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PURR FOR ME
FEMINIZED AND TRANSFORMED INTO A PRETTY CATGIRL



PURR FOR ME


Billionaire Boris Lunt is offering one-hundred bucks to anyone willing to be scanned by his new AI system, which he’s hoping will revolutionize the film industry. Kyle—along with millions of others across the country—is happy to take the free money for a scan that only takes a few minutes.

But maybe Kyle should have looked more closely at the contract. He never realized he was giving away the rights to use his image and name to any production with a license to use Lunt’s new technology.

It’s not some artsy student film his likeness ends up in; it’s a controversial adult entertainment series about catgirl femboys—and fifty episodes are broadcast to tens of millions of viewers before Kyle discovers he’s the star of the show.
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It wasn’t a job that I would normally take, but Christmas was right around the corner, and it was hard to turn down the extra cash. Plus, it seemed like everyone in town was getting in on the action.

It was basically free money.

Boris Lunt (I’m sure you know the name, so I won’t bother giving you his backstory) was up to his usual shenanigans, throwing around his billions of dollars and making headlines. This time, he was apparently training his new AI, which he claimed would totally replace the entire film industry. So he picked fifty random towns to host ‘scanning sessions’, and was willing to pay $100 to every single person willing to be scanned (they also had to be willing to sign the release form, allowing their likeness to be used in every production that used that AI technology).

Of course some people were against their likeness being used in everything and anything—but most people didn’t give a damn. $100 is $100, and more than likely, their likeness would only be used in some obscure background in some unseen film.

I went to do my scan on a Saturday morning. It didn’t take more than fifteen minutes. First, they had me stand on a platform. Then, a camera swirled around me about thirty times. They had me lift my arms. They told me to smile, to frown, to open my mouth, to close my eyes. The computer was ‘learning’ how my muscles moved. Then, they had me walk up to a microphone and read from a script. Like all of the people who went up before me, I read it with a monotone voice. Look—I’m no actor and never claimed to be one. I just wanted that $100.

Then, they brought me over to a computer screen to show me the results. Now, I was looking at a scene from the latest James Bond film… but it was me on the screen instead of Bond. I will admit that I blushed when I saw myself in that suit. It was weird hearing me speaking lines that I never spoke into that microphone—but the computer was able to use my short speech to figure out how to totally replicate my tone. It even had me ‘acting’ with emotion, and the computer operator was able to give me an accent with the click of a button.

“Okay, that’s kind of freaky,” I said.

He smiled. “Cool, huh? It’s going to totally change the film industry.”

“It’s going to put everyone out of work,” I laughed—but I wasn’t laughing at the victims of the AI. It was a nervous laugh, realizing that AI was probably going to replace everyone in the world before the end of my lifetime.

“Want to see yourself in something else?” he asked. “How’s about… Jurassic Park?” It only took three minutes to load the film with me as the star. It was so surreal. I stood around to watch as they did the same thing to the next guy who wanted his $100. Then, I saw that guy and his unshapely body staring in The Avengers.

“That’s nuts,” the man said, eyes beaming as he stared at the screen. “Am I really that fat?”

There was a silence.

It was fascinating technology.

On my way out of the building they had rented out, I was met by a protest of about fifty very outraged people. They were mostly film workers who had, supposedly, already felt the fallout of this new AI technology. It seemed hard to believe, since they had only used that technology on a few experimental films, all funded by Boris Lunt himself. I couldn’t help but think that they were just using this new invention to excuse their shortcomings.

One of the men in the crowd spat at me, and the spit landed right on my face. Ew. I was horrified. When I looked at him, I saw that he was now coming towards me, rage in his eyes. He wanted to beat me. He probably wanted me dead. Even his fellow protestors looked concerned for my wellbeing.

I’m not sure why the man singled me out. I think I just happened to be the person leaving the building when the man decided to snap. It was bad timing. So after getting spit to the face, I got a fist to the face, and then concrete to the back of the head. I felt a few more hard blows to my body: my ribs, my stomach, my crotch… I can’t say whether they were kicks or punches, because my vision had gone black. It was a minute later when people were ‘waking me up’.

I was rushed to a hospital and I was told that I had been comatose for almost ten minutes. I spent two days in the hospital. The man who attacked me spent six months in a prison, charged with aggravated assault. Luckily, I didn’t end up with any scars—just some lifelong trauma.

But it wasn’t all bad. Boris Lunt’s company heard about the attack, which had technically happened on property that they were renting, therefor it became a legal matter for them. I had no plans to sue, but their legal team reached out to me and offered me a settlement “to avoid a lawsuit”. I wasn’t mad when they presented me with $250,000.

How many nineteen year olds get handed a quarter-million dollars? I’m sure most guys would accept a beating for a quarter-million. I cashed that cheque with a big smile on my face, and I was convinced that I could figure out a way to stretch that money out for the rest of my life.

My plan was to invest the majority of it into the stock market: $230,000 into various stocks and ETFs. Then, I lived very frugally while my money grew in the bank. Every so often, I would take out another $10,000 so I could live for another few months—and in that time, I would always make far more than $10,000.

I thought that I was pretty smart.

I figured I didn’t need to bother finishing university. My bank account was growing fast. I was twenty-six when I was told by my financial advisor that my account had reached one-million. Not bad, huh?

I would tell people that I retired. When they asked me how, I told them that I played the stock market and won big. I never told them about the beating or the settlement. I didn’t want people thinking that I totally just lucked out. I liked to think that my investment strategy was pretty solid; I liked to think that I was pretty clever—not just a lucky SOB who won the lottery.

Then, one month after amassing one-million dollars, I fucked up in a big way.
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Iwas on a date with a girl: a first date. She was a model from Vienna: blonde, tall, with a perfect body and glowing skin. She had over two-million followers on Instagram, and she’d recently been in Vogue. I met her at a sociality party that I had been invited to by a realtor who knew that I had a million bucks in the bank.

It was my first real taste of the rich life, even though I hadn’t really cashed out those stocks, so I was still living frugally in a small apartment, eating packet noodles and reusing tea bags.

On our date, we were walking by a Bentley dealership. I saw that she was eyeing a beautiful black Bentley, so I said, “Want to take it for a test drive?”

My heart was racing when I saw her face light up. Before being allowed to take the car off the lot, I had to prove to the owner that I could, indeed, afford the car. “We have a lot of guys who just want to take nice cars for joy rides.”

I showed him my portfolio, and then he handed me the keys for a car worth $720,000.

I revved up the engine. My model date reached over and put her hand on my thigh. Her cheeks were blushing. She was actually turned on.

I couldn’t believe that a gorgeous supermodel was into me.

I turned onto the highway and started driving faster. I leaned back into the hand-sewn leather seat and pushed the gas. I couldn’t believe how quickly that car could accelerate. My date seemed to get more turned one by the second. Every time someone glanced over and admired that car, her cheeks turned a darker shade of red. At one point I swear I even heard her whimper as if she was having a small orgasm.

I went a bit faster. She moaned gently again. I looked over at her and saw that she was biting her lip.

And that’s when I clipped the edge of a semi. I gasped and clutched the wheel, looking forward to see that the light had turned red and the cars in front of me had stopped—and I’d veered into another lane.

With a headlight hanging off, I swerved, but it was too late—traffic was coming in the other direction, and a car struck the passenger door.

My date had to go to the hospital with a broken wrist. I had to pay for the damage to the car—and since it was a write-off, that meant buying the car outright. I had to pay for the damage to the semi that I clipped. I had to pay for the car that struck us—also a write off.

In total, I had to pay about $830,000… but it didn’t end there.

My date’s manager reached out to me to let me know that they would be suing for a million dollars, since the accident had supposedly ended her runway career. “She can no longer walk in shows,” his lawyer said to me. “The accident you caused has given her a permanent limp.” They sent me the doctor’s report… though I must admit that her limp looked fake (and a couple years later, she was walking fine in runway shows).

I hired a lawyer, which wasn’t cheap, and we settled for the exact amount that I had remaining in my bank account after selling all of my stocks.

I was broke. I had no job. I had no education. I was no longer ‘retired’. Hell—I started researching potential careers, and I quickly realized that I would probably never in my life be retired. None of my options really amounted to much more than living paycheque to paycheque. Maybe after fifteen or twenty years, I could work my way up in some corporation like Wal-Mart or McDonalds—and maybe I could eventually have enough money for a downpayment on some condo…

But there was no retirement in that game plan.

Sure, I could go back to college and get some degree… but doing what? And with what money? And after spending four-to-eight years getting a degree, I would be in my mid-thirties—and then I would just be starting!

Oh, why did I drop out of college? Why did I decide that I didn’t need any sort of fallback?

I’m not sure which day was worse: the day that I crashed the Bentley, or the day that I had to drop resumes off at fast food restaurants, wearing a dress shirt that I had to borrow from my uncle because I’d never in my life bothered to even buy myself decent clothes…

Now I’m going to tell you about the ‘looks’.

It was around this time that I started to notice curious looks from the occasional man. Sometimes I would notice them while on the street. Sometimes I would notice them peering at me from the tables where they were eating their lunches.

Sure, people stare at other people all of the time, but this was different. These people were looking at me like they knew me, but couldn’t figure out how. They would look away when I looked at them, but then I could feel them turning their gazes back to me again when I looked away.

This kept happening every couple of days—and it was almost always with men.

At first, I just assumed that there was some sort of look of sad desperation on my face that people just couldn’t ignore—like looking at some miserable train wreck. I assumed that the despair on my face was just attracting a sort of pity…

But it wasn’t pity that I was seeing on their faces. It was a sort of fascination. Sometimes they wouldn’t even look away when I looked at them. After a few weeks of this, I was starting to think that I living in some sort of simulation, like I was the star of some real-life Truman Show.

There was another theory that had occurred to me, of course: when I crashed that Bentley and when I was sued by that model, my face was shown in articles, in news headlines. No, I hadn’t been the ‘top story’ or anything like that, but I had been shown on a few news programs, and maybe these men were just recognizing me.

But why were they always men? And why did they sometimes turn so red that they couldn’t be told apart from a ripe tomato? Sometimes when I caught guys looking at me, they would rush away from me as if I had caught them trying to steal change from my car.

Then, after two months of this strangeness, a man approached me. He was a nasty, vile man, wearing stained sweatpants. His hair was long and thin, but slicked with a shiny grease. His aquiline nose made his eyes seem sunken, and he walked with a sort of meth-addict hunch as he came towards me. I thought he was going to ask me for money, but instead he said, “Big fan.” He said it with a growling sort of whisper. There was a bit of spittle glistening on the edge of his lips.

Everything about the man made me squirm.

I stared at him. I had no idea what he was talking about, but he grossed me out so much that I didn’t even want to ask him what he was on about, worried it would start a conversation.

“Especially the latest one,” he continued. “With the blonde kitty.”

Okay, now I was really confused. Now I really needed to ask him what in the hell he was on about. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I think it was called Catgirl Island. The others are great too. Do you, uh, do any private work? I can get the cash.”

I moved away from the man, almost as horrified as I was confused. He watched me until I was out of sight.

That night, I couldn’t stop thinking about the creep—and I couldn’t stop thinking about what he had said to me. So I looked into ‘Catgirl Island’.

Then, to my horror, I discovered that I had been one of the main characters in a hardcore pornography series for nearly a year.
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One of the more humiliating moments of my life was showing the website that I’d discovered to my lawyer. We met the next day to review everything, and to go over my options.

“Can I sue?” was my big question.

“You can sue. You can always sue. Every person has the right to sue anyone they want for any reason. Now that doesn’t mean that you will win, or that you have a right to take any of their money. That’s more complicated. There’s a lot of intricacies that we need to consider to answer that question: the question of whether or not you’re entitled to any sort of compensation for… this.”

He stared at the screen. I was so humiliated. There, on the screen, was me… but it wasn’t really me. It looked like me, but it was a… woman.

Sort of.

They still gave me a penis. But I had small boobs. My figure looked more slender than my real figure, and my face looked more feminine—though that could have just been the makeup that they had on my face.

It looked frighteningly real, except for the cat ears and cat tail that they had given me (yes, they looked real, but they moved and twitched like they were actually part of me).

“And just to be clear,” my lawyer said, looking away from the erotic image of me, “you never starred in any pornographic videos, did you?”

“It’s not real,” I said. “They made it using that scanning technology.”

“Right. So I’m assuming you were one of the volunteers for that program?”

“Yeah. Everyone did it!”

Now, my lawyer was fast-forwarding through the video to get to the credits. On his way, he passed quickly by a scene with me getting fucked by two large men, their cocks penetrating my asshole at the same time. Then, he passed a scene where I was fucking another ‘catgirl’, who also had a penis. I was so humiliated. When they scanned me, they hadn’t seen my penis… but somehow my penis in that video looked very accurate.

Finally, we got to the credits. At the end of the credits was the disclaimer: ‘This movie was made with TrueFilm Technology, by Boris Lunt.’

“Wait… go back…” I said.

So he scrolled back to the top of the credits, and that’s where I saw my name. I hadn’t noticed it the night before when I watched that video through the slits between my fingers. My name was in the credits. My real name.

I felt my skin turning pale.

“They technically had to credit you, in accordance with their TrueFilm contract,” my lawyer said. He already had copies of the TrueFilm general contract that producers have to sign to use the technology. He had a copy of what I’d signed as well.

Now, he was mulling over the contract to see if there was a breach.

“Surely, they can’t use me in porn!” I said.

He grunted, still reading. “Technically, you signed away the rights to your likeness… for all mediums, which includes pornography, written right here in section 46, amendment B.”

I was on the verge of passing out. “They’re allowed to do this? Without my permission.”

“They have your permission,” he said, holding up my contract. “Any producer that pays the TrueFilm licensing fee has permission to use your likeness for… anything they want, except for illegal content. They can’t show you committing a crime, unless it’s in an obviously fictional setting.”

“But people don’t know that this isn’t real!” I gasped, pointing at the screen. Now, the image of me was back up, with a man pushing my face into a pillow while he jammed his veiny cock into my asshole. “People think this is real. And they think that’s me.”

“Well…” my lawyer sighed. “That’s the idea though. They scanned your body so that they could use your realistic likeness. I... am sorry to say this, Kyle: they can legally use your likeness in pornography.”

It was a whole minute before I was able to speak. “There must be something I can do…”

“You could try politely asking them to change you out with someone else,” he said. His cheeks were red as he glanced over at the pornography again. I asked him to turn it off, and he finally did. “Maybe they would be happy to change you out, simply because they don’t want bad press.”

I went back home, feeling totally defeated. I reluctantly went back to that website, this time looking at the ‘view counts’ of each video. There were nearly thirty ‘episodes’ of that Catgirl series, and I was in most of them. I was one of the main stars. Some of those videos had 20,000,000 views.

I spent an hour in the bathroom, hunched over the toilet. How many of my friends had seen those videos? How long before someone notified my parents? If my grandfather saw one of those videos, he would surely have a heart attack and drop dead on the spot.

I was too humiliated to go outside. Now, I was thinking about all of those looks that I would get from men. They had probably seen those videos. They probably thought that I was really the star of those movies. Would the average person assume that porno companies were using Boris Lunt’s AI software? Did the average person even know about Boris Lunt’s software? I only knew about it because of that gig that popped up in my town; I hadn’t even heard about it since then—until now.

And when I went online to look for a list of movies made using that software, there was no list to be found. The only way to know if a company used it was to watch through the credits, and look for the tiny fine print that declared that they had used it.

And if pornographers were using it… just how much of the new pornography was made using it? Did they really have the right to take some eighteen-year-old girl’s likeness and turn her into a porn star? Could they take some innocent chick and show her doing some brutal analysis scene for anyone to watch? Could they really take me and turn me into some sort of half-female, part-cat creature, and then show me being brutally used by countless men?

I made the mistake of trying to watch one of the more popular films that I had ‘starred’ in. It was my ‘debut’, and the film started with me as a guy. It really was my likeness at the beginning of that movie.

In the ‘film’, my character gets scratched by a cat on the street. “Ouch,” my clone said, retracting his hand. Then, at home, my character started to change overnight: ears growing into cat ears, a tail growing out from his tailbone.

And for reasons unexplained, breasts began to grow on his chest. His hair suddenly grew longer. The next morning, shocked by his appearance, he, for some reason, sneaks into his sister’s room to try on her makeup, to see how he would actually look as a girl.

I must admit that they really made me look like a girl. I could only assume that they modified certain traits on my face… though I couldn’t quite pinpoint which features exactly. But I really looked feminine—and kind of cute.

In the next scene, the neighbour came over to borrow a tool from the garage. Then, seeing my ‘clone’, he undresses and, for reasons unexplained, the pair have very rough sex on the garage floor.

It was so surreal, watching myself being fucked by a man—and so ruthlessly, with so much force. The man’s cock was massive, like a small arm dangling between his legs—and he used damn-near every inch of it.

And while he was fucking me, my tail was swaying in the air gently. My cat ears were pinned back, the way a cat’s ears are when you’re petting them on the couch.

They even had me ‘purring’, which seemed a bit weird.

But that video had tens of millions of views, and it was going up by fifty views or so every time I clicked ‘refresh’.

The episode ended with a character coming to my door, dressed in a suit. He had a mysterious air about him. He introduced himself as the owner of a special island paradise that was just for ‘catgirls’. For some weird reason, my character doesn’t think twice and goes along with the man to live on the island.

The whole plot was absurd nonsense, like most pornography plots. It was just a big setup for sex scenes, and I suppose that’s all anyone expects from porn.

It wasn’t the plot that I cared about. It was my likeness, of course: not just my physical likeness, but my voice as well. Even my mannerisms seemed to be captured in those movies.

It really was like watching myself.

I was shocked, horrified, and outraged.

I decided that I would take my lawyer’s advice and reach out to the production company, and beg them to switch out my likeness with the likeness of someone else.

But before I sent that email, another email appeared in my inbox, and it was the first good news I’d received in recent memory.


4


My lawyer had apparently mentioned my situation to some lawyer friends, and word of my case had reached the ears of a lawyer who was already dealing with clients with similar issues with TrueFilm. “I want you to be part of our class action lawsuit,” he wrote to me. “The plan is to file tomorrow, so if I can include your case with all package, I think we have a really strong chance of beating TrueFilm in court.”

He seemed to think that the contract I signed wasn’t properly explained to me, and that they were exploiting poor people who felt forced by desperation to sign their contract. He wanted me to make a written declaration that I would not have signed the contract if I knew that my likeness could be used in a pornographic setting.

I felt hopeful. And it was only a week later when the videos were removed from the website. Now, the website simply said, “Our videos will be back soon. Please be patient as we sort some things out!” I almost cheered from my balcony.

Though it wasn’t some fairytale ending to all of this. I was still broke, and there was no promise of getting any money out of this—but those films were gone…

Sort of. They still existed on other websites. They had been downloaded millions of times and were still being shared on forums and adult video hosting websites.

But they weren’t making any new content with my likeness. It seemed like my inclusion in the class-action lawsuit had scared that company away from using me.

And the class-action lawsuit gained a great deal of steam. More and more people joined in as they discovered they were turned into porn stars without their knowledge. Some women claimed that the use of their likeness without direct consent of their virtual partner was equivalent to rape, and this, of course, raised a very heated moral debate that raged for weeks, until finally, Boris Lunt announced that TrueFilm would no longer be used for adult films. He quietly announced the next day that he would launch a version of TrueFilm for adult content, and people had to sign special contracts to be included in that.

Every adult film made with TrueFilm was ordered to be removed from circulation.

But those films continued to exist, like I said. People kept sharing them. People kept uploading their favourite clips on various websites, and more people kept downloading them. They became popular on pirate websites. Bootleg versions were sold in sketchy adult movie shops.

And so many people had joined in on that class action lawsuit that the payout was… lousy.

I received a $430 cheque as my portion. The money didn’t last long… most of it went to pay my personal lawyer.

Sadly, my name was still in the credits of those ‘illegal’ versions of those movies. And some ‘fans’ decided to track me down.

Every couple of weeks, I would receive a message on Instagram, or Facebook, or TikTok, or in my email inbox, or in my literal mailbox: men who had spent a great deal of time finding me, usually to send me fan mail… and sometimes to send me ‘proposals’.

“I would love to fuck your beautiful kitten brains out,” one man wrote to me via snail mail. “I would pay you one thousand dollars to meet me in a hotel for a night.” He included a photo of his cock, which was rugged and veiny, making me gag.

Another man wrote, “Please send me a signed picture of you, naked. I will pay whatever you want. I’m your biggest fan. I love you so much.”

Other men would send me their social media info, begging me to add them, promising me that I would fall in love with them as much as they had fallen in love with me.

Some men asked about scenes that I’d starred in. “When you were with Deacon Jones, did it hurt? His cock is so huge, but you took the whole thing!”

I never replied to anyone. I just deleted messages and blocked people. I set my social media accounts to private, so they couldn’t be found by anyone but my friends. Yet somehow, people kept finding me.

I have no idea how people kept finding me. I have no idea how they got my mailing address. I tried searching the internet, to see if it was posted somewhere. Obviously it was, but I couldn’t find it anywhere.

An awful dread surged through me. Miraculously, my family still didn’t know about any of this. They had no idea that I was the star of many, many strange catgirl pornography videos. I thought about telling them all of the details before they found out on their own and assumed that the videos were real.

But I was too embarrassed… too ashamed. I couldn’t stand the thought of my father’s inevitable reaction. I didn’t want them looking it up and seeing it with their own eyes. So I kept it a secret and just hoped for the best. Some days I would spend hours finding those videos on various porno sites, and I would submit takedown claims—and sometimes the videos would vanish… for a while, before reappearing again, as if they were ghosts determined to haunt me for the rest of my life.

It sucked to think that people were profiting off of those videos. Ads always played before and after each view. Those websites were racking up ad revenue, and I was getting none of it. I’d never gotten any of it.

I was still broke. I was still without a degree. I was still unemployed. I was still… hopeless.
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Iwasn’t thrilled about my trip to the employment office, though things seemed a bit more hopeful once I started talking to the woman in charge of employee placement. “Honestly, your high school grades are good, and it looks like you did quite a lot of extra-curricular activities in your senior year, which looks good to potential employers.”

I smiled. It was the first real glimmer of hope I’d felt in a while, though I knew this wasn’t my easy road to another million dollars.

“And I know you’re concerned about the lack of employment on your resume,” she went on, “but I think we can figure out a way to word that more creatively. You were playing the stock market after all, so maybe we can say… financial specialist. There may be interest from investing firms in someone like you—even if it’s just starting in the mail room.”

“Really?”

She nodded her head. “I think there’s a lot of potential here.”

“Fantastic,” I smiled.

“I can submit you to some places. But first, we just need to run a background check.” She smiled.

I felt my smile fading. “A… background check?”

“That’s right.”

“What kind of background check?”

“Just a standard background check. It would, of course, include a police check—you know, to make sure you’re not a criminal.” She stared at me, obviously seeing the concern on my face. “You don’t have a criminal record, do you? That would limit your options.”

“No, of course not,” I said.

She smiled. “Okay. So then it shouldn’t be an issue.”

“Is that… all it looks for? Criminal record?”

“The background check?” she asked. “Well, no. It’s more to confirm your employment and education history. For instance, if someone claims they went to Harvard, we just check their registrar. If someone says that they worked for… Steve Jobs—well, we look into that. It’s not that complicated.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling a moment of relief. But it was short lived.

“And if you’ve done anything that an employer might not like: certain political activity, involvement with groups that might have certain reputations… you know, like Neo-Nazis—that kind of thing.”

“Your background check can find all of that?” I asked, feeling that nervousness returning.

She stared at me again. “Is that okay? You have to consent to the background check.”

I hesitated. I had to think about it. Would they find those films?

“Kyle?” she prompted.

“Okay. Go for it.”

“Okay. Meet me back here tomorrow and we’ll go from there.”

So I returned the next day. This time, she wasn’t the same smiley, peppy woman as before. When she saw me, her eyes widened, and her countenance became worryingly pale.

“So, uh, did I pass?” I asked with a nervous smile.

She stared at me for a while. “We, uh… didn’t find anything illegal… But…”

I felt myself turning white as I waited for her reply.

She swallowed. “Your options are a bit… limited. Since you’ve been involved in certain… industries, which you didn’t disclose with me, we can only really submit you to certain… jobs. Some employers, uh… don’t want to be associated with… that.”

“That wasn’t me,” I said. “It was AI, using me. There was a lawsuit—a class action lawsuit, and we won.”

She just stared at me. “Um… Mr. Frederic… I did the background check myself. I think I know what’s real and what’s not.” Her cheeks turned dark red.

“Then you would know it’s not real!” I snapped. “It’s AI. Haven’t you heard of TrueFilm!? Look it up! You know Boris Lunt? Just look into it!”

“Okay, Mr. Frederic. I’ve gone ahead and submitted you to a few jobs. I haven’t hear anything back yet.”

“That really wasn’t me in those videos,” I said.

She just stared at me for a long time, and then she said, “That’s all for now, Kyle.”

It was humiliating… but it wasn’t a complete bust. They got me a job. It wasn’t a glorious job; I was helping to stock shelves at a department store, at night. Every night, I had to cart box after box from the shipment bay and into the store. Every few hours, a truck would pull up to the bay doors and unload another few dozen boxes. Then, I would have to take the boxes, one by one, to the right shelf.

That was the whole job.

I worked with one other person: an older man who had been doing that same exact job for twenty-two years. He was only making $2.50 more per hour than me, and I couldn’t help but think that I was looking at my future when I looked at him.

And when he looked at me, I couldn’t help but think that he had seen Catgirls before. He was always gazing at me as if he recognized me, as if he was trying to figure out exactly how he knew me—but he never asked. I never offered that information, of course.

I worked there for three months. Then came Halloween. A particular shipment came into the store and my coworker had just gone onto his hour-long lunch break (we actually were only supposed to take a thirty minute break, but we only had each other there for accountability). I opened that first box from that shipment and saw that it was a box of adult women’s halloween costumes.

So I took them to the Halloween section, which we were setting up on the far, far end of the first floor. It was a quiet section. Hell, all of the sections were quiet, but there was something particularly quiet about that section. Maybe it was because it was so far from the shipment bay. Maybe it was the way it was situated in the shop, hidden away near that mall entrance, which was all gated off now.

I carted that box by the halloween decorations, which came to life: motion sensors. They made me jump and yelp—like always. The grim reaper shook his scythe and hissed with a robotic voice. I skirted around him and found myself at the empty shelves that would soon be covered in costumes.

I began to unload the costumes. I had a clipboard with me, which had prices. I had a price gun. I went to work.

Then, near the end of the box, I found the catgirl costumes: a tight black leotard, black cat ears, and a black cat tail. I froze. I can only assume I was suffering some sort of PTSD flashback. I couldn’t move. I was just frozen there, staring at the costumes. I remembered seeing myself on that screen, in those porn movies.

My heart started racing.

Then, I started wondering… if I would look like those movies if I put that costume on.

I rushed away from the costume area, but found myself back there twenty minutes later with the next box, and then the next. Each time I was there, I eyed those costumes, hanging in those little plastic bags.

I tried to keep my mind busy. I tried to just unload boxes so I wouldn’t spend my time time thinking about those costumes. I got a lot done. I go pretty much everything done, long before my shift was over.

Then, around 4:00 AM, three hours before the end of my shift, and five hours before the mall doors were opened to store employees, my coworker found me. His skin was a greenish pale as he said, “I think I ate some bad clams for dinner. I—I need to go home.”

“No worries, man,” I said.

And he left. I was alone, in that department store, with those costumes.

And there was makeup: an endless supply of it. I tried to resist the urge to feed my curiosity… but I couldn’t fight it away forever. I just wanted to see if those movies were at all accurate.

I knew they weren’t. Obviously I didn’t have boobs… or cat ears or a tail. But… I was more interested in seeing my face and my figure…

So I slipped into the little cosmetics section. I slipped out the ‘test’ pallet that they used on potential customers, to show them how they looked in their on-sale products. I had a vague idea of what certain supplies did from watching my mother when I was a child.

I quickly found out how tricky it was. I carefully rubbed some skin-coloured cream into my skin. It gave me a nice glow. I found a pen that said eyeliner—and that seemed straightforward enough, so I drew careful lines on my eyes. I knew that I wasn’t doing a fantastic job. I knew that the computer-generated makeup on my face in those films was probably done expertly… but I just wanted to gleam a tiny idea of whether or not any of that was remotely possible.

I used a brush to put some pink on my cheeks. I found a glittering pink gloss to put on my lips. I brushed some brownish-black shadow around my eyes.

It was all a bit messy… but I was starting to look a little bit like the ‘star’ of those films.

My heart skipped a beat. I wasn’t expecting to even look this… convincing.

Not that I looked convincing… I hardly looked like a girl. I guess I just looked more like one that I thought I would.

But I wasn’t done. I knew that there were wigs in the store, so I went to fetch a blonde one, like the hair they gave me in those movies.

The blonde wig was puffy, and a bit itchy. It definitely didn’t look convincing. In fact, it made me laugh—and it was nice to get a little laugh out, taking some of the tension out of the moment.

I looked into the mirror. I looked a bit absurd, which made me feel better about all of this.

But I wasn’t done.

I still had to put on the costume. I still had to put on the tight bodysuit. I still had to put on the cat ears and the cat tail.

I was expecting the look to get even more absurd… and then I saw the final product, and I wasn’t quite so convinced anymore that it was absurd.

The wig wasn’t great, and the makeup was a bit of a mess. But I actually kind of looked… like ‘Catgirl Kyle’ from those movies. Of course, I didn’t have the same small perky boobs, but I was able to fake it with a B-cup bra from the women’s lingerie section of the shop, and some foam pads that they sold to women who needed a bit of a chest ‘boost’.

It meant nothing. I was just satisfying a curiosity that had been tingling inside of me since the moment I saw myself in those videos. I just wanted to prove to myself that the man in those pornographic films was not me…

And now, I just wasn’t so sure.

I didn’t look nearly as ‘pretty’ as the girl in those movies. But now, I was starting to think that it was simply because I sucked at doing my makeup, and because the wig was low-quality and put on improperly.

No—they must have done something to my face. They must have altered my body with computers—more than just giving me ‘breasts’.

I pulled everything off and skirted over to the bathroom to wash off my face.

I didn’t want to think about those porno movies anymore. I wanted to put that chapter of my life behind me, and I was feeling angry with myself for letting that curiosity creep in.

Of course I didn’t look like the person in those films. Of course they enhanced me in every way possible to make a profit.

I thought that I had myself convinced… and then I received a visit from a stranger who shattered my reality.
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Ihardly ever answered the door, simply because random ‘fans’ would show up after finding my address somewhere online, and ‘fan interactions’ were always humiliating torture.

But when I looked through the peephole and saw a normal-looking man standing there, I assumed that he had nothing to do with my ‘pornographic past’, if you can really call it that.

Whenever my ‘fans’ came to find me, they were always identifiable. There is a certain type of man who is comfortable to publicly out himself as a fan of a porn star. I’m not trying to demean anyone, but I’d certainly noticed a trend: usually overweight, usually quite unkempt: either underdressed in sweatpants or even pyjamas, or awkwardly overdressed in dress clothes that didn’t fit properly whatsoever.

And ponytails. For some reason, so many of those ‘fans’ kept their greasy hair slicked into balding ponytails.

This man, however, was wearing nice office-attire, new shoes, a shimmering watch, and he had his groomed hair neatly pushed back. So I answered the door. He smiled at the sight of me, “Kyle Frederic,” he said, and for a moment, I was worried that I was about to be served. My heart began to race as I thought about that model who had sued me; I’d always suspected she would come after me again to bleed a little more out of me.

The man reached out his hand. I nervously eyed his hand for a moment before accepting the shake.

“William Parker,” he said. “Do you have a minute to talk? I’d love a coffee.”

“Um…” I looked around. “Who are you?”

“Can we talk inside? It’s a business matter and I think the setting is so important.” He spoke in an overly-confident kind of way, which made me feel a bit uneasy, like talking to a used car salesman who was trying to sell me some junker that had been abandoned on the lot.

A normal person would have pressed the guy to just say what he had to say on the doorstep, but the man had a curiously overpowering aura about him, and I wasn’t able to bring myself to muster up any attitude. There was something about him that made me feel… submissive, as if he was a police officer and I had to comply with his orders.

We went inside. “You don’t mind putting on a pot, do you?”

I found myself in the kitchen, making a pot of coffee for a complete stranger.

He sauntered around the house. He had a curious grin on his face as he gazed around my small living space—as if there was something funny about it.

I kept an eye on him, half-worried this was some burglary scheme. Maybe he was ‘casing’ my house. Well, if so, there wasn’t much there to steal. I don’t even think the local pawn shops would give him five bucks for my old computer, and they probably wouldn’t even take my old television.

“Nice place,” he said.

“Is it?” I asked with a small laugh.

“Well…” He let out his own little laugh. “It could be better. I’ll be honest. Actually—it could be a whole lot better. And that’s what I want to talk about with you.”

“What?” I said.

“Business,” he said with a glowing smile. “I think you got a bad deal, Kyle. That class-action lawsuit: you really should have walked away with a whole lot more than that. I just think that was a terrible end to that whole saga.”

My stomach turned. I hated facing people who knew about those catgirl videos—even though I technically had nothing to do with them, aside from their using my body scans.

I said nothing. I just stared at him and waited for him to go on.

“I really wish that you would have come to us instead of going to a lawyer. We could have properly worked something out that worked for all parties involved.”

“I’m sorry. Who are you with?” I asked, feeling a cold dread creeping down into my spine.

“I’m with Feline Gals Productions. William Parker: president and lead producer. Nice to meet you.” That smarmy smile was on full display now.

I knew that production company name, because it showed before every episode of that catgirls show.

Now, I was tempted to throw a glass at the man’s head. This was the man responsible for that whole pornographic nightmare. “What do you want?” I asked through clenched teeth.

“I want to make sure that you’re properly compensated,” he said. “Look. When we bought our TrueFilm license, we were under the impression that we weren’t violating any rules. We assumed that the TrueFilm people went over that contract with you—so when I saw the class action lawsuit, I just felt terrible. They told us that every scanned person was A-OK with being in adult content. You can be mad at us about that.”

I chose not to say anything. It was very possible that he was telling the truth.

“Look, Kyle,” he said. “We paid over one-hundred thousand dollars for our TrueFilm license, and we were ordered to remove all of our content. We ended up losing a lot of money because of what went down, and we really thought about joining in on the other class-action lawsuit against TrueFilm: the one being waged now by adult content producers who were screwed over when they forced us to delete all of our films.”

“Okay…”

“I’m just going to cut to the chase, Kyle. We’re reviving Catgirls. It was our biggest moneymaker. Catgirls had almost more fans than all our other shows combined.”

“I want nothing to do with it,” I said. “And if I find out that you use my image, I’m going to sue. I want to make that clear.”

“Well, let’s not get so ahead of ourselves,” he said. “I think you should hear my offer.”

“I don’t want to hear anything,” I said.

He smiled. Then he eyed the coffee pot. “I take two creams.”

I bit my tongue. I don’t know why I didn’t push harder for the scumbag to scram. I don’t know why I poured him a coffee.

“You’re very kind,” he said. He sipped the coffee and then said, “Your machine could use descaling.”

“I have stuff to do today,” I said.

“Stocking shelves, right?” he asked.

I paused. “How did you know that?”

“It’s on your LinkedIn, Kyle.”

The room became silent.

“TrueFilm revolutionized the film industry. It was an ambitious project… but they made some obvious mistakes. They’re trying to fix it with their new adult-only version, but the issue is… people aren’t really volunteering to be scanned. When we made Catgirls, we were able to choose from millions of people—tens of millions. But with this reboot… well, the options aren’t so great. The problem is, nobody is really willing to volunteer to be a porn star for just a couple hundred bucks. Sure, there are a few attractive people in the system, but we want very specific performers for our content.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

He stared into my eyes. “Young men who make pretty femboys.”

My heart sank into my gut. “That’s not me, if that’s what you’re insinuating.” I felt a lump forming in my throat.

He laughed and shook his head. “Kyle, no offence, but your scenes racked up more views and more likes and more downloads than any femboy scenes in the history of adult entertainment.”

That old, familiar nausea filled my gut. “O—Only because you changed me.”

His eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”

“You changed my body. You changed my face. You made me look different.”

He stared at me for a long moment before shaking his head. “Kyle, we didn’t change anything—though we added cat ears and a tail.”

“You gave me boobs!”

“Yes, we did give you a pair of C-cup implants—you’re correct. That was it. We didn’t change your figure. We didn’t change your face. That was you in that footage, Kyle… plus ears, a tail, and some breasts.”

I could feel myself getting faint. Was he telling me the truth? Had they really changed… nothing?

“We want you to sign onto our new season. It would require you being scanned again. And you would have to sign a new consent form—which we totally recommend you look over with a lawyer, but our lawyer will also go over it totally with you, so there’s no confusion as to what you’re signing up for.”

“It’s a no,” I said.

“I haven’t told you the best part though,” he said, summoning up that smile again.

The house became silent. He was letting that dramatic pause linger. Finally, he said, “We would pay you a ten-thousand dollar signing bonus, plus five-thousand per episode. And you can use a pseudonym: whatever you want to go by.”

I opened my mouth to shout the word ‘NO’, but nothing came out. I hesitated. My mouth was suddenly dry. He was offering me a lot of money. The signing bonus alone was enough for me to live for three years… “H—How many episodes?” I asked, now with a hoarse voice.

“We’re planning fifteen to start, and then I imagine we will do a renewal after that.”

“So… seventy-five thousand dollars,” I said.

“Plus the ten-thousand signing bonus,” he smiled. “And then more for additional episodes.”

I wanted badly to turn the offer down… but that was a lot of money. I found myself remembering that big settlement that had given me dreams of early retirement. I remembered that money that I wisely invested and turned into a solid million dollars, before losing it stupidly.

But now, I was being given another chance. He wasn’t offering me a quarter-million… at least not up front. But the last Catgirls series had run fifty episodes. If this one went that long, that was a quarter million. I could do the same thing I did before with that money: invest it while living frugally. Hell—I could invest all of it and I could keep my job stocking shelves. Within a few years, I could probably attempt another frugal retirement.

“I can see that you’re intrigued,” he said.

“Okay. Fine. I’ll do it. I mean… it’s not like I have to act in the things, right? You’re just buying my likeness… right?”

He smiled, but was silent for a minute. “No acting. No performing. But when we do the scan, it will be a fully naked scan. One big problem with had with TrueFilm was having to generate and render genitals, because TrueFilm didn’t scan that data.”

“So… you’ll be showing my… penis, on screen.”

He nodded his head.

I felt dizzy… but I couldn’t let this money slip away. I was already a porn star, so what did I have to lose? At least he was offering me a pseudonym.

“There’s one more offer I want to make you—and I need you to seriously consider this one, because it’s going to sound a bit… frightening, but we’re willing to offer you more money if you agree to it.”

I was silent as I awaited his dreadful offer.
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It’s impossible to know what you will do in a state of desperation. I didn’t even really consider myself in a state of desperation until William Parker made that offer to me. A week earlier, if you had asked me, ‘If someone offered you $100,000 to get breast implants, would you do it?’, of course I would have said, ‘Of course not.’ But when the question was actually posed to me, it wasn’t so easy to turn down.

Because $100,000 is an enormous amount of money to a person who only makes about $3,500 per month. And it’s an enormous amount of money to a person who knows how to invest money in the stock market.

And once you start to consider the money, you find yourself considering other things too, like the practicality of concealing ‘breasts’. Now, William Parker only wanted me to get B-cup breasts, and at first, I thought it would mean hiding away from civilization until the term of our contract was up and I could have them removed… but then I looked into B-cup breasts online and saw that they were quite petite and could easily be hidden with a gentle binding. “Why can’t you just do what you did before, and put computer-generated boobs on me?” I asked him.

“Because that costs money. For every ten seconds of film, it costs about a two-hundred dollars to realistically generate some body part or another. We were paying about sixty-thousand per episode to generate boobs and dicks. But if we can do a full body scan of you with your penis out, and with breasts, then we will actually be saving a fortune not having to computer generate any additions to your character. We’re going to push for the same with our other cast members.”

And a week later, I found myself under the knife. I was overwhelmed with a mixture of dread and horror—and a whole lot of regret… but William had already handed me the cheque, and I didn’t waste a minute cashing it and getting it into the same stocks and ETFs that had originally made me a millionaire.

The contract was only for four years, after all. After four years, I could have the boobs removed with minimal scarring. Then, I would just have a couple of faded scars, and a bank account packed with cash. It seemed like a good trade off.

“Why can’t we just put on some silicone breast form for the scan. Isn’t that what they usually do in movies?”

“We’re aiming for total realism, which includes realistic bouncing and jiggling. It will make more sense when we get you into the scanning unit.”

The operation was a success. I woke up with a tight band wrapped around my chest. I was told not to touch it, and that a doctor would remove the band in five days. I really didn’t feel any different. My shirts fit a bit tighter with that band, but with a sweater, it was easy to hide that anything was there. After just a couple of days, I was back at work, and nobody suspected a thing.

And my stocks had already earned a whopping 0.5%. I felt like there was finally hope on the horizon.

Then came the doctor’s visit, to have the band removed. I thought that I was mentally prepared to see myself with breasts. William was there for the appointment, standing in the room as the doc unravelled that wrapping. I saw William’s eyes light up before I even looked in the mirror.

In pictures, B-cup boobs looked so small and petite—like they were hardly boobs at all. But now, seeing them on me, with my own eyes…

They were boobs. They were real boobs, with big puffy nipples. They were perky. They were soft. They jiggled and bounced. And they were part of me.

“They’re perfect,” William said.

I nearly fainted. The reality of my sacrifice struck me like a bolt of lightning right through the heart: I now had breasts.

“Do a little bounce for us, Kyle,” William said with a big smile. I did it reluctantly. It felt weird. Those boobs jumped up and down and jiggled gently before settling into place.

I covered myself up and I said nothing else for the rest of that appointment. On my way out, William told me my ‘scan date’. It was just four days away.

I felt like I was trapped in a constant state of dread. I kept my boobs bound up while I was at work, but the doctor had told me to keep them unbound as much as possible while they ‘healed and settled’. Sometimes, the feeling of shirt fabric against my sensitive nipples was too much to handle, so I would sit topless in my house with the curtains closed.

Then, one day while I was alone at work, I decided to try on a few different bras. I was curious to know if they would help with my nipple sensitivity—and I was pleased to discover that they really did feel much better. The fabric on the inside of the bra was gentle and soft, made of some sort of silk or satin, and it was nice and soft on my nipples. The way the bras supported my perky tits also felt nice, because sometimes the bouncing and jiggling hurt a little bit.

So I borrowed a soft black bra and I kept it under my loose sweater.

I had to admit that the relief was overwhelming. For the first time in days, I stopped thinking about the fact that I had boobs. I was able to focus on other things. And it wasn’t even until I got home that I realized I’d stolen the bra by wearing it out of the mall.

Oh well, the store wasn’t going to notice a single missing bra.

The next day at work, with that bra under my sweater, I once again found myself working alone after my coworker fell asleep in the break room (it happened a lot). While stockings shelves and dressing mannequins, I came upon a series of little dresses that made me pause. The mannequin actually had a figure that was remarkably similar to my own, with petite perky boobs and a thin waist. I looked around and slipped into a changing room with one of those little dresses. I don’t really know why I did it. I guess I just wanted to see how the clothes would look on my body, now that I had more of a genuine feminine form.

I blushed at the sight of myself. But I took the dress off and put it away and didn’t think about doing that again—until the next day.

William had phoned me earlier in the day, reminding me of my scan the next day. “We will expect you to be totally shaved: no leg hair, no pit hair, no pubic hair. Drink lots of water and moisturize your skin so that you aren’t blotchy. All of those little details help save us time when it comes to post-production.”

So before work that night, I shaved every inch of my body, except for any hair above my nose. I looked in the mirror and blushed again, seeing my smooth body: my smooth curvy hips and slippery thighs. I felt like I was recognizing myself less and less by the day.

And when I got to work and saw the new shipment of little cocktail dresses. I was just… curious. I just wanted to see how I would look in those movies, now that I more-or-less had the body of my catgirl character, minus the cat tail.

I put on a sparkly dark-purple cocktail dress, which was cut deep at the chest to show all of my cleavage. I turned dark red when I saw myself: my long smooth legs, my perky busting cleavage, my thin waist and wide hips.

I looked cute. I guess I was starting to see what William and his company saw in me when they chose me from millions of options. Though I still couldn’t wrap my head around why they were willing to pay me over a quarter million dollars over a few years, just so that they could have my likeness: specifically my likeness.

That night, I tried on a few other outfits too, just to see how I would look. I will admit that I snuck into the lingerie section and tried on some spicier attire, knowing they would have my character wearing outfits just like those ones.

And I’m embarrassed to admit that, while I was wearing a black lacy romper, I suddenly found myself rock-hard: my cock stretching out that thin lace fabric. I was so aroused. I wanted so badly to grab my cock. I wanted to stroke myself and I wanted to make myself cum in that little outfit.

But I managed to snap out of that nonsense. I was able to slap some sense into myself. I was able to take the outfit off and put my proper clothes on so I could go back to work.

I don’t know where those feelings came from. I just hoped that they weren’t going to come back.
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“The scan will take about an hour,” William told me, leading me into the warehouse where the scanning unit had been set up.

The technology had surprisingly come a long way since the last time I was scanned. I remembered the circular track with the spinning camera—so that’s what I was expecting. Instead, they had a machine that looked a bit like a time machine from some 50s sci-fi movie. It had spinning rings around it, and bright glowing lights inside of it.

