. Within a year, the little boy was calling her mom. Then Colin and Amanda split up, but Amanda continued being the kid’s ‘mom,’ even though she wasn’t his biological mother or his technical stepmother.

Whenever she came back to town, she would reach out to me and ask if she could stay at my place. I would always ask her why she would stay with me and not with Ashley, or with one of her other old friends, and she would always have some reason or another: “I’m not in town for long and I don’t want it to be a big thing,” she would say. Or, “Ashley is just so busy; I don’t want to be a nuisance.”

Sometimes I suspected that she liked me as more than just friends. Then I would remind myself that Amanda was way out of my league, and there was no way a girl like her would gun for a guy like me.
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Don’t get me wrong; I wasn’t some feel-sorry-for-myself loser. I wasn’t some hide-in-the-corner self-conscious weirdo. But I was a realist: Amanda was one of those girls who dated alpha-male dudes: rich guys, athletes, guys with broad shoulders and chiselled jawlines. I mean—if you could just see her; you would get what I’m saying: the soft blonde hair, the fair skin, the blue eyes, the curvy but thin figure. I’d personally witnessed on three occasions strangers approaching Amanda to ask for her phone number; it was a weekly occurrence for her. Never in my life had a woman asked for my phone number.

Whenever Amanda was visiting, she was always messaging some guy or another. She would sometimes show me their profiles to see if I approved, and it sometimes felt like she was just showing me these profiles to prove she was out of my league. She would show me pictures of dudes benching three plates, pictures of dudes graduating law school, pictures of dudes on yachts surrounded by women. I think my profile picture was of me at a Dungeons & Dragons convention when I was seventeen.

And even if I was somehow Amanda’s type, there was that unwritten rule of relationships: no dating your ex’s bestie. There was also that other unwritten rule of relationships: no dating your own bestie.

I suppose Amanda was my best friend as well as my ex’s best friend. I’m not saying our friendship was profound by any means. What I’m saying is… Amanda was pretty much my only friend. Sure, I knew a few guys at work, and I kept in touch with a couple guys from high school, but really… I talked to Amanda more than any of them. None of those guys ever stayed at my place. I rarely went out for drinks with them, and I really didn’t know what they had going on in their lives. But I knew pretty much everything that was going on in Amanda’s life.
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I’ll be honest: Amanda’s life was a shit-show. She had issues.

For starters: her dogs. She had six dogs, all with their own issues; she wasn’t exactly equipped to handle them. She didn’t have the money to feed them properly half the time, and she didn’t have the time to address their problems. One was aggressive with people. One was aggressive with other dogs. Another would constantly break out of the house to murder the neighbor’s chickens (and one time their cat, too). One dog barked constantly, day and night, leading to frequent bylaw tickets due to noise complaints. Animal control had been called many times; one time they even took her dogs away for three months until Amanda could make a proper case that she deserved to have them back.

She hadn’t paid many of her citations and had actual court dates to attend. One of her neighbors was suing her because of damage her dog had done to her property.

Then there was the issue of Amanda’s ‘son,’ who I mentioned earlier. Amanda tried to be a good mom… but there were days when she would wake up and say, “Well, I’m not his real mom.” I lost count of the times she screwed over her ex by not showing up to pick him up. She would make big plans: to take him to the zoo, to have him over for a big sleepover night, to take him to a football game… but sometimes the day would come and she would decide to do something else… without him.

Okay, maybe she wasn’t the greatest mom; maybe some of those incidents were unforgivable… but she really wasn’t the boy’s mom, for what it’s worth. Her ex had a new fiancée who put in little effort, so maybe the little boy was just lucky to have a female figure at all…

I suppose that’s all still up for debate.

There was also the issue of Amanda’s employment. She was constantly being laid off. She tried to go back to school so she could get a better-paying job… but after a month of school, she dropped out.

She just couldn’t commit herself to anything.

But she got a big wakeup call one day when her father called to let her know that he was dying. He only had a few weeks left to live: a rare and aggressive cancer that had completely destroyed his body. Amanda came to stay with me while she attended his funeral (that’s when the dog peed on my couch).

Apparently, on his deathbed, her father told her that he desperately wanted her to straighten out her life. “Quit screwing around, because your life is going to be over before you know it,” he said to her. It was the last thing he said to her. She didn’t tell me this; her mother did. I got a phone call from Amanda’s mom one evening, and she told me everything. “Please help Amanda sort her life out,” she said to me. “I’m asking you for your help, Matt.”

“Why are you asking me?” I asked.

“Because you’re her best friend,” she said. I was surprised to hear this; I knew that Amanda had loads of friends. She had fifteen hundred of them on Facebook alone. Did Amanda tell her mom that I was her best friend, or did her mom just make that assumption? What about Ashley, why me?

“I can try,” I said, feeling a bit overwhelmed by the task. I really had no idea how I could help—or if you can even help someone who doesn’t want to be helped. What was I supposed to do?

I got a text from Amanda a week later. “Hey, Matt,” she wrote. “I’m going to be in town for a week coming up. Is there any chance I can crash on your couch again?”

“Of course,” I said, though the couch was still out of commission from the dog incident. “What are you in town for?”

“I’ve got an interview. If I get the job, I’ll move back,” she said.

Maybe that’s why I was working so hard to make that den into a functioning guest room. Maybe that was the best way I could think to help: to give her a quiet, calm space where she could collect her thoughts before her interview; it was a whole lot less chaotic than the couch in the living room.
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Isuppose I had this big idea in my head that Amanda would see that guest room, and maybe she would even want to move in if she got the job. I wouldn’t charge her much in rent, so she could bank up some cash to pay off her animal control and bylaw fines, and maybe even some credit card debt (did I mention she’d maxed out two credit cards?).

Maybe I could convince her to re-home her dogs. Maybe it was best for her to get some distance from her ex and his son; she could still see him, but maybe just in smaller doses where she could be more present.

And maybe, once the dust of her chaotic life settled down, she would look at me and think, ‘I know this guy isn’t physically my type, but he helped me through this storm, and maybe I love him.’ Or maybe that was just wishful thinking.

Regardless, I worked hard to get that den turned into a guest room. I made two drives to Value Village to drop off boxes of old junk. I made a trip to the dump to get rid of more junk. I ripped out some rotten baseboards (rain leaked in a couple of years earlier). I bought a can of paint. I found a bed frame on Marketplace and picked it up that afternoon. I cleaned the spare bed sheets, and I was just putting them on when I heard the knock at the door.

Wiping the sweat from my forehead, I went to answer the door.

She smiled at me when she saw me: that long stretched smile that made her seem so innocent and youthful. She stretched out her arms and gave me a hug. “How have you been?” I asked.

“Oh, you know,” she sighed. “The same old shit. Colin just sent me a bunch of angry messages, so I’m dealing with that. He thinks I’m here to introduce a guy to my parents—and he’s convinced it’s the guy I cheated on him with—as if I cheated on him! Can you believe that?”

She walked into my house, and then her dog bolted in with her: the same dog that had peed on my couch. Now, that dog was running straight into the guest room. Before I could tell her to call her dog, she kept on talking. “And then Megan said she was going to watch Pretzel for the week—but bailed on me this morning, so I had to find someone else to watch Pretzel.”

“Isn’t this Pretzel?” I asked, seeing the dog emerging from the guest room.

“No. This is Peanut. Pretzel and Peanut can’t be in the same room together or they scrap, and I still owe, like, fourteen hundred dollars for the last vet bill. The frickin’ vet is threatening to go to collections if I don’t pay—as if I don’t have collections breathing down my back enough. God. They tried to repossess my frickin’ car the other day. Luckily I saw them coming, so I got into the car and drove off, and found a place to hide the frickin’ thing.”

I nervously watched Peanut as she sniffed my couch. I really didn’t want another pee catastrophe.

Amanda eyed the couch. “Where are the covers?” she asked.

“In the wash,” I said. “I have a guest room set up for you.” I pointed to the guest room, a bit excited for her to see it and light up at the idea of having her own private space. I wanted her to see the hard work I’d put in. I wanted her to know that I was taking this visit seriously—so that she would do the same.

But she just walked over and threw her bag from the doorway onto the bed, and then she walked back. “I’m honestly starving,” she said. “You don’t have a frozen pizza or something we could make, do you?”

“I might,” I said. I looked around for her dog, but now he was nowhere to be seen. I really didn’t like that dog. And I knew that she was going to be leaving it unsupervised in my house all week.

“Where are the other dogs?” I asked.

“Well, Megan was supposed to watch Pretzel—but she bailed. I got Andrea to watch him. Did you meet Andrea at that engagement party? She’s nice—but she’s kind of annoying. I think she wants me to pay her to watch Pretzel for the week, but I’m definitely not doing that. Then Bailey is going to watch Cass. Tanya is watching Pickle. My aunt Ruth is going to watch Dougie. And a friend from work, Wanda, is watching Catcher. Wanda was going to watch all of them—and stay at my place—but frickin’ Wanda, a few days ago, messaged and said that she’s going to be working late nights, and Cass needs her meds every six hours. God—you really can’t trust anyone.”

I was tempted to remind her that all these people were doing her favors, while she wasn’t doing anything for them. But I bit my tongue. I knew it was a fight that wouldn’t lead to anything productive. Amanda would just dig her heels in and start up a rant about how tough her life had been—and telling her that most of her issues as of late were her own fault wouldn’t land on receptive ears.

So I kept my mouth shut. Now, Amanda was looking at a text message. “A friend wants me to meet her for drinks at some bar,” she said. “I’ll be back later tonight. You’ll probably be asleep.” She gave me another hug. “It’s good to see you, Matt.” She gave me a good squeeze, pushing her big soft boobs against my chest, reminding me that I still had fuzzy feelings for her, despite her more toxic traits.

A moment after she left, I watched her dog stroll out from the bathroom. Then I noticed the dark spot on the bath mat. “No!” I groaned. It had already begun.
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I had agreed to let Amanda stay with me. I had not really agreed to be a dog-sitter—but there I was at 11:30 PM, walking her dog around the block. It had been ripping nasty farts, and I knew that it had to poop. But now, I’d been out with it for thirty minutes and it was just sniffing around, apparently not satisfied with any of the potential pooping locations.

“Come on, Peanut… or Pretzel, or whatever your name is,” I groaned. I checked my phone. I’d sent Amanda a message, asking if she had an idea of when she would be back. I didn’t want to leave my house unlocked. There had been some break-ins recently in the neighbourhood—and a few of them happened while the homeowners were asleep in their beds.

Amanda wasn’t replying. I checked my Instagram before bed and saw that she had posted a story: a video of her at some nightclub with two friends. She had changed into a skin-tight minidress; it was cut so low that her tits were almost out completely; I could even see the edges of her areoles.

I’ll admit that I was annoyed. Did she not have an interview tomorrow? Didn’t she need some rest? And did she not care that I was stuck taking care of her dog?

Goddamn Amanda.

It was midnight when I nervously when to bed, with that dog sitting in my doorway, watching me with big, unblinking eyes. Every time I was about to fall asleep, the dog would let out a little whimpering cry.

It was probably 3:00 AM when I finally fell asleep. When I woke up, Amanda’s room was still empty. She hadn’t come home. I tried calling her after I ate breakfast. I took her dog out for a walk; it didn’t pee until we were back in the house, and it decided to unload on my living room rug. “Damnit,” I groaned.

I had to go to work… but I couldn’t just leave the dog alone in my house. I tried calling Amanda again. No answer. I nearly threw my phone. I wanted Amanda to be better. I wanted her to live up to her father’s dying wish. Why was she refusing to put in any effort? She put in the effort to get herself an interview—why couldn’t she just stay focussed for a few days to see the damned thing through?

I had no choice; I had to leave the dog unsupervised in my house. I just prayed that Amanda would be home soon to take care of it properly.

But that didn’t happen.

I finished my eight hours and returned to the house to find complete devastation. The dog had gotten into my bedroom. He ripped up all of the clothes in my dirty bin. He pissed on the floor and shit on the bed. The whole room smelled awful—but not as bad as the living room, and I’m not sure I even want to tell you what I think the smell in the living room was. Let’s just say that when I walked in, the dog was furiously humping the side of my couch.

I spent hours cleaning. It took all of my willpower not to load the damned dog into my car to take it to the pound. I could tell Amanda that it ran away. Hell—I would be doing her a favour: one less dog to burden her life with.

I tried calling her again, but there was no answer. I checked her Instagram. She’d recently posted a picture of the sunrise. “New beginnings,” she wrote.

What did that mean? Why the hell wasn’t she coming home? Why was I stuck dealing with her responsibilities?

And why was I still looking at pictures she’d posted earlier that summer of her in a bikini? Why was I attracted to this woman? Why did I still find myself fantasizing about her? Why did I want to save her and fix her and make her mine?

Because she was hot. It must be nice to be an attractive woman, living life on easy-mode… It must be nice to be able to be totally irresponsible and annoying and still have people want to be around you.

I guess life isn’t so fair.

It was 6:00 PM when Amanda finally showed up. She was barefoot, holding a pair of tall heels in her hand. Her hair was a mess and her makeup was faded and blurred, giving her a cute racoon-ish sort of look. “Oh my God, I totally thought that I missed my interview,” she groaned. “But luckily I got the date wrong and it’s actually tomorrow.”

“Amanda…” I said, sighing. “Where have you been? You left me with your dog. It ruined… everything.”

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic, Matt,” she sighed, waving me off. “You sound like Colin. God forbid you watch a dog for a few hours.”

“You’ve been gone for nearly twenty-four hours,” I said. “Where did you even sleep last night?”

She suddenly blushed, turning to hide her smile. “Why?”

I knew instantly that she’d met a guy at some club and went home with him. In fact, I could smell him on her: I could smell a tinge of cologne and manly body odour clinging to her soft pale body, teasing me with mental images of some hunk ramming moans out of the girl that I’d spent months secretly fantasizing: a nice reminder that she really was out of my league.

“I have that interview tomorrow,” she said. “And I’m exhausted. You didn’t make any dinner did you? I’m fricken starved.”

“I was going to when I finished cleaning up.”

She looked around. “It’s not that messy. Just make some food.”

I bit the edge of my tongue. I really did want to think that Amanda could redeem herself. I wanted her personality to be as beautiful as her appearance. I wanted her to fulfil her father’s dying wish. I wanted her to be her best self.

I still wanted to help her.

“I’ll make something,” I said, feigning a smile.

Maybe Amanda knew what she was doing. Maybe she knew that she was hot and could use her sex appeal to get away with murder. While I was making some food, I peered over and saw her walking in nothing but a bra and panties to the bathroom to take a shower. She showed me her whole ass as she turned around. I nearly fainted at the sight of it.

And then she didn’t close the bathroom door completely while she showered, as if she wanted me to catch the odd glimpse of her naked body, faintly obscured by steam. She wanted me to see her big perky tits. She wanted me to catch a quick sight of her little tuft of blonde pubic hair. Or maybe I’d been so deeply friend-zoned that she was perfectly comfortable being nude around me now.

She went to her room wearing a towel that barely clung to her nipples. With the door only half-closed, she changed. I tried to keep my gaze away, but I looked over a few times to see her pale skin, exposed. I saw the pink of her nipples as she bent over to dig through her suitcase.

I saw her naked body… and it made me less annoyed about the fact that she was throwing clothes all over the place to find what she was looking for: a pair of grey sweatpants and a thin white t-shirt, which rested lightly over her perky nipples, leaving little to the imagination.

I was blushing all over when she finally emerged from the guest room, holding her phone and grinning as she sent text messages to, presumably, the man she met the night before.

“Ready to eat?” I asked.

Amanda didn’t answer. It was a whole minute later when she said, “Huh?” without looking up from her phone.

“Hungry for food?” I asked.

Another long silence, and then another, “Huh?”

“Your food is ready.” I left her plate on the counter. She giggled as she texted the guy back. I ate my food and then I started cleaning up. Finally, she eyed her plate. “Oh, you made food,” she said. She took a bite. “Mine is kind of cold.”

I bit hard on my tongue. She was really getting under my skin. I was really tempted to dig into her. I wanted to remind her about her dad’s dying wish. I wanted to tell her that her mother had reached out to me and begged me to help her straighten her act out.

But I said nothing. She put her phone down and looked at me with those bubbly blue eyes. There was just something about the way she could look at me: reducing me to wanting to serve her as if she was a princess and I was just some lowly court jester.

“Did you get a haircut?” she asked. “You look cute.”

Maybe she knew what she was doing.
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She could use her sex appeal to win me over, but her sex appeal wasn’t going to get her a job… at least not if she failed to show up for the interview. And sadly, it wasn’t looking good. I was in bed when I heard the sound of high heels on my old hardwood floors.

I got up and went out to see Amanda putting on her little puffer jacket over her tiny minidress. She was wearing fishnet stockings, and her hair was freshly straightened, lip gloss freshly applied. “Where are you going?”

She blushed. “I’m just going to meet up with someone for an hour or two. I’ll be back.

“Remember you have an interview tomorrow.”

“I know. But it’s not until 1:00 PM. I can sleep in. Hey—if you’re up, do you mind taking the dog around the block? I totally forgot, and I think he has to pee. That would be really great, Matt. Thanks so much.” She planted a kiss on my cheek, and then she turned to leave, heading over to that Jeep that was wanted by collections.

I must admit that I was tempted to call collections and tip them off… though I knew it wouldn’t do anything to snap any sense into her. She needed a more severe wake up call—apparently more severe than her dying dad telling her to clean up her act.

I walked her dog. I tried to get some sleep. Every noise woke me up—but none of the noises were Amanda returning from her new boo’s house.

She stayed out again, all night, and she wouldn’t answer her phone in the morning. Finally, around 9:30 AM, I received a text message from her. “Really bad hangover,” she wrote. Then she sent me a phone number. “I can barely even talk right now. Can you call these people and see if they can push my interview to tomorrow?”

“Amanda, you can’t just push an interview because you get a hangover!” I wrote back.

She didn’t reply.

Before calling that number, I looked it up on Google and saw that she was interviewing for a massive company. I would tell you which one, but I wouldn’t want them to sue me—but I promise you’ve heard of them. And the position she was interviewing for wasn’t just some entry-level position.

Someone had pulled some strings to get her that interview. Someone had put their reputation on the line to get her pretty foot in the door. I can’t say I know who that was; I’m sure there were loads of people trying desperately to help Amanda to straighten her shit out—and now, this person was going to be let down just like the rest of us.

I groaned, shaking my head. “Amanda… why?” I whispered.

I made the call. I spent ten minutes listening to menu options before getting through to a person in the HR department. “I’m, uh, calling on behalf of Amanda P—” I said. “I was, uh, actually just hoping that her interview for today could be… moved to tomorrow.”

“The company is making decisions on that role this afternoon,” the woman said. “There is no rescheduling it again.” She was insinuating that Amanda had already rescheduled it—and I supposed that didn’t surprise me. “She needs to come in at 1:00 PM, or we unfortunately can’t consider her for the job.”

I groaned. “Okay. I’ll let her know,” I said. I had a feeling she already had no chance in hell to get this job. Well—if she wasn’t going to show up for the interview, then there was definitely no chance in hell.

But maybe, if she could make it to the interview, she could get that job… not because she was qualified or could muster up a decent interview, but because someone had pulled the strings to get her that interview, and that same someone probably had some say in who got the job.

“They can’t change the interview,” I wrote to her.

“Oh my God, they’re so unhelpful,” she wrote. “There’s no way I’m making it. I guess I came for nothing. This is seriously so unfair.”

I bit my tongue, tempted to write, ‘How in the hell is this unfair!?’. But I managed to contain my annoyance.

Then, she wrote, “It’s too bad you can’t just go to the interview for me.”

I groaned, and then I paused. I peered over at Amanda’s little room, all a mess with her clothes strewn across the bed and floor. My heart skipped a beat and a tingle crept down my spine. Suddenly, I imagined myself wearing one of her little rompers; she had a number of cute little rompers she often wore that made her look a bit like a little doll. The thought made me blush, and then I scoffed.

Then, Amanda sent another message. “Seriously though. Do you have any girl friends who might want to do an interview for me? No one there knows what I look like or what I sound like or anything. If they got me the job, I’d pay them, like, fifty bucks or something.”

My heart raced again. I eyed that room again. How stupid would I look? How stupid would I sound?

Why was my skin tingling like it was? It was almost like I was really considering the absurd idea.

“Seriously, Matt. Can you make some calls for me? I really need you to find someone to do the interview for me. I would seriously make it worth your while.”

My heart bounced. Maybe it was just wishful thinking… but was she offering me sex in exchange for finding a girl to interview for her? Or was she just offering me fifty bucks?

“You should drink some water and try to get to the interview yourself,” I said.

“I’m not even in the same city,” she wrote. “I drove to Bridgetown last night, and I’m still here now. If I left, like, now, I would maybe make it right on time, but I haven’t even showered and I stink. Not to mention the fact I can’t even get out of bed with this fricken headache.”

I sighed. I put down the phone. I paced around, trying to think if I knew anyone who could play the role of Amanda for a quick interview. Sadly, I didn’t exactly have any female friends. I hardly had any male friends. I scanned through my Facebook friends and realized, sadly, that most of them were just the mothers of my childhood friends.

I paced around some more. Why had this become my problem? Why was I stressing out about it? Surely, Amanda was napping peacefully on some guy’s couch while he cooked her lunch; she wasn’t stressing out nearly as much as me.

I could have just walked away from this issue and said, “Tough love.” But I wanted her to get her shit together. I had this idea in my head that if she could get this job, she would sort her shit out. Maybe the routine of a nine-to-five would get her to act more like a normal, responsible adult. Maybe she would start to shuffle up her priorities. Maybe she would look forward to advancing in her career instead of clubbing.

I eyed her clothes again.

I felt a pang of embarrassment as that idea entered my head again.

I sauntered into her room and looked down at her bed, seeing her clothes. Her lacy panties were right there, strewn about. I lifted a pair up, heart racing. It felt so wrong to be touching a woman’s undies without her knowing. I rubbed the lace between my thumb and finger; it was soft.

Then I looked down at the floor, seeing a couple of her rompers. There was a black one that looked soft.

And one of her bras was there too; it was black and lacy like the panties I was now holding. My heart bounced. Why was I standing in that room? Why was I invading Amanda’s personal space, and touching her personal things?

There was no way I could put her clothes on and look convincing enough to pass through an interview….

Or did I have to look convincing? Did I have to actually look like a girl? Amanda said that they knew nothing about her. How did they know that she wasn’t trans?

I didn’t have to look like a girl—as long as I looked like I was committed to trying to look like a girl.

I walked over to the front door, heart racing. I made sure it was locked. I made sure the curtains were all closed. Then, I returned to Amanda’s room. Now, my heart was racing so fast that I felt lightheaded.

This was dangerous territory. I was about to do something very, very humiliating…

But I was just seeing if it was even a possibility. It wasn’t even something that I was considering yet—not until I saw how crazy I looked.

I slowly undressed. My vision was blurred slightly. I felt weird getting naked in a room that wasn’t mine—even though that was a room in my house, and had been my den just two days ago.

I grabbed a pair of black lacy panties. I gave them a sniff before slipping them on. I will admit that they may have been used; they did smell a bit like pussy... but Amanda was a hot girl and not some unclean wretch, so the thought of them being used was more of a turn on than a turn off. I shimmied them up. They were snug. They hardly covered anything. My cock and balls were stuffed awkwardly into that tiny lacy pouch that was made to cover a thin slit and nothing more. I blushed hard when I looked in the mirror, seeing my hairy legs in those panties.

“This is so stupid,” I whispered.

But I carried on. I grabbed Amanda’s bra. The straps were tight—but the cups were big and empty. I realized then just how big Amanda’s titties were. Could they really fill those big cups?

I embarrassingly scurried into the kitchen where I had a bag of balloons in a drawer. It was a party bag with various sizes of balloons. I remembered seeing some comedy show on TV where a girl with a flat chest put water balloons in her top to make it look like she had tits—and it looked good in the show, so that was my plan. I filled a pair of peach-coloured balloons with water, and then I carefully placed them in the cups of that bra.

I laughed at the ridiculousness of all of this. The nervous heart-racing had settled—because now, the reality of this ‘plan’ was so far gone. There was no way that I was going to go to the interview as Amanda. There was no way that I was going to look at all like a normal person. I was going to look like a clown.

But I decided to finish the outfit, just to see how stupid I looked.

I shimmied into the little black romper. It was tight around the hips and chest. The little straps were so stretched out that I was worried they were going to snap at any moment—but the top of that romper just perfectly covered up my balloons—and in the mirror, the curvy effect was actually kind of convincing.

I blushed, and carried on. I put on a pair of her heels. Amazingly, they fit my feet. They were maybe a half-size too small… but they weren’t uncomfortable. I swayed, trying to find my balance. I giggled again at the ridiculousness of all this.

Then, I turned to the mirror to see the clown that I was.

But I didn’t see a clown. For a few seconds, I was taken aback by just how… girly that I actually looked. Then, after those few seconds, I started to see my reality: the hairy legs, the bit of hair on my upper lip, then small boyish eyes…

I laughed my appearance off. Then, I saw my phone was lit up. Amanda was messaging me. “Please tell me you found someone.”

I checked the time. Her interview was in an hour and a half. There was no way that I would find anyone to do that interview for her: zero chance, especially on notice that short.

But…

I eyed the mirror again.

I could deal with the hair on my upper lip. I could deal with the hair on my legs. And maybe some eyeliner and mascara would make my eyes look less boyish.

Maybe I could slap together something somewhat… convincing.
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Iwant to set the record straight: I didn’t want to do it. I really, really, really did not want to do it.

But I felt bad for Amanda. I guess I should probably tell you about what happened to Amanda a couple years earlier: she had a miscarriage.

Amanda had a lot of issues—and some people might call some of those issues ‘toxic’. But nobody, no matter how ‘toxic’ deserves to go through what she went through. She was eight months pregnant, with Colin as her partner (still quite early in their relationship). She felt a weird pain in her abdomen and went in for a casual doctor’s checkup. They broke out the ultrasound machine and they found the worst possible thing: no heartbeat. And Amanda wasn’t exactly the same after that.

I mean—I didn’t know her super well back then; she was my ex’s friend, and I only saw her on occasion—but she never seemed quite so irresponsible back then. Sure, she had her issues with her animals and whatnot—but she always seemed so sweet and kind back then. I never really picked up on any of her ‘selfish’ behaviour until after that awfulness that she was forced to go through. Maybe that experience changed her. Maybe it broke her in some way. Maybe she lost touch with her compassionate side after going through all that she had to go through.

Or maybe I was just trying to excuse lousy behaviour…

I guess guilt had a little something to do with me putting on her makeup, letting down my hair (I always kept it in a man-bun), putting on her tight little romper and her double-D-sized bra. I felt totally idiotic, and I knew that I was volunteering for a ridiculous humiliation ritual… but there was a part of me that thought that I was giving her a chance to straighten her life back out.

And maybe she would go back to how she was. Maybe she could set her course straight. Maybe she could make some good money to properly take care of her animals. Maybe she would meet a stable guy at work and eventually start a new family. Maybe the pains of her past would fade away and she could experience pregnancy again, but this time with a more positive outcome.

I stared in the mirror at my best version of ‘Amanda’. I didn’t look anything like Amanda… but maybe I looked a bit like a girl. I mean… my face was surprisingly feminine, now with my stray facial hair all shaved away. Maybe my eyes looked more girly than I originally gave them credit. With some mascara on, my lashes seemed surprisingly thick and long.

My shoulders were probably a little too broad to ever pass a girl shoulders. My hips weren’t quite wide enough to pass as girl hips.

But my legs! Without leg hair (that was all down the shower drain now), they actually looked like chick legs—so much so that I found myself blushing as I looked down at them.

I must have stood in front of the mirror for twenty minutes, unmoved, just staring at myself, wondering, ‘Could this work?’. I just stood there, staring…

“Hi there. My name’s Amanda,” I said in my best girl-voice.

I cleared my throat and tried again.

“Hey! I’m Amanda,” I said again.

I cleared my throat. I made a little fake giggle. “Hi. I’m Amanda.”

My heart started racing. I knew why it was racing: because I was officially considering this crazy idea. I was officially considering the idea of leaving the house like this—and walking into a busy office building to sit down for an interview.

A terrible nausea filled my gut. No—there was no way that I could do this! This was just… ridiculous! Maybe I looked more like a girl than I expected to look like… but I couldn’t possibly leave the house like this!

My phone buzzed. I reached for it with a trembling hand. It was Amanda. “Please tell me you found someone. I could really use this job.”

My stomach churned. My heart raced faster.

Goddamnit—I was actually going to do this…
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I made some changes to my ‘disguise’ in the hour that I had left before that interview. I redid my makeup, trying to improve the original attempt. I actually managed to make my eyeliner lines thicker and straighter. I managed to apply the mascara less clumpy. I managed to make smoother gradients with the soft pink eye shadow.

I took Amanda’s curling iron and made some quick loose curls in my hair; I’d watched my ex do it enough times that I had a pretty good idea how to pull it off—and I think I pulled it off.

I changed into a different romper—one with little off-the-shoulder sleeves. I can’t explain how, but somehow they made my shoulders seem less broad. And once I put on Amanda’s little heeled booties, my whole figure seemed to transform. Those heels made me stand differently, forcing my weight onto the balls of my feet so that my butt perked up, and my spine curved in a more feline sort of way.

I looked in the mirror again. “Are you really going to do this?” I asked myself in a girly voice.

Was I really about to humiliate myself in the worst possible way for the gain of someone else?

And if I got her this job, by some miracle, was she even going to show up for work? Was she even going to last a month without being fired? Was she going to appreciate the effort?

Those were the main issues on my mind—but there were other very serious issues that I had to consider as well. For instance, would they be totally confused when Amanda came in on her first day and looked totally different? Would they instantly realize that someone else had interviewed for her? The company was huge, with nearly one-hundred people working in the HR department alone… but that didn’t mean that the same people dealing with the interview wouldn’t be dealing with Amanda on her first day…

Time was ticking away. I didn’t have the time to ponder these problems… At the end of the day, they weren’t my problems. At the end of the day, these were issues that Amanda needed to figure out, because she was the one begging me to find someone to wear her shoes—more literally than she realized. I could maybe help her through this one day, but after this, she needed to sort her own life out.

I let out a sigh. “Here goes nothing…”
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Ihave to unfortunately admit that the whole afternoon was a blur. I remember it in bits and pieces—but mostly, I remember the anxiety, dread, and nausea. I remember my legs shaking. I remember people turning to look at me, and I remember regret.

I remember regret more than anything.

As soon as people started to look at me, I wanted to run home and hide. As soon as people started to look at me, that romper suddenly felt so dangerously short. As soon as people started looking at me, I no longer felt like I was anywhere near passing as a woman; I felt like an ogre in a petite woman’s romper. I felt like a beast with a five o’clock shadow and Tom Brady’s shoulders. As soon as I was in that big office building, I rushed to the public bathroom. In my panicked state, I even went into the men’s bathroom. I stared at myself in the mirror, getting some relief at the sight of myself: seeing that I didn’t really look like a masculine monster in some undersized outfit. I actually did look feminine… and that was confirmed when a man came out from a stall, paused, and said, “Excuse me, miss, but this is the men’s room. I think you walked into the wrong bathroom.”

I stared back at him, waiting for him to realize… But he said nothing. He didn’t change his expression. He just walked to the sink and started washing his hands. Finally, he said, “A men’s bathroom is no place for a lady.”

Was he just being nice? Did he think that I was trans, and he was just trying to be accepting and supportive? Was he just doing the whole ‘You go, girl! Use whatever bathroom you want!’ thing?

“S—Sorry,” I said softly, and I left the bathroom. I looked at the women’s bathroom, but I couldn’t bring myself to go into it; it just seemed wrong. Maybe that man was oblivious, but there was no way a real woman would look at me and see me as one of her own!

Out in that main lobby there were people everywhere. I couldn’t turn in any direction without seeing at least a dozen. They occasionally glanced at me, occasionally smiling, occasionally nodding their heads—or even saying, “How are you today?”

The resume in my hand was crumpled now: my fingers tightening around it in my state of absolute stress. I’d typed that resume up myself; I had to scour Amanda’s social media pages to figure out roughly when she worked which jobs. I will admit that that resume was filled with bullshit, but again: that was going to be Amanda’s problem, not mine. It wasn’t my problem that Amanda had forgotten to make a resume.

The interviewer sat me down and took the resume from me. She looked at it for a minute, and then she looked at me for a few seconds before turning her glare back down to the resume—and then back to me again.

I just sat frozen and silent. My heart was racing. To be honest, I can’t remember how I even got to that floor, or to that boardroom. I don’t remember the elevator, and I don’t remember the stairs. I don’t even remember meeting the interviewer, and I certainly can’t remember her name, though I’m sure at one point she introduced herself.

“You’ve worked a number of jobs in the past few years,” she said. “Why have you not stuck to anything?” She looked up and stared into my eyes.

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I was still stunned that she hadn’t looked at me and said, ‘You clearly aren’t a woman named Amanda. You’re clearly a man in a disguise and you need to leave.’ How had I gotten this far? Was this a dream?

“Don’t be shy. It’s not a trick question. I’m genuinely just curious,” she said.

“Um…” I managed to say. I was proud of myself for making any noise at all. But it was the only noise I managed to make to answer that question. I was so terrified of my voice betraying me that I said nothing else. I just shrugged my shoulders.

“Were you fired from any of these positions?”

I nodded my head awkwardly. “L—Let go,” I said. My heart raced. I had no idea how my voice sounded… but I was thrilled that I managed to say anything.

“From all of them?”

“From the printing shop,” I said so softly that I could see her leaning forward and straining to hear me. “I walked away from the other jobs.”

“And why?” she asked.

Was she buying this? Was my voice not enough for her to throw me out? “I just didn’t think they were a good fit.”

The more I spoke, the more I started to realize that I didn’t sound too bad. Of course I couldn’t hear myself the way that she heard me… but I could tell from her reaction (or lack thereof) that my voice wasn’t really so bad. Maybe it had just enough of a girly quality to it that I was going to make it to the finish line of this preposterous day.

“And why do you think this job will be any different?” she asked.

I managed to muster up a half-decent answer—something about a positive environment… something about being in a field that was more aligned with my passions. I knew that I sounded nothing like Amanda. I was pulling from classes I’d taken in the past: interviewing classes I took in high-school—and one in college. I was just happy that those lessons were coming back to me now, because I really didn’t know what else to say.

Most of the interview—like most of that afternoon—was a blur. She asked questions and I mustered up answers. I don’t think that stun ever wore off: that shock that she wasn’t completely horrified by the sight of me, the fact that she wasn’t throwing me out, the fact that she hadn’t accused me of not being the real Amanda.

And then there was, of course, the shock of the fact I’d even ended up there. I couldn’t believe that I had actually gone through with this insanity and ended up in that boardroom, up on that fifteenth floor, dressed as a woman! If you had told me that I would be doing that when I woke up that morning, I would have laughed so hard that I would have peed my pants a little bit.

But there I was, dressed as a woman, telling people that I was Amanda. I had water balloons in a bra on my chest. My legs were shaved. I was speaking to strangers using a girly voice. And it wasn’t just some weird fever dream.

“You’re a strong candidate,” the woman said to me as she stood up. “I’m sure you’ll be hearing from us very soon.”

And was that just lip-service? Was she about to go to the break room and tell her coworkers about the insane crossdresser she just met with for forty-five minutes? Was she sneaking in photos of me when I wasn’t looking, so she could show her friends after work?

Or did this whole thing not turn into the train-wreck that I assumed it was going to be?

I was in a daze as I left the building. Again, I have no memory of the stairs or elevator; getting downstairs was all a blur. But I do remember walking across that lobby, seeing the odd glance from businessmen who were coming and going. I remember the odd smile and the odd nod. I even remember one guy looking me up and down before blushing. I remember the dread and anxiety—but the regret was gone now, replaced by a sense of relief.

I had no idea if Amanda was going to land this job—but it didn’t really matter; I did my part. I gave her a fighting chance to the best of my ability. And I managed to get through it without being recognized or publicly mocked and humiliated.
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When I woke up in the morning, I wasn’t expecting a message from Amanda reading, “I got the job! Thank you so much for finding someone to do that interview for me.”

It wasn’t that I didn’t think that I did an okay interview… I was shocked because I woke up convinced that the whole thing had just been a strange nightmare. But that text message confirmed that it was all real.

I blinked a few times, reading the message again. “You got the job?” I replied. I needed confirmation. I felt like there was some miscommunication happening. Maybe she got another job, but she was also thanking me for finding someone to interview for the lost job? Did that make any sense? No… she meant the job I interviewed for. She actually go it…

She actually got it!

“Drinks are on me tonight,” Amanda wrote to me. “I’m actually kind of excited to start tomorrow.”

“No drinking tonight,” I wrote back quickly. I didn’t want to be filling her shoes again for her first day on the job. It was one thing to walk into the HR department and impersonate her; there was no way I could realistically impersonate her around her future colleagues. If the real Amanda came into the office on day-two, there would be a lot of people scratching their heads.

“Just a couple drinks,” she wrote to me. “We have to celebrate. I get to move back to town!”

For hours, I was stuck in that surreal state of shock. That whole series of events just seemed… impossible. It was hard to believe that I ever put on her clothes and walked out of my house—let alone into a busy office building, sitting down with a complete stranger and pretending to be a woman for almost an hour.

Amanda came by around noon. Her hair was wet from a recent shower. She had no makeup on her face, which actually made her look younger. She gave me a tight hug as her dog jumped at her legs. “I know I said I would take you out for drinks, but I might not be home until really late.”

“Why?” I asked, tensing up. I felt like Amanda had become somewhat of my responsibility. I needed to make sure that she acted like a responsible adult, otherwise all of that embarrassing crossdressing was for nothing.

“I’m going home to get some stuff,” she said.

“What stuff?” Her home was four hours away.

“Clothes for tomorrow. I need a cute outfit for my first day. And my laptop… my iPad. And Peanut’s pills; I totally forget them at home. I’ll be back around… nine. Then maybe we can go and get drinks.”

“Just… hurry,” I said. “And don’t worry about the drinks. Get back here to get some sleep before you need to go to work.” I couldn’t imagine the constant stress Colin must have been under with Amanda. It was exhausting, putting in so much work and then seeing her total lack of commitment.

I wanted to think that there was commitment… and then I looked on Instagram five hours later and saw her posting pictures with her friends. It looked like she was at a house party, and not at her place getting her stuff at all. “No,” I groaned.

I tried phoning her. She picked up, but I couldn’t hear her over the loud music. I knew that she wasn’t staying focussed. “You need to get back here to get some sleep,” I said. It was almost 8:00 PM and she had a four-hour drive to get back. She had to be at work in just twelve hours.

“I’ll head back soon,” she said. “My friend just got back from Thailand, and we’re throwing her a little welcome-home party.”

“It’s not time for that!” I said, but then she hung up on me, making me growl, nearly throwing my phone into the wall.

I eyed her clothes again.

No—there was no way that I was going to wear those clothes again. There was no way that I was going to call in sick for my own job and show up for her job for her. Maybe I would have done it if I could have put on some Mission Impossible-style rubber mask and actually looked like Amanda… But there was no point in going in as a different girl, and then having Amanda show up the next day.

There was really no point in that. It would have been a waste of everyone’s time.

It was 10:00 PM when I tried to call Amanda again. No answer.

It was 11:00 PM when I went to bed. At midnight, my phone vibrated, and I sprang up quickly, hoping it was her—and it was! But it wasn’t good news. “I don’t have the office’s number. Did they give it to you?”

I rubbed my eyes and formulated my reply. “Why do you need it?” I asked.

“I don’t know if I’ll make it in for tomorrow. I just wanted to let them know that I have a good reason.”

“You need to make it in for tomorrow,” I wrote quickly. “Amanda, this is serious. This is a real job. It’s a potential career. You need to take this seriously.”

“Don’t talk to me like a child, Matt,” she snapped back quickly. “Colin used to talk to me the same way, and it just gave me the ick.”

I nearly crushed my phone in a clenched fist. “Amanda, please. It’s not too late to get in your car and make the drive here. You’ll still get a couple hours of sleep before you have to go into work. I don’t know if they will keep you around if you don’t show up for your first day. It’s just irresponsible.”

My heart fluttered. I knew that I was making her angry. I knew that calling her irresponsible was probably just going to make her plant her heels. And I was right. “You think that I’m irresponsible?” she asked. “You’re the one telling me to drive drunk on the highway for four hours.”

I groaned and fell into my bed, head plopping into the pillow. I would have gone to get her if I had more notice—but now, even if I managed to make the round-trip without stopping, we wouldn’t make it back in time for her shift. “Do you have the number or not?”

“I don’t know the number,” I told her.

“Can you find it and call it for me in the morning? Just tell them that there was a death in the family or something. It’s not like I’m missing anything important. They don’t even want me at the office. I’m supposed to spend the day at some lame training center.”

I put my phone on silent and tossed it away where I couldn’t reach it. I was furious with her. I couldn’t comprehend how she could be so viciously irresponsible. She took no accountability for her own life. She was just acting so selfishly with everything she did—and then she was blaming other people for the consequences.

As I fell asleep, fuming with anger, I thought, ‘I’m not helping her anymore. She needs to start helping herself.’ When I woke up, I felt a bit differently.

Maybe it was that miscarriage that she endured, filling me with guilt. I’ll never forget the day that she was over, a few weeks after it happened, and she just burst into tears sitting on my couch. I’ll never forget the pain in her eyes.

“Goddamnit, Amanda,” I groaned. I eyed the clock. It was 6:00 AM. My own shift started in three hours; Amanda’s started in two. Amanda had not made her way back to town. In fact, she had stayed up late, posting Instagram stories of her and her friends until almost 5:00 AM: drinking, dancing, laughing, wandering the streets looking for some party to crash.

Amanda was going to miss her first shift. She was going to miss her training session, and that would surely mean losing her job, no matter who was vouching for her in the first place.

I spent fifteen minutes tracking down the number for the HR department. I had it ready to dial in my phone, but I just couldn’t bring myself to make that call; I knew that it meant losing her job, which meant not moving back to town, which probably meant not getting her life back on track.

Why did I care so much about this woman? Was it the guilt of knowing she suffered so much with her miscarriage? Was it just the fact that she was beautiful, and deep down I thought that I could maybe have a chance? Or was it something else?