“So first, we will just get a normal scan of you, naked, in the machine,” the scan technician said to me. I went inside of the machine. It was warm and damp—and quiet, as if the machine was totally sound proofed from the outside.

I felt weird being naked in the glowing cylinder. They told me to take my hands away from my crotch. There was an image on the back of the door showing me how to ‘pose’. Arrows were flashing next to the picture of the arms, telling me to raise my arms slightly. Then, after I lifted my arms slightly, a green checkmark appeared on the screen, letting me know I was in the correct pose.

The light brightened and then the walls started spinning around me. It only took twenty seconds before the thing slowed to a stop. Then, the door opened and the tech was there, staring at my naked body.

“Now, we need an erect pose.”

“More upright?” I asked, straightening my shoulders.

Then, he motioned to my cock. “Get yourself hard.”

William slipped in. “Do you ned pornography, Kyle? We want to make sure you’re rock-hard. As hard as you can get.”

I felt dizzy. I blushed. I wasn’t sure what to do. I had five people staring at me, waiting. So I awkwardly accepted the pornography magazine, but I wasn’t able to make myself hard.

The men were all checking their phones as if they had other things to be doing. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just… can’t get it up like this.”

“You need to try,” William said, now looked stern. Then, he led me to a room and showed me a laptop. “You can use that. It has all of the content we’ve ever shot on it. Come out when you’re hard, alright? Don’t take too long.”

I felt so awkward. But I tried to remember the big money that they were giving me. So I sat down and started clicking on videos. They weren’t labelled—at least not in a way that made sense to me. They all had names like ‘CG82-92-final-cut.mov’, or, ‘J9-AA-rough-cut.mov’.

I just started clicking, and it wasn’t long before I found one of my own scenes from the original Catgirls series. Within seconds, I was seeing my feminized self being bent over by another catgirl. She gently caressed my naked back before revealing her thick, long erection, which she slid up between my butt cheeks.

I turned crimson at the sight of myself. I hadn’t seen those videos in a long time. I hadn’t seen them since meeting William. I hadn’t seen them since I learned that they didn’t actually change anything about my face, aside from putting makeup on it.

I watched now as a large-breasted catgirl fucked me from behind, making me cry out. They showed closeups of her veiny shaft sliding in and out of my tight hole.

Suddenly, I found myself hard. I don’t know what it was about watching that footage. I’d never felt any arousal before with those films… but now, something had changed. There was something so… exciting about what I was seeing.

I let out a soft moan. I reached down and felt my throbbing cock.

Why was this making me so hard?

What was wrong with me?

It was weirdly exciting to think that what I was seeing was… possible. I mean—they were going to make it again using scans and computers… but beyond that, it was… possible. I was seeing a scene that could really exist, aside from the tail and ears…

I was rock-hard, just like William wanted me. So, with my hands over my cock, I slipped out of the room and said, “Okay, I’m ready.”

They rushed me into the machine. “Keep stroking yourself to stay hard,” William said. I felt like a total pervert, stroking my cock while they all stared at me and prepared the machine.

I closed my eyes and tried to keep that image in my mind: the image of me being rammed by that big-breasted catgirl.

I lifted my arms as the screen advised. The machine whirred and spun. They got their scan.

But we weren’t done.

Now it was time for a ‘feminized scan’. A makeup artist was ready. A hair stylist was there too, and she had a selection of wigs with her. They gave me a robe and sat me down. “Why can’t you just do it with computers?” I asked William when he came by to check on my makeup.

“Because that costs money. We can just doll you up now and never have to generate makeup on you for any scene. The goal here is to save money.”

I will admit that I was peeking at the makeup artist while she worked. I occasionally asked her, “What is that? What does it do?” My heart raced as I took mental note of some of those tips. I don’t know why I was taking notes; it’s not like I ever planned to doll myself up… right?

They did a scan of me in a wig and makeup. They changed my wig a few times for more scans, and they changed my makeup style a few times: a nude look, a glam look, and a more alt-type look. Then, they scanned me in various outfits. William was thrilled when he saw that one of the outfits made me erect. The bulge made him smile, and he said, “That’s perfect.” I was ashamed and humiliated, so I said nothing.

But that wasn’t all. They did an entire scan just for my tits, which involved me standing and sitting in various poses—as well as hopping and bouncing so the AI scanners could ‘learn’ how my tits moved in relation to my body. We did the same thing for my cock, flaccid and erect. They were making this session as comprehensive as possible so that all they had to do was tell their AI system what they wanted my character to do, and it would do it.

It was the last scan that made me the most uncomfortable. “Let’s get the cumshot.”

“The what?”

“Just jerk off in the machine until you cum,” the scan tech said. “We’ll get detailed data so that we can get super-realistic closeups for sex scenes.”

I was horrified. I thought that it was a joke. But nobody was laughing. “The sooner you do it, the sooner we can all go home.”

So I did it. I sat in the machine with my eyes closed, and I jerked off. And after that shameful masturbation session was over, they brought me to a computer to show me just how much better the technology was than the last time I was scanned. Now, they weren’t just showing my face in a James Bond movie. Now, they were able to show me whatever the hell I wanted to see. “Just say something random,” William said with a big smile.

“Show… me on a roller coaster.”

The tech typed it in, and five seconds later, there I was.

“Be more detailed than that,” William said, rolling his eyes. “How’s about… you getting fucked underwater by an octopus monster.”

Ten seconds later, it was on the screen: tentacle penetrating my back door while I moaned. It was so realistic. With the click of a button, they could change camera angles. With a quick prompt, they could invoke a cumshot, which they demonstrated. I saw my cock (which really was exactly like my cock) spew thick cum into that water.

I looked away, embarrassed. “Cool, huh?” William said.

“We’re done, right?” I asked.

“For now,” he said. “As the technology improves, we will get you in to do new scans—every few months, probably.”

“Okay,” I said.

I heard some noise behind me. I looked back and saw that another ‘femboy’ had been led in, wearing a robe. He had a feminine look about him, with long hair and soft facial features. “There’s our next appointment,” smiled William. “We’ll be in touch, Kyle.” They had a driver take me home. I wasn’t able to bring myself to leave the house for the rest of that day, too overwhelmed by the humiliation of the morning.
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Ihad promised myself that I wouldn’t ever look into those films. I told myself that I would take the money and then go on pretending like none of it ever happened…

But after a couple of weeks, I just wasn’t able to fight the curiosity anymore. I logged onto their website to see if there had been any progress with the show. I was stunned to see that there were already two episodes out.

I nearly spat out my tea. I tried to resist the urge to see what they had done with my image… but I just couldn’t stop myself. I clicked the link and loaded up the first video.

It was just as depraved as the original series. The plot was just as random and pointless: just a big setup for sex. The first sex scene didn’t involve me. Instead, it was a different character in the spotlight, making love with another catgirl: a new character that they were introducing into the series. It started off romantic and turned into hard, deep penetration. Then they showed a band of ‘thieves’ showing up to Catgirl island, and it was my character who came to intercept them.

But after convincing them to leave the island, my character couldn’t help but ask them if they wanted to have a gangbang.

I told you the plot was stupid.

Nobody was watching for the plot lines. Now, I was watching as five men took turns with me. There was always one man in my asshole, always one man in my mouth—sometimes two in each. They pumped me and spanked me and choked me and pinned me hard against the ground. They had me covered in dirt and red spank marks. Then, they started to take turns covering me in their cumshots. It was all very obscene. They left me gaping. One man pressed the tip of his hard cock against my erection and he came on me, coating my shaft with his shimmering cum—and the pleasure of that apparently made me cum, because my character’s cock started unloading onto my belly.

I groaned.

It wasn’t the only sex scene that I was a part of in the episode. Near the end, they had me and three other catgirls all taking turns sucking off the island’s new ‘king’. I took part of the facial at the end.

I don’t know why I bothered to load up the next episode, watching myself being taken hard by a pair of catgirls who my character had wronged. The sex was apparently part of the revenge, though it really made no sense because it was all consensual and everyone was into it—but again, nobody was watching for the plot, and nobody cared about any plot holes.

I turned it off. I’d seen enough. I spent the rest of that day regretting having gone to that website, because now I was burdened with the dread of knowing that people were watching me. I knew that men were jerking off to me, and it once again seemed like a matter of time before those videos reached the eyes of my family members.

And this time, if someone asked me why I had boobs, I couldn’t simply say, “They put them on me with computers.” I really did have boobs now—and those were going to make it a lot harder to convince people that this was something that I had never agreed to, like when it happened the last time.

I tried hard not to think about it, but it seemed like reminders were everywhere. It didn’t help that a shipment of lingerie came into the department store, and I had to spend half of my shift shelving all of it. And I suppose that I didn’t help the issue at all when I was overwhelmed by the urge to go and try some of the new lingerie on.

And it definitely didn’t help that my ‘old fans’ had seen the new videos, and had started to reach out to me to tell me how much they loved the new episodes, and how badly they wanted to meet me in person, and how they were so sure that I would fall in love with them just like they had fallen in love with me.

Sadly, using a pseudonym didn’t help with the old fans who already knew my real name—or the new fans who were able to dig up old episodes on illegal video hosting websites.

But I didn’t find myself filled with the same dread that I used to feel when strangers reached out to me. I didn’t feel sick or dizzy, and I didn’t feel like changing my name and moving to some random country in the middle of nowhere where nobody would be able to find me. Instead, I found myself grinning. I found myself with a curious fuzzy feeling buzzing inside of me, as if I was actually starting to like the attention. In fact, I ended up replying to an email that I got for the first time ever: a simple “thank you for your support.” I don’t know why I did it. Maybe it had something to do with being paid properly. Or maybe it had something to do with all of the work that had gone into making me one of the stars of that new series. I had sacrificed a lot for William and his production company; I literally had the breasts on my chest to prove it. So to think that people were happy with the product made me feel… weirdly good. It was a whole lot better than finding out that people weren’t interested, or that they weren’t turned on by me after I put so much into being ‘beautiful’ as a femboy.

I really don’t know what had changed with my outlook.

It was only a week later when I decided to make a fan-mail inbox for my pseudonym. I bought a cheap website with a landing page that said my stage name and it had some ‘stills’ from the new show. I figured if people found that page, they wouldn’t put in a bunch of effort to find me, so I could keep a bit more of my privacy. It wasn’t long before people started asking me if I had an OnlyFans page that they could subscribe to.

After the twentieth person asked, I decided that I would make one.

I mean… it’s not like I had anything to lose. People were already seeing me naked. That was really my naked body being shown in those AI-generated movies, whether I liked to admit it or not. Maybe I didn’t have to endure the brutal ass fuckings, and I didn’t have to suck any cocks, but that was my face and body being shown to millions—and they liked what they saw.

I posted a few pictures that I took in lingerie at the department store. I was wearing one of the shop’s wigs: not nearly as high-quality as what they had me wearing when they scanned my body, but it was fine for some quick phone selfies.

I wasn’t expecting much from the OnlyFans thing; I figured I could just get a few bucks from a few super fans… so I was shocked when I saw that I had already made three-thousand dollars by the end of the week.

I put all of that money straight into my investments. It was weird, watching that page grow, realizing just how popular I was. It seemed like every hour, a new person was subscribing to see my lingerie pictures.

And, of course, it wasn’t long before the ‘fans’ were all begging for more than just lingerie photos. Or, I should say, ‘less’ than lingerie.

So one evening, I took a few shots in my bedroom: naked, with my breasts and cock out. It was a rush, watching the likes and comments and new subscribers pouring in. I hate to admit it, but I found the whole thing to be kind of… addictive. I found the whole thing to be strangely rewarding as I learned that I had so many fans: people who were so captivated by me that they were willing to pay me money just for a glimpse at my body.

It was only a month later when I realized that there was no point in keeping my shelf-stocking job. At first, I thought I would keep it just to have access to the clothes in the department store… but nothing in the store was really slutty enough to make decent content for Only Fans—and the time was better spent making content that would make me far more money than I could make stocking shelves. So I gave my notice and started investing in turning my own bedroom into a mini studio, complete with pink walls and pink neon lights.

It still all felt so surreal—to think that I had gone from laughing at the idea of guys wearing girls’ clothing, to making my living off of OnlyFans. It was weird to think that I was… famous.

My likeness was famous, anyway…

But my likeness was chosen because, apparently, I was remarkably feminine in a natural sort of way. And yes, it was dreadful to accept… at first. But once I started seeing the money trickling in, it was hard to really be upset about it. I’m sure most guys would kill to look feminine if it meant them only having to work for a few hours a week, earning as much cash as guys working sixty hours on rigs.

I had to cater to my ‘fanbase’. I bought myself a decent pair of cat ears, which clipped to my hair with a pair of bobby-pin-like clips, and I got myself a tale, which… well, it didn’t clip to anything. It had a ‘bulb’ on one end, which I carefully pushed into my bum.

Like I said, I was catering to my audience.

And part of my new ‘job’ involved flirting with fans. In fact, most of my job involved flirting with fans: accepting their compliments and telling them that I thought they were cute or ‘big’ or whatnot. Yes, at first it was a bit dreadful. At first I felt like I was trading my dignity for cash…

But it was hard to ignore that there was something very freeing about it. It was liberating, working for myself. It was strangely empowering to think that I possessed some ability to make people very, very happy. They were excited. They looked at me like some sort of goddess.

And the money kept coming in. And my platform was only going to grow and grow and grow as long as the Catgirls show was being created: new episodes every week, attracting new fans.

After a few months, I was convinced that I’d tripped and stumbled into the greatest gig ever. I hardly had to do anything, and men would just throw cash at me.

I thought, once again, that I had it made.

And then came the second big ‘crash’ of my life.
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There was another big class-action lawsuit being waged against Boris Lunt and his various companies, and I didn’t even know that it existed until the judge had made his ruling, which changed the course of my life.

TrueFilm was the first of its kind, so naturally, they made a lot of mistakes—and those mistakes made a lot of people very angry. Some lawyers found some issues with the contracts that he’d been using with companies, and so money-hungry lawyers all over the world jumped on the opportunity to get in on the action. When Boris Lunt realized that he was probably going to lose a great deal of his wealth due to this error, he acted quickly, based on his own lawyer’s advice.

He spent billions of dollars building an AI system that was specifically designed to ‘clean’ the internet. For his purposes, he made it track down every clip of every TrueFilm movie ever made, having them scrubbed from the internet. It was a complicated process, but it worked fast. I won’t get into the details of how it works (because, honestly, I don’t understand it), but basically, his system infiltrated all corners of the internet and had all of the Catgirls videos erased.

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe that he’d managed to have those videos scrubbed away so effectively. I used to spend weeks sitting there, reporting video after video as they popped up—but it was like playing whack-a-mole. One would go down and then two would pop up elsewhere, sometimes with slightly different names.

But Lunt’s system was aggressive and powered by state-of-the-art AI. All of the original Catgirls content was gone. All of the new Catgirls content was gone. Every major motion picture that had used TrueFilm was pulled from the internet. Somehow, that software infiltrated the computers of people who had copies of anything made with TrueFilm, and the software would then ‘shatter’ the files so they couldn’t be played or transferred.

Then, Boris Lunt’s company carried out one of history’s biggest refund campaigns: close to eighty billion dollars in refunds, which his lawyers believed would reduce the harm from the various lawsuits—and his lawyers were right. Boris was only ordered to pay a single billion dollars in damages to the various suing parties, and TrueFilm became nothing more than the answer to some Trivial Pursuit question of the future.

William Parker’s company terminated my contract and ended payments instantly. I was nervous, but not totally gutted. I still had my OnlyFans…

Until I woke up one morning to find that it was ‘temporarily suspended’ until I could remove any pictures or clips from the Catgirls franchise. I complied, and 72 hours later, they reinstated my account… but many had unsubscribed during my absence from the platform.

And over the coming weeks and months, many more unsubscribed. I went from making close to $16,000 per month in subscription fees… to just a hair over $3,000. Now that Catgirls was no more, men no longer cared about me—at least not as much.

I still had that solid foundation of fans who were absolutely obsessed with me: about 3,000 people, paying me a buck per month to see lewd photos of me.

I had lots of cash in the bank… not as much as I was hoping to get out of all of this, but enough. It was enough that I could invest it and wait… and hope… and I could live off of the OnlyFans cash.

But the fans kept unsubscribing. The next month, I made only $2,600. Then that dropped to $2,100. To make ends meet, I started cashing out my stocks. My stocks weren’t earning as fast as I was cashing them out.

Then came the big stock market crash, and my savings were decimated.

The rough economy made people nervous, so a big wave of unsubscribes hit me hard, dropping me to just $1,400 for the month.

I was quickly finding myself in a very familiar situation, looking down the barrel of poverty, with nothing to show for it. At least when new doctors look at the huge debt their collect while schooling, they have a way to pay it all off. I wasn’t in that boat. I didn’t have a medical degree. I didn’t have any degree. My resume had a few months of shelf stocking.

Once again, my dreams of retiring early were dashed. I had no idea what I was going to do…

And then, one day while trying to promote my dying OnlyFans effort, I came across a posting by William Parker’s pornography company. ‘Casting,’ was the headline. “We are once again rebooting our popular Catgirls franchise. Funding has been secured, and we plan to start filming in two weeks. Please submit your headshots and resumes. No experience necessary. Performers will be expected to be comfortable having sexual intercourse on camera.”

A numbness crept into my fingers as I sat at my computer, re-reading the posting. My heart was rattling hard against my ribcage.

I suppose I was considering it. I didn’t really realize that I was considering it, but the way my adrenaline started to spike, the way that my heart started to race, the way that I began to feel lightheaded… it all pointed to the obvious reality: I was considering signing myself up for a hardcore femboy pornography series as a way to escape the poverty that I was headed towards.
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William’s lips curled into a sly grin the moment I stepped into his office. That grin seemed to suggest that he was already certain that he had me locked into his new show.

But I hadn’t made any promises. I had only called him to set up a meeting so that I could ask a few questions. As far as he knew, I was there to take him up on his original offer to have my breasts removed once the show was over—because technically, the show was now over.

“It’s so great to see you, Kyle,” he said, unable to wipe that smirk off of his face.

“I’m guessing it would be pointless to ask about the remaining payments that we agreed on,” I said, getting right down to business—but not really the business that I was there to discuss.

He nodded his head slowly. “Right—because technically, we never agreed to those payments. The agreement was that you would be paid per episode, and you were paid for each episode that was created. It’s a damn shame, isn’t it? The technology was perfect, and we were following all of the rules… but of course, money-hungry lawyers have to swoop in and ruin everything. So we’re going to do it old-school—the way we did it five years ago. Oh well, there’s something charming about doing it with performers and cameras and lights and whatnot. It’s fun to play with technology—and everyone loves easy month—but the free ride was bound to come to an end at some point.”

“So you’re, uh, making the show all over again, huh?”

“Sort of. We’ll get new scripts written. It won’t be exactly the same. It all really depends on the performers we get in casting. I mean, we will cast the hottest stars we can find, and we’ll write the show around them. I take it you’re interested?”

I froze up. “What? No. I was just… curious. I was just wondering if, uh… our whole arrangement is, uh… over?”

“Well,” he said. “If you’re asking about the arrangement that we signed—then yes; that’s been terminated. But if you’re interested in working with us, Kyle… we can make it work.” That grin reappeared.

“No, no,” I said. My heart started racing. This was my cue to leave, but something was keeping me there. I knew what it was. I knew that I wanted him to tell me more about the production. “Is, uh… the new show… going to be with, like, face scans and stuff? You’ll just use computers to put one person’s face onto an actor’s body?”

He laughed. “No, Kyle. It’s all old-school. Real performers. Real porn. The good ol’ stuff.” He was staring into my eyes now.

“Oh. Do you… simulate the sex? Like… fake the, uh, penetrations and stuff?”

“No. It’s real. Now, some people may fake orgasms, of course. If the director wants someone to scream, we’ll ask them to fake it.”

I sat there, frozen.

His grin grew wider. “I heard you’ve been keeping a little OnlyFans with your stage name.”

I felt my face turning dark red. I didn’t reply.

“I think that’s a fantastic way to make some side-money. And if you were to star in our new show, it would drive a lot of interest to your little platform there.” His gold tooth glistened in his expensive office lamplight.

“I just don’t think that’s really my thing,” I said, voice trembling slightly.

“You have a week to consider it before we finalize the roles. Fans would love to see a familiar face.”

“I’m not… gay,” I said.

“You don’t have to be gay to take a big cock in your ass, Kyle,” he said bluntly. “At the end of the day, it’s business. It’s a business with a lot of money on the line: a whole lot of money.” His eye gleamed.

I stood up. “Well, you’ve already answered the questions I had. I just, uh, wanted to ensure that there was nothing outstanding between us with the whole thing.”

“Not at all,” he said. He stood up and reached out his hand. “It was a pleasure doing business with you, Kyle.”

I stared into his eyes. A chill crept down my spine. I found myself wondering how bad it could realistically be. I’d played with my butthole for the camera a few times, for OnlyFans. I’d inserted that butt-plug tail into myself, and it never hurt. In fact, sometimes it felt kind of… nice.

And I’d pushed in small dildos so that I could get naughty photos—and the dildos never hurt. In fact… I will admit that, a few times, I ended up playing with my photoshoot dildos, sliding them in and out of myself. And sometimes I left the cat-tail butt plug inside of me for a while, while I was sitting and doing work on the computer, just because I liked the way it felt inside of me.

But a man!? Ew. I could never allow a man inside of me…

But maybe a woman with a strap-on. Or maybe, if he was cute and somewhat convincing, a femboy with a cute smooth cock, like mine. Maybe then I could endure it without feeling disgusted with myself.

“Do you have another question for me, Kyle?” William asked, glaring into my eyes.

“Um…” I remained still, still thinking about this opportunity that I was about to walk away from.

Would the production agree to only put me in bed with women and cute femboys? Would they be tolerant if I said I couldn’t see myself with a man? Would they let me get comfortable with the whole process before introducing me to the idea of being plugged by a muscular man with a thick, throbbing cock?

I felt my face turning red.

“We could do a one-episode contract,” William said, eyes glowing. “Like a cameo, with a short sex scene. It would be great for the fans, and then… well, maybe you could decide if you want to extend it beyond that.”

I stuttered. “Would I get to… decide who my partner is?”

“You decide?” he asked. “No.”

“Oh…”

There was a silence. “Just think about it. If it’s something you want to do, you have my email. Just shoot me a picture of yourself along with your resume, and I’ll make sure it’s put on the top of the pile. Just a formality. We’re looking forward to working with you, Kyle.” He winked, sending a horrible chill down my spine

That night, I put on the outfit: the ears, the tail, the skimpy lingerie. I no longer needed a wig; my hair had grown almost to shoulder-length, and it looked cute when I ruffled it up the right way. I put a touch of makeup on my face. I didn’t need much makeup; I’d learned over the months that I could look cute and feminine with just a touch of mascara, some thin eyeliner, and a bit of blush.

I stared at myself in the mirror. In that moment, the past couple of years flashed before my eyes. I remembered all of the desperate moments. I remembered the horror I felt when I discovered that my image had been used in those catgirl pornography videos. I remembered the lawsuits, the money… and the poverty. My life had been totally changed in those couple of years. I no longer felt like the same person that I was at the beginning of all of this. I certainly wasn’t the man who had his life in the stock market. I didn’t know that person anymore, and he didn’t know me.

I turned my gaze to my laptop. I had that website loaded up, with one of their promo images on the screen: a picture of a pretty femboy taking a thick, hard shaft in her tiny bum hole. God, she was cute… and it looked like it felt so, so good…

But was that what I wanted? Under those circumstances? What price was I willing to put on my dignity? I knew the price I was willing to put on my image and my reputation… but my dignity?

I hate to admit that I was curious. I hate to admit that I fantasized about doing it. I fantasized about being taken hard by complete strangers. I fantasized about being the fantasy of thousands and thousands of men around the world. I liked it when men drooled over me. I loved being told that I was sexy, and maybe I liked the flirting a little bit too; I got a rush out of it.

But we can admit to our vices without succumbing to bad urges. I didn’t want to go down that road. I didn’t want to sell my body for the pleasure of strangers.

I could find another way to make money—and I could find another way to get whatever it was that I was looking for by dressing up and looking sexy for strangers.

It wasn’t some get-rich-quick-scheme that I went after. It wasn’t some shortcut to an early retirement. I found a job posting online looking for a receptionist at a gym. I submitted myself using a different name: Kylie. I was called in for an interview in the morning, and I went, wearing a little dress and some cute white stockings. The owner of the gym seemed to really like me, so she offered me the job.

The pay was fine, but the hours were flexible. The plan was to save up and eventually start taking classes online to work towards a degree. One day, I would be in a position to have a higher-paying job.

It wasn’t going to be overnight. I wasn’t going to try to cut any corners. I was fine taking one baby step at a time.

Plus, while I was working my receptionist job, I was able to study. I was able to watch some of the online lectures, and inch my way towards that degree. I was also able to save a little bit of cash… and I got lots of looks from the gym-goers. I made more than a few men blush, and a few girls too.

Every now and then, I got a phone number too.

And I quickly realized that I was getting what I had been looking for: a little bit of validation. It turned out, I didn’t need thousands of men jerking off to videos of me in order to feel that validation; I just needed a blushing smile from a stranger who thought that I was pretty.

That was enough.

Kyle tried reaching out to me many times. He even sent an email begging me to reprise my role. He was offering big money, but I turned him down. I didn’t want what he was offering. I had a good thing going.

THE END


THE GIRLIEST SECRET
GETTING EXPOSED AS A SECRET SISSY



THE GIRLIEST SECRET: GETTING EXPOSED AS A SECRET SISSY


Everyone knows about Anika’s Book of Secrets. She’s spent years gaining the trust of her classmates to find out their secrets, which she keeps in her heavily-coded secret-encyclopedia. No one’s ever seen the book, never mind had the opportunity to attempt to crack the code.

That is until Keith finds out his secret is catalogued in the book. He will do anything to get that book to stop others from finding out what he did. 

By some miracle, he gets his hands on it, and he gets right to cracking the code so that he can have his page removed. 

But as soon as he can understand what’s written on those cryptic pages, Keith starts to learn about the secrets of his classmates—and he finds out that, supposedly, one of his old friends plays dress-up in the school’s drama room after hours.
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Ihad to get that book of secrets before someone else got their hands on it.

I nearly fainted when I heard some girls talking near me. “Did you hear the cops took Anika’s Book of Secrets?” I actually thought that I was going to puke.

My secret was supposed to be safe with Anika. I wouldn’t have ever told her what I did if I thought there was a chance in hell that book could end up in the hands of someone else.

Hell—I probably wouldn’t have told her anything if I knew that she even kept a ‘Book of Secrets’, chronicling the secrets of every student in school. Well, not every student, but damn-near most of them. After I confessed my sins to her, she confessed to me that she had a weird little hobby of collecting secrets.

“But I never tell anyone. Don’t worry. They’re not secrets if people find out about them, and if they’re not secrets, they’re not valuable to me.”

I guess I should back up and explain to you how I ended up telling her my little secret. It’s not a long story. Basically, it went like this:

Anika had added me on Facebook and Instagram. I noticed her smiling at me more in the hallways, and I started to assume that she had a bit of a crush on me. She would get a bit flirty with me during gym class (the only class we shared together), so one day, I asked if she wanted to go hang out at the mall. I kind of thought we were moving towards dating. She would chat me up online at night and sometimes we would talk for a few hours. She was always nice to me. She always wanted to sit with me during lunchtime. And one day, drinking a six-pack by the river, she asked me, “Do you have any secrets?”

She got me to tell her the worst one. I don’t know why I did it. I guess she just had me in a confession kind of mood. It was something she was good at. She told me right after about her ‘secret collection’. She told me about her book. And after I made that confession, her interest in me evaporated largely, as if she no longer needed me for anything—though she was still kind to me, and she would still chat me up from time to time. I noticed her starting to hang out with a new guy shortly after—and then a few weeks later, she found another guy to spend her time with.

“You promise you won’t tell anyone about… what I told you… Right?” I asked her during lunch one day.

“Of course, Keith,” she giggled. “I’ve never told anybody anything. I keep everything in a book, which I always keep hidden. Nobody has ever seen it, and nobody ever will.”

But that was where she was wrong: someone did end up seeing it, and that someone was a police officer who came into our school after hearing a rumour that a student was planning to commit the most horrible crime that a student can commit: a school shooting.

The student’s name was Aaron. He had confessed his plan to Anika, and Anika had quietly gone to the police right after. Within an hour, police were in the school. They searched lockers, took Aaron into custody, and then we were brought to the gymnasium for an assembly to discuss emergency protocols.

It was actually quite horrifying to think that Aaron could have gone through with it if not for Anika…

But also…

It was scary to think that Anika wasn’t quite as tight-lipped as she had promised. Luckily, my secret was nothing illegal. She couldn’t go to the cops and have me arrested like she did with Aaron. But I assume she told Aaron the same thing she told me: “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone. No matter what.”

I felt downright ill. Some cop was currently reading all of those secrets. My dad’s friend, Larry, was a cop. What if he was the one reading the book? Would he tell my dad what was in there?

My dad would surely disown me.

I spent the next four days in a state of dread, just waiting for my secret to slip to a pair of student ears… and then it would spread fast like some infectious disease. It wouldn’t take long for every student in the school to know that I lost my virginity to my grandmother’s 84-year-old roommate at the care home.

Oh God, I can’t believe I’m admitting it… it happened shortly after my eighteenth birthday. I was visiting my grandma, who has dementia. She went to take a nap, and then her petite granny roommate asked if I could help her move some furniture around, so I went with her. Then, once we were alone in the room, she dropped her knitted cardigan to the floor and revealed a tight red lace bodysuit over her sagging body.

Okay—I’m not trying to gross you out. I won’t go into detail. I should mention that I was nearly a month into a ‘no-masturbating’ challenge. I was unbelievably horny, and no woman had ever offered me sex like that before. And in the moment, she seemed kind of hot. She didn’t look nearly as old as she was.

So… I should probably tell you the worst part.

It turns out, the old lady was also suffering from some dementia or something, because when we were finished, she said, “Did you shave your moustache?”

“Huh?” I said.

“You’ve had a moustache for forty years. Why shave it today?”

Apparently, she thought that I was her late husband.

Oh God, I felt so guilty. I felt like absolute garbage. I felt like I had taken advantage of her. But I swear I didn’t know!

You must think that I’m a monster. I thought that I was a monster.

And all of the details were chronicled inside of Anika’s Book of Secrets, which was now being read by at least one police officer. Hell—they were probably all sitting around it, laughing their asses off, finding out about the senior-year-student who fucked the little granny in the ass.

Yes, it was in the ass for the most part: her request. No condom. Full anal creampie. And she sucked me right after with her wrinkled lips. Okay, I said I wouldn’t give you details, but now I’ve done it. Now you know everything. Now you know what the police found out about me.

But the police weren’t interested in me. They were interested in Aaron, and that Book of Secrets was just evidence.

Still, the thought of anyone knowing what I did made me sick… so sick that I would get literal bouts of nausea, which would send me rushing to the bathroom to hug the porcelain. I actually puked twice.

It was a Friday afternoon when there was a knock at the school’s bathroom door while I was heaving. I thought it was weird that someone was knocking on an unlocked door. After the second knock, I called out, “It’s not locked!”

Then, a female voice called back. “It’s me: the school nurse. I heard heaving. Are you okay?”

“I’m… fine,” I said. Though I was legitimately wondering if I was sick with something. So I decided to take her up on her offer to look me over and take my temperature. We went to the school office, and then into her little exam room, which I’d never been in before. She sat me down and asked me to wait while she fetched a new box of exam gloves from the storage room, which was on the other side of the school, near the gym.

I sat and waited, and while I waited, I saw two police officers walk into the main office area. One was holding a box. The receptionist smiled at the men as they put the box up on the counter. “What’s this?” asked the receptionist.

“Returning personal belongings,” one officer said. Then, they quietly began to discuss the incident with Aaron. Apparently, they had determined that there was never a real plan to shoot up the school. Aaron had lied about his father owning a firearm, and he had apparently done this before in middle-school. There wouldn’t be any charges, but Aaron would be getting transferred to a special school.

“Why would he lie about doing something so awful?” the receptionist asked.

“Attention, probably,” said the officer. “He claims he was just trying to impress a girl.”

“Impress a girl!? Who would be impressed by something like that?”

“He’s a troubled young man. Hopefully he gets on the right course.”

The officers left and I watched the receptionist move that box underneath her desk. My heart was racing. That Book of Secrets was in that box, and I needed to get it before anyone else could take a peek inside.
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The nurse determined that I had a ‘low fever’ and she suggested I head home for the rest of the day—but that wasn’t a very helpful suggestion, seeing as I didn’t have any money with me to get on a city bus, and my parents wouldn’t be done work until well after school hours. “I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to go back to class. You could be contagious,” she told me. “And it may not be the best idea to take the school bus home with the other students—just for their safety. If you don’t mind waiting here until 3:30, I could personally give you a ride home.”

It sounded like an offer, but she wasn’t exactly giving me other options. Well, I suppose the other option was to wait until my mom was finished work, but that meant sitting around that office for the next four hours…

I eyed that box under the receptionist’s desk.

Maybe waiting around wasn’t such a bad idea.

“I’ll wait for my mom,” I told the nurse, so I made the call and let my mom know that I wasn’t allowed to take the bus home, and would need a ride when she was off work.

Then, I was told to just sit there in that nurse’s office. The nurse left; she also worked as a nurse at the elementary school across the street, and did checkups at the nursing home next to our school (yes, the same nursing home).

I sat there. I stared at the box. My heart raced, knowing what was inside: my deep, dark secret.

Every time the receptionist left to take a smoke break, I thought of making my move… but it was too risky. The principal was in her office, and the vice-principal was in his. The nurse came back every forty minutes or so, checking in as she did her rounds.

I just kept staring at that box. They had set me up a little desk to do some homework and studying, but I couldn’t focus knowing that box was there.

What if the receptionist got bored and decided to prod through the contents? What if some teacher came along and hauled it off elsewhere? What if some sneaky student found out that box was there and decided to come snag it for himself, knowing so many secrets were being kept inside?

My heart raced faster as the minutes ticked by.

I couldn’t let anyone find that book. I needed to get my hands on it… and destroy it. Sure, I thought about getting it back to Anika, but she just couldn’t be trusted with it. She had let it slip away from her once—and maybe it would happen again.

No, no—I had to burn it. I had to burn my secret away and pray that Anika wouldn’t put it into a new book. Maybe I could beg her to keep my secret out of her next ‘edition’.

School ended. I watched the hundreds of students roar through the door like a herd of buffalo. Within minutes, they were all gone, save for the lone straggler. The receptionist kept her post. She made phone calls. A few students who had ended up in detention needed rides arranged because they’d missed their busses. Those students sat in the office for about an hour before parents and guardians came to get them.

It was around 3:45 when I saw the principal head out with her purse in hand. A few minutes later, the vice-principal clicked off with his noise lifted shoes, briefcase in hand. The receptionist was the only person left in the school… I just needed her to go on another one of her smoke breaks, and that box would be completely unguarded.

My heart was really racing now. Beads of sweat formed on my forehead. I stared at that box with intense focus, plotting every single move I needed to make to get that book. I knew she usually took ten minutes to smoke, which was plenty of time to get what I needed to get.

I saw her reaching into her purse, pulling out her lighter and that box of smokes. Then, as she was about to stand up, a student walked into the office.

He was holding a key.

I recognized him instantly: Bradley Stanicky. I’d been going to school with him since before I could remember. He lived around the corner from me, and had since we were born, though we were never friends. When I was really little, our parents set up a few playdates, but we never really clicked. He was really into hockey and riding ATVs, and I had always been more into drawing and reading. He had older brothers who liked to play rough, and I had sisters who were always painting their nails (and mine), so as a kid, I really didn’t understand boy stuff, and Bradley had no interest in coming over to my house, where 90% of my toys were hand-me-downs from my older sisters: Barbies and kitchen sets.

Though we were never enemies. I never hated Bradley, and I don’t think he ever thought about me. Sometimes—like now—we would nod at one another. “Oh hey,” was about the extent of our conversations. I’d seen him at a few parties, drinking with friends, flirting with girls. At one party, I said, “Hey Bradley,” and he replied with, “Hey, Keith.” And that was that.

Now, he called out, “You okay?”

“Stomach bug,” I replied.

“Shitty,” he said.

“Language,” said the receptionist. Though I had heard her drop about two dozen F-bombs while on personal calls throughout the day.

Bradley handed her a key. “All done for the day?” asked the receptionist.

“Yep.”

“Thanks, Bradley. See you Monday.”

“I won’t be in Monday. I have a college orientation thing I have to go to.”

“Then we’ll see you Tuesday then.”

Bradley smiled and nodded, but before he turned away, he said, “Is the room already rented Tuesday afternoon, or can I book it now?”

The receptionist checked. “Looks like Glee Club has it until four.”

“What about Wednesday?”

“Looks like it’s free.”

“Can I book it?”

My mom would be arriving soon. I really needed them to finish this nonsense so that I could get to that box. The receptionist had put her smokes back in her bag while she did her business on the computer for Bradley. I was tempted to scream at them to figure this out over the phone another day.

I eyed the clock. My mom would be arriving in the next ten minutes. If she came early, my chances of getting that box were zero.

“Which college were you accepted into, Bradley?” she asked.

I groaned.

“SMU,” he smiled.

“Really? That’s where I went!”

“Oh, no way.”

And they began chatting. I groaned, sinking into my seat. Now, the receptionist was putting her lighter in her pocket, as if she was giving up on the idea of heading out for a smoke.

Terrible timing. I should have just tried my luck while the principal and vice-principal were still in. They wouldn’t have noticed me sneaking under that desk. I could have been fast and sneaky. I could have grabbed that book…

I heard an engine. I poked my head out the doorway, and through the window, saw my mom’s car.

“Shit,” I whispered.

Then, Bradley left. The receptionist typed something into her computer, and then grabbed her smokes. She stood up. She hadn’t noticed my mom’s car parked out front. Now, my mom was typing on her phone.

A minute later, I was alone. Was this my chance?

I jumped to my feet and rushed over to that box, falling down to my knees as I threw it open and looked inside.

There were only a few things: some textbooks, a jacket, some girl’s purse, a gym bag… and a book.

The book had a little lock on it, but the lock had been broken—presumably by the police. The book was bulging, filled with clippings and photos. A rubber band kept everything tightly together, but the band looked like it was on the verge of snapping and letting the secrets of dozens of students loose.

I grabbed the book, but the box, and kicked the box back under the desk, just as the door opened and the receptionist returned, now with my mother. “Keith, your mom is here.”

“I know,” I said, clutching that book at my side, in the open, because I knew if I hid it behind my back I would just look suspicious.

I walked towards my mom, and then the receptionist said, “Wait.”

My heart fell into my stomach.

“Your bag is still in the nurse’s office, Keith.”

“Oh. Right.” I laughed nervously and I zipped to grab it before returning to my mom. “Okay. Let’s go.”

I made it out without her noticing that I had that book. She said nothing, and that made me think that I got away with it. I was leaving the school with my secret. I slipped it into my bag once in the car, and my mom didn’t notice a thing.

My plan was to destroy it as soon as I was home… But first, I wanted to ensure that I had the right book.
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Iflipped open to the first page and found myself at an instant dead-end. The writing on the page was all done in blue ink, but I wasn’t looking at English letters.

The book was written in Cyrillic: Russian alphabet letters, but with no spaces. It was just a wall of Cyrillic, looking like some sort of computer virus opened with Microsoft Notepad.

“What the hell is this?”

I flipped through page after page, and the pages were all the same.

And it was indeed nonsense. I spent two hours at my computer, tediously typing in those letters (after changing my keyboard to Cyrillic). I tried translating, but hardly any of the words translated into anything. ‘Salad’ was one of the few translations that came up with anything. “Brokerage’ was another. ‘Garage Mouse’ was another.

It was like some schizophrenic diary.

Of course, it was some sort of code.

Again, my instinct was to burn the thing: to get rid of it so that it wouldn’t land into the hands of anyone who could possibly translate it—though it seemed hard to believe that anyone would have the patience to figure out what any of it meant.

I didn’t burn it. I put it into my dresser drawer, behind my socks, and I left it there until I knew what I would do with it.

And I forgot about it.

That’s where it stayed for the next six weeks. I really had forgotten about it, until one day at school. It was the third day of our ‘different cultures week’. The culture of the week was Russian.

I wasn’t only paying a little bit of attention to the Russian woman speaking to our class when she started to write Cyrillic letters up on the board. She was explaining to the class how easy the Russian language was to read. “Much easier than English,” she said. “No confusing letters that sound different in different words. In Russian, letters always make same sounds.”

She began to explain what she meant. She wrote out the Russian letters next to their English equivalents. I suddenly remembered that diary.

I took a photo with my phone. At home, I pulled out the Book of Secrets and I used that phone photo to ‘sound out’ the words.

And at first, it made no sense. I was speaking gibberish… until I recognized a name: Garret Kellner. I said it slowly aloud before recognizing it. Garret was a classmate of mine.

The next page had another name Kyle Smithers.

And then the next page was Christopher Rogers.

The Cyrillic letters spelled names!

But what about the rest of it? I thought hard, and after a few hours, I solved the mystery.

Anika was born in Quebec City. She had no accent, but she was raised in a French family. Those were French words!

Suddenly, I was able to start piecing together the sentences: one at a time. It was tedious, because I didn’t speak French, and I had to figure out how the words were supposed to be spelled in the French language based on the Cyrillic equivalents. I didn’t get every single word, but by using a translator online, I was able to tediously bring the Book of Secrets to life.

Garret Kellner told me his secret during lunchtime. He once got drunk at a family reunion, and while his aunt was sleeping, he licked her toes. He told me he sucked her foot for about ten minutes while stroking himself.

He also told me that it wasn’t a blood-relative. It was his father’s brother’s wife.

I was in stitches. Garret was so quiet. He was so meek and shy. I’d only heard him speak maybe five times before. To imagine him sucking some older woman’s toes while she slept!

Was it even true?

I couldn’t stop laughing. It was worth the hour and a half it took to translate the cryptic page.

Kyle Smithers told me his secret today while we were at the mall. He told me that he discovered his neighbour’s OnlyFans page completely by accident (though I’m not sure I believe it was an accident). He used his father’s credit card to subscribe to it, and he downloaded all of her nude photos before un-subbing, hoping his dad wouldn’t notice. But his mother ended up seeing the charge on the credit card, and it started a fight between his parents that possibly contributed to their divorce a few months later.

I didn’t really know Kyle—and the story was actually a bit sad.

Tamara Zinck is Kyle’s neighbour. Kyle showed me the photos, and I can confirm that Tamara secretly runs an OnlyFans page. Some of the photos are fairly raunchy, with her putting objects into her vagina and butthole. There are also videos of her having sex with her father’s friends.

I didn’t know Tamara really—she had graduated two years earlier… but her younger brother, Jeffery, was in my math class.

My body was tense all over. I couldn’t believe all of these confessions! I couldn’t believe that I was in possession of so many secrets. I felt like I wasn’t supposed to know any of this… but now, I knew it all.

I was shocked. All of the secrets were so sexual—except for a few.

Brian Jessy really wanted a Playstation, but his parents wouldn’t buy him one when he was fifteen. So in the middle of the night one night, he put on a balaclava and stole his father’s handgun. He went to a nearby convenience store and held it up at gunpoint. He stole three-thousand dollars and managed to run off before cops got there. He was never found out. He told his parents that a friend gave him the Playstation because he helped him on a school project.

I believed that one. Brian was a trouble-maker, always in detention, always getting in fights.

I found my own page next.

Keith Myers had sex with a senile woman in a care home after his grandmother went to take a nap. He was there visiting, and claims the old lady seduced him. After they had sex, the old lady acted like Keith was her late-husband, and Keith realized he’d had sex with a woman who thought she was with her husband.

I ripped the page out and tore it into a million little pieces. I couldn’t let anyone see that page.

I kept reading through the book. I was getting a bit faster at translating. Now, I could do a whole page in about thirty minutes.

Bradley Stanicky likes to wear girls’ clothing. He will stay late after school most days and play dress up in the theatre room. He takes pictures of himself, but doesn’t show them to anyone—though he showed one to me, and I was surprised at how cute and convincing he looked. He told me that he fantasizes about someone catching him and then having sex with him. He purposely leaves the door unlocked sometimes, half-hoping someone will come in, even though he knows it would probably just end in humiliation and not sex. But he said if his father ever found out that he likes to dress like a girl, he would probably murder him.

I felt my face turning dark red. Bradley Stanicky? Did she get the name right?

I suddenly remembered that day in the office, when Bradley came in to drop that key off—and he asked about booking the room so that he could ‘study’. Was he actually dressing up like a girl?

I just couldn’t imagine it. Bradley Stanicky… The ATV-riding, scruffy-haired redneck boy?

Okay, maybe he wasn’t a redneck, but he was more of a redneck than any other kid in that school. He spoke with a bit of a twang (his family was from Alberta) and he spent his weekends out in the country. Sometimes he came to school smelling like a farm, and he always had mud on his jeans. His father had a Gadsden flag hanging from his back porch.

He wasn’t exactly from a ‘it’s cool to dress like a girl’ household.

I caught myself chuckling. I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe in any of this. Maybe it was all true, maybe it was all bogus. Well—I knew that my own page was true… at least it was exactly what I had told her, without her exaggerating any details, so I could only assume it was the same for the other students.

Amy Perkins had sex with Mr. Durham so that she would get an A+ in gym class. She told me that they did anal so that she wouldn’t risk getting pregnant, because Mr. Durham claimed he was allergic to condoms and lubes.

I kept reading. It was 2:00 AM, but I still had to find out more. There were so many pages: so many secrets.

Jeremy Tonkin was circumsized when he was a kid, but they botched the procedure, so he has a badly deformed penis, which can’t get hard. He said he can only make himself cum by holding a vibrator up to the tip of his penis and holding it there for fifteen or twenty minutes. He has almost no feeling in his penis.

The next one really had me in stitches.

Maribeth Daniels has an irrational fear of balloons. Balloons make her so afraid that she will literally urinate in her pants if one comes too close to her. She says that she will wear adult diapers if she’s going to an event that she knows will have balloons. And one time she peed all over the school floor when she was walking and someone walked by with a bouquet of balloons. She told the janitor that she spilled a juice box.

The secrets just went on and on and on.
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It was hard keeping a straight face as I walked into school the next day. Within seconds, I was walking by familiar students—and now, I knew their secrets.

Maribeth looked at me and smiled. I just imagined her drenching her panties after seeing a balloon.

Amy Perkins walked by me, clutching her textbooks close to her chest, with her hair all tied up in that goody-good-girl low-ponytail. But I knew that she wasn’t the straight-A student that she pretended to be… at least not with a bit of help.

I sat down next to Felix Orr in math class. He looked over at me for a moment and then looked away casually. He had no idea that I knew he used to masturbate into his cousin’s panty drawer when she stayed at their house for a year while her parents were divorcing.

And in English, I sat next to Francesca Myers, who sold pictures of her feet to horny men on the internet for money—and one time she even filmed herself peeing on her own feet for a special customer willing to pay her extra for the slippery show.

It was weird to think that so many of the people around me were so depraved.

Anthony Karl, who was now taking his turn with his English class presentation, sucked his friend’s penis earlier that summer while they were at camp. Apparently, they were trying to prove that they were straight—and Anthony’s way of proving that was to show that his cock wouldn’t get hard at all while performing oral sex for another man.

Anthony had never been the brightest character.

According to the Book of Secrets, he failed his objective, and ended up getting hard.

At lunchtime, I walked by Phil Sternberg, who stole money from his mom’s purse to hire an escort—and he paid her nearly six hundred dollars but only spent the night chatting with her. He was too afraid to get intimate with her. But she did show him her boobs.

Then, near the end of the day, I looked over and saw Bradley Stanicky reaching down to pack up his bag. It took me a moment to remember his secret. I could understand why Anika kept a written record of everyone’s secrets, because they were easy to mix up.

Oh right, Bradley liked to sneak into the drama room after school to play dress up—and apparently he fantasized about being caught and fucked by some random teacher or classmate.

I had to turn my face away to hide my blushing chuckle.

Then, after class, I saw him at his locker, stashing his books away while everyone else was grabbing their bags. It was clear that he was sticking around—probably to go and play dress-up.

I couldn’t stop grinning. It was all so comical. I watched him casually head in the other direction, walking by all of the students that were rushing towards the exit to go home. I decided to follow him from a safe distance.

I just wanted to see for myself.

There was no way to really prove any of the other secrets in that book. I had no way to know if Amy really did let the gym teacher fuck her so she could have an A+… but I could verify Bradley’s secret. And if Bradley’s was true—and I knew my secret was true in that book—then I could more safely assume that they were all from a trustworthy source.

Of course, I knew that none of it was my business… but it was so exciting. It was hard not to take an interest. Knowing so much about so many people made me feel… powerful. They say knowledge is power, right? Well, I knew something big about every second student in that school—something that nobody else knew.

By the time Bradley reached the other end of the school, the hallways were quiet. Everyone had either rushed off to head home, or they were quietly being supervised during detention.

Sure enough, Bradley was heading to the drama room, which was on the other side of the gymnasium. That drama room was rarely used since they stopped providing drama as an option to students. Now, drama was strictly an after-curricular activity. The Glee Club met twice a week, and that room stayed empty otherwise.

Well… aside from Bradley using it, that is.

I watched from the end of the hall as he slipped inside, using his key to unlock the door.

It was one of few doors in the school with no window on it. I was so tempted to throw open the door and jump in before he could react, but I knew it would take him some time to get himself dolled up. I had time to kill.

I paced around, trying not to laugh. I couldn’t wait to see someone right in the middle of indulging in their deep, dark secret. Opportunities like that don’t come up often!

The janitor came by. He stopped when he saw me. “Are you looking for something?” he asked with a gruff voice.

“I’m just waiting for, uh… someone,” I said. “A buddy of mine. He got detention and I’m his ride home.”

The janitor had stopped listening to me halfway through my excuse. So I kept pacing.

I swear minutes were ticking by like hours. I wanted so badly to just go in there and see with my own eyes if any of it was true, but I knew that I had to be patient.

Somehow, I managed to wait thirty minutes before I just couldn’t wait any longer. I walked up to the door and reached for the handle. I turned it, and it was indeed unlocked.

But I didn’t go in.

Something froze me up. I just stopped and stood there. I felt suddenly guilty about the idea of embarrassing Bradley. I didn’t want to make him feel stupid. I didn’t want him thinking that I was going to go around telling everyone, because I wasn’t like that. And I had a secret of my own that I went to great lengths to keep under wraps—so I knew not to be mean to Bradley like that.

But how else could I see if any of it was true?

There was another way into that drama room. It wasn’t a fully-closed room. In fact, it was really built to just be a large storage area behind the stage in the gymnasium. They always kept the large curtain closed, which served as the fourth wall of the drama room. When that curtain was opened, there was only a half-wall dividing that drama area from the gym area.

So I walked around the gym. Now, the girls’ volleyball team was finishing up their practice. I slipped into the gym. A few of the girls’ friends were on the sidelines waiting for their buddies. I quietly just walked along the wall.

Nobody seemed to notice me—or maybe they didn’t care. I was heading to the stage. I heard their coach calling them in for a quick final word. Hands in pockets, I went up the steps to the top of the stage.

My heart was racing. This all felt so exciting.

I crept up to the curtain. I put my hands on that faux-velvet. It was a heavy curtain. I looked back to ensure nobody was watching before slipping into the dark backstage area.

But it wasn’t totally dark, because a light was on in that drama room.

My heart pounded hard and fast. I heard humming now: and it had a feminine twang to it.

I froze, listening carefully. Was there a girl in the room?

I heard a little giggle.

Was Bradley with someone?

Now, I was afraid of being caught. I didn’t want anyone thinking that I was trying to spy on some couple hooking up. I didn’t want people thinking that I was some sort of pervert.

But I had to see if it was true. I crept up to the edge of that dividing wall, which was right at the precipice of a small set of steps. I crouched low and leaned in slowly.

And there, with her back to me, was a girl.

No, it wasn’t Bradley. It was a blonde girl wearing a little red dress, which had a short skirt that flared out. With her back to me, I couldn’t identify her—but it was unmistakable that she was a woman and not Bradley.

Her figure was unmistakable. She had long smooth legs and wide hips. She had that petite, fragile figure that only women can have.

She turned around and I retreated slightly—but I felt confident in my shadow that I could stay and peek for a moment.

Her face was pretty. Her hair was nicely done up. I was almost sure that I recognized her, but I couldn’t place a name.

So where did Bradley go?

Now, the girl was holding up a little cheerleading outfit to her chest. She had a nice set of perky boobs on her.

She was actually pretty damn cute. A girl that cute… I would have noticed her more often in the school hallways. So who was she? Did she even go to that school?

She started talking to herself in the mirror.

“Okay, Kayden,” she said. “If you could only pick one… Cheerleader, or Schoolgirl. We can’t take both.” She giggled. She was talking to herself; there was nobody else there.

Kayden… I didn’t know a Kayden. I’d never heard that name before. That didn’t mean she didn’t go to our school. It was a big school; I didn’t know each and every student.

But I would have seen her before. She was too cute to go unnoticed. Even now, I couldn’t quite bring myself to look away from her.

And now, she was being a tease in the mirror, grinning as she grabbed the side of her skirt and lifted it up to expose her soft thigh, and the cusp of her perfect bum.

“Want to fool around with me?” she asked herself in the mirror.

I damn-near yelled out, ‘Yes!’. But I bit my tongue and stayed in hiding.

She danced a little bit, looking cute. Again, I thought about revealing myself just so that I could maybe get her phone number. Man, she was truly adorable. She seemed like so much fun. She was so cheery, so happy.

But where was Bradley?

A suddenly noise made me gasp, retreating back behind that wall. The noise came from right next to my face: a sudden chirping.

Kayden spun around just as I was retreating. Did she see me? Did I need to run?

I stayed still. I heard her coming towards me now.

I heard the chirping again. It was a phone: a ringtone. I stayed frozen. I heard her reach her bag, which was just on the other side of that wall where I was hiding.

Then, my heart fell into my stomach when she answered the phone, saying, “Hey, what’s up?” in a voice that belonged, very obviously, to Bradley.

My jaw nearly hit the floor. I looked over at a mirror on the other end of that room and could see her standing there, phone to her ear. “Yeah, I’ll be home in the next hour. No—I don’t have much homework at all. Like hardly any. No, I’m serious. I did it all during my spare… Yeah, I can start the oven. That’s fine. Yeah—I said, I’ll be home.”

No more girl voice. I don’t know how she could just turn it off like a light-switch…

Or, I should say he. Kayden wasn’t a woman. Kayden was just Bradley dolled up.

I felt my face turning dark red. I just spent the last two or three minutes swooning over… him!

As soon as he was away from that wall, I crept back to the curtain. I stumbled out. The gym was empty now, so I just ran straight across to the side exit. I wanted to get the hell out of there before Bradley saw me.

Once outside, I kept running. I don’t know why, but I felt like I needed to get away. I didn’t want Bradley to spot me and think that I was into him. I didn’t want anyone spotting me and thinking that I was in that drama room swooning over my male classmate!

My heart wouldn’t stop racing. I couldn’t believe what I had seen!
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Ifelt like I had to tell someone… but who could I tell? Who would believe me? It was so… surreal. Of all the guys in the school, Bradley was the very last person anyone would suspect, which just made the whole thing totally unbelievable.

I was about to text message a friend, but then I paused. How would I explain any of it? He would wonder why I followed Bradley in the first place. I couldn’t tell him about the Book of Secrets, even with my page ripped out. I couldn’t have him gossiping to other students. If Anika found out that I had her book and was reading those secrets, she might find a way to make me pay…

And she knew my secret.

But my God, I wanted to tell someone.

I tried to think of a believable lie. Maybe I could say that I had left my backpack in that room… But why would I have been in that room in the first place? And why did I wait until nearly an hour after school to go and retrieve it? And why did I sneak in through the gym side, instead of going in through the door?

And then I would have to explain why I was being so sneaky and keeping a low profile.

And they would surely ask, ‘How stupid did he look?’, and then I would have to lie, because I couldn’t possibly say that he looked almost completely convincing—and actually kind of cute…

It wasn’t quite so simple, this situation that I had found myself in.

So I didn’t tell my friend. I didn’t tell anyone. I kept it to myself—and maybe that was for the best.
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I had created a ‘translation chart’ so that I could work through those secrets more quickly. I had so many secrets left to get through, and I wanted to know them all.

I brought my chart to school, hidden inside a small French dictionary that I got from my mom’s bedroom bookshelf (she tried to learn French when I was a toddler, but gave up pretty quickly). I had pictures of the pages on my phone.

So while my English teacher was blabbing on about 1984, I worked on decoding some of those secrets, with my whole setup hidden behind my propped-up binder.

Ernie Staal lost a big bet on a hockey game during the playoffs. He lost the bet to Mitchell Godwin (who used to go to our school, until his parents moved him to a private school). According to the bet, Ernie had to do anything Mitchell wanted, and Mitchell made him suck his gay friend’s cock. Ernie did it, and admitted to me that he liked it and did it again secretly five more times.

I let out a little gasp, which was enough to make a few heads turn in my direction. I hid my little setup, but the teacher was already marching towards me. I blushed and smiled. He peered down at my little setup. “Learning French in English class?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Sorry. My, uh, family is planning a trip to Quebec this summer.”

“Detention,” he growled. Then he stormed off back to the front of the class.

And so I had detention for thirty minutes after school.

When my detention was over, I stepped out into the quiet hallway. I paused, remembering what I had seen the day before in that drama room. Now, I was wondering if Bradley had returned to the drama room for another afternoon of playing dress up.

I grinned, trying not to laugh. Then, I blushed, remembering thinking that he looked so cute before I realized he was actually a dude. Now, I felt like I needed to go back and see him again—if he was even there. I wanted to see that he wasn’t actually cute and it was just my eyes playing tricks on me in that dimly lit room.

So I crept over to that drama room. Instantly, my heart was racing just as fast as it was when I rushed out of that room the day before. It was like I was picking up right where I left off.

I went in through the gym. Now, the gym was empty. The janitor had already made his way through, so the floor was a bit slippery.

I crept along the wall, looking back constantly. I don’t know why, but I was terrified of being caught. I felt like I was more at risk of being humiliated than Bradley.

I climbed the steps onto the stage. I crept over to the curtain. I gazed back one last time before gently pushing the curtain open. There was that distant glow, suggesting someone was in the room. Then, after taking one step into that backstage area, I heard a soft moan.

I froze. I listened. “Right there,” said a feminine voice.

Once again, the sound of that voice was so convincingly feminine that I was sure there was a woman in the room.

“Don’t stop,” the voice said, half-strained. Then came another moan. I was hearing sex. There was no question about it.

Bradley could do a convincing girl voice; I’d heard it before. It was so convincing that I almost didn’t believe it. In fact, a big part of the reason that I was there again was to see whether it was really true or if it had been a sort of panic-induced hallucination.

I crept to the edge of that wall.

“Please, please, please—don’t stop,” the voice moaned.

I peeked around the wall and saw her: Kayden, on her back, wearing that cheerleader outfit that she had been holding up to her body. She was on the floor, leads spread out. And now, she was sliding something in and out of her. From my vantage point, it was hard to see, but I assumed it was something phallic—maybe a dildo or something shaped like one.

Her head was turned to a mirror. She was watching herself. She was admiring her own perfect makeup job, her perfectly curled blonde hair, her cute little figure as she submissively fucked herself on that floor.

And was she really penetrating herself? Was she really pushing something up into her asshole?

Her head fell back and she let out a long moan. “Oh God, right there. That feels so fucking good. Don’t stop.”

There was nobody with her. She was… fantasizing. I covered my lips with the palms of my hands. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Not only was she feminized, she was sodomizing herself.

I thought about filming her with my phone camera, so I could prove this crazy story… once I figured out a way of explaining all of the details without incriminating myself. But I resisted the urge, worried that the video on my phone would look worse on me than on her.

So I just sat there, frozen, not sure what to do.

Then, I watched as she changed positions, getting onto her hands and knees. She reached back and pulled her cheerleading skirt up, revealing her perfect ass.

And I really do have to admit that the ass was great. It looked so… girly. I couldn’t believe that ass didn’t actually belong to a girl—but the proof was right there: her ball sack hanging down in my line of sight for a moment before she reached between her legs and pulled her package forward, closing her thighs. Now, she looked like a girl again: indistinguishable from the real deal.

She reached back her dildo—and it was indeed a dildo. It was glistening with lube—or maybe spit. She teased her bum hole and moaned. Then, I watched as she pushed it in.

I could see her face in a mirror, which had me worried she would notice me at any moment… yet I still didn’t move. I looked at her face, totally dumbfounded. She was really quite stunning. Her facial features were so feminine, and so cute. I really had to admit that, physically, she was pretty much my dream girl: slender, blonde, with cute features and soft freckles.

I bit my lip.

My heart raced.

I didn’t like the feelings swirling inside of me. I felt so strange about what I was seeing… but I was seeing it. It was real.

She looked so hot now, the way she was biting her bottom lip, turning up her chin, moaning. She pushed the toy deep into her body. “Just like that,” she growled. She thrusted the toy in and out. I watched as her tight butthole sucked that toy, puckering around its glistening girth.

I couldn’t stop looking.

I sat there for the next thirty minutes, watching until my body was sore from being crouched in that awkward position. She changed positions a few times, sliding that toy in at different angles. She always kept her cock hidden, though it slipped out a few times—and I saw that she was quite big… and hard. Her fat cock was visibly throbbing from across the large, dark space. At one point she began to stroke herself, but only for a moment before she stuffed her cock back into her dainty panties, which barely covered anything.

I crept away quietly before she finished.

My head was spinning as I left the school, trying to make sense of what I had seen. Now, I truly had to admit to myself that Bradley was fully convincing as a woman.
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It was the next day when Bradley walked into my chemistry class. He wasn’t in my chemistry class… until that day. “Can I help you?” the teacher asked. Bradley handed him a slip.

“I’m transferring.”

“Oh, right. You’re the transfer student. Okay. Find a seat, and then stay after class for a few minutes, and I will get you the coursework that you need to catch up on.”

Bradley walked over and took the seat directly in front of me. I swear that I caught a subtle whiff of perfume as he sat, but maybe he was just pushing the perfume of the girl next to him into my nose.

I tensed up. I was suddenly unable to focus.

Now, Bradley was wearing a regular t-shirt and a pair of jeans. But… now that I knew what kind of figure was hiding underneath, it was hard not to see what I had seen in that drama room. I knew he had that thin waist and those hips. And now, looking down at his butt, I could see it. Those baggy jeans couldn’t hide what I knew was there.

At one point, he leaned forward slightly, just enough to make his shirt pull up his back—and it pulled up just enough that I caught a hint of crimson red. I just knew that it was a tinge of panties, and not boxers.

And looking down at his ankles, I could see a half inch of skin between the bottoms of his pants and his socks. I could see the smooth, hairless skin.

My God, I just couldn’t focus. At one point, Bradley went to the front of the class to chat with the teacher, while we were supposed to be filling out a worksheet. I saw the way he was standing, with his hip out, his leg extended. It was a girly stance, but not something that I ever would have picked up on.

Glee Club had the drama room that afternoon. But still, I followed Bradley to see where he would go. He wasn’t leaving the school after the bell rang. Instead, he was heading down the hall, towards the west wing. I kept some distance between us… too much apparently, because when I turned the corner, he was gone. I had no idea which room he’d gone into—but I knew he was in that school somewhere.

I spent a few minutes looking around, but gave up when I noticed a teacher in the hallway looking at me suspiciously.

But the next day, I knew that there was no Glee Club. So after school, I went to the study lounge. I quickly finished my homework and then I went to the gymnasium. I crept past the floor hockey players, who were cleaning up the nets, and I went up the stage. I casually slipped behind the curtain.

Then, for about twenty minutes, hiding in the shadows, I watched as Kayden played dress-up. There was no solo fornicating this time. She was just trying on different outfits: picking from a series of racks. She looked especially cute in the ‘tinkerbell’ costume, which was from some school production of Peter Pan a long, long time ago.

I still couldn’t get over how she was able to transform herself so convincingly. I couldn’t get over the voice, which she used constantly, talking to herself as she fantasized. Her eyes were so big and stunning.

Okay, I will admit to you what I would never dare admit to anyone else: I was crushing on Kayden.

She was so adorable and happy that I didn’t even care that she had a dick. I didn’t care that her boobs were just pads stuffed into a little pink bra. I wanted to care, but I couldn’t bring myself to.

I went home with her image in my head. I was blushing all over. Even my mom said, “Were you just on a date or something?”

“What? Why?” I said, tensing up.

“You’re dark red,” she laughed, shaking her head. “She must be pretty cute.”

I shook my head dismissively, and then I went to take a cold shower. The mental image of Kayden, all dolled up, was tormenting me. I just couldn’t understand how she could look so cute. I couldn’t understand how she was so damned convincing. How could she change her voice like that?

And what was the real her? Was Kayden spending her day pretending to be Bradley, or was Kayden the disguise?

The more I thought about it, the more my heart raced.

Then, I reread her ‘secret’.

Bradley Stanicky likes to wear girls’ clothing. He will stay late after school most days and play dress up in the theatre room. He takes pictures of himself, but doesn’t show them to anyone—though he showed one to me, and I was surprised at how cute and convincing he looked. He told me that he fantasizes about someone catching him and then having sex with him. He purposely leaves the door unlocked sometimes, half-hoping someone will come in, even though he knows it would probably just end in humiliation and not sex. But he said if his father ever found out that he likes to dress like a girl, he would probably murder him.

My body turned cold. Did she really fantasize about someone catching her and having sex with her?

What if I was the one who caught her? Would she want to have sex with me? Would she be excited?

Would she keep it a secret?

I watched her again the next day. I was starting to feel like a real creep. I really would be the one embarrassed if she caught me—or if anyone caught the two of us in that room. What she was doing was naughty—sometimes wearing clothes she stole from the gym lockers in the girls’ changing room, and sometimes playing with her dildo on school property. But what I was doing was just downright creepy: spying from the shadows, lusting over her while she had absolutely no idea.

I felt like a scum ball… but every time the school day came to an end, and I saw Bradley casually strolling down towards the drama room, I couldn’t help myself.

My mind was filled with fantasies, and the fantasies were getting more and more sexual. I had run through the scenario many times in my mind: walking in and catching her in the act, having her sprawl out for me, presenting herself to me so I could do whatever I wanted to her body.

Those fantasies never left. I closed my eyes to sleep at night and they instantly came into my head.

God, I wanted to make love to her body so badly. What was wrong with me? I kept trying to remind myself that Kayden wasn’t real. I kept trying to remind myself that the ‘girl’ in that drama room was really Bradley in a wig and makeup.

But my fantasizing mind just didn’t care.
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This went on for a month. I hate to admit that I lost count of the times that I would sneak into that room to watch everything. I had even started to beat Kayden there. I would leave my last class early and sneak into a good hiding place, often behind the old racks of male costumes that I knew she wouldn’t touch. I would sit there, unmoved, sometimes for nearly two hours, just so that I could watch.

I know, you must think that I’m such a creep—and I don’t blame you, because I thought that I was a creep. I just couldn’t help myself. I was so smitten. I really couldn’t get over how pretty she was.

And I saw the whole process… there wasn’t much to it: a wig, and five minutes of makeup. She could quickly apply eyeliner. She masterfully brushed shadow around her eyes in a matter of seconds—and with a little pad, she could tap on a touch of pink onto her cheeks. Just like that, she was a girl. There wasn’t much to the transformation—because her natural features were already so feminine. Somehow, it just wasn’t so obvious when she didn’t present as a girl.

After a month of watching her, I still couldn’t wrap my head around any of it.

I also had no idea where she got most of her outfits. Sure, sometimes she picked from the costume rack, but more often she came in with her own picks: clothes that were far too scandalous to ever appear in a school play. She had miniskirts and minidresses and lingerie. She would come with fishnets and skintight stockings. She wore panties that had intentional holes for dildo access. She wore bralettes and crop tops and tiny tank tops.

Her preference was very obviously things that were pink and frilly. She often wore dresses with ruffles—and she loved anything with tulle. Sometimes the act of crossdressing had her so aroused that she would be erect the whole time. But because she didn’t know that I was watching, she would do nothing to hide the massive throbbing bulge that was stretching out her panties.

Sometimes I would even stare at her big bulge. She kept her privates shaved, clean, smooth—so somehow, even her cock appeared to be feminine. How was that possible? How could a large throbbing dick look feminine? Was I just really that enamoured? Was I so smitten that I just didn’t care about the obviously masculine details that were right in front of my face? Was I just choosing not to notice them in any real significance?

I continued to fantasize about hooking up with her, of course. I even had a plan that I was building up the confidence to carry out.

I knew that she left the door unlocked. I think she did it intentionally. She only kept it locked while she was getting her makeup on, and then she would skip over and flip the lock. But nobody ever came. That drama room was down a long hallway that wasn’t really used unless someone needed the emergency exit: the only other door down that stretch.

And if she really did want someone to catch her… why couldn’t it be me?

My plan was to simply sneak out and loop around. I would walk in that door and lie about being on the hunt for some old lost and found bin. “The receptionist told me there was an old lost and found bin being stored in here,” I was going to tell her. And then maybe I would give her a compliment, and then I could make a move if she seemed receptive.

But the thought of actually doing it filled me with terror. So much could go wrong, of course. She could just reject me, or accuse me of lying about the lost and found bin, which would potentially reveal me as having planned the whole thing…

So I kept hiding. I kept watching. She had no idea that some creep was fawning over her almost every afternoon.

And I really was considering executing my plan… but then, the worst thing ever happened: someone else walked in and caught her all dolled up, while I was hiding in that clothing rack.
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It was Garrett Kellner, the secret toe-licker, who had once even sucked on the toes of his own aunt, who walked into that room. He didn’t even notice Kayden at first as he strutted across the room towards the costume rack where I was hiding.

It took him a solid ten seconds to notice the stone-frozen Kayden standing there in a little lingerie one-piece. Then, he stopped and his face turned dark red. “Oh. I—I’m sorry.”

She just stood there.

“I didn’t know someone was changing in here. I just need to grab a costume for this party this weekend,” he laughed, blushing. Then his gaze tracked up and down her body and his eyes widened. “Damn.”

Kayden continued to stand speechless in her spot.

“You go here?” Garrett asked.

No, no, no. It couldn’t go like this. Kayden’s fantasy couldn’t be played out with the weirdo who sucked his aunt’s toes! I’m not saying that I was much better, being the guy who hid in the darkness spying on her, but… not him!

Kayden was stiff as Garrett stepped towards her. “You look familiar… but at the same time not really. If you went here, I would know you. You a sophomore?”

Kayden still didn’t move. She was horrified. She’d been caught, and Garrett wasn’t just leaving. He was trying to figure out who she was—and he was getting closer. I could see the expression on his face starting to turn as he saw the masculine features hiding behind the makeup.

He saw it faster than I did. It took me hearing her switching to her male voice to realize it… but Garrett caught on quickly. “Oh my God,” he said, and then he laughed. “Bradley Stanicky!” He roared with laughter.

My heart sank into the pit of my stomach. I saw Kayden’s face turn dark red as shame filled her body.

“Dude! What the hell are you doing in here!?”

Kayden turned her face away. She didn’t bother to make up an excuse. She just accepted the shame. I could see the dread growing in her expression: knowing that this would surely reach the ears of the other students, and then ears of her parents.

“Bradley Stanicky is playing dress up in the school drama room!” he roared. “What a fucking hoot!”

“Just get lost,” she said softly—somewhere between her male and female voice.

Then, Garrett took out his phone and lifted it up to snap a photo.

He took the photo. My heart was now deep in the pit of my stomach. “No one will believe this without proof,” he said.

“Get lost, Garrett,” said Kayden, using one hand to cover her crotch and the other to point to the door.

Garrett stood still, looking around. “I’ll tell you what,” he chuckled. “I’ll delete the photo and keep quiet, if…”

“What?”

The room was silent now.

“If you let me fuck you in the ass,” he said, turning dark red like a lobster in boiling water.

Kayden turned white.

“No one will ever find out about any of this,” Garrett said, his voice now low.

I could see that Kayden was considering it. She didn’t look excited about it. This probably wasn’t the fantasy scenario that had played out a thousand times in her mind.

He put his hands on her and looked her up and down. “You’re actually kind of sexy, girl,” he said. He spun her around, making her gasp. “Let me see that ass.” He gave her a spank. I could tell that he was starting to feel the adrenaline pumping through his veins.

She was stiff, as if she didn’t know what the hell to do next.

I thought about coming to her rescue. I thought about jumping out and telling him to bugger off—but how would I explain why I’d been hiding?

And would I be saving her, or would I just be saving myself from having that fantasy spoiled for me? Was I just greedily wanting to keep her for myself?

Suddenly, Kayden spun around and pushed Garrett away. “I’m not into you,” she said.

“What’s the matter with you?” he grunted. “I’m not good enough for you or something?” He scoffed. “You’re just a sissy. You’re a crossdressing weirdo, and people are going to die of laughter when they see this picture.” He held up his phone.

He started walking back towards the costume rack. “I was just kidding, by the way. I don’t want to fuck you. I wouldn’t ever do anything that gay. You’re delusional if you think that I was being serious. Learn to take a joke.”

He went to pull a costume off of the rack, but the costume was stuck to the hanger, so it pulled the whole rack over with a loud thud.

And then they both saw me, crouched there, no longer hiding, looking like some sort of guilty cockroach as I tried to feign a smile.

I had no excuse. I had no words to get me out of this. I heard them both gasp.

“Were you two fucking?” Garrett gasped.

“No,” I said quickly. Kayden was speechless: red all over with horror and humiliation.

“Oh my God, you two were fucking!”

“We weren’t!” I said, standing up. “She didn’t even know that I was here!”

“Yeah, right,” he said, rolling his eyes. His body was still tense, hands levitating away from his body as blood pumped furiously through him.

“We weren’t doing anything, asshole. And—And you need to leave her alone.”

“You know that’s not a her, right?” he laughed.

“You know if anyone finds about about her, then the whole school will find out that you masturbated while sucking on your drunk, passed out aunt’s feet.”

His face turned white. “She wasn’t drunk,” he said, and then he realized that he had incriminated himself. “Who told you that? It’s not true.” He looked around nervously. “Look. I don’t care about any of this. I don’t care what the two of you do in your spare time. Just leave me out of it.”

Then, he grabbed a random costume and zipped off, leaving that mess—and leaving me alone with Kayden, who was still standing horrified in the middle of the room, still with her hand covering her crotch.
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It was a long moment before she said, “Please leave.”

“I—I can explain this,” I said.

“Please leave,” she said again.

So I left. I rushed out of that room, even though I wanted to try to explain myself to her… or did I? Maybe I took the opportunity to leave because I really didn’t have a good explanation. ‘I’ve been here watching you for a month,’ would really not go over so well. ‘I’ve seen you naked dozens of times, and I’ve watched you masturbate with a dildo half a dozen times,’ definitely wouldn’t land on receptive ears.

And after watching Garrett’s rejection, I had a feeling if I said, ‘I have a huge crush on you,’ things wouldn’t go over so well.

Now, I felt like I had the night to figure out my excuse. I had the night to figure out what I would say to make her understand while I was in there. In other words, I had the night to come up with a lie.

But I came up with nothing. I spent the whole night in a tense state of anxiety, replaying the events in my head: reliving the humiliation of being caught peeping on my lingerie-clad crossdressing classmate.

It dawned on me as I walked into the school the next morning that I truly had no excuse. I guess I just assumed something would come to me, but nothing did. Then, I suddenly found myself face-to-face with Bradley. He stopped right in front of me as I was about to walk into my math class. He stared at me, and I stared back at him.

It was hard to look at his face. I really could only see Kayden now: that button nose, the big glossy eyes, the high cheekbones, the soft, round jawline. It almost looked like the short brown hair was the wig. It almost seemed like makeup was hiding that pretty eyeliner and smokey shadow.

“So…” he said, almost whispering.

He was waiting for my explanation. “Um…”

He kept staring at me.

“I, uh…” I couldn’t think of anything.

He cleared his throat. “I just wanted to say thanks for yesterday,” he said. “That could have ended really badly for me. So, uh… thanks.”

“No problem.” I smiled, heart skipping a beat.

“But, uh…” He looked down the hall and then back at me. “Why were you in that clothing rack?”

I felt the colour draining from my face. I felt my jaw starting to tremble. I bit my lip. Was this my chance to come clean? Would he be absolutely horrified by the truth? “I’ve watched you… a few times.”

“A few times?” His face turned dark red.

I nodded, and then I zipped off to class to escape the humiliation.

I felt ill. I was close to puking for the rest of the morning. It was lunchtime when he found me again. He grabbed me by the shirt sleeve, making me face him. He waited until nobody was around before saying, “What do you mean you watched me a few times?”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done it,” I said awkwardly.

He shook his head. “No, no. I—I want to know what you mean, a few times? Like… you just sit there and watch?”

There was a long silence. “I guess… sometimes.”

“Why?”

I said nothing. After a long, long silence, I finally said, “I have to meet up with a friend to finish an assignment.” And I didn’t let him stop me. My God, this was so humiliating.

But why did I spy on him in the first place? Why couldn’t I help myself? Why did I turn into such a creep? Was I perverted? Was I mental?

After my last class, he came back, tapping me on the shoulder. “Can we talk about this, please? You running off constantly really isn’t helping.”

“I said I’m sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t really help me to know what the heck you’ve been doing. And… what you’ve seen. And I don’t get why you were there. I need to understand what the hell is going on here.”

I looked around. Students were all around us, so I definitely didn’t want to say anything now.

“Come on. I have the room for the next two hours,” he said, waving me to follow him.

So I followed him to that room. Once we were inside, he locked the door. Then he turned to me and shook his head. “Let’s start with… how many times is a few times?”

I bit my tongue. I could lie and say two or three… that would have been smart. But instead, I decided to be honest. “Fifteen times, maybe.”

“Fifteen!?”

I nodded my head.

After a long silence, he said, “So you’ve seen me…”

“Yeah…”

His face turned dark red.

“Are you filming me?”

“No. I’ve never done that. I swear.”

“So what are you doing?”

After another long silence, he said, “Ew. Are you masturbating!?”

“No!” I gasped. It was basically true. I never masturbated in that room… but I had gone home and played with myself with the image of Kayden in my head.

“So you’re just… watching me?”

I knew I had to just come clean, or this was going to go on and on and on. “I, uh… had a crush on you. I caught you about a month ago, and… You were cute, okay? I knew I was being weird, but I didn’t want to embarrass you. Things got carried away. That’s the whole story.”

“You got carried away?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Watching me… dress up… and…”

“Yeah, and that…”

“Ew.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“I know. You said that.” Then, his eyes narrowed and he looked into my eyes. “So wait. You just came in here by chance one day? Just randomly? And I didn’t notice you?”

I felt like a kid in the principal’s office, standing stiff and keeping my hands buried in my pockets.

“There’s more to this story.”

“Okay…” I said, sighing. “I, uh, got my hands on Anika’s book.”

“The Book of Secrets?” He gasped. “That’s how you knew about Garrett and his aunt’s feet.”

I nodded.

“But how did you get that? I thought the police had it?”

I explained how I got it. Bradley’s eyes were wide. The explanation actually seemed to help my case a bit, because now he understood why I originally followed him…

Though I still looked like a total creep.

But he was blushing: face red, biting his lip, looking away from me. “Well, this is all really fucked up… but I guess I appreciate you bailing me out with Garrett.”

“Yeah. No problem,” I said. “Should I go then?”

He stood there for a long moment, and then he said, “You said you had a crush on me… or you have one now?”

I stood quiet, not sure how to answer that.

Then, he went on. “If I… were to get dressed up right now… Would you try to spy on me?”

“No. I promise. I won’t do that again, okay? It was stupid, and…”

But I could see a look on his face: a teasing sort of look. Now, the way he was looking at me—even without makeup and a wig—he looked like a chick. He looked like Kayden. And then it dawned on me that he had started to use that voice: such a seamless transition that I hardly even noticed the change.

And I realized she was asking me to hang out while she got dolled up. “I’d like to watch,” I said, turning dark, dark red.

She smiled. “Give me five minutes,” she said.

My heart was racing. I paced around while she snuck off to get dolled up over at one of the old dusty vanity mirrors. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was a sort of setup. I couldn’t help but think that she was actually texting some friend for help right now, because she thought that I was some sort of psychopath.

But after five minutes, she was dolled up and blushing. She stood before me, holding up two little dresses. “Which one would you prefer?”

There was a fist-sized lump in my throat. “Maybe the black one,” I said. She changed with her back to me. I saw her naked skin. I saw her smooth round bum. She pulled up a pair of dainty panties, knowing that I was watching. She was trying to make me sweat. And maybe that’s all this was: just her way of making me sweat. Maybe she just wanted to tease me, to torture me. It seemed so hard to believe that she was willing to forgive me so easily… and not just forgive, but reward me like this.

But the reward was right before my eyes. She turned to me in that tiny black dress, looking precious, looking beautiful, looking… female. “Do you like it?”

I nodded my head, feeling beads of sweat on my forehead. She spun around in a dancing sort of way. She giggled and blushed. She looked nervous, but she probably wasn’t even half as nervous as me.

“A—Aren’t you mad at me?” I asked.

“I’m not mad,” she said. “I guess I’m still a little bit confused about it all. I’m a bit embarrassed… I’m flattered, I think, more than anything. I’m also a bit… grateful, because you bailed me out of a bad situation.”

I blushed. I looked down her body, trying not to be too creepy. “You look really nice, Kayden.”

She blushed. “How did you know that name?”

“I heard you say it once.”

She bit her lip.

Then, she looked over at a chair in the corner and said, “You really just like… watching?”

“I guess so.”

“Okay. Go and sit,” she said.

So I went to sit, not really knowing what to expect. I sat down and watched as she went to the mirror. She posed, as usual. She looked over at me a few times, blushing. “I want to try on the other one.”

So she went to change.

And in a weird way, it was just like I wasn’t there. She was playing the same dress up game she always played, except now she knew that I was watching. And my sitting there and watching seemed to make her… happy. I guess my ogling eyes gave her some validation.

Maybe I should have outed myself sooner. Maybe I could have provided her with this validation that she was looking for a whole month ago, when I first discovered her secret.

She changed into lingerie and she looked over at me. “Do you like it?”

I nodded my head. She was in a skintight baby-blue romper, with a tiny frilly skirt. She giggled as she ran her finger up the length of her smooth thigh. I still couldn’t believe that I was looking at Bradley Stanicky.

“So tell me: what’s your secret?”

I tensed up. “Who says I have a secret?”

“Well, you told me about how big of a risk you took to get that book. So I can only assume there’s something in it about you.”

My red face gave me away.

“Spill,” she said.

So I told her. It actually felt kind of freeing, telling her my secret. In fact, the more times I told it, the more relieved I felt. The more I told that story, the sillier it became. It no longer really felt like some dark secret, but more like some silly story that got a laugh out of people. Maybe it wasn’t some dark shadow that needed to loom over me my whole life.

And maybe Kayden felt the same way about her ‘secret’. Maybe she was feeling relieved in some sense with me watching her—like this was no longer some dirty secret. With me watching, and enjoying the show, she probably felt less weird about it. Someone else saw what she saw in herself—and that probably felt good.

She walked over to me. “What else did it say about me in that book?” she asked.

“Not much,” I said. “I mean… it said that you have a, uh…”

“What?”

“A fantasy,” I said.

“Anika wrote that in there?” she asked, reddening.

I nodded my head.

“Well… I guess it’s the truth.” She turned away from me and walked across the room. “And… well, you can do with that information what you will.” She bent forward, planting her hands down onto an old desk. Her bum was facing me. She was still now.

She was waiting for me to make the next move.

So I stood up. I walked over to her. Now, the smell of her perfume was unmistakable. I placed my shaking hands on her sides. She was soft and smooth and warm. She let out a soft purr. I moved my hands down to her hips, and then I felt her bum. She felt so feminine, so curvy.

She let a soft moan slip from her lips.

This was her fantasy.

This was my fantasy.

Maybe it hadn’t panned out the way that either of us had originally imagined it, but what really does pan out the way we plan it?

I took the dainty bottoms of her lingerie and pulled it out from her butt crack. Her tight hole puckered before me as she reached back and spread her cheeks wide.

I took a slow, deep breath in.

“Be gentle,” she whimpered.

I unzipped, unleashing my hard cock.

I spat on it, and then I pushed it inside of her. She gasped, giggled, and then gently pushed back back. “What’s wrong?” I said.

She laughed and said, “I was maybe thinking a little foreplay first!”

I was red with embarrassment. I suppose it goes without saying: I didn’t have a ton of sexual experience. Aside from losing my V-card to a very old woman, I had no experience at all.

“Go down,” she giggled. So I went to my knees, and she put her bum into my face. We both giggled with nerves. I gently licked her hole. I drew circles around her tight rectum, and then I gently penetrated her bum with my tongue.

She reached down and pushed her half-erect cock through her legs, pointing it back at me. I knew she wanted me to suck her, so I did. I will admit that I was a bit hesitant. It wasn’t something I’d ever thought of doing before, but in that moment, I just wanted to make her happy. So I sucked her cock from behind. When I finally let her shaft out from my mouth, it sprang forward and out of sight. Her testicles dropped back into her sack.

She let out a soft moan of relief. Then she turned around, showing me her hard erection. She grabbed me by the hips and spun me around.

“What’s happening?” I asked with a nervous laugh.

She said nothing. She bent me over. She rubbed my butthole with her spit-covered thumb. Then, she pressed her warm tip between my cheeks.

I said nothing. I just closed my eyes. I didn’t see this coming.

But she wanted to fuck me.

She pushed into me and I gasped.

I felt her throbbing inside of me. She began thrusting, and I felt every single inch.

Now, I could safely say that this wasn’t going at all how I’d fantasized it. I had played what I thought was every conceivable scenario out in my mind, including various forms of rejection—but I never considered she would want to be on top.

She thrusted harder. She let out soft little moans: beautiful sounds, and those sounds kept me from tapping out. I was so happy to hear that she was happy.

It was starting to feel good too.

Okay, maybe it was starting to feel great.

I gripped the desk and she thrusted harder and harder. I could feel her big throbbing eel inside of my body. She was using every inch. “Oh God,” I moaned. I looked down and saw that my own cock was rock hard. “Fuck me harder,” I heard myself say.

She gripped me firmly and rammed her shaft deep into me: thrust after thrust after thrust.

The desk slid away and I awkwardly fell to my knees. But it was only a few seconds before she was on top of me, rolling me over and sliding herself inside of me again. I gasped, now on my back, on the cold floor. She was thrusting into me while looking into my eyes.

Maybe there was a touch of payback in that ass-fucking… but I didn’t mind. “Don’t stop,” I whispered.

She groaned. She strained. She managed to fuck me for another minute before she just couldn’t hold back any longer. I felt her gushing inside of me: spewing thick blasts of hot cum into my body.

I clenched hard. She pulled slowly, and in the same movement, sat down on my erect cock. She groaned and started bouncing, her slumping cock dancing in the air, dripping cum on my lap.

I didn’t last long… maybe two minutes. I was quite embarrassed by how quickly I came, to be honest… but she thought it was cute. She giggled and blushed, and then she leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips.

“You can watch me whenever you want, Keith,” she said.

I was red all over. She stood up slowly, letting my cock fall out of her before all of my cum fell out of her, splatting onto my legs and stomach. She giggled. “Sorry,” she said, though there was a teasing tone in the voice, as if she let it fall on me on purpose.

She was naughty—and I liked her that way. I loved how naughty all of this felt.

“Want to watch me again tomorrow?” she asked with a twinkle in her eyes.

I nodded my head.
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It was a few days later when Anika found me in the hallway. She stopped me and said, “Keith, I need to talk to you about the Book of Secrets that I told you about.”

“O—Okay. What about it?” I asked.

“I’ll just be honest with you. I have no idea where it went. It’s lost. And, uh, someone may have taken it.”

I bit my tongue. A part of me wanted to be honest with her. I wanted to tell her… but those secrets didn’t really belong to her. Yes, she chronicled them, but they weren’t her secrets. They didn’t belong to anybody—not even me. Sometimes I gazed over at that book and felt guilty. In fact, I was thinking of burning the book before I had even finished translating the whole thing.

I just wasn’t sure that I actually wanted to know any more secrets. People are allowed to have their secrets. Everybody does stuff they aren’t necessarily proud of, and nobody has the right to mock them for it.

“I just wanted to let you know,” Anika said again. “But don’t worry. It’s coded. Nobody will be able to understand any of it.”

I tried not to laugh. The code was good—don’t get me wrong—but I’d figured it out. And if I could do it, other students could too.

“I’m going to be making a new one,” she said. “And I’m going to be taking extra measures to make sure it can’t be compromised.”

“Do you really need to write down people’s secrets?” I asked.

She blushed. “Yes,” she said. “And don’t ask me why. It’s just something that I feel like I have to do. I—I can’t really explain it, but it feels important to me. I don’t think anyone can ever understand it—but I try to be as transparent about it as possible.”

“I know you said you can’t explain it, but maybe you can try.”

“Well…” She took a moment to think about it. Then, her smile grew. “I guess I do it for everyone else. Everyone knows about it. Everyone knows that the secrets in it are big, but nobody knows what they are.”

I wasn’t following the importance of any of it.

But she went on. “And when people confess their secrets to me, sometimes I can just see an invisible weight being lifted from their shoulders. Some people have never told anybody their secrets, and I like to be there for people—someone they can trust. And I know… Aaron thought he could trust me with his secret, but in that case I had to tell the police. I know that eroded some trust in me, but I feel like most people understand.

“I suppose, for some people, it’s like therapy. They have the weight taken off of their shoulders, and then there’s the book to let people know that they aren’t alone with their quirks. People aren’t alone… thinking they’re the only ones who make mistakes, or the only ones who experiment with their lives. I don’t know… I guess that’s the only way that I can really explain it.”

I nodded my head. “Well, I don’t know if I totally get it, but I suppose I can almost see where you’re coming from.”

She smiled. “Anyway—I was wondering if I could have the permission to include your secret again. I want everyone to know that this is a consensual agreement this time. I promise you the book will be even better protected this time, with an even harder code to crack.”

“Sure,” I said. “Though I don’t really think that my secret it worth including in your book.”

“You don’t?”

I shook my head. “I think I have something better for the book.”

“You do?” Her eyes widened and her body perked up.

I nodded my head. Then, I went on to tell her about what I’d been getting up to in the drama room with Kayden. Anika blushed as she listened to the story.

I figured it was a more interesting secret for her book—though it probably wasn’t going to stay a secret forever. Kayden was planning to come out once she was graduated and moved out from her parents’ house, and the moment she was out, I was excited to tell everyone that we were together.