I eyed that same outfit that I wore to the interview. Amanda did say that this training day wasn’t even at the office; it was at some staff training facility. The people at that facility would possibly never see her again… so maybe, just this one more time, she could get a pass. Maybe I could bail her out just once more, knowing that I could reasonably fool people into thinking that I was her—at least people who didn’t know her.

I groaned. Was I really considering this? My heart was racing: thumping wildly against my ribcage… so I must have been seriously considering it. “Fucking Amanda…” I muttered.

I wasn’t convinced that I didn’t look like a total idiot the last time. I wasn’t convinced that my memory of looking somewhat decent was hazy and incorrect. The only way to know for sure was… to do it again.

Begrudgingly, I picked up that off-the-shoulder romper. I picked out a new pair of panties, but the same bra. I shimmied my body into the outfit. I filled a pair of balloons with water to make fake tits, once again. I marched over to the bathroom and started putting on the mascara, the eye shadow, the eyeliner. This time I used products I didn’t use before; I used concealer and I used blush. I attempted to use her ‘contouring pen’, the same way my ex used to use it, to make her cheekbone more pronounced. I wasn’t trying to look like Amanda. I wasn’t even necessarily trying to look more like a girl; I just didn’t want to look like myself.

I let my hair down and curled it. While curling, I phoned my boss and faked a cough. “I’m hoping it’s just a one day thing,” I wheezed.

“No problem,” he said. “See you tomorrow.”

It was almost too easy.

But I still had to endure a day as a girl. I knew the day was going to be absolute torture. I knew that someone, at some point, would know that I wasn’t a biological male, and it wouldn’t be long before people were eyeing me behind my back.

I put on those same little black heeled booties. I had to admit that they were actually quite cute on my feet—and surprisingly comfortable. I’d gotten better at maneuvering in them, no longer wobbling like a toddler putting on skates for the first time.

I accessorized this time. I put on a black choker, hoping it would hide my Adam’s apple. I put some clip-on earrings on. I put on a couple bracelets and some costume rings—at least I think they were just costume rings; I got them out of Amanda’s bag.

While digging through her bag, I came upon some very risqué lingerie, including a pair of panties with an ‘access hole’ for vaginal penetration. There was a red lace bodysuit with cutouts for the nipples. I wasn’t sure why Amanda was travelling with sexy lingerie like that—and I knew that it was none of my business.

I put on Amanda’s floral deodorant. I spritzed myself with her strong feminine perfume. I found that she had a bottle of ‘shimmering moisturizer’, so I rubbed my arms and legs. It was a cute smell, and it gave me more of that feminine glow that I’d always assumed was just something girls were born with; now I knew that it was just a product from a drug store.

I put Amanda’s wallet into a little green leather purse and then I took a deep breath before turning to the mirror to see what I had created.

I blushed all over. I expected to find myself filled with dread at the sight of myself—but that wasn’t the case. When I looked at my reflection, I caught myself grinning. I guess there was a bit of satisfaction into seeing a positive result of over an hour of hard work. It was nice to see that all of that effort wasn’t a complete waste.

I actually looked like a girl. Again, I didn’t look like Amanda, but nobody knew Amanda where I was going, and they wouldn’t know Amanda once I was finished that staff training.

I grabbed my phone. I wrote out a text message that made me so infuriated—and I kept telling myself that it was the last time. “I found someone to do your training for you, but you need to get here for tomorrow. Please.”

“You’re the best, Matt,” she replied. “I’ll be there tomorrow, no problem.”

Then, as I was about to step out the door, my phone buzzed again. “Is it the same girl who did the interview? I heard she’s was a hottie.”

“Who told you that?” I asked, stopping dead in my tracks.

“The friend that got me the interview. I talked to him last night. I told him someone had to fill in for me. He said he saw her and she was hot. He even asked for her phone number. Is she single? Because he actually wants the phone number.”

I felt a pang of lightheadedness. Was she teasing me? Did she hear that a man in makeup did the interview for her? Did she somehow find out that I was the one who went into that building on her behalf?

“She’s just a friend from work. I barely know her.”

“Is she your girlfriend?” Amanda asked.

“No. She’s just someone I know. Someone who did a favour. And yes, she’s doing it again for you today.”

“Well I owe her then,” Amanda went on. “I’ll buy her a drink when I’m back tonight.”

“No,” I wrote. “No drinking. No partying. You can repay her by showing up for work tomorrow and taking it seriously and putting your best foot forward.”

“Okay, Colin,” she wrote back.

She made me so annoyed that I nearly turned around and took that whole outfit off. Why was I enduring this humiliation for her? She didn’t appreciate it. She didn’t care even a little bit. There was a good chance she would hear her alarm in the morning and think it wasn’t even worth getting out of bed for. How much more of this was I going to take?
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Again, much of that morning was a blur. I think I know why it was a blur: my heart was racing so fast, and my adrenaline was pumping so intensely that I spent a good three hours in fight-or-flight mode.

I arrived at the training facility, which was in a smaller office building on the far end of town. It was a quiet building, which at first gave me a sense of relief, but then came the older man who was in charge of training me for the day.

He looked me up and down, and his face turned a shade of red before he said, “That outfit isn’t exactly workplace appropriate. It’s a bit… skimpy for work.”

It was the worst-possible thing he could have said, because it left me with the worst-ever sense of self-consciousness for the rest of that day. It didn’t help that I kept noticing him gazing down at my ass whenever I was even half-turned away from him. I kept tugging my romper down, feeling his gaze tickling my bum.

At first, I thought he was just inspecting me closely, trying to figure out if I was a guy or a girl. Maybe it was hard to tell; maybe I’d done a good enough job of not looking like a man, but not quite a good enough job of looking like a woman.

But as the morning progressed, I started to realize that he was just trying to get a peek at my ass, because he was doing it to the other new employee in training: a nineteen-year-old redheaded girl. Her name was Veronica; she was quite plump (maybe 220 pounds), but because she was young and tight, her weight didn’t seem unappealing like it does with older girls who start to droop and sag. Most of her weight was in her bum and her tits—and her thighs, so she looked extra-curvy more than just… fat.

Anyway—even I caught myself glancing at her whenever she leaned forward. Her shirt was thin and the weight of her breasts seemed to stretch it out whenever she was bent forward even a little bit. She had big wobbly cleavage…

I had water balloons—and whenever I had to reach across the table to grab something, I could feel my instructor’s gaze going right to my chest, hoping to catch a glimpse down my top, so I had to my my hand over my ‘cleavage’ so he wouldn’t see a pair of water balloons.

But I must admit that his constantly ogling came as a relief, because it was a confirmation that I looked at least half-convincing.

I won’t bore you with the details of the training. It wasn’t a job that required training for anyone with an ounce of common sense and at least an inkling of how to use a computer. If you know how to point and click with a mouse and type numbers into boxes, you could figure out this job. But this was a company with a massive HR department; job training was certainly a prerequisite in some liability sense, or maybe in order for the company to claim certain tax benefits—who knows.

I honestly found myself wishing that the training would have been more involved; I found myself wishing that the training would have been more distracting, requiring a bit more of my focus, so I could stop focussing on the fact that I was dressed like a woman in a room filled mostly with men. I caught guys looking at me a few times. Some looked away fast. Some smiled. Some nodded their heads. Some asked me how I was doing. It was panic-inducing at first, but after a few hours I started to think people were just being nice.

Then came the lunch break. Immediately, I went to the bathroom to ensure my disguise was still intact. I touched up my makeup, poked and prodded my hair back into place. I looked closely at myself before hearing a voice. “Excuse me miss, you’re in the wrong bathroom.”

Goddamnit! I did it again. I didn’t even think to go into the girls’ room. I turned and smiled, blushing. I zipped out of the room.

But I hadn’t peed yet, so I went to find a different bathroom. I wasn’t prepared to go into the girls’ room. I wanted to find a more private mens’ room. I went down the long office hallway and managed to find a bathroom. I went into the mens’ room, which was quiet and empty. I went into a stall and sat down. I would have tried standing, but I wanted to be sitting just in case someone came in and saw my heeled booties standing facing the toilet under the stall door.

Someone did come in, just as I was about to stand up—and then a second person. “I can’t believe someone destroyed the toilet like that,” laughed one of the men.

“It happens to the best of us,” said the other.

The men went to the urinals. I heard them peeing, and then one of the men said, “The brunette girl is hot.”

“The chubby one?”

“No, not the chubby one! That’s not my thing.”

“The one wearing the romper thing?”

“Yeah. She’s hot. Don’t you think?”

“I’m married.”

“So what? So you can’t tell if a girl is hot anymore?”

My heart raced. I vaguely recognized their voices; they were part of the training program, though they were training for a different department on a different floor. But now, we were all doing the same computer training together with that same creepy ogling trainer.

“Okay, she’s kind of cute,” admitted the second man. The men migrated to the sinks.

“I want to get her phone number. Think she’ll give it to me?”

The other man laughed. “You’re a handsome guy, Rick, but she’s kind of out of your league. Don’t take it the wrong way; she’s out of my league too.”

“So you admit that she’s hot?”

The men laughed, and then they left the bathroom together.

They were talking about me. They had to be; there were only three women training today: a blonde, a chubby brunette girl, and me. And the blonde was unmistakably blonde, with long platinum hair. The chubby girl was unmistakably chubby. So they had to be talking about me.

At first came a pang of dread. I felt a sickness churning in my stomach. Then, after a few moments, a smile crept onto my face. It was kind of nice to hear the men admitting that I ‘passed’. It was nice to hear that I wasn’t obliviously sitting in a room filled with people looking upon me with horror and ridicule. Those looks I’d been getting all morning… I really wasn’t sure the intent being them. I thought that people had been trying to determine whether I was a man or a woman. Now, I was starting to realize that they were looks of admiration—at least from the men that had come into the bathroom.

It was official; I could no longer deny the reality: When I was wearing Amanda’s clothes, I looked like a girl.
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Iwas back at my place before Amanda’s Jeep rumbled down the road and parked in front of my house. She came out holding an extra-large Starbucks drink in one hand, and takeout sushi in the other hand: a combined bill, surely, of more than fifty bucks. “You’re okay if I crash here for a bit, right?” she asked. “Full disclosure: I don’t have any money to help with bills or rent or anything like that. It’s going to take me a bit to get on my feet.”

“Didn’t you get my message earlier?” I asked. “I said that I was making food here. You didn’t have to get takeout.”

She groaned. “I know, but I was really craving sushi, and I just happened to be passing Sushi Mago.”

“Sushi Mago?” I said. “Isn’t that, like, a fine-dining sushi place? That isn’t cheap.”

“When you’re craving something, you want the good stuff.”

So when I said fifty bucks—make that eighty.

I bit down on my tongue. It was annoying to hear that she couldn’t help with bills after dropping nearly one-hundred bucks on dinner, after I’d already made her dinner.

She ate her sushi near me, only offering me a bite once she was finishing her plate. “I’m okay,” I said. She furthered my annoyance when she left her mess on the table: takeout bag, empty soy sauce packets, and all. She was texting someone on her phone.

“I should go over the training with you, so you know what you’re doing tomorrow. The, uh, girl I got to do the training took notes for you.” I’d written out notes for her to go over and study.

“I’ll do it in the morning before I go in,” she said. “Did you ever meet Christine? My friend from Toronto? She’s actually in town. I’m going to go and meet her baby.” She turned her phone to me, showing me a picture of a baby. “I haven’t seen her in so long, and I’ve never met her baby.”

I eyed the clock. It was already 9:00 PM. “Amanda…” I said, feeling like the air had been knocked out of my lungs. How could she be doing this again?

She rolled her eyes. “No, Colin, I’m not going to drink.”

“I’m just worried about you missing your first real day,” I said. “I can’t—I can’t get my friend to cover for you again.”

“No one will be covering for me,” she said, heading to the door. “I’m an adult, Matt. I can go out when I want, and I don’t need someone else setting my bedtime.” She scowled at me, and I’m really not sure how I managed not to snap back at her. I’d never wanted to dig into someone so badly before. Did she really see herself as a responsible adult? She wasn’t anything close! And she had proved that over and over again. She was an ungrateful brat who was managing to float through life without many consequences simply because she was born beautiful—and it wasn’t fair.

Some of us had to work for everything we had. I spent years working my way up at my company, taking extra shifts and working endless overtime—and now, Amanda was actually making slightly more than me at her new job! How was that fair? And during that training session, I learned about the company’s raise structure. I knew that within a few years, if Amanda could simply show up for her shifts (she didn’t have to put in any additional effort than that), she would be making more money than I would be making in ten years, unless I changed careers.

That night, while Amanda was visiting her friend, I learned about the man who managed to get her that job interview—because Amanda had left her iPad on her bed, opened and unlocked. It kept dinging, and I happened to be passing her room when it was lit up. I peered over and read the message from a man named Michael. “Super happy I was able to get you that interview. We should get dinner sometime. Love the new profile pic, by the way. You look really cute.”

He was obviously flirting with her, and now, he was trying to cash in on the favour. So once again, Amanda got a handout in life because someone wanted to sleep with her.

A few minutes later, the iPad dinged again. I knew that it wasn’t my business, but I went into the room anyway to read what he was saying. “Gerry literally just messaged me asking for your phone number. He was your training supervisor today. He’s the second guy to ask me for your phone number. I guess you’re going to be popular here!”

My heart began racing. I blushed. I opened the chat to see what else he had said—and then I saw Amanda replying to him. “I’m heading to TKO—that new nightclub on 5th. You should come and hang out for a bit.”

I wasn’t surprised: Amanda was going clubbing, which meant she was almost certainly drinking, which meant she probably wouldn’t show up for her first shift. She was throwing this job into the garbage.

She didn’t deserve the job—but I still couldn’t stand the thought that it was all a waste of my time—and not at all worth sacrificing my ego and masculinity.

I saw that Amanda had returned from her ‘trip’ with an additional suitcase. I nosily unzipped it and looked inside, knowing Amanda was out at a club on the other end of town and surely wouldn’t be home for at least a few more hours if she was going to come home at all.

My hands started to tremble when I saw what was inside. My palms became damp with sweat. I could hear my breathing becoming heavier.

There were a dozen adorable outfits in that suitcase: little dresses, tights, skirts, heels, sweaters, bodysuits, rompers… I lifted a little minidress out. It was black and silky—and so amazingly light in my hands. I held it to my skin and let out a little sigh.

I suppose you could say that I’d developed a slight appreciation for the ‘nuances’ of women’s clothing over the past few days. I’d come to appreciate a piece of clothing with a nice fit. I loved a soft, dainty fabric. I loved how much effort went into making those outfits look just perfect on a female figure—not like my dresser full of t-shirts that were all cut into simple square shapes and sewn together in some Chinese factory.

I found myself undressing in Amanda’s bedroom—which was my guest room, for what it’s worth. I picked up a pair of her satin panties and slid them up. I let out a soft moan, feeling that smooth satin against my smoothly shaved legs. “Oh my God,” I muttered.

Then I shimmied myself into that little black dress. It was so cute: tight around my midsection before flaring out around my hips, giving me the figure of some feminine goddess. “Shit,” I whispered, feeling my heart beginning to race.

Why was I doing this? I wasn’t going out anywhere. I had no reason to be putting those clothes on. But for some reason… I just wanted to feel those outfits on my body.

I turned to the mirror, my posture suddenly vulnerable and submissive. I looked so small, so dainty—just like that outfit that was now on my body. I did a little spin, and then I caught myself giggling.

I wanted to try on the stockings, so I dug them out of her suitcase and I pulled them up my legs. They were so soft, hugging my skin so perfectly. I played with my toes, watching them pointed out as I sat on the edge of the bed.

I’d never realized that I could be so… beautiful. As a man, I was just… a guy. I was just some cut-and-paste dude. But as a girl, I was so pretty. I couldn’t help but think of those men in that bathroom, talking about how they fancied me.

I took Amanda’s eye shadow pallet and a brush. I quickly brushed a bit of soft-blue around my eyes, making my eyes suddenly pop. I had to roll on a bit of mascara—and then I couldn’t help but put on a touch of pink lipstick.

I didn’t need blush; I was doing enough of that on my own.

I posed in the mirror, heart racing. I couldn’t stop smiling. I didn’t want to stop, so I changed into another outfit. I kept an eye on her iPad. “I’m here,” said Michael.

“We have a table in the back corner,” Amanda replied. I knew I still had time.

So I kept dressing up. I put on her little white dress. I fluttered around the house like a fairy, feeling so cute and dainty. Then I went and put on her red bodysuit with a pair of black pleather leggings. My God, why did I like this so much? Why did these clothes feel so cute on my body?

I groaned. I squirmed. I caught myself blowing a kiss to myself in the mirror. I just couldn’t help myself. It was fun to feel cute and pretty; I wasn’t used to it, but now I could understand why women loved spending hours getting ready.

I put on another outfit, and then another. Then, the iPad dinged. Amanda was getting a message from her friend. “Thanks for coming out tonight. I wish you could stay later!”

“Me too, but I have to go to this stupid job tomorrow,” she replied. She was coming home. I needed to clean up. I scrambled to put her clothes back exactly how I found them. But I let a little intrusive thought win me over. I spotted a soft blue lingerie romper with a small tulle skirt. I knew that it wasn’t my business to touch her intimate apparel, but I couldn’t help myself. I snatched the outfit and took it with me to my room. I changed into it, and then I got into bed with a racing heart. I had the covers pulled over my body in case Amanda came into my room for any reason.

Then, I slept like a baby. That little outfit was so comfortable. I was used to sleeping naked, and I really didn’t think that there could be a more comfortable way to sleep—but this was it! It wasn’t just comfortable, but there was a curious satisfaction to feeling pretty while dozing off.
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Ihad a fantasy that night. I wouldn’t call it a dream, because I was awake. In fact, the fantasy was keeping me awake, late into the night.

I knew that Amanda was home and in her bed, asleep, but I kept imagining her waking up in the morning with some excuse as to why she couldn’t go into work. Maybe a hangover (she did sound drunk as she stumbled into the house), or just the sudden desire to stay home because the idea of working seemed too ‘overstimulating’. And in this fantasy, I had no choice but to go into work for her.

And in that fantasy, Amanda messaged me to let me know she was leaving town—no longer interested in that job. So when the HR department came around with forms for me to sign, I made sure to put in my own information, and not Amanda’s. I told the HR lady that I was trans, and that I was now using the name ‘Amanda’, and they didn’t ask any questions on the subject.

In that fantasy, I called my other boss to let him know I’d found another job. I was now going to work at this new company, as ‘Amanda’. I would be making more money, and I would get to wear those cute outfits every day. I could take my first paycheque and I could head to the mall to buy some cute outfits of my own.

That ‘fantasy’ took away at least a few hours of sleep before I woke up to the sound of Amanda groaning in the kitchen. I went to talk to her. “Too sick to go into work?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just need a coffee. I can bullshit my way through a day at the office.”

My heart raced. So much for my fantasy. “We never went over the training. We really need to do that.”

She waved me off. “I’ll figure it out, Matt. Thanks though.”

“I really think we should go over it—or they’ll know someone filled in for you.”

“No one will know, no one will care. I met up with a guy from the office last night. He basically told me it’s the easiest job in the world. He’s going to be there to help me if I need it. Don’t worry about me, Matt. I just need some caffeine to kill this headache.” She sipped from a steaming mug of coffee. Then, she went to get ‘dressed’ for her day. I was appalled to see her putting on sweatpants and a grey sweatshirt. I was pretty sure I saw her wear the same thing to bed the last time she visited. “That’s what you’re wearing?”

“They don’t have a dress code,” she said.

“But… That’s the first impression you want to make?”

She stared at me with a narrow-eyed glare. “Why do you care what I wear, dude?” she asked. “It’s fine. I’m going to sit at a desk all day. I want to be comfortable. Nobody cares what I’m wearing. This isn’t 1952, Matt.”

And she really did leave the house like that: hair tied into a messy bun, no makeup on her face. To be fair, she still did look beautiful; she was naturally beautiful, even when she had a throbbing hangover. And she was right; I attended her work training, and it really was more or less braindead work; she would figure it out quickly, especially if there was a guy there to guide her.

So I went into my own job: a much more physically and mentally taxing job, which paid less. I spent half of the day organizing files in a dark, windowless room, and I spent the other half of the day on the phone with angry customers. I couldn’t fight off the pang of annoyed jealousy, knowing that Amanda was at a desk near a window, overlooking the whole city. I knew she got to take a fifteen minute break every two hours, and she got a full hour of paid lunch. I knew she didn’t have to talk to customers at all. I knew that her office had free vending machines, stocked with snacks and soda pop.

And she got all of that because she was pretty, because some guy had a crush on her, so he pulled some strings and got her an opportunity that most people would never get in their lives. Was it fair? Maybe not—but there wasn’t anything I could do about it…

Or was there?

“Are you staying late tonight?” my boss asked me.

I hesitated. I really didn’t want to stay late, but if I ever wanted another raise, I needed to stand out from my co-workers, and that meant taking overtime whenever it was asked of me. “I can if you need me to,” I said, feigning a smile.

“I need you to,” he said. “Down in the warehouse. A whole shipment came in mislabelled, and the warehouse guys seem to think that it’s not their problem to deal with. I need you to go through everything. Ask them how to use the label maker. Reprint all the correct SKUs. And then sort them properly. I know it’s not your job to sort in the warehouse, but those idiots down there are done for the day in an hour, and I need everything sorted before the trucks come tomorrow.”

It felt like a demotion to warehouse… but I went to do it anyway. I saw the workload in front of me and knew it was going to take hours. And with that time and a half, I was officially making as much money as Amanda was making…

It really did seem unfair.

But as I was tediously going through those items, printing new labels and trudging boxes onto a hydraulic dolly, I started to wonder if things could be different.

I remembered that training session. I remembered those men talking about me in the bathroom. I remembered the training guy ogling me all day. He didn’t even make me take the training test at the end of the day. “I’ll just fill the answers in for you,” he had said to me, and I was pretty sure that was his way of flirting with me. It was a taste of the benefits of being beautiful that Amanda lived every day of her life.

And why couldn’t I have a small taste of that as well? Maybe I wasn’t ‘beautiful’ as a guy, but I knew that I could be as a woman…

I laughed at the thought, but the thought came back again and again, and I started to drum up a new fantasy. I imagined myself applying for a new job—one of those jobs that gets fifty applicants. I imagined myself getting the job because the interviewer thought that I was pretty. I imagined myself starting a whole new job with a new identity—making way more money and having way better working conditions, simply because I was pretty.

Okay, maybe it wouldn’t simply be because I was pretty; the prettiness would just open the door; I still had to walk through the door myself. Amanda was offered an interview because a guy fancied her. But she wouldn’t have gotten the job had it not been for me putting in the leg work.

It was around 8:00 PM when I was finishing sorting those packages. I wiped the sweat from my forehead and then looked over to see one of the suits from upstairs pinning a poster to the cork board next to the clock-in station. I waited for him to leave before sauntering over.

It was a job posting, open to the whole building. “New position: Department Communications Supervisor.” The job description was, essentially, someone to manage communications between departments. I couldn’t help but think that this whole mislabeled inventory fiasco had something to do with the new position. They needed someone to work between departments, to coordinate issues like the one that I was finishing up dealing with now.

It was, quite honestly, a dream job… but it was open to the whole office. It was even open to the public, which I found out when I got home and looked up our company on a job posting board. They were surely going to get hundreds of applicants. The chance of me getting the job was… about zero, even with them claiming they were going to give preference to current employees.

But maybe it would be different if I went in as ‘Amanda’. Amanda could stumble into random building and then stumble out with a pair of court-side tickets to a Raptors game.

When I got back to the house that evening, Amanda was there… with about a dozen of her close friends, including my ex. It was awkward, seeing my ex for the first time since we’d been together. She hardly looked at me, and didn’t talk to me at all, aside from saying, “Hi, Matt.” She wasn’t there to see me; she was there for Amanda’s little welcome-home party, which had been planned and thrown without my knowledge or consent.

I went to my room, thinking it was too awkward to be around my ex. I listened to them as they turned the music louder and louder. Their laughter turned louder and louder. More people showed up. I tried to bite my tongue. It was turning into a legitimate party.

Somehow, I managed to fall asleep—though I should have mustered up the backbone to shut the party down, because when I woke up and went into the kitchen, I saw the citation.

Apparently, the police ended up shutting the party down around 3:00 AM. A ticket was made out—in my name, with my address—for $850. “Are you kidding me!?” I gasped, holding the ticket up.

I went into Amanda’s room. There were two other girls sleeping in the room with her. I went to Amanda and rustled her awake. “What the hell is that?”

“Oh yeah,” she said. “Some guys showed up last night.” She groaned and rubbed her eyes. “They thought it would be funny to do circles on your lawn with their motorcycles. Funny—or cool or something, I don’t know. It was ridiculous. One of your neighbours called the cops. It was total bullshit. We were just having a nice, quiet party until they showed up.”

I knew it was nonsense. I knew it wasn’t a ‘nice, quiet party’, because I suffered through it for hours before I managed to doze off.

I looked out the window at my ruined lawn.

“I’m not paying this,” I said.

“I wouldn’t pay it either,” she said, rolling back over, as if to go to sleep. “I would find those guys and get them to pay it. Or just don’t pay it out of protest.”

“You’re paying it,” I said through clenched teeth.

She flipped over and eyed me with suddenly wide eyes. “What do you mean? I don’t have that kind of money.”

“You’ll figure it out, and you’ll pay it,” I said.

“Hell no! It’s not my fault those guys showed up! I hardly even know them!”

“Amanda,” I said. “Enough is enough. You’re paying the ticket, and you’re moving out.”

“I’m not paying that ticket. You can take me to court!”

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll take you to court—no problem.” I knew she would probably win, because she was pretty and she looked innocent and sweet, and she got away with everything. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work in, like, forty minutes?”

“Do me a favour and call in sick for me,” she said. “And quit being such a spaz. You’re just like Colin.”

“Colin was a saint for putting up with you as long as he did,” I growled. “And I’m not calling in anything for you. You’re on your own. If you want to lose your job, go ahead and lose it. I want you out of the house before the end of the day.”

She sprang up, her adrenaline overpowering her hangover. “Where am I supposed to go?”

I looked around the room. “Go live with one of them,” I suggested. My heart was racing fast. I felt strangely empowered, but also terrified that I was in the process of ending our friendship…

And I didn’t really have any other friends. I’d drifted away from all of my friends over the years, and Amanda was really the only person who appeared consistently over the past few years. But I was starting to think that she was just using me. She wasn’t coming to me because I was a friend, but because I was a helpful resource for her. I was a place to stay. I would bail her out when she messed up. I put up with her crap—and her dog’s literal crap, which was now on my carpet in the living room.

“Go to a hotel,” I suggested.

“No hotel will take my dogs!”

“I’m sorry. You can’t stay here anymore.”

She started to cry, and I will admit that I felt gutted. I thought about backtracking. I thought about taking it back and allowing her to stay while she got back on her feet.

I remembered her father’s dying wish. Of course I wanted the best for her… but it just couldn’t be at my expense any longer.
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When I got home, the house was relatively empty. I say relatively because she had taken her dog and her things and had left—but her mess was left behind. The house was still trashed from her party. Empty bottles and cans still were left scattered on the floor. I started cleaning up.

While cleaning, I found some of Amanda’s things: forgotten or missed in the mess. Wrapped up in her bed sheets were panties, stockings, and that little black dress I wore the other day.

In the bathroom, I found makeup supplies that had rolled off of the vanity. I collected it all and put it all together in a box, assuming she would eventually come back for it.

Once the house was cleaned up, I found myself looking at that job posting again, wondering if there was any point whatsoever to apply for it.

My skin tingled the more I thought about it.

Maybe I could get the job…

I made sure the doors were locked and the curtains were shut, and then I shimmed into Amanda’s forgotten clothes. I put on her forgotten makeup. I spent a few minutes admiring myself, and then I started to think about that job again more seriously.

Walking into a building full of strangers was embarrassing… There was no way that I could walk into my own workplace, where I’d spent the past eight years, and expect to go unrecognized by anyone…

Would they recognize me? At Amanda’s workplace, nobody knew that I was a guy; maybe I could get away with it at my building too…

My heart raced faster and faster—and I knew what that meant. I knew it meant that I was actually considering this crazy idea.
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Ihate to say this again, but it’s the truth: that day was a blur. I had sent in my application. HR replied quickly, giving me a time and date for my interview. I hadn’t told them that I would be showing up for the interview… as a girl.

I spent two hours in my bathroom, perfecting my makeup, making every single detail just right. I had a bit of practice now. I had a good idea of how to draw neat lines. I knew how to make soft gradients with the eye shadow.

But I can’t say I remember much of those two hours. I remember my heart racing. I remember my palms sweating. I remember having to turn out the lights for a minute so that I could calm down from my viciously overstimulated state.

I remember leaving my house… sort of. I mean—I remember the horror and dread and panic. But I don’t remember the exact details of how I ended up at the office. I don’t remember walking in the door of the lobby, but I do remember the absolute terror when people I knew started to look over at me.

I remember the uncertainty. I had no idea if they knew who I was. Some of them looked for more than a brief second. Some of those guys were guys I had lunch with three times a week.

I tried not to look at them. I tried to keep myself calm. I tried not to cave to the desire to run out of that building before it was too late.

Somehow, I ended up on the fourth floor where the HR department was. I ended up in a waiting room with four other applicants. I recognized one girl from my own floor; she was all dolled up for her interview now, but I knew that I was a better candidate. I knew that she had never worked an overtime shift in her life. And… well, I hate to sound so pompous, but I was hotter. I knew that I had a cuter outfit, and my makeup was way sexier. I don’t want to body-shame anyone, but I had that killer curvy figure that Amanda had. I’d already caught a few guys checking me out.

Or were they staring at me because they recognized me?

My heart was pounding with terror the whole time; that much I remember quite clearly.

“Matt?” a voice called out. It was the name on my application, of course, because that was the name I was employed under.

The people around me looked around, confused, and then I stood up and feigned a smile. “You can call me Amanda,” I managed to say.

I felt like such an imposter. I felt so insane, impersonating Amanda… but I knew that it had worked for me before. It’s not like I was stealing her identity; I wasn’t going to take her last name and her social insurance number. I was just… trying to be her, so I could harness some of her ridiculous luck.

I don’t know why that’s the name I picked.

There were some confused faces. I tried not to look as I scurried by them.

The woman took me to a room where three men were seated. She walked over to them and said, “Here’s, uh, her resume. Just so you know, she goes by Amanda.”

There were more looks of confusion. Then, one of the men asked, “Is Matt short for… Mathea?”

I nodded my head, even though it was a lie. Then, the men looked strangely relieved. I can’t quite explain to you why they were relieved. Maybe they didn’t want to think that I was a man. Maybe they thought that I was cute and hated the idea of thinking they might find a man attractive. Now, they thought that I was a woman.

“Amanda must be a middle name,” one of the men said. I didn’t comment.

It was a weird thirty minutes. I was extra-conscious of my appearance. I was terrified that my voice was going to slip, or that I would turn my chin up too high and they would see my Adam’s apple looking too prominent.

I really can’t remember much of what they asked me, or how I answered. I just mostly remember my heart pounding so hard that I was sure I could hear it.

And then I remember emerging from the room after a full thirty-minute interview. I went to a seat to collect my papers back into my little purse. And five minutes later, the next applicant was finished her interview. Why did she only get five minutes while I got thirty?

Was that a good sign?

As I was about to leave, one of the interviewers caught up with me. “Miss Amanda,” he said. I turned to look at him. I’d seen him before around the office, but now, he looked a whole foot taller, and he looked much broader than I remembered—which was quite strange, because I was now wearing heels; I was usually a few inches shorter than I was now, but somehow I felt so much smaller in that little black dress.

“Yes?” I said softly.

“You forgot this,” he said, handing me my phone. I must have left it on the table.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry,” he said. “I, uh, put my phone number in it… in a note. If you maybe, um… want to get a drink or something—just give me a me a call or a text message.”

Of course I did it—not because I wanted to pursue a romance with a man, but because I thought it would help my chances. We met just a few hours later, at a bar near the office. It was a terrifying meeting—until he said, “I was looking at your resume more closely. You lied about your name being Mathea, didn’t you?”

I turned dark red. Then, before I could say anything else, he said, “I’m sorry, but I looked you up in the system and saw your full name is Matthew. You’re trans, right? Don’t worry; I have no issue with that. I just wanted to let you know that I changed the info in the system. You’re registered with the company now as Amanda.”

“T—Thank you,” I said softly.

Him knowing that I was a biological male was a big relief. I no longer felt so much pressure to hide any slips. And he still seemed into me. He was still staring into my eyes, still complimenting me, still checking me out when he thought that I wasn’t looking.

Then, later in the night, he said, “You know, this is technically an upper-management position you’re applying for. And in upper-management, we have top-tier medical coverage.”

I smiled, not sure where he was going with this.

“Something like… breast implants… they would be covered entirely by your health coverage—if you get the job. Gender affirmation is totally covered. Hormones, operations—whatever.”

My heart raced a bit faster. I hadn’t thought about having real breasts. I was used to putting in water balloons. But real boobs! The thought had me blushing and grinning. I imagined being able to cup them with my hands, to jiggle them, to squeeze them. Why was that thought so appealing? It was even more appealing than the thought of playing with some other chick’s boobs.

I liked the feeling of being complimented over and over. I liked the way he was looking at me, with so much admiration in his eyes. This wasn’t something that I was used to as a man. I liked the way he could make me blush. Hell—I even liked it when he ordered drinks for me. Then he ordered food for me, making me feel like a princess or something.

I was so flustered, so surprised, so… liberated.

I hate to even admit this. I hate for you to think that I was taking advantage of my situation. I would hate for you to think that I was an opportunity and I sacrificed my humility to achieve a goal. I mean—maybe that did cross my mind. Maybe that job opportunity did slip into my mind when he said, “Want to have a drink at my place?”

And maybe it was on my mind when I was in his house, dropping down to my knees while he unzipped his fly.

But it really wasn’t the only reason I did it. In fact—I may have done it had the job not been on the table at all.

I’d never thought about a man in that way before. I’d never fantasized about a guy or imagined touching a penis. But all night, he had been complimenting me and looking at me with those eyes full of admiration. Those eyes… they struck new feelings into me. I’d never felt those feelings before. I felt so fuzzy… so submissive. I felt cute and sexy. I felt this strange desire to impress him. I felt a weird desire to be as feminine as absolutely possible, and when the opportunity presents itself for me to sink to my knees, it seemed like the perfect opportunity to be the most feminine girly girl that I could be.

So I went down to my knees. I gently wrapped my fingers around his thick, throbbing girth. I led his fat tip into my mouth. I was scared of how it would taste. I was scared that it would feel disgusting. I was worried that I was going to gag—or even puke.

But it felt… fine. In fact, feeling him so hard was weirdly satisfying, knowing that he was hard for me—because of me. It was like the ultimate validation. I grabbed his thighs and I bobbed my head, pushing my nose into his pubic hair over and over. He moaned. His cock twitched in my mouth. I slid my tongue up and down the underside of his long dick.

And I actually liked the feeling of his fingers in my hair. I liked when he gently pulled my hair. I liked when he called me “babydoll”. I liked taking dirty to him, making him blush.

I had him lay on his bed. Naked, I climbed onto him. Even naked, I felt like a girl. The way he looked at me made me feel more like a girl than any outfit. I planted my hands on his chest and stared into his eyes. “I want you inside of me,” I said softly. I reached down and took his slobber-slicked shaft, aimed it up, and pushed his tip into my hole. I gasped loudly when I sat down, forcing him to penetrate me.

His hands clutched me firmly, almost squeezing the air out of me. He was so big. I felt so small. He began thrusting upwards, making me gasp and moan. I did my best to remain upright, though my body was trembling all over. Pulses of tingling pleasure shot up my spine, and soon, my arms couldn’t continue to support me. I fell onto his naked chest, feeling his sweat against my naked skin. He wrapped his arms around me and continued thrusting up into my anus.

I’m not sure when it happened, because the whole thing felt like one endless orgasm—but at some point, my cock had blasted cum all over his abs. It was wet and gooey—and there was a lot of it! It was trickling down both sides of his body, and it was smeared all over my stomach. I blushed, embarrassed, but he didn’t seem to care.

He kept fucking me, until he was ejaculating inside of me: a fantastic feeling. It was wet and warm and tingly, and it landed in just the right spot. I gasped when he pulled out of me slowly. I suddenly felt so weirdly empty.

It wasn’t ten minutes before I awkwardly asked him to do it again—and he was hard within a minute, ready to go at me again.

And maybe that’s part of the reason I got that job. I mean—he was one of the guys making the decision on who to pick. Maybe he felt morally obligated to choose me after I let him fuck me four times in one night. Maybe he was hoping that I would put out again and again if we crossed paths more often.

Honestly, I was happy to put out again if he was willing to make me feel as special as he made me feel that night. We did end up meeting again for drinks, and it did turn into a night at his house again, this time with me wearing lingerie that he bought just for me.

But I’m not going to lie to you and say that my ‘transition’ was so simple and quick and beneficial in every way possible. Of course it wasn’t, because that’s not really how life works. It took some time—for people to accept me as a girl, and for me to finally accept myself. I will admit that I worked more than a few shifts in that new position before I truly felt like I was living my life genuinely. For a long time, I felt like I was still impersonating Amanda. I mean—after all, I was still using her name!

And for a long time, I felt like I was just impersonating a woman so that people would treat me more nicely, but that illusion vanished once I realized that I wasn’t exactly being treated better across the board. I found out that there were employees in that building who had nothing nice to say about me—or trans people in general. One woman even called me mentally ill—to my face. It was embarrassing at times, with some people calling me ‘sir’ once they learned that I was a biological male. One employee even left the company because he refused to work under me. “I won’t work for a tranny,” he yelled, and everyone heard it; it was humiliating.

But that was the moment that I realized I really wanted to be a girl, because in that moment, I realized that I had the chance to be whoever I wanted to me. I had the job, so I could have just gone back to being Matt… but I didn’t want to do that; I didn’t want to stop being ‘Amanda’. I felt like it suited me. I felt like I wanted to be a girl, even if it meant some people whispering behind my back, even if it meant some people disrespecting me to my face. I wanted to be a girl so badly that I didn’t care about any of that stuff.

And it was weird to think that I had Amanda (the original Amanda) to thank for this revelation. I would have never in a thousand years tried on a romper or a dress. I would have never put makeup on my face—and I certainly wouldn’t have ever left the house dressed as a girl. It was my desire to help Amanda under any circumstances that pushed me to explore that side of myself.

I mean—maybe it had always been deep, deep in the back of my mind: so far back that even I wasn’t aware of it. It’s possible; anything’s possible. Maybe I could have made some phone calls when Amanda told me to find someone else to interview for her. Maybe, deep down, I wanted to put on her clothes. Maybe, deep down, I wanted an excuse to try out being a girl.

And maybe, deep down, I accepted that date with my boss because I really did want to try sucking a cock. Maybe I did want to know how it felt to be rammed hard by a throbbing cock. Is it really so wrong to want to explore yourself?

You’re probably wondering what happened to Amanda. Well, she didn’t have a terrific next few months. It was only two weeks before she was fired from her new job. The very same day that she was fired, animal control had confiscated her dogs, and collections had finally tracked down her Jeep and managed to take it from her. I found all of this out in court, when I was fighting her over that ticket she felt that I needed to pay for some reason. I guess she thought that telling the judge all about all of her recent woes might win her some pity, but it didn’t win her anything. The judge told her that she had to pay not only that ticket, but she had to pay for the damages done to my house during that party—including fixing the landscaping.

She came to me afterwards, outside of the courthouse, and started crying. She wrapped her arms around me and apologized for everything. Her apology really did seem genuine, until she sniffled and said, “So you don’t actually want me to pay for all of that stuff, do you?”

“I mean… yeah, I do.”

Then, her attitude shifted suddenly. Her expression dropped and she screamed at me. She called me the ‘worst friend ever’, and she stormed off. Though it wasn’t the last time that I saw her.

It was a year later when she showed up on my doorstep. Now, I was living as a woman entirely—not just at work (it took a few months to come out to my family and neighbours). I let her inside and we sat down to chat for a while. She asked about my transition and, the whole time, she seemed super polite and calm. I asked her how she was doing, and then she told me.

“I hit rock bottom after that court date,” she said. “Another friend invited me to live with her, but after a week, she kicked me out because I drank all of her liquor… I had an alcohol problem, and it really dawned on me when I literally homeless the very next day. I slept outside for weeks, thinking that it was just an awkward transitionary period… and then I really realized that I was homeless. Someone even stole my shoes while I was sleeping. I was barefoot and homeless, begging cars at red lights for money. It was just… awful.

“I went to the pound to see my dogs, but they were gone. They told me that people had come in and adopted them, and they wouldn’t tell me who. I was just… crushed. I felt like I had nothing left to live for, so I kind of just gave up. I stopped begging for money and I damn-near starved. I ended up fainting and waking up in a hospital. They had me hooked up to an IV and they kept me there for over a week because I was so malnourished. On my second-last day in the hospital, they had me meet with a therapist.

“I ended up telling her about you, and how you helped me and then I threw that party in your house, and I lost the job you helped me to get. I started meeting with her every week, and she eventually convinced me that I’d badly manipulated you—and others—for my own gain, and that I needed to start paying back the people that I’ve used over the years, so that I can move past the guilt that I’ve been living with. Anyway, she really motivated me to want to pay you... the money that the court ordered me to pay, and I never did. I went and found a crappy job and I just saved every spare penny. And here: here’s the full amount.” She took out an envelope and placed it on my table. I could see that it was a lot—probably the full ten-thousand she was ordered to pay.

“I can’t accept that,” I said, letting a bit of that familiar pity sneak in.

“No,” she said quickly. “Take it. I’m leaving it here no matter what. I need you to take it. I need you to take it so I can free myself from this guilt that I’ve been straddled with—at least a little bit of the guilt. I want it gone. I want to start fresh. I’m not asking you to forgive me; I’m just asking you to accept the money.”

“Fine,” I said.

She smiled. Then, she stood up, and that’s when I noticed there was a bump. She looked pregnant… though I was too afraid to ask if she was pregnant, in case she was just getting a bit chubby.

She must have noticed me looking, because she put her hands on her belly and said, “I’m four-months.”

“Who’s the guy?” I asked.

“His name is Nathan. He’s actually waiting for me to meet him for dinner. You can come, if you want.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “I don’t want to intrude.”

“It wouldn’t be intruding.”