Until then, our relationship could exist officially in Anika’s Book of Secrets.

THE END


LAB GIRL
A TALE OF MYSTERIOUS GENDER TRANSFORMATION



LAB GIRL


Trevor’s friend, Alan, has been acting strangely recently. He will disappear for days without a trace, and he keeps ending up in the hospital, with doctors thinking that he’s on the verge of death—just for him to be totally fine the next day.

To deepen the mystery, people keep seeing a stunningly gorgeous blonde woman around Alan’s property.

Alan is definitely up to something—and it might have to do with the scientific experiments that Alan has been secretly conducting in his late-father’s private laboratory.
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It wasn’t our usual route home. Usually when we left that bar, we took the main strip. The main strip was a more direct road back to our apartment building, and it was also an excuse to walk by the other popular bars. More often than not, while walking home on those late Saturday nights (or perhaps I should say early Sunday mornings), we would run into some friend or another, and sometimes that would lead to more nighttime shenanigans: some club, a house party, or maybe a late night pint at some quiet pub.

But not that night; that night, we were trying to get home unnoticed. Barkley had embarrassed himself in trying to pick up some blonde chick who came in with some awkward skinny guy.

She was far out of her scrawny boyfriend’s league. The girl went to dance while the guy stood near the wall, awkwardly sipping his drink. Barkley moved in, dancing with the girl, hands all over her. He pulled her away and bought her a drink. He slipped a hand onto her back and slid that hand down slowly before saying, “Let’s ditch that loser and go back to my place.”

Then came the leather-vested bikers, damn-near kicking the door down on their way in. It turns out, the quiet scrawny guy was the little brother of some local Hell’s Angels leader. Luckily, I heard someone nearby explaining this before the bikers located Barkley. I ran over and said, “We need to get the hell out of here, like, yesterday.” And it was actually literally true, because it was fifteen minutes past midnight…

Barkley had been in similar peril before; he was often going for women who were far, far out of his league, and girls like that often came with some form of peril or another.

Luckily, we managed to get out before those bikers spotted us, but we decided not to take any risks. We slipped onto the back road and took the long way home. How could we know if the bikers were going to try to hunt us down? After all, Barkley did give that girl’s ass a little squeeze while they were standing together at the bar.

“I don’t get why they were so mad,” Barkley said, shaking his head. “That girl was into me. And she definitely wasn’t into that shrimp.”

“You couldn’t have known that he was involved in that gangster stuff,” I said.

“Right? You could argue that I didn’t even know she was there with a guy. I mean—I hardly saw him at all after he walked in.”

“I agree,” I said. “But, uh… let’s maybe stay away from that place for a few weeks… just to be safe.”

“I agree,” he said with a laugh. Though I could tell he was a bit nervous. His body was tense, and every sound had him looking over his shoulder. But we were on a road that was rarely walked. It was a road that was mostly populated at night by crackheads and prostitutes who were between jobs—and it wasn’t where those hoes went to find new jobs either. This was more like where they went to meet up with their pimps before heading over one street where the car traffic was.

But we were safe on that road; yes, there were prostitutes and pimps and drug addicts, and those are all crimes, but nobody there was violent. The streetlights were burnt out and none of the buildings had first-story windows to cast light down onto the crumbling sidewalk.

“I walked this road home a few months ago,” Barkley said. “Remember that night we met up with Charles and those guys?”

I tried to remember, but I really couldn’t remember the last time I saw Charles. I had a feeling that Barley was thinking back more than just a ‘few months’.

“Remember? I had half my beer and then I started feeling sick, so I took off?”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “That was… like this time last year.”

“Oh. Was it?” He laughed. “Okay, well, this time last year, I took this road home. I was really queasy and worried that I was going to puke, and I didn’t want to puke in front of people, so I skipped off the main drag and walked down this road. That was a weird night, man. Did I not tell you about this?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” I said. “My memory’s not quite that sharp.”

“I was walking this road, heading back to the apartment—and you see that building right up there? The one with the bricks and the peeling red paint around the windows?”

It took a moment to make the building out in the dark. “Sure,” I said.

“And you see that door—not the one on the right, but the one on the left?”

We walked closer to the building and then stopped. It seemed like an innocent-enough building, not quite as rundown as the others on the street—but still in its own state of disrepair. “What about it?” I asked.

“I was walking by it, and then the door opened. I didn’t really think anything of it until I turned and looked over, and I saw this… bombshell standing there.”

“Like a girl?”

He nodded his head. “Not just a girl,” he said. “Like… words can’t describe this girl. She was… like a supermodel. No—hotter than that, because supermodels these days are kind of ugly. She was like some high-end lingerie model. In fact, she was in lingerie.”

“She was a prostitute, Barkley,” I said with a laugh.

He shook his head. “No way. There’s no way a girl that beautiful could be a prostitute.”

“You said that she was standing outside, on this street, wearing lingerie. That’s a prostitute.”

“I’m telling you, Trevor: she was not a prostitute.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“I just know. I guess it’s like an instinct—or intuition or whatever. She just looked too… perfect. She had a glow about her, almost like she wasn’t real at all. Her features were all just… perfect. I know that sounds so weird, but she was mesmerizing.”

“And you flirted with her?” I asked.

“No!” he said with big, wide eyes. “I couldn’t talk to her. She was too beautiful. She was way out of my league.”

I laughed. “Barkley, you flirt with everyone.”

“Not her. I couldn’t do it. She was just too stunning. I didn’t feel worthy of talking to her. She took a quick look at me and then she wrapped a sort of housecoat around herself and ran off—down that way. I’ll never forget that moment in my life, because… Okay, I’ll just say it straight up: she was the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in my life, without contest.

“Wow, Barkley,” I chuckled. “That’s quite the statement.”

“You’re laughing, but I’m not kidding. She was otherworldly. She was… literally the perfect woman.”

“Well, maybe you should have said something. It sounds like you’re in love with the girl. You should have gotten her number or something.”

“No,” he said. “A girl like that would have never given it to me. A girl like that will end up with some… Ryan Reynolds-tier celebrity.”

“If she was running around these streets in her underwear, she’s probably not bagging some multi-millionaire celebrity anytime soon.”

“If you had seen her, you wouldn’t be saying that.”

There was a curious seriousness on his face. He almost seemed annoyed that I wasn’t taking his account very seriously. It seemed like he wanted me to be more interested than I was about this mystically beautiful woman…

But I had a vague memory of that night—and we’d been drinking. I’m not sure if Barkley had too much to drink or if he had been stricken by some pang of food poisoning, but I remembered him leaving early, seeming out of sorts. And if he had some sort of fever, then it’s possible his perceptions weren’t entirely trustworthy.

“If you saw her, you would be in awe.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to nod in agreement, but he still wasn’t satisfied with my interest level. So I tried to muster up a bit more interest. “So why do you think she was wearing lingerie then?”

“I have one theory,” he said, and then he looked up at the upstairs windows. “There’s a photo studio up there. I can’t remember what it’s called, but if you go around to the other side of the block, there’s a little sign above the door.”

I let out a small gasp. “You’re right,” I said. “And I know the owner of the studio.”

“Do you?” he said, perking up, a big smile now on his face.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding my head. “I didn’t realize it until you said that, but we’re just on the other side of Windsor Street.”

“That’s right.”

“My friend, Alan Tilley, is a professional photographer. I think you’ve even met Alan, when you came to that office Christmas party a couple of years ago.”

“Right!” Barkley said, now very excited—no longer annoyed by me. “I did meet him. He was a funny guy. Every sentence out of his mouth was a joke. He was wearing that orange Hawaiian shirt and those obnoxious shorts.”

“Wow. Good memory,” I said. We kept on walking, away from Alan’s studio.

“Okay, Trev. In that case, you need to do me a favour. Help me remember the date of that night... the night I went home sick. Then, message your friend Alan and ask who he had in his studio that night.”

“I don’t think he does photoshoots at midnight,” I said.

“It wasn’t quite midnight. I left early, remember? It couldn’t have been later than ten. I’m sure of it, because King of Donair was still open.” Now, Barkley was pointing ahead to the cross street where King of Donair was usually lit up, but now it was dark because it was nearly 2:00 AM. “It wasn’t even ten in that case. And a girl was leaving your friend’s studio. Find out who he was photographing, and see if you can get her phone number. I really doubt I have a chance in hell with that goddess, but…” He paused for a moment. “Actually, don’t.”

I paused, stopping to look at Barkley, who was now staring at his feet in a seeming state of despair.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yeah, I just—I don’t think there’s a point. I want to know who she is, but maybe just don’t mention me or give her my phone number.”

He was acting strangely. Barkley had never encountered a woman he didn’t think he could bang. Don’t get me wrong; he struck out more than he scored, but he always thought that he had a chance. But with this mysterious lingerie-clad woman, he was positive that he had absolutely no chance whatsoever.

“I’ll talk to him about it,” I said. “Who knows. Maybe this girl is into scrappy dudes like you.” I gave him a nudge with my elbow, trying to cheer him back up.
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Alan was an interesting fellow. He wasn’t technically employed by the office where I worked, but he was often being hired as a contractor to take new staff photos, and to being the event photographer for the various events and promotional campaigns we ran. He was there at least once a week—and that was often enough that we all considered him an employee, even though he operated his own photography studio on Windsor Street.

The studio was called Tilley Takes Photos, and he was fairly successful; the place was always busy. Every time I walked down Windsor Street, I could see lights flashing in those upstairs windows. I often saw curious characters coming and going. Once, I saw all of the employees of a circus ‘freak show’ leaving after having been photographed.

I also happened to know where Alan lived, because he’d invited me to a Halloween party one year. I was stunned when I pulled up to his place and saw that it was a mansion. Honestly, mansion is an understatement. Is there a word for something between a mansion and a castle? Have you seen the movie Eyes Wide Shut?

Alan explained to me that it was his family’s estate, but his parents had passed away when he was young. He was an only child, so everything was given to him. “But under one circumstance,” he told me. “That I get my doctorate. It was in my parents’ will, that I couldn’t get my inheritance until I had graduated medical school.”

So Alan Tilley was actually Dr. Alan Tilley. “But I never wanted to be a doctor,” he told me. “I did my residency and all of that, but that was it. Once I had my certifications, I stopped all of that. I always wanted to be a photographer. It’s really the only thing that I enjoy doing.”

Alan was a multi-millionaire, but you wouldn’t know it unless you saw his house. He wore t-shirts and cheap jeans. He drove a Ford F-150 that was nearly a decade old. He ate bagged lunches. He took on jobs that weren’t always artsy or glamorous, even though he didn’t need the money. He didn’t need the cash, but he was still happy to shoot the photos for our office ID cards. He photographed the office summer barbecue. He would shoot the odd wedding, and once I even saw that he’d been hired to photograph a funeral that I was attending. I can’t say that I know who hires a photographer for a funeral, but there he was…

I’d even hired him once, to take a band photo for my basement band. He only charged us sixty bucks, and he was there for four hour, using all of his expensive gear.

He really did like to take photos.

And he really was a doctor; he really did come from a long line of very successful doctors and surgeons. There was literally an operating theatre in his house; it made for a very interesting Halloween party. There was a whole room full of surgical tools. “My great-great-grandfather operated here privately for three decades in the 1800s,” he told me, showing me all of the antique surgical equipment.

“And what’s all of that stuff?” I asked, motioning towards what looked like some apothecary from some fantasy movie. “Was your great-great-great-grandfather a wizard or something?”

Alan laughed. “Oh, you know how people were way back then. Everyone was experimenting. People believed in kooky stuff.”

I walked over to a wall of old glass jars, which were still filled with freaky green fluids. “What even is this stuff?” I asked with a chuckle.

Then, Alan startled rattling off chemicals like he was some sort of science encyclopedia. I’d never heard of half of the shit he was rattling off, and I wasn’t even sure that he was being serious. “Actually, if you mix the Zyphon C with the Ekalythion fluid here, you get Porthex Gas, which you can synthesize into a form of Dexedemphamine.”

But I believed him after he showed me how he made his own film for his cameras.

“Your place kind of gives me the creeps,” I said to him half-jokingly.

“It gives me the creeps sometimes too,” he said. Then, he showed me his father’s old research ‘chamber’. It was a massive room filled with tubes and phials and jars. There were beakers and bunsen burners and huge metal machines mounted right to the roof to regulate the air temperature or pressure or something.

“What was he doing in here?” I asked.

“Experiments. He always dreamed of winning some Nobel Prize.” Alan laughed, picking up a beaker and giving it a swirl.

“It looks like you’re still working in here,” I said. “Picking up where your dad left off?”

“Hardly,” he said. “If I can’t sleep, I’ll mess around with this and that.”

How many photographers do you know who are also ultra-rich doctors?

Alan was a curious character. He was insanely cool… so I was surprised that he wanted to be my friend. I just thought that he was being nice to me when he was always inviting me to hang out with him—and then, one day, while we were grabbing lunch from a food truck together, he said, “I thought I should let you know that I’ve put you in my will.”

“In your will?” I said.

He nodded his head. “I don’t really plan on having kids. I don’t have brothers or sisters. I probably won’t ever get married. So I’m just putting my friends in there—at least for now. My lawyer insisted that I make a will, in case anything happens.”

“Are you okay?” I asked, my spine tingling.

“Yeah. I’m totally good,” he smiled. “Everyone should have a will, Trevor. Anyway--you’re in there, along with four other guys. I basically have it so that you all would just split my money five ways if I croak.”

“Alan… that’s incredibly generous. But… me?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “What? I like you. You’re a cool guy.”

I almost felt bad for him in that moment. It made me uncomfortable to think that I was in Alan’s top five… because I really didn’t hang out with Alan very often. I saw him every week at work, and I’d been to his house that one time. Aside from that, we’d gotten lunch together a handful of times, and we’d had a few beers together.

So I couldn’t help but start to think that I now understood why Alan took those office gigs. I was starting to think that Alan was lonely… and friendless. Maybe he just wanted any excuse to be around people for long periods of time.

It was hard to believe that a guy like Alan didn’t have loads of friends: society’s best type of guys. It was weird to think that he wanted to be friends with a guy like me: a guy who was more-or-less living paycheque to paycheque. Maybe I would have been a bit better off if Barkley wasn’t always coaxing me over to the bar to drink with him.

And maybe I should have been inviting Alan out more. Maybe I should have sent Alan an invite whenever Barkley reached out to me, asking if I wanted to grab a drink.

But it just seemed… weird to loop Alan in with Barkley. Me and Barkley grew up in a poor part of town, and we were quite poor still now. We went to a school known for the frequent fist fights. We drank at bars that were frequented by Hell’s Angels. That was no place for a high-society guy like Alan, even if he didn’t identify himself as a high-society guy.

I hadn’t told anyone about the fact that I was in a multi-millionaire’s will—not even Barkley. It just didn’t seem real, even if it was real. And then there was the fact that Alan was a few years younger than me, and he was… well, healthier. He worked out in his home gym. He ate well. I don’t think I’d ever seen him drinking. He didn’t smoke like me…

There was no way that I was going to outlive him to ever see any of his inheritance, so there really was no sense in being in his will…

At least that’s what I thought.

It was a December evening when I received a phone call. “Is this Trevor Beaty?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Who’s this.”

“This is Nurse Anne at the Central Memorial Hospital. You’re actually listed as the emergency contact for Alan Tilley.”

“Alan?” I said. “I mean… I am? What’s wrong with Alan? Is he okay?”

I hate to even admit this, but there was a moment of excitement as I instantly remembered the fact that I was in that will. No, I didn’t want Alan to be hurt or dead—of course I didn’t want that… but a pang of excitement hit me nonetheless at the thought of being an overnight millionaire. I pushed that excitement away and cleared my throat.

“We’re not quite sure. He was found unconscious, and we haven’t been able to revive him.”

I made my way to the hospital. I had a feeling that it was my duty to inform Alan’s loved ones that he was in the hospital, but I literally didn’t know who to contact. He told me he had no parents or siblings or cousins. So when I arrived and they asked, “Are you close to Dr. Tilley?”, I just said, “Yes,” even though it didn’t really seem true.

They took me to his room, and I saw him totally unconscious and pale, his body appearing emaciated, as if he’d suddenly lost forty pounds overnight. “W—What happened to him?” They had him on an IV, and there was a breathing tube shoved up his nose.

“We don’t really know,” said a doctor. “His vitals are inconsistent. He’s struggling to breathe. We thought at first it was maybe a drug overdose, but the lab report came back clean. Are you aware of any conditions Dr. Tilley might have? We checked his medical record, and there’s nothing that sticks out. We ran his blood… everything seems normal.”

“I—I don’t really know of any issues,” I said. Alan really did look like he was going to die. Though now, looking at his emaciated body, I didn’t feel that same pang of excitement as before. I didn’t want him to die. He was young and he was so friendly; he supported the community constantly. He did favours for everyone. As far as I knew, he hadn’t ever done anything mean or spiteful to anyone.

So why had God stricken him down like this?

“We’ll keep running tests, but quite honestly…” The doctor let out a sigh. “We’re running out of ideas. His body just seems to be… shutting down.”

It got worse. Alan’s organs started to fail, so they moved him to a new room with big fancy machines, which acted in place of his organs while his actual organs recovered. I wasn’t allowed into that room, but I was given an update every hour or so—and none of the updates were positive.

It really seemed like Alan was dying.

I stayed at the hospital that night, even though there was nothing I could do in any circumstance. I just felt like someone needed to be there for him. It seemed so awful to think that Alan had nobody.

Then, around 4:00 AM, a nurse tapped on my shoulder to wake me up. She had a smile on her face as she said, “I just wanted to let you know that Dr. Tilley has stabilized and the doctors believe he is going to make a full recovery.”

I thought for a moment that I was dreaming, because a few hours before, he was on his deathbed!

But it was true; they even let me in to see him, and there he was, looking… fine. He was on a bed, still with an IV, but the colour was back in his face, and he had seemingly… plumped up. He no longer looked like skin clinging to bones. His eyes were no longer sunken into his skull. His hair no longer looked as thin and dead.

“Hi, Trevor,” he said, with a voice that didn’t even have a hint of strain in it. “It’s great to see you.”

“You’re really better?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “I don’t know what happened. I don’t even remember anything. I was just in my house, and then… I felt faint. The next thing I remember… well… this is it! I guess I was lucky; some delivery guy came to the door to get a signature for a package, and he saw me through the window. How lucky is that?”

“You’re on borrowed time, I’d say,” I said. He literally looked fine, as if that dying man had never existed. I was baffled. I was starting to wonder if I was dreaming—or maybe the rest of that night had been the dream.

“I really appreciate you coming. It means the world to me. I guess I should have told you that I had you put down as my emergency contact. I hope that wasn’t a scare.”

“It was a bit of a scare. I don’t want anything bad to happen to you, Alan.”

“Well, I appreciate it. But don’t worry about me.”

I smiled, and then I told him that I was going to head home to get some sleep before my shift at work. Before I walked out the door, he called out for me to stop. “I should tell you something, Trevor. I’ve told doctors this before, but they won’t put it on my file for some reason—I guess because it’s not something that they can test and diagnose. But… I’ve always had this little problem where I pass out like that. My blood pressure gets weird, and people think it’s a lot worse than it is when they see it happen. The truth is, it’s not a big deal. It usually only lasts a few hours, and then I’m back to normal. If you ever get a call from the hospital like this again, just tell them that it’s a rare condition that’s not on my file. They might try to argue you, but just tell them not to worry too much—and definitely tell them not to put me on life support machines again.”

“But… your organs were failing you, Alan,” I said.

“They weren’t really,” he said, waving me off with a weird smile on his face. “Like I said… it’s a weird, rare condition. I’m going to try to convince them to put it on my file for me. I know it seems crazy and whatever, but it’s really fine. Really.”

I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to say. So I just smiled and nodded my head.

“I’m glad you came, Trevor. I’m sorry if I ruined your night.”

“Not at all,” I said. Then, I realized I still hadn’t asked Alan about the woman who had left his studio in lingerie. It seemed like a weird time to bring it up, but I really wanted to change the subject. Truth be told, he was putting me in an awkward position. I really didn’t know him very well, and I didn’t like being told to tell doctors about some strange medical condition that he claimed to have. So I brought up the girl.

“A friend of mine was by your studio and he saw some girl leaving,” I said. “This was about a year ago. I bet you don’t remember it, but I told him that I would ask you about it.”

He stared at him, his expression suddenly dropping. His countenance was suddenly pale, his eyes gleaming with a lifelessness that made me instantly regret asking the question. His delay in answering made me think that the girl was some girlfriend that didn’t work out, and I was touching on a sensitive subject.

“It’s not a big deal,” I said. “I just figured I would ask.”

“I don’t know anything about that,” he said. “Is he sure it was my studio?” His voice didn’t have the usual peppiness now. He was totally serious, totally stern and cold. “Maybe he was mistaken.”

“Maybe,” I said. “He seemed pretty sure about it, but who knows. He’d had a few beers. It’s anyone’s guess, really.”

The atmosphere in the room had turned totally sour and cold. I just wanted to get out of there, so I nodded goodbye and I took off.
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It was only a week later when I received an invitation to a party at Alan’s house. The invitation was extended to the whole office, as well as the other offices where Alan did some casual photographic work. The promise of an open bar ensured that the party was well-attended.

I arrived a bit late because of some errands I had to run for my mother, who had recently moved into a care home. I apologized for my lateness when I arrived at Alan’s big, impressive house. “Don’t apologize, Trevor,” he smiled. He gave me a pat on the shoulder. “I’m just happy you came.”

I saw Barkley across the room, and then I remembered that awkward, cold moment in the hospital room, when I told him about Barkley’s story. Now, Barkley was turning to see me, and he was coming towards us.

My heart began to race. I had an inkling that the lingerie woman was a sore subject, and I had a feeling it was about to be brought up again.

“Trevor!” said Barkley. “And it’s Alan, right? We met about a year or two ago.” Barkley thrusted his hand towards Alan. I could tell that Barkley was dying to ask about the girl.

“I remember,” said Alan. “You’re a good friend of Trevor’s, right?”

“That’s right. Hey! I was actually meaning to ask you a question. That’s your photography studio on Windsor Street there, right?”

I gently grabbed Barkley by the arm, getting his attention. I shook my head.

“What?” he said.

“Yes, that’s my studio,” Alan said.

“I already asked him about the girl you saw,” I said, before it could become an awkward conversation. “Alan doesn’t know who that was.”

“Oh,” said Barkley. “But she did come out of your studio. I’m sure of it. Red doors, brick building—right? I know it was your building. She was beautiful. Red lingerie—or maybe it was pink and it just looked red in the dark. She had long blonde hair. She had one of those little upturned noses. And—oh! I’m sure she had one of those little beauty marks, in the same place Marilyn Monroe had hers. Right here.” He pointed to that spot on the corner of his upper lip. “Freckles too—just light ones, but I could make them out in the dark. And her eyes… I can’t even really describe the colour to you. I want to say hazel, but they were more like… yellow! They were the most fantastic colour of eyes I’ve ever seen in my life.”

Alan had a pale face again. I could tell that he knew the woman. I could tell that this was some sort of sore subject, and maybe I should have tried harder to stop Barkley from running his mouth. “Barkley, maybe just don’t worry about it, alright?”

“I really don’t know her,” said Alan. And then I saw a female friend from the office, so I reached out to tap Barkley on the shoulder. “I really want you to meet Kitty.”

Kitty was an attractive young woman, and I knew she would take Barkley’s attention away from Alan—and I was right. He was like a puppy dog when he saw Kitty, now clad in a low-cut dress. But even with Kitty’s breasts nearly bursting out of her little dress, Alan’s mind still wandered back to that mysterious beauty.

It wasn’t long before Barkley had found me again. “Trev, where’s Alan? I want to ask him another question about that girl.”

“Buddy—I don’t think Alan wants to talk about her. I think it’s… kind of an off-limits topic, if you know what I mean.” I kept my voice low, in case Alan was around.

“I need to ask him a question about her. She’s just… She’s not leaving my mind, and I just need to put this whole thing at rest. Do you know where he is or not?”

I sighed. There was no stopping Barkley. He was going to ask his questions with my permission or not, so I figured I could at least accompany him and hopefully keep him from saying anything too stupid.

We went looking for Alan, but he wasn’t with the rest of the party. We started looking around the big house.

“I don’t think we should be wandering around his place like this,” I said.

“I just have to ask him a question.”

“What’s the question even?” I asked.

“It’s not a big deal. I’ll just ask him.”

“Barkley…”

We heard a clang of metal coming from a doorway far down the hall. We both stopped and looked at each other. It was a loud clang—followed by another. “What on Earth is that?” I asked.

So we both went to the door and pushed it open, revealing Alan’s large home gym. Now, Alan was shirtless, laying on a bench, pushing a barbell with three 45-pound plates on each side, over and over. He was grunting.

We both stood in awe, wondering if we were looking at fake plates. And did that mean that the bulging muscles on Alan’s body were fake too? He was ripped. How did he keep that body hidden underneath his clothes? And why did he keep it hidden!? If I had a body like that, it would be tight tank tops all day, every day!

Finally, he finished his set of fifteen or so reps, and then he sat up. He wiped the sweat from his forehead, and then he turned to look at us. “Oh. Hey, guys,” he said.

“Alan?” I said.

Barkley was totally silent.

I walked over to his barbell and tried to lift an end to see if it was real. “Are you crazy?” I asked.

“Oh. I’ve been lifting for a year or two now.”

“Alan… You really shouldn’t be lifting this much alone. It’s not safe.”

“Oh, I’m fine,” he said. He walked over to a mirror and flexed, making his enormous muscles bulge.

“Did you just leave your party to get a workout in?” Barkley asked, finally breaking his stunned silence.

“I guess so,” Alan said with a laugh. “I just felt this… need to get my blood flowing a bit.” There was a distant beeping, which I hardly noticed until Alan said, “That’s my steak.” We followed Alan through a doorway into a large kitchen. He took a cloth and used it as an oven mitt to pull a cast iron pan out of the oven. On the pan was a large steak. He set it down to rest with a lump of butter on it.

We just stood and watched, seeing the veins on his body throbbing after his super-intense weight-lifting workout.

“Are you going back to the party?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe,” he said. “It’s honestly a bit boring. You know what I really want to do? I want to jump out of a plane. Do you think they would let us do that in the dark? I’ve never heard of nighttime skydiving, but it would intense. Maybe I’ll make a couple calls and see if I can get someone to take us up.”

“I’ll pass,” I said. “And I don’t think that sounds very safe, Alan.”

“Quit being a girl, Trevor,” he said, waving me off. He fetched a steak knife and then he cut himself a massive chunk of steak, thrusting it into his mouth. He hardly even chewed it before swallowing, and that’s when we saw that the steak was hardly cooked at all. It was deep red through and through, and the oven was only set to its lowest setting—hardly a few degrees over the bread-proofing setting.

“Is that safe to eat?” Barkley asked.

“What are you guys, a couple of ladies?”

It was like he was playing a character. It was like he was trying to make us think that he was Mr. Macho.

“I, uh, should probably head back to the party,” I said. “I think Mr. Henson was looking for me.” Then, I looked at Barkley and said, “Didn’t you have a question you wanted to ask Alan?”

“Um…” Barkley paused. “No. I don’t think so. I was just going to ask about a bathroom, but I saw one down the hallway.”

We left that gym and then we looked at each other. The whole scene was so surreal—and so out of character.
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It got even more surreal. The party ended. I went home and went to bed, but was woken up just an hour later by a phone call.

It was the hospital again, and Alan was back in it. I rubbed my eyes and groaned, and then I went down again.

There was a paramedic there who explained the situation to me. He was standing with a man named Norman, who had been at Alan’s party. “I left my wallet at Alan’s house, and didn’t realize it until I went home. I don’t have Alan’s phone number, so I figured I could just swing back to the house to get it. I was surprised to see that the front door was left wide open—but I didn’t think too much into it,” Norman explained. “I called for Alan, but he didn’t answer. I figured the party was still going; maybe everyone is just around back in the hot tub, you know?

“So I just went in to get my wallet. I figured I knew where I left it, and I could grab it quickly without bothering anyone. I went down towards the coat closet, and I heard a groaning sound. At first I thought… you know—someone was getting lucky. But as I was picking my wallet up off of the table where I had set it down earlier, I heard another sharp groan, and this time I was sure that it sounded like someone struggling to breathe. So I went down the hall, towards the sound, and that’s where I found him… on the ground, having a sort of seizure. I called 911 right away.”

“Doctors are running tests right now,” a nurse told me.

I sighed. I was worried about Alan. I knew what Alan wanted me to say, but I wasn’t so confident in Alan’s self-assessment of his medical condition. “I, uh… figure I should just mention…” I started talking, but already felt foolish, as if I was jeopardizing Alan’s health. “He, uh, wants me to tell you that this happens regularly, and it’s not actually a cause for concern. Now—I don’t know if he’s right about that, but he asked me to tell you if this happens again.”

The nurse just stared at me. “His organs are literally failing,” she said. “I really doubt that this is something that happens regularly.”

“Well, that’s just what he told me. And this is what happened last time—a few days ago—and he was totally fine a few hours later.”

But this time was different. This time, a nurse didn’t come out of Alan’s room to tell me that Alan was awake and feeling much better; this time, a nurse came out to tell me that Alan had vanished from his room.

“Did you see him leave?” she asked. She was accompanied by a very concerned-looking doctor.

“N—No,” I said. And I hadn’t fallen asleep this time. I’d been sitting there—and I was fairly sure that there was no other way out of that ward, except through an alarmed emergency exit, or through the paramedic bay (and the paramedics were positive that nobody had gone through).

Now, I didn’t tell you the weirdest part of all of this. I didn’t tell you about the most surreal bit of this wild, crazy story. I didn’t tell you about the woman I saw sneaking out of that ward, wearing only a dainty blue hospital gown, which didn’t even cover her round, perky ass (I will admit that I snuck a peek of that perfect bum as she went by).

The woman was startlingly beautiful. She was the essence of femininity with her soft blonde hair and pouty lips and upturned nose. But there were two features about her that left me absolutely awe-struck: her little Marlyn Monroe beauty mark, and her piercing yellow eyes.

I’d never seen yellow eyes on a person before. I didn’t even know that eyes could be yellow. Surely they were contacts, right?

What struck me hardest was the fact that she perfectly matched Barkley’s description of the beautiful woman that he had seen leaving Alan’d photography studio. Every detail about this woman was the same, including her stunning beauty.

Two other men had seen her as well: the men sitting next to me in that waiting room. Now, one of those men decided to pipe up to the nurse and doctor. “I saw a woman sneaking out of here about fifteen minutes ago,” he said.

“I saw her too,” said the other guy.

“We aren’t looking for a woman. We’re looking for a man.”

My heart raced. Theories started forming in my head. Maybe that woman was helping to sneak Alan out. Maybe she was some girlfriend that he, for some reason, wanted to keep secret…

But why? How did any of that make sense? And why was she wearing a hospital gown?

The nurse and doctor weren’t at all concerned about the woman, but I couldn’t help but dwell on her. “Is there a woman that matches that description here somewhere?”

“Right now, we need to find Dr. Tilley,” the doctor said to me. “His health is our biggest concern at the moment.”

They allowed me through the doorway, into the ward, so I could help look around for Alan. We even went around calling out his name. I was there for another hour before they told me they would give me a call if he showed up again.

Then the police were called, and a missing person case was started. I decided to go to Alan’s house with one of the police officers (they asked me if I would meet them, to give them an account of the night). I showed them where we had the party. The police officers poked around the empty house. I showed them the gym, and they saw the loaded barbell. None of them believed me when I told them that Alan had done more than fifteen reps of the heavy weight.

I was starting to think that Alan’s health condition had something to do with steroid abuse. After all… no man can naturally lift that kind of weight—at least not without at least a decade of devoted training and careful dieting.

I was with an officer in Alan’s kitchen when I heard a voice through the officer’s radio. “We’ve got eyes on a woman around back, leaving the premises,” the crackling voice said. “Wondering if we should pursue.”

“Was she on the property?” Buzzed another voice.

“Roger that.”

“She’s a person of interest. Stop her.”

“She’s dressed, uh… provocatively. Possibly a prostitute.”

“Get a statement.”

My heart raced. I couldn’t help but think of that mysterious woman—especially a few minutes later when I accompanied the officer into Alan’s bedroom, and we found a discarded blue hospital gown.

My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe this series of events; it was so surreal. It was now 4:00 AM, but I wasn’t even a tiny bit tired. My heart was pounding, and adrenaline was surging through me.

After a few hours, I was told to head home. “We’ll be in touch if we have any additional questions.”

I went home, but I couldn’t sleep. There was an enormous stress lingering over me. I couldn’t understand how I had become the police’s civilian point-of-contact with this ‘investigation’. Why me? I really didn’t know Alan that well. Like I said before: we had only gotten together a handful of times. We chatted casually at the office whenever he was in. I thought Alan was a nice guy, and he obviously liked me… but I didn’t know him well enough to be any help in a missing person investigation!

I tried hard to sleep, but I couldn’t.
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It was three days of stress and dread before I received a call from Alan. His voice was frighteningly normal when he said, “I heard there was some panic over the last few days. I’m really sorry that you ended up ensconced in all of that.”

“Where the hell were you!?” I asked.

He chuckled casually, as if his sudden vanishing at the hospital wasn’t a big deal whatsoever. “I went out of town to visit some friends. How was I supposed to know that people were going to freak out like that? I guess I should have told someone that I was leaving.”

It too me a moment to reply. First, I had to shake off my state of dumbfounded confusion. “Alan,” I said. “You’re obviously free to come and go as you please, but you vanished from an intensive care unit at the hospital… in the middle of the night. People thought that you were dying.”

“Trevor,” he said with a sigh. “I told you to tell the doctors not to worry about all of that. Remember? It’s a rare condition, and it’s not as bad as it seems.”

“One of your party guests found you lifeless on the floor,” I said.

“It’s just the condition,” he said. “Like I said; I’m trying to get them to update my medical file so they stop overreacting every time this happens. Really, what I should do is improve my home security. This is twice now in a single week this has happened: someone coming onto my property without permission. If that guy hadn’t let himself into my house, none of this panic would have happened.” Then, he suddenly let out a strange laugh. “It’s water under the bridge. Let’s just forget that it happened.”

I really didn’t know what else to say. I was in too much shock to think of something to say.

But I did start thinking about Alan’s millions of dollars—and the fact that I was one of few people listed in his will. Again, I wasn’t crossing my fingers that he was going to drop dead. I liked Alan, even though I was beginning to realize that he had some weird quirks. But it really was starting to seem like him dropping dead was a real possibility.

I felt guilty, fantasizing about Alan’s death—but those thoughts kept sneaking into my head.

And there was another ‘thought’ that I couldn’t stop thinking about: that strange woman who darted out of the hospital in the middle of that very strange night, dressed only in that loose-fitting baby-blue hospital gown. I couldn’t stop thinking about her perfect body, her gorgeous face, her long soft blonde hair bouncing on her shoulders… and the fact that she matched Barkley’s description perfectly of the woman he saw leaving Alan’s photography studio in the middle of the night.

Somehow, I knew that woman had something to do with all of this strangeness.

I found myself playing the role of investigator over the coming days, during slow hours at work. I wanted to see if I could figure out who that woman was.

I had this dreadful idea in my head that she was trying to kill Alan. Maybe she had snuck her way into his will, and now she was trying to do away with him so that she could walk off with some easy millions. Maybe when Barkley saw her, she was working on seducing Alan. He said he saw her in lingerie, leaving his place. Maybe that was her making Alan fall in love with her. And maybe she was poisoning him—maybe that explained these mysterious blackouts, these countless near-death experiences. So maybe she snuck into the hospital, dressed as a patient, and tried to finish the job while the doctors weren’t paying attention—and then we all saw her darting off when she abandoned her plan after nearly being caught.

It was a theory—and it seemed absurd, but how else could one explain her constant appearance?

I wanted to think that she was just a friend—or a lover. It didn’t matter to me, as long as she wasn’t trying to harm my friend. First, I needed to figure out who she was, so I found myself looking through Alan’s photography website, which had thousands and thousands of photos hosted on it, from all of his photography jobs.

I had a perfectly clear image of this woman in my head, even though I had only seen her for a few brief seconds. I knew exactly what her face looked like, because it was so strikingly beautiful; Barkley was right (assuming I saw the same woman): her beauty was otherworldly. In fact, I would maybe even go so far to say that she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Barkley certainly seemed to think so…

I looked through photo after photo, mulling through all of the photoshoots Alan had conducted in his studio. It took hours, but I eventually did find her.

And when I found her, I gasped, recognizing her stunning femininity instantly. There was just something so… womanly about the way that she glowed. She had a radiance, and I’m really not sure how else to describe it. Of course there was also the fact that she had piercing canary-coloured eyes, which made her unmistakable.

But something was a bit different about the girl in the photos. She looked… younger. She looked a lot younger, as if she was still just a teenager—and even then, just barely.

They were tasteful photos, looking like they were done for some middle-school graduation.

The photos were a year old.

I couldn’t understand how she had gone from being so young just a year ago, to being an adult, in such a short period of time. Maybe those photos were much older, and he had just posted them a year ago…

I continued my investigation. I went to one of those AI likeness-finder websites. It was a paid site, so I had to pay $25 to search the whole internet for the girl—and the site turned up results. It found an Instagram page that clearly belonged to the girl. It was filled with photos of her.

And scrolling through the photo feed, I could see the girl as she aged. In every photo, she looked a few months older. From the start to the end of the feed, she seemed to age about ten years… But the account had only existed for eighteen months.

Was she just a very-late bloomer? Did she not sprout until she was eighteen?

That AI investigation website also turned up an adult X page that she had made. It was filled with seductive photos of her in dainty lingerie. I could tell that Alan had taken the photos in his studio; I recognized the white-washed brick and the tall floor-to-ceiling loft-style windows. I also recognized Alan’s distinct style. There was a dreaminess to Alan’s photography style: a softness in the highlights, and a sharpness in the shadows. There was also a certain way that he liked to frame his photos, certain angles that he seemed to love more than others—and all of those qualities were in those spicy photos.

And there were hundreds of photos, so I could only assume that Alan and this girl were intimate partners. I mean—why else would he had hundreds of photos from dozens and dozens of photoshoots of the same girl?

My theory was unchanged; I was sure that this girl had wriggled her way into Alan’s will, and now she was trying to kill him in some discreet, clever way.

It was the only theory that explained everything.

And now, I felt an obligation to help save Alan. I couldn’t let someone kill him, even if it would benefit me financially; I wasn’t interested in making a fortune if it meant the destruction of a good person.

It was the very next night that I decided to pay Alan a visit. I made a call to ask if he was home before heading over. He met me at his gate, which had recently been installed. Cameras were in the process of being mounted on tall posts, pointed in every direction: an intricate security system, but not necessarily being put in for security, but to make sure that nobody tried to save him while he was having heart-stopping seizures. There were people working on mounting big flood lights.

Now, he looked just fine, smile on his face, glow to his skin. “It’s great to see you, Trevor,” he said to me. He looked up at the crew mounting the lights. “Lights are going up today, but the electrician can’t be here until Friday to run power to them. Anyway—Come on in.”

I went in with him. He motioned towards a pair of tennis rackets by the door and said, “Want to play a round? I honestly feel bad letting that tennis court out back go unused. My father was a big tennis fan, and he spent a small fortune putting that court in… and I think I’ve used it, like, twice.”

“To be honest, I’ve never played,” I said. “And I unfortunately can’t stay for too long. I really just wanted to have a quick chat with you about something that I think is… important.”

“If this is about all of the hospital nonsense, I really don’t want to get into that again,” he said, waving me off. “I just spent days dealing with the police about it, and now I have a medical lawyer working on getting them to put a do-not-act order on my medical file—and that’s been a whole gruelling process. I want a mental break from all of that.”

“Well, I will admit that it does have a little bit to do with that, and I’m only going to bring it up because I care about you, Alan.”

He sighed. “Please don’t bother,” he said. “Let’s just play tennis. I know you said that you don’t play—but I will help you to learn. I bet you’ll love it—and I’d love to have a tennis partner. I really love competition, and I have almost none of it in my life. Come on.”

I reluctantly went with him to his tennis court. He gave me a pair of white shorts to wear, and a tennis shirt. He served a soft ball to me, which I returned half-decently. He smiled. “Hey, you’re not that bad. Are you sure you’ve never played?” After a few rallies, he decided to step it up. Out of nowhere, he suddenly became competitive. He was smashing balls hard towards me, and I was sprinting to try to return them.

There were moments when he would stop and give me pointers. He showed me how to hold the racket. He explained how to hit the ball properly so that it would go where I wanted it to go. He showed me how to get top-spin. I will admit that it was a good time, until I managed to hit a perfect return, which took him by surprise.

His attitude suddenly shifted from playful to serious. He screamed, “Fuck! How did I miss that!?” His sudden outburst made me pause.

“Let’s play for points,” he said, wiping beads of sweat from his forehead.

“I really should be leaving soon—and I still want to talk to you about something quite serious,” I said.

He said nothing, waving me off, shaking his head, seemingly annoyed by me bringing up the seizure thing again without actually mentioning it.

I had never played tennis, but I had always had good endurance. I was a runner in high-school, and I still tried to get out whenever I had free time.

Alan was strong and fit—but in terms of endurance… it was clearly something that he didn’t prioritize. He could smash those balls hard, but after a few rallies for points, I could tell that he was getting tired.

But he seemed to be enjoying the competition, so I decided to put in a bit of effort. I identified his weakness (his endurance), so I tried to make him run as much as possible, hitting balls left, then right, then left, then right… His exhaustion started to get to him, even though he was winning. Now, he was starting to stumble. He was starting to miss shots. At first, it was just mild frustration—but then it turned into something that scared me. He screamed loudly. He smashed his tennis racket into the ground.

Suddenly, I found myself caught up. I was making a comeback, and I couldn’t help but let a grin slip. He was a better tennis player, without a doubt, but he just didn’t have the endurance to play a long game. I tried my best, wanting him to have a taste of the competition he told me that he loved.

But now, I was starting to think that he wasn’t really so fond of competition. It was starting to seem like what he really liked was winning.

So when I beat him for that final point, he screamed loud profanities and he smashed his tennis racket into two pieces on the ground before throwing it against the large chainlink fence. “Fuck this,” he said. “Fuck this absolutely bullshit!”

I stood there awkwardly as he stormed off. He threw a punch at a tree while leaving the court, and then I heard him cry out in pain. I rushed over to see if he was okay, but he pushed me away. His face was red with anger, and I knew that it was my time to leave.

I looked down and saw blood on my shirt. Then, I looked at him and could see blood dripping from a distance. There was even blood on the tree. He had badly mangled his hand punching the tree. “Alan!” I called out. “Please let me look at your hand.”

Then he turned to me with a scowl. “I’m a fucking doctor, Trevor. I don’t need you to look at my hand!”

I was seeing a dark, ugly side of Alan that I didn’t like. I’d never seen someone react so gruesomely to losing a friendly match. He was throwing a violent tantrum, and he had certainly broken at least a few bones in his hand.

I decided to follow him, even though he was in a lousy mood. “It wasn’t a fair game, Alan. The sun was to my back—and it was in your eyes,” I said. “We can have a rematch another day. Please, let me take you to the hospital to have your hand looked at.”

“I think it’s best that you leave,” he hissed. The voice coming out of his mouth didn’t even sound like his own, as if he was possessed by some sort of demon.

“Alan, please,” I said.

“Go!”

I sighed, and then I said, “I still want to ask you about a girl that you know. I believe her name is Cassidy.”

He paused, eyes widening. “Cassidy? I don’t know a Cassidy,” he said.

“Well, I don’t know if that’s her real name, but I believe that’s the name she goes by online. I, uh, found her while looking through some of your photos.”

“What photos!?” he snapped.

“Old photos on your website.” I stepped back slightly, worried he was about to throw a punch. “Alan, I only bring it up because I care about your well-being. I don’t really know your relationship with the girl, but I do know that you’ve been taking her photo for at least a year. Please, Alan, just hear me out. I’m just concerned about your health.”

He took a few deep breaths, and then the redness started to leave his face. His eyes widened into guilty, glistening bulbs. He let out a sigh and then he shook his head. “I—I’m sorry, Trevor,” he said. “I don’t know what came over me. I just… I threw a little bit of a fit there. I guess I’ve been letting some frustrations pent up. All this nonsense with the hospitals… they’re trying to force me in for tests that I don’t need. And the police keep coming to bother me, so I have to deal with lawyers. It’s been a lot, Trevor. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to take it out on you.”

I looked at his badly damaged hand. “Can I take you to the hospital?”

“I can deal with this myself. Maybe you can help me. Come on.” He led me to his surgical theatre. He pointed to a closet and told me to put on some scrubs. “Wash your hands, and put on some sterile gloves,” he said. “I’m going to have you help stitch the skin, and then I’ll need you to help brace my hand while I reposition the bones.”

It all was quite gruesome, and I will spare you the details. I was quite impressed by how cooly he handled the self-operation. I acted like a nurse… a terrible nurse who couldn’t stand to look at his gaping wounds.

He did take a strong pain-killer, and he numbed the area with some injection or another. But even still… I wouldn’t be able to snap my bones straight like he did. I wouldn’t be able to squeeze my skin together and stitch myself up like that.

He was proving that he truly was medically trained.

I helped him to clean everything up, and to sterilize the area. Then, we went together to his living room. “I’ll order us some dinner,” he said. “Help yourself to a drink, Trevor. Don’t be shy; pick the good stuff. There’s a scotch on the top shelf that I think you’ll love.”

We ordered Chinese takeout.

While we were waiting for the food, he went out to gather his things that he had left on the tennis court, and then he went to change into some clean clothes.

I noticed that he was looking quite tired. His head kept falling forward, and then he would catch it with a start. His eyes were heavy. He barely made it through eating. I went to the bathroom and returned, and found him passed out on the couch, snoring loudly.

I fetched a blanket and covered him up. I had a feeling that his exhaustion was a combination of his hectic week and the extra-strength painkillers he took to get himself through his hand operation.

I spent some time cleaning up the area. It was late when I went to find my car keys. I was quite tired myself from the day’s commotion. I couldn’t remember where I had left my keys in his large house. After searching for twenty minutes, I realized that they were out on the tennis court, so I went out. But the tennis court gate was locked. Alan must have locked it when he went to retrieve his things.

“Shit,” I muttered. Then, I went back to the house. Alan had a number of guest rooms, and I figured he wouldn’t mind me crashing in one of them. I didn’t want to wake him to ask if it was okay, and I didn’t want to wake him to get him to unlock the tennis gate; I wanted him to rest, and to recover.
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Ihad the most peculiar night—so peculiar that I was almost sure that it was a dream when I woke up.

I fell asleep quite quickly. The guest bed in Alan’s main guest room was ruthlessly comfortable, like being engulfed by a cloud. In fact, as I dozed off, I felt a terrible dread at the thought of returning to my usual bed, knowing that I would probably never be able to afford whatever bed I was now resting on.

But I didn’t stay asleep long. I don’t think I was asleep for a full two hours when I woke up to feeling something coming onto the bed. I could feel the weight of another body, repositioning on that bed. I turned my head, overwhelmed by a sudden terror, which was amplified when I saw the figure of a person looming over me.

I wasn’t able to speak, but the figure brought a finger to its lips and spoke. “Don’t be too loud. We don’t want to wake up the doctor,” she said with a remarkably sultry voice. It was a feminine voice, and as my eyes adjusted, I could see that she had a feminine figure.

It was only another few seconds before I recognized other features: the beauty mark and the yellow eyes. I let out a gasp, and managed to speak a single word through my terror: “You.”

“Do you know me?” she asked with a grin. “Should I know you?”

“I—I’ve heard of you.”

“From who?” she asked. I could see her eyes narrowing in that dark room.

I paused. “A friend.”

“What friend?”

“His name is Barkley. He saw you one night and told me about you. He, uh, was quite captivated by you. And to be quite honest with you, I’ve actually been trying to track you down to talk to you.”

“To me?” she asked, interested. “And why am I so popular?”

“I want to know how you know my friend, Alan,” I said, sitting up, finding myself eye to eye with her. She was intimidatingly beautiful. It was hard not to look down her body. Now, she was wearing lingerie, which hugged her skin like it was formed to it. It was translucent, not hiding her nipples, or the general radiance of her skin. But it was her lips that had me most captivated: they were so plump and so soft. I’d never been so captivated by a pair of lips! I didn’t even know lips could be so enticing.

“I’m a friend of Alan’s. Nothing more. Why? Did someone tell you otherwise?”

“I know that he has friends. I haven’t met many of them,” I said. “And… I’m sure you’re aware of Alan’s health condition?”

“Of course,” she said. “It’s terrible, isn’t it? But it’s not a big deal, like everyone thinks it is. It’s only terrible because people make such a big deal out of it.” She blinked a few times and then she smiled. “Aren’t you going to make a move on me?”

“A move?” I asked, stuttering slightly. My heart was racing now. Was she seducing me? And where did she come from? Had she been in that big house this whole time?

“I’m presenting myself to you in lingerie, and you’re just asking me about my friend. If you don’t want to have me, that’s fine; I can pleasure myself.”

I was speechless. Was she making a strange joke?

Then, she leaned over me, making me fall back down onto the bed. She hovered over me, filling my nostrils with the smell of her perfume. I stuttered again, this time unable to say whatever it was that I was trying to say. Her nipples grazed my chest as she leaned in. She brought her lips to my ear, and her hot breath sent a tingle down my spine. “You can have me. Let’s just try not to wake the doctor.”

“O—Okay,” I said, caving to my masculine desires. How could I turn her down? What man would turn down a lingerie-clad supermodel? “But… I have to ask first…” She grazed my chest with her fingertips, making me stutter again. She let her fingernails gently graze my penis.

“What is it?”

“You haven’t had a, uh, hand in… Alan’s condition. Have you?”

She giggled. “A hand in it?” she said. “Of course not. And please, Trevor. Stop obsessing over his condition. It’s not worth obsessing over.”

I wanted to ask her how she knew my name, but her sexual aura left me speechless. She began to kiss my nipple, making me tingle all over. Her fingers found my cock and she gently played with it until I was hard. Then, she went down, slipping my hardened shaft into her warm mouth. She sucked. She licked. She tickled my tip with her tongue. She giggled. The sounds of her cute giggles were even more arousing than the moves of her tongue.

“You’re very attractive,” I managed to say.

“Thank you.” She smiled, wiping the spit from her lips as my cock’s tip rested on her chin. “Dr. Tilley is helping to launch my modelling career.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“And… Would he be upset to find us together right now?” I asked nervously. I wanted to ask if she was dating him in any capacity, but I knew she wouldn’t give me a straight answer.

“On the contrary,” she said. “He would be thrilled. But the doctor needs his rest.”

Then, she stood up on her knees and slid down her lingerie one-piece, revealing her whole body, which included a half-erect penis.

That penis made me freeze.

How was it possible? Was it a gag? Was this some sort of prank? Was this Alan’s idea of a joke?

It was real; I could see it throbbing. I could see it twitch as it grew longer and stood more upright. “You’re… trans?”

“I’m still transitioning,” she said. “Dr. Tilley is helping me with that too. Is that an issue for you?”

I was silent a moment. It wasn’t an issue; I just hadn’t seen it coming.

“I promise my asshole feels just as good,” she grinned. Then, she took my saliva-slicked cock and pulled it to her puckering hole. She sat down slowly, letting out a groan. She sunk down until her butt cheeks were firmly on my lap. I was deep inside of her as her cock stood stiff, uptight, like a flagpole without a flag.

I couldn’t believe it. The most beautiful woman I’d seen in my life… and she wasn’t even born a woman!

She rose up and feel down with grace. She looked so stunning, her breasts bouncing and jiggling. I reached out and cupped them. I squeezed them. She moaned. Her butthole clenched hard as pleasure surged through her. She took my hand and pulled it down to her cock. She curled my fingers around her shaft, and I knew that she wanted me to stroke her off, so I started stroking her. I pumped her with a tight fist. She moaned beautifully.

“Don’t stop,” she said softly. “Keep going. Don’t stop. Please. Pump me faster.”

So I pumped her faster—until she was spraying my chest with long streaks of cum. She let out a beautiful sound as she experienced that intense orgasm—and the sound alone was enough to make me cum inside of her.

It was short sex. How could any man last more than a couple of minutes inside a goddess like her? She stood up slowly. My cum fell out of her and oozed down her thighs. She giggled, and then she bent forward and started to lick her own cum off of my chest and abs in a feline sort of way.

Everything she did was so ruthlessly feminine, so sexy, so alluring. I was rock hard again in just a minute. She eyed my cock and smiled. “Want to fuck me again?” she asked. She didn’t wait for an answer. She took my cock and put it back into her asshole, which was now lubricated by my warm cum. Just like that, I was fucking her again. She folded over me and I thrusted hard into her, while her cock mashed against my pelvis. She came before me again, spewing warm cum onto my tummy before I filled her tight hole one more time.

My head was spinning. Even in the moment, I wasn’t sure if any of this was real. She stood up in the darkened room and smiled at me. “I should go.”

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“I hope I’ll see you again, Trevor.”

“How do you know my name?” I asked.

But I got no answer. She picked up her lingerie and giggled as she ran out of the room. I was absolutely stunned into a state of disbelief.

Did any of it really happen? And if so… why? Why would a woman like her want to be with a man like me? And where did Alan find her? Did he find her as a man and had he overseen her whole transition? Or did she find him as a trans girl already?

The woman had left me with more questions than answers, and I was starting to think that I wasn’t going to figure any of them out anytime soon.
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Imet with Alan in the kitchen the next morning. He looked well-rested, smiling as he sipped from his coffee. “I’m glad you stayed the night,” he said to me. “When I woke up and saw your car out there, I was worried you had wasted money on a cab.”

“I’m glad you don’t mind me staying,” I said with a smile.

“Of course. You can stay anytime you’d like. Consider my house your house.”

“How is your hand, Alan?”

He held it up. He moved his fingers. It didn’t look like he had more than a few scratches that were lightly bandaged.

“My God, Alan. It looks like it was never hurt,” I said.

“I don’t think the damage was ever as bad as it looked,” he said. But I had seen the damage. I had seen the open wounds, with the broken bones sticking out gruesomely. He should have been without a useable hand for months!

“It’s all about how you realign the bones. If you do it right, healing doesn’t take long at all,” he claimed, but it seemed hard to believe. Everything about Alan and his house made me think of some Twilight Zone episode. I took a closer look at his hand.

“Remarkable,” I said. Then, I looked at him and said, “Your female friend… Cassidy. Does she live here?”

He stared at me for a long moment, and then he sighed. “You’re really twisting my arm into telling you about her, aren’t you? Well—I will admit it, that I have a friend named Cassidy. Well, she’s both a friend and a patient. I hate to admit that I lied to you, Trevor, but there is a good reason for it, and I can tell you… but I would ask that you promise to keep it a secret.”

“Of course,” I said. “I mean—assuming you aren’t breaking the law.”

“Well, that’s just the issue,” he said. “Technically, I can’t legally practice medicine without meeting certain regulations. Doctors can’t just practice in their houses without getting certain permits and whatnot. My dad had all of that figured out, but those permits expired, and certain regulations have changed since then. Well—I’ve been doing some procedures for Cassidy, here in the house. I’ve been giving her medical care that she hasn’t been able to get elsewhere. I promise that everything I’m doing is safe. She’s in good hands. It’s nothing that I can’t do. But legally… no, I shouldn’t be doing it in the house.”

I let out a sigh. This was a big revelation. Suddenly, this whole crazy scenario was starting to make sense. Alan had been helping a young trans woman transition. He had befriended her and was also helping her to achieve her dream of being a model. “So tell me, Alan, to help me put these pieces together in my head: why was Cassidy at the hospital that night?”

“Cassidy has been in and out of the hospital for the past few years. She’s getting certain treatments from me, but she’s also getting treatments through the medical system. She’s undergone a number of operations at the hospital. I believe she had her breasts done recently. Maybe that’s why she was there.”

“The timing is just peculiar,” I said. “And why was she running out? And why did she come to your house right after?”

“I don’t know why she ran out; that would be a question for her. I’m sure there’s a reason for it, Trevor. As for why she came here—well, that’s simple: she lives here. Well, she lives here sometimes. Not always.”

“Is she here now?” I asked.

“I’m not sure, to be honest,” he said. “She comes and goes as she pleases. She’s a sweet girl, so I opened my house to her.”

“Well, that’s very noble of you,” I said. I felt my cheeks beginning to blush. I didn’t want to tell him that I’d fucked Cassidy not once, but twice that night. “And… she’s just a friend to you?”

“A dear friend,” he said.

I bit the edge of my tongue. I was trying to get a read on him. I didn’t want to think that I slept with his lover. “You can tell me if there’s anything else there, Alan,” I said with a grin. “She’s a beautiful woman.”

“There’s nothing else,” he said, turning a strange shade of white. “Nothing at all.”

I poured myself a mug of coffee, drank it quickly, and then offered to strip my bed before leaving. “Don’t worry about that,” he said. “That’s actually part of my deal with Cassidy. She lives here rent-free, and I help her with her transition, and to pay me back, she helps to cook and clean.”

“That sounds like a wonderful deal,” I said. “Well, when you see her, thank her for me. I hate to leave the bed like that, but if you insist…”

I felt better about everything when I returned home. Yes, Alan was breaking the law a little bit, but it seemed harmless enough. He was making someone happy and hurting nobody. It was a victimless crime. Was it even a crime? It was more like a bylaw violation—hardly worth losing sleep over.

Though I was still worried about Alan’s health. I really wasn’t so sure about his assessment of his condition. The doctors and nurses at the hospital were positive that he was near death both times that he was admitted—and how could Alan be so sure that he wasn’t? Maybe he’d just gotten lucky up until this point.

I really wasn’t sure what to think of Alan’s condition, but I decided that it wasn’t worth stressing over. You can only help a person so much; if he wanted help, he needed to attempt to help himself in some capacity. Or maybe he wasn’t lying to me; maybe his condition wasn’t a big problem. Maybe it wasn’t as bad as it looked.
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It was the next day when I received a phone call from Barkley, which brought a whole new set of questions into the picture.

“It’s going to be a long story,” he said. “But you really should listen to what happened… I’m not even sure that I believe what I saw.”

“What did you see?” I asked.

“Okay, well, first of all, I was thinking about that woman again. I’ll be honest and tell you that I think about her all the time; she was so gorgeous, and I just wanted to see if she was real, so I went out for a walk. I decided to just walk over to that photography studio—I don’t know… half-hoping that she would be there. I knew that it was a long-shot… but when I was walking up the road, near midnight, I saw that the light was on in the studio. I walked around the block and looked up into the windows. I could see a figure moving around in the studio—and it was definitely a woman—and she was definitely dressed… provocatively.

“Anyway, I walked around until I found a half-decent vantage point. I could see into one part of the studio, so I kind of just stayed there, waiting. I saw the odd glimpse of the woman, and I could tell that it was her. I could just tell from her figure; she had that perfect body that just doesn’t exist outside of… paintings. So I kept watching, and I saw that she was doing a sort of lingerie photoshoot—sexy stuff, posing really provocatively.

“I have to admit that my eyes were popping out of my head every time I saw her. Even from half a block away, she was breathtaking. And I saw her with a camera and a tripod. I realized she was alone taking the photos. She would set up the camera, put it on a timer, and she would walk back and forth, hitting the button and then posing before doing it all over again.

“I hate to even admit this to you, but I stood there for over an hour watching. I kept to the shadow between two buildings, feeling a bit like a peeping tom… but I was actually waiting for her to come out. Not in a creepy way or anything, but I just wanted to ask her for her phone number. I knew that I had no chance, but I knew that I had to try.

“But when she came out, I froze up. She was too overwhelmingly beautiful to approach. I got scared. I kept my distance. I watched as she went over to an old truck and got in. I think it was a Ford F-150. Anyway, I got into my car and followed. At this point, I felt like a serious creep, but I had a feeling I would never see her again. If I knew where she lived, I could go and ask her out anytime, so I just… followed. It seemed harmless at the time, though I know that it sounds creepy.

“Here’s where it gets weird. She drove to Alan’s mansion. She drove right up to the gate, hit a button in her car somewhere, and the gate opened. She drove right in, parked, and went in through the front door, using a key.

“So at this point, I figured that she was Alan’s girlfriend or something, even though Alan pretended like he didn’t know her. Anyway… I went to do a U-turn at that gate… but it was really dark. There were big flood lights on poles there, but they weren’t turning on, so I couldn’t see the gate. I ended up backing right into Alan’s gate, putting a big dent in my car, and in his gate. I felt awful—and I hated the idea of leaving it like that for him to find in the morning.

“I just wanted to come clean, and I saw that lights were on in the house, so I went around the big gate to a gap in the fence, which I could fit through. I felt awkward, walking up to his house at that hour, but I just wanted to come clean about the accident so that I could sleep feeling a bit less guilty.

“I knocked at the door, but nobody answered. I waited and waited, and then I peeked through the window next to the door. I think they call them side-lights, right? Anyway—I looked through, just to see if someone was coming, and that’s when I saw that girl, lying on the ground, looking dead as if someone had clonked her over the head and knocked her right out! She was naked, her clothes discarded on the ground next to her. I was afraid that someone had been about to rape her, but my knock scared them off!

“The door was unlocked. I rushed over to the girl and tried to wake her up. She was breathing, but hardly—almost wheezing as if she was struggling to take in air. I reached for my phone, but I realized I’d left it in my car. Then I checked her purse to see if she had a phone, but there wasn’t one. No house phone around. I wanted to call the cops. So I ran out to my car, which was a long way. I got my phone—and of course it was dead. I figured there would be an iPhone charger somewhere in that house, so I ran back in to find it. If I could just charge it for a minute, I could call an ambulance.

“But when I got back in, the girl was… convulsing. She was twitching and gasping loudly. I fell down to her side and tried to support her neck. And that—that’s when she started to change.

“I don’t know how to explain it to you, Trevor. I—I don’t think you’ll believe it, but I watched that woman change. I watched her body stretch. I heard bones grinding and I saw skin stretching taut before becoming suddenly loose. I gasped and fell back, dropping her head to the hard, cold ground. I nearly screamed at the sight…

“And then suddenly, I wasn’t looking at that beautiful woman. She was just… gone. I was staring at Alan, who was now naked and groggy. He was totally out of sorts. He blinked a few times and then his gaze found me… I was speechless. I was horrified. I felt sick with terror.

“I just ran. I didn’t stay to talk to him. I—I didn’t even tell him about the gate. Oh, Trevor, I know that it sounds so ridiculously unbelievable, but I promise you that it happened! I swear to God that I saw it with my own eyes. I watched that woman morph into Alan. I watched her breasts just suck up into his chest. I watched her long hair shrivel back into his head. She was beautiful in one moment, and then… she was Alan!”

“What you’re saying is impossible,” I said.

“Believe me: I know that,” Barkley said to me. “And I wish to God that I hadn’t seen it… but I saw it. And now I’m afraid. I feel like I saw a glitch in the matrix that I wasn’t meant to see. I feel like I need to stay far, far away from that place. And how am I ever supposed to be able to trust a woman again? How can I take a woman into my bed and just trust that she’s everything that she appears to be? My God, Trevor! I saw something absolutely horrifying last night, and I wish to God that I could un-see it.”

“Maybe you were dreaming.”

“I wasn’t,” he said. And I did believe him. As remarkably insane as his story sounded… I believed the conviction in his voice.

And then came the dread of knowing that I had slept… with Alan.

I can’t say why I believed the story. Maybe it was Barkley’s tone of conviction, or maybe it was a culmination of everything. Maybe it was the fact that it perfectly explained the strange occurrence in the hospital when Alan went missing, and Cassidy ran out. Maybe it made more sense than rational, normal reality.

I got into my car and headed straight to Alan’s house. I had to confront him. I had to demand an answer from him, no matter what. I needed to force him to tell me the truth, because now, I was a victim in this crazy scenario. Cassidy had slipped into my bed and seduced me—and if she was really Alan, I needed to know. I dreaded to think that I had slept with a man in the form of a woman… and I wished that I could regain my ignorance.

I pulled up to the gate of his house and saw the large dent. I parked my car and buzzed. After a few minutes, I decided to slip through the same portion of unfinished fencing that Barkley had presumably went through. I went to the door, but before I knocked, I saw blood. There was blood on the door knob, blood on the door frame, and through the side-light I could see blood on the floor. I tried the door and it was unlocked. I rushed in and called for Alan, now worried that something truly horrible had happened to my friend, or to his trans girl roommate (if they were even different people).

“Alan!” I shouted. “Alan, are you okay!?”

I phoned the police instantly. Then, I noticed a letter on a small table near the door, and it was addressed to me in shaky handwriting. I approached it slowly and lifted it up. My heart was racing as I opened it, feeling a thick note inside: at least a few pages thick, with writing on both sides. The handwriting was shaky: done by a nervous hand. I knew instantly that the letter contained a confession… and possibly more. I was terrified that it was some sort of suicide note, addressed to me. I just prayed that the note wouldn’t turn me into a suspect in some murder case.
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NOTE LEFT FOR TREVOR, BY DR. ALAN TILLEY

Ihave a terrible confession to make to you, my friend, and I fear that your friend, Barkley, has already told about what he saw. He left before I could explain myself to him, and hopefully you find this note, so that I can explain everything to you, so you can hear my side of the story. I don’t want you to think that I’m some sort of monster, and I don’t want you to think that I deceived you, because I didn’t—at least not knowingly.

Can one unknowingly deceive another?

In order to explain my side of the story, I have to go back three years, actually quite close to the time we met. My uncle had just passed, and he had left me a journal in his will, which had belonged to my father. I read it over the course of a few days. In the journal, my father detailed some of the experiments he had been conducting over the years. My father, as I’ve told you before, was somewhat obsessed with the idea of being responsible for some scientific breakthrough. He was convinced that he would discover some medical advancement that would change the world, and near the end of his journal, he claimed that he had been very, very close with one certain experiment.

I found the journal for the particular experiment. I mulled over all of the papers, and I researched the chemicals he had been using and whatnot. Over the coming weeks, I started recreating some of his experiments, to see if I could replicate his results.

I will try my best to explain to you what my father was attempting to do, though I know that it will sound quite strange.

He was trying to isolate unwanted personality traits, so that they could be chemically targeted and eradicated… like a very targeted lobotomy. The idea was that a violent criminal could have his violent tendencies removed while maintaining any positive traits that he may have.

My father was convinced that it was possible using chemicals. Essentially, he had found that by slightly altering certain compounds, certain personality traits could be exaggerated. So, for instance, with mice, he was able to make territorial mice even more aggressively territorial by giving them a certain elixir. Likewise, he could make nurturing mice even more nurturing.

He thought if he could exaggerate a trait, he could also eradicate it—but he never quite figured out how to do that.

He had also never tested his elixirs on humans. But one night—actually after the staff Christmas party at your office—I came home, feeling a bit brave (and admittedly drunk), and I decided to test the elixir on myself. I, admittedly, had struggled with feelings of being… not masculine enough. I’d always felt weak compared to my fellow men. I’d always felt like my interests were more feminine, and I thought that had something to do with my bad luck with women. And I’d managed to adapt my father’s elixir to target what I would call ‘masculinity’ in mice. I fed a dose to myself.

And my God, Trevor! It worked! I woke up feeling strong. I didn’t feel nearly as emotional about things. I had energy. I tested my blood multiple times over the coming days, and I saw that I was naturally producing more testosterone. I was more confident around women.

It really worked. So I gave myself another dose, and then I felt even more powerful. I will admit that I found myself getting carried away, but it was hard not to. I was noticing women looking at me. My body was quickly becoming stronger. It was like I would workout for a single hour, and the next day, I would have another two pounds of muscle on my body! Men will workout for months to get muscle gains like that!

It was fantastic… for weeks. I felt strong and I felt… manly. I felt like I’d found a cure for low testosterone in men, if nothing else…

But then I started noticing that I was having outbursts. I noticed that small things could make me turn suddenly angry, and sometimes violent. I suddenly found that I was hyper-competitive with everything. I found that I needed an outlet for my aggression, or I would take it out on people, the way I took it out on you when we played that round of tennis (and again, I’m sorry for how I acted).

And I felt something else too: something deep inside of me that, perhaps, I’d lost. It was like the sudden surge of manliness (if you want to call it that) had pushed down something else, some other aspect of me. It hadn’t eradicated it, it just hid it away, but I felt that side of me wanting to come out.

And then I had my first ‘seizure’, after a photoshoot at my studio. I thought that I was dying. My body was failing me and I lost control. I fell to the ground and blacked out, and then I had what I thought was a dream: a dream in which I was a woman. But it was so realistic.

I put on the only female clothing that I had near me: a dress from a prom photoshoot I’d done recently. I felt so cute and pretty. I felt so good. It was so relieving to let that feminine side of me out, after it had been repressed for so long. God, it felt so good. And I had this weird desire to just be out around people. I wanted people to see me and admire me.

But I looked into the mirror and saw that I was… young. Frighteningly young. I think that I know why I was young, though it’s only a theory, so bear with my hypothesis for a moment. I think that this feminine side of me had been repressed to a degree, long before I took that elixir. I think the feminine side of every man is young, having only lived a fraction of the time as their masculine side.

I stayed in the studio. I took photos of myself, and then, about twenty-four hours later, I blacked out again, and woke up as myself.

I thought that it was a dream, but I saw the photos that I had taken, which I took to prove it to myself. Then it happened again two weeks later. I was terrified, so I stayed inside again, though I had this strange desire to be out, around people. I wanted to be… around men especially.

This started happening more frequently.

And the more it happened, the more my feminine persona ‘aged’. As I started to live more as a woman, my woman persona became older. Soon enough, it was ‘adult’, if that makes sense, though I had no real benchmark or barometer to tell you how I knew that; I suppose it was just intuition.

I took tons of pictures of myself. I don’t know why, but I was just obsessed with taking photos of myself. I got a rush posting them online for people to see. I was seeking some sort of validation, and there was a crazy thrill to getting that validation. So one day, I went out. There was a ‘lingerie’ night at a dancing club near my studio, and I wanted to go so badly, to be seen and admired… I think that’s when your friend first saw me. I felt so embarrassed, running down the street in lingerie like that. But I was so excited.

I got the club and the whole thing became like a blur. There were so many emotions swirling inside of me. At one point, a man had his hands on me while we danced. He felt me all over. I leaned into him and felt that he was erect, and I was so excited to think that I could do that to a man!

And so I let him take me to his house. I went down onto my knees and I let him slip his big, hard shaft into my mouth, and I sucked him until he came. It was a bitter taste, but I swallowed it nonetheless, because I knew that he wanted me to. I never went further than that, because… well, because I still had a penis.

When I turned into a woman, I didn’t fully transform at first—and I still don’t fully transform. I think that I could continue taking doses of that elixir to make the transformation more complete (I will get to that later in this confession). But I still had a fully functioning penis, and I was terrified the man would hurt me if he found out, so I kept it hidden.

This went on for a year. I would always dread those transformations. They weren’t painful, though they were awkward and uncomfortable, especially when they happened unexpectedly. Sometimes I just didn’t have enough time to get into a hidden spot. Sometimes I didn’t have time to go and lock my doors before I was seized by that powerful wave of feminine energy.

Those blackouts were scary, and losing control of myself to that feminine possession was scary. But when I was a girl—when I am a girl—I feel so happy… so fulfilled.

But because of the sudden, unexpected transformations, I’ve had to be careful about being out at all. I live in a constant state of anxiety, never knowing when it’s going to happen next. So that’s why I’ve been somewhat of a recluse for the past year and a half.

I hate that you are finding out about all of this in this way. I’m so sorry that Cassidy slept with you. I can’t even say that ‘I’ slept with you, because that person isn’t me; that person isn’t Alan Tilley. When I am Cassidy, I don’t have the consciousness that I currently have as I write this letter. It’s so hard to explain, but Alan and Cassidy are completely different people. In fact, I’ve run some tests on my blood, comparing it to Cassidy’s blood, and the forensic analysis has us related as brother and sister; we don’t even share the same exact blood.

I don’t know if that puts your mind at ease at all. Now, as Alan, I have very vague memories of Cassidy’s thoughts, and I have no idea if Cassidy has any memories of my thoughts. I suspect that she does; I suppose it would be interesting to ask her—and sometimes I will even write her letters, and she will write me back. How strange is that? You probably think that I’m totally mad, though I’m sure that your friend, Barkley, already told you what he saw, so perhaps you believe me. I hope that you do.

Cassidy did write me a letter and I’ve enclosed it here. I read it, and while I’m embarrassed personally about it, I keep reminding myself that I am not Cassidy, and she is not me.

And finally, I need to let you know one last thing. You are going to be receiving my inheritance soon. Dr. Alan Tilley will be ‘dead’ when you find this letter. And on that note, I recommend you throw this letter into the fire, which should be burning. If not, go ahead and add some wood to the stove. There is a lighter on the mantle. Burn it, because they may try to use it as evidence against you—though I truly hope that they don’t.

They will not find my body, of course, because I’m giving my body to Cassidy. I’ve spent the past few months working on my father’s elixir, and I believe that I’ve made it more powerful and effective. I believe that I can drink it and it will ‘kill’ Dr. Alan Tilley, giving that ‘flesh’ to Cassidy to use permanently, without blackouts or transformations. It’s not a perfect concoction, however. Some masculine traits will be preserved, as I’ve discovered there cannot be repressed. In fact, they may even be slightly more pronounced.

There will probably be a year-long investigation before I’m declared legally dead. Then you will get your share of the inheritance. I’m leaving half of my money to Cassidy, and I’ll be leaving some to some other friends.

I suppose, in a way, I will really be dead, though I do believe that the ‘better part’ of me will continue to exist in Cassidy. I can’t really explain it in any other way than that, but I know that she will be happier, and perhaps me too.

All the best, Trevor. Please be sure to read Cassidy’s letter, and please be sure to burn both before the police arrive.

Dr. Alan Tilley
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NOTE LEFT BY CASSIDY

Iwish that I could explain all of this in simpler terms, but the matter just isn’t simple whatsoever. In fact, it’s impossible, and so I’m fearful that this letter will fall into the hands of the wrong person, and I’ll be labelled as an absolute lunatic.

Sometimes I feel as though I am an actual lunatic; I suppose that would make more sense than the reality.

I did not exist three years ago, yet I’m an adult woman. Okay, maybe I shouldn’t say that I didn’t exist entirely, because I do have some vague memories of growing up—more so of my early childhood than my teen years; I have almost no memories of being a teenager whatsoever.

As a child, I was Alan Tilley, who exists separately from me, at least in terms of time (and not so much in terms of body). I left a note for Alan, asking him to try to explain all of this in his own terms, as he probably understands it better than me, seeing as he ‘created’ me.

My God, this all sounds like some obscure science fiction…

Whenever I stop being and Alan starts being, it’s like I’m asleep. Sometimes I remember certain things that he does in his life, like blurry memories from a dream. But those periods pass by like a snap of the fingers, and sometimes I’m not even sure I can trust those dreamlike memories.

I’m so sorry if this letter is all scramble-brained. I feel like I’m bouncing around all over the place, and I’m sorry for that…

When I was a kid (or perhaps I should say, when Alan was a kid), I was happy. I was always smiling, always laughing. I just wanted to play with my friends. I fondly remember making forts and waging pretend wars in the woods behind our house.

Then, around ten or eleven years old, I remember kids making fun of me, calling me a ‘girl’ because of my interests. I liked to draw, which never seemed ‘girly’ to me, but apparently the subject matter I chose to draw was perceived as feminine, so I stopped drawing to avoid the embarrassment. This is around when the memories become blurry and vague.

I remember being made fun of for wearing a pink shirt. I remember being mocked for wanting to wear a certain Halloween costume… I can’t remember which, but it must have been from a show made for girls. I remember asking my mom to buy me new clothes, because the other boys thought that my clothes were too feminine.

And that’s about all that I remember. I suppose Alan ‘repressed’ me.

There were a few other little memories, when I would ‘peek out’, and exist for a few minutes here and there. I remember when Alan was about… eighteen-years-old, and a friend came to stay at his house. She left her clothes on the floor, and Alan was home alone—I should say that I was home alone (I’m sorry if this is so confusing!). I went into that guest room and looked at the clothes. I wanted to feel the fabric of a little skirt, because it looked super soft. I picked it up and felt it, and for a minute I felt alive… quite literally! I felt like I was being ‘freed’ from years and years of being repressed.

But then I threw the skirt down and ran out of the room, heart pounding, and then I ‘blurred’ away.

A year later, it happened again. A girlfriend came to my apartment and stayed the night. She went home in them morning, but left her little red panties behind. I found myself alive again, desperately wanting to feel those panties on my skin, so I gently slipped them onto my naked body, just to see how it felt. My God, it felt so good! I stared at myself in the mirror, and then was suddenly inspired to shave my legs. I used my face razor to get the job done. My heart was racing the whole time.

And I looked so cute… but nervous. I wore those panties under my clothes for the rest of the day.

But then, at the end of that day, Alan’s voice in my head said, “This isn’t right.” So he threw the panties into the garbage, and everything went blurry again.

It was a whole two years later when we (and I say we now referring to Alan and me) went to an AirBnB for a medical conference in Anaheim. One of the lectures was cancelled because the speaker was sick, so we had a whole morning off. It was raining out and I had nothing to do, so I paced around the rental, poking my head into closets and whatnot. That’s when I found a whole wardrobe—presumably the homeowner’s clothes.

I ran my fingers along the various outfits. My heart raced. I checked the time. I decided to just do it… I put some clothes on. I tried on three different dresses. I shaved my legs again. I spun around in front of the mirror and, once again, felt alive.

I found makeup in a drawer, so I put it on my face. I had no idea what I was doing, but I was having fun. I felt exhilarated. I wiped the makeup off and tried again, experimenting with different styles. Time got away from me, and when I finally looked at the clock, I realized that I’d missed the afternoon lectures.

The next day, after attending the lectures for the day, I went back to that rental and played dress-up until I was too tired; it must have been four in the morning. I had to leave a few hours later, and I was tempted to steal a few of the outfits, but I convinced myself not to. I convinced myself that it was wrong to dress like a girl, so I went back into that sleep-state that I had spent most of my life in.

This happened one more time that I can remember. I went to Switzerland for a year, to study abroad as part of my degree. I stayed in a house with three other students. Two were female. There was a day when I was left at the house alone while my friends went on an overnight skiing trip (my ankle was sprained, so I couldn’t go with them). I felt myself emerging from Alan as the first day went on. I knew there were dozens of cute outfits waiting to be worn. Alan tried to keep me repressed, but I managed to break through. I managed to take control, and I went to dress up.

Again, I put on makeup, I shaved my legs, I put on outfit after outfit, and I felt so cute and so happy.

Then, I turned around to see a man there: my male roommate, my fellow student. I was struck by a pang of absolute terror. I felt ill. I was on the verge of passing out as he stared at me.

Then, he came up to me and put his hands on me. He stared at me in a way that I’d never been stared at. He started to feel me all over.

I suppose I should mention, I wasn’t me yet, exactly. I was still in Alan’s body, dressed as a girl (now, as I write this, I have the body of a woman, for the most part—and I will get to that shortly).

I let the man kiss me. I let him grope me. I let me set me down onto his bed, and I let him go down on me. He played with my penis a little bit, but he was more interested in my hole. He licked it and fingered it, making me purr and moan. Then, he made me go down on him.

I sucked him with a bit of nervous hesitation. I remember looking down at his shaft and seeing that it was streaked with lipstick. It was so big, throbbing and twitching. He kept grabbing my head and pulling me in, forcing his cock into my throat. I gagged. I was embarrassed… but I liked it.

He rolled me onto my stomach and he mounted me. He penetrated me and took my virginity on that bed. He took me hard, though he didn’t last long. He ejaculated inside of me, which was tremendously embarrassing. Then, looking petrified and awkward, he grabbed a bag that he had forgotten, and then he rushed to the door. He looked back at me and said, “Don’t you dare ever tell anyone about that.”

I felt ashamed—ashamed because he was ashamed. I felt like some sort of freak, so I cleaned myself off, put those clothes back where I found them, and I swore that I would never dress like a girl again.

The next thing that I honestly remember is waking up in Alan’s photography studio, in the body of a young woman. I thought that it must be some sort of dream, but it seemed so real. I took a camera and snapped photos of myself. I didn’t want the dream to end, because I felt so, so happy.

Then, after about twelve hours, I felt faint. I started having a sort of seizure, and then everything went black. The next thing I remember is waking up again in that studio.

This happened again and again. After a while, Alan started to leave me letters, asking me questions, asking me to write out reports. He asked me to do tests on myself. He left instructions on how to properly take a blood sample without the DNA being compromised. I went along with the tests, even though all I wanted to do was enjoy being a girl.

This was a confusing but exhilarating time. I really had no idea what was happening, until Alan left me a long note explaining that he had created a sort of ‘potion’ that was supposed to destroy me, but really, it ended up separating him from me. I’m still very confused about all of it.

I found out that Alan was trying now to find a way to destroy me; he wanted to get rid of me so that he could exist only as his masculine self—but the more he tried to destroy me, the more he separated us. And the more time that I was apart from him, the more time I had to ‘grow’.

I know that this sounds so strange and so unusual; it sounds that way to me too, I assure you. I can only give you an account of what I’ve experienced.

As I became an adult female, I suddenly felt urges to be seen by men. I wanted to know what it truly felt like to be a woman, so I started to go out as a woman. I found myself clothes, which I had to hide, because I knew that Alan would destroy them if he found them. He didn’t want me going out as a woman. So I started hiding outfits in an old, abandoned building near his studio.

I don’t know who will really find this letter. I’m writing it, in part, for Dr. Alan Tilley (partly as a confession, and for his own scientific interest), and in part for Alan’s friend, Trevor, who I’ve found myself intensely fond of for reasons that I can’t quite figure out.

I believe that I was always ‘attracted’ to Trevor, even as Alan. He had always been so kind to me, and when I came to him as a woman, he was so accepting of me… and the fact that I still have a penis.

I don’t actually know why I still have a penis, though it has been getting smaller; I suspect that it’s ‘changing’ the more I accept myself as a woman. Though there is a possibility that it will always be there. Alan doesn’t seem to care. And he didn’t threaten me after we made love; he didn’t tell me not to tell anyone. He didn’t seem ashamed. He looked at me as though I was beautiful, even as I was leaving that room.

Maybe I’m too inexperienced to even utter the word ‘love’, but if there was one candidate, it would be him. I have this profound sense that he will believe my story, and I have a feeling that he might be able to help me, now that I’ve found some frightening evidence that Alan might be trying to destroy himself entirely.

I found some papers in Alan’s study last night. I have a hard time understanding Alan’s scientific jargon, but the writing would suggest that Alan is trying to modify that potion that created me, so that it will un-separate us. But he’s working on it in a way that would end himself, giving his body entirely to me. I don’t understand any of it. I don’t understand why he wants to do it.

Or maybe I do understand it. Maybe I can’t help but think of that young Alan, wanting so badly to be ‘feminine’, but hiding it because of the mockery of his friends. Maybe he’s finally ready to accept his ‘feminine fate’. I think he’s even got the whole concoction already mixed up and ready to drink, so it won’t be long now.

I don’t actually think that Alan will cease to exist entirely. I think he will end up inside of me, the way that I had always been inside of him. I think this potion will merge us back together, but more the way Alan originally intended it, without the separation of us. We will become one person again, but this time with an embrace of the feminine.

I really don’t know what lies ahead, and I feel a bit guilty for feeling excited, knowing that I’m gaining a proper life thanks to Alan’s self-sacrifice… but I am excited. I’m very excited. I can’t stop smiling and blushing, and I can’t wait to live my life as a woman.

THE END


A SISSY PLACE
A RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION ROMANCE



A SISSY PLACE


Ryan never thought he would step foot into the town’s new massive apartment/mall/recreation mega-complex. It always seemed like some consumerism nightmare dystopia…

Until one day, Ryan needs a place to live, and the prices in Mayland Park are just too good to be true. And it turns out, life in the mega-complex is actually pretty fantastic: modern living, amazing affordable food, and happy people everywhere.

But the building has a curious secret: something most of the building’s residents know about, but nobody says anything about it. Every night, a large group of young men dress up like girls and sneak into the building’s basement.

Ryan thinks it’s bizarre and weird… but eventually, curiosity gets the better of him, taking him down into that basement to see what all of these mysterious sissies are up to.
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Iremember when they were building that enormous building, thinking, ‘Who the hell would ever want to live in a place like that?’.

It’s funny how things change and life can surprise you.

It was 2023 and I was living in a basement suite near the university where I had recently graduated. I liked that neighbourhood. I loved the food. I knew all of the people. I liked being close to the university—something about it just made me feel at home. Though I could have done without the neighbour’s frat parties that went until 4:00 AM, seemingly every few nights. And I could have done without having to step over sleeping homeless people when leaving my suite. And the tenants upstairs, always cooking curry. Let’s be honest; there are times when you really just don’t want to smell curry…

But I still liked living there…

My landlord sent me a letter informing me that rent was going to be going up again—for the second time that year. He’d raised the rent as much as he was legally allowed to every six months for the past four years, and I was starting to think that he was just trying to get me to move out. If so… it was working. I could no longer afford to stay there—at least not comfortably. I hated the idea of spending half of my paycheque on rent every month.

But where else could I go?

I spent an entire month going to check out rentals. At first, I was looking in a price range slightly less than what I was currently paying—more like what I was originally paying when I moved into that basement suite. But I quickly learned that the economy had changed over the past half decade. There was no longer such a thing as a $900 basement suite… unless you wanted a plywood door and a crackhead roommate.

I literally walked through one rental that was a ‘shared suite’, and my roommate would have been a literal prostitute. She was smoking in the living room when the landlord showed me in. There was a man in the bathroom, cleaning himself up before heading home to his wife. That’s when I knew that I was going to have to pay a bit more.

So I started looking at pricier places. But still, there was nothing terribly enticing, nothing better than what I had now.

While I was searching, apartments in that building kept popping up.

At first, I kept rolling my eyes at the ‘Apartment available for rent’ ads. Then, after a few weeks, I decided to click on one, just to see how crappy it was.

After all, it was the biggest building in the city—maybe even the biggest building in the province. I remember them building it, seeing it growing over the months on the horizon like a big ugly lump rising from a pool of yeast. The building truly was enormous, covering something like an entire acre. There was a two-story shopping mall on the bottom, with six levels of parking beneath, and something like twenty-four floors of apartments above—not including the medical center, the giant indoor playground for kids, the swimming ‘wave’ pool, the $5 per month fitness center, the grocery store…

Students at the university referred to it as a ‘dystopian nightmare’. When they painted the thing ‘concrete grey’, it became like a meme in town. People in town referred to it as ‘the prison’. People would joke about how residents would never be seen again after moving into the all-in-one complex.

And it was kind of true; it happened to a few of my friends. One buddy, Terry, started dating this single mom, and they moved into that building together. I literally never saw them again, as if they stopped existing.

Another friend moved in shortly after—a single guy named Trevor. I was certain that he would move out within the month. I had a hard time believing anybody could stay sane staring out their window at a fake outdoor space. I had a hard time believing that anybody could keep from being utterly depressed when their sunrise was a giant LED bulb that hung in an atrium over a man-made babbling brook.

Only about a quarter of the units in that building had windows that actually looked out at the world. But even those apartments weren’t exactly a dream; those windows looked out at the sides of parking garages, and they were up above the fast food joints that were built into the sides of that monstrosity of a consumerism nightmare.

But the pictures in their ads were… not bad. Of course they had an enormous marketing budget, so I could only assume that they had paid big money to have those suites stages and professionally photographed.

It all just sounded too good to be true for the price. I mean… less than a thousand per month for an entire 1,200 square-foot suite? Two bedrooms and two bathrooms for that little? And they claimed bills were included, including internet. I mean… it was just too cheap to be true.

I just knew that they were leaving out the fact that it was a suite in the basement, down off the parking garage or something. I’m sure that the McDonald’s vented directly into the bedroom, and it shared a wall with the building’s boiler room, so it was always a thousand degrees and damp and stinky. And on top of all that, it had no windows…

I had no plans to even entertain the idea of living in that building.

Then, the toilet in my basement suite broke. I contacted the landlord, asking if he could have a plumber come to fix it. “You broke it, you get it fixed yourself,” he replied to me. He had never been so short with me. He had never been so… angry.

I was shocked. “Technically, you have to have it fixed,” I said, after reviewing our contract, which I kept a copy of.

“Says who?” he said. “Money’s tight for me right now, and I can’t be paying to fix toilets that you’re breaking.”

I didn’t break the toilet; it just stopped working.

“As per our contract, you’re obligated to have it fixed,” I said, and I sent him a picture of our contract. Then, fifteen minutes later, he sent back my same picture, but with a section circled in red. It was a section that said he had the right to force me to move out if the suite needed to be renovated.

“I’m sorry, Ryan, but I’m going to need you to move out by the end of the month so I can address the issue,” he said.

“Fixing a toilet isn’t a renovation!” I wrote back to him. “It’s just maintenance.”

“I’m going to renovate the bathroom, if I’m going to be paying for a plumber either way,” he wrote back.

I tried to fight him. I even tried to walk back my demand. “I’ll pay for the toilet,” I said. But I’d properly pissed him off, and he no longer wanted to deal with me.

I was officially in desperate need of a place to live.

And again, while I was looking at listings, suites in that building came up. “Rare opportunity to live in Mayland Park.” I clicked on it, with no intention of actually considering it. I laughed when I saw that it was even cheaper than the last one I saw in that building. $850. ‘Atrium view’ was the description, which was a nice way of saying that you would never see the outside world living inside of it.

Two bedrooms, two bathrooms, spacious living room, open-concept kitchen, all brand new appliances, granite countertops…

Okay, so maybe I was a little bit intrigued. It did look very spacious and bright and… cheap.

Free pool access. Free gym access. Free hot tub access. Free sauna access. 15% discount on groceries. One free pass to the Cineplex movie theatre each month.

It really did sound too good to be true…

Maybe I could just schedule a walk through. That didn’t have to mean that I would sign a contract to live there. I wasn’t going to live there, but I was curious to see what this monstrosity looked like from the inside.
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Alana was one of sixteen building managers who both lived and worked at Mayland Park: the gigantic shopping and living complex that now dominated the downtown core of that city. She met me in the enormous lobby. She was standing there smiling when I walked in, so I didn’t even have to go to one of the four customer service desks. “You must be Ryan,” she said to me with a big smile, which really didn’t seem very genuine. I shook her hand and then she started leading me to one of the many elevators. “Are you excited?” she asked me.

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that I had no intention whatsoever of living at Mayland Park; I couldn’t just tell her that I was there out of a morbid curiosity, and I was essentially just wasting forty minutes of her time.