I smiled. “It’s really okay.” To be honest, I hadn’t fully forgiven her for the way she treated me, even though it sounded like she’d suffered a harsh punishment. The universe finally stopped letting her get away with her manipulation, and it all came full-circle.

I felt horrible taking all of her money while she was pregnant. But I really did have to take it. I couldn’t let her keep it. I couldn’t encourage her to return to that kind of behaviour, those terrible habits. Yes, she was pregnant, and she was going to need some financial stability for the sake the child, but she still had to live with the consequences of her actions.

I planned to buy her a nice baby gift.

She was happy, with a man and a child on the way.

As for me, I was moving into a new stage of life as well. I didn’t even tell you about Robin, who had started working on the same floor as me at the office. She was a cute little redhead with pale skin and lots of freckles. Since transitioning, I strangely hadn’t been attracted to girls—but Robin was different. As soon as I saw her, I felt all of that same attraction that I used to feel towards girls.

And when I found out that she was trans, I was even more enamoured… so I asked her out on a date, and she accepted.

She looked so damn cute on our date. I felt like she was out of my league—and then she admitted to me, “I just feel like you’re way out of my league.” We both blushed and laughed, and then we ended up back at my place together. We took turns on top, experimenting to see what we liked better. After a few nights together, we agreed that I belonged on the bottom, and she belonged on top. We fucked a lot—so much that we ended up moving in together, in my house. Life really improved tenfold after that. Not only was I no longer lonely, but we now had way more expendable income. We both got raises at work, and we started driving to work together, saving even more on gas. We used that spare cash to go on fun little vacations together.

I could write for pages and pages about Robin, but I fear that I would bore you to death if I did that. All you really need to know is that I was happier than I’d ever been before.

THE END
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LEADING LADY


Casey Ellis was one of the biggest movie stars of the decade… ten years ago. But Casey hasn’t been in any movies since his big hit, White Rider. Nobody really knows where he went, but Stanley is determined to find him, and cast him in the movie he’s producing.

In fact, his job depends on him tracking down Casey.

He spends a small fortune hiring PIs and buying plane tickets. Finally, he finds the reclusive actor living in the mountains of Switzerland—and as luck would have it, Casey is interested in the project.

There’s just one issue: Casey isn’t a man anymore, and Casey hasn’t left her hidden house in over a decade.
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Casey Ellis’s performance in White Rider was just so fantastic. The fact that he never acted in another movie was just… shocking.

“What year did White Rider come out?” I asked Lewis, my co-producer.

He peered up from his desk and glared at me for a long moment. “Are you watching White Rider again? We have work to do, mate; quite watching movies.”

“Do you know the year or do I have to look it up?” I asked.

“I think it was 2011,” he said. “In fact, I’m sure of it. I remember seeing it in theatres with Erica, and that was right before… Well, you know.” Lewis had been briefly married to a girl named Erica; they were married after just three months of dating, and they were divorced by the end of the year.

“Damn. That long ago, huh?” I said. It was mind-blowing: it had been over ten years since Casey Ellis had acted in a movie. Now, I was navigating over to his IMDb page, and I was stunned to see that he’d only starred in five movies: three major blockbusters and two indie movies that had since become huge cult classics. “What do you think happened to him?” I asked.

“Can you please get back to work,” Lewis groaned.

“I am working.”

“You’re supposed to be finishing the brief for the casting call. Martin wants to cast on Tuesday, and if it ends up being any later than that, we’re all fucked.” He glared up at me with an annoyed look. “So please, Stanley: get back to work.”

“Oh, but I am working!” I said, standing up with a big smile on my face. “I have a fantastic idea that will save us all a lot of time and headache.”

He rolled his eyes. “Please just make the casting brief, Stanley.”

“We don’t need to put out a casting call. I just went over the script notes, and I went over Martin’s casting notes. Casey Ellis would be a perfect fit for this role. He is the perfect fit, Lewis.” I turned my screen to him to show him Casey in White Rider, who was now in the middle of a monologue. “He’s got the exact look that Martin wants. He’s got that cool vibe Martin wants. He’s even got the dark hair that Martin put in his notes. Plus—he’s got a name. Star power.”

“We can’t afford him,” Lewis said.

“Says who? They managed to cut a million at the last budget meeting by scrapping the car chase scene. Plus DeMarco said he would consider a pay cut if there was enough star power. If we bring in Casey Ellis, that’s star power. That will motivate DeMarco to drop his rate by a million—which he already almost did because he’s friends with Martin… That’s two million that we offer to Casey. The budget stays the same, we get another big star actor—plus the publicity of being the first Casey Ellis film in over a decade—and Martin doesn’t have to bother flying out to Toronto for a week of casting, which he will be thrilled about.”

There was a long silence while Lewis stared at me. “I’m guessing there’s a reason Ellis hasn’t been in a movie for over ten years. You’re not just going to send him a script and get him to leave retirement.”

“Who says he’s retired? It doesn’t say that anywhere online,” I said, waving Lewis off. “It’s very possible that he just stopped accepting roles he doesn’t like. Maybe he took a break, and then offers stopped coming in.”

“Do you honestly think that Casey Ellis hasn’t gotten a decent movie offer in ten years, after staring in a few of the biggest hits of his decade?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m just saying it’s possible.”

Lewis stared at me for a long moment and then sighed. “Go to the boardroom and I’ll get Martin onto a Zoom call.” He shook his head and groaned. Ten minutes later, I was in the boardroom with Lewis, two associate producers and one executive producer. We got the other two executive producers onto a screen using Zoom, and then Lewis got Martin’s contact information ready. But he waited before dialling. “What all this about?” asked one of the executive producers.

Lewis looked to me. A pang of nervousness made me hesitate, but I went on and explained my plan. At first, there was some quiet apprehension. Then, there were a few smiles in the room. “White Rider was such an awesome flick,” said one of the executives.

“Didn’t that Sweet Kiss movie make, like, four-hundred million dollars?” asked another. “That was Casey Ellis, right?”

“Yes sir,” I said.

“Has he really not been in any movies since then?”

“No sir.”

“And you said Casey Ellis is available for this movie?”

I paused. “Um, no. Well—maybe. I don’t want to reach out to his agent until we get Martin’s approval.”

“I’m going to put Martin into the meeting now,” Lewis said, and a moment later, the up-and-coming director was on the screen.

Martin had never directed anything this big. He had spent a decade directing music videos before an executive producer discovered him and financed his indie feature debut, which was a big hit—even getting a small theatrical run. That was the extent of his directing history. That indie only had a budget of $350,000. Now, he was dealing with a budget of 15 million.

But you wouldn’t know he was so inexperienced. Even now, as he answered the Zoom call, he was walking the streets of LA in what appeared to be a fur shawl, with big sunglasses over his eyes. He had an annoyed look on his face, as if he was about to say, ‘What the fuck are you bothering me about? Don’t you know who I am?’. Instead of all that, he simply said, “What?” and he continued walking towards his destination.

I was told to explain my plan. I was timid as I explain what I had explained to Lewis, and subsequently to the executive producers who had to answer to the investors. Martin listened to every word without saying a word of his own. Then, after a lengthy pause, he waved his hand and said, “Okay, get Ellis. He’s a good fit. I’ll cancel my flights. Call my assistant and let her know the dates of the table read so that she can book my flight out.” And a moment later, he hung up.

The room was abuzz with excited chatter… as if we had Casey Ellis attached to our project. I even heard one of the executive producers suggesting we send out a press release about Casey Ellis’s return to film.

“W—Wait,” I said. “We don’t have Casey Ellis. This was just an idea.”

Everyone stared at me, as if they were waiting for me to say more. But there wasn’t more to say.

“W—We just made that call to see if Martin was okay with us reaching out to Ellis’s camp.”

And they continued to stare at me.

Then, breaking the silence was one of the older executive producers: one of the most experienced men in the industry, with credits dating back to the 70s. He had an Academy Award in his New York City office, which I could now see in the background of his Zoom screen. “Get Ellis.”

“I can try.”

“You make it happen,” he said. “Or we risk losing Martin. And if we lose Martin, we lose DeMarco.”

I guess this is a good time to establish that Martin had already threatened to abandon this project a month earlier. He claimed that he didn’t feel he was being given enough creative freedom. To keep him on board, we had to fire the production designer and the director of photography, letting Martin bring in his own people. Then, a week later, Martin threatened to leave again, claiming that his directing fee wasn’t high enough—so we had to drop one of our supporting stars to accommodate Martin’s fee increase. Then, a few days later, Martin threatened to walk because we weren’t getting enough star power into the film.

I’ll just say it: Martin was a pain in the ass to work with.

But the investors insisted that Martin was the director we needed for that film. Apparently, there was no film without him, so we had to bend to all of his demands.

So the old producer was probably correct when he told me that I had no choice but to find a way to get Casey Ellis on board, or there would be no movie. Now, I was really regretting making that suggestion in the first place.
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Finding Casey Ellis’s representation was not easy. The agent listed on IMDb Pro hadn’t been his agent for ten years. When I asked that agent who was now repping Ellis, he said, “I have no fucking clue. He fired me out of the blue and didn’t even come to the office to pick up his last cheque. It’s still here. Half a million dollars.”

My stomach churned. My situation seemed more and more hopeless by the hour.

I found the information of his old manager. “He dropped me… I think eleven years ago or so. He said he’d rather manage his own career.” Then he scoffed. “Look how far that got him.”

“Any idea how I can reach him?”

“I’ll tell you the same thing I tell the other producers that reach out to me on a weekly basis: I have no fucking idea where Casey Ellis went.”

I groaned. I tried to get any information that I could get from him, but he had nothing.

So I reached out to the producers of White Rider. I felt a bit star-struck when I actually got them on the phone. “Make it quick,” said Robert Edwards, one of the most powerful producers in Hollywood.

“So, uh, hi. My name is, uh, Stanley Smith. I’m, uh, producing—I mean, I was a producer for Butterfly Notice, and now, uh, I’m producing… By the way: I’m a big fan. White Rider is one of my favourite movies, and uh…”

“I said make it quick,” he snapped.

“Okay. Uh, so, presumably, you still pay dividends to Casey Ellis, which means you probably know how to get in contact with him. I really need to contact him about a role.”

“Casey doesn’t act anymore, as far as I know,” he said, and I could hear him reaching for the button to hang up the phone.

“Wait!” I gasped. “But you pay him, right?”

“Our accountant does.”

“Can I talk to him about this?”

“Her,” he corrected me. “Our accountant’s name is Cheryl Jackson. Cheryl will surely chat with you, and you probably won’t get her to shut up. She loves to chat. But she surely won’t tell you a damn thing about Ellis, because it would literally be illegal for her to give you any of Ellis’s personal information.”

I groaned. “There must be some way you can help me.”

“Sorry,” he said. He hung up the phone.

My situation really was hopeless. I got a memo letting me know that Martin had booked a flight to Africa: a little vacation that he wanted to squeeze in before he had to return for the table read. So now, even if I wanted to put out a casting call, Martin wouldn’t be around to even watch callback tapes.

“You’re fucked,” Lewis said to me.

“I’ll figure it out,” I said.

I kept trying: day and night. I was sitting at the computer for nearly twenty hours each day, trying to track down Casey Ellis. I even looked into hiring a hacker who could break into Paramount’s financial records, just to get banking information that might have an address or phone number attached to it.

I didn’t end up going quite that far. But I did hire a PI who specialized in ‘celebrity work’. He worked mostly for rich tabloid companies. He was one of the most hated names in the industry, so I met with him in private one night at a bar. He came in dressed like a cartoon character: with the hat and the trench coat and the leather black boots. He kept his hat tipped, even when he was sitting across from me. Then, he smiled, showing his teeth, but still not his eyes. “Stanley Smith. Producer of Butterly Notice. Toronto Film School graduate 2015. Pearson High School grad 2013. Grew up on Finlay Avenue. Blue house, white shutters. First job was cleaning motel rooms for your uncle’s cleaning company.”

“Wow,” I said. “How did you know all of that?”

“What can I say?” He lifted up his hat and showed his eyes for the first time. “I’m the best in the biz.”

I hated this cheap character he had created… Well, I shouldn’t say created. He was a living trope, and it was corny as hell. And he had probably spent hours gathering that information on me—but for what? I would have happily told him all of those details if he just asked. “I need your help.”

“You don’t say,” he said with an annoying chuckle. He leaned back into his chair, then it nearly fell back. He gasped and clutched at the edge of the table to catch himself. The jolt made his beer spill onto his lap, which made him shriek. “No! These are new pants!”

I just sat there, stunned by the scene. Now, he was standing up, trying to swat spilled beer off of his new pants. “It looks like I pissed myself!”

“I’m, uh, sorry,” I said.

“I was going to wear these to the discotheque tonight. Now what am I going to wear to the discotheque?”

“Another pair of pants?”

He eyed me with a scowl. I tensed up and bit down on my tongue to fight back the smile. I needed him. He was, quite possibly, my only hope. He was this film’s only hope.

“I need you to find an actor,” I said. “I kind of promised the director of this movie that I would get him attached… but I didn’t actually; everyone just seems to think that I did. And now I need to just get him attached so that I don’t lose my job over this.”

“Who’s the player?” He asked, getting back into that smarmy character.

“Casey Ellis,” I said. “The lead in White Rider.”

His eyes widened. “Casey Ellis? Wow—there’s a name I haven’t heard in a while. White Rider was a great flick. How long ago was that now?”

“A while back,” I said.

“Have you tried his agent?”

“He doesn’t have one.”

“His manager?”

“Doesn’t have one. He’s apparently self-represented now.”

“Did you reach out to SAG?”

“Yeah. He’s no longer a member. Hasn’t been for ten years.”

He stared at me for a long time. “And you want me to track him down?”

“No. I need you to track him down,” I said. “My job basically depends on it. And… well, I was told that if anyone can do it, you can do it.”

“My upfront fee is five grand,” he said. “You pay me another five if I find Ellis for you.”

My heart skipped a beat. Five-grand was about all I had in my bank account… but there was a big payout coming for me if I could get this film from development-stage to green lit. “Okay. Fine,” I said as a nausea swirled into my gut.

He smiled. “Leave it to me. I’ll find you Ellis. Though I can’t promise he’ll act in your movie. The guy hasn’t acted in a decade. I doubt you’re going to be the one to convince him to spring out of retirement. But that’s your problem.”

I said nothing. He made me use Venmo to send him the money right there in the bar.

I was awake all night, suffering from the dread of having just given away five-grand to some cartoon character PI. And worse: even if he found Ellis (which seemed hard to believe), he was right: Ellis probably wouldn’t come out of retirement for us. So basically, I’d just wasted a bunch of money, and I was still going to be without a job in a week.

I was absolutely miserable in the morning, dragging my feet into my kitchen to make myself a coffee. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get anything done without any sleep. Then, I got a message that totally revitalized me. “Found Casey Ellis.” It was from the PI. A minute later, he sent me an email address.

It was hard to believe.

“What about a phone number?” I asked.

“Got that too. I can give it to you, but apparently Casey doesn’t answer unknown numbers.”

Still, he sent it to me. I tried calling it a couple of hours later, but got no reply. I messaged the PI back. “Where is Casey living?”

“Small town in Switzerland.”

“How sure of this are you? Can you prove that this email is real?”

“I’m one-hundred percent positive,” he replied. “Please use the same Venmo address for your final payment.”

My gut rumbled. I didn’t want to pay the money. I had no idea whether or not to believe any of this was true… but I was desperate. So I paid the money, and then I sent an email.

The desperate dread that was churning inside of me was like concrete cramping in my gut. I felt like I was being punished—but for what? All I did was make a suggestion that I thought could save Martin a bit of trouble, and now I was taking personal losses.

I sent the email. It was a desperate plea, and honestly, it probably came off as extremely desperate. It wasn’t an hour before I began to panic, and I started to type out a followup, but that came out as another desperate plea, so I deleted it, and thankfully didn’t press send.

I got an email back. No—it wasn’t from Casey Ellis. It was from Martin. He was sending it to the whole production crew.

“Just re-watched White Rider. Looking forward to working with Ellis.”

That concrete in my gut churned. “Oh God,” I groaned.

Then, after I fell onto my back, on my bed, I heard the ping of my email inbox: another new email. I sat up slowly, assuming it was a reply-all to Martin’s email…

But it was from Casey Ellis’s alleged email.

I gasped, clicking fast to open it up.

It was a four-word reply: “Send me the script.”
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Of course I sent Casey Ellis the script, along with some information on Martin. “And Leo DeMarco is the lead,” I wrote. “The budget is good. Lots of Oscar buzz already around the script. It’s going to be a great flick.”

But Ellis didn’t reply that night—and he didn’t reply the next day either.

The stress was consuming me. That dreadful sense of the unknown was weighing down on me, crippling me.

“When is the table read?” Martin wrote in an email to the whole production crew. “If it’s not scheduled yet, schedule it for next Friday.”

Nobody messaged him back to tell him Casey Ellis wasn’t attached, and that the second-billed role was still left unfilled. Without an actor reading for that role, there would be no useful table read.

I felt sick.

Why was nobody telling him? I knew why: they were waiting for me to break the news to him, so that I could be the scapegoat and take the hit. Somehow this was all my fault. Why was I chosen to be sacrificed?

Finally, at 2:30 AM the next morning, Casey Ellis replied. “Interested, but would want a few changes.” It was another short, simple answer.

I bounced up and down, ignited by that glimmer of hope. Though I settled down slightly when I remembered that I had absolutely no proof that this email really belonged to Casey Ellis. This very well could be that PI pretending: stringing me along to justify that second payout that I sent to him.

But I just had to cling onto that hope. I had nothing else. “Can we speak on the phone?”

“You can text me,” the person claiming to be Ellis replied, and they gave me their phone number; it was different from the one I had previously tried calling, making me wonder if that number was legitimate.

I tried phoning him in the morning, but the call didn’t get through. Then I texted him. “Hi Casey. This is Stanley. We’ve been speaking via email. I tried calling you just now, in case you’re wondering about that missed call. I wanted to talk to you about the changes you wanted to see in the script, so I can communicate them with Martin, the director.”

“My reception here is too lousy for phone,” Casey replied just minutes later. “I don’t like some of the lines; they come off as cliche.” Then, he started sending line numbers from the script. “Scene 54 seems out of character. And I’d prefer that my character’s love interest be a male.”

I paused. The first few requests were fine—but changing the gender of the love interest? I had a feeling Martin wouldn’t be interested in that… But if we were going to get Casey Ellis attached, we had to entertain his ideas. “I can run these changes by Martin and get his thoughts,” I wrote, and then I went to call Martin.

“We already cast that little blonde chick,” Martin said to me as soon as I told him about the proposed gender change.

“That’s just what Casey requested, sir,” I said.

“That blonde chick—what’s her name again?—She’s smoking hot. I imagined her on the poster, even though she’d not top-billed. A face like that will get guys into a theatre.”

“Her name is Billie Brighton. She’s lovely, but, uh—she’s a small price to pay to get Ellis on board.”

Martin grunted. “A gay romance, huh?” he said.

“It’s not even the main romance. It’s just the supporting role romance,” I said. “We still have the main romance with DeMarco and Annie Todd.”

“That’s true,” he said. He was in a surprisingly good mood—actually considering the changes that had been proposed.

“All things considered, he isn’t asking for much,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue to contain my excitement. Maybe I wouldn’t lose my job. And maybe I could slip the PI bill to the associate producers and get that cash back. “Just think about the marketing angle here: Ellis’s first role since White Rider. That’s big news.”

Martin grunted. “What about the sex scene?” he asked, presumably referring to the sex scene that would now be between Ellis and a male partner. “Can we even show that in a theatre?”

I knew, from Martin’s previous film (and from some of his music videos), that he liked to include fairly graphic sex scenes in his work.

“We could, uh, film it, and then decide on whether or not we keep it when we get to that point in post.”

“You’re right,” he said. “Okay. Get the writers to make the changes, and let Casey know we’re moving forward.”

I jumped off of the floor. I don’t think I’ve ever jumped that high in my life; my head damn-near hit the ceiling. “That’s amazing, sir,” I said. “I’ll get the wheels turning ASAP.”

I got off the phone and buzzed around the room, skipping like a little girl on her way to her first day of school. I even did a little spin like a ballerina, and then I passed to see Lewis standing there with a dull look on his face. “What’s wrong with you?” he asked.

“I got Ellis,” I said.

“Really?”

I nodded my head. “He likes the script. He wanted a few changes—and Martin approved them. So… we have Ellis!”

He cracked a rare smile, which was about the limit of his enthusiasm. I bounced by him, into the hallway.

“Where are you going now?” he asked.

“To make the confirmations—and to get Ellis on a plane to Toronto!”

The next forty-eight hours were filled with excitement—and loads of work. I had to schedule meetings with the writing team and a great deal of work went into making the necessary changes. Of course, changing one detail wasn’t as simple as just replacing a few words in the script; the whole thing needed to be tinkered for everything to make sense and be cohesive. Then, the new version of the script had to be delivered to the various departments, and they needed to make their own changes, which meant more meetings.

I tried to email the contract to Ellis, but his reply was simply, “My internet isn’t fast enough to download the file.”

“It’s only 2 megabytes,” I replied.

“Could you just have someone bring me the contract?”

I groaned. I started looking into courier services in Switzerland. I hired a company to bring the contract to him. I even paid for the immediate service…

But I got a message two hours later letting me know that the owner of the home did not open the gate, and there was no mail slot or box to leave the form. I paid them again to try again later that afternoon. They tried again, but sent me the same thing.

I got them on the phone. “How long are you waiting at the gate? Can you go again, and I’ll let him know that you’re going to be there?”

We tried again… but no luck. “Are you not able to answer the gate?” I messaged Ellis. I was starting to get annoyed with the difficulties he was bringing to the table. I had a feeling the whole show was going to be like this now, dealing with this reclusive behaviour.

“I saw the men at the gate,” Ellis replied to me. “I didn’t recognize them, and wasn’t sure I could trust them.”

“It’s a courier service. You don’t even have to open the gate; just take the paperwork through the bars or something.”

“I just don’t know if I can trust them. How do I know they aren’t paparazzi?”

“Because I hired them myself,” I said. “They’re a very expensive and reputable courier service. They will happily show you identification if you want.”

“I just don’t trust them,” Ellis said.

I groaned. I nearly threw my phone against the wall in a fit of frustration. Why was he doing this? Why was he being so difficult?

At this point, I’d spent nearly $500 on couriers. I could have flown to Switzerland myself for that money…

Maybe that’s what I needed to do. “Would you trust me?” I asked in a text message.

“I would be more inclined to trust you than some strangers,” Ellis said. I figured Ellis had seen my photo on my IMDb page, or on the production company website.

“I can be on the next flight,” I said. “I’ll bring you the contract myself.”

“That would be great. Then we can also talk about the production. It’s too hard to discuss details over text message like this.”

I buzzed through the office, past Lewis again. “Where are you off to now?” he asked. “There’s a production meeting in fifteen minutes.”

“I’ll have to Zoom it,” I said. “I’m heading to Switzerland.”

He looked at me strangely, but I didn’t have time to explain. I’d looked into flights, and there was one boarding in one hour. I just had to race off to the airport. Once I was boarding the plane, I hopped onto Zoom and got into that meeting. The flight attendant made me hang up the call ten minutes later. Luckily, they were just going over some upcoming dates, which were going to be emailed out by the end of the day.
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I’d never been to Europe. It was a shame that my trip was going to be so short—at least I thought that it was going to be short.

The plan was to get the documents to Casey Ellis, get a signature, talk through some details for a couple of hours, and then race back to the airport so that I could be home before breakfast… but that wasn’t at all how things turned out.

I rented a car and started the long drive from Geneva to Casey Ellis’s house. It was an hour on the highway, and then I reached the steep alps and started down the narrow winding road that wasn’t even on some map apps.

I lost service with an hour still left to drive. The country was beautiful; I had no idea that Switzerland was so sparse and rugged. I always just assumed it was tiny and condensed with some nice mountains and expensive ski resorts. But really, it reminded me of driving through the Rocky Mountains as a kid, when my parents would take me to Nelson to visit my grandparents.

I drove for an hour without passing a single car, or seeing a single house. I now understood why a single courier delivery was so expensive—and I understood why the courier people didn’t want to make the trip a third time.

The road eventually got so narrow that I was worried my rental car wouldn’t be able survive. My heart raced as I peered over the edge, looking down the steep face of an endless mountain.

But I carried on. Eventually, I came to a fork in what was now a dirt road. To the left was the continuation of the road. To the right was a road that said, ‘DO NOT ENTER,’ in three different languages.

I went down the DO NOT ENTER road. My heart raced with excitement. I knew that I was close. I could sense Casey Ellis’s presence. And who had seen him in the past ten years? Had he been a recluse since White Rider came out?

I approached a gate: huge iron bars rose twenty feet up, and there were cameras mounted every thirty feet or so. In the distance, I could see a house. It was a modest house for a man who made twenty million dollars off of his last film—and not to mention the royalties he was receiving every year from all of his projects.

I parked the car and stepped out. The cool mountain air was surprising. I’d been in the warm car for so long, I didn’t realize how crisp the air out here was.

I walked over to the intimidating gate. I looked down the fence line, which went on infinitely, stretching into the woods on my left, and up the rocky cliff to my right. This place was designed to ensure intruders wouldn’t make it far. At the top of the fence was a long strip of something that looked like barbed wire, but more frightening: like oversized razor blades that looked like swords from some angles.

Then there were the floodlights mounted on tall flag poles, pointed in every direction.

I wondered if it was legal to own firearms in Switzerland. If so, Casey surely had an arsenal at the ready for any intruders.

There was a black box next to the gate, which had a single button. I pressed down on the button and a red light started flashing. A moment later, a camera above me started to pan towards me. I could feel the hidden gaze of Casey, scanning me, deciding whether or not I was worth trusting. I figured there was a microphone somewhere, so I held up the documents and said, “Hey Casey, it’s me: Stanley. I’ve got the contract here for you to sign!”

I waved at the camera that was pointing at me.

It was still now, aimed right at me… silent. That silence was truly remarkable. I’m not sure I’ve ever experienced silence quite like that before. There was no breeze; just still air, far off in the middle of nowhere. I swear I could hear the earth turning on its axis, like a barely-audible low hum: the only noise existing to fill that vacuum.

Then, there was a loud clunk as a the gate unlocked. It swayed open slightly, but it didn’t open all the way; I had to push it, making it groan loudly as if it was the first time in years that the gate had been opened. I opened the gate all the way and then I got into my car. I drove forward and then, even with my windows closed, heard the grinding of rusted metal behind me as the mechanical gate pulled closed.

I will admit that my heart fluttered. I was nervous about the situation that I was putting myself into. I still hadn’t confirmed that I was talking to the real Casey Ellis. Maybe that PI gave me the information of some psychopath. Maybe this whole thing was just a scheme to lure me far away from civilization so they could torture me in a place where nobody would hear me scream.

The property really didn’t seem like something that would belong to a multi-millionaire celebrity. The house itself was hardly a thousand square feet. The property was only about three or four acres—and that was including the wooded areas that skirted the cliffs. There were no swimming pools or hot tubs, no tennis courts or helicopter pads. I’d visited the properties of a few rich actors before, and this just didn’t fit the mould.

Though there were signs of money: that security system, for instance, must have been worth half a million dollars. There were cameras absolutely everywhere That gate alone was probably eighty thousands dollars worth of rugged cast iron—and all of those tall poles hoisting up the flood lights were serious business.

So much money into security, but none put into yard maintenance. There were flower boxes along the side of the house, but they were overgrown with weeds. The grass lawn had never been cut—at least not that year. There were thick bushes growing around parts of that long winding fence, and the only areas of those bushes that had been trimmed back were the spots where cameras were mounted.

The door of the house was another hint of money: a massive, thick wood door with intense steel brackets. It looked like something from some medieval castle, slapped onto a modest little bungalow.

I peered down the side of the house before knocking, and that’s when I noticed that the glass windows were all frosted—or maybe it was plexiglass.

Before I could knock, the door opened. I was expecting Casey Ellis, but instead I was met by a young woman. She was wearing a black hoodie. Her long brown hair was dishevelled.

I assumed I was looking at Casey’s partner. Maybe he’d met some equally reclusive woman who was happy to live off the grid with him. Or maybe I was looking at some assistant—maybe a housekeeper. “Is Casey home?” I asked.

The woman stared at me for long moment before looking down at the manilla folder in my hand. “Stanley?” she asked with a raspy voice, as if she had just woken up.

“Yes. Is Casey home? I have some forms for him to sign.” My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. Suddenly, it seemed very clear that I’d been fooled. This property did not belong to Casey; it belonged to this woman, who was clearly crazed. Her skin was pale as if it hadn’t seen sunlight in ages. Her eyes were pretty, but sunken. I hate to even mention it, out of respect to her, but she smelled quite stale: like body odour and unwashed clothes. It was hard to believe a rich celebrity like Casey Ellis would keep a woman like her around.

“Come on in,” she said, stepping aside. She held the door for me. I entered nervously. I really should have taken a production assistant along with me. I would have gladly paid the extra plane ticket, just to have a sense of security.

The young woman motioned for me to hand her the contract. I had a copy in the car, so I wasn’t too worried about her damaging it or stealing it. “Is Casey going to come and meet with me?” I asked.

The woman looked up at me. She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “I am Casey.”
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Isimply didn’t believe her. I let out a sigh of frustration, realizing that I’d been duped. No—I don’t think that this person was acting maliciously. I don’t think they were getting some sort of kick out of this. I was convinced that this woman was legitimately crazy and had convinced herself that she was Casey Ellis.

“Y—You are Casey Ellis?”

“Yes,” she said.

To be fair, Casey was a unisex name. So I said, “The lead actor of White Rider?”

She nodded her head.

“Okay,” I said calmly, nodding slowly, as if I was talking to a toddler who was convinced that he was Spider-Man. “Well, Casey, there’s the, uh, form for the big movie. I’ll let you take your time reading it over, and, uh, I’ll come back in a few days to pick it up. Okay?” The depression was hitting hard. Another thousand dollars evaporated from my pocket—and another big problem that I now had to bring to Martin.

“I really am Casey,” she said.

“I know,” I said with a smile. “And it’s very nice to meet you, Casey. I’m a big fan. I hope that you find everything in that contract agreeable. And, uh, we’ll see you in a few days, alright?”

“I am Casey,” she said sternly, putting her foot down.

I sighed. I stared into her eyes. She stared back at me, looking annoyed; I guess it was obvious that I didn’t believe her—but I wasn’t an actor.

She rolled her eyes. Then, she took her long unkempt hair and pulled it around to the back of her head, scrunching it into a tight ball.

I stared at her, still seeing a woman… though I did have to admit that there were some similarities—but similarities were to be expected from a crazed person who wanted to assume the persona of someone else. She probably spent a good deal of time trying to ‘be’ Casey Ellis. She probably spent good money to have procedures done to look like Casey. I’d seen those shows about botched plastic surgeries, where they showcase nutcases like the one before me now: girls who are determined to look like Kim Kardashian, guys who want to look exactly like Ryan Reynolds… And now, I was starting to wonder if the chick before me had something to do with the vanishing of Casey Ellis. Maybe I was looking at some female version of Buffalo Bill.

“Okay,” I said. “Well, it was a great first meeting, Casey. I should be heading back to the airport now.”

She groaned. Then, she started to take off her hoodie.

“What are you doing?”

A moment later, a topless woman stood before me. I blushed all over, not sure what I was supposed to do or say—or even where I was supposed to look. She took her boobs and gently lifted them up, showing a pair of red scars. “They’re implants,” she said.

“They, uh, look very realistic.”

“They were done by one of the top plastic surgeons in the world. The same guy that did Taylor Swift’s.”

“Okay,” I said.

“I am Casey Ellis. I’m trans.”

“Okay, Casey.”

She growled gently, and then rolled her eyes.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked when she reached down for the drawstring of her sweatpants. “Stop that.”

But it was too late. She yanked her pants down and showed me her cock.

I was really blushing now. I looked away and cleared my throat. “Okay. You, uh, didn’t have to show me that.” Then, completely naked, she marched over to her messy kitchen and grabbed a handful of letters. She marched them back to me: breasts jiggling, cock swaying from side to side. She thrusted them towards me and I awkwardly took them as I recoiled. I looked down. They were dividend cheques.

Okay, so maybe I was starting to believe her a little bit. Maybe there was a little bit of evidence to suggest that she was really Casey Ellis… but it still seemed so hard to believe.

“After White Rider came out, I transitioned,” she said. “I kept it private, thinking that I would come out and reveal myself once all of my scars healed… but once I was healed, I got scared. I didn’t feel like I was… convincing enough to come out. I’d been on hormone pills for a few months, so I told myself that I would wait a few more months before coming out to the public…”

I had no idea what to believe. I kept staring at her. The more and more I stared, the more I could see Casey Ellis behind those feminine features.

“I got a couple more things done… Facial feminization surgery. Adam’s apple shaving… and I was almost ready to come out, when…” She paused, turning pale. “I went out one afternoon, in Germany where I had been living while I was healing from my operations. Someone pointed at me and called me a freak. They said ‘You’ll never be a woman!’. So I went back to my house and hid. I didn’t want to go out again until I was sure that I would pass as a woman. I waited months. Months turned into years. The paparazzi desperately tried to track me down, so I moved as far away as I could from everything.”

I was speechless… mainly because I was totally torn between believing her and thinking that it was just the mad imaginings of a lunatic. Either way, I didn’t think she was lying; it was either a true story told by Casey Ellis, or some psychotic woman had convinced herself that it was true.

“And you… have been here ever since?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I have groceries delivered. I literally haven’t been off of this property in… years.”

I shook my head. Then, she looked at me. “You’re the first person who has been inside since… 2015.”

“That’s nearly a decade,” I said.

She nodded slowly. “But it’s weird. That sounds like such a long time, but it doesn’t feel like it’s been that long. Like… that could have been last month. I guess time just moves so fast when… you’re doing nothing at all... when you do the same things every day, the days just seem to blend together.” She paced over to the window. It was one of few windows that wasn’t glossed with frosting. She moved the curtain back and peered out. She looked nervous, ready to jump back at a moment’s notice, as if she was a soldier scanning for snipers on a battlefield.

“They come every now and then,” she whispered.

“Who?” I asked.

“The paparazzi,” she said, recoiling from the window. “I’d say once a month, they come here and linger around with their cameras. They take pictures of the house. They walk along the fence. I think they’ve all heard the rumours about my transition… but the story hasn’t been confirmed yet; they all want to be the one to confirm it. So I just hide in here. It’s just not safe to go out there. On my surveillance system, I saw a guy in a ghillie suit once, holding a camera. He stayed in the same spot for over forty-eight hours. I just laughed; he thought he could wait me out. I can stay in here for years without a problem.”

Her eyes widened and she smiled, looking frightening, like a crack head on the downtown east-side. I noticed that she was picking at her fingernails a lot, and that made me think that there was a good chance she was on drugs… or off of her meds. She was still ass-naked, with her pecker dangling between her legs, and her surprisingly perfect boobs perky on her chest.

Now, I had no idea what the hell I was supposed to do. If she was really Casey Ellis, we couldn’t actually cast her; she was totally insane, and she was… a woman now. The role was written for a man.

And if she wasn’t Casey Ellis, then I really needed to get the hell out of there before I found out just how crazy she was.

“Well, Casey,” I said. “Uh… none of us knew that you’re a woman now, so… well… the part was written for a man, and I’m not sure the director will approve a gender change for a major character. I mean—we have Annie Todd attached, and I don’t think her party will be okay with her being the second billed female, and Martin won’t be happy to lose her. I really just need to get to service so that I can talk to the director about all of this. I hope that you understand.”

I was still in disbelief. The story was so crazy—and Casey was so… insane. Casey truly was one of the great actors of the last decade. Some of those movies—especially White Rider—were so fantastic. Those performances deserved all of the awards they got—plus more.

And now… Casey was just a paranoid recluse, hiding in the mountains of Switzerland.

“I want this part,” she said with intensity in her eyes. “I like the script. And right before you sent it to me, I was thinking about coming out. I was thinking about heading back to America. I’m getting tired of hiding. I’m ready to face the world again… I think. I really feel like a woman now, and I want people to see me as a woman—not as a man, and not as something in-between.” She was really picking at her nails now, which seemed to be a nervous twitch of sorts.

“I, uh, would just have to run it by Martin.”

“Tell him that I’ll waive my fee,” she said.

I hesitated. I had a feeling it wouldn’t matter. As soon as Martin found out that Casey was a reclusive trans woman, there was no way he would still want Casey in the film. The part was, after all, written as a charismatic ladies man. There was a sex scene—and fight scenes. To think of the woman in front of me (especially naked as she was now) in a film like that, was just… weird.

“I’ll go and call him.”

I left, happy to be out of that stuffy, stale house. The fresh Switzerland air was a massive relief after being so close to her naked body odour. I got into my car, and I thought about making a straight shot for the airport. I thought about waiting to see Martin in person, and then telling him that Casey was totally insane and we had to look into other options.

And that really was the plan, until I got my first bar of service on my phone. Then, I groaned and made that dreadful call.

“Martin?” I said.

“Make it quick. I’m going into a lunch.”

“I’m in Switzerland. I just met with Casey Ellis.”

“Fantastic news. Is he all signed off then? He’s happy with the script changes?”

“Um… He’s a she now, and she wants a pretty considerable change made to the, uh, character’s gender.”

Martin was silent, and I can’t say that I didn’t see that silence coming.
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My conversation with Martin was almost as shocking as my conversation with Casey Ellis. In fact, Martin actually managed to leave me absolutely speechless when he said, “We’ll make the script changes for Casey. Shouldn’t be an issue. Get her flights scheduled and make sure she’s at the table read. Thanks for the hard work, Stanley.”

I really had no words, because I was really convinced that Martin was going to scream into my ear and then fire me, and then spit on every document that had my name on it.

But he was happy to cast the trans female Casey Ellis. He was happy to change the character’s gender. He didn’t even seem to care when I said, “I’m not really sure that Casey is in the right state of mind to play a big part in a major motion picture.”

“We’ll make it work,” was all he said to me. And now, I had to go back to Casey Ellis’s house: an hour back in the other direction. I had to face the crazy recluse again.

There was a sense of relief in terms of my job security: Martin was happy and I wasn’t about to be fired… But now, I was pretty sure that Casey Ellis was going to turn our very serious Oscar-contending film into something… gimmicky.

And don’t get me wrong; I’m not saying that Casey’s transgenderism was going to ruin the film. I’m not saying anything about Casey’s transgenderism at all. I’m speaking entirely of Casey’s mental state, which was questionable. The image of Casey’s naked body was now etched into my mind, as she zipped from window to window, peering out, spying for paparazzi. Her dishevelled hair… her careless nakedness… her crazed buggy eyes… her constant picking at her fingernails… and that smell! Now, I had to face her again.

I spent ten minutes at the gate before she let me in.I drove my car in and the gate locked behind me with a heavy clang. I went up to her great door, and she let me in through a gap that was no bigger than my body. She closed the door firmly behind me.

Now, she was dressed, wearing that stale black hoodie and those grey sweatpants. She was holding a printed copy of the script, which was already marked all over with red markers. She had her dialogue underlined—and changed. Many words were crossed out and replaced by words of her own choosing. I had a feeling Martin wasn’t going to care much for her creative input.

“Am I in or what?” she asked quietly, like a druggie asking their dealer for the good stuff.

“Martin is, uh… fine with changing the gender for you.”

“Good!” she said. “So I’m in! I’m back!” She started to pace around the room, hunched over slightly, looking like she belonged in some bell tower. She rubbed her hands together and started mumbling. In her mumbling, I heard, “… so much to get ready. So much. So much to get ready.”

I realized in that moment that I could not rely at all on her getting herself to Toronto. I realized I was going to have to stay in Switzerland and escort her to the airport. “Do you even have a valid passport?” I asked.

She stared at me for a long moment and said, “No,” in a very blunt voice.

“Are you able to go to the passport office and get one?”

I saw the terror on her face, and realized that I was going to have to help her through that process as well.

And more than that, I was going to have to get her cleaned up before Martin laid his eyes on her. If he saw her how I was now seeing her, he would surely axe her from the show—and me with her. “I’ll take you to the passport office in the morning,” I said. “It won’t be busy if we go early. You’ll be in and out fast.”

“Do I need some sort of ID to get a passport?” she asked softly.

“Um, yeah. You’ll need something. Like a driver’s license. Or a birth certificate… or something.”

“I have nothing,” she said. “I burned everything that said that I was male.”

“You have… nothing?”

She stared at me. I eyed her mail. I sighed. Luckily, before I was a producer, I was a personal assistant for an actor named Lawrence Freeman. Lawrence was a terrific actor in his prime, when he was a child star, but he was a helpless adult who had never learned to take care of himself. My first month on the job, I helped him to renew his driver’s license, and I showed him how to make sense of his mortgage agreement. Now, I was going to have to do the same with Casey. I spent the next hour on my phone, on Casey’s wifi, looking into Switzerland’s licensing practices.

“Okay, Casey. We can take a few pieces of mail to the US embassy,” I said. “They can file for a replacement birth certificate, which you can use to file for a Change of Gender Designation. There’s a small fee to have it processed faster. Then, once we get that, we can renew your driver’s license with your, uh, female gender. There’s a small fee to expedite that, so that we can use that to get you a valid passport with your correct female gender.”

Casey had a small smile on her face.

I paused for a moment before saying, “Does that work for you?”

She nodded her head. “And you can do all of that for me, right?”

“No,” I said. “You’ll have to appear in person at the US embassy, and then at the licensing bureau, and then the passport office.”

She had that look of horror on her face, and I knew if I left her to facilitate it on her own, it wouldn’t get done. So I said, “I’ll walk you through each step.”

“Guest room,” Casey said suddenly, eyes widening. “I have one.” She darted across the living room and threw open a door. A plume of dust made me recoil, and then it made me sneeze.

“You can stay here.”

“I don’t mind getting a hotel room in Geneva.”

“That’s too far. That’s too much driving.”

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“I want you to stay with me. In fact… I insist. She motioned for me to go into the room. There was no bed: just shelves. And on the shelves were awards: glimmering golden statues from wall to wall. There were photos of Casey, as a man, posing with various celebrities. Those photos were signed. Along the wall were 35mm prints. “Are those original screenings?” I asked.

Casey nodded.