“You’re going to love it here,” she said in the elevator. “You’re never going to want to leave.” It was a creepy thing to say—like something out of some dystopian horror movie.

“I’m curious,” I said. “But I have some other options available. I just want to weigh all the options.” It was a lie, though. I really had no other options. I was really just waiting and praying that something good would pop up. Maybe some friend would come through and say, “I know a place that’s going to be open at the end of the month!” Life had always worked out like that for me before… so it would probably work out for me like that again, right?

The elevator door opened, revealing a long, brightly lit hallway. It was super wide, with modern light fixtures hung every twenty feet or so. Each apartment door glowed, with an LED strip built into each door frame. It felt oddly like a nightclub. “Around six, the lights in the hallway with start to dim, and change to a more orange tone,” Alana said to me. “And listen…” Suddenly, Alana started to sing loudly, throwing her hands up into the air like an opera singer.

I just paused, feeling awkward. She wasn’t great. Was she expecting me to clap for her? What was she hoping to get from me?

She looked into my eyes with a big grin. “Go ahead and try it,” she said.

“Try what?”

“Be as loud as you want!” she said with a giggle. “The sound-proofing in this building is state-of-the-art. It’s the same sound-proofing they use in Nashville music studios. Pretty cool, huh? Inside these suites, you can’t hear any of the noise out here. So no more waking up to your neighbours coming home late. No more early wake ups when your neighbour has to be at work early.”

But it didn’t sound nice. It sounded… unnatural. It sounded like she was telling me that I would feel alone and isolated.

“How far are we going?” I asked after we spent five minutes walking.

“From here? It’s a bit of a hike,” she said. “But only because I met you at the other end of the building. I wanted to take you for a bit of a tour. But once you’re living here, you will park much closer to your suite.” Then, we came to a big long window which looked down into a shopping mall, which was busy with shoppers. It was all decorated for Christmas, and we could even see where Santa was set up before a line of anxious children who desperately wanted to see Santa, and crying babies who did not want to see Santa.

I’d been in that mall before, and never realized that I could have looked up and seen into the apartment hallway.

“In two minutes, you can be shopping with your friends,” she said. “And then, two minutes later, you can be swimming with your friends.”

We walked up a bit and looked out another window on the other side of the hallway, which looked down into a large swimming center. One side of the aquatic park was for kids, with a wave pool and water slides. The other side was a lap pool, with nearly twenty lanes. “Your pool pass is included with your rent.” She smiled confidently, as if she thought that this was selling me.

But it still felt like a creepy consumerism wet dream. The place just seemed so… soulless.

But it wasn’t nearly as horrible as I had imagined. It was remarkably clean, and it smelled nice in the hallways. It was pleasantly quiet, and the thought of being a few minutes away from a grocery store was a convenient thought…

I was thinking now about how much money I spent every month on gas… and parking, just to get downtown a few times a week. If I lived there, none of those expenses would exist. Living at that complex, I would be saving over a thousand dollars every month between the cheaper rent, the free utilities, the savings in gas and parking…

Okay, maybe she had my interest just a little bit.

“Here’s the gym,” she said. The gym was huge, and relatively quiet. I’d always avoided gyms because they were so busy and smelly and loud. This this one seemed pleasant.

“It’s nice,” I said.

“Wait until you see the bar,” she smiled.

“The bar?”

“There’s a resident’s only bar, and it’s fantastic,” she said. We went around a corner to a door. She waved her card and the door opened, revealing a speak-easy style bar. There were a few people drinking, and a smiling bartended woman, who was quite stunningly beautiful, with long blonde hair and bold tattoos on her arms.

“Can I pour you a drink?” she asked, grabbing a glass.

“I don’t even have my wallet on me,” I said.

“One on the house?”

My spine tingled. I felt a bit like I’d stepped into some Twilight Zone episode. Everyone seemed so happy and nice… but people aren’t generally this happy. I could only assume that I was dealing with actors. Even the people in the hallways were smiling, even laughing, looking so bright and jovial.

It was just weird, like I’d walked into a cult.

Alana’s big smile was making me uncomfortable. “I bet you want to see your new apartment, huh?” she said.

“I mean, I’m not making any decisions just yet,” I said.

She winked at me, and I wasn’t sure what that meant.

Then, we turned a corner, and I saw three of the hottest girls I’ve ever seen in my life. They were in bikinis, holding towels, on their way down to use one of the hot tubs for residents only. The girls eyed me and then they all giggled. My face must have turned a dark shade of red, because Alana looked at me and said, “More than half of the residents here are single, between twenty and thirty-five.”

“Oh,” I said, trying to sound uninterested. But I was tempted to admit that it was a selling feature. Around the next corner, we passed a pair of girls wearing tight black minidresses. “Going out tonight, ladies?” Alana asked them.

“Just going to the bar downstairs,” one of the girls replied.

“Don’t forget your monthly vouchers,” Alana smiled. “They were sent out this morning.”

The girls held up little vouchers.

Then, as we went further down the hallway, Alana said, “The shops and restaurants downstairs are constantly giving out vouchers to residents. Heck! If you aren’t picky about what you want to eat, you could eat out most nights of the week without paying anything at all… except a nice tip, of course. Okay—here we are. Your new home!”

She walked up to a door that was glowing with a soft pink LED. She waved a keycard, making the light change to green. A pleasant jingle let us know the door was unlocked. Alana opened it and held it for me to enter.

I was speechless. The apartment was… kind of amazing. The entryway was big and spacious. There were speakers on the ceiling playing some calming spa music. Alana showed me a panel on the wall where I could change the music. “Bose sound system,” she said. “In every room. You control it here.”

Then we walked into the open concept living room and kitchen. It was so big. The ceilings were vaulted. It smelled really nice. It was sparkling clean. The appliances were brand new.

“Pretty nice, huh?” Alana said.

I opened a door, revealing a hallway where I expected to find a bedroom. Down the hallway were more doors. I walked down and started checking doors. There were closets. There was a den, which was as big as my current bedroom. There were two large bedrooms, and two bathrooms—and a third bathroom that was off the master suite. “I didn’t see the den or the third bathroom on the listing. Is this a more expensive suite?” I asked.

“No. It’s $850 per month, all in. That includes your utilities, amenities, parking… everything.”

“I wouldn’t know how to furnish a place this big,” I said, feeling that pang of speechlessness again.

“No need,” she said. “It comes furnished.”

I paused. I wasn’t even sure that I believed her. “The bed and everything?” I looked over at the plush king-sized bed.

“Yup,” she said with a big confident grin. She could surely see the shock on my face. She got a kick out of impressing people like this.

Then, I looked over at the windows, which had seemed totally normal until that moment. Suddenly, I remembered that those windows were facing the inside of the building, so that bright light coming in wasn’t actually sunlight. I walked over and looked out at… plants.

There was a a sort of rainforest outside, and the light looked like realistic sunlight. “Are the plants fake?” I asked.

“No. It’s a bio-dome. We can go walk around in it,” she said as some butterflies fluttered up by my window. There was something very whimsical about it. It didn’t seem nearly as gruesome as I was expecting. I had always liked the butterfly house at the zoo, and now it seemed like I could live in it. “And that light is some big artificial sun or something?” I asked, trying to look up above the canopy of exotic trees.

“No, it’s the sun,” she giggled. “There’s a massive glass ceiling that lets the sun in.”

“Oh… I always thought the light in here was fake.”

“No, of course not.” She walked up and opened the window. The fresh air hit me, stunning me. I was not expecting it to feel and taste so… fresh.

“Okay… so… What’s the catch? It’s too cheap to be real.”

She laughed. “Everyone asks the same thing. The truth is, it’s not that cheap. I mean—for you, it’s cheap, but really, this apartment costs three times what you’ll be paying for it.”

I corked my head to the side like a confused pug.

“This building was built with special grants from the government. It’s actually part of a government rebate program. The building uses entirely solar energy, which it collects on the roof—and we actually transfer quite a bit of excess energy back to the grid. Then you have all of the retail leasing downstairs, and professional leasing on the third and fourth floors—they all pay for part of your rent as well, as part of their leasing contract. The truth is, they’re paying extra to be right at your doorstep, hoping that you will choose to shop with them. This whole complex was designed like a little enclosed city. The whole concept is that residents will spend most of their money inside of Mayland Park, and Mayland Park businesses pay a portion of the residents’ rent, so in a way, that money is circulating and sustaining a mini economy.

“So there’s an element of government subsidizing, and an element of corporate subsidizing. It creates a win-win scenario for everyone involved—especially for you, because now, you get to live in a $2800 apartment for just $850.” She made a big smile.

Maybe she was a terrific saleswoman, or maybe that apartment really was an outstanding deal. I felt silly for thinking the place was so stupid. For so long, I thought that I was too good for it, and I looked down on the people who chose to live there. Now, I understood it. Now, I wanted to live in that building.

“So, uh, where do I sign?” I asked.
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Mayland Park had a special moving service that was included with my $425 deposit. A big truck pulled up to my house on December 29th, and a crew came in and boxed everything within two hours, and an hour later, everything was loaded and en-route to Mayland Park. I drove over, approaching the parking garage entrance slowly.

A man leaned out with a big smile on his face. “Visiting?” he asked.

“No. Uh, I’m moving in. I haven’t gotten a parking pass yet, so I’m not really sure where to park.”

“Name?”

“Ryan Ashton,” I said.

“Ah, Ryan!” he said. Then, he reached over and grabbed a green parking pass for my windshield—and then he handed me a large gift basket, tied with a beautiful bow. “Welcome to Mayland Park, Ryan. Put the sticker on your windshield. There’s a small chip inside of it that will make the gate automatically open for you whenever you come or go.”

“T—Thanks,” I said.

There was something so surreal about all of this. They were treating me too well… and I was hardly paying anything for rent.

But I did soon find out how the building was so profitable. The place certainly had its quirks. For instance, the ‘water limit’, which I learned about a few minutes after arriving. There was a note in the bathroom about water usage. “Check your water meter to ensure you aren’t surprising your weekly limit.” When I was showering, a gentle alarm starting beeping, letting me know that if I wanted to shower any longer, it would cost a dollar per minute.

To be fair, it had been a fairly long shower…

And when I went to turn the heat up one single degree, a little warning came on the screen. “Each additional degree costs $4 per day. Do you want to continue?”

I decided to just put on some socks and a sweater. It wasn’t cold… it was just a bit cooler than I was used to.

Then, around 10:00 PM, a bunch of lights suddenly turned off in my apartment; not all of them—just most of them. I went to turn them back on, but they wouldn’t turn on. The little screen on my hallway wall chirped, so I walked over and saw the notification. “You are limited to 2 lights after 10:00 PM unless you would like to buy a late-night-light ‘boost’. Do you want to continue?”

It was surreal, but I wasn’t too inconvenienced. I decided to head down to the residents-only bar down the hallway.

The hallways were dimmed now. The LED light strips had shifted to a soft orange glow, which was kind of cool.

There were a dozen people drinking in the bar. They all seemed happy and relaxed. I took a seat at the bar. A pretty redhead was working as bartender for the night. She smiled at me and said, “Are you Ryan?”

“How did you know that?”

“Alana told us that you would be moving in today. I’m Kiera,” she said, extending her hand to me. “You’re going to love living here. Did you bring your vouchers?”

“Oh shoot. I forgot them. Should I go get them?”

“It’s up to you.” She slid me a menu. I looked at the menu for a moment, blinked twice, and looked again.

“Two dollars for a drink? Is that it?”

She nodded her head.

“Why is it so cheap? It costs more to buy liquor at the liquor store.”

“It’s all made here,” she explained. “There’s a brewery and a distillery just downstairs. No shipping costs. No licensing fees. Pretty much no overhead at all.”

I tried the beer, and it was surprisingly good. The pints were surprisingly full pints as well. “Man,” I said to the bartender. “No wonder people never leave this place.”

She giggled. “There’s really no need to. But you’re free to leave whenever you want.” I thought it was weird that she added that little bit. Of course I was free to leave whenever; why did she have to add it in, as if she felt the need to remind me that I wasn’t a prisoner?

I looked over as a few young women walked in and sat at one of the tables, which was right next to a window overlooking that rainforest biome. A hint of orange LED light attracted a pair of fluttering butterflies right up to their table, though they didn’t seem to notice, or maybe they didn’t care. Maybe they were used to it, though it seemed so fascinating and whimsical to me.

The girls looked over at me. I blushed and looked away, overwhelmed with a pang of shyness. I didn’t want my reputation to be ‘creepy guy’ after my first night in that building. I didn’t want them to think that I was staring at them.

Though they were pretty. I had always assumed that building was filled with a bunch of fat, lazy pigs. I assumed the only people who would want to live in a place where you could call a golf cart to take you to your car for three bucks would be either handicapped or elderly or just plain hopeless. But these girls were… normal. They were beautiful. They were happy, giggling loudly. They seemed so much livelier than the miserable people I was used to seeing at the bars I normally went to.

Maybe this place wasn’t so bad. It really was an enormous relief to think of the financial freedom that I was going to have moving forward. As long as I could muster up $850 each month, I would be fine. I would have a beautiful, comfortable apartment, and I could even survive off of the coupons and vouchers that were constantly being left at my door. That welcome basket alone had a dozen free meal vouchers in it for various restaurants in the complex.
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It was the very next day when I was getting ready for work when I found out that I no longer had a job. “The CEO has made the difficult decision to close the Eastern Branch,” was the message I received from my now-ex-boss. “Someone from head office will reach out to you to discuss severance packages.”

I felt sick… and lightheaded. I’d been working that same job for almost eight years. I was convinced I would never have to craft another resume in my lifetime—and all of this was happening during this big move. Moving is already stressful enough—now add in financial uncertainty into the mix…

But when one door closes, another opens, as they say. And that new door opened just seconds later.

I noticed a glow near my front door. It was the screen where residents received notifications throughout the day. Now, there were eight unread notifications from Mayland Park, and two of them were job opportunities.

“Floor manager, Burke’s Shoes,” was the first. “Prioritizing applications from Mayland Park residents.”

The second was for a job on the third floor. “Office compartmentalization supervisor. Prioritizing applications from Mayland Park residents.” I read the second one more carefully, and was surprised that it was quite similar to the job that I had just lost minutes earlier. It was eerily similar… it almost seemed like this whole morning’s sequence of events had been planned out.

“Tap here to apply using your Mayland Park resume,” the screen said, and the resume had already been made for me based on the application I filled out to get that apartment—and it was accurate. I felt awkward pressing that button. It just seemed too… easy.

And it seemed even easier when that screen began to ding just thirty seconds later, showing me a list of potential interview times. “Please click the time that works best for you.”

An hour later, I was down on the third floor, sitting across from a woman in a pencil skirt and white blouse. She was smiling at me when she said, “We reviewed your application and we think you’re a fantastic fit for the office here.”

I waited for her to ask me some questions… but she never did. She just offered me the job.

“T—That’s it?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “We prefer to hire residents of Mayland Park. You’re close to work, and you opted in to share your employment history information and credit score with us when you submitted your application, so we were able to see that you’re a very reliable person. When we interview people from outside of the building, we can’t access most of that information, and we just have to trust what they put on their resumes. But in this case, your resume has been verified by Mayland Park before you moved in. Isn’t the convenient? I think you’re going to love it here, Ryan. The pay is better than what you’re used to, for starters. You’re closer to work. None of your money will go to gas or parking. And the hours are shorter. A whole extra hour each day! That’s not even including what you would normally spend sitting in traffic. I bet this sounds like a dream job, huh?”

I paused. “Um, yeah,” I said. “I feel like there must be some sort of catch.”

“No catch, Ryan. So tell me: when can you start? We’d love to get your training out of the way this afternoon so you can start tomorrow, but I’ll understand if you have prior commitments.”

“Um, no, this afternoon works fine.”

I decided to go down to the mall before my training, to get a few new dress shirts, and a new pair of dress shoes, just so that I would make a good first impression at my new job…

My new job. Wow—a few hours earlier, that would have sounded so bizarre and surreal, but just like that, I had gone from working at the same place for eight years and thinking that nothing would ever change, to working at a totally new office.

And I wasn’t in a cubicle anymore. I shared an office room with three others, each with our own desk. It was a ‘corner’ unit, which looked out at that rainforest atrium. I was so charmed by the fluttering butterflies that would come up to the window and flap around for a moment before dancing off towards the exotic trees.

Everyone in the office seemed so happy. Nobody was moping. I never heard any catty drama. At 3:30 PM, my new manager came into the room with a smile on her face and said, “Let’s all go and get a morale drink.”

So we closed down our computers and went to one of the resident-only bars, which was a big deal for everybody in my department; it was the first time they had gone out for drinks at one of the resident-only bars. Apparently, the guy who held my position before me didn’t live at Mayland Park, therefore he wasn’t allowed in that bar. But now, every worker in the department was a resident, so that opened up new possibilities.

A cheers was made in my name. Martha, a young blonde woman who worked in the office as me, came and sat down right next to me. She batted her thick lashes and started asking me about my background—and at times I was convinced that she was flirting with me, like when she said, “I really can’t believe you don’t have a wife or a girlfriend.”

We all broke off for dinner. I tried out the Mayland Park room service, which was frighteningly cheap. I was expecting complete garbage-quality food when I ordered a steak and a baked potato for just $5.50. Then, a decent medium-rare steak came, topped with beautifully cooked mushrooms, and fully-loaded baked potato with real bacon bits, sour cream, and green onions.

I tried the breakfast service in the morning. $5.25 for a large Belgian waffle, two pieces of fried chicken, and a side of scrambled eggs—and the breakfast price included a mug of steaming coffee, which I poured into a Thermos to bring to the office, which was a one-minute walk away from my apartment door (and thirty seconds in an elevator).

I had forgotten to pack a lunch, and I was about to slip away to fetch something from my apartment, when my boss said, “Just order something from the staff portal.” Then, she showed me the Mayland Professional Center portal on my computer, which had a list of free daily lunch options. “If you want something specific, by all means go and get it, but the food here is good.” I ordered a BLT sandwich, which came with a side of fries. It was totally free.

I was starting to think that I’d stumbled into some sort of utopian paradise.


4


It was a whole week before I left Mayland Park for the first time since moving in. It was a surreal moment, stepping out into the cold mid-December air, feeling frigid ice crystals whipping me in the face as I made my way down the road to meet up with an old friend who was visiting from out of town.

Richard was a tattoo artist who lived in Toronto, but occasionally cam back to town to do guest spots at local shops. Now, he had a couple hours between tattoos and he wanted to catch up with me.

He lit up when he saw me. “Ryan!” he said. “It’s so great to see you.” He came up to give me a hug, but then he paused. “Are you sick? Please tell me you’re not sick. I’m doing a guest spot in Vancouver next week, and I really, really don’t want to be sick for it.”

“I’m not sick,” I said, confused as to why he even asked.

“Oh. Really? You look so pale.” Then he laughed. “You look like you haven’t seen the sun in weeks.”

I laughed nervously. “It’s been a while since I’ve been out.”

“I mean, until today, the weather has been so nice here,” he said. “I thought you liked to walk to work on nice days.”

“I’m working in the building now,” I said, motioning back to the massive Mayland Park building. “I actually don’t have to go outside to get to the office.”

He had a look of apprehension now.

“I know, it sounds bad, but it’s actually a pretty good setup. I save almost an entire hour not having to drive. I’ve been using that hour to do some writing. I’ve written the first three chapters of a novel—and it’s the first I’ve written in almost eight years.”

“Well, I’m glad that you’re finding some free time,” he said, still with that apprehensive look on his face. “But you should still try to get out. You look like you’ve lost some weight.”

“Not at all,” I said. “I’m eating like a king in there. You wouldn’t believe it.”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah, they just opened one of those in Toronto,” he went on. “I think they said it has twelve-hundred units in it, a shopping mall, restaurants, a grocery store—and maybe offices too.”

“That’s right,” I said. “Our office has actually been facilitating a lot of the order transactions for the Toronto building.”

“Oh. So you don’t just work in Mayland Park… you work for Mayland Park?”

“In the logistics department, yeah,” I said. “It sounds really boring, and it kind of is, but the pay is great and the hours and ridiculously good. Like I said—lots of time to write. All of the people are super cool.”

“It’s just not my thing,” he said, looking somewhat disgusted. “It just seems like you’ve volunteered to be a prisoner.”

“You should come and see my apartment.”

“Nah,” he said.

“Yeah. Come on. I’ll show you my place. I’ll get you lunch. I’ll just show you that it’s not a prison in there, even though it kind of looks like one from out here.”

He hesitated, but I twisted his arm and made him come with me. I took him for lunch downstairs, using a pair of meal vouchers. He didn’t eat all of his food though; he kept poking at it like a child, convinced that mom hid vegetables somewhere in the meat. “I was never starving,” he said.

Then, I took him for the long walk to my apartment, instead of taking the ‘Fast Track’, which was the sideways-moving elevator that could get you to the far end of the building in just a minute. I wanted to walk him by the mall, the pool, some of the other restaurants, the gym, the movie theatre. I wanted him to see how normal and happy everyone was. I wanted him to see that I didn’t live in some depressing prison compound. “Then there’s my place,” I said, turning the corner and walked down to my door.

But he just didn’t seem very impressed. He smiled and nodded and said, “I’m happy you like it.”

“I only pay $850 a month for all of this,” I said. “You really should get a unit in Toronto before they’re all gone. They’re going to go fast—believe me.”

“Not my thing,” he said. He hadn’t even walked very far into my apartment, as if he was worried the door would shut and lock him in forever. “I should get back to the shop. I have a client coming in an hour.”

“You really aren’t impressed?” I said.

“It’s just not my thing, but I’m glad you’re happy here. Just, uh… make sure you find time to get out and get some sun on your skin, you know?”

I honestly felt embarrassed. I felt like he wasn’t seeing what I was seeing, and now he assumed that I was oblivious and ignorant to the fact that I was living in some awful situation. I wanted him to see it how I saw it… but I’d shown him everything. “Let’s get a quick drink at the bar,” I said. “A drink is only two bucks. And you should see some of the women who live here.”

“I can’t drink before doing a tattoo, Ryan,” he said, and then he made a pitiful sort of smile. “But it was nice seeing you. Do you have to scan your card to let me out, or will the elevator take me down to the mall?”

I was silent for a long moment before I managed to say, “It will take you down.”

He waved goodbye, and then he left, leaving me feeling totally embarrassed. Was there something wrong with how I was living? What was he seeing that I wasn’t seeing? Did he not see the huge apartment with the brand new state of the art appliances? Didn’t he see the huge swimming pool? Didn’t he see the appeal in being able to walk to work in minutes, without having to be pelted by ice crystals?

And how could he not see the appeal of gaining an extra hour of free time each day? That hour was priceless. The very next day, when I was finished working at 3:30 PM, I went to my apartment and sat by the window that overlooked the biome atrium, and I started working on the next chapter of my book. There was a peacefulness. I cracked the window open, so I could hear the exotic birds chirping as they flew from tree to tree. I was happy—though bummed out that one of my best friends didn’t see what I saw in the place; and if he didn’t think that any of this was positive, then what did he think about my life in general?

Then, I remembered that I had friends who lived in that building. I perked up suddenly. How had I not thought about them?

Terry had moved into that building shortly after it opened, with that single mom he started dating. And then there was Trevor, who moved in just a few months later. Why hadn’t I thought to track them down?

First, I decided to work on tracking Trevor down, simply because Terry had a partner and a kid, and so I had a feeling he wouldn’t be too keen to hang out with a single childless man much. But when Trevor moved into that building, he was like me: single, no kids, just starting out a career… I went to my notifications screen by my door, and then I opened up the Mayland Park Virtual Assistant. “How can I help you today?” asked that feminine AI voice.

“I’m trying to contact another resident in the building.”

“Do you know his or her name?”

“Trevor Kent,” I said.

There was a pause. “There are no publicly listed residents that go by the name Trevor Kent. Can I help you with anything else?”

I paused. Maybe Trevor didn’t have himself publicly listed in the system. There was an option on that screen to hide personal information from others. Luckily, I had Trevor on Facebook…

At least I thought I had him on Facebook. When I went to search him, his name didn’t come up. I tried Instagram, and then TikTok, but he wasn’t there. Maybe he’d just joined the trend of leaving social media.

After about twenty minutes of searching, I decided to try looking up Terry. I started with Facebook this time, but like Trevor, Terry was gone. So I went to the Virtual Assistant by my front door. “I need help finding resident, Terry Anderson.”

“There is no publicly registered Terry Anderson in our system. Can I help you with anything else today?”

I was frustrated. Maybe I wouldn’t so easily be able to find buddies who saw what I saw in that building. Maybe I needed to put some work into meeting new friends.

Then, I went back to my phone, which still had Facebook open. I saw a recent post by Kelly Bronkowski. “Looking for a pair of skates for my six year old. Size 1.” It took a moment for me to remember how I even knew Kelly Bronkowski—and then I remembered that she was the single mom that Terry had started dating! So I went back to the Virtual Assistant. “Help me to find resident, Kelly Bronkowski.”

“Kelly Bronkowski lives in unit 4116. She works downstairs, in the Energy Department. Would you like to call Kelly now?”

“I’ll just go to her place,” I said. I didn’t want to call Kelly. I just wanted to see Terry, so I hopped onto an elevator and went down to the eighth floor where the 4XXX units were located (it was the fourth floor of residential accommodation). I walked for about five minutes before finally arriving at the unit 4116. Then, I knocked.

I heard a kid yelling inside: a very, very faint sound, and only when I was right up close to that door. It was a true testament to the soundproofing. When she opened the door, and I heard just how loud the kid was screaming, “I want pancakes! I want pancakes! I want pancakes!” I was truly impressed by the sound-proofing in that building. “Hi there. Sorry. Is it my kid? I know he’s being loud. I’m trying to calm him down, okay?” Her hair was frazzled and she had bags under her eyes, but she was still quite pretty, even in her sweatpants and stained hoodie. She turned to face him as he stomped up to the door. “For the last time, Asher! We do not have pancakes! We do not have the stuff to make pancakes! And dinner will be ready in fifteen minutes, so we can’t be eating pancakes right now!”

“But I want pancakes!” the boy screamed, and then he wailed.

The woman turned to me. “Sorry. I’ll get him to stop soon. I think it’s a blood sugar thing. I—I just might have to order pancakes to the room.” She turned to her notification pad and opened up the room service tab. “Okay, Asher! Mommy is ordering pancakes! Please, just stop! You’re annoying the neighbours now!”

“Actually, I’m not here about, uh… that. I was just wondering if Terry might be in. I’m an old friend and we haven’t talked in a while. I was hoping to just chat with him for a minute, if he’s not too busy.”

She stared at me with a blank look, and for a moment, I thought that she was going to tell me that Terry had been killed in a gruesome car wreck.

“Terry?” she said.

“Yeah. We’ve actually met—and we’re friends on Facebook. I don’t know if you remember me. I’m Terry’s friend, Ryan.”

“Terry’s friend?” she asked softly.

“Pancakes!” the boy dreamed.

“They’re ordered!” Kelly snapped back. Then she turned to me and said, “Terry left over a year ago. I’m sorry. He wanted… something else in life.”

“He’s not in the building anymore?” I said, feeling the wind being knocked from my sails. I was really hopeful that I would find a friend in that building, but now I was starting to worry that my friends had come to see the building the way that my tattoo artist friend saw it.

“Is he in the building?” she asked, and then she laughed. “Yeah. He’s still here. Or, I should say, she.”

“She?”

She rolled her eyes. “Look; I’m not some anti-trans person, okay? I think they’re valid and people can do whatever it is they want to do with their lives. I’m just not convinced Terry really believes it. I think he’s just going through a faze, and it’s a matter of time before he snaps out of it.”

“Why are you talking about Terry?” the kid asked in a suddenly sad-sounding voice.

“We’re not, sweetie,” she said. “Different Terry.”

“Daddy?”

“Not your daddy. And he wasn’t your daddy, Asher. Remember? We talked about this.” Then she eyed me with an annoyed look: her way of telling me to scram. So I nodded my head in thanks and I backed out, but she had left me with a hell of a lot more questions than answers.

And the questions piled up higher that night. I wasn’t able to sleep. There was something about the whole Terry situation that had my brain unable to switch off. So around midnight, I slipped on some jeans and decided to head down to the bar with a couple of bucks. I figured a nightcap might help to get my mind onto different matters—like sleep.

But while I was on my way to the bar, I saw a door down the hallway open. Carefully, a young woman slipped out, slowly guiding the door back into a closed position. She was dressed like a prostitute, wearing a violently short skirt and a tiny white tube top to cover her small-breasted chest. She had a pair of heels in her right hand, which she placed down on the ground once the door to her apartment was closed. Her long blonde hair almost touched the ground and she carefully did up the straps of the heels around her clean-shaved ankles. Then, she looked over and saw me. Her face turned pale for a moment, as if she was being caught sneaking out by her father.

“Hi,” I said.

Her face turned dark red. She didn’t reply. She just looked away and then quickly walked in the other direction. She looked back at me before turning the corner, as if to make sure that I wasn’t following her.

I didn’t think much of it. I assumed it was some guy’s daughter sneaking out to party with some guys, and none of it was any of my business. But then, as I neared the hallway that went down to the bar, another door opened, and I witnessed an identical scene, as if I was having deja vu. But this time, the girl was stunning redhead with fair skin and dark freckles across her cheeks and shoulders. She was wearing a red lace bralette and tall white stockings; it was all lingerie, and not attire that’s meant to be worn out. She looked at me with a familiar stunned look, like a deer on the highway. I looked away, worried she would think that I was some sort of creep, even though she was dressed like she was going to pose for the cover of Playboy.

It was all very strange, and about to get even more strange.

I took a seat at the bar, by the window where I could watch the butterflies as they came up to he window and then vanished back into the darkness of the night. From my seat next to the window, I could see down about 90 feet to the atrium floor, which had pathways, now lit softly by orange lamplight. As I was looking down, I saw that blonde from earlier, hurrying down one of the pathways, heading towards the mall, which was closed for the night.

And it was only two minutes later when movement caught my eye again, so I looked down and this time I saw that redhead. I assumed that they were going to the same party…

Next, I saw a third woman, just a few minutes later, also dressed in what appeared to be lingerie, though it was hard to tell from nine stories above.

They were all heading towards the mall, but the mall was surely locked up. So where were they really going?

A man came into the bar. “They’re back at it again,” he said to the bartender.

“Eh, well it’s that time of night, I suppose,” the bartender replied.

I looked over at the men. It was an older man, now taking a seat across from the mature blonde woman who was serving drinks. “What will it be tonight, Fred?”

“Just a pint of whatever. I don’t care. You know me. I swear there are more of them now. I saw three just on my way here, running like rats down the halls. Pretty sure I saw Peter’s boy running off to join ‘em.”

“Well, Peter’s boy is eighteen now. He’s old enough to do what he wants.”

“Well someone should tell Peter. I’d wanna know.”

“The way I see it, they’re not hurting anyone,” the bartender said with a smile. “They’re just having fun.”

“Oh, I know. I just think it’s weird, that’s all. None of that stuff went on when I was that age.” Then, he turned to the hallway as someone moved by the glass door. “There goes another one. Sure as hell, there definitely are more of them than ever before. I just don’t get it. I don’t get the appeal. You know what I think it is?”

“What’s that, Fred?” the mature blonde asked. She eyed me to see if I needed another drink. I looked away quickly, worried she would think that I was eavesdropping… even though I was.

“I think the problem is this place. I mean—back when I was that age, we worked twelve hour days. Sometimes we’d sit in traffic an hour. And we’d have to spread our cash out so thin to make ends meet. I mean—sure, lots of that cash went to drinking, but when you’re working twelve hours a day, you’re going to do a lot of drinking. Anyway—we worked six or seven days a week. What are these guys working? Four? For seven hours a day? And they have all of these businesses paying for them to live. I know what my grandma used to tell me all the time, and ain’t it the truth: idle hands spend time at the genitals. And I’m willing to bet that this all started out as some perverted thing. I mean—just look how they’re dressing. If they want to be ladies, they’d dress like ladies. But they’re not dressing like ladies. They’re dressing like floozies. I just saw some young guy’s whole ass. He was wearing a damned thong as thin as a tread—his pecker damn-near hanging out. He didn’t give a shit. He wanted me to look; probably thought that I was into that, because he’s into that.”

“Not much we can do about it,” the bartender said, seemingly only half-listening, as if she’d heard this same rant a dozen times before.

I looked out the window again and saw another one heading for that same mall entrance.

“World’s a different place now, I suppose. People have different ideas of things and whatnot. Nothing unusual about dressing like a girl and playing around with other guys doing the same thing.” Then, the man turned and looked at me, nodding to get my attention. He obviously knew that I was listening, because he said, “Not you and me, right buddy? At least some of us are still normal around here.”

“Are you talking about the girls in the halls?” I said.

He laughed. “Girls,” he said.

“Be nice now, Fred,” said the bartender. “Ryan’s new here. He works down in logistics—company wide.”

“Ah, you’re new. Well, Ryan, they’re not girls. Though bless your heart, I guess, for thinking as much.”

“They’re not? I mean—I haven’t seen them up close. I just saw a couple running down the hallway—and I can see them down there.” I pointed down to the atrium floor. “Every so often, one runs by.”

“They have a place down there. Damned if I know how they get to it,” Fred went on. “We used to find entrances to it all the time back when I worked in Energy. Problem is there are so many ways in, and half of them work here and can just find new ways in.”

“Into what?” I asked.

“You know the abandoned subway system they were trying to build here—back when you would have just been a little kid. Hell, you might not even be old enough to remember any of that. The city wasted something like half a billion dollars digging tunnels for an underground subway system, but they ran out of money and they ran into some environmental issues that got them shut down. Well, when they built the mall down there, twenty years ago, they connected it up with the old subway station that’s down there, so shops could use the space as storage, and then when they converted the mall into Mayland Park, they turned part of that old subway station into the mechanical room.”

“It’s actually neat, if you haven’t been down there,” the bartender chimed in. “The tunnels and rails are all still there, but it’s all filled up with big boilers and furnaces and air conditioning units.”

“Anyway. They go down there and they throw parties. Sex orgies, mostly.”

“They aren’t throwing sex orgies,” the bartender said, rolling her eyes. “That’s just a rumour that went around. They have meetings and sometimes they have parties. They’re like… a club, I guess. Though nobody is really too sure about it.”

“And the building allows it?”

They both just stared at me for a long moment.

“I mean…” I went on. “They’re breaking rules, no? Whether or not they’re having orgies, or whatever.”

“They’ve tried to crack down on it, but they didn’t get far because they didn’t really find any proof of anyone really breaking any rules. Mayland Park doesn’t really own those old tunnels. There’s a lot of arguing over who owns what: Mayland Park or the city,” the bartender explained. “But long story short, they’re not hurting anybody. They’re not really bothering anybody. They don’t break anything.”

“It’s just weird, that’s all,” the older man said, and then he took a long swig from his beer.

Then, they got to talking about a recent hockey game, and I turned my attention back to the atrium, which was now still and quiet.

I had a hard time believing any of it. It all sounded so… fantastic. It seemed so strange and surreal—but I had seen the evidence with my own eyes. Though I did have to admit that the two girls I saw did not look at all like boys in women’s clothing. They had feminine figures. They had pretty faces and tight little bodies… though the blonde was quite flat-chested.

I found myself thinking about Terry. I remembered what his ex told me: about him running off to be a girl. And when I asked if he had left the building, her answer was a bit vague—but she almost seemed to insinuate that he was still there, and maybe he was now one of those ‘girly boys’ sneaking around in the night.

But that didn’t sound like Terry. Terry had always been a cool guy. He always hooked up with the hot girls, and he’d always been successful with work and school. He was the last person that I would think had some strange secret sexual fetish. I couldn’t imagine him putting on lingerie to go and romp around with other girlified boys.

Though it seemed like too great a coincidence to find out about Terry’s ‘transition’ on the same day that I found out there was a large group of young men dressing up as girls in that building.
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It was two days later when we received a new project at the office, which involved figuring out the logistics of a large-scale transport from our building to the new building in Toronto. We had to find a way to get a large twice-weekly shipment of beer from our Mayland Park Brewery to the Mayland Park Toronto location. The biggest issue, financially, that we were facing was that commercial trucks couldn’t get to our bay doors easily, because of our busy downtown location. So we had to figure out a way to move two shipments a week from our location to the edge of town where the truckers could pick the shipment up, or else each shipment would cost an additional $3,500. We’d found a local transport company that was willing to do the job for $2,000 per shipment (it was about ten truck loads per shipment), but someone in the office suddenly suggested we use the old subway system to move the haul, to avoid traffic.

“Those tracks are mostly finished. When I used to work down in Energy, we sometimes had to move the the flat-bed cars around; we would just have to get city permission.

Everyone thought that it was an intriguing idea with a lot of potential. So we went on a group trip down to the old subway station, which was conveniently right at the bottom of the cargo elevator. I was interested to see that old subway system—and I must admit that it was not at all what I was expecting.

I was expecting dark, damp, gloomy tunnels—half-finished—covered in cobwebs and infested with rats. But the tunnels were… mostly finished. They were white and bright and clean and spacious. There were walkways along the sides of the tracks, and the subway station itself was actually quite grand, with fancy tile work and vaulted ceilings. We walked about half a mile to get to a sort of underground rail yard, where about a dozen trains were parked, mostly flat-bed trains for transporting materials for finishing that train system. It was all abandoned.

“The city gave you guys permission to use these?” my boss asked my coworker, who used to work in the Energy department, which was located down in that deep basement.

“Usually within hours of applying for permission,” he said. “Mostly just to move generators from the maintenance bay back to mechanical. These trains saved a lot of backs. But it’s possible they would let us use the trains to move cargo out of downtown.”

There was a great deal of discussion now about whether or not it was morally correct for the city government to allow a private corporation to use those trains, which were paid for by taxpayers. “It’s better than them being unused and rotting down here,” someone said. “Plus, the taxpayers would probably appreciate having a few dozen fewer transport semis coming and going each week from the downtown core.”

“I just don’t see the city allowing it,” someone else said.

I didn’t join in on the conversation, because my attention was stolen by a pair of abandoned panties, stained white on the inside from a leaked creampie. I blushed all over, remembering those girls running around. Now, I had an image in my head of them fucking each other in that abandoned subway station.

I paced around a bit while the conversation continued. I turned around a corner and found another discarded pair of panties. There was a lingering smell of perfume. I walked over to a spot where a pair of used condoms were abandoned. I blushed again, thinking about those ‘girls’.

“It wouldn’t kill them to clean up after themselves,” said a voice behind me. I turned to see a man with dark hair and a dark goatee.

“That’s pretty gross,” I said, motioning down to the condom.

“Dude, that’s nothing,” he laughed. “I used to work down here. You see that old train over there?” He motioned towards a long red and white train car. “Go and peek inside of it. They’ve made it into a freaky sex chamber. And down there is Glory Hole Lane. That’s what we called it, anyway. I was cleaning out one of the mechanic bays once I found one of their sex beds hidden in a corner, and the damned dude was still in it, passed out. He was hardly able to walk when I told him to get lost.”

“Why?” I asked.

He laughed. “Because he let twenty other dudes ass fuck him, and they just left him on the bed, all dressed up in some chick’s lingerie, waiting to be found and humiliated. But I think they get off on that humiliation stuff. That’s got to be the case, anyway.”

A few minutes later, while pacing around, I found Glory Hole Lane. It was a long wall with holes drilled at penis-height even ten feet. On the other side of the wall was an old telephone room, for subway passengers to make phone calls in mini phone booths. Someone had tacked up old sheets to make those phone booths into private glory hole booths.

So this was real: there really was a strange underground sex cult that thrived under Mayland Park.

After that trip to the Mayland Park underground, I quite honestly forgot about those weird underground nighttime happenings. It was something ‘funny’ that occasionally came up in conversations in the office break room, and very occasionally, if I was out late, I would see the odd darting feminized figure in the Mayland Park hallways. But to be quite honest, it stopped being all that interesting; it didn’t seem like any of my business. The people involved really didn’t seem to be hurting anybody…

Though I did occasionally find myself thinking about Terry. I saw his ex down in the mall occasionally; she had a job dressing mannequins for a number of shops. When I saw her, I remembered what she told me about Terry, and then I naturally started to think about that weird group of men who gathered at night.

But I didn’t let that group of curious men occupy any more of my attention, because I had bigger things to focus on.

At work, I’d been offered a large promotion. “Mayland Park is getting a new location,” my manager said to me after she pulled me into her private office. “All of the permits for our Vancouver location were just cleared, and building operations are expected to start at the beginning of March.”

“That’s great news,” I said. It wasn’t really news to me though; I’d seen it in the actual news already: the Mayland Press, which went out each morning, containing news articles that were curated by a team that worked at the Mayland Park Toronto location.

“It’s great news for you,” my manager said to me, her lips curling into a sly grin. “Because we want you to head construction material import and delivery logistics for the project.” It was a title with a lot of words, but it was a big deal; it was my first time working as a team lead, and it came with a whopping raise of $11 per hour. I was thrilled; that was more money than I ever thought I would make in my lifetime—and it would all be going right into savings.

That evening, I got a phone call from the building manager: Alana, who originally showed me my suite. “I want to show you something,” she said to me, and then she told me when and where to meet her.

It was ten floors higher, with bigger windows and a more expansive view of the atrium. There was an additional bedroom, and the living room had an additional 250 square-feet. “It’s impressive,” I said.

“This whole floor is reserved for Mayland Park executives,” she said to me. “And I was told today that you’ve been promoted into an executive position.” She had the same beaming grin my manager had.

“I doubt I could afford anything like this,” I said, looking up at the vaulted ceilings, which were a whopping six feet higher than the ceilings in my own suite, which I had already considered vaulted. There was a wall with a water feature, and a staircase that went up to the floor with the bedrooms. “It’s very… bougie.”

“It’s only $450 more than you’re paying now,” she told me. “That’s about a quarter of your promotion. Still lots of spending money leftover, Ryan.”

It was tempting. I couldn’t even imagine living in a grand place like that. Sometimes I still felt like I was going to wake up in my old apartment, with the Indian food smells and the paper-thin walls.

“Think about it, Ryan,” Alana said. “And think about the fact that it’s just a thirty-second walk to the elevator that goes directly down to your office.” My commute was already comically short, so knocking another two minutes off the commute didn’t seem like much of a selling feature.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“There’s just one more thing I want you to see,” she said, and then she showed me the executive lounge: the bar that was only for people who lived on this upper floors. “The drinks are free here,” she said. Then she handed me a menu. “Dinner is free too. I bet you could eat and drink $450 each month pretty easily—so it’s almost like an executive suite would cost you nothing extra at all. Hell—I bet if you crunched the numbers, you might even be saving money here.”

Okay, so maybe that was more of a selling feature. The menu had some delicious-sounding items on it.

“It just… seems too good to be true. My parents always told me to be cautious around deals that seem too good to be true.”

“Well, there is a catch,” Alana said.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You would have to be part of the Mayland Gold Executive Program. It’s a five-year commitment.”

“What is that?”

She pulled out a pamphlet that had been ready in her back pocket the whole time. “It’s basically an agreement that you will do 95% of your shopping, dining, and ‘entertaining’ here in the facility.”

I laughed. “I already do that,” I said.

She shook her head. Then, she pulled out a printed report, with bar-graphs and diagrams. “Here’s your past thirty-days,” she said. “You actually did 31% of your shopping outside of Mayland Park. 15% of your restaurant outings were at restaurants off the premises. And only 60% of your entertainment spendings was done here. So that would have to change.”

A chill crept down my spine. “How did you get this info?” I asked, peering down what looked like my banking statement.

“When you filled out your paperwork, you gave us permission to access your banking information, Ryan. Remember? We went over all of this.” Maybe we did; maybe not. It was impossible to remember, because the day I signed that paperwork, she was speaking at a mile a minute, flipping through pages like she was trying to give me the cliff notes to War and Peace.

I felt like my privacy had been ripped away from me. I was especially humiliated by one item I could see on that ‘report’ that was now in my hands: ‘Sweet Girls’, which was an erotic photography website. I paid $2 each month to get pictures of beautiful naked girls in high resolution. I wouldn’t call it ‘porn’ because the girls were alone and there was no penetration.

Alana made the humiliation worse by saying, “Any online entertainment spending needs to be with Mayland Online partners.” Then, she handed me another pamphlet. This pamphlet had a naked woman being penetrated by a hairy older man, but the dirty bits were blurred. I turned dark red. “Mayland Adult Entertainment is only $5 per month, and has everything you might want.”

I was so embarrassed; I couldn’t even speak.

Thankfully, she quickly changed the subject. “It will be a bit of an adjustment, but I’m sure you already know that we’re opening three new restaurants downstairs, and your meal vouchers will be valid there. My personal recommendation for you is to just try to make some new friends inside of the building. I’m guessing you’re leaving the building and spending outside of the building mostly because you’re meeting up with friends outside of the building—which is fine, and totally allowable, as long as you’re only spending 5% outside of Mayland Park.”

“R—Right,” I said.

“I brought you this,” she said, handing me a third pamphlet. It was for ‘dating and friendships’. “We launched these programs a few months ago to connect people inside of the building. Look through the options and pick a few activities. I’ve personally done the life-drawing class and the introduction to group photography. Both were a lot of fun. I’m going to be doing the pottery group next week.”

I still felt a bit queasy, but those nervous feelings were quickly extinguished when we started walking back to the elevators, and we passed by that executive suite, with its grand door, glowing a gold glow. I remembered where I used to live, trying to sleep with people arguing in the suite above my head. I remembered the monthly letters from my landlord, letting me know that rent was going to be going up. That was all behind me now. I never thought that I could have so much, like I had now.
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The new position took a lot more of my time than I was expecting, but I didn’t mind the distraction. It was a cold February… and I was trying to keep my spending inside of Mayland Park so that I could properly qualify for the executive loyalty program. I’d also joined a couple of classes to try to meet a few friends, and I’d been successful somewhat in finding a couple of guys that seemed cool and down to earth. We started meeting up for drinks outside of our woodworking class, and we were planning to go and see the new Exorcist movie together on our next day off.

Andy and Harry were a lot like me. They had spent years rejecting Mayland Park. They only considered living there because they were evicted from their rentals and they needed somewhere to live fast, and Mayland Park was the only option. And like me, they were all happy to be there now. They had gotten jobs working for Mayland Park, making more money than ever before. They were living in nicer suites than they ever imagined themselves living in. It was nice to hang out with people who could relate to what I had been going through. Whenever I met up with friends outside of that building, they would always ask me, “Why would you want to live in that place? Isn’t it like a prison?” And nothing I could say could convince them that it was actually pretty great.

“But you’re so pale,” they would always say. And maybe I was a bit pale. Maybe the vitamin-D pills they gave us for free weren’t quite a proper replacement for sun exposure. But everyone in Mayland Park was a bit pale, so you never really noticed it until you were around the darker complexions outside of that building.

I tried to show my old friends how much I was making—and how much I was saving. I showed one friend all of the zeroes in my bank account. “This could be you too,” I said. But they kept insisting that I’d lost my mind.

In fact: I was making and saving enough money that I would be able to buy myself a house outright, with no mortgage, in just a few years, if I kept up my current lifestyle within the walls of Mayland Park. So whenever my old friends told me that I was living in prison, I couldn’t help but say, “How many people leave prison with enough cash to buy a house? How many people dine like a king in prison? How many prisoners have four-bedroom suites with access to free bars? And I always had to remind my friends that I was allowed to leave whenever I wanted to leave…

But by March, I really wasn’t leaving Mayland Park much, because I’d started to drift away from my old friends, and I’d become closer with Andy and Harry. Both Andy and Harry had started to drift away from their old friends. They all had the same issues, with their friends constantly accusing them of being voluntary prisoners. It was just easier to hang out with people who understood the lifestyle that we were living.

It was March 31st when I realized it had been an entire month since I’d stepped outside of the building. The realization came like a slap to the face—and there was nothing in particular that made me realize it, other than the month ending, and remembering that I last went out on February 24th, to get my driver’s licence renewed (the licensing office in Mayland Park was closed for renovations that week).

I decided to step outside, just to feel the real world for a few minutes. I was expecting cold winter wind. I was expecting snow. But the snow had apparently melted away days earlier, and it was an early, warm spring. I felt a bit embarrassed as I peered around at the busy city street. The seasons had changed, and I hadn’t even noticed. Now, the air had a bit of a weird smell to it—but that was probably just the way that air is supposed to smell; I’d probably just gotten used to that mildly synthetic smell that was everywhere inside of Mayland Park.

“Is there something you need, Ryan?” one of the Mayland Park doormen asked, calling out to me. I looked back. I’d never seen the man before, but I knew that he didn’t actually know me; he just knew my name because I had my key in my pocket, and my key dinged the building whenever I came or went. The doorman probably had a tablet that told him the names of the residents as they came and went.

“Huh?” I said, in a bit of a daze, still embarrassed that I’d been cooped up for over a month without tasting fresh air.

“Is there something you need? Something you can’t get inside the building?”

“I just wanted to get some fresh air,” I said.

He stared at me for a long moment before saying, “The atrium has some of the freshest air in the world. They pump fresh air in through a state of the art filtration system. They’ve run tests, you know. The pollution levels are about the same as the pollution levels on Everest.”

I nodded my head slowly. I’d heard the same speech a few times before. “Yeah. I guess I wanted a bit of sunshine too.”

“Well, if you need anything, let me know. The delivery department is happy to get you anything you might need from outside.”

I smiled, and then I turned away. I just wanted fresh air, but now I felt awkward. Now, I could feel the doorman staring at me. I could feel his suspicious gaze tickling my back, making me feel like I had no privacy whatsoever. I just wanted to have a moment to myself. I just wanted to feel like a normal person for a minute, but now I felt less normal than ever. I almost had to remind myself that I wasn’t a prisoner there; I was totally free to walk away from that building and go wherever I wanted to go.

But as I gazed down the long city streets, and I could hear the honking horns and sirens and I could see the moping, depressed people on their way to work, I felt a pang of terror. Maybe I didn’t want to go out too far. Every day, in the Mayland Press, there were always news stories about people being shot, stabbed, robbed, raped, beaten… The second page on the Mayland Press kept an updated tally on the town’s crime rate.

Of course, I couldn’t help but think they constantly reminded us about the crime because they didn’t want us leaving. They didn’t want us spending our money elsewhere. They wanted us to want to stay in Mayland Park. But was that so controversial? It was just good for business. Every store wants you to stay in their store, spending as much of your money as possible.

I went back into the building. “Have a good day at work, Ryan,” the doorman said to me.

“Thanks.”

I decided to go to work early. After all, I was allowed to show up as early as I wanted, and I could stay as late as I wanted, and I got paid for every extra hour that I chose to work. And if I worked more than ten hours, Mayland Food Services would bring me a meal, even if I didn’t request one. They would bring a dessert too, and a drink voucher or two.

That morning, because I was so early, they ended up bringing me a plate of breakfast: two pancakes, two sausages, a slice of breakfast ham, and a side of scrambled eggs. “Don’t work too hard,” said the young blonde woman as she handed me my food. “And don’t forget your date tonight.”

The comment took me by surprise. I had forgotten about the blind date that I’d been signed up for. I forgot that I entered my name into the Mayland Matchmaking service. They had notified me a few days earlier that I had a ‘match’, and that we were due to meet for drinks at 8:00 PM.
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There is something weird about meeting up for a date that is paid for by your employer-slash-landlord. Catrina lived two floors beneath me. She was a single mother with a 3-year-old daughter, Hannah. She was quite pretty, with soft blonde hair that sat nicely on her shoulders, and big glossy eyes that shined a soft blue tone. But she didn’t have much to say, and I didn’t have much to say back to her. We had a lot in common… seemingly too much in common. I couldn’t ask her about where she lived, because I already knew everything about it. I couldn’t ask her about where she worked, because I already knew pretty much all that she knew about it. We talked a bit about how life was before we moved into that building… but that was about the extent of our conversation.

I was mostly to blame; I had work on my mind after working ten straight hours on that new Vancouver project. I still had a lot to figure out, like transportation routes and I still had to apply for crane permits. So when Catrina was telling me about her job, my mind kept drifting to all of the tasks that I still had to figure out.

After the date, I felt a bit frustrated. The date had been so overwhelmingly dull that I was beginning to wonder if I was ever going to be able to have a meaningful connection with someone. I wasn’t sure anymore what I was looking for in a partner…

But I knew that I needed to have sex.

It had been a long time since I’d hooked up with a woman. Sure, there were bars inside of Mayland Park (lots of them), but none of them were really set up for casual encounters. Women in the building really didn’t seem to be on the lookout for men, and there was a weird nervousness leaving the building to go to a bar off the property.

Talking to coworkers and other residents, it seemed like people only really met partners through the Mayland Matchmaking service.

So after drinking with Catrina, I found myself in the executive bar, alone, sipping free drinks as I tried to think of how I used to have a love life. It seemed like such a distant memory. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had a meaningful conversation with a lady.

And, of course, I couldn’t remember the last time I had sex. It was such a far off distant memory: my last time in bed with a chick.

I found myself in a bit of a depression. I kept thinking that I would never know the touch of a woman again. It seemed like the price of living in Mayland Park was loneliness. Hell… Had I ever even seen a couple before? It seemed like the building was filled with single mothers and single men. I rarely saw anyone walking hand-in-hand with a girl. I never heard stories of so-and-so hooking up with so-and-so. The Mayland Press was always congratulating people on getting marries… but I never saw any of these new couples. I’d never even heard of the names being listed in that publication. I even started to wonder if it was all fake.

I looked down into the atrium, which seemed like it had romantic potential: the winding paths, the exotic trees, the fluttering butterflies. It was so peaceful and serene in its own artificial sort of way.

Then, I saw two figures moving quickly down a path, running in a playful sort of way. I could tell from high, high above that they were dressed provocatively. I eyed the time on my phone—and it was about that time of night.

I didn’t think much of it at first, but as I continued to sit there, I caught sight of more and more of those ‘girls’ moving around in the atrium. I finished my drink and decided that I would go for a walk and try to catch a glimpse of one of these girls up close.

I’d never actually seen one up close, except for that first time I ever saw them, when I didn’t realize I was looking at a man. I suppose the alcohol had made me a tiny bit curious—not because I had any interest in being a part of their weird tradition, but because it was a mystery that existed in a place that was otherwise very structured and predictable.

I buried my hands into my pockets and sauntered down to the elevator. When the elevator doors opened, I was hit by an obvious smell of perfume, as if a dolled-up woman had just been in that very elevator. I stepped in and pushed the button for the atrium. That perfume smelled lingered around me; it was a nice smell, though weird to think that it had been on a man.

Down, down, down I went, three floors per second, until I reached that quiet atrium. I stepped out into that supposedly fresh air. It was a bit cool. They cooled it off a few degrees at night to make it seem more ‘realistic’, but it was still a good 20 degrees warmer than it was outside. Or maybe it wasn’t… I stopped checking the outside weather weeks earlier.

I walked down the path, occasionally catching different perfume smells that were lingering in the quiet air. I felt a bit like a dog, picking up scents—but then I would lose them, and I had no idea where the girls had gone.

I found a bench and took a seat. I was a bit drunk—I won’t lie. I felt myself spinning slightly, swaying as I sat and waited for another one of those girls to appear… but the atrium was quiet. After fifteen minutes, nobody had come through. I felt a bit silly, sitting in the atrium alone so late at night.

Then, I heard a distant giggling. I looked over and thought that I saw a glimpse of a figure moving down a far-away path. I stood up slowly and walked over to the sound. By the time I got to where I thought I heard someone, the scene was quiet and desolate again. I peered around, questioning my own sanity.

Then, I spotted a door. I knew it was a door to the underground. I sauntered over, assuming the door was locked. I pulled my hand from my pocket to try the door—and was surprised to see that it was unlocked. Now, I was looking at a concrete staircase that went down to the old abandoned subway system.

My heart was starting to race. I felt like I was no longer minding my own business… but I was curious, so I stepped forward. I let the door close behind me with an echoing rattle. My footsteps were loud even though I was trying to pad softly. I swear I could hear my heart pounding in that silence.

And then, once I was about four stories down, I heard a door above opening. My body tensed up. I was suddenly terrified of being caught, even though I wasn’t doing anything against the rules. I didn’t want anyone to think that I was being a part of this insanity. I definitely didn’t want anyone thinking that I was considering being a secret sissy like the rest of them…

I slipped into a dark nook. I remained still, heart racing. I heard a pair of footsteps coming down. I heard a soft giggling. Two young women rushed by me, leaving a trail of perfume. I caught a glimpse of their fishnets and their miniskirts. They looked like girls… but it was such a short glimpse; I couldn’t be sure.

I waited a full minute before emerging, and then I had to decide: go deeper, or go home?

My heart was pounding, but I was grinning. This was turning into a bit of an exciting adventure. I felt a bit like a spy or a detective. I wanted to find out what these weirdos were doing with my own eyes.

So I went deeper. I found myself at the door to the subway station. I grabbed that door and paused, taking a deep breath. Then, I opened it slowly and poked my head out. I looked down a long abandoned hallway. I could smell perfume, but I could see nobody. I went inside. I kept to the tiled wall. I brushed by empty frames that were made to hold large advertisements. I stepped slowly until I was somewhere familiar: the toll booth that now acted as the entrance for the Energy Department. Now, it was quiet and abandoned. I stepped over the turnstile. I was far from home now… at least in Mayland Park terms.

I looked down the hallway where we had that staff meeting. I could hear the occasional distant sound of feminine voices, so I went towards them. I kept near the wall, still horrified that I was going to be found.

Then, I heard footsteps. More girls were coming. I turned down a narrow hallway and rushed towards a curtained telephone booth. I slipped inside and remained still while footsteps went by.

Then I noticed a gleam of light. I looked down and saw a hole in the wall. As I stood there, I heard a soft giggling on the other side. “Someone’s there,” a soft voice whispered.

My whole body tensed up. There was a long silence: a long terror. Then, the terror grew tenfold when a finger slipped through and ‘waved’ me in before retracting back.

It was a glory-hole, and there was someone on the other side.

My head was rushing with panic, anxiety, and a curious excitement. This was all so surreal. I couldn’t wait to tell Andy and Harry about all of this craziness.

“Come on,” a soft voice said. “Let us suck your dick.”

My heart skipped a beat. I wanted to run… but something was keeping me there. There was a curiosity stopping me from bolting from that curtained hiding place. It seemed so outrageously dangerous. Anyone could throw that curtain open and expose me…

And I knew the ‘girls’ on the other side were actually men… so why was I considering the proposal?

Their giggles sounded feminine.

If I did it… would one of them cut my cock off? Would they bite me? Were they going to blackmail me? Was this some sort of trap? Or did they really want to pleasure me?

“H—How much?” I asked.

I heard giggled.

“It’s free, silly,” replied the voice. “Don’t be shy. We’ll make sure it feels good.”

I heard more giggling.

My cock was now hard in my pants. The idea of being sucked by a stranger had me strangely excited; I’m sure the alcohol played a part in that…

I took a deep breath and then I slowly unzipped my pants. I couldn’t believe that I was doing it… but I was curious. I took my cock and gently slipped it into that wide hole. My heart was racing hard and fast now. I was worried that I was going to faint.

I could feel my cock throbbing, now in a different room than me. There was a silence. For a moment, nothing happened, and I felt so stupid and vulnerable. Then suddenly, I felt warm fingers curling around my shaft. I gasped, and I nearly pulled back. I heard giggling. Then…. I felt tongues.

I felt a pair of tongues between giggles. I felt them flicking my tip. I felt them sliding up and down my length. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I tried not to remind myself that these were… men

I shook my head, pushing that thought away. Now, one of them was gently stroking me while the other continued to lick my tip. Okay, so it felt good. It felt really good. The stroking became faster and faster. One of them plunged my shaft into ‘her’ mouth. I felt the sucking. I felt the warm saliva. I felt the tongue slithering around my girth.

I felt the plump lips.

And I really just thought that I was going to be getting a blowjob… but they wanted more.

“Okay, hold him,” I heard one girl whisper. I panicked for a moment, thinking they were about to do something decidedly cruel. Then, I could see flesh through the gap around my cock. I could see the shape of an ass where I had previously seen lips and tongues. One of the girls was holding me, aiming me at a butthole. The other was bending down to the right height to accept my shaft into her body…

Into his body.

Oh God—No! I tried to push that thought away. They sounded and smelled like girls. Well… maybe they didn’t sound entirely like girls. Maybe there was a bit of a masculine twang to their voices. Maybe it was obvious that they were just men pretending to be girls.

My tip began to penetrate that insanely-tight asshole. I bit down on my tongue. Did I want this? Was this my cue to leave?

Suddenly, the penetration was successful. I heard her gasp. I heard her friend giggle. I felt the tight rectum sliding down the length of my cock. She slid slowly until her butt cheeks were pressed firmly against that thin wall. Then, she held still, waiting for me to do the rest of the work. I stared down at the fleshy bum that was pressed against that hole. It was smooth and shaved and feminine… but I could see a bit of her ball sack, mashed a bit through that hole.

They wanted me to fuck her… so I started to thrust. She moaned… so I thrusted a bit harder, a bit faster. She moaned louder. I kept thrusting. It was a bit awkward, thrusting into a wall, but I eventually found a footing that seemed comfortable.

“My turn. It’s my turn now,” said her friend. I felt her lean forward slowly until my cock ‘popped’ out of her. She gasped. “Ouch!” she cried out. Then there was a new bum in front of me. The skin tone was slightly darker; maybe she was half-black or Indian, or maybe even Southeast Asian or from the Middle East. She pushed back slowly until my shaft penetrated her. Then, I began thrusting into her.

She moaned louder. She kept crying out, “He’s so big!”

“Hold my hand,” said the other girl.

Then, I heard one of the girls say, “Oh my God, look how hard your cock is. Are you going to cum?”

“I—I think so.”

“Wait. Come on my face.”

I heard the girls moving around. My heart was pounding. It was a minute later when I heard a moan and a gasp. Then, I heard a girl say, “It’s so sweet. It tastes like pineapple, honestly.”

And that’s when I came. The pleasure was just too intense; I couldn’t hold back. I ejaculated inside of that darker-skinned girl’s bum…

And then I remembered that she wasn’t a girl at all. She was going to sneak back up to her apartment and she was going to transform back into her real form: her male form. She was going to go to work the next day, somewhere in that building, as a man—and hell: there was a chance that she was going to be sitting in a room with me: both of us oblivious to what we’d done together in that dark underground subway station.

I pulled back. Her anus let out a gushing cum-fart once my tip was out. She giggled with embarrassment. I looked at my cock, which was slicked with spit and cum and more. I looked over and saw a tissue box. I quickly wiped my cock and tossed the tissue into a nearby bin. Then, I rushed out of that booth, back into the quiet, desolate hallway. I ran quickly, scared to look back. I kept running and running, zipping up my fly as I went.

I couldn’t believe what I’d done… but I’d done it, and I knew that I would remember it forever.
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Itried to distract myself with work. I went in early to the office and I stayed late, not even taking breaks, because when my mind wasn’t occupied, I found myself remembering what I’d done, and then would come the guilt and the anxiety.

My biggest fear was that I was going to get an infection. After I left that subway station, I took a very long shower and I scrubbed my cock like my life depended on it… but I was still worried I would get something. I had no idea who I fucked; I just knew that I’d been inside the buttholes of two strangers, and I knew that those strangers probably allowed many strangers inside of them.

For the next two weeks, I was in the office every day… until finally, I maxed out my allowable hours. My boss came into my office and said, “I’m afraid you can’t log any additional overtime this month, Ryan. Workers’ code says you need to slow down.” She laughed and then peered at my screen. “I know you want to get this all done, but there’s no rush, Ryan. We’re still a long way away from deadlines. The last thing we want is for you to feel overworked.”

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“Take the weekend off. Relax a bit. Spend some time in the hot tub. Go for a swim. Take a nice walk in the atrium. Go do a bit of shopping.”

I was told that they would be alerted if I entered the office again before next Monday… and they would be alerted if I checked my work email from my apartment.

So I found myself sitting around my apartment, my mind drifting back to that night in the subway station.

It had been an entire week… but I was still thinking about it constantly. A part of me wished that I could go back in time and undo my decision to go down there. I wished that I could just resist the urge to stick my cock through that hole, so that it could all just be a funny memory instead of an embarrassing one.

But another part of me got to thinking about going back down…

So that night, after having a few sleepless drinks, I went back downstairs. It was 1:00 AM. I put on a black cap and a black hoodie, and I crept down to the elevator. I went to the atrium and sat for a while, hearing the odd giggle and smelling the odd plume of perfume. Then, I crept down those stairs and moved through the shadows into that same phone booth. It was quiet, but I stepped up and put my flaccid cock through one of the holes, and then I waited, hearing the odd passing voice. My heart raced furiously. I felt faint… and at times I felt nauseous.

But eventually, one of them found my ‘offering’. One of them giggled and went into a booth, closing the curtain behind her. I felt her warm fingers, and then I felt her wet mouth. I let her suck me until I was hard, and then I let her back herself against the wall so that I was penetrating her deeply.

I fucked her while she moaned. I came inside of her, dumping a damn-near-half-pint of cum into her tight hole. I pulled out slowly She kept her asshole pressed against that glory hole, apparently for me to watch the cum gushing out of her. It was a mesmerizing sight until the panic set in. Then, I rushed out frantically again, wishing I wouldn’t have caved to those naughty desires.

But the regret couldn’t have been too bad, because I returned again the very next night, and I fucked another feminized young man through one of those glory holes.

There was something insanely addictive about it. Yes, it was a nice way to ejaculate: inside of a warm, tight hole. And yes, the taboo naughtiness of it made it more exciting. But what made it so appealing was the moaning. The way the girls moaned, as if they were feeling the greatest pleasure of their lives… That sound was more addictive than anything. I’d never heard a woman make a sound like that... well, maybe for a few seconds at the height of their orgasm (if I was lucky). But these ‘girls’ were different. They were feeling pleasure that I couldn’t even begin to understand.

They would moan things like, “Please don’t stop.” And, “Please don’t cum yet. It feels so fucking good.” And, “God, this is the greatest fucking feeling in the world.”

I almost found myself feeling… jealous of them. Cumming in them felt nice, but it sounded like they were experiencing something far more profound and pleasurable than what I was feeling.

And maybe I wanted to know how that felt…
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The convenience of Mayland Park was genuinely overwhelming. I had so much free time. I had more money than I needed, so I felt no need to put in extra work—and even if I wanted to put in extra work, I wasn’t allowed to. I never had any reason to go anywhere further than a short walk from my apartment door—even if I was going out to meet with my friends. Don’t get me wrong: it was mostly great…

But with that intense degree of convenience comes an intense degree of boredom. And with boredom comes the lust for excitement, and I’d found seemingly the only fountain of excitement in that entire structure: those nighttime rendezvous with those curious sissy characters.

I discovered that their ‘Sissy Place’ went much deeper than just that hallway of old phone booths. One night, one of the ‘girls’ on on the other side of that wall said, “Why don’t you come to a bed with me?”

I froze up and thought of running, but that lust for excitement got the better of me. “Bed?” I said.

“Come down to a bedroom. Just follow the pink arrows on the wall.” Then, she slipped away from that hole, leaving me with a spit-slicked erection. I pulled up my pants and went out into the hallway. Then, for the first time ever, I noticed those small pink arrows, etched into the concrete walls with some sort of pen. Heart pounding, I followed the arrows down a long corridor into a large train car mechanic bay. There were arrows on the floor now, leading me over to a metal staircase that went up to some raised offices. There, standing at the top of the stairs, was a girl—presumably the one who had just been sucking me.

She was startling convincing, though I could see a slight bulge to her Adam’s apple. When she said, “Are you coming?” I could detect a slight masculine twang to her voice. My heart skipped a beat and I took a deep breath in. “O—Okay,” I said.

I went up with her into that musty office area. We walked by a closed door. On the other side of the door, a sissy was being ploughed hard; she was screaming wildly and I could hear the sharp slap of skin against skin: spanking and hips connecting with a soft bum.

Further down was a curtained area, which wasn’t totally closed off. Through a crack, I could see two men with one young sissy woman. She was bent over and they were pushing their cocks into her at the same time: two hard shafts into one asshole. All three looked at me, so I quickly skirted off.

Then, my ‘date’ led me to another room—this one empty. There was a small cot. She sat up on it, brought her feet up onto the cot, and then spread her knees apart to widen her skirt, showing me her cock. She leaned back and grabbed her butt cheeks with her fingers, spreading them to show me her hole. “Take me how you want to take me,” she said softly and nervously.

I looked around the room. It was dark. The dampness had started to turn to mould in the corners of the room. And then there was the lingering smell of anal sex from whoever used the room before us.

I stepped towards her. Her body tensed up. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“This is… my first time,” she said. “Just be gentle, okay?”

I stared at her. She was young—nineteen at most. She kept reaching up to ensure her wig was on right.

“Are you sure you want it?” I asked.

“I want it badly,” she said. She gently grabbed her erection and began to stroke it. She was small; her cock, fully erect, wasn’t quite four inches.

I don’t know why I did it… maybe curiosity, or maybe to try to calm her nerves. I went down to my knees, came up close to her, and took her cock in my hand. I guided her tip into my mouth. She let out a small moan as I began to suck her. I’d never sucked a cock before, but in that moment, I was strangely compelled to try it. My heart raced. I liked the way her smooth sissy cock felt in my mouth… and I really liked the way she moaned while I sucked her. She sounded so feminine. I loved the way her thighs closed around my head.

I really loved the way she pulled on my hair with both of her hands as pulses of pleasure shot through her.

I leaned back and wiped my lips. She was staring at me. “I want you to fuck me,” she whispered.

“Okay,” I said, heart racing fast now. I stuttered, and then I tried to swallow the lump in my throat before saying, “After… Can you… fuck me?” I really wanted to try it.

Her face turned dark red. She was still for a moment, and then she shook her head. “I… I want to be fucked by a man. And I would fuck you if you were a girl… but you’re a man, and… I don’t know. There’s a reason I’m like this right now.” She motioned down at her little black outfit: that little black crop top, that little black skirt.

So I held her down and fucked her on that little cot, with her on her back. I lifted her skirt up high so I could always see that erection throbbing. Then I saw the cock burst: shooting cum into that black skirt. She blushed, moaning loudly.

I came in her, and then I left awkwardly—both of us silent. She ran up to me after I reached the bottom of those stairs. She grabbed my wrist and said, “If you want to be fucked… Just dress up. Pluto’s Consignment in the mall… it’s free if you type the word ‘subway’ into the self check-out promo thing when you’re checking out.”

I didn’t really know what she meant—until the next day when I was down in the mall and I saw that shop: Pluto’s Consignment. I sauntered over, heart racing as I remembered the intensity of the previous night. There was a young man at a self-checkout kiosk, and he was buying what looked like a black lace dress. He tapped the screen a number of times, and then he took the bagged dress and walked away. I never saw him take out his wallet.

So I decided to test it out. I grabbed a Led Zeppelin t-shirt from the rack and brought it to the self checkout. I entered my ‘coupon code’: ‘subway’. It gave me this warning:

‘Coupon code only applies to pink labels.’

I checked the label. It was blue. I looked back at the shop. Of course the pink labels were only on women’s clothing… But not all women’s clothing; just the short skirts, just the tight tops, just the bralettes and lingerie outfits, just the tight leather boots.

“Can I help you with something?” an older man asked, approaching me slowly from the help desk. I don’t know why, but I panicked, left the shirt, and rushed out of the store. Then, my body was overwhelmed with a tense dread. I had my key on me, which told the building where I was at all times. That old man probably could see my name on the screen, and now he was going to see that I tried to enter in that secret code…

But that dread didn’t stop me from returning the next day. I just wanted to… know. I wanted to see what all of those sissies saw in being on the receiving end. I wanted to know the pleasure that they all experienced.

I moved quickly. I felt like a shoplifter as I snatched a black lingerie one-piece that had a little tulle skirt. My hands were shaking and my palms sweaty as I reached for a box labelled ‘basic makeup kit’, which had a pink label like the outfit. Then, near the checkout was a rack of wigs, all with pink labels. Whoever ran that store was certainly in on this whole sissy scheme.

I grabbed a blonde with with chunky bangs. I didn’t bother to try it out. I didn’t want to be seen with any of this. The store was empty, but I knew it wouldn’t stay empty.

Dark red all over (I saw myself on the little security screen above the checkout terminals), I quickly scanned everything and then punched in that code: ‘subway’. A green light blinked and then I saw it: ‘Balance owing: $0’. So I put the goods into a bag and I moved quickly out of there.

On my way out of the store, I nearly bumped into Terry’s ex, now walking with her kid. She paused and then her eyes began to track down to the bag that I was holding. Another pang of panic—I rushed away from her, gut filling with dread. Why was I doing this? Why was I determined to destroy myself like this? Was I really this obsessed with seeking some sort of physical pleasure?

I nearly fainted in the elevator, realizing that I’d been seen with that outfit… I was ashamed of myself. She knew, like everyone, what went on at night in that building… and now she assumed that I was part of it.

But that dread didn’t stop me from trying everything on behind closed doors. I closed my curtains and I stripped down. Before putting anything on, I shaved. I couldn’t believe that I was shaving my leg hair. I couldn’t believe that I was making my armpits smooth and feminine. I couldn’t believe that I was letting this curiosity win.

But it was winning. I was starting to see that there was potential. I saw that my legs actually looked kind of girly without any hair. I saw that my cock was weirdly feminine all smooth and hairless. And then when I shimmied into that slutty black outfit, my heart began to pound, because I realized that there was a good chance a man would be interested in dominating me.

And would it hurt? I always heard screams of pleasure from that mysterious basement… but sometimes I heard screams that sounded more dreadful. What if I couldn’t handle it?

I started taking out makeup supplies. I started experimenting. I had no idea what I was doing… but I was figuring it out fast. I was starting to understand how the different products changed my face. It wasn’t a fast process. I spent hours in front of that mirror. And it was around 10:00 PM when I realized that I didn’t actually look half bad.

There was something appealing about my face: the long flicks of eyeliner, the soft pink shadow, which made my eyes look bigger and glossier. That soft pink on my cheeks made me look so innocent, and the pink gloss on my lips made me look so cute. It was almost a shame that nobody would actually see me… if I stuck to that glory hole wall.

Another pang of lightheadedness nearly took me out. I had to sit down. I kept reminding myself that I didn’t have to do it…

But I knew that there was no talking myself out of it. That seed had been planted. The curiosity was only growing. My fascination had grown exponentially after seeing that I could look the part, that I could look cute and sexy. I couldn’t stop looking at myself. I tried to take a break to make dinner, leaving the ensemble on—but I kept catching glimpses of myself in different mirrors. I couldn’t believe how cute I looked. I didn’t expect to look so cute.

I even caught myself with a little smile, but it was short lived. It wasn’t long before I imagined myself down in that basement, and the dread filled me up.

But if it was so dreadful, why I was considering it at all? Had I lost my mind? Had my sanity slipped away from me? Had Mayland Park been brainwashing me? Were they drugging me? Were they somehow taking my testosterone away from me? I looked in the mirror again; I no longer felt like a man; my masculinity had been totally stripped away from me. It even seemed like my muscle mass had shrunk. Did it? Did that have something to do with Mayland Park? Was it because I was hardly getting outside to feel the sun on my skin? The paleness definitely didn’t make me look any more masculine; I had fair skin now, like some 1950s Disney princess.

I gently touched my face. My skin felt softer than I remembered if feeling. I felt like a girl.

I eyed the pile of my masculine clothes on the floor… why did those clothes seem so dreadful now? Why did I want nothing to do with them? The thought of putting them on seemed… gross. It was the same way I had felt about the idea of putting on women’s clothing just a week earlier.

I eyed the clock. It was midnight now. I went to my door and put my eye to the peephole. I stood there for a minute before I saw a girl go by, dressed in a tight little lace number. My heart bounced.

I knew that I needed to act if I wanted to get a chance to have this experience. I could spend hours describing the stages of horror and dread that I went through in just a few minutes as I stood there. I was already regretting something I hadn’t done yet... but the desire to feel that pleasure was more powerful than any of those other emotions. It pulled me out from my apartment like some possessed force overtaking my body. My legs were trembling as I walked out, barefoot, feeling the cool ground of those temperature-controlled hallways. I looked around, seeing nothing, but feeling watched. The door shut behind me. A sickness entered my gut as I looked down at my mostly-naked body. That little lingerie outfit hid almost nothing…

Yet still, I walked. I moved fast around the corner. A man emerged from his room and paused at the sight of me. I put my chin down and zipped around him. I felt so humiliated… and that feeling turned worse when I looked back and saw that he was gazing at my ass, checking me out.

Though I will admit that there was a moment of satisfaction in that look. His eyes tracked up and met with mine, and for some reason I smiled and winked at him before turning away.

There was always a dread, but it was always mixed with varying degrees of some sort of high, some sort of rush of adrenaline, pulling me closer and closer to that basement. Alone, I went down to the atrium. Alone, I weaved those pathways until I reached a doorway, which was unlocked. Then, alone, I went down, down, down into that mysterious Mayland Park underground: that taboo place for sissies… like me.
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Iwasn’t convinced that there were any other girls there. I never saw another soul as I made my way to that glory hole wall. I crept into a booth and shut the curtain, horrified at the idea of some authority coming down and pulling that curtain open to expose me.

I sat there, waiting. It must have been fifteen minutes before I heard a soft moan from a few booths down. I heard what sounded like ‘slurping’. Then, I heard a male voice say, “Fuck. I’m already about to cum.” My heart raced.

Then came another long silence. I thought of leaving. I wanted to abandon my post. Then, I heard footsteps and I nearly fainted from horror.

And then came another very long silence. I was starting to feel like an idiot. Maybe I didn’t know what I was doing…

Until I heard, “Anyone in here?” It was from a couple stalls down. After ten seconds, I heard it again, now coming from the next stall over. “Anyone in here?”

I was tense all over. The next ten seconds passed like hours. Then came the voice from the other side of that wall. “Anyone there?”

“Y—Yes,” I managed to reply.

The silence that followed was worse than any of them: twenty seconds of absolutely nothing… ending with a flaccid cock being fed through the hole before me.

I’m sure that I was close to fainting, but managed to stay upright. I managed to stop myself from completely falling apart. I managed to reach out and slip my fingers around his warm, soft girth. I couldn’t believe that I was touching a man’s penis; it seemed so wrong, so gross, yet I was so compelled. It was totally different from when I was with that sissy girl. I sucked cock without any hesitation and never felt ‘gay’ for doing it, but this was different. Now, things felt different. I felt different. The energy was different. Now, I was the one being dominated. I was submissive and I was there to please a man.

I leaned in slowly and grazed his tip with the tip of my tongue. He let out a soft sound. The dread and terror started to flutter away. Now, a weird calm was coming over me; I was realizing that this wasn’t as shocking as I originally thought it would be. I’d been terrified that I would be disgusted and horrified, but that wasn’t the case…

I liked it.

I sucked the man’s cock, making him hard. I stroked him, feeling his throbbing veins. I pulled his foreskin back to expose his bulbous tip, and I gave it a big lick with the flat of my tongue. I liked making him moan. For some reason, none of this felt wrong. It was just exciting and fun, and we were both getting pleasure out of it—so how could that be wrong? It was consensual and it felt good.

I sucked him harder. I sucked him for another blissful five minutes, and then he said, “Back your tight ass into the wall for me, baby.”

After a moment of cold tension, I did it. There was a metal bar bolted into the wall for me to hold onto; I think it was for old ladies to lift themselves up after finishing their phone calls… but now those bars were for sissies to grip while being fucked in the ass.

I was scared of it hurting, so I spat into my fingers and pushed some saliva up into my butthole. Then, I turned my butt to the wall and gently pushed my cheeks against that cold surface. When I felt his tip moving in, my legs began to tremble… but I held on.

When I felt him penetrating me, I was tempted to scream, but I bit my tongue. When he finally pushed into me and slid deep, I nearly screamed out a series of loud profanities, but all that came out was a wordless gasp.

He began thrusting into me.

Maybe there was pain for a moment… I can’t quite remember to be honest. The next ten minutes were a blur of ecstasy and intensity. He thrusted harder and harder. Thank God for that metal handle; I really don’t know how I held myself up.

There were moments when I wasn’t so sure that I liked it. There were moments I was sure that I didn’t like it… and then, after about six minutes, his cock hit a spot in me that made all of my reservations flutter away. I no longer cared if anyone heard me. I no longer cared if anyone threw open that curtain and exposed me, because that pleasure was worth every risk.

It felt amazing.

I screamed. I trembled all over. My cock was suddenly rock hard. I looked back at that wall and cried, “Fuck me harder!” And my voice sounded so girly. I managed to muster up some feminine tone as if I’d been talking like a girl my whole life.

It seemed like seconds later when I was in my apartment, back against my door as if someone was going to try to break in. I must have stood there for thirty minutes, breathing heavily, trying to calm my racing heart. I could feel a wetness in my little lacy bottoms: his cum finally dripping out of my stretched hole, reminding me that it wasn’t just a crazy dream, even though it felt like one—even though I could only remember it in blurry segments the way that you remember a dream.

I went to the bathroom and carefully peeled that lingerie off of my body. I looked down to see the thick, sticky puddle of white in those bottoms, and then I felt a dripping down my thigh, which I wiped with a piece of toilet paper. I looked up in the mirror; all of that makeup couldn’t hide the redness on my face.

Yes, there was regret and shame, and I was disgusted with myself, especially a moment later when I started walking to my bedroom and realized my ass was going to be sore for at least a couple of days…

But it wasn’t enough to keep me away. I went back again the next night… and the night after that. On my fourth night in that abandoned subway, I let two different men take me from the other side of that wall. The second man didn’t know that he was getting seconds until he penetrated me and someone else’s cum squished out. Sure, I felt ashamed, but the pleasure and excitement overpowered all other emotions.

I kept going back for more.

I bought more outfits. I bought more makeup. I watched makeup tutorials. I worked on my girly voice.

At work, I was in a constant state of terror, never knowing what anyone knew. When I walked by male residents in the Mayland Park residents, I wondered if they were nighttime sissies like me… and I wondered if they were the men who had fucked my hole through that mystery wall.

One night, I went into one of those stalls and found another ‘girl’ was already there. I froze and she stared at me. Then, a cock pushed through the hole, and she said, “Suck it with me.” Suddenly, she had a grin on her face. I had no idea who she was, but we did it. We took turns sucking. We licked that shaft together. And then we even swapped spit: kissing between sucking.

I had no idea who she was, and she had no idea who I was, but that was just the way it went down in that dark basement. Morals were different down there. Lines were blurred.

It was a week into my taboo basement adventures when a man said, “I want to take you to a bed.” The wave of dread that hit me was intense, but it didn’t stop me; of course it didn’t. Nothing could stop me; I wanted more and more and more. I couldn’t be satisfied.

I understood the appeal now, and I wanted to experience everything. And more than physical pleasure, I wanted validation; I wanted a man to look at me and see what I saw in myself. I wanted him to lust over me. I wanted him to compliment me. I wanted him to want to touch me because he couldn’t resist me—and that’s what I got in that musty little makeshift bedroom.

His hands were all over me. He kissed every inch of my body. He licked my cock and he ate out my asshole, and then he pushed me down to my knees and shoved his fat cock down my throat. It wasn’t long before he was railing me on that bed, hard, making the whole room rattle and shake. I screamed loudly. He spanked me over and over so hard that I had red marks for days.

And the next night, I went back for more.
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It felt like a dream—and it ended like one.

I walked into work one morning to see an unfamiliar man in a suit, standing with a sly smile on his face. I had no idea who he was. It wasn’t unusual for strangers to come into the office from time to time, and they never made me nervous—but this was different; the moment I saw the man, a chill ran down my spine.

Minutes later, I found out that he was a Mayland Park executive, there to announce a merger with an American company. “All head office operations are being moved to Dallas,” he said. “Don’t worry; you’ll all keep your jobs here, but now you’ll be getting your directives from Hawthorne Realty Holdings.” My job really didn’t change, but everything else did.

The new parent company, HRH, made major overnight changes to Mayland Park, which was now called Hawthorn’s Mayland Park, with a big HMP logo out front. They overhauled the mall, closing more than half of the shops overnight and opening new shops that were partnered with that parent company. Pluto’s Consignment was emptied out overnight and a dollar store opened in that space two days later.

They announced an immediate end to resident discounts at shops in the building. They ended the ‘tiered living’ program, opening up those top resident floors to anyone who wanted to rent them.

Oh, and rent went up about 50%, forcing many to move out.

Free resident bars closed, and the paid resident bars were opened to the public, and prices went up over 100%.

Essentially, it became a regular ol’ apartment building with a mall beneath it.

Within two months, half of the original residents moved out and new people moved in.

But it was the new security department, contracted by HRH, that truly changed life in that building. Now, there were security guards patrolling the atrium and downstairs hallways at night, with occasionally patrols in the upper hallways. The heightened security put an immediate end to the taboo basement shenanigans.

Occasionally, a sissy would be caught trying to break into that subway basement. Of course, it wasn’t long before sissies stopped trying. Trying to sneak by the security guards was pointless anyway; they ended up putting higher security doors on all the lower floors, which required key-card scans to enter.

I couldn’t afford to stay in my apartment any longer, so I moved to a lower floor, facing the outside world instead of the atrium. It was cheaper—about $1400. It was smaller. It was… normal. It was like being in a normal apartment.

I really did wonder if the whole thing had been a dream. The only evidence that I had that any of it was real was the hidden bag of lingerie outfits that I kept underneath my bed. But even those didn’t feel like ‘proof’. I often wondered if I had just bought those outfits and imagined the rest.

Maybe it was all a dream. Maybe I stayed inside of that building for so long that reality and dream became like a blur. I couldn’t help but think of all the times my friends told me how pale I looked. It’s not healthy to stay cooped up for so long… I felt like there was no real way to know if any of it was real.

It was a full nine months later when I got a chance to go down into that basement again. The building was putting on a special Halloween event, and part of it was a tour of the supposedly ‘haunted’ abandoned subway station. They took groups of thirty or so down at a time. I signed up to go down with everyone one evening.

It wasn’t quite like I remembered it. The glory-hole wall was gone—maybe taken out, or maybe it never existed at all. The upstairs offices in the mechanic bay were gone, but possibly taken out because they were so rotten and musty.

I guess I’ll never really know.

I just know that, regardless of whether any of it was real or not, the effect on me was very real. Each night, after I was finished work and any outings I needed to do, I would go into my room and get myself dolled up. I wasn’t going out… at first. I just liked being in cute little outfits as I did my chores around the house. I liked sleeping in cute little lingerie rompers. I loved the feeling of soft satin against my skin.

That soon turned into me going out on Saturday nights: sneaking out of the building as a girl and going to one of the clubs in town. At first, I stuck to gay bars, where I felt a bit safer if people caught on that I wasn’t really a woman—but soon, I was going to popular clubs filled with straight people. I loved being hit on—especially by oblivious guys.

And that soon turned into the odd one-night stand, sometimes in my apartment, sometimes in the homes of men I just met.

Then, one night at a club I noticed another ‘sissy’ like me, dancing with a big smile on her face. She was adorable; and it took a trained eye like mine to even know that she wasn’t female through-and-through. I nervously approached her while she was at the bar and started chatting her up. I found out that she lived in Mayland Park. I was too nervous to ask her if she had been a part of what used to go on in that old basement. I didn’t want to admit to her that I had been a complete whore, and I didn’t want her to think that I was insinuating she had been a whore. I also didn’t want to admit to her that I was absolutely nuts and had imagined two months of taboo shenanigans, in the case that none of it was really real.

Though we did end up hooking up: oral in that bar bathroom, and then the full-shebang in her upstairs apartment. She took me hard on her bed with her thick, long cock; I couldn’t believe how long she was able to last—certainly longer than I lasted once I was inside of her, but I still gave her a good time.

And on my way out of her place, I noticed the name on her little notification screen by her door: ‘Terry Anderson’.

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I looked back at her, and now I could see the resemblance. It really was Terry. I’d just sucked Terry’s cock. I’d just let Terry inside of me, and I’d been inside of Terry.

But I didn’t regret it. I wasn’t disgusted or anything like that. She smiled at me, and my heart melted a little bit, seeing how adorable she was. Being a girl suited her.

I wondered if she knew who I was.

“Call me sometime,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

I wasn’t sure I wanted her to know who I was. There was something embarrassing about revealing my old life to her, even though she was a part of it… Or was she? Terry was part of it—but she wasn’t. And the girl that I was now wasn’t part of Terry’s life before.

I wasn’t sure how I was going to navigate any of that.

But I knew I wanted to see her again, so I made note of her room number, planning to call her from my room’s tablet.

THE END


GIRLY FORM
A HYPNOTIC TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION AND TRANSFORMATION



GIRLY FORM


Bobby wants to lose weight, so he’s thrilled when one of the most sought-after personal trainers in town offers him an unbeatable deal. Maeve is determined to whip Bobby into shape using her refined but unorthodox program, which includes her own brand of protein shakes and huge stack of DVDs, which Bobby is supposed to play each night as he goes to sleep.

To make things better, Maeve is stunningly beautiful, flirty, and bubbly. Bobby can’t help but fantasize—until he learns that she’s a lesbian. Oh well… He’s not there for romance, after all. He’s there to lose weight.

And within weeks, it’s obvious that the program is working. But something else is happening. Bobby’s body is changing—and not just in terms of weight loss. The more his body starts to change, the more interested Maeve seems to be in working with Bobby, alone.
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Ihad to pick up a DVD player from Value Village; I had no idea if it was going to work or not. I didn’t even realize people still used DVDs. Even HR at work had figured out YouTube.

But Maeve had given me a whole stack of DVDs and told me to watch them all as part of my Shape Up program. “My program has a 99% success rate,” she had told me. “As long as you’re following it.”

I couldn’t help but wonder what happened to that one guy… that 1% who followed the program and didn’t lose the weight. A small part of me worried that I would be part of that 1%; a part of me worried that I would put in all of this work and I would still be the chubby guy at the office.

But I trusted her. A 99% success rate is pretty phenomenal… Well, she said 99% ‘as long as you’re following it’. What was the real success rate?

It didn’t matter; I planned on following it. That’s why I went to that Value Village and bought a DVD player. Eight bucks… I’d survive. If eight bucks is the difference between being thin and being chubby, I’ll happily buy a new DVD player every day.

The DVD instructions were simple enough to understand; they were all without labels, as if burned with some DVD burner… are those still a thing even? The numbers were written on quickly with a black sharpie. 60 DVDs: a whole binder full of them. By the sixtieth DVD, the sharpie had faded so the numbers were almost unreadable.

“Watch one each night,” Maeve had told me. “Even on your rest day. Watch it right before you go to bed. No exceptions.”

“I have to workout right before bed?” I asked her.

“They aren’t all workout videos. Some are gentle yoga videos, simple stretching. Some are motivational. Some are to get you hyped up for our more intense days. It’s just part of the program.”