Then, I saw a 35mm print labelled White Rider. “Is that… the original screening?” My heart bounced. I wanted to keep my composure, but my fan-boy was trying desperate to come out.

“Yeah,” Casey said. “That’s it.”

“Amazing,” I said, bending over to inspect it.

“That’s the reel they used when they screened it at Cannes.”

I ran my fingers along the cool metal rim. “Incredible…” It was such an amazing movie, and that reel was a serious piece of cinema history. Next to the reel was one of the iconic outfits from the film, preserved behind glass, in a frame. And then there were boxes with different movie titles, including White Rider. I peered into one box and saw all of the costumes from the film.

Immediately, I started thinking about how cool Casey was in the film. Then, I looked back at Casey now, with her hair all messed up and her skin all pale.

How did this happen to Casey Ellis? How did Casey Ellis go from being a cinematic hero to… this?

“We’ll go in the morning to get the first part of the process started,” I said. But looking at her, I began to wonder if there was any point to any of this. It was going to take so much work to get her over to Canada so we could film… but could she even act anymore? Was she even mentally stable enough to stand in front of a camera and deliver lines?

I looked down and saw a row of scripts. I recognized all of the movie names, except for one: Bristol Dawn. “Was that a working title or something?” I asked.

She said nothing. I looked more closely at the script, and noticed that it said ‘Written by Casey Ellis’. “You wrote that?”

“I’m feeling exhausted,” she said suddenly. “This is all so overwhelming.” She began pacing around. “I—I need to go to bed.” She snatched that script from the shelf so that I couldn’t see any more of it.

I checked the time. It wasn’t even 4:00 PM. “We should talk about our plan for tomorrow.”

“I don’t want to talk about that,” she said, and then she flew out of the room. I heard a door slam. When I went out to the living room, it was quiet. “Casey?” I called out. But she didn’t answer. I gently tapped on her door.

“What?” she barked.

“We should have a small talk about tomorrow’s plan.”

She didn’t answer. I tried saying it again, but again, she didn’t answer. So I gave up.

I spent the next hour looking around her house for bed sheets, which I found in a dusty box. I put them over a small mattress that I found and dragged into that trophy room. Everything smelled stale, so I stripped the bed, found her washing machine, and did a load of bed sheets. Then, I tried to make myself dinner, but there was nothing to eat: just quarter-full bags of chips and some half-eaten microwave meals. I groaned. I couldn’t believe she lived like this!

I saw the phone number on the fridge for her grocery delivery, so I made a call. Using the production credit card, I ordered enough food for the next week—food to make real meals. I had come to the conclusion that I would be fully responsible for Casey’s well-being over the next week, like a parent. And I needed to make the most of that time to get her into filming shape. “Can I get it delivered now?” I asked the woman on the phone.

“The charge for express delivery to your area is… $480.”

“No problem. You take Visa?”
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It was 9:00 PM when Casey came out from her room, smelling the lasagna that was cooking in the oven. She blinked a few times and then narrowed her eyes. “What is that smell?”

“Dinner,” I said.

“Where did you get it?”

“I made it.”

She looked completely stunned. “With what food?”

I explained that I ordered food to the house. Then, I opened her pantry, which I’d just finished cleaning and stocking. Her eyes widened.

“What’s that sound? Is there a truck pulling up to the house?” She flew to the window and peered out, suddenly panicked; I was almost sure that I could hear her heart pounding into her emaciated chest.

“No. It’s your washing machine. I’m washing your clothes—and your dishwasher is cleaning your dishes.”

She peered around, starting to notice the dent I’d made in the massive cleaning project that was certainly going to take me the better half of the next week.

She looked at me nervously. I went and pulled out the lasagna. “This is probably ready,” I said.

I cut a piece and put it on a clean plate. I put it on the table and she approached it slowly, like a wild animal moving in on an unconfirmed kill. “You can eat as much as you want,” I said. I also poured her a glass of milk; she needed the calories—and especially the protein. I didn’t tell her that I’d dissolved a multi-vitamin into that milk. My goal was to get a bit of colour back into her skin before the week was through.

“You don’t have to cook for me,” she said, taking a seat. She still looked too nervous to eat the food.

“I want to,” I said. “Try it.”

She kept staring at it.

“There’s nothing wrong with it.”

Finally, she took a bite—and then another, and then another. She was suddenly eating quickly, as if she hadn’t eaten in days… and that made me wonder if she had eaten anything in days.

I cut her a slice of cheesecake and slid it in front of her as she was finishing her last bite of lasagna. She eyed with it a beaming look. I wanted to ask her why she didn’t normally eat like this; she certainly had the money to buy whatever she wanted—and she had the money to pay a chef to cook for her full-time.

But I knew that she trusted no one. She couldn’t cook because she’d always had people cooking for her—until she moved here. Secluded in those mountains, she wouldn’t order much food; the longer she had to be outside collecting her food delivery, the more she put herself at risk of being photographed by paparazzi. So she made small orders and lived off of small amounts of food.

She ate every bite and chugged the milk down. I heard her stomach churning loudly as the food settled in her belly. Then, I revealed the pack of ‘White Strips’.

“What’s that for?”

“Your teeth,” I said. “Wear them for thirty minutes each night.”

“Why?”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that her teeth were quite yellow. “We’re just going to get into a routine, okay?”

I also insisted that she take a shower—and that turned into a bit of an awkward argument. She didn’t think it was necessary. “I haven’t been around any germs or anything,” she insisted.

There was no easy way to say it, so I just had to say it bluntly: “You smell quite bad. And, uh, I noticed that you don’t have any shampoo or soap in your bathroom.”

“I ran out a few years ago,” she said.

“Why didn’t you buy more?”

She just stared at me—and I knew the answer was quite simply: What’s the point in shampooing and soaping if you aren’t going to be around anybody?

Finally, I convinced her to get into the shower. While she was showering, I slipped into her room and stripped the stale sheets from her bed. I put clean sheets on, and I lit some of candles that I had delivered with the groceries.

I tiptoed away before she was out of the shower, wanting to give her some privacy. I heard her leave the bathroom and go into her bedroom. Then, the house became quiet. It was late now, so I went to bed.
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I woke up fairly early, and had a feeling that Casey wouldn’t be up anytime soon, so I got to work. I made breakfast casserole and slipped it into the oven. I got to work cleaning her living room, and that’s when I found a slip of paper with the gate code written on it. I went outside and tested the gate code, and it worked. So I decided to make a drive into town while I waited for Casey to wake up.

She needed new clothes, and she needed some makeup. She needed to look half-put-together for her passport photo and license picture. Not to mention, I would never get her to leave the house if she wasn’t confident in her appearance—so my goal was to make her feel confident.

Casey looked quite rough, but I could see some potential; she had pretty eyes. Her figure was fine—though emaciated from years of malnourishment.

I spent about $1200 on clothes (including fresh new panties). I spent another $400 on hair products. As I was heading out of town, I saw a lash studio, right next to a nail salon. I paused, and then decided to make her an appointment for later that day. Then, I made the long drive home to get Casey ready.

But Casey was still asleep. I set some clothes out for her and took the casserole out of the oven, hoping the smell would wake her up—and it did. She sauntered out of her bedroom a few minutes later, rubbing her eyes. She was ass-naked, with her perky tits hanging out—as well as her long half-erect cock. I blushed and looked away. She bent over to smell the food. “Where did you learn to cook?” she asked.

“I don’t know. My mom, I guess,” I said.

She took a bite and then purred as if it was the best thing she’d ever tastes. She looked at me with a glare that I can only describe as complete admiration. It was a nice little look of appreciation—something I wasn’t really used to. I’d done a lot of work for rich celebrities before, only to be ignored—or maybe, at best, a quick ‘thanks’.

But the look on Casey’s face was worth so much more than a thousand little ‘thanks’. She was in heaven, and she was looking at me as if I was the greatest person who had ever stepped into her life. Well, I suppose I was the greatest person in her life in the past ten years, seeing as I was the only person to enter into her life in the past ten years.

I could already see a difference in her face. Eating a full meal and getting some vitamins into her body had helped to bring up her sunken eyes slightly, and her cheeks no longer looked quite so pulled-in. I knew that she would look even better after a few more days of eating right, so I kept sliding food in front of her.

“I don’t know if I can eat a second serving,” she said to me.

“Just try,” I said. While she was eating, I set out an outfit for her. She eyed it and her eyes narrowed. “Where did you get that?”

“The store, this morning,” I said. She reached out and held it up: a small yellow dress with little off-white dots. “I don’t think it’s my style.”

“It will look nice to go out in,” I said. “And while we’re out, you can pick something out that is more your style.” I had to be direct with her. I had to act like her boss… or maybe I was acting more like her dad. Either way, she needed someone to be dominant with her, or she wasn’t going to make it to Canada.

“Out?” she said, suddenly as pale as the day before.

“I made an appointment for you to get your nails done,” I smiled. “And your lashes. Nothing serious.”

“You want me to go out?” Her voice was hardly a whisper now.

“I’ll be with you. It will be fine. Nobody will recognize you.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ll be diligent.”

“But how can you be sure?” Her hands were shaking now. Then, she shook her head. “No way. I’m not doing it. I’m not going out.”

I groaned. I tried to argue, but I made no headway. She was starting to get into the same mood she was in before vanishing into her bedroom the day before, so I eased up. “What if the nail and lash ladies came here? Would you let them into your house?”

She paused. She was considering it, and I suppose that was a step in the right direction. “Maybe,” she said finally.

It was good enough for me. I made the calls. I sent more money: hundreds of dollars to have these people close their businesses to come to us. I even had a hairdresser come up to the house.

The house was busy that afternoon, and I only had to fight Casey a little bit to allow the strangers inside. She made me go out and pat them down, ensuring they weren’t wearing hidden cameras. She had me walk around the property for an hour, ensuring there were no hiding paparazzi.

The nail tech was there for almost three hours, working on toes and fingers. The lash girl spent nearly a full two hours meticulously glueing on false lashes. Then, at 5:00 PM, the hairdresser came, and she didn’t leave until 10:00 PM, once Casey had her hair styled with a full head of highlights, done in Casey’s bedroom.

Sadly, I didn’t get to see the final outcome. I knocked on Casey’s door after letting the hairdresser out, but Casey didn’t answer. “Can I come in and see how you look?”

She didn’t reply. I didn’t let myself in. I had a feeling that she was overwhelmed and needed space, so I gave it to her. I cooked her a meal and left it at her door, and then I went off to bed, hoping that I could make more progress the next day.
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Abig part of Casey’s problem was that she was dehydrated. She was on a cistern system, but her cistern hadn’t been cleaned in over a decade, so the water was surely contaminated—and it smelled and tasted nasty. Because the water was so bad, she only drank when she really felt she needed to.

But when I had four flats of water bottles delivered, that changed. I noticed her drinking much more often. I would make sure she always had a bottle in her hand—and I think that made the biggest difference to her complexion. When she came out of her room the next morning, I hardly recognized her. Her face had filled out. Her eyes no longer looked sunken. Her cheeks no longer appeared pulled into her skull. Her eyes were bright and vivid. Her skin wasn’t red and blotchy.

And she was dressed, wearing one of the little dresses I’d bought for her, which looked a lot shorter on her than I was expecting. I also couldn’t help but notice that she’d shaved her legs (before, her leg hair had been untouched for years, as well as her armpit hair).

But more stunning than the way she looked was the way she smelled: like flowers. She actually smelled like a woman! A pretty woman! Staring at her in that moment, I was struck with the biggest pang of hopefulness I’d had yet.

Maybe there was hope for this film after all. “Do I look okay?” she asked softly, brushing her soft hair to the side.

“You look fantastic,” I smiled. “I hardly recognized you.”

“Sorry about last night. There was just… a lot of big changes in a short period of time. I was just overstimulated and I needed to hide for a bit.”

“It’s fine. It’s going to be an easier day today. Not much planned today—just one little trip to town.”

“For what?” she asked with that nervous countenance.

“Birth certificate,” she said. “It will take thirty minutes at most. We’ll drive there, and we’ll drive back.”

“O—Okay,” she said. I was surprised that she agreed; I’d been expecting a fight. I’d mentally prepared myself to argue with her for at least thirty minutes. But she put up no fight.

I slid a mug of steaming coffee to her. It had vitamins crushed into it—as well as collagen, to help plump her skin up a little bit more. She took a big sip and let out a sigh. A few minutes later, I caught her glaring over at the mirror, admiring herself with a blushing smile. She was clearly happy with the way that she looked—and if she was happy to see herself looking so put-together, maybe she would be more inclined to allow strangers to see her.

Getting her out of the house was still no easy task. I had to go out and secure the perimeter, walking through the woods and long the cliffs of that mountain habitat, ensuring there were no creeping paparazzi. Then, I had to drive down the road to ensure there were no paparazzi encampments, waiting to catch her leaving.

Then, she was still nervous to leave. She stopped at the doorway and froze, and I realized this would be the first time sun truly touched her skin for more than a few seconds.

“You’ll be okay,” I said.

She took that first step. My heart raced with a bubbling hopefulness. There was potential here. I watched her getting into my car, and I thought to myself, ‘I can imagine that in a movie.’

Hell—maybe she would even create a whole new fanbase. She was actually quite cute. I could see her being popular with men around our age. Most probably wouldn’t even realize she was a woman. It wasn’t exactly easy to tell.

As we drove off of her property, she groaned. “You’re doing great,” I said. “This is a big step.”

“I want to go back,” she said, beginning to tremble.

“Casey. You’re fine. Just breathe. We’re going to fill out a form at an office, and then we’ll head right back to your house.”

She took a deep breath and held it. Then, she nodded slowly, accepting that she had to do this.

And it went so much better than I expected. She went into the office and filled out the paperwork, only looking over her shoulder a few times. She spoke with the woman behind the counter and answered all of the necessary questions. Then, on our way to the car, she eyed a little mall and said, “Can we go and buy a few things?”

“Absolutely,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue to suppress my excitement. We went into a clothing store and she bought a few skirts, a few dresses, and some tight leggings. She bought herself a pair of shoes at another store, and then a pair of leather heeled boots at the next. Then, she looked at me and said, “Can I buy you lunch?”

“Um, you can—or we can bill the production,” I said, showing her the production credit card. She smiled.

“Let me treat you,” she whispered.

We went to a small restaurant and requested a private table in the back corner. She kept a pair of sunglasses on the whole time, but it was still a step in the right direction. We had a fantastic meal, and I could tell that Casey was warming up to the idea of being out of her house.

But after eating, she said, “I really need to get home. I can’t be out like this any longer.” And I could see the stressful tension filling her body—so we left. We headed back to her place, and that’s when we ran into some serious trouble.

There were three cars parked outside of her gate. And as we came around the bend, three men holding cameras spun towards us.

Casey quickly covered her face and sunk low. I parked the car and took a step out, but Casey screamed: “No! Get back in and drive away! Quickly!” The men were now rushing towards us. I wanted to fight them off, but I knew one would get to the window and snap a photo of Casey, so I had to act quickly. I jumped into the car and spun it around as if I was the star of White Rider and not Casey. I managed to speed away, hugging the curves of that mountain highway—but the paparazzi pursued.

The whole scene was surreal: a car chase down a dangerous mountain pass. I was driving faster than 110 km/hour around tight mountain curves, with a rusted sedan almost touching my bumper. “Watch out!” Casey screamed, pointing out the alpine chamois (a type of mountain goat) that was on the road. I swerved and managed to miss it by some miracle. The sedan racing behind me struck the poor creature hard, making the car swerve and smash into the rocky ledge—thankfully not swerving the other way over the cliff.

The car wreck stopped the cars behind from passing, so we were able to slow down to a safer speed. I took out my phone and called the police.

It took the cops and firefighters and tow trucks a few hours to sort out the mountain pass accident scene, and then we had to wait while police officers travelled to Casey’s house to ensure there were no more paparazzi stalking around, waiting. We had a police cruiser escort us back to the property. Casey hid with a jacket over her head. The cop stayed there while I walked around the property, and the woods surrounding, for the next forty minutes, ensuring that we were truly alone. Then, I rushed Casey inside and she went to her room to cry.

I cursed those damned paparazzi. We had made so much progress—and they had ruined it in such a short period of time.
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Iwoke up early to receive the document delivery to the house, which we’d paid quite a lot of money for. I was at the gate when the courier handed me the envelope containing Casey’s new birth certificate, with her updated gender. As I took the envelope, I heard a clicking sound. The courier heard it too. We both looked over to see a man in the far treeline, holding a camera with a very long lens. He was now taking photos of me.

“His car is parked about a mile up the road,” the man said. Now, the man was about 100 yards away, which was exactly the distance he had to stay according to the restraining order issued by the Swiss police.

I had to awkwardly tell Casey about the stalking paparazzi. She turned white when I told her. “Why won’t they leave me alone?” she groaned. I saw that her eyes were wet as if she was about to burst into tears.

I tried to convince her to head to town with me, to get the driver’s license sorted, but she wouldn’t go. “I can’t do it. They will follow us. They’re going to take pictures of me everywhere we go.”

She was correct; they were definitely going to stalk us, no matter what. I’d dealt with paparazzi before: when I worked as an assistant for various celebs, and on the various sets I’d worked on. They were often aggressive, risking lots to get the photos that they wanted.

But most celebrities just accepted the paparazzi. They let the paparazzi get their photos so they would bugger off. Casey’s situation was different. She didn’t want to be seen, even for a second. “You could just… go out,” I said. “And let them get their photos, so that they go away.”

She stared at me with wide eyes and pale skin. Her lips parted slightly before she shook her head. “Are you insane? Then word gets out about my transition, and suddenly there are a thousand of them here.”

“Maybe it would just be better to let it happen. I mean—it’s going to happen eventually. Why not just rip the band-aid off now?”

She shook her head and started pacing around nervously: a sign that she was about to retire to her bedroom for the rest of the day.

Then, I had an idea. “What if I went out, dressed as you, and just let them take a few photos of me.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Dressed as… me?”

“I mean—dressed as the old you.”

Her mind processed the idea for a moment, and then her lips began to curl into a curious little smile.
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She helped me find the right outfit. I even agreed to cut my hair, which had admittedly become quite shaggy (I’d been too busy to get myself a haircut). We spent a few hours transforming me into a Casey Ellis lookalike. She even handed me the iconic White Rider shades—the ones that she literally wore in the iconic car chase scene near the end of the film—and said, “Where these.”

“Really?” I said. My hands trembled slightly as I slipped them onto my face.

With a bit of hair gel, we slicked my hair back. She used some makeup to create some contouring, to make my cheekbones and chin look more like the old Casey Ellis.

I turned to the mirror, putting on one of her old leather jackets. We both had big, goofy grins on our faces. “This might work,” I said.

“It might,” she agreed.

“So what should I go out and do?”

She paused for a moment. “I don’t know…”

“I could… just walk around town a little.”

Her face turned red. “People are going to think you’re me when they see the paparazzi taking photos.”

“And eventually, they’ll all get bored and move on… right?” I said. That was the plan anyway.

I don’t know why I was so nervous; it seemed like such harmless silliness. I stepped out of the house and instantly caught the tiny gleam of the camera lens in the distant woods. I could even hear the faint snap of the camera as he snapped what he thought were priceless photos—and maybe they would end up in some magazine.

I walked over to the car and started the engine. I watched the paparazzi bouncing up to his feet to run half a mile to his parked car.

I didn’t try to beat him. I took my time. I pulled out slowly, and I even slowed down on that highway until he caught up with me. I watched him in the rearview, holding his steering wheel with one hand and his camera with the other. He really thought that I was Casey!

I led him all the way to town. He parked about thirty yards from me (carelessly breaking his restraining order). I walked casually into a cafe. He kept snapping photos. Some people noticed him at the cafe window, so they took out their phones and started to take pictures of me.

Then, a woman came up and said, “Are you Casey Ellis?”

I just smiled. She blushed. She bit her lip. “I’m a big fan,” she said in a French accent. “I would love to take a photo with you.”

I tried to stay calm as I posed for a selfie, keeping my shades on.

More people filmed me from afar, and then more came up to ask for selfies, for autographs, and to ask why I hadn’t been in any movies in the past decade.

I never spoke a word. I nodded. I smiled. I shrugged. I posed for photos. Then, I left with my coffee.

The paparazzi followed me. I went to a book store and sauntered around for almost an hour. I could tell the paparazzi was getting bored. I led him to another cafe and made him wait longer while I sipped a coffee.

Finally, close to dinnertime, he went to his car and drove off. Once he was gone, the public settled and stopped caring about the celebrity in their presence. Once the heat had died down, I made my way back to the real Casey’s house, and I told her all about it.

Then, her eyes beamed and she said, “You can pretend to be Casey, and I’ll be your girlfriend!”

My heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach. It wasn’t a bad idea… but I didn’t want to have that pressure on me. She was an actress; I was no actor. She knew how to play a part; I had a hard time smiling for strangers when they were taking pictures of me.

Suddenly, she moved in on me, putting her arms around me and pressing her frontside against my frontside. She peered into my eyes with a seductive kind of look on her face. “Want to be my boyfriend, baby?” she asked with a strangely sultry voice.

My heart skipped a beat. It took a moment to realize that she was acting and not actually coming onto me.


10


Iwas way out of my comfort zone, but Casey seemed to be struggling much less—even when a paparazzo showed up to take some photos. When people started looking at us, Casey got closer to me, clutching my arm, squeezing up to my body. We both wore big sunglasses to cover our eyes.

I was just happy to have Casey out. We spent a couple hours at a cafe, until the attention died off and the paparazzi scurried off. Then, we made our way to the Swiss DMV to get Casey’s license renewed. There was extra paperwork to be done to have the license rushed, but we took our time.

As we were leaving, someone tapped on my shoulder and said, “Can I get a selfie with you?”

I smiled and said nothing. Casey said, “Take the selfie, baby.” She stepped off, blushing, looking happy to be out in public, free from being ‘recognized’, even though she was with someone who was being recognized. As I took the photo with the stranger, I saw a woman approach her. I could hear her ask, “Are you dating Casey Ellis?”

Casey smiled and nodded her head.

“Oh my God. Serious? What’s it like dating a famous guy?”

“It’s cool,” she said calmly, still smiling.

They both looked at me.

“But, like, are you actually dating? Like… boyfriend and girlfriend?” asked the stranger.

“Mhm.”

The woman looked to me as if for validation. I paused. I couldn’t speak, and I felt weird nodding.

Then, Casey came up to me and put her arm around me, leaning into me. I guess she hoped that would be proof, but apparently it wasn’t enough for Casey. She turned to me and suddenly leaned in for a kiss: lips puckered, stopping halfway.

I had to make up the other half, but I was frozen. Was I seriously supposed to kiss Casey Ellis on the lips? I had to act fast; I didn’t have time to think about it, so I went in, eyes closed, and kissed her on the lips.

It was supposed to be a quick peck, but it turned into a three-second ordeal, lips mashed together, noses tickling each other. We pulled away slowly and turned to the stranger, who now looked satisfied: blushing and smiling and excited to have learned the celeb gossip before the paparazzi could leak the news.

My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe that I’d just kissed Casey Ellis. And her lips were so… feminine. I don’t mean to sound ‘transphobic’ at all, but I really wasn’t expecting the kiss to be so… proper. It was really like kissing a girl.

She was a girl. So why was I surprised?

I didn’t mention the kiss, and neither did she. But it wasn’t the last kiss of the day. Another person approached us later and asked if we were dating, and Casey felt the need to plant a kiss on my lips to prove it. Afterwards, I awkwardly asked her, “Why not just tell them we’re dating?”

“A good actor knows how to show, not tell,” she smiled. But I was starting to think that she just wanted to kiss me. She really seemed into each kiss…

But she was an award-winning actress; it was her job to be convincing. I had to keep reminding myself that I was just playing a role temporarily while she got comfortable with the idea of being out as a woman.

We ate dinner out. We walked around the city, taking in sights. I was tired and wanted to go sleep, but I knew that this was good for her: the longer I could keep her out of the house, around people, the more likely she was to leave to Canada with me when the week was through.

And the week was almost through. We only had three days to figure out her passport. It was probably enough time—but was it enough time to make her confident enough to leave Switzerland, and be away from her home for a few months while we made the film?

“This is great,” she said to me, looking out at the sparkling Geneva lights. “I feel like I’m really starting to get into this role.”

“I think you’re going to be fantastic,” I said with a smile. I wasn’t sure if it was true yet, but I hadn’t forgotten that my job was to build up her confidence, ounce by ounce.

“I hope so,” she said.

“I know it.”

She turned to me and smiled. She stared into my eyes. There was a moment where I wasn’t sure what she was thinking. Did she like me? Or was this just part of her act? Finally, she said, “Any idea who they cast as my partner?”

“Um,” I said. “I’m actually not sure. I think we had someone temporarily filling that role, back when we thought you were, uh, a man.” I blushed. I wasn’t sure if it was a politically correct thing to say.

“It’s going to be weird, being fucked by a man on screen,” she said. The vulgarness of the statement caught me by surprise—though it shouldn’t have; she really didn’t seem to have any limits with her sexuality.

“It’s going to be simulated sex, of course,” I said.

“In Cruise Control, I’m actually fucking that girl in the bedroom scene,” she said. I blushed. “She was a method actor, and she asked me before we went to picture to actually penetrate her, so I did. Nobody knows that but me and her—and now you.”

I turned dark red.

Then she giggled. “I’m not suggesting we do the same thing for this movie,” she said. “But it is going to be weird.”

“Why will it be weird? You’ve shot a million sex scenes.”

“As a guy, with a girl,” she said. “But this is different.”

“It doesn’t have to be. Just act,” I laughed.

“But when I was shooting those scenes, I knew how to act. I’ve never been fucked by a man before.”

My heart skipped a beat as she peered into my eyes. I was speechless for a long moment, and then I managed to clear my throat. “B—But you’ve seen how girls are. You, uh, know what an orgasm feels like, I assume. So just… you know…” I could feel the redness in my cheeks.

She looked away and we kept walking. The whole thing felt almost like a proposition. First the kissing, then this… I felt like I needed to get to a sink so that I could splash some cold water on my face.

“I really can’t wait to start preparing,” she said.

And that night, she started. I heard her in her bedroom going over lines. She came out a few times and handed me a copy of the script. “Read Dylan’s part,” she said, so I read lines with her. She went back into her room. I heard her going over her monologue. I heard the scratching of a pen on her script as she made notes. She was working hard, which filled me with even more hope that this was going to work out.

I got the updated script late that night. I read through the changes to the dialogue, particularly concerning Casey’s character. Now, it no longer seemed so weird. It no longer seemed like some big gimmick. Her character was written as a female, and she was going to be a convincing female.

I was starting to wonder what I was ever even worried about.
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I woke up at 5:30 AM, long before my alarm, because I heard voices. I jumped to my feet, hearing Casey crying out, “Get away from me! Please! Get away!”

I rushed out of my room, grabbing a mop handle on my way. I burst into Casey’s room, ready to battle the intruder. Casey looked at me and gasped. She was clad in tight pink lingerie, which was see-through, showing her perky breasts and her penis. I spun around, looking for the bad guy, but he wasn’t there.

“Where did he go!?” I gasped.

Then, I saw the script in front of her, with the lines highlighted: ‘Get away from me! Please! Get away!’.

She was practising for the part.

I let out a sigh of relief. I knew the scene. In the scene, Casey’s character is waiting for her love interest to arrive when the antagonist shows up.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. I gazed at her again, hardly recognizing her. She was fully in character, with her hair tied into a pair of perfect curly pigtails. Her eyes had a smokey makeup look. Her lips were glossy pink. She looked like a perfect doll. It was honestly hard to look away from her.

The food and vitamins were clearly working. Her complexion had really smoothed out and her skin was plumped back to a healthy glow. The proper diet must have been helping her hormones too, because she was starting to look curvier; her breasts seemed plumper, and her hips wider.

She was stunning.

“Do you need anything, Stanley?” she asked, not even covering her exposed nipples or penis.

“N—No,” I said. “I’ll uh, get started with breakfast.”

Getting the image of her all dolled up in that lingerie outfit was not easy to banish from my mind. It clung there, waiting for me every time I blinked. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe I was looking at the same woman who greeted me a few days earlier: that emaciated recluse who smelled so foul and was living like a rat at the dump. She had transformed like a butterfly.

She came out to get some breakfast an hour later, still wearing that lingerie. Again, she covered nothing, apparently perfectly comfortable with me seeing her fully. Actors tend to be like that, I suppose; they don’t mind the whole world seeing their bodies, so why would they get weird around a single person?

It was hard to keep my gaze up to her eyes. It was hard not to get swept up in that amazing perfume she was wearing. And when she looked at me with that gaze of admiration when she took her first bite of breakfast, my heart soared. I wasn’t sure I’d ever made a person so happy before—especially not such a famous, pretty person. “You’re seriously the best,” she said with a mouthful. Normally, I would be grossed out if a person spoke to me with a mouthful of food like that, but when she did it, it was cute.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said—and it wasn’t a lie. This really was turning into a sort of satisfaction for me: making her happy, helping her to fix her life.

She helped me get ready to go out again, doing my makeup so I would look like the old Casey Ellis. I was actually excited to be seen with her, looking as beautiful as she looked when she put on a crimson red dress. She was turning heads everywhere we went, and she was loving those ogling looks. And every time she cozied up to me, I would blush and try hard not to break character.

We sorted out some paperwork at the embassy, and then we took some other paperwork to the passport office to get a request for a passport photo. Sadly, we weren’t able to get the photo done same-day, so we made an appointment.

We went back to her property. She dug an old camera out of a box and handed it to me. “I need your help,” she said.

“With what?”

“Character shots,” she said. “They help me to get into character. I’ll put on a few different outfits, and you just take some pictures of me. I’ll try to show different moods, and then I’ll attach them to my script.” I’d seen other actors with similar methods. I happily obliged.

We went outside and took some photos of her looking serious. We went inside and took some photos of her looking innocent. Then, she put on that lingerie again and we took some sexy photos in the bedroom, which got my heart racing. We went back outside and took some glamorous photos.

Back inside, we loaded the pictures onto her computer. She asked if I could pick out the best ones and put them on a hard drive for her while she went to practice lines in her room.

“I have to call Martin and give him an update,” I said to her. I saved a few of those photos to my phone and then I went to send Martin a big update. I sent him the photos. “Can you believe this is Casey Ellis now? You wouldn’t recognize her—but it’s her. And she’s really getting into the role. Great news. I’ve almost got her passport sorted out, and we should be able to make the table-read no problem. She’s made a ton of notes that she wants to go over with you. I think you’re going to have a really great time working with her.”

I sent the message and went back inside to make Casey some dinner. She came out of her room and hung out with me, leaning over the counter with a big smile on her face. That evening, she asked me questions about my life. She wanted to know about how I ended up in producing. She asked about the other movies I’d made. She looked them up on her TV and even put one of them on. She told me she thought the film was “super cute” and she said it was impressive how much I’d done in my life so far. “Most guys your age have hardly moved out of their parents’ houses,” she said.

I blushed. I wondered if this was just her getting into her role. I knew that she had used some method techniques in the past, and her character for this film was supposed to be sweet, kind, and loveable.

Maybe she was just genuinely curious about me. Maybe she was a genuinely sweet, kind human.

She asked about my childhood, about my family, about my friends. She asked if I had a girlfriend or if I’d ever been in any serious relationships. She was shocked when I told her that I was single. “Guys like you don’t stay single long,” she said.

I laughed. “I’m a busy guy. I guess I haven’t had time to date much.”

She was easy to talk to. The conversation just flowed and it didn’t stop. It was hard to believe that I was talking to someone who hadn’t practised conversing in a decade. We talked and talked.

Again, while she was eating dinner, she looked at me with those eyes that were so full of appreciation and admiration. God, I loved seeing that look; it felt nice to feel appreciated after so many years of being the ‘blame guy’ whenever something went wrong on a set.

She stared into my eyes after she was done eating. It was quiet for the first time in hours. Our gazes just met and didn’t part, until I managed to pull myself away.

I asked her if I could take a shower, mostly cause I wanted to pour cold water on my face to cool myself down, and to get those wrong ideas out of my head. I started the shower cold, and after a few minutes, turned it to warm. The cold water didn’t help to make my erection go away; I was probably going to have to rub it away.

Then, the bathroom door opened up and I covered my cock with both of my hands. “Still showering,” I said to her.

She was naked. She ignored my words and opened the glass shower door and slipped in. She took my wrists and moved them aside, revealing my erection. “Is that for me?” She asked, biting her lip and looking into my eyes.

I was speechless. I was frozen. Her body was so perfect, now dripping with water and steaming. She reached down and ran her finger along my rigid length. “You’re so hard,” she said, and then a moment later, she was on her knees.

I gasped when my cock entered her mouth. I looked down in awe at her beauty—even with her cock erect and pointing right at me.

She sucked me for ten beautiful minutes, and then she stood up, hair wet, makeup running, but still beautiful. I went down onto my knees and did the same for her. I gripped her cock firmly and pointed her tip down into my mouth, sliding it through my lips.

My heart raced. This was so far out of my comfort zone, yet I was acting totally on impulse. It felt so good, even though I knew it was so wrong. I kept sucking. Her veins throbbed. Her cock leaked sweet pre-cum as warm shower water dripped down my face.

I stood up and she grabbed both of our cocks together with both of her hands. She massaged them, mashing them together, pushing our tips together.

“You’re really beautiful,” I muttered. Maybe it wasn’t the hottest pillow-talk, but it was what came to my lips.

“You’re cute too,” she whispered. Then, she turned me around and pushed on my back, bending me forward. I bit hard on my tongue and closed my eyes, feeling her saliva-slicked tip gliding down to find my puckering hole. I took a deep breath, and then I felt her pushing into me.

I clenched hard at first, and then I managed to relax, letting her slide deep inside of me. I gripped a metal bar for support as she began to thrust into me. It felt so good. Her cock swelled and throbbed inside of me. She reached her manicured fingers around and gripped my cock, and with just a few strokes, she was making me cum on her shower floor.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

Then I felt it: her hard cock gushing deep inside of me. I threw my head back and cried out. She trembled all over and sunk her pretty pink fingernails into my skin.

Then she pulled out slowly. The cum came out with a loud gushing splat. It came out in four or five noisy gushes. I blushed and she giggled, and then we kissed. Kissing turned into making out. Ten minutes later, we were on her bed. She had me on my back, legs spread wide as she penetrated me once more. Rock hard again, she thrusted hard until my cock was gushing on my tummy and hers was gushing inside of me. There was no cleanup afterwards; we just rolled over, with her snuggled into me, and we closed our eyes and went to sleep.

It was a wonderful night that preceded a terrible morning.
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Iread the text from Martin while Casey was still asleep. “That won’t work at all,” he wrote back to my big update. “She needs to look trans, not like a girl. Tell her to mess the makeup up. Boy up the hair. Maybe some shoulder pads to make her look a bit more masculine—stuff like that. Figure it out with her and send me more pictures by the end of the day.”

“Sorry,” I wrote back. “Why do you want her to look more ‘trans’?”

“The character is trans in my new vision—not a girl. Trans. If she looks too girly, it just doesn’t work for me. I love the idea of having a trans girl in this role. But she has to look trans.”

None of it made any sense. And the thought of bringing it to Casey’s attention just had me horrified. Casey had put a ton of work into making herself into a woman. She went into hiding because she was afraid of not people judging her level of ‘convincingness’. Now, Martin wanted to use her like some sort of gimmick?

While we were eating breakfast that morning, I tried to entertain the idea. “If the director wanted you to look more boyish, would you do it?” I asked awkwardly.

She paused. “Boyish?”

I didn’t know how else to put it; it seemed offensive either way.

“Not like play a guy,” I said. “But… look less feminine.”

She narrowed her eyes and said, “What does that even mean?”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that Martin thought she looked too feminine to play the part—even though, in a way, it would have been a compliment. I bit my tongue and tried to think of a way to frame the idea in a more positive light. “Like, right now you look really, really good. But, uh… Maybe you look too good, you know? Like—maybe it’s not realistic how good you look.”

She kept staring at me.

“Maybe we can just try some different makeup styles to see if there’s something more… relatable to the average audience member. You know?”

“Oh. Okay. I think I know what you mean. Well—Martin will direct the makeup artist on set. Or does he want test photos now?”

“I think he’d like some test photos,” I said, not mentioning that I’d sent the previous photos.

“Send him what we took yesterday,” she said.

“Oh—those? No, not those. I think those are too pretty. That’s exactly what I mean. You look too pretty in those. We should take more to make you look more… relatable.”

She had a confused expression, but she shrugged her shoulders and decided to go along with it. First, we went to the passport office to finish filing the paperwork for her new passport. Then we got lunch, and then we went back home to take a new set of photos.

She spent an hour doing her makeup. She put on a little blue dress and came out. She smiled. She had a more ‘girl next door’ look to her, with bright red lips and a lower-key eye-makeup style. She still looked stunning. “I think you’re still abnormally pretty,” I said.

Again, she looked confused. “You’re just trying to get into my panties again.” She blushed and grinned.

“No, no,” I said. “I really think Martin wants something more… subdued. Maybe, uh, less makeup.”

“I’m literally just wearing lipstick. Should I wash it off?”

“What about the mascara?”

“I’m not wearing any. It’s the fake lashes,” she said. “Should I take them out?”

My heart skipped a beat. They cost $600 and were supposed to last two months. “Maybe,” I said. “Just to give Martin the option. You know?”

She looked uncertain, and she was starting to look uncomfortable. She went to the bathroom and took off the lipstick and the false lashes.

But still, she looked pretty. In a way, she looked even prettier with that ‘nude’ style. She didn’t look boyish whatsoever.

Maybe it was the dress. “What about putting on, um… an old sweater.”

She tried it. But even in an old sweater, she looked cute. Hell—she somehow looked even cuter! “Like this?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Here. Put on one of my shirts.”

She looked at it as if I handed her a bowl of cockroaches. “You want me to put this on?”

“Just as an option,” I said, heart beating faster.

She changed in front of me, briefly showing me her perfect body before putting on my shirt.

Now, she looked a bit boyish. “Maybe my jeans too,” I said.

“Stanley,” she sighed. “I really don’t like this. This… This is what I ran away from. I just feel… wrong wearing this.” She took the shirt off and handed it to me. “I can put on some skinny jeans and a little black crop top. Maybe the skirts and dresses are just too girly girl for the role. But I still want to dress like a girl.”

I was afraid that we hadn’t even gone far enough—even without makeup, without the lashes, without the dresses, she still looked like a beautiful woman. Even in my clothes, she looked girly.

So while she was back in the bathroom, putting on makeup, I snuck outside and got Martin on the phone. “Did you take the pictures yet or what?” he asked.

“Um, yeah—we, uh, are working on it. But… um, sir—Casey really doesn’t want to dress more boyish for the role.”

“I didn’t say boyish,” he grunted. “I said more trans.”

“I guess that’s the confusion. We’re not really sure what that means. Maybe we can just clear that up a little bit, and we can figure this out.”

“Maybe her look like a guy who identifies as a girl. What’s confusing about that?”

“Well, sir. Uh, Casey’s been taking hormones for a decade, and she’s had operations. This is just how she looks. She looks like a girl.”

“Put some makeup on her brow. I don’t know: draw some fake eyebrow hair in to make it look bushier. I’m sure there’s some prosthetic jaw we can put on her. Did you try the shoulder pads I suggested? Just put some folded up rags on her shoulders for now, under her shirts. A bit of makeup to make some five o’clock shadow.”

“Don’t you think that’s a bit… offensive?” I asked.

“We have an opportunity here to do something really unexpected—and with a big star’s name attached to it. We aren’t letting this chance go, Stanley. If Casey looks all pretty in the movie, nobody will even know it’s her. Sure, maybe a few people will watch the credits and say, ‘Whoa, was that really Casey?’. But if Casey stands out like a sore thumb, then everyone is going to say, ‘Who is that?’. And they will look at the credits—and then we will have serious press.”

He was starting to sound more like the executive producers: more interested in promoting the film than making the best movie possible. “I think that would take away from Casey’s incredible performance. It just sounds… distracting.”

“That’s not your call, Stanley,” he growled at me. “Tell me before the end of the day if Casey is going to do it or not. Got it? If not, I’ll find someone who will.”

My heart sank as far down into my gut as it could go. I felt sick. I had to break the news to Casey somehow, but I was dreading it. I knew that it was going to break her spirits—and there was a very good chance it would make her walk away from the role entirely.
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Ijust couldn’t break the news to her. Every time I suggested she do anything remotely boyish or anti-feminine, a look of horror would creep into her countenance, and then a guilt would seep into my gut.

What Martin was asking was just so wrong, and I felt horrible for taking part in it.

Casey made herself beautiful again, using a touch of makeup and curling her hair. “It’s a ten-minute look,” she said. “It’s super accessible. Every girl knows how to do herself up like this, so I think it will be ‘relatable’ enough for Martin.” She handed me her camera. “So let’s take those test shots.”

But I knew this wasn’t what Martin wanted. I wanted to ask her to mess up her hair—or maybe hide it in a wig cap and put on a tom-boyish wig… or a toupee. I kept thinking about Martin’s suggestion, to put in shoulder pads, to make her stature more broad and manly—but how could I seriously ask that of her?

I took the pictures of her the way that she was: looking sweet and beautiful. “He’ll be happy with that,” she said. “I’m sure of it.”

I saved the pictures and I went off to send them to Martin. I paced around for a long time in my room before finally sending them. Five minutes later, my phone was ringing; it was Martin.

I answered it, bringing the phone slowly to my ear. “Hello?” I said quietly, knowing that the conversation could be heard from the other room with those thin walls.

“What the hell did you just send me?” he asked bluntly.

“That’s, uh… Casey. That’s her with a toned-down look,” I said. “She calls it a ten-minute look. A quick bit of makeup and a quick hair-curl. We, uh, took out her false lashes and really went light with the makeup.”

“I said shoulder pads,” he said. “And I know it’s not easy to find someone in Switzerland to make a quick prosthetic jaw, but—did you do anything to trans her up?”

“I’m sorry, sir, but… I just can’t ask her to do that.”

“You have to,” he said.

“It’s not appropriate.”

“That’s not your decision to make,” he snapped. “And I’m getting tired of this pushback. This was your idea, Stanley. I went along with this idea to entertain you, and now you’re refusing to budge on small details. It’s as if you think you’re the director here. You’re just a producer—one of many—on this project. You’re not in a place to be making creative decisions.”

“But Martin,” I said, shaking my head. “You can’t ask her to make a mockery of herself.”

“Who’s asking that? I’m asking her to look trans.”

“But your idea of looking trans is just… gross.”

“You’re fired,” he said.

I paused. Did he really just fire me? Could he fire me? “You can’t fire me, Martin,” I said. “A director can’t fire a producer.”

“This director can. I’m getting the executives on the phone now and telling them I want you gone.”

“Martin, you need to calm down and think about this rationally.” My heart was racing. Would I ever work again if I was seriously fired from this project? Probably not… The Canadian film industry was small, and word would quickly get around that I got into a fight with one of our most prominent up-and-coming directors over a creative decision…

Because sadly, Martin was right: these were technically his decisions to make, and not mine. My job was to organizing casting calls, to track down locations, and to get contracts signed. I had no business even making casting suggestions.

“Martin…” I said, and then he hung up on me. I tried calling him back, but he didn’t answer. I figured I could just give him the night to cool off, and to realize that this was going to be a bad look: firing a producer because he insisted on his trans actor looking more ‘ugly’.

We were eating dinner an hour later, and I still hadn’t told Casey about anything that happened, when I got a message from one of the executive producers. “Stanley, I just spoke with Martin about your exchange earlier. We’re letting you go, unfortunately. I’m having Lewis buy you a return plane ticket. Your services with this production are no longer needed.”

My heart sank low. I wanted to phone him right then and there, but I didn’t want to cause a panic with Casey. “Everything okay?” she asked me.

“Huh? Yeah. It’s fine,” I said.

But it wasn’t fine. That night, in Casey’s guest room, I looked at my phone again and noticed that I was still in the production group chat; they hadn’t removed me yet, and now I was seeing them discussing finding a trans replacement for Casey.

There was also some discussion about my removal from the team.

After an hour, someone noticed that I was still in the group chat, and then I was suddenly removed. It really was official: I was no longer part of the production.

And neither was Casey.

I could hear Casey now, going over her lines. I had to break the news to her, but I just couldn’t do it. This was the first time in more than a decade that she felt like she has a purpose. This was the first time in over a decade that she felt like people were accepting of who she was—and that who illusion was about to be shattered.

Casey knocked on my door. “Come in,” I said. She opened the door, and there she was, in that pink lingerie. “Want to do a scene with me?” she asked with blushing cheeks. “There are no lines for you.”

I blushed and went to her room with her. I thought she was just coming onto me—and she was coming onto me, but she was also seriously running her lines. She had me lay on the bed while she walked into the room. She delivered her few lines, and then she crawled on top of me and gently pulled down the top of her lingerie.

She was so sexy, so perfect… and so happy.

I had to ruin her happiness, because she needed to know the truth.

She started grinding on me, and it didn’t take much to make me hard. I whimpered. She planted her palms down on my chest and gently pushed her nails into my skin. “I want you inside of me so badly,” she moaned. That line wasn’t in the script.

“I have to tell you something,” I said as she took my shaft and started guiding it to her hole.

“What?” she asked with a warm smile.

“You were fired.”

She paused. She looked at me with a grin. “What?” she asked with a small laugh.

“You were, uh… fired. Martin wants to go with someone else.”

The smile faded from her face. Now, she was pale. “What?”

“Me too. I was fired too.”

She kept staring at me. “Are you messing with me?”

“No,” I said. “And… Well, I got you fired. I’m sorry.”

“What?” she said, shocked in her state of disbelief.

I explained to her what happened, even though it pained me to tell her that Martin wanted her to be a mockery of herself. I watched the pain on her face as I told her everything. “I mean… there might still be a chance for you to get the ob back, if you really want it. But you would have to give Martin what he wants. I’ll give you his number if you want to do that. I just… couldn’t ask you to do it.”

Casey stood up and awkwardly covered herself up. She was upset—and it appeared as though she was upset with me. “This was going to be my big coming out,” she said softly.

“You can still come out,” I said. “You don’t need a movie to come out.”

“I know…” She picked up a robe and slipped it on. Then, she eyed her script, which was filled from start to finish with notes. She took it and walked it over to a trash bin and dropped it in. “I should have accepted a long time ago that nobody is going to want me like this.”

“That’s not true,” I said, walking up to her, putting my hands on her sides.

“The truth is…” She let out a sigh. “It just makes people uncomfortable. People don’t want to see… me in a movie.”

“That’s not true.”

“There’s a reason Martin wants me to be manly and ugly,” she said.

“It’s because he’s a prick,” I said.

“No. It’s because if I was presented like this, it would make people uncomfortable. If I look like a beast, they can point and laugh. But if I look… normal, then they have to question their beliefs, and people don’t want to do that.”

“You’re wrong. There are loads of people who want to see you—man or woman—acting brilliantly in a movie.”

“People just don’t want me,” she said, with a tear escaping her eye.

“That’s not true.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I want you,” I said, and then I kissed her on her lips. I felt her body melt in my hands. She kissed me back, moaning softly. The robe fell down and my hands gripped her soft, dainty lingerie. We kissed for a long time, and then she turned her gaze to the floor.

“I still want to go to Canada,” she said. “I still want to get my passport sorted tomorrow.”

“If you want to contact Martin and be in the movie—that’s totally up to you. It’s not my decision to make for you.”

“I don’t want to be in that movie,” she said. “But I do still want to go to Canada. I have some friends there; I haven’t seen them in a long, long time. Maybe… you can take me with you.”

So we woke up early and drove into Geneva. We got her passport sorted out, and then we booked ourselves flights back to Toronto. We talked more about Martin and the film that could have been. Lewis ended up messaging me while we were at the airport. “I shouldn’t be leaking this information to you, but I thought you should see who Martin cast in Casey’s role.” He sent me a photo of a man dressed as a woman in a two-sizes too small dress: complete with body hair, balding mullet, and a serial killer grin; it was the gross stereotype that Martin wanted.

“And you’re okay with that?” I asked Lewis.

“Nobody is, but nobody is saying anything. The actor might be mentally unwell. This whole table read is a total train wreck.”

I showed the picture to Casey and she turned red, at first with embarrassment, and then it looked more like rage. We entertained the idea of taking this story to the media, knowing they would certainly ‘cancel’ Martin over this whole scene—but Casey didn’t want to be the subject of a big media controversy; that’s not how she wanted to come out as trans, and she’d been in the industry for long enough to know that the people who launch media campaigns like that, don’t end up working in the industry for long.

Casey was nervous being around so many people—but she remained true to her mission. She never asked me to take her home. She never went to hide. There were times she was visibly shaking, but she remained strong.

She did spent almost two hours in the bathroom at my place in Toronto, with the shower running. I think she was using that time to be alone and decompress. She needed to take the next day off as well, staying in the apartment. I couldn’t expect her to just hit the ground running after ten years of hiding.

But the day after, she was ready to go and visit her old friends. She asked me to join her, and I did. They were shocked to see her as a woman—but welcoming and supportive. And I was shocked to see that her old friends were some of the biggest producers in the country. I was almost just as star-struck meeting them as I was when I met Casey Ellis.

Bruno Cassidy shook my hand and said, “I think I’ve seen your work. You produced End Game, right?”

I nodded slowly.

“Good flick,” he smiled.

We sat down for coffee with Bruno and I was mostly quiet while Casey caught up with her producer friend. After about an hour, she told him about what happened with Martin. Bruno shook his head, looking disgusted. “It’s a shame that shit is still in this industry,” he said.

It wasn’t a topic of conversation for long. Casey didn’t want to dwell on being a ‘victim’. They mostly talked about family and old friends, and told some funny production stories. I just sat politely and quietly.

Then, Casey said, “I have a script I want you to read.”

“I’d love to read it,” Bruno said.

“I’ll send you a copy later.”

“That would be fantastic.”

We had a lunch with another one of her friends. Then we had dinner with an actor named Leah Huang, who I recognized from a number of big films. It was a busy day, but it was nice to see Casey with her old friends, looking happy—and satisfied. She was being accepted by her friend group—and that was one of her greatest fears.

I was happy for her.

I was even happier for her the next morning when she got a call from Bruno, who had read her script. “He loves it,” she said. “He wants to produce it.”

She hugged me tightly, filling my nostrils with that amazing perfume. “I’m proud of you,” I said.

“Bruno asked if you might want to help produce it,” she said, peering into my eyes.

I will admit that it was hard to keep myself calm and cool. I didn’t want to look overly excited and desperate… but I still ended up bouncing up and down like a kid on Christmas.

Casey giggled. She grabbed my hands to calm me down. “We’ll meet up with him on Friday to talk about it,” she said. “And you should probably read the script before you agree to anything.”

“Of course,” I said, putting my business face back on.

“Until then, maybe we can just explore the city a little bit—and have some fun.”

“Absolutely,” I smiled. She planted a small kiss on my lips.

THE END


THRIFT GIRL
A TALE OF CURIOUS FEMINIZATION



THRIFT GIRL


Bruce needed any job he could get, so he got a job at the closest place hiring: a thrift store. It’s not a glamorous job, sorting through people’s junk day in and day out, but money is money.

As the weeks go by, Bruce begins to notice that his coworkers seem to be making a whole lot more money than the minimum wage they’re all making in the shop, and as he gets to know his coworkers, he begins to learn about their various thrifting-related side hustles. And it’s not long before Katrina, a savvy coworker, offers him five dollars for every piece of high-end women’s clothing he uncovers during his shifts. She models the finds online, flipping them for a tidy profit.

It’s a good little hustle, but Bruce soon realizes that it can be a lot better by cutting Katrina out of the equation.
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Ineeded money so I got a job at the only place near my house that was hiring: a thrift store. Just a few days in, I started to notice that there were a curious number of men coming in to buy female clothing.

At first, I just assumed these guys were buying clothes for their wives and girlfriends… but then I started noticing guys holding the outfits up to their bodies when they thought nobody was looking. One guy even took a stack of men’s clothing into one of the changing rooms—and hidden in the stack were a few little dresses. I know he put the dresses on in the changing room because I saw him shimmying one of the dresses up through that gap at the bottom of the stall door.

Look—I’m not one to judge. I didn’t care. Guys can do whatever they want—even if what they want to do is… weird.

I checked one guy out one afternoon; he was buying almost $200 worth of skirts and dresses. He said, “It’s a big gift for my girlfriend.” I smiled and said, “Lucky girl.” But I knew they were for him; I’d seen him in before, buying high heels. And I had a feeling his girlfriend wasn’t a size 13…

Maybe I shouldn’t be so presumptuous.

But it was pretty obvious. He also had a tinge of eyeliner still on his eyes, and he smelled like women’s perfume.

Like I said: I don’t care. Crossdressers weren’t the weirdest people to come into that thrift store. We had literal drug addicts, hoarders, artists who would paint super bizarre paintings and bring them in, just excited to see their paintings for sale (even if just for $4.99).

Furries came in and bought animal costume accessories from the costume section. Grown men came in often to buy children’s toys—and then there were the creepy childless dudes buying panties from the kids section.

Okay, maybe I will judge a little bit; fuck those weirdos.

In comparison, crossdressers were really not that big of a deal. They weren’t hurting anybody.

Though maybe they weren’t all being super honest with their loved ones. A familiar man came in one afternoon with a woman; they were holding hands, and clearly had been together for a long time. The woman said, “Where do they keep the skirts?” The man shrugged his shoulders and said, “I don’t know. I’ve never been here before.” Then, he looked at me and quickly turned his face away, flushing red with guilt. I can only assume that his lady didn’t know about his crossdressing secret—and maybe it was none of her business. Maybe it was none of my business.

Enough about them for now.

The thrift store was huge. It was the size of an entire warehouse (because it was a literal warehouse). To walk a lap around the whole store would take about ten minutes. It was so big that even I was discovering new sections after a week of working there. There were so many aisle, so many little nooks, and even the back rooms were loaded with clothes.

The manager of the store was a curious character: an older man who used to manage a library. He was particularly interested in the book section of the thrift store, which had tens of thousands of books. He was almost always in that section, moving books around so they were in their right place—or he was in the back, sorting through endless bins of books. He knew the book section like the back of his hand. “There’s already a copy of this on the shelf,” he would say, holding up some obscure romance novel.

The books were tediously well-organized. The rest of the store… not so much. We had four different sections of skirts. Maybe there was some sense in it at one point: athletic skirts, casual skirts, fancy skirts, and costume skirts… but over time, they all just bled into each other. And over time, sections were moved around to make room for other sections. Maybe the skirt sections were all together at one point, but now they were everywhere. One was near the men’s jeans. One was over by the kids’ toys. One was next to the maternity wear. The last one was near the checkout.

Or maybe it was planned that way; I don’t know. Maybe some past manager thought it would be good to get people moving around the store, exploring, seeing things they didn’t know they needed.

I can’t say that thrifting was my thing; I owned five outfits. I owned two pairs of shoes and one pair of jeans. I didn’t want to own anything more than that. To me, that store was just downright overwhelming, and I could not for the life of me understand the people who would come in and spend literal hours perusing aisles.

Okay, maybe I figured out quite quickly what the appeal was. I’ll tell you a quick story.

I was in the back where we sorted and priced items before carting them out to the shelves. I was going through the art. I was supposed to determine a price based on the quality of the frame and the condition of the art, and the size. I never thought to actually look into seeing if any of those pieces of art were valuable whatsoever—and I certainly never thought to look inside of the frames for certificates of authenticity.

I held up one piece of art: a young girl and a young boy sitting with some animals. I looked it over quickly and put a $15 price tag on it. Later that day, I saw a young man staring closely at it, looking absolutely enamoured by it. Whatever—it wasn’t my taste, but there’s something for everyone, I guess.

A few days later, I saw the young man and the painting on the news. “Man discovers lost Norman Rockwell original at thrift store. It’s predicted to sell for $300,000 at auction.”

Believe me when I say that I felt pretty stupid for letting it go like that. Had I known it was worth anything, I would have bought it. After that, I paid close attention to the art that came in—especially after I found out our manager had been operating a profitable side hustle selling valuable books. I even found his eBay page, and saw that he made almost $14,000 selling a first edition of some Virginia Woolf book. I didn’t rat him out.

Then I found out that one of my co-workers was doing something similar with clothes. She was hiding expensive designer clothes in obscure racks, and then coming back to buy them after her shift. She had a whole online shop, making almost ten-thousand per month.

At last she was actually buying the clothes, unlike our manager who was just setting the books aside and taking them home.

I would have loved to find myself a hustle like that. I did, after all, have the amazing advantage of looking through that stuff before anyone else could get their hands on it. I was letting plenty of valuable items slip onto those store shelves where the vultures would swarm them.

But it’s impossible to know the value of everything. I put a camera lens in the camera case for $40. It was gone in minutes, and I found out later that it was a $3,500 lens. How could I know that? I put a bag of markers in a bag and marked them at $3, like we did for all used markers. How was I supposed to know that each marker was worth $15, making the whole bag worth about $650? Who knows all of that?

I was just happy to be working, making some money. $15 an hour was more than I needed, still living with my parents. I had no expenses. I wasn’t in school. I didn’t have to worry about rent or car payments or even electricity bills. Though I was still working towards a goal, of course. I wasn’t just working at that thrift store because I had nothing better to do.

I wanted to get a tattoo.

I know what you’re thinking. ‘Bruce: tattoos aren’t that expensive. A few days of work should have covered your tattoo by now.’ Well, yes, I suppose a few days of work would pay for a normal tattoo. But I didn’t want just a normal tattoo. I wanted a Guy Salesian original.

Guy Salesian—I’m sure you’ve heard of him, but I’ll tell you anyway—was one of the most sought-after tattoo artists in the world. He only did one tattoo a month. He’d won countless awards. His tattoos were insanely iconic. Sure, there were tons of copycats out there—and some of them did a good job.

But the thing with Guy Salesian was, you never knew what he was going to do. His style was recognizable, but fluid. You just didn’t know what you were going to get: an animal, a tree, a naked woman, a landscape… Literally, his canvases never knew what they were going to get. You pay the $15,000 and you let Guy put whatever he wanted on you. I get that’s not for everyone, but I wanted it so badly.

There wasn’t a Guy Salesian piece that I didn’t love. I envied every person walking around with one of those masterpieces on them—and I wanted badly to be one of them.

And saving up $15,000 when only making $15 an hour before tax… I had a long way to go. It didn’t help that I was occasionally buying myself coffee, buying myself lunch, buying myself a new book or a new game.

It was going to take a long time. The challenge wasn’t making the money; that would just come in time. The challenge was waiting for the money: surviving the tedious repetition of sorting through items, pricing them, stocking shelves, and working the cash line. After a couple of week, I found myself dreading the eight hours I had to spend in the store each day.

Time just seemed to move more slowly within those thrift store walls. Sometimes I felt like my shift should be half over, and then I would look at the clock and see that I hadn’t even been there an hour.

So to pass the time, I started to do a whole lot more ‘people watching’. The people that came into that store were interesting—and often weird. Okay, now we’re looping back to where we started.

I’d say a quarter of our customers were odd-balls; I think it just comes with the thrifting territory. The more closely I watched them, the more interesting they became. I found spots in that store where I could see customers without easily being seen myself.

So I watched.

Of course I ended up catching a handful of shoplifters: men and women trying to hide clothes under their outfits, stuffing their pockets with used jewelry that was probably not worth much. But the shoplifters (and weirdos buying kids panties) never looked nearly as nervous and guilty as the crossdressers.
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The crossdressers always looked so afraid, so full of guilt; they were always so on edge: faces red, constantly looking over their shoulders. Meanwhile, the shoplifters were calm, smooth, and quick.

The crossdressers would linger in aisles for long periods of time. If someone walked by, they would abandon their stations and meander around until it was quiet again, and then they would meander back and start picking through the women’s clothing again.

I watches as one young man found a little lace dress, which apparently tickled his fancy. He held it with both of his hands and then he closed his eyes, letting out a little gasp or whimper before his body shuddered all over for a moment. Then he opened his eyes and looked around. He sandwiched the lacy outfit between some men’s jeans and then he did a full lap of the store before finding himself at the changing rooms, where I gave him a key for a stall.

I walked away, so he could hear me leaving, and then I crept back in quietly: tiptoeing ever-so-carefully so he would still think that he was alone.

I couldn’t see into his stall, but I could hear his heavy, nervous breathing. I crouched down so that I could see his ankles—almost up to his knees. I watched as he stepped his shaved legs into that little lacy outfit.

I had to admit that his legs looked girly all shaved up like that. For a moment I wondered if there had been a swap in the short period that I was out of the room.

He shimmied the outfit up slowly, until I couldn’t see it any longer; the skirt of the outfit was just too short. I watched his ankles as he twisted and turned, admiring himself in the mirror. He stood up onto the balls of his feet: a very feminine stance—and again, I found myself wondering if maybe the guy had a girlfriend shopping with him, and they’d swapped spaced when I wasn’t looking.

I heard a camera snapping: that iconic iPhone photo sound. Then I heard him whisper, in a girly tone, “Shoot!” I heard a soft click: him turning his phone to silent before surely taking more photos.

I tried not to laugh. When he finally emerged from the room, I tried not to smile or look suspicious. “How did everything fit?” I asked.

“Fine,” he said softly, not making eye-contact.

“Anything I can put back for you?”

He shook his head and buzzed by me. I watched from afar as he put the jeans back himself. Then, I made sure to be near the checkout, just so that I could hear what he had to say. No, it wasn’t my business, but I was curious; I found the whole thing to be massively entertaining. It was weird to think that this young man had some secret little life that he was living—and maybe nobody knew but me.

I was nearby when he placed that lacy dress onto the self-checkout scanner. I approached slowly and said, “Did you forget your jeans?” I was trying not to crack a smile. His face turned dark red.

To be fair, teasing these poor young guys wasn’t my idea. It was an idea given to me by Michael, one of the senior staff members. He did it all the time. He said to me, “If you don’t find a way to have fun here, you’ll want to hang yourself in the quilting section within a few months.” I thought he was just being silly, but once I had a taste of that intense boredom, I knew that there was some truth to his crazy remark.

The young man was silent for a long moment before saying, “I decided not to buy them. I’m just going to buy this for my girlfriend.” For some reason, the crossdressers always felt the need to have some excuse, some story. A normal person would have just said, “I don’t want them.” But this young man, and the other guys like him, had to come up with a tale. “It’s our, uh, anniversary coming up. She’s been trying to track down a dress just like this one,” he went on.

“It’s a nice dress. Good find.”

His cheeks were dark red now. “Yeah. Uh, is it? I mean—I don’t really know anything about it.” He chuckled awkwardly. “I hope she likes it. That’s all that matters.”

I hate to admit it, but teasing the young man was making my day so much less tedious. “How long have you guys been together?”

“Who?”

“You and your girlfriend,” I clarified.

“Oh. Um, I guess about, uh—seven months.”

“I thought you said your anniversary was coming up.”

“Did I? I meant birthday,” he said. I could see him visibly trembling now. Maybe I felt a little bit bad, putting him on the spot like that. Maybe I was being a bit of an asshole—but I couldn’t seem to help myself; the other option was to go off and sort through boxes of junk in the back. You wouldn’t believe how many people take literal garbage to the thrift store: it’s free to drop stuff off, and it’s a lot closer than going to the landfill.

I decided to let the young man go without additional questioning.

He came back a few days later. I went right back to spying. This time, he came when the store was super quiet: only a couple other shoppers meandering those long, bursting aisles. I watched as he looked around nervously before creeping into the lingerie section.

Look—I don’t know why we even had a lingerie section. Name something more nasty than used lingerie; you probably can’t. I’d personally had to sort through piles of it before—and I’d seen the white crusty residue on the fabric that goes between the thighs. Ew—no thanks. We were told to discard anything with visible bodily fluids on them—but not all bodily fluids are visible…

The young crossdresser didn’t seem to mind that the little outfits were used. Within seconds of running his fingers over the various outfits, he was in heaven: face reddening, body trembling. His lips parted and I could almost hear his elated sigh from across the gigantic thrift store.

He didn’t try any of it on; he just filled a cart with lingerie, covered it with a used quilt, and he rushed himself to the self-checkout. I made sure to be there, making him feel awkward and uncomfortable just so that I could get a bit of mean entertainment into my boring-ass day.

“That’s a big haul you’ve got there,” I said, approaching him from behind.

He looked at me with a pale countenance. He said nothing at first—and then, suddenly, he spewed out his ‘excuse’. “My girlfriend landed this modelling gig,” he claimed. “And, uh, she needs to provide her own costumes. She asked me to stop here at the store on my way to work.”

I teased him for a while. It was fun, but I ended up stopping because it started to feel mean. I watched him move quickly out of the thrift store. He was in such a rush that he left his phone on the checkout—but I didn’t notice until a customer said, “There’s a phone here.”

I took the phone back to the office where we kept valuable lost-and-found items (mostly wallets and phones). As I put it down, it lit up: a notification. ‘Dirty Dawg liked your photo,’ it said. I paused, thinking little of it—and then it lit up again a minute later. ‘Horny Daryl liked your photo’. I laughed.

It happened again a few minutes later. The phone was locked. I couldn’t see what ‘photo’ people were liking, but based on the usernames of the people liking the photos, I had a feeling that it was something lewd.

But I had an idea. I ended up looking the users up that were liking the photo. I went to look at the photos that they were ‘liking’. It didn’t take long to narrow it down to one user: Sarah Summers.

I knew that it was him because I recognized that lace dress that he had come in to buy a few days earlier. Though it was hard to recognize the young man through the wig and makeup. He was presenting himself as a woman… and he actually kind of looked like a woman.

“Damn,” I whispered, looking closely. I wondered if the photos had been edited. Was that really him? Did he really have a body like that?

The pictures weren’t lewd, but there were plenty of lingerie and bikini shots. There was no mention anywhere about being a man—or being trans or a crossdresser. ‘Sarah Summers’ was a fake persona that the young man was using online. All of the photos were taken in the same bedroom. I had a feeling that girly persona didn’t leave that bedroom—unless you count the changing room at that thrift store.

It was an hour later when the man came back asking if he had left a phone there. I fetched it for him. As I handed it to him, the screen lit up. There was a ‘new comment’ on a photo, and that comment was on the screen now as we each held an end of the phone. “I want to see your beautiful little tits so badly, and suck your perfect nipples.”

The young man blushed. I smiled. He looked at me with a horrified glare before tugging the phone away from me and saying, “It must be one of those spam messages. Probably trying to get me to download a virus or something.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I get those all the time.”

“Same,” he said. He stood there awkwardly for a long moment, and then he took off.
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Teasing crossdressers wasn’t the only highlight of my days working at the thrift store. I suppose I should mention the gorgeous women that were often coming in to find expensive clothes hidden in those endless aisles of bustling randomness.

We were often getting clothes that still had tags on them: birthday and Christmas gifts that were just never the style of whoever received them: gifts given to people who were too lazy to return or sell them. Even I occasionally recognized the brand names on intact tags. Zara, LuluLemon, and so on… A quick search on the phone would reveal some of these outfits to be worth a hundred bucks or more. I probably should have tried to sell them myself, but I felt like I was too new to pull a trick like some of the employees were pulling. I sometimes told myself that I would buy the items myself after my shift, but I guess I wasn’t as good at hiding the stuff as my co-workers, because the items were always gone by the time my shift was over.

Plus—beautiful women don’t want to buy clothes online from some random dude.

Many of the thrift shop regulars were quite beautiful. The real highlight of my day was when they would come in and explore the clothing aisles—and when they would try on various skimpy little outfits. A few of those regulars were Instagram models; I knew for a fact because sometimes they would shoot content in the store so they wouldn’t have to actually buy the items (they asked me if it was okay and I said sure). I actually liked watching them filming their content in the shop; the girls were pretty and sometimes they got a bit naughty for the camera, thinking nobody was looking. Every so often, I got to watch some girl flash her titties or lift her skirt and reveal a complete lack of panties. Maybe the content wasn’t so much for their Instagrams—and more for their OnlyFans. Oh well, I don’t judge.

There were a few beautiful women who were regulars of that thrift shop. One young woman came in two or three times a week, always buying big hauls of clothes. I wondered at first if she was a hoarder—but I dismissed that theory, because she was too well put together, always with her makeup done, always with her hair perfectly curled, always in a perfectly fitting outfit. Also… I’ll just say it bluntly: the hoarders were never that pretty.

I also considered the possibility that she was running her own consignment store. Maybe she was buying low and selling high, like my co-worker. But that was also a hard theory to fully believe, because she wasn’t really buying items that still had tags on them, and she wasn’t even really buying items that were originally very valuable, as far as I could tell.

I suppose I could have walked up to her and asked, “What are you doing with all of these clothes?” I tried to do it a few times, but when I got close, I would freeze up. She was so pretty and she smelled so good. She was so far out of my league—too far to even entertain a conversation, as far as I was concerned.

Sometimes she would look at me and smile: a beautiful, heart-melting smile that seemed so genuine, but deep down I knew that it was actually a smile full of pity for me. She was pretty enough to date some millionaire NHL star; there was no way she would ever give som minimum-wage thrift-store employee a chance—especially one that lived with his mom and dad.

She really did smell amazing. I couldn’t tell you what that perfume was, but sometimes I would catch a hint of it while working in the back, and I knew she was somewhere in that store. I could follow that scent like a hound, right to the aisle she was shopping in. And then she would look at me with that smile, and I would turn to mush, unable to even say, ‘Is there anything I can help you find?’. One time I managed to mutter, “It’s, uh, good day—fine shopping hour. Could be?” She probably thought that I was having a stroke.

She just stared back at me with a blank expression, and I scurried off. I knew that I had no chance with her, yet still, whenever she was in the store, I would attempt to muster up the courage to talk to her—even just as a store employee greeting a customer, but I couldn’t do it.
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It was a Sunday afternoon (I liked working Sundays because I got paid an extra $1.50 per hour) when a group of men came into the store, wearing matching blue jumpsuits, carrying full-length mirrors. They made five trips in and out of the store, setting up ten mirrors in our thrift store. The mirrors had stickers on them: ‘Your next purchase is free. Seriously.’ The mirrors all said—and then there was a QR code that you could scan with your phone.

It was the store’s latest marketing campaign. I scanned one of the QR codes after the men left, and I read the rules. Essentially, the customer just had to dress up in thrift clothes, take a picture in the mirror, and submit their picture to the ‘contest’. Every entrant received a coupon (after their submission was vetted to ensure it wasn’t someone scamming or spamming), which could be redeemed for a free piece of clothing, valued the same as the clothing piece they wore in their selfie. Customers could enter a new picture every day until the end of the contest, which was set to run all month. It seemed a bit complicated, but it was popular. Within a couple of days, there were loads of women coming in, changing in the change rooms, taking their picture in the mirrors, and then returning the next day with their coupon.

The campaign was paying off too; the women would usually buy a few things when they came in to take their photo, so the store really was making money, even though we were giving away quite a bit of our stock.

My coworker approached me one afternoon while I was sorting through a large bin of women’s clothing. I’d noticed her eyeing me over the past couple of hours, with a nervous look on her face.

“Want to switch bins?” she asked, looking into my bin. I had a feeling I was dealing with valuable clothes. Meanwhile, she’d been given a bin of some grandma crap by our manager.

I hated sorting stuff from old people; it always stank, and the smell stayed on your hands for hours. “I’d rather just finish off this bin,” I said sheepishly.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. I could tell that she wanted to remind me that she’d been there longer than me; she’d done it a few times before. She eyed my bin again. “What if I gave you… ten dollars?”

I was tempted to take the offer, but I had a feeling that my bin was worth a lot more to her. “I’ll think about it,” I said.

I had a cart ready to go out to the store. I saw her tense up as I started pushing it. “My shift isn’t over for six hours,” she groaned. “That stuff won’t be there in six hours.” It was her way of saying that she wanted to buy the stuff I was wheeling out now. And she was right; it was good condition stock, and it was busy in the shop. “When are you off?”

“In an hour,” I said.

She walked over and started looking through my cart. “This, this, this, and this,” she said, fingering the clothes. “Buy them for me when your shift is over. I’ll give you five bucks for each one.”

I smiled. “Fine,” I said.

Then she marched over to my bin. She started pulling things aside. “This… this… this… this and this—and this… this too.” She made a pile. “Hide them in the store where girls won’t find them. Then buy them for me when your shift is up.” She looked at me in the eyes, almost scolding me. “Can I trust you?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Five bucks each item,” she said. “That’s really a good deal.” I knew that she planned to sell them for a lot more. Each piece of clothing was only a few bucks—but she would be selling each for forty or fifty bucks.

She kept going through my bin. “This bin is a goldmine. This too. And this. Why did someone bring all of this in? This must have been some mistake. Ooh—definitely this. Make sure you remember where you put all of this stuff, alright? Don’t put it where girls will find it.”

Sadly, I didn’t hide it quite well enough. Six of the outfits were snagged by savvy shoppers. I managed to get the other ten items after my shift, spending forty dollars of my own money before making the switch with my coworker during her break. “Here’s fifty bucks, plus the forty you spent. Ninety total,” she said, handing me cash and snatching the bag. “Next time, hide the clothes better.” She scolded me, and I took off.

Fifty bucks was a lot of cash to me. Some days I would go in and work short shifts, and I wouldn’t even make fifty bucks.

The same thing happened two days later: my coworker got assigned a bin of bed sheets and pillow cases, while I was assigned a bin of women’s clothing. My coworker, again, tried to pay me to switch, but I refused—not out of malice, but because I didn’t want to get into trouble with the manager. But I did try my best to identify clothes she would like—and I asked her from across the sorting room. “You like this?”

I was getting better at identifying valuable clothes. I was starting to recognize brands that were worth more. “What about this little tank top?”

“Definitely that,” she said.

So I made her a pile, and I did my best to hide it.

At the end of that shift, she approached me. “I don’t work again until Friday,” she said. “But you work the next few days, right?”

I nodded.

“For each item you find for me, I’ll pay you five bucks. Okay? If it’s not worth anything, I’m not buying it—so keep the receipt if you have to return it. But I think you’ve got a good idea of what I’m looking for.” She stared at me with a nervous sort of look, as if she didn’t quite trust me. She knew that she was giving herself away a little bit—letting me know that there was big money to be made, and I didn’t necessarily need her; I could have easily just started buying the clothes for myself and selling them myself on Marketplace, just like she was doing.

“I can do that,” I said.

“The trick is to price it just right,” she said. “If you know it’s valuable, don’t price it too low, or girls will find it and snatch it up. If you price it a bit higher, most girls will skim over it. But obviously, that cuts into the profit margin. So you need to find the right price.”

Over the next few days, I spent a lot of time on my phone, looking brands up, searching for the outfits that I was finding. It was boring and tedious, but I was starting to know what she was looking for, and I was happy to be part of her little operation, making some side-cash.

On Thursday afternoon, I found something that I knew was worth a lot. I knew that my coworker would kill for it—and I knew that the savvy shoppers would sniff it out in no time. I sat in the back room for a long time, trying to think of how I could keep it from being snatched up before I could buy it.

The obvious solution was to price it high. I could price a piece of clothing as high as $40—and I knew that it was worth a few hundred, so that didn’t seem like a lot… but I didn’t want to drop $40 just to make five bucks.

Then, I had an idea as I peered over at one of those store-promotion mirrors.
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Isuppose you could call my scheme a bit desperate—though I wouldn’t say that I was desperate. It was clever… though a bit humiliating, even though my plan was to not be seen by anyone.

If my plan worked, I wouldn’t have to spend forty dollars, but my coworker would still be ‘repaying’ me forty dollars, plus the five for the find. I would essentially be making three-hours worth of cash, and all I had to do was snap a quick picture.

I priced that little crop top at the highest value: $40. I put it on a rack where it wouldn’t get too much visibility. I watched nervously through the day as the odd girl found it and eyed it. I saw one girl trembling slightly as she clutched it, seemingly on the fence about buying it. But she put it back and I sighed a sigh of relief.

My shift ended at 8:00 PM, when the store was quiet, save for a few employees and a few older women shopping for knick-knacks. I walked over and grabbed the expensive top. I grabbed a little skirt, and then I snagged a blonde costume wig on my way to the changing room. It was still quiet. My heart was racing. I slipped into the changing room and I put on the outfit. I felt so stupid, shimmying that wig onto my head. I took a slow breath in.

I crouched down and peered out into the store from under the stall door. I could see one of those mirrors. I just had to walk by a couple of aisles, which were empty. I just needed to snap a photo, cropping out my face, with that QR code visible. I counted ten nervous seconds in my head, and then I made my move, opening the door and moving fast.

I got to the mirror, held up my phone, and I snapped the photo. I turned to head back, and that’s when I saw a young man staring at me. He had a pale look on his face: confusion as he looked upon a man dressed in women’s clothing. I hesitated, and then I rushed by him to the changing room. I got changed quickly, and then I hid in that changing stall for a long time before sneaking out when the coast was clear. I put that top back on the rack, and I left the store, still red with humiliation.

I couldn’t believe a man had caught me ‘crossdressing’. I wanted to find him and tell him that I wasn’t actually a crossdresser. I wanted to explain that I was just making an easy forty-five dollars.

I submitted the photo once I was home, along with a picture of the price tag (as per contest rules). A few hours later, I got the email with the $40 certificate, valid only for the outfit that I’d photographed. I showed up when the store was opening the next morning, and I bought the little top using that certificate.

I pumped my fist and grinned… and then it dawned on me that I could do it again and again, until the promotion was over. I just had to find the right outfits in the sorting room. I could make a few hundred extra dollars before the end of the month, and it would cost me nothing…

Nothing but the humiliation of being caught, like I was the previous night. My God, that was so humiliating: the way he looked at me, the way his gaze moved up and down my body. He almost certainly saw my hairy legs. He almost certainly saw my masculine face. He had probably messaged all of his friends to tell them about the pathetic thrift store guy.

I just had to be more careful. If I was going to do it again, I just needed to be a bit smarter about how I was taking those photos at those mirrors.

That afternoon, while going through the store, I noticed a high-quality blonde wig. It had curtain bangs, which would do a better job of hiding my face. I also noticed a pair of round-framed glasses, which I knew would do a good job of making me a little less recognizable.

At least with the little disguise, if another employee saw me, they wouldn’t immediately recognize me… right?

I managed to pull it off two days straight without being noticed by anyone. The scheme was the same: find a valuable piece of clothing, tag it at $40, slip it into the middle of some rack, snag it after my shift, dress up like a girl quickly in the change room, then sneak out and snap a quick picture. Each night, I would get my redeemable coupon code, and then before my next shift, I would buy the outfit for my coworker.

She was thrilled when we finally met up to exchange clothes for money; she didn’t even seem to care that I used the maximum price for those few outfits (I could only do one a day with the coupon).

She thrusted the cash into my hands and she snatched the bag of clothes. Her face lit up as she looked through the outfits. “I can’t believe you got an authentic Merle Bonita.” She held it up and felt it with her hands. “It’s so beautiful. I might not even sell it. Who would donate something like this? They obviously have no idea what anything is worth.”

I counted the money in my hands: nearly $300, for almost no work whatsoever.

I turned around to head home, and then she called out to me: “Bruce, wait.”

I stopped and turned to face her.

“Thanks,” she said. “This is a big score for me. I—uh… appreciate the help.”

I smiled.

“If you keep doing this for me, I’ll make it worthwhile for you.”

She had a sultry look in her eyes, and for a moment I assumed she was offering me sexual favours in exchange for clothes. She must have seen my eyes widen, because she quickly scowled and said, “Ew! I mean money, you weirdo. If you keep finding really good clothes… I don’t know, maybe I could go as high as ten bucks an outfit—depending on what you find.”

“Deal,” I said.

And it worked out perfectly, because I’d just had a meeting with our manager, and my shifts were being moved to the evenings, so I wasn’t going to be seeing much of my coworker anymore.

I was kind of excited about our new little deal—especially with that promotion still running (still with two weeks left until it was over). I had a chance to make a serious chunk of change—and the new objective added a bit of a thrill to my usual tedious workday. Now, whenever I sorted through clothes, I felt like I was panning for gold.
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Iwas by no means an expert in identifying brand name women’s clothing… but I was getting pretty good at it. I even watched a few YouTube videos made my ‘professional thrifters’ like my coworker. The girls who made those videos made their living buying valuable clothing from thrift stores—and maybe of them worked at thrift stores, so that they could get the first chance to buy those valuable items.

When I started that job at that thrift store, I had no idea that there was so much potential to make so much money. I had no idea that so many people made their living doing this. I found entire forums full of people doing the same thing. And it was so much more complicated than simply finding items that were more valuable than they were priced; that was just the first level.

In the world of thrifting, that was just called ‘gold-mining’. It was the basic intro into thrift-selling, but I learned that it went much deeper than that.

There was also a term called ‘junk shining’. It referred to buying something that was super cheap, and not necessarily valuable, and then making it valuable by marketing as being worth much more—usually by getting a pretty model to look really good in it when selling it online, or by pairing it in pictures with very expensive clothing items.

There was also, of course, ‘flipping’, which involved a level of DIY craftiness: taking cheap outfits and making them valuable by improving them in some fundamental way—like turning an old pair of jeans into a trendy pair of daisy dukes.

In fact, the more I researched the art of thrifting, the more hesitant I was to be giving all of my treasures to my coworker for such a low price. I watched her eyes light up when I handed her a pair of faded blue jeans. I went home that night and found out the jeans were selling on Marketplace for over $600 used. I can’t say that I know who the hell was paying that much for a pair of used pants—but the market was there, and I was only making a measly ten bucks for the find.

Still, I stuck to my promise and continued to supply my coworker with my finds. My process continued to involve taking my most valuable find, dressing up in it, snapping a picture, and then getting a redeemable coupon to buy it in the morning, earning me an extra forty bucks.

It was a Friday evening when I lost faith in our little deal. We met up to exchange my finds for cash. She went through my selections, and then she handed me $55, plus what I spent on the clothes. “I just gave you ten things,” I said, pausing as she beamed and picked through the bag.

“Ten times five is fifty—plus a five as a tip,” she said.

“But you said we were doing ten now,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“I said ten for certain items that are worth more. These are good, but they aren’t worth a fortune, Bruce,” she said, rolling her eyes. I knew she was taking advantage of me. I felt embarrassed admitting that I knew the clothes were worth a lot, but I couldn’t just let her fleece me like that.

“Those Rag and Bone jeans alone will resell for a hundred bucks, and you know it,” I said.

“Yeah, and they cost me thirty bucks to buy from you,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s not much of a profit.”

“It’s a lot of profit considering you did none of the work!”

“Selling it is a lot of work,” she said with a scowl. “If you don’t want in on this, I don’t have to cut you in. I’m just trying to be nice to you, Bruce.” She rolled her eyes and grunted, making me even more annoyed.

“Find me better stuff and I’ll pay you better,” she said.

I walked away, trying to get some distance from her before I said something that I regretted. That night, I searched for Rag and Bone jeans on Marketplace, and I found the account from which she was selling her items. She had put them up for $160, and was claiming ‘never worn’. I was furious when I went to look an hour later and they were marked as ‘sold’.

She was making big money. I looked through her profile history: sold, sold, sold, sold, sold. Quick math told me that she was making over $500 in profit every damned day—and more than half of what she was selling was what I was finding.

The next day, I found more great items while sorting in the back. I set them out and bought them after my shift. I thought about selling them myself; I thought hard about it.

I even put a few things up on Marketplace, nervous that she would see and call me out.

But nothing sold. I got no bites. I couldn’t understand what I was doing wrong. So, after a few days, I caved and took the items to my coworker. She happily took them from me, giving me five bucks an item. I felt defeated. I assumed she was able to sell them because she had a clientele that trusted her. Maybe her Marketplace profile had better visibility because she’d sold so much. Maybe there was some SEO tactic that I was totally missing.

Or maybe it was because she wore all of the clothes that she sold, modelling them for the camera, whereas I was just laying them out on the edge of my bed.

But I didn’t have an attractive woman to wear the clothes for me. I didn’t even have a sister that could model for me—so I was stuck selling those finds to my coworker for a tiny fraction of what they were worth.

Though I wasn’t going to let her get away with taking advantage of me like that. I had never been one to want to ‘get revenge’ on someone. I had never considered myself a malicious person. But I just hated the idea of someone making a very comfortable living while paying me next to nothing to do the work for them—and I realized that I had an opportunity to give myself a little bit more power in our ‘relationship’.
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Just thinking about my ‘plan’ made my heart race. At first, it was just a silly idea that I had absolutely no intention to entertain. But the more and more that I thought about it, the more I realized the idea had real potential.

She had to put the clothes out on the racks, no matter how badly she wanted to just keep them in the back room until her shift was over; it was store policy, even though the manager put his precious books aside.

There were cameras in the sorting room. Employees had been fired before for trying to be sneaky before; there was no way that she was going to risk her job. She thought she had a loophole: putting the outfits she wanted onto obscure racks that weren’t quite the correct racks. Hell—that’s probably why the store was so disorganized! Employees had probably been pulling tricks like this for so long that the whole store had been shuffled around for decades.

But I knew where she put her clothes. I knew the racks she thought were ‘safe’.

Sadly, I couldn’t just walk in during her shift and take her little finds. She would see me and be furious; she would assume that I was ‘stealing’ from her, even though she hadn’t bought the items herself yet. But maybe I could go in wearing a disguise…

And the disguise that made the most sense was, of course, a feminine disguise.

I didn’t have to necessarily pass as a woman, but I did have to be unrecognizable. If people thought that I was ‘trans’ or just one of the many ‘crossdressers’ that came in—that was fine; as long as they didn’t know that I was me.

I could endure a tiny bit of embarrassment if it meant shoving it to the lady that had been taking advantage of me for weeks. I still had all of the clothes I’d bought over the past two days—which included two pairs of heels and a pair of heeled boots. I even had a pallet of makeup (eyeshadows) from a recent haul, which I hadn’t traded away yet for cash.

So I had all of the pieces for my disguise. It just didn’t come together quite as quickly as I thought it would.

I put on a skirt, which was a bit shorter than knee-length. I put on a black bodysuit, and then a little knit cardigan. Then I realized that I had no wig, so I walked over to the thrift store, which was only a few blocks from my house. I quietly walked in, grabbing a wig and taking it to the self-checkout. I don’t think anyone saw me. I bought the round glasses too.

But putting on a wig and glasses just wasn’t enough. I had to shave my face… and my legs.

I felt a bit weird about shaving my legs, but there were many months before short-season, so I wasn’t worried about anyone noticing. It did, sadly, take way longer than expected to shave all of that leg hair away. I probably spent forty minutes in the shower, swiping strip after strip of hair—and then, when I was shaving my thighs, I came to an awkward point where I had to decide where to stop. It seemed so weird to just leave a harsh contrast between smooth and hairy on my upper thighs, so I kept shaving hair away, inch by inch, until there was just a tiny bit of pubic hair left over my shaft.

I blushed. Even that patch looked weird now, with everything smooth… so I shaved it away too, along with the hair on my balls.

I was red all over with embarrassment—but it was a small sacrifice to make to win myself some power in our business dynamic. My whole plan was to just show her a big haul of clothes after doing this for a few days, and saying, “Ten dollars per item from now on, or I keep it all.” I had to play a power move, or she was going to continue using me.

My heart was racing when I started brushing eye shadow around my eyes. My hands were trembling. I knew my parents were downstairs, and I absolutely did not want them walking in on me doing this. I was even planning to climb out of my bedroom window to leave the house, so they wouldn’t see me.

Crossdressers always had excuses—but nobody ever believed any of them—and they weren’t going to believe me either, so I had to be careful.

I can’t tell you how long I spent putting that makeup on, because I don’t know; I lost track of time: applying eye-shadow and then wiping it all off and trying again. Multiple hours went by as I tried to get it ‘just right’. The makeup was vital to making myself unrecognizable—and it was working. Whenever I got the shadow just right, I felt like I could pass as someone else... but then I would notice a small detail that could be improved, and I would wipe it all away.

Honestly, in the time that it took me to get ready for that operation, I could have just picked up a shift and made as much money working.

But this wasn’t about money; this was about being treated fairly. If I was going to be treated fairly, I had to infiltrate the thrift store and take her hidden items.

It was around 4:00 PM when I finally said to myself, “It’s now or never.” And it was true: in one hour, her shift would be over and she would be buying all those items to resell. I had to beat her to it.

So I crawled out of my window, dolled up in a skirt, bodysuit, and cardigan. I raced across my backyard, into the alley. I kept two hands on my head as I ran, so my wig wouldn’t shift out of place. The blonde curls bounced on my shoulders. I kept looking back, ensuring my parents weren’t watching.

I felt totally ridiculous.

But I didn’t mind looking ridiculous—as long as I wasn’t recognizable.

I kept my chin down as I made my way to the store. The feeling of the cool autumn air against my bare legs put a knot in my throat. I couldn’t believe how exposed my legs were! How did women dress like this normally? That skirt wasn’t even nearly as short as the other ones that I had in a bag in my bedroom…

Maybe the cool air just felt meaner than it was because I didn’t have my leg hair to protect me. It was such a surreal feeling. When I saw people in the thrift store parking lot, I froze up and thought about turning around… but I forged ahead, determined to see this plan through.

I’d already endured enough self-humiliation; I couldn’t let it be for nothing.

With a racing heart, I entered into the store, which was much busier than I was expecting it to be.
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All the confidence that I had in my plan fluttered out those automatic doors once I was standing in that shop, breathing in the smell of the endless sea of used clothing, knick-knacks, and tacky artwork.

A rigidity filled my body. My legs locked. I stood there, unable to break free—unable even to turn my head. It wasn’t until someone said, “Can I help you find something?” that I was able to move.

Staring at me now was Kate, one of the new girls. I stared into her eyes, waiting for her to recognize me.

She just stared with a smile on her face. “Anything at all?” she said.

“N—No,” I managed to say, so softly that it was basically a whisper.

She stepped forward to hear me better. “Sorry, what was that?”

She still looked oblivious. Could she really not tell?”

“Just clothes,” I said quickly, and I darted away from her, not giving her one more second to recognize. Because how could I explain this to her? She would never believe that I was infiltrating the store to put a dagger into my coworker’s little side business. And if she did believe it, then she would probably just think that I was an asshole.

I moved into one of the aisles of women’s clothing: an aisle that had probably once been devoted strictly to pants, but now had a mixture of pants and long-sleeved shirts, as well as hats and costume accessories.

What I really wanted to find was a mirror, to check that my wig wasn’t blown out of place by the rush of stale air that hit me when I entered the store. I wanted to make sure my nervous sweat hadn’t smudged my makeup. I needed to know that my bangs and glasses were doing enough to conceal my identity.

I found one of those store promotion mirrors and looked at myself. My heart settled somewhat, seeing that my disguise was still intact. But the moment of relief was short-lived. A tapping of heels caught my attention. I turned just in time to see her: my thrift store foe, marching a new batch of clothing down to one of the racks.

I quickly turned away, hiding my face. I watched through the mirror as she went down to one of those obscure, confused aisles. I remained still, unmoved from my rigid position, until she had marched her cart back to the sorting room, where I knew she would dwell for the next twenty minutes or so, until she had a new batch of clothes to take out.

I moved fast, towards one of her many obscure hiding spots. I knew them all. And within a minute, I found a hidden pair of brand-new LuluLemon leggings, still with the tags on them (worth about $180). I found a pair of Macie Bean Cowgirl boots in white, brand new (worth about $400). I found a pair of Prada sunglasses hidden with the cheap shades (they should have been in the glass case). I found a Versace handbag in an accessory bargain bin—not even in the handbag bargain bin. I knew her tricks—and she was pulling them all… and it was no wonder; she had amassed a savage haul today.

I kept hunting out her hidden items. I found a Hermes bag. I found a black Prada dress, and a red over-the-shoulder reformation dress—both on a rack with housecoats. My goodness, her tricks were savage, but I knew them all.

And I probably found at least half of her day’s haul: easily a thousand dollars worth of inventory that she planned to buy for about $120 after her employee discount. But now I was taking those items to the self-checkout. I couldn’t help but grin, even though I still felt so vulnerable and humiliated, shuffling around that store in heeled boots and a little skirt.

I began scanning items when someone tapped on my shoulder. I spun around to see Michael, one of the senior employees, now just inches from my face, staring into my eyes.

Oh God—Michael was always making fun of the crossdressers in the break room. He was always making ruthless (and admittedly mean) jokes—and now I was going to be the subject of at least a few of those horrible jokes!

“You have too many items for self-checkout,” he said. “I’ll ring you through over here.”

I hesitated. He walked away, not even a smirk on his face. Could he really not tell? Maybe he didn’t recognize me… but he was probably about to tease me. He surely knew that I was a man.

He took me to a new checkout aisle, allowing me to skip the lines with the others. We weren’t supposed to do that—but I was sure it was because he wanted to have me for himself, so he could slowly ring me through and tease me endlessly, like he’d done to so many before—and like I’d done to so many before.

But Michael said… nothing. He just quickly rang me through and then smiled at me. “Enjoy the rest of your day,” he said. I didn’t dare to give him my employee number for the staff discount—even though it meant spending an additional thirty dollars. Thirty bucks isn’t worth enduring a torrent of humiliation. I was lucky: Michael hadn’t recognized me. Lucky is an understatement; it was a damned miracle.

Once I was across the parking lot, I started running. I don’t know what came over me; I just had this primal instinct to run, as if being chased by some rabid tiger. I ran faster and faster, until I tripped on my heels and nearly face-planted into the concrete. Luckily, I managed to save myself.

I took a sharp turn down into my alley and rushed to my backyard. I bolted to my opened bedroom window and scrambled in like a frightened raccoon.

I shut the window and rushed to my bedroom door, sitting down with my back against it in case my parents decided to pop their heads in.

It took a few minutes before I looked down at my bag of clothes and realized that I’d done it: I’d outsmarted my coworker, and now I had a huge haul of clothes that she wanted badly.

I stood up slowly. I took a moment to let my muscles relax. Then, I was about to pull off my wig when I paused, turning to my bedroom mirror.

I really didn’t look half-bad in that disguise. I actually kind of looked like a woman. Maybe I looked more like a woman than I originally gave myself credit for.

I approached the mirror, looking at my face closely.

My plan was to take that haul to my coworker, and hold it for ransom: ten bucks per item, plus a deal for her to pay ten bucks per item moving forward. But now, looking at myself, I couldn’t help but wonder if I could just sell the clothing myself, the same way that she did…
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Ididn’t wash my face. I didn’t remove my wig. I propped a chair against my door, and then I undressed, slipping out from my original outfit. Now, I was putting on one of those slim dresses: the red one, which felt tight. It was shorter than I thought it would be, leaving my legs totally exposed. The black heeled boots looked a bit weird, so I changed into the white cowgirl boots, which were actually really cute with the red dress.

I blushed a little bit, turning left and right as I gazed into the mirror. But I didn’t spend too much time admiring myself. I went to my laptop and found my coworker’s Marketplace profile. I looked at the way she photographed herself in the clothes, and then I tried my best to imitate her. I just had to frame out my face.

But first… I had to make a few adjustments. I needed tits. I didn’t have a bra that I could stuff, so I had to make it work with some carefully folded up socks. It looked a little bit convincing… from the right angle. But I was quickly realizing that I was going to need to invest in something more legitimate: some sort of bra that could be stuffed with proper breast pads; I saw those little pads all of the time in the sorting room. Sometimes we even got fake silicone boobs that girls with flat chests would wear to look a bit curvier. I needed to get some of those…

For now, this would work fine. I took some photos, trying to imitate my coworkers poses. I felt a bit weird, popping out my hip, planting my hands on my waist, pinning back my shoulders. It was so… feminine. But the effect was just what I was going for. I looked like a girl in the photos, and that was all that I needed.

And within thirty minutes, I had potential buyers. “Any wiggle room on the price?” Asked one woman about the $300 cowgirl boots.

“I could do $270,” I wrote.

“That’s fine,” she said. “Can I pick them up now?”

My heart raced. “Sure. You’ll just have to meet me in my alley.” I couldn’t go out front and be spotted by my parents. I was still dolled up, and I still had more photos to take.

Twenty minutes later, she was there (I gave her the address for a house three doors down). I snuck out and met her, handing her the boots and taking the cash. She ogled the boots with glowing eyes, not even looking at me for a full second. “You’re amazing. Thank you so much!” she squealed, and then she was gone. Then, I had to sneak back into my house again.

This went on for some time. I would post an item, and within the hour, some woman would be messaging me for it. My parents ended up calling me for dinner, so I had to change and clean my face. When I returned to my room an hour later, my phone was loaded with messages, and some of them were quite angry that I hadn’t yet replied. I scrambled to reply to everyone. “My boyfriend can meet with you if you want it tonight,” I had to say to a few people.

Then, my night was spent going back and forth from my room to the street. I got a few weird looks from people, when I stepped out as a man, carrying those female outfits. I was terrified that someone would recognize me from one of those pictures—but they were all too interested in the clothes to care.

By 10:00 PM, I had sold most of what I took from my co-worker’s haul—and I had nearly a thousand dollars in cash to show for it.

I went to bed grinning. I wasn’t able to sleep—my mind pinging with excitement. I wouldn’t say that it was ‘easy’, but it certainly wasn’t hard. I had friends who worked on oil rigs who didn’t make this much money in a single day—and this was something that I could keep doing. I could stop giving my finds to my coworker… and I could keep going in to snag her finds, wearing my disguise.

Sure, maybe I felt a bit guilty about going in to steal her treasures, but she had taken advantage of me for weeks—more than I truly realized until that night. Sure, I knew those outfits were valuable—but I had no idea I could be raking in close to an extra thousand bucks a day!

Okay, so maybe that was an unusually solid haul. Maybe I couldn’t expect to find Prada and Gucci and Hermes in the same afternoon—but still! There was so much potential, and I was just putting my toe in the door.
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I went back again the next day with a slight increase in confident. My disguise had been improved upon ever-so-slightly; I stole a few things from my mom’s makeup drawer, taking from the back of the drawer, assuming those were long-forgotten items. A touch of blush, a touch of lipstick, a bit of eyeliner… a few small changes made a big difference. I found an old soft pink scarf in our basement, which helped even more to hide my silhouette.

Sadly, I was limited to what I could wear to the store, because I’d sold so much of my stock the night before. All I had was a little plaid dress and a tiny white camisole top, which was so tiny, but stretchy. It looked a bit silly with a folded-up t-shirt underneath: an attempt to give myself a tiny bit of a bust. It was better than nothing.

I knew that the disguise would only be improved upon each day—and this was going to be a big day. First, I had to slip in and collect my coworker’s hidden treasures before the end of her shift. It wasn’t quite as big of a haul as the day before. I found five tops and a pair of jeans before sneaking out of the store unnoticed. I had just enough time to get the items posted on Marketplace before I had to change for my shift.

It was a busy shift. Not only did I have to do my job; I also had to find new items for my new business. And on top of that, I had to find a few pieces to complete my disguise for future thrift shop infiltrations, starting with silicone breast pads.

I no longer felt the need to bother with the promotion mirrors; I had a better thing going now, making much more money, and my new scheme was much less risky, all things considered.

That eight-hour shift seemed to just fly by. One moment I was clocking in, and the next, my manager was tapping me on the shoulders, saying, “You can head home now, Bruce. Did you even take a lunch break today?”

I had to think about it. “I totally forgot.”

He groaned. “If you choose to work through your lunch break, that extra thirty minutes doesn’t count as overtime. You understand that, right?”

“That’s fine,” I said. I didn’t care any longer about my wage in that shop; it was essentially a tip on top of the real money that I was now making.

Before the store closed, I collected my hidden items, along with my new disguise pieces, and I checked myself out, spending close to $200 without a worry in the world, because I knew that I would make that cash up before the night was through.

I still had a long night ahead of me. In a way, it was like I was starting my third shift of the day. First was getting into a disguise to infiltrate the shop and snag those treasures. Then I had to work my own shift. Now, I had to get dolled up again, take photos and post listings. It really seemed like there was no end in sight.

But I kept working, focussed despite my exhaustion. There was something so satisfying about making a sale… and there was something so satisfying about getting a posting just right. I can’t quite explain it… but when an outfit fits just right, and looks just right… there was something so fulfilling seeing it going live: the culmination of not only my day’s work, but also the culmination of all the learning and research that I’d done into thrifting and brand names, and figuring out what was valuable and what wasn’t.

It really felt like I’d developed a genuine skill—not just something that anyone can do straight out of high-school. Sure, anyone can get a job sorting clothes in the back of a thrift store. But how many people can turn discarded used clothes into a viable business.

I had to wake up early the next morning so that I could move my items. I had an inbox filled with messages from women, many willing to pay full-price for items that were listed damn-near the new-price price-tag.

It almost seemed like I’d slipped into a sort of dream that was going to end at any moment. It just seemed to good to be true, to be my age, making this kind of scratch. Every time some woman handed me a wad of cash, I assumed handcuffs were going to be slapped down on my wrists as I grabbed that cash, as if I was doing something illegal—because it seemed unrealistic to be making this kind of money legally, without a degree, without years of building up some sort of business.

But there was nothing illegal about what I was doing. Immoral? Well, maybe, though I suppose that’s up for debate. Maybe I was stealing business from my coworker… but she had taken more than enough money from me. I mean, really? Five bucks an item? Looking back on it, it was an insult. And it’s not like I planned to sneak in and steal her finds forever… maybe just a few weeks, to make things ‘even’.

That was fair, right?

I did have to admit that she was better at finding treasures than me. I would often go to her cheeky racks and see what she’d hidden, and I wouldn’t recognize the brand at all—or there would be no brand written there at all. But when I did some deeper research, I would find that the item was some super-rare, super-valuable find. My own finds were usually okay, worth a couple hundred bucks on a good day—and that was a hell of a lot more than I was used to making. But with my coworker’s hauls, I felt like I was on my way to becoming a millionaire.

It certainly wouldn’t be long before I could get my Guy Salesian piece. I already maybe had enough cash to put down a deposit.

I looked into it that night. I was close: less than a thousand away. I could make that cash up in a few days.

So the next morning, I got right to work. I put on my new bralette. I slipped in my soft silicone pads, complete with perky silicone nipples. I wriggled a pair of lacy panties up my freshly shaved thighs. The panties hugged my crotch tightly, but comfortably. I had a few outfits stashed aside now, for myself: outfits that weren’t too revealing, but they were cute enough; I liked the way that they changed the way my figure looked, making me feel like I was more ‘undercover’. One particular dress was a little soft-grey fit-and-flare dress that gave me hips, and made my legs look longer, which made me look even more ‘girly’.

I’d found a better wig back in the sorting room; I think it was one of those real human hair wigs that celebrities buy. It felt so much better than what I was used to. I could run my fingers through it without it knotting up and bunching, and it had little clips to hold it in place, so I didn’t have to worry about a rogue gust of wind.

I had bracelets and a necklace. I had a cute pair of white leather boots that cut off just below the knee. I had my own makeup now, and I’d watched a few tutorials on how to contour cheekbones and noses, and how to change the perceived shape of the eye with the careful use of eyeliner.

My disguise was top-notch. My heart pounded a little bit less with each thrift store infiltration. I had my scheme worked down to a science. I knew exactly when she was done her shift, and I knew her favourite hiding spots—though she was starting to change up her hiding spots, possibly realizing that someone was onto her. Still, I found her new spots by lingering around the store and watching her from the safety of tall clothing racks. I saw her cheekily venture into men’s clothing to hide a pricey blouse. I saw her slip a very expensive plaid skirt into the ‘kids shorts’ section. She thought she was clever, but I was onto her little games.

I bought her items and kept my scheme going.

Then, one afternoon, while I was buying five of the items she’d hidden in the store, I looked up and I saw her. She was across the store, staring at me with a narrow-eyed look. My heart began racing. Her gaze was glued on me as I self-scanned those items. Then, I noticed her moving towards me, so I scanned faster. I fumbled for my credit card and tapped the machine over and over until it accepted the transaction. I didn’t wait for the receipt—or even for the alert of approval; I just took the clothes and hurried away before she got closer to me.

I was horrified to show up for my shift an hour later. We often crossed paths while she was buying her items and I was clocking in for my shift. I tried not to make eye-contact when I passed her in the doorway. But she saw me, and she grabbed me by the arm.

Oh God, my scam was up! I’d been caught, and now she was going to rip into me.

But she said nothing about knowing my secret. Instead, she said, “Some chick has been coming in and buying everything.” She said it in a low voice, through clenched teeth. She looked left and right. “The last week straight—she keeps buying my scores. Have you seen her? She’s got glasses and blonde hair. Looks like a hipster.”

“I—I don’t know,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“Well keep an eye out for her. She’s a shark. She kind of looks like that girl in that Bright Town show—you know, the blonde one? Like, you can tell that she’s hot, but she’s trying to hide it with a scarf and these fake glasses. She’s probably going from thrift store to thrift store every day.”

“I haven’t seen her,” I said. I couldn’t believe that she had no idea it was me. I also couldn’t believe that she just referred to me as ‘hot’, though I suppose that wasn’t much of a compliment under the circumstances. Still, it made me blush, and I did my best to hide my blushing cheeks.

“Keep a look out,” she said. She turned to leave, then paused again. “By the way—have you found anything good for me lately? I feel like we haven’t made an exchange in a while. I’m really hurting for supply right now. Anything you’ve got—I’ll pay a bit extra for it. Ten bucks.”

“I’ll keep an eye out,” I said with a smile.

Once she was gone, I let out a big sigh of relief. Maybe I needed to stick to my own shift. Maybe I needed to stop poaching her sales.

That night, she gave me another anxiety attack. “I know you’re stealing my stuff, you little cunt,” she wrote to me on my Facebook Marketplace account. Thank God I had created a throwaway account to sell those outfits. I was shocked to see that she sent the message from her actual account. Until that moment, I had no idea that her name was even Katrina.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I wrote back. I don’t know why I wrote anything back. I paced around my room for a few minutes, and then I realized that I needed to block her.

I had done a bit of work to that Facebook account: a profile photo and a few other selfies, just to ‘fill it out’ a little bit, to make it look more legit to potential buyers. I even had a couple photos of my face, in makeup so you couldn’t recognize me at all (with the wig and glasses, of course). But maybe that was a bad idea; maybe I was getting a bit too cocky.

Maybe I needed to take the photos down to be safe… but I felt like they were helping to give my account some authenticity. I left them against my better judgement.

Or maybe I was leaving them for another reason… My God, I hate to even admit this, but whenever I posted something sexy—like a little cocktail dress or a pair of booty shorts or a low-cut tank top—I would get messages from men, along the lines of: “Does the hot girl come with the clothes?”. The messages were never terribly clever. I was always surprised to see men hitting on me, totally oblivious to the fact that I wasn’t a real woman. Some of the men continued to compliment after their initial pickup lines. “Seriously, I’ll buy the clothes if you include your phone number,” said one guy.

“You’re so fucking hot. Please tell me you’re single,” said another.

“You have a beautiful face,” said a more subtle male.

I hate to admit it, but I found the compliments to almost be as addictive as the money. Sometimes I even messaged guys back, just so that I could keep the attention coming. At first, it was just because I was messing around… and curious. But after a while, it became like a legitimate addiction. I would force myself to stop, then an hour later, I would say, “Okay, I’ll just message one more guy.” Some guys sent me photos of their erections. Some guys sent me videos of them jerking off to my photos. Okay, maybe I egged them on a little bit. Maybe I teased them a bit for fun… and to keep them going, to see how far they would go.

Maybe I would send the occasional flirty photo, the occasional thirst trap… just to keep them interested. Maybe I did get a bit of strange enjoyment out of putting on a cute little outfit and taking a cute photo in my bedroom mirror.

Okay, so maybe I did sneak a few used lingerie outfits into my cart at the end of a few shifts. No, used lingerie isn’t worth more than the disposable bags we sold at the checkout counter—but there was a certain thrill to wearing it. And there was a certain thrill to flirting with these men, even though I didn’t know what they looked like more than half of the time.

I’ll admit it. I told a few guys, “I’d love for you to do whatever you wanted to my body.” I guess I was just seeing how fired up I could make them. And it turned out, I could make them very fired up.

“How badly do you want to suck my cock, baby girl?” asked one guy, sending a picture of his large, veiny shaft.

“So badly,” I wrote back. It wasn’t true. In fact, I couldn’t look at the picture without groaning. I wasn’t into cocks… but getting him all excited about me was just so… satisfying.

I kept doing it over the next few days, whenever I had a bit of downtime. Guys would ask me to put on certain outfits for them, and I would see it as a bit of a challenge. “Please tell me you have a Playboy Bunny costume,” one guy said. That afternoon, at work, I found one. I sneakily bought it after my shift, went home, put it on, and snapped some photos for him.

“You wouldn’t believe what I would do to your body,” he wrote back.

“Tell me. I want to know,” I wrote to him. I really don’t know what had gotten into me. I didn’t enjoy feminizing myself, but I was enjoying this attention. It was something that I just wasn’t used to. I couldn’t remember the last time anyone talked to me so intently. I couldn’t remember the last time someone even looked at me with any interest whatsoever.

I suppose I got a bit carried away entertaining this strangers, and entertaining my own little addiction to their compliments and ogling interest. I let my little side business slip. I hadn’t gotten around to posting many items for sale—and the pile of valuable clothes was getting larger in my bedroom.

And next to it was a pile of crap without any monetary value: used lingerie and little outfits that I just thought were cute at the thrift store: outfits that I bought to tease strangers online, or outfits that I just thought would make for a good new profile photo.

My bank account was starting to seem less impressive. I’d spent quite a bit of money on my ‘disguise’, and I hadn’t stayed on top of selling items. And worse: as I sat there sorting through my large haul, I couldn’t convince myself to sell a good number of those items. I kept convincing myself that I needed to hold onto certain things. There were skirts and tops that were so versatile—they would pair with almost anything, and I needed items like that to take photos of the stuff that I did need to sell.

I was starting to panic, worried that I’d botched my own operation. I needed to find new stock to sell, but when I went into work that afternoon, I found myself looking for items that I wanted—not items that were worth money. I probably overlooked so many valuable pieces because I was so stupidly obsessed with trying to find a cute off-the-shoulder top (don’t ask me why, it was just something that I found myself wanting). I was looking for the perfect pair of white heels. I was looking for a pair of white stockings—but I actually wanted those for a good reason. I had a little baby-blue dress to sell, and I knew that it would look way better if I wore some white stockings in the posting…

I ended up finding three little items—and one of them got snatched up before I could buy it at the end of my shift.

I got an email that night. I was subscribed to Guy Salesian’s emailing list. “This year’s bookings are almost full,” it said. “Two slots remain. Then, bookings will reopen in January.”

“January!?” I gasped. I couldn’t wait that long! For the past two weeks, I’d convinced myself that I was going to get that Guy Salesian piece before the end of the year. Now, it seemed totally unrealistic—unless I could figure out a way to increase my sales…

I had an idea, though it was a mean one…
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Iput my disguise on, complete with bra and fake boobs, and I went in during Katrina’s shift. I knew that she was better at finding valuable stock than me. I knew that she would have tons of goodies hiding for me to find.

Yes, I felt bad; I felt like I was stealing from her, undermining her business—but I needed a little push. I needed a few good items to get my own business back on track. It didn’t seem fair, after all; she was working morning shifts and I was working the evening shifts. People usually brought their bins in in the morning, or around noon—but by 4:00 PM, nobody was bringing their stuff in anymore. There were still bins for me to go through, but Katrina was taking the good ones, and she knew it.

So it was only fair that I could swoop in from time to time and take a few of those items. It’s not like she owned any of that stuff. I wasn’t committing any crimes; I was just buying stuff from a store.

She didn’t notice me snatching up her goodies. My God, she had found such great stuff! There were items there worth hundreds… and there were items that I badly wanted to try on.

I saw her emerge from the back room with a cart. I dropped down to my knees, and then quickly pretended like I was looking through jackets. My heart pounded as she went by. A lump swelled in my throat when the smell of her perfume wafted past me.

I rose up slowly to see where she was going. I saw her slip a little pink mini-dress onto a rack. Even from across the shop, I knew it was Gucci. “Damn,” I whispered. I had no idea who was bringing Gucci into the thrift store—but Katrina always managed to find it.

I sunk back down and waited for her to finish stocking the racks.

“Excuse me,” a soft voice said, I looked back and I saw her: the blonde beauty of my dreams, looking down at me with a soft smile on her face.

It was the girl who had tormented my fantasies for months: the girl who had always left me speechless whenever I was within fifty feet of her. I don’t think I’d ever been this close to her. I don’t think she’d ever spoken to me like that before.

“S—Sorry,” I said, shuffling over.

She walked by and began looking through jackets near me. Then, she looked back at me and said, “Are you looking at the sleeves or something?”

I felt my face turning dark red. “No,” I said softly. I didn’t want to say anymore, knowing my voice would betray me and reveal my maleness… but I had to say something! I couldn’t just leave it at ‘no’. I had to muster up something else so she wouldn’t think that I was a psychopath. “I like your shoes.” I don’t know why that’s the sentence my brain chose… maybe because I did indeed like her shoes: chunky white heeled ankle boots. They were perfect with her little skirt.

She smiled at me and went back to searching through the racks. I slowly stood up, seeing Katrina as she went back into the back room. This was my chance to move in and grab that little Gucci dress.

Then, I noticed that I’d knocked down a jacket. So I started the process of picking it up and hanging it back on the rack. When I was finished, the beautiful goddess was gone.

Oh well, I wasn’t there to chat with my crush. Hell—I didn’t even want my crush to see me like this! So it was for the best that she’d vanished.

Now, I wanted to make a move on that dress. I moved carefully down towards that rack, trying not to look too determined. I didn’t want people seeing me rushing for something valuable. I moved slowly, able to see the glimmer of pink poking out from between those old trench coats. Oh, Katrina, you sly fox! A Gucci dress in the trench coats?

I was ten steps away when that blonde bombshell stepped in front of me, gently humming as she reached her hand between two pale green trench coats. A moment later, she was looking down at a pink Gucci dress, still with a tag on it. She smiled, and then she looked up and saw me. Her cheeks turned red. “What a find, huh? Weird that it’s over here with these coats.”

I froze. A part of me wanted to congratulate her on the find—and maybe even start up a conversation based on our mutual interest in thrifting. Another part of me wanted to fight her for that dress, which I could see for a couple hundred dollars on a bad day.

But I did neither. I just stood there and watched her walk away with a smile on her face.

“Shit,” I muttered.

Thankfully, I knew other hiding places. So I went on a hunt. I got a pair of cute denim shorts. I found a nice tank top. But as I went to grab a white crop top, she was there again. As she held it up, she looked at me and said, “You weren’t trying to grab this, were you?”

I stood there, frozen. I was starting to wonder if she was watching me. Maybe she was keeping on eye on me and she could tell where I was looking. She had a guilty blushing look on her face.

“It’s fine,” I said. “You take it.” I eyed her cart. She had a good haul. I instantly recognized a few items. Damn; she was a thrifting legend!

I was about to walk away when she said, “You look cute.”

It seemed impossible to believe that she was talking to me. Why would she say that to me? Still, I turned slowly to see if she was looking at me or elsewhere.

She was looking at me. Still, I said, “Me?”

She nodded her head. “The makeup, the outfit… it’s super cute.”

“Thanks,” I said, heart fluttering.

“You’re trans, right?”

I said nothing, now overwhelmed by a rush of embarrassment. Nobody had ever asked a question like that before—but then again, I had hardly used my voice with anyone. She’d heard it a few times now.

“Have you been a girl for long? I mean—girl-presenting?”

The question took me so off-guard. I almost choked on the lump in my throat. “For… long?”

“Sorry. I know it’s personal,” she said, batting her long beautiful eyelashes.

“It’s fine. Um. Yeah, I’m trans,” I lied. I couldn’t convince her that I was a real woman, and I wasn’t going to try to explain to her that I was a man in disguise. Trans seemed like the easiest excuse.

“Well you look super cute,” she smiled.

I smiled back and turned to walk away. Then, she stunned me by saying, “I’m trans too.”

I froze in my spot. It was a moment before I was able to turn my head to look at her. “I started presenting as a girl… eight months ago.” She giggled, blushing. “I actually didn’t know I was trans at all until a year ago. I would come here to buy picture frames, and I would see crossdressers in the women’s clothing aisles.”

I listened, still not sure whether or not to believe her.

“I thought they were silly at first.”

“Why were you buying picture frames so often?”

“I work at a tattoo shop,” she said. “We put our flash artwork on the wall, but they have to be in frames.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“Anyway. I would come in all the time, and one day I was just… curious. The crossdressers seemed to get so much joy out of looking through the women’s clothing. One day I just decided to try on some of my sister’s clothes. I liked it, so I came here and bought a few outfits of my own. Then, that turned into me coming her as a girl, before I came out. And then I started to really get a good feel for women’s clothing, so I got really into thrifting.” She giggled again. “Anyway—I don’t know why I’m giving you my life story. I guess I thought maybe you would relate.”

She blushed and scampered off, as if she was the embarrassed one.

I was embarrassed… and confused. My head was spinning, but I didn’t have time to properly process the information that had just been thrown at me. I made my way through the store, found a few of my coworkers hidden gems (as well as a couple of my own lucky finds), and then I scurried off towards home. It wasn’t until I was in my bedroom that I realized the girl I had a crush on had only been a girl for a short period of time.

I’d been swooning over a trans girl, and I had no idea.

Those crossdressers that I’d enjoyed teasing for so long… she had been one of them, just a few months before I started working at that shop. I really wasn’t sure how to make sense of it all. Was I supposed to be embarrassed? Was I supposed to feel differently about her?

For some reason, the revelation didn’t seem to change my feelings towards her. I still found myself daydreaming about her with pink hazy fantasies. I was still completely enamoured by how pretty she was. I still wanted to muster up the courage and properly ask her for her number…

But would she date me? Would she give me ten seconds of her time? I had money now; I had a steady source of income—and a skill that I knew would be valuable forever. That made me a more valuable guy, right? But now… I had an embarrassing little addiction—and maybe it was time to admit that it was an addiction.

I couldn’t stop crossdressing.

I suppose I should admit that it had become more than just a business venture, and more than just a source of entertainment in teasing men online. I should admit that I’d purchased a couple of little girly nighties and I’d been sleeping in them. I should admit that I bought a few pairs of lacy panties, which I sometimes wore under my clothes during work. I should admit that I kept shaving my crotch because I liked how girly and smooth it was when it was all shaved up.

I kept telling myself, ‘This will be the last time,’ but it was always a lie. The next day, I would just do it again.

And I kept finding excuses to do it—like I did the very next day. I wanted to dress up, so I told myself that I needed to infiltrate the thrift store again, to snag those hidden treasures from Katrina.

But once I was in the store, I was hardly even looking for her hidden outfits; I was more excited to just be out of the house, dolled up where people could see me. I liked when guys turned to quickly check me out. I liked when girls looked me up and down, admiring my ensemble. There was something so intensely satisfying about all of it.

And now, that thrift store had become so much more than just a boring warehouse where I worked five days a week. Now, it was like a toy store, and I was a little child. Those endless racks of women’s clothing were what my dreams and fantasies were made of. I knew that I could spend endless hours sifting through those outfits, feeling those soft fabrics against my fingers. And my God, I spent so much time in those changing rooms. I would amass an entire cart full of clothes and then spend an hour or two in the changing rooms, just feeling those different outfits on my body.

And with each hour that passed, I came closer to accepting that this new ‘addiction’ was going to be a permanent part of me; this wasn’t something that would go away; it wasn’t something that I was going to get out of my system.

I emerged from the changing room wearing a tiny fit-and-flare dress: a soft pink colour with micro-thin straps. I gazed at myself in the mirror and spun side to side, making the flared skirt dance around me. I watched as my face turned dark red.

Then, a voice said, “You have to buy that.”

I turned to see her: the bombshell, the girl of my dreams, the trans beauty who always left me totally speechless, like she was doing now.

“You look super cute.”

“Thanks,” I managed to say softly.

She eyed the items in my cart. “You’re really good at this,” she said with a smile. “You’ve probably been doing this a long time.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not that long,” I said, still nervous about my voice, even though she already knew that I was ‘trans’.

“Well you have a knack for it,” she said. “And it seems like you’ve already figured out one of my secrets.”

“What’s that?”

“That Katrina girl… the employee with the long dark hair. She sells stuff online. You already figured that out though, right?”

I said nothing, but my blushing cheeks gave me away.

“I felt bad taking stuff that you were walking towards yesterday,” she admitted. “I hope you don’t see me as competition, or whatever.”

“Not at all,” I said, though as I eyed her cart, I did wish that she didn’t know what I knew. Now, she had four or five truly valuable pieces—surely pieces Katrina had hidden around the shop.

“The store won’t let her buy stuff during her shift,” Katrina said to me, as if I didn’t know. “That’s why she hides the good stuff around; she plans to buy it when her shift ends. I try not to take everything; I’m not trying to screw her over, but it’s not fair that she gets to keep all of the good stuff for herself.”

“I agree,” I said, though I was guilty of doing the same thing during my shift—though I wasn’t nearly as aggressive with my hiding tactics.

The sound of squeaking wheels made us both poke our heads out from that changing area. Katrina was on the move with a cart. We both kept ourselves hidden, watching her.

Then, the girl giggled. “I see Zara tags. Can you believe people buy stuff, never wear it, and then just bring it here?” she said.

“I’ll never understand it,” I said.

We watched Katrina for a minute, and then she said, “My name is Ella, by the way. What’s your name?”

I tried to think. I couldn’t say Bruce. “Um…”

“You don’t have to tell me,” she said.

“Brielle,” I said suddenly. I wasn’t sure where the name came from, but I liked it.

“Cute.”

“Thanks.”

“Let’s meet back here,” she said. “Before you checkout. We can go through each other’s carts and trade stuff… If that’s cool with you.”

“Sure.”

We met up forty minutes later to trade items. She was gracious, letting me take items she knew were valuable, taking items from me that I knew weren’t terribly expensive. But there were some things she just wanted for herself… and there were things that I wanted from her cart that I just thought we cute. In the end, the exchange was fair.

“Let’s do this again tomorrow,” she said.

So we did. I was so tremendously excited for our shopping date. I wore a cute black leather skirt and a white button-up blouse, which was a tiny bit see-through, so I wore a jet-black bra underneath. I wore a black lacy choker, and knee-high black stockings, with shiny black flats. I thought I looked pretty darn cute.

Ella showed up in a surprisingly similar outfit, except her blouse was black and her leather skirt was white, her stockings were white, and her shoes were white. We giggled when we saw each other. She stood up next to me and said, “We’re like the world’s cutest ying and yang.”

Katrina saw me while I was shopping with Ella. She scowled at me, and I did my best to ignore her; I knew she wouldn’t recognize me—and Ella was right: it wasn’t fair that she got to keep all of the good stuff for herself. We weren’t taking everything, after all.

After shopping, Ella said, “Want to come back to my place and see my setup?”

Blushing and nervous, I went back to her place with her. She had a small little pink house in an otherwise white and sterile neighbourhood. It stood out like bubblegum on a white cotton sheet. The other houses had neatly trimmed lawns, but Ella’s lawn was covered in beautiful wild flowers. “Welcome to my place,” she said, skipping inside.

Her house was like a mini thrift store, with racks of clothing along all of the walls. “It’s a bit of a mess,” she said. There were three bedrooms, all with racks of clothes. “I promise I’m not a hoarder,” she insisted.

My heart raced as I took in the vibrant chaos around me. Racks of clothing lined the walls, each bursting with colour and texture. It felt like a treasure trove and I was so ready to dive in. I gazed around with beaming eyes and she giggled.

“Don’t worry, it’s cozy!” Ella laughed, twirling a strand of her hair around her finger. “I just get a little carried away sometimes. You know how it is, right? But… it’s also business. I have clients that come to my place when they need something unique.”

She showed me her DIY room, where she modified cheap clothes to make custom designs. She had a computer set up in the room, and on the screen now was her storefront, showing her sales. My jaw damn-near hit the floor when I saw ‘$1,200 made so far today’. “You’re doing okay for yourself,” I said.

“It’s a lot of work.”

I nodded, feeling a warmth spread through me. It was comforting to see someone so unapologetically passionate about the same things I was finding myself getting into. “Definitely,” I replied, feeling that bond starting to form between us.

Then, I saw the frames on the walls: tattoo flash art. “Did you draw all of that?”

“Yeah. I’m almost done my apprenticeship, actually. I can start tattooing on real skin soon.”

“Wow…”

I looked closely at the pictures.

“Okay, let’s have some fun!” she exclaimed, pulling a sparkly blue dress off a nearby rack. “You have to try this on!”

I took the dress from her hands, marvelling at the way the sequins caught the light. “This is stunning!” I said, my eyes widening.

“Right? You’ll look amazing in it,” she encouraged, her enthusiasm infectious. I looked around for somewhere to change. “Where can I change?” I asked.

“Just change here. I don’t care. Nothing I haven’t seen before.” Then she giggled. “And it’s nothing I don’t have myself.”

I felt a bit weird stripping down in front of her, but I didn’t want to seem like a coward.

I slipped off my current outfit and pulled the dress over my head. It hugged my body perfectly, the sequins glimmering with every movement. I stepped in front of the mirror and twirled again, the fabric flowing around me.

“Brielle. You’re like… so fucking cute, it’s ridiculous,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Oh my gosh, yes! You look like a total princess!”

I felt my cheeks flush at her compliment. “Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely! Here, let me get a picture.” She pulled out her phone, and I struck a few nervous poses, feeling more confident than ever as she snapped away. The excitement in her voice filled me with a joy I really hadn’t expected.

After several snaps, I stepped back towards the mirror, and we exchanged excited comments about the dress. “Okay, your turn!” I said, handing her the dress that I thought was cute off of the rack.

Ella took the dress. I turned away, but I couldn’t help but peek through the mirror at the other side of the room. I admit that I saw her small titties and her cute little cock dangling. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. She slipped the dress on her perfect body.

I gasped when I saw how amazing she looked. The dress looked even more stunning on her, accentuating her curves and sparkling in the soft light of the room.

“You look incredible!” I said, beaming at her.

“Thanks! But it’s nothing compared to that pink dress you had on earlier,” she said, her eyes bright with admiration. She giggled, and I giggled too. Why was this so much fun?

We took turns trying on different outfits, our laughter echoing in the small space. Each time one of us put on a new outfit, the other would cheer and offer suggestions for how to pose or accessorize. We kept taking photos, presumably for her store. I didn’t mind modelling for her. Ella found a vintage floral maxi dress, and when she twirled in it. “Cute or what?” she said.

“Damn. You look like a fairy,” I exclaimed, my heart swelling.

“Just wait until you see this one!” she called, pulling out a vibrant red jumpsuit. “It’s kind of retro.”

As she changed, I rummaged through her racks, pulling out a pair of high-waisted jeans and a pastel crop top. When I tried them on, I felt playful, carefree—and cute. “How do I look?” I asked, spinning around again.

“Seriously, you look adorable! That top is so you!” she replied, her smile making my heart flutter.

We spent hours mixing and matching outfits, often trading clothes, accessories, and even makeup tips. Ella showed me how to layer necklaces, and I helped her find the right belt for a DIY dress she was unsure about.

At one point, Ella pulled out a sparkly purple pair of heels. “These are my favourites, but I can never wear them out because they’re too flashy,” she said, glancing at me with a mischievous grin. “But I think you could totally rock them! You can just have them.”

I slipped them on and teetered slightly, laughing at how high they were. “I feel like I’m about to join an NBA team,” I said, wobbling around the room.

“Just watch out for the ceiling!” she teased.

As the sun began to set, casting a warm golden glow through the window, we settled on the floor, surrounded by piles of clothes. “I can’t believe how much fun this is,” I said, feeling giddy. “I didn’t know I would ever really feel this way about… girls’ clothes.”

Ella’s expression softened. “Same here. It’s so nice to have someone who understands. I feel like we’ve known each other forever.”

“Right?” I agreed, a sense of comfort washing over me.

“I never thought I’d find someone to share this with.”

We sat in silence for a moment, both lost in our thoughts.

Ella broke the silence, her voice gentle. “Can I tell you something?”

“Of course,” I replied, curious.

“I’ve always struggled with feeling confident in my own skin,” she admitted, looking down at her hands. “But when I’m with you, I feel like I can just be myself. You make it easier.”

My heart swelled at her words. “Why? You’re like… super hot. When I first saw you, I thought you were too far out of my league to even talk to.” I laughed. “I still kind of feel that way—like I shouldn’t even be talking to you.”

She blushed. Then, she leaned over me. “What are you doing?” She sunk down, lifting my skirt up. Suddenly, her fingers were curling around my cock—and then her warm mouth was engulfing my shaft. I gasped.

I said nothing. What could I say? A gorgeous woman was now sucking my cock. I tensed up all over. I bit my lip. I grabbed a handful of her pretty blonde hair. “Ella,” I whispered.

She looked at me with a playful smile.

“You’re so naughty!” I said, hardly able to look at her; she was so pretty. How was it even possible?

She kept sucking me. I was rock-hard in her mouth in a matter of a dozen second. I moaned and lifted up my knees to sandwich her pretty head. She was playing with my balls now, plunging my whole shaft down into her throat.

“We—We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said.

“Why not?” she asked, wiping the spit from the edges of her lips.

I paused. “I—I don’t know. I just have never…”

“You’re a virgin?”

I was dark red. She giggled and went back to sucking me. She sucked for five blissful minutes, and then I said, “You’re about to make me cum.”

She stopped suddenly, sitting up. “It’s too soon for that,” she said. “You take a turn.” She lifted up her skirt, showing me her small erection. Her cock was small: only about five inches hard—but it was cute. Feeling naughty and nervous, I bent over and gripped it, feeling its warmth, feeling it throbbing. I slipped it into my mouth and began to suck. She moaned beautifully.

I sucked her for ten minutes—and I have to admit that sucking her was even more blissful than being sucked. The amazing sounds she made were so wonderful to hear. She had such a sweet voice. I wanted to make her happy, and those moans were confirming that I was succeeding.

So I kept sucking.

“Okay, stop,” she said. “Now you’re about to make me cum.” I watched as her cock twitched over and over, as if she really was on the verge of cumming; like one more soft touch would have made her tip gush thick gooey cum everywhere.

She stood up and turned around, bending over her bed. She reached back with both hands and pried her plump butt cheeks apart, showing me her perfect hole. “Go ahead,” she said softly.

“Really?”

She nodded.

I stepped up. I touched my throbbing tip to her puckering hole. Her spit was enough lube for penetration. She gasped loudly once I was inside of her, stretching her open. “Shit,” she muttered. I pushed in deeper—and deeper and deeper, until I was lost inside of her body.

“Fuck me,” she moaned.

I began to thrust. I used every inch of my cock, sliding in and out—slowly at first, but I soon picked up pace. She moaned beautifully, purring between each moan, clutching at bed sheets.

“I want you to cum inside of me so badly,” she groaned.

So I did. I gushed half a pint of thick gooey cum into her body before pulling out slowly.

Then it was my turn. I bent over slowly and took a deep breath. I was nervous—but luckily, her cock was small and cute. Penetration was a bit startling, but after that it felt so nice, so cozy, so pleasurable. She thrusted into me hard and fast after a minute, like a jackrabbit. It felt good. I threw my hair back and cried out her name. She railed me hard against her bed, making me wonder if I fucked her too slowly and gently… But I knew that I would get another chance later to give it to her hard.

She came inside of me. It was an amazing feeling: the warm pulsing, the thick gushing, the sudden feeling of having a full bum, followed by a strange relief as she pulled out and left me feeling weirdly empty.

We lay together for a long time, blushing, revelling in our intimacy. Then, she sat up and said, “Want to try on more clothes?”

“Kind of,” I smiled.

As we sorted through the clothes, I felt lighter, freer.

“Okay, one more outfit before we call it a night!” Ella declared, rummaging through a rack and pulling out a sequinned silver dress. “You have to try this on. It’ll be the perfect finale!”

I laughed, excitement bubbling up inside me again as I took the dress and slipped off my clothes. I could hardly wait to see how it would feel, but more than that, I couldn’t wait to share another moment with Ella. I didn’t want that night to end, but I was already cutting it close for my shift, and I still needed to get home to change.
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It was the next day when I told Ella that I worked at that thrift store. She was stunned—and then, after a minute, she said, “Wait! Are you that cute guy who works in the sorting room?”

I blushed. I assumed that I was the ‘cute guy’, seeing as there were only three other men who worked at the store; two were senior citizens and the third had a full beard and wore nothing but camouflage outfits every day—and that just didn’t seem like Ella’s type.

The day after that, she invited me to her tattoo shop. It was her first day of being allowed to tattoo on real skin. I volunteered to be her first canvas. “What do you want me to put on you?” she asked.

“Whatever you want. Just don’t tell me what you’re going to do.”

Her eyes lit up, and she beamed with excitement. It was a risk, but I’d seen her drawings, and I liked her work. In fact, I wanted an original piece by her more than I wanted an original piece by Guy Salesian. Sure, Guy Salesian was an ultra-talented artist with a massive worldwide following—but a piece by Ella just had so much more meaning—especially when she told me to look in the mirror and I saw the stencil she made for me:

A pinup of a gorgeous woman in a dress that was just like the pink one I wore when she had approached me in the thrift store a few days earlier. That tattoo just meant so much to me. It represented everything that I’d learned about myself over the past couple of months, and it represented where my life was going: the next chapter in my journey.

“So what do you prefer doing?” I asked her. “Tattooing, or your thrifting business?”

“Why do I have to choose?” she giggled. She glanced up from her supplies, her eyes sparkling. “I love thrifting; it’s like a treasure hunt. But tattooing—there’s something so personal about it. I get to create something that’s permanently part of someone’s life. It’s a connection that feels deeper.”

I nodded. “That makes sense. It’s like how I feel when I find the perfect outfit—it’s a piece of me.” I blushed; it felt so weird to say aloud, but I felt like I could trust her.

Ella smiled, and the warmth in her gaze made me feel like she really understood what I was saying. “Exactly! Fashion and art both tell stories. And when I tattoo someone, it’s like we’re collaborating on their story.”

“Can I see more of your sketches later?” I asked, my curiosity piqued. “I’d love to see what else you’ve got”

“Of course! I have a whole portfolio of designs,” she replied, her excitement infectious. “I’ll show you after we finish.”

As she began working, the gentle buzz of the tattoo machine filled the room. I felt a rush of adrenaline. “Just don’t mess up,” I joked, trying to lighten the moment.

“Oh, please!” she laughed, her concentration unwavering. “You’re in good hands. I’ve been practicing on fake skin for two years. You’re my first real canvas, but I promise you’ll love it.”

The needle touched my skin, and I felt a slight sting. It was surprisingly soothing, though it did hurt a bit. I closed my eyes, allowing the rhythm of the machine to wash over me.

“Are you nervous?” she asked, her voice soft and reassuring.

“A little,” I admitted. “But more excited than anything. I trust you.”

“Good! That means a lot,” she said, focused on her work. “This piece is going to mean so much to both of us.”

I imagined how I would describe the tattoo to others—how it represented my journey, my acceptance, and my growing confidence. It wasn’t just ink; it was a symbol of everything I had discovered about myself in the past few weeks. Would I tell them the truth? Was I ready to come out like that? When I was with Ella, I felt like I was ready to announce it instantly… but really, I knew that I still needed a lot of time.

After a while, I felt her stop. “Okay, take a look!”

I opened my eyes and leaned forward to the mirror. My breath caught in my throat. The pinup girl was beautifully rendered, her dress swirling around her like the one I had worn in the thrift store. She looked vibrant, confident, and alive… and, of course, sexy as hell.

“Oh my God, Ella, it’s perfect!” I exclaimed, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes. “It’s like you captured… me.”

Ella’s face lit up with joy. “Really? I’m so glad you love it!”

Ella led me to a cozy corner of the shop, filled with her artwork. Each piece was so impressive—whimsical designs, intricate patterns, and stunning portraits. I could see the evolution of her style, the way she poured her heart into every line.

“This one is inspired by the wildflowers in my front yard,” she said, pointing to a tattoo of a delicate flower arrangement. “And this one is a tribute to some my favourite vintage fashion pieces.”

As I flipped through her portfolio, I felt inspired. “You have such a gift! These are incredible.”

“Thanks! I’m still finding my style, but it’s fun experimenting,” she said, her passion shining through. “And having a supportive friend like you makes it even better.” She giggled.

“I’m definitely your biggest fan,” I grinned, feeling a warmth blossom in my chest.

“Let’s make a pact,” she said. “We’ll always be there for each other, through thick and thin, and help each other explore who we are.”

“Deal!” I said, extending my hand for a shake.

She grasped my hand firmly, and in that moment, I felt a sense of belonging wash over me. We ended up kissing, on the lips, to properly seal our deal. This little relationship was blossoming into something beautiful, much like the flowers in her front yard.

After we sealed our pact, Ella suggested we take a photo together, our tattoos visible. We posed with big smiles, capturing the moment forever.

I had to run off, to get ready for my shift. I was sad to leave Ella, but I had a new excitement for my job. I mean—name a better job for someone who loves women’s clothing? I literally got to sort through cute outfits all day…

Okay, so most of them weren’t beautiful. Most of them were pretty… horrible. But there were cute outfits hidden inside of all of those bins—and that’s what made the job so much fun. It was like a treasure hunt, every day—and I never knew what I was going to find. I hoped that I would always feel that way about the job. Everyone should aspire to love what they do—right?

Sadly, I don’t think Katrina had the same passion for the clothing. Her passion was more about… the cash. And now, as our shifts overlapped, I got a glimpse into her mind. “I can’t believe this fucking day,” she growled, storming past me to grab her coat. “You wouldn’t believe my day, Bruce. You know what the manager gave me? Five fucking bins of homemade clothes. What the hell am I supposed to do with homemade clothes? It took all day to sort the crap. I didn’t find a single thing I can sell. And these two little cunts keep coming in and taking half the shit I find. It’s total bullshit!”

I got to see the homemade clothes later in my shift. Some of them were seriously so adorable: beautiful one-of-a-kind pieces that had so much more value than just monetary value. I couldn’t believe Katrina had been so disgusted by these adorable little outfits.

I guess she really didn’t care about the clothes.

And I really didn’t care about the money. So when my manager gave me a bin filled with valuable brand-name clothing, I made sure to hide a few items for Katrina; I would sell them to her for ten bucks a piece and she could make a good chunk of money; maybe that would make her feel a bit better about her sour day.

After my shift, I only went home for long enough to get dolled up—then I took off for Ella’s place. She’d invited me over to spend the night—and she needed a model to wear some of her medium-sized outfits. I was happy to model for her; I liked modelling. Ella was tiny and fit the smalls perfectly, but sometimes the medium were just too baggy on her.

That night, we photographed about three dozen pieces of clothing. Then, we ended up in her bed together, and I suppose you can guess what we were doing. Maybe it was a bit of a distraction from the task that I was asked to help with—but I didn’t mind that taking a few days longer than originally planned, and Ella didn’t seem to mind either.

THE END


ACCIDENTS HAPPEN
THE GENDER SWAPPING MAGICAL SPELL



ACCIDENTS HAPPEN


Trey’s roommate, Genevieve, is always experimenting with some new ‘religion’. Her latest spiritual interest is particularly cringe: witchcraft. She stays up late, drawing pentagrams and chanting Latin incantations.

Drunk one night, Trey admits to Genevieve that he thinks the whole thing is a big joke. ‘There’s no such thing as magic,’ he insists. Genevieve and her new witch friends insists otherwise, so Trey challenges them to cast the most impossible, ridiculous spell he can think of: turning his new neighbour into a girl.

It doesn’t work, of course… Or did it? A few days later, a package for the neighbour is accidentally left on Trey’s doorstep: a box containing a wig, intimate girly garments, and makeup. The neighbour’s curtains are suddenly closed all the time.

Did Trey accidentally have his neighbour turned into a crossdressing sissy?
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Everyone goes through phases. And let’s face it: most of us have gone through ‘spiritual’ phases in our lives—or maybe you could call it ‘spiritual experimentation’. I mean—there are so many different religions and so many different beliefs, and you have to do some searching to figure out what makes the most sense to you.

For instance, when I was in high-school, there was a seventeen-year-old girl who, out of nowhere, got really into being muslim. It was a bit weird, because she was a pale Irish-blooded girl with crimson red hair and pale freckled skin. So we were all shocked when she vanished one day; we found out a few months later that she’d left the country to be with some organization that had been deemed a terrorist organization by the government.

Totally shocking, right?

She was brought back to Canada a year later, no longer identifying as a muslim—but she never returned to finish school. In fact, I think she spent some time in prison for some terrible stuff she was involved with. A shame, really, because I had a few good muslim friends who were terrific people and had lots of nice things to say about their religion—but I’m getting away from my story.

My story isn’t quite that radical, though it is more unbelievable. To be able to believe my story, you have to accept certain ideas that most of us have been told are totally impossible. Running off and joining a terrorist organization in the Middle East is crazy, but it’s not impossible… My story is impossible.

My roommate, Genevieve, was born and raised in a very catholic home. When I met her in high-school, she was still very catholic, but something happened after her first year in college, and overnight she stopped believing in the Christian God. I really can’t tell you what happened, because she never told me—but some experience had left her completely convinced that it was just the wrong religion.

We moved in together around that time. She still had some of her old catholic knick-knacks: a crucifix that she kept in her nightstand, prayer beads that hung on a lamp by her bed, and a painted portrait of Jesus holding a lamb. She told me that she couldn’t bring herself to get rid of them because they were the few things she still had from her childhood. They no longer had religious value to her—but instead they simply had nostalgic value.

During the first year that we lived together, Genevieve discovered Buddhism. We had a small den in our basement suite that we shared, which she converted into a meditation room, complete with zen garden and buddha statue. She would meditate every day, and it seemed to keep her calm and peaceful and happy... though the friends she started meeting were a bit odd. She got into a group of new-age buddhists who wore their hair in dreads and kept away from soaps and shampoos and showers. They burned strange-smelling herbs in the house, often setting off the fire alarm, and they would challenge themselves to be totally silent for many days in a row—which turned out to be quite annoying, especially when the friends started sleeping on our couch and floor.

I think Genevieve soon became annoyed by the friends, and their casual lifestyle quickly made Genevieve disillusioned with Buddhism. She slowly stopped meditating, and that den soon became abandoned, until it became a place where we stored random items—like the vacuum cleaner.

Then, one day, Genevieve came home with a book called ‘Soul Pairs’. At first, I thought it was just some non-fiction dating guide… and then I started noticing her reading it over… and over and over. She would finish it and then restart it. Then, one night, I heard her chanting. At first, I thought she was talking in her sleep, and then I listened closely and heard her repeating strange mantras. She was ‘calling for her soul guide’. When she was out the next day, I crept into her room and picked up that copy of that book. I started reading it and soon realized it was a weird cultish religion.

“Oh, Genevieve,” I groaned. There were some weird things in that book, like the ‘blood bath’, which involved drawing enough blood to turn the bathwater crimson red, and then bathing in it, along with the blood of three different animals: a rabbit, a pig, and a fox. The fox blood had to be special ordered online.

It was all quite creepy. The book claimed that, if done enough, Genevieve would be able to talk to spirit guides.

Anyway, this went on for a few months, and then she moved onto a ‘crystal-based’ religion. Within a few months, the suite was filled with various crystals, all apparently with their own special power. Genevieve would lay on the floor with crystals all over her body. She would claim she could feel the vibrating. She would ask the crystals, “Make me more in tune with people’s feelings,” and, “Increase my creativity.”

I don’t know; it wasn’t my thing.

I had a feeling it was just a phase—and I was right. After a few months, the crystals stopped being used, and soon after that, she sold most of them online.

Genevieve was looking for something. I can’t say that I know what, but her soul seemed to feel like it was missing something, and she was using these fad religions to try and fill that void.

So I wasn’t at all surprised one day when she came home with a whole stack of old-looking books—some so tattered at the spine, they looked as though they were being held together only by a few fibres. I caught a glimpse of a pentagram as she moved towards her bedroom, and I had a feeling that her new ‘religion’ was going to be a little bit more intense than the ones that came before it.
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That evening, the air in our small basement suite felt charged, almost electric. Genevieve had set up a makeshift altar in the den, the space that had once housed her meditation setup now transformed into a hub of black candles, herbs, and an assortment of strange talismans.

I couldn’t tell you where she got any of it, but suddenly, she had all of it.

The tattered books she'd brought home lay scattered about, their spines cracked, pages yellowing with age. Titles like "The Witches' Book of the Dead" and "Practical Magic" were prominently displayed, their covers apparently promising mysteries of the unseen world.

Everything, of course, had a pentagram on it, which seemed a bit gimmicky to me at first, but I suppose all Christian things have crosses on them…

I watched as she carefully arranged the candles in a circle, each flame flickering orange and red. She had always been meticulous, but there was a new intensity in her movements, as if she were channeling energy from somewhere deep within. With each item she placed on the altar, I felt a bit more concerned.

I wasn’t deeply christian by any means, but this witchcraft stuff made me nervous. I’d seen The Exorcist enough times to know not to get involved in anything like this. I never liked Ouija Boards or Tarot Cards…

“What are you doing?” I finally asked, leaning against the doorway, arms crossed defensively.

Genevieve turned, her freckled cheeks flushed with excitement. “I’m trying to connect with the elements, to see what energies are around us.” Her eyes sparkled, filled with a fervour I hadn't seen in a long time… since the beginning of the last big fad religion. “It’s about intention, you know? Setting your mind to harness what you want.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And what exactly do you want to harness? I don’t want any demons in our house.”

She shrugged, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. “Maybe clarity? Maybe just a sense of belonging. This feels… right. Like I’m tapping into something ancient. You know, before our people were forced to become christians, they were pagans.”

“Pagan can mean a lot of things. And what do you mean, our people?” My grandparents were from Italy. I was pretty sure hers were from Poland.

I couldn’t help but feel skeptical. The last couple of years had been a whirlwind of phases, each one more bizarre than the last. “Do you really think this is the answer?” I asked, trying to mask my worry. I definitely didn’t want her to know that I was a bit scared of this sort of thing.

Genevieve waved her hand dismissively. “Just wait. You might find it interesting.” She turned back to the altar, retrieving a bundle of dried herbs from one of the books—a mix of sage, rosemary, and something that smelled sweet and earthy. She set the herbs alight, and a thin plume of smoke curled into the air. I had to admit that it was a cool-looking smoke plume, swirling and snaking around in neat shapes. There was something mesmerizing about it, but that didn’t mean that I was in any way believing in any of this.

As the smoke wafted around her, she began to chant softly, words I couldn’t quite make out. The rhythm was hypnotic. I had no idea where she learned this ‘chant’. I had a feeling she’d been researching this new fad for a while already; that was usually the case before she went full-send like she was doing now.

“Genevieve, what are you saying?” I whispered, the room suddenly feeling heavier.

“Invocations,” she replied, her eyes closed, completely lost in the moment. “I’m inviting the spirits of the earth to guide me. I want to understand them, to learn.”

“Remember, I said no demons,” I said with a small nervous laugh.

The atmosphere thickened, and I almost felt like the shadows in the room were shifting, responding to her call. I knew they weren’t, of course. I knew that it was just my nervousness manifesting into little hallucinations.

It was unsettling but oddly captivating. I stood there, watching as she poured salt in a line around the candles: protection, she called it. Protection from what? Why did we need protected? Nothing had ever tried to hurt us before; was something going to try to hurt us now?

The meticulous nature of her actions reminded me of how she used to pray, back when she believed in the Christian God. I could remember going to her house for dinners (our parents were on the same curling team), and she would look so serious and devote whenever they prayed before meals. I never understood why she didn’t just stick to that faith; it seemed to suit her.

As she continued, I noticed something change in her. The confident sparkle in her eyes was replaced by a more intense gaze, one that seemed… intense in a way that made me nervous. I didn’t like this witchcraft stuff. She reached for a small vial filled with a deep red liquid, the label reading “Blood of the Rose.” She held it delicately, as if it were a precious relic.

“Genevieve, that’s a bit much, isn’t it?” I ventured, my heart racing at the thought of where this could lead. I couldn’t help but remember her bathing in the blood of three different animals. The bathroom smelled like a slaughterhouse for days after that.

“Just trust me,” she replied, her voice now almost a whisper. “This is about finding the truth of who I am. I need to do this.”

With every new religious venture Genevieve undertook, there was always that same confidence. She was always so sure of her new beliefs.

With a deep breath, she opened the vial and poured a few drops onto the altar, the red liquid pooling next to the candles. I could feel the temperature in the room shift, the air thickening with something I couldn’t quite place. A chill crawled up my spine as she began to sway gently, lost in her invocation.

“Genevieve…” I started again, but the words caught in my throat. This was a side of her I hadn’t seen in a long time—passionate, determined, and perhaps a little dangerous, if there was any merit to any of this nonsense.

The candles flickered wildly, shadows dancing on the walls. There were moments those shadows looked like ghouls creeping towards us. “I don’t like this,” I said, even though it was an admission that I was scared.

Deep down, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this new path could lead her somewhere she might not want to go.

Suddenly, the room was silent. My heart was racing. I stepped back a few steps, and then I shook my head. “Genevieve, cut this stuff out, alright?”

She didn’t look back at me. She wasn’t moving.

“Genevieve, I mean it.”

Still, she wasn’t moving. My heart leaped. Sweat began to form on the back of my neck. “Genevieve!” I snapped.

Then she turned her head slowly to me, eyes lethargic as if she was channelling some crossed-over spirit. She stared at me with that blank look.

“Stop it,” I said.

She kept staring at me before rising up slowly. I was about ready to sprint out of our suite when she suddenly burst into a fit of laughter. “Oh man! I got you so good!” she said.

I let out a sigh of relief. “Cut it out. You’re not funny,” I said.

“Oh. Come on Trey. Laugh a little. It was just a joke.”

“I’m not laughing. I don’t like this stuff.”

“You’re being a spaz,” she said. “It’s not like that. It’s all about connecting with the earth, and with good spirits, and banishing bad spirits.”

I gazed over at one of her thick ancient tomes. “That literally says Black Magic Spells.” It was written on the book.

She blushed. “There is that too. I haven’t explored it yet. I’m just borrowing these from a friend. They’re very old and very valuable, so do me a favour and don’t mess around with them. I get that you don’t like them, but they’re expensive and they aren’t mine and I’d rather not have to replace them. They’re not going to hurt you, Trey. They’re just books.”

“Can’t you just make your weird pentagram circles… at a park somewhere? Or in the school basement like the goth kids used to do at school?”

She rolled her eyes. “You know, I bet you’ll be into this with me before the end of the month—once you see what it can do.”

“I want nothing to do with it,” I said, shaking my head defiantly. “I don’t want anything to do with that witch stuff.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being in tune with the spirits of the earth.”

I bit my tongue, trying not to cringe. This new fad was going to make a lot of people think that she was a weirdo. I could still remember that phone call I got from her mom the year before. “I’m worried that my daughter is joining a cult,” she said to me. “Please talk some sense into her. She’s not in a cult, right?”

I still think she was in a cult, but I never admitted it.

Now, this was all seeming very familiar. Classic Genevieve. I was no missionary—or even a big religious advocate—but I really just wished that she would find the Bible again and go back to being the sweet little catholic girl I went to high-school with. I was afraid of where these fads would take her—especially this one, which seemed to deal with ghosts and ghouls and demons.
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Ididn’t exactly get used to the incantations over the next week. It didn’t help that Genevieve would practice her ‘magic’ at 3:00 AM, when, supposedly, magic was stronger. I would wake up to hums and chants—and sometimes loud cries that made me spring out from my bed. But Genevieve was always fine; the ‘screams’ were just part of her spells.

When she told me that her brother was coming to visit for the first time in six years, I was a bit nervous for her. I helped her set up a little bed in the corner of our den, near her floor pentagram. Then, I said, “Maybe… just while your brother is here… you could put some of this stuff away.”

“Why?” she asked.

I paused before answering, not wanting to offend her. “It might just be a lot for your brother to take in. I mean—he’s still pretty catholic, right?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah. But it’s fine. He won’t care.”

“Does he know that you’re a, uh… witch?” I didn’t even like saying it: witch. It sounded so cringe, like we were playing Dungeons & Dragons. But this wasn’t a role-playing game; this was her life. “I just don’t want you to, uh…”

“What?” She said.

I didn’t want to say ‘feel embarrassed’, because I didn’t want her thinking that I thought her new interest was embarrassing… but it was.

I bit my tongue and said, “I just don’t want you to have any tension between you and your brother.”

“It’s fine,” she said, waving me off. “He’ll be fine with it.”

But he wasn’t. He turned pale when he saw her big red pentagram. He wouldn’t go near it. His fiancee, who had come with him, wouldn’t even go into that den. They ended up going to sleep in a hotel, and then their five-day visit turned into a two-day visit when her brother suddenly said, “You know, we actually have a lot to get done back home, so we’re going to take off early.” It didn’t help that Genevieve insisted they sit down on the couch on their first night in town, so that she could waft incense over them while chanting ‘protection spells’. They looked so horribly uncomfortable. And I felt so awful for Genevieve. This nonsense was ruining her life, and she had no idea.

I thought that the failed brother visit would snap some sense into her… but it didn’t; she continued with her absurd spells and incantations—and then she even started making potions in a small cauldron—and my God, those potions smelled awful.

Well, maybe I was part of the problem; maybe I was an enabler, like those parents who buy their junkie kids drugs, hoping it will stop their kids from turning to bad means of procuring drugs. I often let Genevieve cast her ‘protection spells’ on me. I let her wave her hands over my head, and sometimes I would even repeat her spells if she asked me to. I even sipped a few of her potions.

And worse, I would always lie to her the next day when she asked, “Do you feel better? Do you feel more energized? Do you feel happier?”. I would nod my head and smile, and I would say, “Totally.” It’s probably should have told her the truth and said, “This crap doesn’t work, Genevieve.”

Because it didn’t work…

At least that’s what I thought, until one night, when Genevieve had a few of her new ‘witch friends’ over for drinks.

They had met on some website for witches. They were all female, but not the kind you’re excited to spend time with. They were quite obese. They wore clothes that were just far too tight for their plump bodies. They wore fishnets and black makeup, and their faces were heavily pierced, and some had strangely dyed hair—fried from bleach damage.

Genevieve invited me over to have drinks with them. She introduced them. Their names were fake: Storm, Mist Moon, Fire Tongue, Immortal Destiny. One girl told me her name was Uncle Laura; it was hard not to laugh when I realized that she was serious.

I had a drink with them… and then another. They took turns telling stories, which were all obviously fake. I was actually quite hopeful that the nonsense would shake some sense back into Genevieve. Immortal Destiny told us all a story about being trapped in the Shadow Realm for three months (she claimed this really happened), and she had to battle the spirit of Adolf Hitler in order to escape. “I banished him to a deeper circle of hell, so no one will have to deal with his spirit for at least another ten thousand years.”

I don’t know how I managed to keep a straight face. I was actually looking forward to telling my friends about this insanity. I was actually looking forward to having these stories to tell at parties for years.

It was around midnight when Mist Moon looked at me and said, “You think this is funny, don’t you?”

I guess I let a laugh slip. “Huh?” I said. “I mean—I just don’t really think you believe any of this yourselves.” I saw Genevieve’s face turn pale—but I was a few drinks deep and couldn’t quite control what I said. “It’s obviously nonsense. Come on… She said she defeated Adolf Hitler in a spirit battle.”

“You’re a non-believer,” Mist Moon said with narrowed eyes.

“If I’m being honest. Yes.”

“But you told me you could feel a difference after all of those empowerment spells,” Genevieve said softly. She looked into my eyes, filling me with a terrible sense of guilt.

“I was being nice,” I said. The liquor was betraying me. I was regretting every word that was coming out from my mouth, but I couldn’t stop myself from speaking.

They all stared at me with annoyed looks, as if I was the reincarnation of their high school bully.

“I’d love to believe this stuff—really. I wish you could prove to me that it was real,” I said.

“What would make you think this is real?” asked Fire Tongue, whose name was probably Amanda.

“I don’t know… Make the walls change colour.”

“That’s it?” Fire Tongue said. Then, she closed her eyes and raised her hands up. The other witches did the same thing. Then, Fire Tongue started talking in what I think was Latin. There was a long silence, and then they all lowered their hands. The walls had not changed colours.

I laughed.

“It doesn’t happen instantly,” Fire Tongue said. “Wait a few days, or a few weeks, and the powers of the universe will have the wall colours changed.”

“So you’ll wait until I’m out of the house one day, and you will come in and paint the walls? Do something… impossibly specific—something unmistakable. Make it snow. It hasn’t snowed in August before here. Make Soundgarden start performing again, with a new singer. I don’t know—turn that guy that just moved in next door into a girl. Something crazy. Something that I have to believe.”

After a moment of annoyed silence, they did it again: raising their hands up and chanting in Latin.

But, of course, nothing happened. I laughed again. Then, I stood up and started walking away. “I’m sorry, Genevieve. This is just nonsense. You’ve gotten into a lot of weird nonsense before—but never quite like this.”

She looked so embarrassed, and I felt so bad—but in my drunken state, I couldn’t seem to help myself.
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The morning was awkward. I was in the kitchen sipping coffee and trying to make the headache go away when Genevieve walked into the room. She eyed me for a moment and then looked away sheepishly.

“I’m sorry about last night,” I said.

But she didn’t answer. She went about the business of making her breakfast.

“Really, Genevieve,” I said. “I didn’t mean to be a dick last night. I just couldn’t really help myself; I had too much to drink.”

“It’s fine, Trey,” she said without looking at me.

“I feel bad about it. I’m happy that you have something that you enjoy. Who cares what I think, right? Don’t worry about what other people think. Just do your thing.”

“You’re right,” she said.

“I think you should be a witch if you want to be a witch.”

“No—you’re right about it being nonsense. None of my spells have worked. None of this stuff works. I don’t know why I’ve wasted so much time with it. It’s just… stupid.”

A part of me wanted to jump up and down and cheer. Another part of me felt like absolute dog shit. She deserved to be happy—and she was happier as a witch than now, feeling like an idiot.

“I mean…” I said. “You saw those girls, right? That girl said she battled Hitler in another dimension.”

“Another realm,” Genevieve corrected me. Then she groaned and turned away from me, realizing how stupid it all was. “You’re right, Trey. Maybe I just need to… go back to church. Maybe that’s where I belong.”

“It’s worth looking into,” I said, hopeful.

She still wouldn’t look at me for more than a split-second. I’d embarrassed her—and I’d admitted to her that I’d lied to her for weeks. How could she even trust me now?

I didn’t see Genevieve for the rest of that day. But when I came home from work, the house had been cleaned up. The pentagram was gone, and so were the ancient witchcraft books. I walked around the house. I found all of that stuff stashed deep in the back of the cleaning closet. Better would have been the trash, but the cleaning closet was a step in the right direction.

I breathed in the air, which now smelled like an ocean-scented candle, and not like strange incense. There was no longer a cauldron in her bedroom. All of that super-black makeup had been cleaned up in the bathroom. Now, the vanity was nice and clean and tidy. “This is better,” I said aloud to myself.

And so I relaxed.

I sat on the couch, and then a voice made me jump. “All done,” a strange man said to me. He was wearing paint-stained overalls and a white cotton cap. I sprung to my feet. “What are you doing?”

“We just finished painting the basement,” he said, as another man came up from that basement, where we had been hanging out with the witch girls.

“Why?” I asked.

I assumed those witch girls had hired the painters—and then the front door opened and my landlord stepped in. He paused when he saw me. His cheeks turned red. “Sorry, Trey,” he said. “I thought you were at work.”

“No. I’m here. What’s going on?”

“We finally got the basement painted,” he said.

I paused. “Why? What do you mean, finally?”

“I sent you a message earlier this month,” he said. “Didn’t you get it? It was just about coming in to fix a few things in your place. The walls down there really needed a new coat of paint. We went with a different colour. I hope you don’t mind. A nice soft yellow.”

“O—Okay,” I said, watching the painters leave with their yellowed brushes and empty yellow buckets.

It was just a coincidence, of course. I didn’t get my landlord’s message—I checked that night in my spam folder, but it wasn’t there.

But an email did come in the next morning—an email that was just… impossible. “Just announced: Soundgarden Reunion Tour.”

“No,” I said, clicking the email. “This is impossible. It’s fake. Chris Cornell is dead.” I clicked the link.

‘Soundgarden will be going on tour with new singer, Michael Tenenbaum. Rage Against the Machine will be the opening. More details to come!’

“No,” I said aloud. ‘This is just impossible. It can’t be real.”

The yellow walls… the Soundgarden reunion. Was this just a coincidence? If it was, it was the biggest coincidence ever.

I was speechless. I wanted to tell Genevieve when she came into the room later, but I was afraid that the announcement would push her back into witchcraft. I didn’t want her showing interest in that crap again… but I felt like I needed to tell someone about this insane coincidence. Who could I tell?

I met up with a friend who I hadn’t seen in a few months. “It’s good to see you buddy,” he said, giving me a high-five. We ordered some drinks at a bar, and then I got right to telling him about the craziness with Genevieve. “These witch girls… they seemed so ridiculous. But they cast these spells—and the shit is actually coming true.”

I explained the ‘coincidences’ to him, but he was far from convinced. “Coincidences happen, man,” he said. “Maybe you saw some tabloid rumour about a Soundgarden concert. Maybe you did get the email about the wall painting—and that stuff was just in your subconscious.”

“Yeah. Maybe,” I said. “But what about the snow in August thing?” I took out my phone and checked the forecast. “It’s not in the forecast. Was that in my subconscious too?”

“It didn’t happen,” he said bluntly. “If that happens, then you might have something here.” He laughed and we had our drinks, and then we got to talking about other things.

It was 4:00 AM the next morning when I woke up to a buzzing. My phone was lit up. My friend was messaging me: a photo, taken from his bedroom window. “Dude,” he wrote. “It’s fucking snowing!”

I stared at the picture; it looked like his camera flash reflecting off of dust particles… so I went to my own window and looked out.

It was indeed snowing. And it kept snowing for about an hour before it finally stopped. An hour later, it was melted. Had my friend not woken me up, I would have never known.

It was only 6:00 AM when I went outside to try to get a picture of some of the snow on the ground. There was almost nothing left: just a few light patches, which looked more like frost than anything—but I knew it was snow. I heard a door opening nearby, so I looked up, towards the neighbour’s yard.

There, taking out the trash was the new neighbour: a young man—about twenty—who lived alone. I smiled and waved. He smiled back before heading back inside.

Then, I remembered that other challenge that I put to the witches: turning him into a girl.

I really don’t know why I suggested it to the witches; it was just the most absurd, impossible thing I could think of: physically changing a person into something else. It was literally impossible. A band reuniting with a new singer was possible. Snow in August was unlikely, but possible. Walls get painted all the time. But a man transforming into a woman—that can’t happen.

And now, he was still a man.

Even still, the string of coincidences was enough to have me believing that there was something to this witchcraft stuff: more that I really wanted to admit. And I definitely wasn’t going to tell Genevieve about the morning snowfall.

I could never tell her any of this. I couldn’t have her running back to witchcraft. Genevieve had just started going back to church, and she was rediscovering her christianity… slowly. She seemed much more level-headed, much more in her comfort zone. If she knew that those creepy Latin spells had actually worked…

I tried to convince myself that they were just coincidences. I tried to forget all about that curious night of witchcraft. I just wanted to move past it and pretend like it never happened.

But my friend was now interested. He showed up one day while Genevieve was in the kitchen, cooking dinner. “Hey man,” he said.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“I was just in the area, and, uh… I was wondering if Genevieve still had those witch books kicking around.”

I stepped out and closed the door so that Genevieve wouldn’t hear. I didn’t want her getting a renewed interest in witchcraft—and I didn’t want her knowing that I was telling people about that embarrassing episode in her life.

“I, uh, don’t really think she has any of that stuff. She threw it all out.”

“Really?” he said. “Maybe I can go in and ask her. I saw her in the window.” He started to move past me, but I stopped him.

“Why do you even want it? Aren’t you a Christian?”

“Yeah, but… I think it’s interesting. I just want to check it out.”

“No,” I said. “Um—I mean… I think the books are actually in a closet. I can grab them for you. Just wait here, okay? And, uh, don’t mention any of this stuff to Genevieve, alright? She’s a bit embarrassed about it all.”

“Okay, man. Whatever,” he said.

I went to get those books. I moved quietly—but quickly. I broke a bit of a sweat as I rushed past the kitchen carrying those books, knowing one glance over would get me into trouble. But she didn’t notice. I got the books to my buddy, and he smiled.

“I appreciate this,” he said. “Wow. These are old.”

“Yeah, and they’re apparently valuable, so be careful with them, okay? Bring them back to me—actually, scratch that. I’ll pick them up from you in a week, alright?”

“Sure thing, Trey. I appreciate this.

As he was walking away, I stopped him. “Just don’t get too into this stuff, alright? It’s really… creepy.”

“I just want to check it out,” he said. “Quit being so paranoid, Trey. It’s not going to kill me.”

My spine tingled. I didn’t like this at all. But I couldn’t blame him for being interested; that string of coincidences even had my curiosity piqued, but I was trying not to cave to my urges to investigate any further. I didn’t want to open my life up to demons or ghosts. I liked my life the way it was: demon-free. I didn’t need ‘protection spells’ to feel safe. I didn’t need ‘energizing potions’ to feel energized; I had coffee for that.
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Later that evening, Genevieve’s old friend came for a four-day visit. She brought her little white dog with her. The little bugger kept biting at my ankles and shredding our couch pillows—not to mention the pissing on every rug in the house.

Two days into her stay at our house, there was a knock at my door. I peeked out the window and saw the Amazon delivery truck. I hadn’t ordered anything, but maybe Genevieve had, so I went to the door to receive the package.

I should have looked at the box before taking it inside. But it was too late; by the time I looked at the name on the box, the driver was gone. The address was correct, but the name was wrong.

I didn’t recognize the name: Gerald Perkins. But it was indeed our address.

I went to look up Gerald on Facebook, so I could let him know I had his package. I figured that would be easier than contacting Amazon and letting them know that there had been an error. As Facebook was loading, I heard a growling. I looked over and saw that shitty dog ripping that package into bits.

“No!” I cried, and I rushed over to pull the box away from him. He had a good hold on it. I pulled hard. “Let go, you little shit!” It’s worth pointing out that I was home alone with the dog while Genevieve and her friend were at the mall. “Let go of it!”

Finally, he let go. The package burst open and red and black lingerie went flying everywhere.

“Shit,” I groaned.

I picked it all up and brought it over to the table. Then, I saw the loaded Facebook profile now on my laptop screen. I knew the man: it was my new next door neighbour.

I paused, looking down at the lingerie. As far as I knew, he didn’t have a girlfriend… No women ever came or went. But obviously there was a woman in his life, because he’d apparently ordered a load of women’s clothing.

He’d just messed his address up by a single number. Accidents happen.

I found an old Amazon box and put the lingerie into it. I got some packing tape and carefully closed it so that it would look untouched. I peeled the label off the old box and put it on the new one, and then I walked the box over to Gerald’s house.

It was a minute before he answered the door. As the door opened, the smell of perfume hit me instantly. But it wasn’t a woman answering. It was Gerald, looking at me with a smile. “Hey. What’s going on?”

He looked even younger up close. It was my understanding that he had started some app building company while still in high-school, and now he had some decent self-made wealth. “Hi there. I, uh, think this is your package. It came to my house twenty minutes ago.”

In an instant, Gerald’s face turned from rosy to pale. He said nothing. His gaze slowly tracked down to the package and then back up to me. “Are you sure that’s mine?”

“You’re Gerald Perkins, right? Sorry, I looked you up on Facebook and recognized you.”

He took the box from me quickly, still pale. “Thanks for this,” he said. “I need to make sure I put my address in right on Amazon. I’m, uh, expecting some other things too. Just let me know if you get anything else.”

“Sure thing,” I said.

He smiled and closed the door on me. I went back to my place, heart racing. As I walked in, I saw that little white dog chewing on what I thought was a bone. I hadn’t given him a bone. Now, I was worried that it was one of the steaks from the fridge. Maybe he got in there somehow.

I went closer and saw that he was chewing on a long, thick, white dildo, still in some of its plastic wrapper. I gasped.

It must have been in that package. I snatched it away from him. It was huge. It was almost eleven inches long.

I took it to the trash and buried it deep, not wanting Genevieve to find it and think that it was mine.

I blushed all over. Why was Gerald buying lingerie and dildos?

Of course I couldn’t help but think about the spell that those witches had supposedly cast on him. I challenged them to do it: to turn my new neighbour, Gerald, into a woman. I never considered the possibility of them turning him into a woman-identifying transgender.

“Fuck,” I whispered. What had I done to that poor guy?
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I tried to remain positive; I tried to convince myself that Gerald was in some relationship that I just didn’t know about. I mean—it’s not like I sat by the window day and night and watched his house constantly. Maybe he did have a girlfriend coming by every so often—or maybe he just kept his dating life outside of the house.

Well, over the next few days, I found myself by the window a lot more often: often peering over at his house whenever lights went on in certain rooms. I couldn’t help but notice that his curtains were closed a whole lot more than they used to be. I used to be able to see a nice painting of the mountains through his living room window—but now those curtains were almost always closed.

And his bedroom window almost looked backed out, as if covered with black cardboard or a thick sheet. Maybe he just got blackout curtains to get a better sleep… or maybe he was doing something in there that he didn’t want anyone knowing about.

Over the coming days, Amazon delivery drivers came and went, dropping packages off at his door. He was always quick to snap them up, taking them inside like a spider pulling an unsuspecting ant into its lair.

A dreadful guilt churned inside of me. Did I do this to him? Did I convince those witches to make him into a crossdresser? Did Gerald suddenly think that he was a girl trapped in the body of a man?

Was it my fault? No—I didn’t cast the spell. And I wouldn’t have suggested the witches cast the spell if I thought there was any chance that it might work; I would never do that to a person.

I kept having nightmares about Gerald, in which he was going out into public dressed as a girl. And in those nightmares, he looked so absurd; his clothes fit so badly, and his makeup was so smeared and smudged. People would point and laugh, and I would feel all of his anxiety and dread. Oh God, why did I do this to him? He seemed like a nice guy. He was talented and hard-working—and now he was cursed by witches!

I started to wonder if I could possibly find Genevieve’s old witch friend and apologize so that they would undo their spells—particularly turning Gerald into a woman.

I kept convincing myself that Gerald was still himself. I kept convincing myself that the lingerie was bought for someone else—or maybe it was bought as a joke. Maybe he was pulling some prank on some old friend. I didn’t know Gerald at all. I knew nothing about him. Maybe he had a good sense of humour.

Then, one night, I saw him. It was late and I couldn’t sleep. I’d been tossing and turning in my bed, still thinking about the possibility that magic is real, when I heard a door close. It was a hot night, so my window was open. I recognized the rattle of Gerald’s back screen door. I sat up, not turning on my light, and I peered out into Gerald’s backyard. There, I saw a woman stepping out. It took a few seconds before I realized the woman was Gerald—and the realization came when I recognized the red lacy one-piece she was wearing (I had to pull it out from that dog’s mouth).

Now, Gerald, all shaved and wearing a wig and makeup and lingerie, was leaning against his deck railing. He held his phone out and snapped a few selfies before sheepishly looking around and retreating back into his house, back behind the safety of closed curtains.

At first, I tried to convince myself it wasn’t him, but a girlfriend. But I knew it was him. I could recognize him through the makeup and the wig. Gerald had a number of tattoos, which were obvious giveaways. It seemed hard to believe that his hypothetical girlfriend had not one, but many matching tattoos.

Gerald was a crossdresser.

It was my fault.

I turned Gerald into a crossdresser.

Oh God! The guilt was so intense. I felt like a murderer. I felt like I was responsible for the future destruction of Gerald’s social life, of his good reputation. I only pitched his gender-change as a joke: a completely random idea that I picked out of thin air. I only said it because it was so random and stupid!

I had to fix this…

But there was a small sense of relief that came about thirty minutes later when I heard that squeaky screen door rattle against the vinyl siding of the house. I peered out again and saw him again—or maybe I should say her. Now, she was getting more selfies with her phone. She’d fixed her hair a bit and tweaked her makeup. Maybe she was taking pictures for some dating profile, or maybe just a social media page for her new feminine identity. She’d flicked on her porch light, so I could see her better—and the relief came as I saw that she actually looked kind of like a girl.

Maybe it’s weird to call that a ‘relief’, but it sure came as a big relief. All of those nightmares that I had, where Gerald looked like the Incredible Hulk in a dress, were no longer at the front of my mind. Gerald actually passed as a chick. If he were to go out, most people probably wouldn’t pause and take a second look. People weren’t going to be taking photos when he wasn’t looking and sending them to his friends. He wasn’t going to be a total laughing stock…

But his reputation was still in danger.

I had no idea how far he was going to take this. He was taking selfies for something… or someone.

I didn’t want him to come out to his friends and family, especially if this wasn’t a decision that he was making by himself. He was just doing this because of a witch’s spell—not because he had ever actually wanted to be a woman.

I watched for another moment as the feminized Gerald brushed her hair away from her eyes and smiled cutely for a picture.

I did have to admit that she was pretty cute. I mean—she had the type of feminine proportions that I typically liked in a girl. I knew Gerald was a smaller guy, but I never realized he was so petite. He had long legs and a curvy figure, with a thin waist. He fit into the little lingerie dress that he was now wearing. He was flat-chested, but I’d always like girls with small tits⁠—

I shook my head. Where were these thoughts coming from? Why was I looking Gerald up and down as if he was a real girl? I had to remind myself that he was a guy, and he was under a witch’s spell.
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Mist Moon wasn’t hard to find. There weren’t many people in the city with the same name on Facebook.

I couldn’t message her until she accepted my friend request, so I waited, impatiently, worried that each passing hour was one hour closer to the total destruction of Gerald’s masculinity. I was worried that he wouldn’t be able to undo what he was potentially doing to himself. I’d done some research into female hormones that morning, and I saw that certain changes can’t be undone without surgeries—and there was a possibility of him being infertile for his whole life… assuming he was taking hormone pills.

If he was truly ‘turning into a woman’, then surely he was taking those pills. They weren’t hard to acquire; they could be bought online for fairly cheap.

But it was the damage to his social reputation that I was worried about. Maybe he had conservative parents who would die if they found out their son was transitioning. Maybe he had friends who didn’t approve of that kind of thing. After all, I remembered seeing crosses on his walls… before he started keeping his curtains closed.

It took a few days before Mist Moon approved of my friend request. She messaged me before I could message her. “Did you add me just so that you could make fun of me again?”

I was quick to reply, wanting to make sure I got my bit in before she unfriended me and blocked me. “I actually wanted to say sorry for that night,” I wrote to her. “I had a bit too much to drink and I said things that I didn’t mean.”

“Alcohol doesn’t make us lie,” she said back. “It brings out the truth. Plus, while you were out of the room earlier that night, we put a truth hex on your drink before you came back and drank it—so you had no choice but to tell the truth.”

My instinct was to roll my eyes and tell her that she sounded absolutely nuts… but I’d witnessed too much impossibleness over the past few weeks; I had to challenge myself to take her seriously. “Well I have to hand it to you,” I wrote. “It really worked. I guess you’re right; I was telling the truth; I didn’t believe in any of that stuff. But maybe I’m starting to, and I just want to say sorry for being so ignorant.”

It took a while before she replied. I was afraid that she was going to screenshot my messages and send them to Genevieve, to ask her if my apology was genuine or not. I hadn’t mentioned the witchcraft stuff to Genevieve since the morning after those spells were cast. I didn’t want to talk to her about it.

Now, Genevieve was going to church regularly. She had started to dress more normally—no more goth clothes, no more fishnets out of the house, no more pitch-black eye makeup. She’d been seeing her family more often, which seemed to be making her happier. She had even reached out to her brother, and now her brother and his fiancee were planning to make another trip out. This time, they weren’t going to be asked to sleep next to a pentagram that had possibly been drawn with the blood of some animal.

Her life was better. Maybe me making a stink at her little party had saved her.

Now, I needed to save Gerald.

“Apology accepted,” she wrote to me.

Now, I needed to think of a way to ask her to undo the spell she concocted in our basement. I felt embarrassed even entertaining this sort of business—but I’d seen what this ‘magic’ could do, and if it could create a mess like then, then maybe it could undo it too.

It was my only real hope.

“I was wondering if you could maybe just quickly undo one of the spells you cast,” I wrote to her. “Maybe we can meet up and I’ll buy you a drink and you can just quickly undo a spell.” I was trying to keep it sounding casual; I was afraid of sounding desperate, making her think that I was only apologizing because I wanted a favour in return.

Sadly, I didn’t get far with Mist Moon. She replied with laughing-face emojis, and then she said, “I had a feeling you just want to beg us to help you. So sorry, Trey. We aren’t undoing that hex we put on you. But don’t worry, it’s only temporary. It will fade after a year. We only put it on you to teach you a lesson, and something tells me you haven’t learned it yet.”

“What hex?” I wrote back to her, but it was too late. Her profile vanished; I’d been blocked. I guess I really offended those girls that night.

But what hex were they talking about? I knew that she put a ‘curse’ on Gerald—but not on me. And what even is a hex? I had to look it up. I ended up scouring the internet all night, trying to find information from a ‘reputable’ source. And by reputable, I mean reputable within the witching community. Of course, there was plenty of content written about hexes in Harry Potter and whatnot—but I needed to find out what a hex was in the context of real witchcraft.

Then, I remembered those books; the ones that I gave to my friend. I remembered seeing them in front of the girls on that night. The Latin spell she chanted was probably written in that book. And I just happened to to have an app on my phone that could take a picture of a page in a book and translate it into English.

So next, I needed to retrieve those books. Maybe there was a hex on me, but it could probably be undone. More importantly, I needed to undo the spell that had been cast on Gerald before it was too late. The hex on me wasn’t important; they probably just made me repulsive to women or something petty. I would survive without being attractive to girls for a year. Gerald needed my help now.
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Getting the books back was easy enough. I simply told my friend that Genevieve had borrowed them, and the owner of the books was asking for them back. When I went to pick the books up, my friend had a peculiarly pale countenance. He handed me the books without saying anything.

“Is everything alright?” I asked.

He stared at me for a long moment, as if he was trying to think of how to answer me, and then he said, “I’m really not sure you would believe me if I told you.”

“What? What is it?” I asked.

“These books…” he said. “Maybe I’m crazy—but I don’t think we should be messing with them. I don’t think it’s our business to meddle with the world like this.”

“I agree,” I told him. I could still see that nervous sort of look on his face. “Why? What happened?”

“Like I said… You wouldn’t believe me. Just take the books, Trey. Pretend you never gave them to me.”

“What happened, man?”

“Just take them.”

“Tell me what happened.”

He sighed. He looked around, as if to make sure there was nobody around to hear. Then, his cheeks turned red and he bit his lip. “So there’s this girl at work. She started a few weeks ago, and she’s, like… really pretty. Way out of my league. All the guys at work are completely obsessed with her. Anyway… I was using an app to translate one of the spell books there, and I came across a ‘love incantation’. I figured I would just try it out. I followed the instructions, and I… you know, said her name where it said to say the girl’s name. I even, uh… got a bit of her hair for the spell to work. I took it off her hair brush that she left on her desk. The next day… well, I was just sitting at home, and there was a knock at the door.

“I answered the door, and it was her. Her hair was wet and her makeup was smudged from the rain. I let her in, of course. She asked if she could towel off and possibly borrow some dry clothes. She knew where I lived because of the car-pool schedule, and she happened to be in the area when the rain started falling.

“So I was just waiting in my living room when she came out of the bathroom, completely naked. She looked at me for a moment, and then she started begging me to… you know…”

“Have sex with her?” I said.

He nodded his head. He looked around again. “She’s out getting lunch with a friend right now,” he whispered. “She’ll be back soon.”

“So you’re dating? Why aren’t you happy?”

“I’m thrilled,” he said. “But… she won’t leave. I mean—she left to get lunch… but she’s basically moved in. Whenever I go out, she wants to go with me. It was cool and cute at first, but now it’s starting to get a bit weird. She’s completely in love with me. I heard her on the phone with her mom yesterday, saying that we were going to get married and have kids. I—I don’t want her to see these books. I don’t want her to know that this stuff had anything to do with it. And please, Trey, don’t ever tell anyone that I used that spell to win her over.”

Still, he looked nervous and guilty—and a bit exhausted. I felt like I had a good idea of that guilt he was dealing with; I knew what it felt like to be responsible for changing someone’s desires against their will. I knew that terrible uncertainty: not knowing the repercussions of any of this.

“You should undo the spell, man,” I said. “It’s not right to meddle with people’s freewill like that.”

“I know,” he said. “But… I thought about it, and she’s happy, isn’t she? In fact, she’s probably happier now than she was before. Whatever it was that she wanted before—maybe she wasn’t able to have it, or it was a challenge to keep it. But me… She can have me. Think about it. Thanks to me, she has exactly what she wants.”

I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I didn’t like what he was saying, but I couldn’t quite refute it. There was some sense to it, even though it seemed nefarious.

And I found myself thinking a whole lot about what he’d said to me. I thought a lot about that moral dilemma; it really wasn’t quite as black and white as I originally thought it was.
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Iwas flipping through that spell book, looking for a way to reverse incantations, when I found the page my friend had discovered (it was easy to find because he had it dog-eared). I used my phone app to translate it, reading it curiously. It was a surprisingly simple spell. And it came with a warning: ‘Do not use this spell if you aren’t experienced with the intricacies of incantations’. I really didn’t know what that meant.

On the next page was a reversal spell… but only for the love incantation. It was nice to know that it could be undone, for the sake of my friend’s new girlfriend. Hopefully he wouldn’t get too carried away with this false romance.

I heard a small giggle out my bedroom window. I stood up and peered out, seeing Gerald, feminized, dolled up, now sitting on a lawn chair on her deck, watching TikTok videos on her phone. She had a cute smile on her face.

I really did have to admit that she looked like she was enjoying being a ‘woman’. It really did seem like she was calm and happy—and I can’t say that Gerald had always come across as calm and happy. In fact, when I first saw him, I immediately thought that he was a complete stress-case. He was so tense, so nervous… but now, as a girl, she was just vibing.

She was in her element—but maybe it was a fabricated sense of calm. Maybe she was just under a spell, and the happiness wasn’t genuine.

That raised some interesting moral questions; what is genuine happiness? If the spell was making her happy, was it really so bad? Maybe it was a good thing. Maybe Gerald had been struggling to feel comfortable with his identity—and maybe that wasn’t the case anymore, thanks to that spell.

Would it be mean to undo the spell and put her back into her state of usual stress?

Now, she was wearing a little bikini, covering her flat chest. Her long legs were a soft shade of peach in that late-August sunshine. Her toes were painted pink.

She just looked so calm, cute, and happy.

And there really was a certain allure to her. My initial fears with her spellbound feminization were that she would be forever outcast and unwanted, but it was hard to imagine that scenario now. In fact, I was almost sure that she would easily find many men who would want her badly despite her biological reality.

I stopped flipping through that book. I was no longer sure of what I needed to do. I needed to consider my options, and I needed to really think hard on the philosophy of the conundrum. Did I need to prioritize Gerald’s happiness or her freewill?
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There was another delivery mistake three days later: a box came to my door with my correct address, but this time the name was Grace Perkins. Perkins was Gerald’s last name…

I knew that I should have walked the package over to Gerald’s house, but I was swept away by a tingling curiosity. I decided to open the box. Inside, I found a number of girly outfits: some lingerie, some skirts, some dresses. There was a package of pink lacy panties, and a B-cup bra. There was a vibrating ‘prostate stimulator’, which was shaped like a crooked cock. There was makeup and a set of false lashes.

I taped up the box with packing tape and I walked it over. I knocked, but nobody answered, so I left the box on the doorstep. From my bedroom window, I watched as ‘Grace’ took the box in ten minutes later.

From my estimates, no longer was she known as Gerald. Now, she was Grace. Her feminization was progressing, and it was quite possible that she was too far gone to bring back.

I saw her again later, in her backyard, wearing one of the little dresses that I saw in that box. It was a yellow mini-dress with a faint floral print. It was actually really cute on her, especially with the white stockings she wore, stretched up almost to her knees. She looked so precious as she went about her backyard, pulling weeds around old flowers. She had never taken interest in her garden before, but maybe that feminine interest came with being converted to femininity.

Again: she looked so happy and peaceful, and it seemed totally absurd to take it away from her.

I found myself watching her for a long, long time. There was just something so mesmerizing about her. The name Grace was so fitting, because she really was so graceful—like watching a butterfly flutter through a garden. I heard her humming with girly tones. I heard her giggling at jokes in her head.

My God—if she had been a real woman, I would have probably been in love…

Or did I care?

I’d never considered the idea of being with a trans girl before. As the thought first entered my head, I tried to push it away because it seemed so far out of my comfort zone. But after just a few minutes of considering it, it really didn’t seem so weird. Maybe that was just some preprogrammed prejudice—some leftover feelings from hearing school kids calling wimpy guys ‘girls’. Who would really care if I was with a trans girl? Would I care if someone cared?

And who would even know?

Looking at Grace now… how could you know? She was completely convincing from head to toe. Even bent over, able to see her pink panties from behind, I could barely make out the bulge of her package, which was shaved and stuffed into those lacy undies. I knew biological women who weren’t a fraction as feminine as Grace. Hell—I’d dated some, and that never seemed weird.

I finally managed to look away from Grace when she turned to look towards my window. I jumped out of the way, heart racing, and then I forced myself to move onto other business.

But that night, I had the opportunity to watch her again. This time, she hadn’t been so diligent about keeping her curtains closed. She wasn’t doing anything raunchy or overly private; she was simply on her couch, watching something on her television. I just watched her for a little bit—I know that it sounds so creepy, but the way she was laying on the couch, the way she was smiling… it was so hard to look away.

She really did look happy, and I was still really trying to wrap my head around this whole complicated conundrum.

That night, I went back through that book, using my phone app, and I found a spell that claimed to be a reversal for most common incantations. Was gender-changing a common incantation? The description was vague, but it had potential. Though looking at the peaceful, happy Grace, I wasn’t sure it was right to change her back.

I kept a slip of paper on that page, in case I needed to find it. I decided that I would wait. I would think more about it… and make a decision another time.
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We’ve all done things that we aren’t proud of in our lives. We’ve all acted selfishly at some point, driven by some strong desire to have something, or to experience some experience that just seems out of reach without the help of some selfish behaviour or another.

Okay, I’ll stop being so vague and I’ll admit to you what I did. After watching Grace again the next day, I decided to experiment a little bit with that spell book. I flipped to the page that my friend had left dog-eared, and I took out my phone to translate the words, to ensure that I was about to read the correct spell—and so that I would place the name ‘Grace’ in the correct part of the incantation.

I’m really not proud of what I did. I shouldn’t have messed with that magic. I should have minded my own business and stayed away from those evil spells altogether. I knew that I was opening up a can of moral dilemma. Sure, I would possibly be making her happy—and maybe even happier than she currently was—but it was at the price of her freewill. She would be totally oblivious to any of it. And was that right? If the end result was her happiness, was it justified?

I had to first conduct an ‘operation’: jumping her fence and creeping up to her deck where she had been lounging. I found a single blonde hair on her deck chair, and I took it back to my house, to aid with the spell. Genevieve was out for the night, so I read the spell—but even though I was alone, I made sure to remain quiet.

And I have another confession to make; there was a part of the spell where the spell caster gets to choose the ‘intensity’ of the incarnation. There was an option to make her ‘excited’ about the proposition of romance. There was an option to make her properly ‘in love’, and then there was option to make her ‘insatiably obsessed’. I suppose I figured that I could always reverse the spell later on, so there was no harm in going the extra mile… I read the third paragraph instead of the lite-versions.

It was a moment of weakness. I’d been watching her in the garden, looking so beautiful, so radiant… I just found myself wanting to be with her, to feel her in my arms, to feel her lips against mine. It wasn’t even a sexual desire that have overcome me; it was just an intense desire to share a romance with the prettiest girl I’d ever seen.

So I cast the spell. It began to rain shortly after—and then the rain turned into a wild thunderstorm. Then, there was a power outage, and the whole neighbourhood turned so dark that, when the rainclouds cleared, you could see the Milky Way flowing above the houses.

People were out scooping water out of their window wells. Even I had to mop up some water in our now-yellow basement as it seeped in through cracks in our old foundation.

Then, around 11:00 PM, there was a knock at the door. I assumed it was Genevieve coming home earlier from her date (I saw her house key on the table earlier, and knew she’d forgotten it at home), so I didn’t even check the peephole before throwing the door open.

It wasn’t Genevieve; it was Grace. And she was in a small dress, wig, and makeup. It was the first time I’d seen her up close—and, as far as I knew, it was the first time she’d left her property as a girl.

She had a nervous look on her face: cheeks red. “I hate to do this so late at night,” she said softly. It was the first time I’d heard her feminine voice; it wasn’t totally convincing, but it was cute. “There’s a lot of water in my basement, and I need someone to help move a few things before they get soaked.”

“No problem,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. Of course my heart was racing. Of course I was thinking about the fact that I’d just cast a spell on her, supposedly making her madly in love with me. And no, she was staring into my eyes; that look made my skin tingle all over. I tried not to think too much into it. I did believe in that witch magic, but I wasn’t convinced that I was capable of casting it.

She took me over to her house. Before letting me inside, she turned to me and said, “I know this is super awkward, but… I’m Gerald. I mean—I go by Grace now.” Her face was dark red; I could tell it was the first time she’d come out to anyone.

“Oh. Really?” I said awkward, because I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

She said nothing; there was a frighteningly awkward silence, and then we went into her house. Her house was clean, and it smelled like flowers and vanilla.

She led me to the basement stairs and opened the door. There, I could see six inches of water glimmering on the ground, like a small lake inside of her house. “It’s a lot of water,” she said.

“Wow,” I said.

“There’s two sofa chairs, a couch, and a table,” she said. “The rest I can lift on my own; but the furniture is just too heavy, and if it sits in water overnight, it will be ruined.”

“No problem. Just let me go grab my boots.” I went back to my house, changed into my biggest pair of fishing boots, and I returned to Grace’s lovely home.

We went down together and started with the big couch. She wasn’t very strong, so she struggled to lift her end. She made lots of cute little grunts and groans as we pulled the couch up the stairs to dry land. Then we went back for the rest of the heavy furniture. She really was quite weak, and ended up dropping her side of the sofa chair, splashing herself with water. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yeah. Just wet,” she said.

It took fifteen minutes to get the big stuff out of her basement. I looked over and saw all of the unpacked cardboard boxes sitting in water. “Let’s start hauling that stuff up,” I said.

“I can do that,” she blushed. “I don’t want to burden you.”

“I’m happy to help,” I smiled.

She stared into my eyes.

“Do you mind if I just go and change out of these wet clothes?” she asked.

I shook my head. Now, if you remember the tale my friend told me a few days earlier, then you can guess what happened next. It was ten minutes later when she reappeared, now clad in skimpy red lingerie. She stood there, blushing. The lingerie was so tight that it didn’t even keep her cock inside: that small erection was out, pointing up, as she stood there blushing.

And someone with more willpower than me would have politely rejected her, gone home, and undid that spell… but I wasn’t feeling so strong. Seeing her in that lingerie, presenting herself to me… even her erect cock had me mesmerized.

“You look nice,” I said awkwardly.

“I feel nice too,” she whispered.

I caved completely. I was the progenitor of all of this. I was the one who cast the spell to make her want me like this. Everything that I was doing was so wrong, but I did it anyway. I went over to her and we went to that couch in the living room. I threw her down on it and I mounted her, with her thighs warmly embracing my sides. I felt her body and I pulled down her lingerie top, revealing cute small breasts. I grabbed her nipples and gently massaged them, making her moan.

Nothing else was said. I leaned in and kissed her. Our tongues tied together. Our lips mashed together. After a moment, my erection was slipping into her butthole, which she must have lubricated while she was changing. I plunged deep into her and I thrusted hard. The sounds out of her mouth were amazing—but that guilt never went away inside of my gut.

The more she moaned, the guiltier I felt. When her cock started spurting globs of cum onto her tummy, the guilt reached an awful climax, and I had to force myself to look away—not because I was grossed out—oh no, quite the opposite! I was so enamoured by her that I fell into an awful state of despair, knowing that I was only getting her because I’d cheated nature. I had spat in the face of freewill and I acted so selfishly.

I pulled out before finishing inside of her, and she looked at me with wide, glossy eyes. “What’s the matter?” she asked, half out of breath.

“I—I just… I need to go home,” I said. I left her like that, feeling confused and vulnerable—and maybe that was the worst thing that I did to her. Maybe I should have just finished, made her happy, and then quietly reversed the spell once I was back in my bedroom.

Who was I to play God? Who was I to change the will of a supposedly free person?
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Her lust for me—or I should say, the lust that I bestowed onto her through witchcraft—overwhelmed her. It was late when I heard the door opening to my bedroom. I sat up, thinking Genevieve had come home and was checking in on me—but then I saw a much more petite figure in the doorway. I saw a hint of lace shining through the moonlight. I smelled that unmistakable perfume. She said nothing.

I couldn’t see her face in the darkness, but I could somehow see her nervousness; maybe it was in her body, which was tense, moving slowly towards me, as if she was constantly half-expecting me to angrily reject her. But I couldn’t reject her. I couldn’t turn her away, no matter how hard I tried. I knew it was wrong to let her into my bed… but I wanted her so badly.

We picked up where we left off. I pushed into her, under the covers. I made her moan loudly. I made her clutch at my bed sheets. I pumped into her until I was unloading in her tight hole.

And then we kissed, tongues tying together. She was hard, grinding against me. The feeling of her throbbing shaft was strangely satisfying. I reached down and played with it while we kissed: squeezing it, stroking it, massaging her tip with the tip of my thumb, making her giggle.

Then, she took her cock from me and pushed it into my butt. She penetrated me, and I froze up. She rolled me onto my back and begun thrusting into my body.

I groaned loudly.

She pushed her fingernails into my chest. She thrusted hard, making the whole bed rattle against the wall. I felt every inch of her cock. I felt her veins and her bulbous shaft. I felt her foreskin sliding back and forth.

Then, after ten minutes of blissful euphoria, I felt the wet, warm gushing of cum, spilling deep inside of me.

I knew that it was wrong. I knew that I was deceiving her. I knew the lines between right and wrong had been blurred, and I was a guilty culprit… but I just couldn’t convince myself to stop.

I let her sleep in my bed. Or maybe I made her sleep in my bed. If my witchcraft made her desire me, was it not then my witchcraft making her want to sleep in my bed?

And that again raised the question: was her happiness genuine? She was peacefully snuggled into me, with a little smile on her cute face. But was that real? What were the consequences of that little smile?

Why couldn’t I bring myself to tell her the truth.

In the morning, she was still there, curled up against me like a soft kitten. I ran my fingers through her soft hair. Now, she wasn’t wearing a wig, but her hair had grown long enough to seem feminine. She snuggled her bum back as I played with her hair. Her soft bum made me hard, and my erection made her giggle.

We kissed some more, and then, as she was reaching down to stroke me, I noticed the spell book that I’d left on the desk.

In a moment of confidence—and maybe foolishness—I suddenly said, “I put a spell on you.”

She paused. After a small giggle, she said, “What?”

“I… I used a witch’s spell book to make you fall for me.”

She giggled again, looking at me with a blushing smile. Then, after a long, awkward silence, her look turned from giggling silliness to confusion. “You did what?”

I motioned towards the book. “A friend of mine tried it, and it worked for him. So… So I tried it on you… because I really like you.”

She kept staring at me with that confused look. I showed her the book. I knew I was confessing my guilt and making myself totally vulnerable to scorn and embarrassment, but I needed to be honest with her. I couldn’t stand the thought of using her against her will—if that even was what was happening.

I really didn’t know anymore.

She was pale now. I could tell that she believed my story—though I wasn’t sure she believed in the magic aspect. “They put a spell on you,” I said. “The witches… my roommate’s witch friends. They were here, and I told them to put a spell on you, as a joke, to make you into a woman.”

She just stared at me with that pale face.

“I know it sounds crazy, but… just think about it. Just think about when this all started for you. And think about how you suddenly had feelings for me yesterday—how you were compelled to come over to my house last night.”

“I needed help moving furniture,” she said with a quiet voice.

“Yes, but you came to me!” I said. “You didn’t go to the other neighbours. I mean… just admit that you suddenly had a strong desire to be with me. I did that to you. That was me casting a spell on you—and it wasn’t right. I’m sorry. I will reverse it.”

“I went to your house because I saw you had a flashlight on. The other houses were dark.”

“But just think about it,” I said. “You really wanted to be with me.”

She shuddered with what seemed like disgust. “I really need to go,” she said sheepishly, and she got out of bed, naked, and picked up her little lingerie outfit. She looked around and spotted a shirt and said, “I’m going to borrow that, just to walk home.”

“Okay,” I said.

I watched her go. I felt sick. I felt like I’d just confessed to a murder. Oh God, it was so embarrassing… but I did the right thing” I told her the truth, and I no longer felt like I was deceiving her in the ugliest way possible.

At least I almost did the right thing. I couldn’t bring myself to read that reversal spell… I just didn’t want to end that desire she had for me, because I still wanted her so badly. That night, she came back, knocking gently on the door. When I answered, she stared at me for a long moment, and before I could apologize again for what I did, she threw herself at me. She kissed me and I took her back to my bedroom. This time, Genevieve was home; she probably heard the moaning and the thumping and the sound of the bed frame rattling wildly against the wall as we took turns on top.

And again, Grace stayed the night, sleeping happily and peacefully, snuggled up against me, warm and soft.

I knew that I needed to do the right thing and put an end to the magical spells. I knew that I needed to give her back her freewill.

That evening, even though it was so, so hard to do, I bit my tongue and read that reversal spell from that ancient spell book. I waited for the crack of thunder or the flickering lights, but this time, none of that happened.

I just had to trust that the spell worked…

Sadly, I must have read it incorrectly, because that night, Grace came back, dressed in a black satin outfit with white lace embellishments. She lifted up that little skirt, showing me that she wasn’t wearing panties—and showing me that she was hard. “Want to share a bed again tonight?” she asked softly.

I knew that the spell had failed. I knew that I’d done something wrong; maybe I was supposed to get a piece of her hair again. Maybe I was supposed to insert her name at some point in the incantation. I should have done a more careful job during the translation process, so I knew what I was saying when I was reading that old latin.

I should have turned Grace down, knowing that she wasn’t technically acting on her own freewill, depending on how you philosophized the scenario…

But I didn’t. I let her put me onto my hands and knees. I let her position me how she wanted me. I let her penetrate me with every inch of her cute cock, and I let her thrust into me for the next thirty minutes, pounding her hard shaft deep into my body. She fucked me so hard that I came without even touching myself. My cum gushed onto my bed sheets before she finished inside of me.

It felt fantastic. But it was still so wrong.

A few hours later, she was all over me again. She wanted me so badly, and I just knew that it was magically fabricated lust. I knew that I was going to need to refer to an expert for help—even if the expert was going to laugh in my face or scold me.

I knew that I wasn’t going to get any help from Mist Moon or Fire Tongue or the other witches.

I knew that I needed to go to Genevieve: the only person who had spent weeks (or maybe months) studying witchcraft—who didn’t hate my guts.
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After Grace snuck out in the morning, I got dressed and tapped gently on Genevieve’s door. I was already humiliated about what I was about to confess. I was already dreading the consequences of this big confession—this big plea for help. I was about to admit to Genevieve that witchcraft was real and it was insanely effective. This confession would surely pull her away from the church, and plunge her back into that world that had alienated her friends and family members.

Not only that, I was about to confess to my oldest and best friend that I had fallen in love with a crossdresser, who I had in a sense created, and I had forced love for me upon her using witchcraft. Genevieve was going to think that I was a monster. All of the respect she had for me was going to fly out the window.

Genevieve answered the door a minute later, rubbing her eyes. “I’m sorry to wake you up, but it’s kind of important,” I said sheepishly.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I… I just…” A lump began to form in my throat. At first it was like a marble… but after a minute, it was like a tennis ball. “I need your help with something that I, uh… did… to someone else.”

Her face turned pale. “Trey… did you commit a crime? Please tell me you didn’t hurt someone…”

She was suddenly awake, body tense, staring into my eyes with terror.

“No. Nothing like that. I mean—I don’t know. I didn’t commit a literal crime. I’m not going to go to jail. But maybe a moral crime. No matter how hard I try to convince myself that it was well-intentioned, the reality is… it was selfish.”

“What did you do? Did you rob a bank?

I shook my head. Then, I explained everything to her, starting from that night in the basement with her friends. “Remember the thing about the walls changing colour? Remember how the next day, the painters came and made the basement yellow?”

“A coincidence,” she insisted.

I shook my head. “No,” I said firmly. “And then the Soundgarden reunion. Did you hear about it? Then it snowed; I took pictures of it. Then I gave your books to my friend, and he used a spell to make a girl fall in love with him—and it worked.”

“So what?” she said. “What does this have to do with you?”

“Remember the thing about the neighbour?” I said, feeling my skin turning white. “About making him into a girl? Well… it worked.”

“What?”

“He started taking pills. He started wearing women’s clothing. He—I mean, she—goes by Grace now. Tell me how that can be a coincidence.”

I could tell that Genevieve was starting to believe. Her lips parted and she said nothing; she just stared at me, stunned in her state of disbelief.

“I wanted to reverse the spell,” I said. “I went to Mist Moon for help, but she laughed at me. So I got those old books back, and then…”

“What?”

“I don’t know how to tell you this… but I really like Grace. She’s so pretty and fun and vibrant… I found the spell to make her love me, and… I read it.”

“Trey!” Genevieve gasped.

“I know!” I groaned. “And it worked. And… I’ve been seeing her at night.”

“Is that who you’ve had over?” Her eyes were like dinner plates now.

I nodded my head. “I tried to reverse the spell,” I said. “But… it didn’t work. I think I’m reading it wrong, or I’m missing something. I tried translating the page, but the instructions are kind of vague. There are references to other spells and stuff—I just don’t know what I’m doing. I really like Grace; I like her a lot… but I don’t want to be doing this to her. I don’t want to fool her into loving me. She deserves to make her own decisions. I need help. You know those books. You know how these spells work, and I have no idea what I’m doing. Please, Genevieve. Help me fix all of this.”

“I can’t believe the spell worked…” she said.

“I know. I wouldn’t have cast it if I truly thought that it would work.”

“No,” Genevieve said with that stunned look on her face. ‘Not that spell... The spell we cast on you.”

I paused. “What?”

I remembered Mist Moon mentioned a spell that they had put on me. I think she called it a ‘hex’. I assumed she had just made repulsive to women; she mentioned that it was just temporary. But now, I was starting to think that the spell was a little more sinister than that. “What did you girls do to me?” I asked, stuttering slightly.

“After you left that night…” she looked down at the floor. “Oh God, Trey, I’m sorry; it was my idea. I was so mad at you for embarrassing me like that. I just felt so… angry. I just wanted to get back at you. And not to defend myself, but I’d been drinking. I completely forgot all about that until now. I didn’t actually think that it would work; I never actually believed in that stuff… but I guess it worked.”

“What?” I said, unable to stand this tension any longer.

“We put a hex on you. We… made you fall in love with the neighbour.”

I felt a cold tingle creeping down my spine. “You… What?”

“We cast a spell to make you want to be with the neighbour. We thought that it would be funny, after you made us cast the spell to make the neighbour into a girl. It all seemed so absurd; of course I didn’t think any of it would happen—and I definitely didn’t think that you would be so enamoured with her that you would cast a spell of your own!”

My legs felt weak: trembling suddenly under my weight. I was worried that I was going to fall over.

“Trey, I’m so sorry. I didn’t think it was real!”

“Neither did I!”

She began pacing around, shaking her head, seemingly in a great panic. “We—We can undo it,” she said. “There are reversal spells. I just need a day or two to figure it all out.”

My heart bounced and started to race. She was going to reverse the hex… wasn’t that what I wanted? Why was I suddenly dreading the reversal of that spell? I was happy being in love with Grace; I wanted her so badly, and those nights with her were already some of my best memories. But once that hex was undone, what would happen to those memories? Would they turn from exciting memories to dreadful ones? Would I suddenly stop seeing Grace as a graceful, beautiful woman? Would I start to see her as a sort of gremlin? Were we both being deceived by these spells? Was she not really the way that I saw her? And was I not the way that she saw me?

I wanted to bed Genevieve not to do it... but I knew that it didn’t really matter.

The spell was going to be undone on its own in a matter of ten or eleven months. Maybe that seemed like a lot of time now, but as soon as the year was up, the spell would end. I would no longer be in love with Grace—but she would still be in love with me, until we managed to reverse that spell.

Genevieve was thumbing through the spell book. She had her phone out, helping her translate the pages. I went to my bedroom window and looked towards Grace’s bedroom window.

There she was, slipping out of her cute little outfit. She stood naked for a moment, with her small breasts and her tiny penis. She looked at herself in the mirror with a warm smile.

That happiness wasn’t real… or was it?

She took a cute dress out from her dresser. Then, after shimmying into a pair of cute panties, she put the dress on and looked perfect.

I didn’t want to stop seeing her the way that I saw her now. Seeing her so cute and happy brought me so much joy.

But was any of it real?

She turned to look at me. Normally, I would have hid away. But this time, I just smiled and waved. She waved back. She giggled, and then I saw her grab an orange pill bottle from her nightstand. I knew that she was taking her hormone pills.

Those pills were doing permanent damage to her body. Once that spell was reversed, and she wanted to be a man again, there were changes she would have to live the rest of her life with—infertility being the most devastating.

“I think I found it,” Genevieve said. “To undo what we did to the neighbour.”

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach.

“We can start here,” she continued. “It will also reverse the other stuff we lumped into that spell: the Soundgarden concert and the yellow walls. But it will put the world back in equilibrium. Want me to read it?”

I froze. I didn’t want her to read it… but the world needed to be the way that needed to be. “Just do it…” I said, my heart already breaking.

She read it and I tried not to cry. It happened so fast. After just a few minutes, Genevieve looked at me and said, “The reversal spell is done. It will take a few days or weeks for it to work—as you know.”

“I know…” I said.

She looked at me with a pitiful smile. “It will all work out okay,” she said.

“I hope so.”

But really, I was preparing myself for a dreadful life. I knew that I would probably never be as happy as I was with Grace. I knew that I would never have so much excitement and fun with anyone.
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With the spell undone, I tried to go back to my regular life. Genevieve helped me the next day to reverse the love spell. We also managed to undo the love spell my friend had cast on that unsuspecting woman, because we knew that it wasn’t right to meddle with nature.

It was a few days later when my friend messaged and said, “My girlfriend just dumped me out of nowhere. I don’t understand what happened. Can you get me that book again?”

“Sorry,” I wrote back to him. “We gave them back to the owner.”

“Get them back for me,” he pleaded.

“If you want to win her back, win her back the proper way. Don’t trick her into loving you.”

He stopped messaging me back. I knew he was mad at me. I knew that he was going to go and find those books on his own. I couldn’t stop him from doing what he was going to do; I could only control my own life and my own actions.

I was dreadfully waiting for Grace to fall out of love with me…

And I reluctantly accepted her late-night visitations, knowing that she was going to wake up soon and no longer be in love with me. After letting her fuck me hard one night, I said, “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“But you don’t actually,” I said. “You’re just under a spell. And… because I love you, I undid the spell. Soon, you’re going to be repulsed by me and what I did to you.”

She shook her head, sure that I was wrong. I explained it all to her. I told her about my chat with Genevieve. I told her about the spell that the witches had put on me, and I told her how we undid everything that had been done. “It’s just a matter of time, sadly. I don’t want this to end, but the world needs to be the way it’s supposed to be—even if it sucks.”

She snuggled into me. “Just cast the spell again. I want to love you.”

“I only want you to love me if you really want it.”

Then she looked up at me with scared eyes. “And what about me? What if you stop loving me, but I still love you? What if you start looking at me as if I’m some sort of hideous monster? I don’t want to be in love with you and meanwhile you loathe me.”

“I don’t know what’s going to happen, Grace—but I do know that right now I love you, and I’m scared for that to end.”

We spent the night close together, knowing it could be our last night in love.

But that love didn’t end overnight. It didn’t end the next night either.

Then, she came over with a dreadfully sad look on her face one evening. She wasn’t in cheeky lingerie. She was wearing a sweatsuit, and she had no makeup on—but she still looked cute and feminine. “What’s wrong?”

“The reversal spell… it, uh… it worked,” she said.

My heart fell hard into the pit of my stomach. I knew it would happen eventually. I knew that we were living (and loving) on borrowed time. “It did?” I asked, trying not to cry.

She nodded her head, a tear falling from her eye.

“So… you don’t like me anymore?” I asked. “You probably hate my guts, huh?”

She looked into my eyes. She shook her head. “I still like you, Trey,” she said with a hoarse voice. She sniffled. “But… I’m not turning into a girl anymore.”

I took her to my room and she explained that things were starting to change. Apparently, her body had been changing ever since that night that we cast the spell on her. “I woke up and my cock was smaller. I started getting… boobs.”

“I thought you were taking pills?”

“I take pills for my arthritis,” she said. “I’ve never taken pills for gender affirmation.” She sighed. “My body had been changing for weeks. I was getting boobs. My hips were growing and my waist was shrinking. My legs were getting longer and my torso shorter. My body and facial hair was vanishing. But now, it’s all reverting. I’m turning back into a guy, and it sucks.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said. I desperately wanted to tell her that we could cast a spell again—one that would affect her and only her… but we both knew that it was wrong to meddle with nature. “You’re still beautiful.”

“Are you going to think that when I’m flat chested and I have to shave every day?”

I nodded my head. “I don’t care about that.”

“You will when we’re kissing and my stubble scratches your chin,” she said, and then she cried.

I held her. Then, I took out my laptop and we looked into ways she could still transition, without magic: hair removal, implants, hormone pills, and so on.

“But…” I said. “You probably won’t want to do any of this after a few days, once the spell fully wears off.”

“Why?” she said, blushing. “I’ve been crossdressing secretly for the last eight years. Why would I suddenly want to stop being a woman?”

I stared at her, stunned by her confession.

“That spell started turning me into a girl, but it didn’t make me want to be a girl; I’ve always wanted to be a girl.”

I wanted to jump up and down with joy. Suddenly, I didn’t feel like such a monster. I didn’t feel like a creep who had changed her will overnight. In fact, in a way, I’d given her a temporary gift that made her realize that she truly did want to be a girl, after years of being nervous and uncertain. “You can still be a girl. It will just take a bit of work to be the girl you want to be,” I said.

She smiled.

She snuggled in close to me, and we spent the night researching together.

As for the lust spells… they wore off, but neither of us noticed. We had spent so much time together. We’d been so vulnerable with each other. We’d been through so much together. We had created a bond that replaced the magical one that originally brought us together. And once we realized that our love was real, and not fabricated by magic, that just made our feelings stronger for one another.

I really did love her, and she really did love me.

THE END
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