I trusted Maeve mostly because she was the definition of fitness. She wasn’t one of those weird muscle girls with the veins down her arms and the bulging pecs that were visible under her breasts. She looked feminine, but tight. More than anything, it was her age that sold me on her fitness level. “You’re what!?” I said when she told me.

“Forty-two,” she said. I would have guessed twenty-six, and not in some lame flirting kind of way. She actually looked twenty-six. I didn’t even believe her until she showed me her licence. She was a whole decade older than me! “I follow my own program,” she told me. Then, I saw some of her long-time clients. They were all youthful, vibrant, energetic… and, of course, fit.

Another selling feature was the price of her program… It was insanely expensive: $1000 per month, which included the gym membership at the gym where she worked (the membership alone would have only been $50 per month). I couldn’t come close to affording that program, but when Maeve met me, she smiled and said, “I really want to help you out, Bobby. I’m going to cut you a deal, alright?” The offer was too good to turn down: $150 per month, but I had to get my own gym membership. “Just don’t tell anyone that I’m giving you a deal. Also, we’ll run your sessions during my lunch break—I’ll be eating most of the time, but don’t worry, you’ll still have my attention.” And during that first session, she was eating a cheeseburger while running me through the exercises.

“How do you stay fit eating like that?” I asked, eyeing that bulging fast food burger.

“If you work hard enough, you can eat whatever you want. Your body will use the extra calories to make energy and muscle.” I guess that was a selling feature too; I wanted to eat. Other programs were so strict on diets. Of course you’ll lose weight if you only eat wisps of lettuce… I don’t need to pay someone to tell me that.

“I’ve been doing this for twenty years,” she told me. “The program hasn’t changed at all. Just make sure that you’re following all of the instructions—and don’t try to get ahead of the DVDs. Watch them in order, one each night. Got it?”

Maeve was offering me something more appealing: a fitness program that wouldn’t radically alter my lifestyle. “You’ll still have to put in the work,” she told me. “You’ll still have to come in six days a week. You’ll still have to watch all of the videos. You’ll still have days where it feels like you can’t walk.”

“I’m ready for it,” I said. I wanted to be a good-looking guy like her other clients.

Now, I was putting that DVD labelled ‘1’ into the machine. The DVD player whirred and made a crunching noise. A red light flashed, and then, for a moment, it sounded like it stopped working. Then suddenly, an image appeared on the screen. I was looking at Agricola Street, but it looked like the 90s or early 2000s. The footage had that retro greyish tone to it, but the people walking the street were wearing vibrant greens and purples: windbreakers and fanny packs. A hatchback rumbled by, blasting a Pearl Jam song. Then, I heard a voice that sounded vaguely familiar. “I think that’s recording,” she said.

A moment later, Maeve walked in front of the camera. She was twenty years younger… but she still looked remarkably the same, making me wonder if she was part vampire. Sure, there were a few features that suggested she was younger: a softness to her cheeks, and a smoothness to her wrists and hands that made her look somewhat teenaged. “Hi there,” she said, looking shy, as if it was her first ever time in front of a camera. “My name is Maeve, and you must just be starting my program!” Her voice sounded younger: a higher pitch with a bubblier inflection. Her blushing, shy cheeks made her seem younger. The girl on the screen lacked the confidence and maturity of the woman I knew. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together. But before we get started, I just want to run you through a few things.”

She ran over to the camera and the whole image bumped around for a split second before she managed to find the button to stop the recording. An instant later, I was looking at the gym: the same one I was now a member of. The equipment all looked so new in that footage. That same equipment was still there, for the most part. Now, it was all dented and scratched up, and the labels were all worn away. “It’s important that we talk safety,” the young Maeve said. She bounced a little bit as she talked, making her perky titties jiggle in her tight sports bra. I blushed watching the footage.

Okay, so I should admit one last little reason that I was keen to sign up for Maeve’s program. Maeve was… gorgeous. She was mesmerizingly beautiful. Maeve had long blonde hair and adorable dimples and big glossy eyes and a perky chest and a nice big, tight bum… She was the type of girl that I wanted to be with one day. She--or I should say, girls like her—were the reason that I wanted to get in shape.

Now, she was going over gym safety. I checked the runtime on the DVD and then I groaned; it was a two-hour-long video. I was tempted to leave it running while I played a round of Call of Duty… But I resisted that urge and kept myself glued to that DVD.

After forty minutes of safety demonstrations, Maeve said, “Now let’s talk about the adventure you’re about to embark on.” She jogged over to the camera and pressed the button. A moment later, we were in a park.

“What a nice day!” Maeve said, giggling. “Sometimes, we’ll work out outside. A big part of my program is building confidence. That means not being afraid of working out—and being yourself—in front of people.” She giggled and then started doing jumping jacks in the middle of that park. Some people gazed over at Maeve being silly. The video went on and on. I would describe it all to you, but I would probably bore you to death. She went over the liability contract that I’d already signed. She talked about allergies and food safety. She listed off items I would need to acquire, including a blender and resistance bands. I nearly nodded off a few times.

Then, 90 minutes into the video, Maeve appeared in a dimly lit bedroom. It was a curious bedroom: dark and windowless, with only a lamp in the corner next to a pink bed. She said, “Now, we’re going to do the first of our nightly relaxation sessions.” Her voice was different now. She wasn’t giggling or bubbly. There was a curious sultriness to her voice, as if she was about to star in a porno. I have to admit that the whole scene got my heart racing a little bit. I couldn’t help but imagine this whole scene turning into some solo porno, with her stripping down and touching herself; it definitely had the right mood: the way she was looking into the camera with that sly grin, eyes a bit heavy in a seductive sort of way. And then there was her outfit; she wasn’t dressed in fitness clothes; she was wearing a pink slip, which looked see-through, but it was hard to tell with that low-resolution footage, which looked like it was transferred from an old VHS tape.

“Let’s lay on our bed,” she said. “You do the same.”

I had to pause the video and move my TV and DVD player to the bedroom, so it was near my bed. I got onto the bed and turned the DVD back on. I had to fast-forward back to where I was.

“Are you wearing something… comfy?” Maeve asked with a blushing smile.

I felt strangely like I was supposed to respond out loud, but I resisted that urge.

“Good,” she said.

I paused the video and changed into a pair of shorts and a cotton t-shirt.

“Now lay down on your back. Feel the mattress against your spine. Close your eyes. Take deep breaths in. Hold for three long seconds, and then take a slow breath out.” This went on for a few minutes. “Feel yourself sinking into your bed. Sink deeper and deeper. Don’t be afraid to fall asleep if you’re feeling tired.” This went on… and on and on and on. And I was feeling tired…

I took one last peek at the screen and my heart bounced when I saw that Maeve’s little outfit looked to have been tugged a bit lower, showing off some of her amazing cleavage. My God, this almost looked like a porno. I mean—if someone walked into that bedroom in that moment, they would have surely assumed I had a porno on. But it wasn’t pornographic; there was no nudity or dirty talk or anything like it; it was just a meditation video.

I fell asleep.
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Day two was the first day of truly being pushed physically. “We’re going to start and end with cardio,” Maeve told me, one hand planted on her hip and the other holding a big stuffed sandwich, which smelled so good, making me wish I would have eaten lunch before that workout.

But I was glad that I had an empty stomach, because if I had eaten lunch, it would have ended up in puke form on the gym floor.

First, Maeve had me sprinting back and forth on a small track. I had to reach the walls before a beep went off, and the beeps got closer and closer together as time went on. Then, we went to the gym to work on ‘core’. She had me doing sit-ups, planks, and various other ab exercises before taking me over to a treadmill. She set a timer on the treadmill for thirty minutes, and then she set the speed way up. It felt like a sprint, and I only lasted about four minutes before I was stumbling and had to lumber off of the treadmill so it wouldn’t shoot me backwards into the gym.

I fell to my hands and knees and strained to catch my breath.

With a mouthful off chips, Maeve said, “We’ll stop there for the day. Hopefully in a few weeks you’ll be able to get through the whole program.” She offered me her hand and helped me up.

The smell of her perfume wafted into my nostrils. I looked into her eyes, still unable to believe that she was a decade older than me. It had to be a lie… or she had the genetics of a Greek goddess. “Recovery is going to be important before tomorrow,” she said with a smile. “Drink lots of water, and be sure to take a full serving of your protein.”

Part of Maeve’s program included her own special protein shake. That first video explained the shake. “Low calorie, high protein, and packed with recovery-boosting amino acids,” the young version of herself explained. On day-one, Maeve had given me a massive tub of the stuff, which I was supposed to mix into cow’s milk with a blender.

So before I even made myself lunch, I scooped some of that protein powder into a blender cup and poured in some milk. I was expecting it to taste like garbage, but it was actually pretty good: like a chocolate milkshake. And best of all, it was filling, so I didn’t have an appetite for a huge lunch.

But I was still sore and tired for the rest of the day. So when I put in DVD number-two, I groaned with dread when Maeve was there with a yoga mat and a big smile on her face. “It’s time for yoga!” I did my best, but I will admit I took a lot of breaks, and I didn’t bother to pause the video during those breaks.

It wasn’t that kind of relaxation yoga. This was a deep stretching yoga: constantly up and down and up and down, reaching far, straining sore muscles to balance…

When Maeve said, “Now let’s end our night with some relaxation. If you need to go and shower and brush your teeth—go and do it quickly. Pause the video if you need to.”

I paused the video. I showered. I shaved. I brushed my teeth. I changed into a pair of loose shorts and a t-shirt. I got into my bed. I put on the video.

“Remember,” Maeve said, “if you fall asleep, that’s perfectly fine. The goal here is to be calm, whether you’re asleep or awake.”

I can hardly remember another word she said; I fell asleep almost instantly.
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My body was stiff as a board the next morning. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get out of bed. I had to force my body to roll, and then I nearly crashed to the ground when I reached the edge of the bed. Somehow I managed to bend my leg to get a foot on the ground, and then I yelped in pain as my sore thigh screamed out at me.

Then I remembered that I had to workout with Maeve at noon. I groaned. A dread washed over me. I remembered Maeve telling me that most people who drop out will drop out within the first four days. When she said that, I rolled my eyes and laughed at the thought of someone being so painfully unable to commit to anything. Now, I was half-considering dropping out. There was no way I could workout like this… and there was no way I could keep putting myself through this torture.

But somehow I managed to pick myself up. I limped to the bathroom. I got undressed so I could take a quick shower, mostly hoping the steamy water would help to relax my burning thigh muscles. Then, I looked in the mirror at the wisps of hair on my chest. I’d never been a super-hairy guy; I didn’t get my first beard hair until I was twenty-three, and the first chest hair came a few years after that. I’d never thought much about my chest hair before—or my pubic hair—but now, there was something unsightly about it. I stared at my chest in the mirror, wondering if the patchy thin hairs had been turning women off.

They couldn’t be turning women off more than the eighty extra pounds of fat I had on my body…

But still, I felt compelled to shave my chest for the first time ever—so I did it. I decided to shave my pubic hair as well: something I’d never done before, but I figured if I was going to put the effort into changing myself for the better, I needed to consider all aspects—not just weight loss.

I will admit that I felt a bit weird without my pubic hair; I hardly even noticed the lack of chest hair.

I turned sideways and stared at my reflection. Yes, I know that it had only been two days and I couldn’t possibly expect to see any changes yet… but I swear I looked a tiny bit thinner. I swear my gut had receded a couple of millimetres… Was it possible?

“We’re doing arms today,” said Maeve as I walked into the gym. She was unpacking a long Subway sub, smothered with bacon and cheese and chicken. The smell had me drooling. I was already planning to hit up Subway right after my workout.

I limped my sore body over to the bench. Maeve slapped a couple of plates onto the bar and I started with bench press. I groaned through each rep. I strained through each set. The bench press was painful, but not as bad as the chest flies—and then the dips were the worst of them all!

I was on my hands and knees after the last set of dips. “I don’t know if I can do this,” I groaned. She helped me to my feet. Then she looked into my eyes with a smile.

“You’re doing great, Bobby.” Her gaze pierced into me. Her glistening green eyes made my heart skip a beat. My God, I would have done anything to be with a girl like her. And the way she was looking at me made me think that maybe… just maybe I would have a chance with a girl like her, if I could just shape up.

A moment later, a man who could have been a male model or a movie star walked into the gym, biceps bulging, veins popping. He smiled at Maeve, and then Maeve said, “Hey Richard. Ready for chest today?”

“As ready as ever,” he said with a deep, booming voice.

He walked over to the reception desk to check in. The reception girl turned dark red when he smiled at her. When he had gone off to the changing room, I asked Maeve, “What does your partner think about you hanging out with guys like that all day?” I suppose it was my cheeky little way of finding out if Maeve was single.

There was no way she could be single. There was no way a girl that stunning could be an adult for twenty-five years without getting hitched.

But Maeve took me by surprise, giggling and saying, “Well my ex certainly didn’t like it.”

My heart fluttered. Was she insinuating that she was single? I quickly eyed her hand: no ring.

I bit my tongue. I didn’t want to be inappropriate. I didn’t want her feeling uncomfortable around me. I had a feeling guys hit on her constantly, and I didn’t want to be one of those guys. I didn’t want to be some dreaded appointment every day for her.

So I said nothing more. Then, Maeve checked her phone and said, “Ugh. Speaking of my ex… She’s coming by tonight to pick up a bunch of her old clothes. I totally forgot.”

She? Her?

“I have a feeling she’s going to try to take half of my wardrobe and claim that it’s hers. I should probably take a few minutes to put some things away where she can’t find them.”

“Not a bad idea,” I said, trying to sound casual, even though I was stunned to hear that Maeve was a lesbian. I don’t know why, but it just seemed hard to believe. She was so… pretty and feminine. I’m not trying to make any blanket statements or throw around any stereotypes, but all of the lesbians that I knew at the time were quite… let’s say masculine. They kept their hair short, they didn’t dress in tiny tight outfits, and they never wore makeup. But Maeve was different. Maeve was your typical bubbly girly girl.

Oh well… I guess Maeve wasn’t in my romantic future—but maybe a girl like her. Maybe a nice, petite, beautiful woman would want to be with me once I was whipped into shape.

That night, sore all over, I plopped the next DVD into the machine. I was tired and not sure I would make it through the entire video. I hadn’t made it through an entire video yet, after all.

Tonight was no different. After the yoga, I crawled into my bed for the meditation, and I hardly made it two minutes before I could hear myself snoring—you know when you’re so tired that you start snoring before you even fall asleep?
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The next week was brutal: the muscle soreness, the relentless tiredness, the constant feelings of doubt, wondering if any of this was working, or if it was just tiring me out…

Then, on day-eight, I woke up feeling different. Most of the soreness had settled, and I felt strangely energized. I looked in the mirror and now, I was sure that my belly had shrunk a tiny bit. This was confirmed when I went to put on my pants and was able to pull my belt an entire hole tighter than ever before.

This came with a massive boost of confidence. I caught myself smiling in the mirror. I bent forward and touched my toes: a new flexibility from doing those nightly yoga sessions. It wasn’t much; it’s not like I could touch the palms of my hands to the floor like Maeve did in those videos… but it was something that I couldn’t do before, and that was enough to make me bounce with joy.

I felt like there was hope for me. I thought about all of the girls who rejected me over the years because I was fat. Okay, none of them admitted that it was because I was fat, but one of them did say, “I just really want to be with a guy who takes care of himself. Because if he can’t take care of himself, how can he take care of me?” It was her way of calling me fat.

But that was going to change now. I knew what I needed to do: I just needed to stick to Maeve’s program, and there was hope for me.

I practically skipped to the gym. Maeve’s eyes lit up when she saw me. “You look happy, Bobby!” she said with a bubbly tone that almost matched her tone in those old videos.

“I feel good,” I said.

“Good. Because we’re going to test your progress today,” she said. The smile on my face didn’t last long. She took me to that running track and had me do another ‘beep-test’, sprinting back and forth until I simply couldn’t go any further. I fell to the ground and I dry-heaved for a minute… but I did smash my previous record by a considerable margin.

It wasn’t the end of the workout. Once I’d caught my breath, it was time to hit legs again: squat rack, deadlifts, leg press, leg curls, calf raises. The six steps up to the gym doorway at the end were not easily climbed. I must have looked like someone walking for the first time after waking up from a five-year coma. As I got to the top of the stairs, the muscular hunk, Richard, walked in, eyed me, laughed, and said, “Leg day!”

And then came another few days of misery as the aching in my legs slowly healed with some help from Maeve’s custom recovery protein shakes. “I want you to start tripping your protein intake,” she told me one afternoon. “A shake when you wake up. A shake after your workout, and a shake right before you watch your DVD.”

I nodded my head. That night, I plopped DVD number-twelve into the machine. There was a scratch on the disk, so every couple of minutes it would freeze and then skip ahead a few minutes—so the yoga session was a bust, and the guided meditation was hard to follow along. Then the disk froze entirely; at least I thought it was frozen. I was in bed, just starting to doze off, when it finally came back to life, skipping ahead a huge portion of that video.

Maeve was still in that dimly lit bedroom, wearing a little pink slip that made my heart race. She was sitting on the bed, gently caressing her own smooth thigh. My eyes were heavy, but I didn’t want to look away from the lesbian vixen. My God, she was beautiful.

“I hope you’re feeling relaxed,” she said softly. “And don’t you think you would feel even more relaxed with some nice, soft lace hugging you all over? Don’t you just wish you had a cute pair of panties on that nice, firm bum you’ve been working on?”

It was a weird segment of that video, and it seemed totally weird out of context. I could only assume that Maeve was addressing the female clients who were also watching those disks. I knew that women were hugely motivated by clothing when it came to weight loss. They wanted to lose weight to look good in lingerie, or to fit into a wedding dress.

“Just imagine yourself with a tight, cute body, wearing the cutest lacy lingerie. Shhh, close your eyes and let your mind drift to a place where only the finest lingerie resides. Imagine the softest silk and lace adorning your body, making you feel delicate and desired. Breathe in deeply, inhaling the sweet aroma of temptation and sensuality.”

The weirdness of the monologue stopped me from dozing off. Now, I was listening attentively, trying to make sense of the weird segment.

“Let your mind wander through a sea of silky whispers and tantalizing textures as you imagine the smooth satin hugging your curves, accentuating every inch of your feminine beauty. Feel the soft material against your skin, making you tingle with anticipation of the night ahead. Imagine guys looking at you. They want you. They want to rip your clothes off and kiss your body. They want to own you… dominate you…

“As your eyes grow heavy, you're still asleep, your body craving the soothing embrace only the finest lingerie can provide. Your mind wanders to the most exquisite garments, each one more enticing than the last.”

Her voice was slow… still with that seductive tone.

“And as your breath catches in your throat, the vision of the lingerie blurring at the edges of your vision, you can't help but feel an inexplicable allure. Your body is consumed with desire, your heart pounding with a newfound hunger for the softness and temptation that lies before you.

“But now sleep begins to take hold. You’re still asleep. You drift off into a restful, feminine slumber. In your dreams, you'll forever be enveloped in the softest, most luxurious fabrics, caressing your body with a promise of ecstasy.

“You’re a girl. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise. You’re a woman. You’re a beautiful, sexy woman.”

Now, I was sure that it was a segment made for her female clientele. It sounded like some generic empowerment speech, trying to convince the listener that they could be bold and beautiful and blah, blah, blah.

“You're so lost in the fantasy that you hardly notice your eyes fluttering closed as you finally succumb to sleep. The last thought that crosses your mind before you're completely asleep is the image of yourself in a black lace romper—a one-piece, hugging every inch of your torso, your bum, your crotch… forever a part of you as you drift off into the warm embrace of slumber. Doesn’t it feel nice?

“And with that, you're still asleep as the world fades away, the only thing remaining the soft whisper of temptation that lingers in your dreams, making you forever crave the softness and allure that only the finest lingerie—like the outfit you’re wearing—can provide.

“You're still asleep as you lay there, your mind and body consumed by the fantasy, your heart racing with the promise of sensuality that lies dormant within you. You won't remember these words as you drift off to sleep, only the lingering sensation of softness and temptation remaining as you slip away into a deep, dreamless slumber…”

There was probably more… but the disk froze again. That scratch made it freeze entirely… or maybe there was more and I just fell asleep before it started up again.
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It was a Saturday when I had my first group session. There were eight of us, all part of Maeve’s weight-loss program. I wasn’t the fattest in the group, but I wasn’t the thinnest either. In terms of confidence, we were all on a level-playing field: as in, almost no confidence. I felt embarrassed to be there, though I wasn’t quite sure why. I guess it just seemed humiliating to be admitting to so many people—even strangers—that I wasn’t happy with the way that I looked… And it was probably the same for the rest in that group session. Nobody made eye-contact. Most gazes stayed on the ground.

And that embarrassment was quadrupled when Maeve had us do one of those beep-tests, which included having to do ‘burpees’ every thirty seconds.

Luckily, I wasn’t the first one to go down. I made it a full minute longer than the woman who crashed down first. But she didn’t puke. I puked. It was embarrassing, having everyone look over at me while I spewed into the garbage can.

At least I made it to the garbage can.

Then I fell to the ground and lay lifeless for a long while, while everyone finished the rest of that beep test.

Finally, a hand reached down to help me up, but it wasn’t Maeve’s hand. It was a bit softer. The fingers were a bit thicker. I looked up and saw a pretty face smiling down at me, with big cheeks and long false lashes. “Do you need a hand?”

She helped me up and then offered me a paper towel to wipe the puke from the side of my lips.

I turned red.

“You did good,” she said. “Better than I did last time.”

“Thanks,” I said.

She reached down to pull her tight shirt down over her belly. She flushed with embarrassment, seeing that I was looking down at her—but I was only looking down because my body was so exhausted that I could barely hold my head up.

“Well… good luck with the rest of the class,” she said nervously, and then she went off.

It wasn’t until a minute later, once I’d caught my breath, that I had a chance to really look at her. She wasn’t as big as me, but she was overweight. But even chubby, she was pretty. She had big glossy eyes and beautiful blonde hair, which was tied into a cute Daisy Duck style ponytail.

Later, once we were moving onto strength exercises as a group, I heard Maeve call to her as Zelda. “Two more, Zelda! You’ve got this! Don’t give up. I know it’s hard, but you’ve got this!”

Then it was my turn. Everyone watched as I took my turn doing the ‘ab destroyer’ routine. The sharp pain my my gut was miserable, and the constant jumping up to my feet had me feeling weak.

Embarrassingly, I fell over and puked again.

Maeve threw a roll of paper towel at me and said, “Take your time, Bobby. You did great.” She smiled at me.

It was Zelda who came over, dripping sweat. She reached out her hand and helped me up again. “Thanks. I appreciate it,” I said.

“Is this your first group session?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“You did good,” she said. “I mean it. I didn’t make it nearly as far as you. I’m on my third month now.”

Then, she took out her phone and showed me a picture of her three months earlier. She’d amazingly lost thirty pounds in that time. “Wow,” I said. Yes, Zelda was still ‘fat’ like me, but compared to her before picture, she looked like a Sports Illustrated model now.

“It gets better,” she said. “And it’s worth it.”

When I looked into her eyes, she shied her gaze away, and that was the end of our conversation.

I will admit that I stole a couple of glances at her before the end of the session. There was something appealing about her. Maybe it was the fact that she could relate to what I had gone through, and what I was going through.

I didn’t think much more into it, because the nausea and exhaustion came back with a vengeance after our ‘warm down’ on the elliptical. I cancelled the rest of my Saturday plans and I went home to lay on the couch, hoping some rest would make me feel better—but it didn’t. I had to force myself to drink that protein shake—and then again at dinnertime.

Ugh—the last thing you want when you feel sick and exhausted is a big glass of milk thickened by a chalky powder.

But I drank it. Then I groaned my way over to my bedroom. I pushed the next DVD into the machine, and I strained through that ‘strength-building’ yoga, which included sit-ups and pushups and planks as well as tedious deep stretches.

“Now let’s wind down in baby pose,” said a twenty-year-old Maeve. I dozed off. I didn’t even make it to my bed. That night, I slept like a lump on my bedroom floor, on that yoga mat. If someone had looked in through my bedroom window, they would have surely thought that I had been murdered, slumped forward like that.

It was 3:00 AM when I woke up. On the screen was an image of Maeve, a bit distorted and frozen. The DVD must have had a scratch on it.

I had enough energy to make it into my bed. I had enough energy to take a look at that screen before dozing off again. Maeve was dressed… well, I’ll just say it honestly: she was dressed like a whore. My eyes lit up; that’s now how she was dressed for the yoga segment. She must have changed outfits for the last part of the video.

My God, she really was stunning. She was wearing a skintight lingerie romper, and the lace detailing was fine and dainty, so it was mostly see-through. I could see her plump nipples and her big, dark areolae. “Damn,” I whispered. Even her slit between her legs was somewhat visible through that dainty outfit. Her little tuft of pubic hair was cut into a perfect little rectangle on her pubic bone.

An energized version of myself would have probably masturbated to such a sight… but I had no energy at all. I fell asleep, and when I woke up, I was convinced that it had been a dream. Now, the screen was blue and the DVD player had turned itself off.

A part of me was tempted to load that disk back up and skip through the video to see Maeve dressed like a whore—but I knew that it just couldn’t have been a real memory; I knew that I would just waste fifteen minutes of my life.

Body sore, I chugged one of Maeve’s super-recovery energy drinks. I did some stretches Maeve had taught me, to loosen up sore thighs—but my abs were the real culprit. I groaned loudly.

Thankfully, it was a day off. Well—it was mostly a day off. Maeve still wanted me following those nightly videos on my day off, and she still wanted me drinking those protein shakes, regardless of whether or not I was hitting the gym.

So it didn’t quite feel like a day off. Drinking those big shakes was actually harder without a workout in the mix. The workout burned calories and worked up an appetite. But without the appetite… something about three big pints of thick milkshake seemed daunting.

But I did it.

I was starting to think that there was something in that protein powder that was making me sleepy—the same chemical that you get from a big turkey dinner. People do drink warm milk before bed to help them sleep, right? I would guess the same chemical at play there would be at play in cold milk… and I was drinking a lot of it. After each shake, I always felt a bit sleepy, and that sleepiness was always way stronger at nighttime after a long day. Without that shake, I could have probably made it through a whole DVD—but three weeks into my training program, I still hadn’t made it to the end of a single DVD.

In fact, I was starting to need those DVDs to fall asleep. It was almost like my brain had been programmed to require the sound of Maeve’s voice to lull me to sleep. It had become like a Pavlovian response. Sometimes the sound of her voice in the gym even started to make me feel sleepy.

That Sunday night was no different. I struggled to stay awake through the yoga, and then I made it through maybe ten minutes of the motivational speech before I was asleep.
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Hey sexy thing, imagine yourself in barely-there lingerie and I swear I'm so damn turned on I can barely breathe without thinking about how sexy you look in those little fucking garments. Damn girly girl, you're straight-up temptation, a goddess of sin. Oh God, seeing you all dolled up just makes me want to touch myself. I just want to stick my fingers in my little pussy and gush all over my bed sheets.

I mean it, I can barely see straight without imagining you saucy minx in that itty-bitty lingerie. You make men hard wherever you go. When they see you, they imagine fucking you—their big, hard dicks standing at attention. Damn girl, you're temptation made manifest, my sexy devil temptress…

I barely even know what to do when I lay eyes on you. I’m so damn aroused. Fuck… I swear I can barely breathe without imagining you in that almost-nonexistent lingerie. My nipples are so fucking hard.

You have to admit how irresistible you'd look with a face full of makeup. I swear I can barely breathe without thinking about just how damn sexy you'd look, makeup making you even more irresistible.

Maybe tomorrow, you can try a little bit of makeup on. Go ahead and buy yourself some makeup: a little treat for yourself. You’ll love it. You’ll love seeing your eyes so big and glossy… your lips so plump and ready to suck throbbing, veiny cocks. I want to feel those glossy lips against my wet little pussy. I want to feel that girly tongue of yours inside of my cunt, sliding around, making me wetter and wetter. Oh God, I’m so wet for you right now, baby.

Makeup. You’d look so hot in makeup…

[image: ]



I had strange dreams that night. All of that milk… all of that exhaustion. It’s weird what your brain can conjure up in a state like that.

Those dreams left me with a curious sense of dread throughout that morning, but I managed to shake it off by the afternoon. Soon, like most dreams, they were forgotten entirely.

It was chest day, which was the hardest muscle group for me. I guess I’d never had a very strong chest. I’d always been insecure about my torso in general—but my chest most of all.

Maeve had me pushing relatively light weight, but lots of reps. “I’m just going to use the washroom,” Maeve said to me. “Are you good to start the next set on your own in sixty seconds?”

“Sure,” I said.

A moment after she left for the bathroom, a very fit man approached me. He had a curious look on his face, first looking at me, and then inspecting the setup. He eyed the weight on the bar, and I felt my cheeks turning dark red. I could tell that he was judging my weakness. “What’s your goal?” he said with a gruff voice.

“I’m, uh, just trying to be healthier,” I said. It was hard looking him in the eye.

I don’t know why, but my gaze moved down to his crotch. It was the weirdest impulse, which only lasted a moment. I saw the contour of his dick in his shorts, and I found myself imagining it out in the open: throbbing, veiny…

I shook my head to reject that mental image, and then I looked back at his face.

“Aren’t you interested at all in building some muscle?”

“I, uh, actually just want to lose weight right now.”

“Well it doesn’t matter what you do here for that. Weight loss is accomplished in the kitchen. All you’re really doing with weight that low is… tiring yourself out. I mean… maybe if you did that every day for, like, ten years, you would get a bit stronger. You should look into the science, man.”

Then, I heard Maeve. “Hey! Excuse me, but can I help you?” She was rushing over with a narrow-eyed glare. “Do you need something?”

“I was just telling your friend that he should up his weight.”

“His weight is fine. He’s on a program. Mind your business.” Maeve had a totally different tone now, almost as if she was hissing at the man.

“If he ups his weight and stresses his muscles, his body will burn more of his fat stores to create muscle mass. He will lose fat faster⁠—”

Maeve didn’t let him finish. “I’m a personal trainer. I’ve been doing this for over twenty years.”

“Me too,” the man said.

“I’ve never seen you before.”

“I usually train out of Newport. My client asked me to train her here today. But I’ve been watching you with your client, and I just wanted to understand what you were trying to do with him⁠—”

“I’m trying to mind my own business!” Maeve snapped.

The two had a tense standoff, staring at each other. Then, the man reached into his pocket and pulled out a business card, which he tried to hand to me. Maeve reached out and snatched it, and then ripped it in half before saying, “How dare you try to poach my client right in front of me!”

“With all due respect, I don’t think you have any idea what you’re doing.”

“Go get fucked,” Maeve growled. It was a side of Maeve I’d never seen before… but at the same time, I didn’t blame her. The man was clearly trying to poach me as a client—and he gave that away by trying to pass me his business card. I wasn’t fond of shady business practices like that. Maeve had built her reputation over decades. Maeve had been on my radar for a few years before I approached her about training me. This guy… I had no idea who he was either, and the Newport gym was actually closer to my house.

Maybe he just wants to dress me up like a baby-doll and fuck me hard in the locker room. He probably wants to push me down to my knees. He probably just wants me to massage his veiny cock with my plump lips, all smothered with gooey gloss.

“Bobby?” Maeve said.

“Huh?”

“You’re way behind on your next set. Let’s go. On the bench.”

With a chill creeping down my spine, I got onto the bench.
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Keep shaving your cock. It looks so much cuter all smooth and hairless. It’s such a pretty little clitty.

And that ass is starting to look so hot. It’s getting firmer and rounder. God, I just want to spank it. I want to spank it so hard that I can see the red imprint of my hand right on it. And then I want to stick my finger up your tight little hole and I want to make you squirm and scream as I push it in and out. You want it too, you little slut.

My God, you would look so cute in a little pink skirt, with some tight white panties underneath. Or maybe no panties underneath, so that you’re ready and available for any guy who wants you—any stranger who feels like fucking you can just pull you off the street and penetrate you in some alleyway. You know you would like it, sliding in and out of you. You’re a slut after all.

You crave cock. You crave the attention of men—and women. You want to eat pussy. You want me to go down on you and eat out your little hole. You want me to put on my strap-on so I can fuck you senseless. I would leave your hole gaping for days. You might have to wear a diaper for a while so you don’t ruin your panties.

God, you’re such a perfect little slut. And you’re only going to be more perfect…
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More weird dreams. I read online that it’s one of the most common symptoms of over-exhaustion. I called Maeve and asked her if maybe we needed to pump the breaks a bit. I was worried that I would stop seeing results if I wasn’t well rested enough. “I’m hardly getting any quality sleep,” I told her. “I’m just having weird dream after weird dream.”

“If you’re dreaming, you’re sleeping, and if you’re sleeping, you’re resting. You’re fine, Bobby,” she said to me. “Let’s just keep working at it. Look at your day-one photos, and then look at yourself in the mirror and see the progress you’ve made.”

I followed the order. I looked at the old photos and then I looked in the mirror. She was right; my gut was smaller. The scale showed good progress too. Maybe I did just need to keep trusting her, because it was working; I’d lost more weight in the past month than in any month in my entire life. Yes, I was tired, but I wanted to be thin. I had to just trust her.

That afternoon, we met outside of town for our gym session. It was a long drive. It was raining, but warm, with the odd cool gust of wind. It had been a long time since I’d been hiking—at least I thought she was taking me hiking.

When I got to our meetup point, I was surprised to see that she had some flags set up in a muddy field. “Something different today,” she said with a smile and a little bubbly bounce.

The sound of her youthful voice summoned strange thoughts into my head. God, she looks good in that little sports bra. I wonder how cute she feels. I wonder if I would feel that cute in the same outfit.

“What’s all this?” I asked, looking down at all of the little red flags.

“It’s a simple exercise, but it’s much harder than it looks. See that bin? You have to run to grab a flag, and then you have to return it to the bin—one flag at a time. The workout is over once all of the flags are returned.”

“That’s it?”

She giggled. “It’s not as easy as you think.”

There were only about fifteen flags, none further than fifty yards away. “Okay, whatever,” I said.

“Go ahead and start,” she said.

I started jogging towards the first flag—and then I crossed the hard ground into the mud. My foot sank. It took a great deal of effort to pull my foot up to take my next step. I strained to take step after step. I groaned after one particularly deep gush of mud.

I felt the mud getting into my shoes.

It took a whole five minutes to trudge the flag back to the basket. “I can’t run. This is as fast as I can move,” I told her.

“That’s fast enough,” she giggled. “It’s not a running drill.”

For some reason, as I gazed at Maeve, I imagined her wearing a strap-on dildo. I imagined her fucking her girlfriend hard in the ass. I felt my face turning red.

“Do you need something, Bobby?” she asked.

“N—No,” I said. So I continued on. I went for the next flag, hitting another deep patch of mud, which glued my feet down tediously. I groaned grunted. It wasn’t easy to lift my feet; it was like there were fifty-pound weights tied to each foot.

And by the fifth flag, I was wheezing for air. I was already spent, unsure of how I was going to get the rest of the flags.

I kept trying. Then, I slipped and fell into the mud. I was covered, head to toe. I spat mud and wiped mud off of my eyelids.

Maeve just giggled. “Push yourself Bobby. Don’t worry about your clothes! It’s just mud.”

I kept going. I fell again and again. I had to crawl in some areas where the mud was particularly slippery. I was a mess, and there was nothing graceful at all about my approach.

But finally, I finished. She gave me ten minutes to sit in the grass to catch my breath. Then, she handed me a towel.

“Thanks, but my clothes need more than a towel,” I said sarcastically.

“I have an outfit you can borrow,” she said. “In my car, if you want.”

I laughed. “I doubt I would fit your size.” I looked at her body. She was surely a size zero.

“It’s actually an outfit that was left in my car by another client a long time ago. It’s too big on her now and she doesn’t want it back. I’ve been meaning to drop it off at a donation bin, but it just keeps slipping my mind. I’ll go grab it.”

I blushed. “I don’t know if I want to wear some chick’s clothes.”

“Oh, get over yourself. They’re just clothes. Get undressed and towel off. I’ll get the clothes.”

I stripped down to my boxers. I towelled off. When she was coming back, I saw her eyeing my body. I blushed. She’d seen me in my boxers before, during our consultation where she took measurements and whatnot.

She held out a little pink outfit: pink short-shorts and a pink tank top.

I laughed. “I can’t wear this.”

“Yes, you can,” she said. “You have to wear something for our cooldown. It’s this or the mud clothes. Don’t be so insecure, Bobby. It’s just clothes.”

I blushed. I looked at the pile of mud, which contained my clothes somehow. I groaned.

You’ll look fucking hot in those little shorts and you know it. You want to see yourself in that cute little outfit. And maybe some hiker guy will see you and want to fuck your slutty brains out.

“Okay, whatever,” I said. I took the clothes and looked around.

“Just change there. I’ll turn my back,” she said.

I quickly shimmied out of the muddy boxers. I towelled my muddy ass and crotch, and then I went to put on the shorts. I noticed that there was a pair of panties all wrapped up in them: pink lacy panties.

Put them on. She’s not looking. You want to know how they feel, and now’s your chance. She won’t know you’re wearing panties. You’re going to look so fucking cute. Guys are going to get so hard when they see you…

I put the panties on and then slid up the little shorts. My heart was racing. I shimmied into the tight tank top, which had thin little straps.

Maeve turned back to look at me. She smiled. “Cute,” she said. My heart raced. Why did she just say cute?

I didn’t want to hear ‘cute’. I wasn’t trying to be ‘cute’. I bit my tongue and looked away awkwardly. Then, we went for a ‘cooldown hike’.

Near the end of the hike, she looked down at my legs and said, “Most of my clients shave their legs. Men and women.”

“Why?” I said.

“Better athletic performance,” she said. “Believe it or not, body hair actually increases wind resistance with running, and water resistance with swimming. Plus, it just looks better in my opinion. Lots of guys shave their legs these days.”

I laughed awkwardly. “Next you’re going to tell me to paint my nails.”

She laughed. “No, no. Seriously though. If I were you, I would shave my legs. I think it would help you out—even just with leg curls and extensions.” To be fair, I really did hate the way that the leg curl machine and the leg extension machine tugged on my leg hair; it did hurt a little bit, and I was already developing little bald spots on my legs from the countless reps she had me doing on those machines.

And you would be so much hotter with smooth legs…

“Good workout today, Bobby,” she said with a smile. She put her hand on my body: right on my lower back, above my bum. It was a weird gesture; I don’t think she’d ever touched me like that before, unless she was correcting my form. “You did really well.”

“Thanks,” I said, voice cracking slightly.

She stared into my eyes. Her cheeks turned a curious shade of pink. I cleared my throat and stuttered before saying, “I should get home.”

“Don’t forget your shakes,” she smiled. “And you’re still watching those videos, right?”

“Every night.”

“Good to hear.”
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You can’t know unless you try it.

Go ahead and buy one for yourself. Just slip into one of those naughty shops and buy a big fake cock for a few bucks. Don’t worry about buying lube; you know you want to practice sucking it.

Suck it until your spit is dripping off of those silicone balls, and then push it up into that tight sissy hole. Push it deep and then bounce on it hard. It’s going to feel so, so good. You’ll want it inside of you all the time.

And you’ll look so good, dressed up in lingerie, on your hands and knees, lips glossed with pink. You sound so cute when you moan. You sound so hot when you scream. Push it deeper—as deep as you can push it. God, doesn’t that feel good? Would you let me fist you? I’d love to get my whole fist into your little sissy asshole.

I want to hear you moan. You sound so cute when you moan…

I’d love to watch you suck a real cock. I’d love to put a collar around your throat, and then just watch you suck a man until he’s cumming in your mouth. I wouldn’t have to make you swallow; you would do that voluntarily, because you’re a slut. You would love the taste—but it’s me you really want…

You really want to eat me out. You want to taste the sweetness of my pussy. You want me to stick my fist into your tight asshole. I would make you moan louder than any man could.

We could find a man to fuck us together. He could fuck me in my pussy and then he could fuck you in your hole. Then he can cum hard inside of me and you can lick his cum out of me, swallowing every drop.

Wouldn’t you like that?

I had to miss my training session the next day. I was sore all over, but not because of the training—though Maeve insisted when I phoned her that it was just muscle soreness. I could tell that this was something different; I could tell that this was fever pain.

There was a weird lightheaded sensation that wouldn’t go away, and a sort of sharp pain in one of my organs near my stomach—maybe my liver. I just felt like something was wrong, so I spent the day waiting to see a doctor at the emergency hospital.

The doctor seemed genuinely worried about my symptoms. “Have you been taking any new medications?” he asked.

“No,” I said. “Well—protein powder. Does that count?”

He shook his head. “No, that should be fine. Any other supplements? I see that your weight is down considerably since the last time you were seen by a doctor. Have you taken anything over the past few months, like Ozempic?”

“No,” I said.

“We’ll run some blood tests and see if anything seems off.”

I had to wait two long hours for the blood tests to come back. Then, the doc saw me again. “No signs of any illnesses. I’m guessing you’re just experiencing a mix of fatigue and a bit of a cold. Colds can feel brutal when you’re exhausted. It’s important that you’re getting enough rest each night. If you put too much stress on your body, you’re compromising your immune system.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling relieved that this was nothing serious.

“One other thing,” he said, lifting a finger. “I ran a full spectrum test of your blood, and I actually found that your testosterone is quite low. It’s actually low enough that it could cause some issues with your health. Obviously your sexual health could be affected, but also your muscle strength and bone density. You mentioned that you feel weak. You also mentioned that you’ve been going to the gym every day for about a month. Well, your low testosterone could be making you exhausted faster, and the more exhausted you get, the more rest you need—and you’re not getting the right amount of rest. Would you be open to taking a testosterone supplement?”

“Um, I guess so,” I said.

“I’ll make up a prescription. We’ll run a trial for a few weeks to see if your energy improves.”

He had to show me how to inject the testosterone myself, which made me uncomfortable. “You’ll get used to it,” he said.

Maeve called me when I was driving home. “Any update?”

“Actually, yes,” I said. “It was good that I went to the doctor. He ran a blood test and found that my T-levels were super low, so he is having me start a testosterone injection, daily. It should really help with my endurance and overall performance.”

“No,” she said suddenly, almost sounding out of breath. “Whatever you do, do not take that testosterone, Bobby.” There was a darkness to her voice: a seriousness that made me tense up all over.

“Why not?”

“Just look it up for yourself when you get home. Your T-levels might be low, but an injection is absolutely not the answer. The moment you take one of those injections, you’ll have to take them every day for the rest of your life. That’s not even mentioning the potential for kidney and liver damage. Just go ahead and look up life expectancy for people who take testosterone, Bobby.”

“O—Okay,” I said. But I really felt like I should listen to my doctor, and not to a personal trainer. The doctor seemed so confident. He didn’t point out any serious side effects. He never mentioned me having to take it for the rest of my life…

But maybe I did need to do more research.

You don’t want to take testosterone. You should ask your doctor for estrogen. You should start letting your body grow some cute titties, and let your facial hair fade away. Let your skin be soft and smooth so men can have more fun with you.

Maeve was possibly right. When I got home, I looked up the potential complications, and there were many. Also, it seemed like many doctors agreed that there are natural ways to boost testosterone production.

Shave your legs. Nobody is around. Put on those little panties. Put on those girly short-shorts. Enjoy yourself.

I don’t know why, but I stripped down in my bedroom and I went to the bathroom. Maeve had suggested I shave my legs, and I just wanted to see if it would feel any different.

I did it. I did it slowly. My hands started trembling when I saw how smooth and pretty my legs looked. I didn’t know where to stop shaving, so I shaved everything: butt crack, balls, and the stubble that had grown around my shaft. I shaved my armpits too, out of of curiosity.

Then I blushed all over, knowing that Maeve would see my smooth pits and wonder why I did it. I could come up with an excuse… She told me to shave my legs, after all; I could just tell her that I thought she meant all of my body hair.

I shaved my arms while I was at it.

I hardly had to shave my face. My facial hair had always grown slowly and come in faint—but now, it seemed more thin and faint than ever.

You’re getting sleepy. It’s time to lay down. It’s time to fall asleep and dream about being your ideal self: a hot slut who’s available for any man who wants her…

It’s okay. Leave the panties on. Leave the little shorts on. Nobody will see you. They’re comfortable, and there’s nothing wrong with admitting it. Just imagine how lingerie would feel on your pretty body…

I spent a few minutes in front of the mirror in the morning. My body was definitely changing, putting a smile on my face. My gut no longer seemed like a ‘big belly’. Instead, it just seemed… pudgy. My waist had narrowed significantly, though the narrowed waist really seemed to make my hips look wider.

My ‘man boobs’ were less… floppy. They were starting to ‘lift’ up, shrinking a tiny bit, but more than anything, they had become more ‘full’. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not. I mean—I looked less ‘fat’, but they now looked more like boobs than man-boobs. My nipples seemed bigger. I was sure that they were bigger. They were a bit plump, and harder. They made wearing clothes tricky, because they poked through every shirt I owned.

You need a bra. Something cute. Something lacy.

Maybe it was the lack of body hair… but my body actually looked kind of girly. Maybe shaving everything was a mistake. What’s worse in the eyes of a potential mate? Looking fat, or looking feminine?

None of my clothes fit right anymore. I only had one pair of pants that actually stayed up. So I decided to head to the thrift shop, to get some temporary outfits for this particular stage of my weight loss.

I grabbed a couple pairs of jeans, a couple sweaters, and some shirts: all XL, which was the smallest size I’d fit since I was in the tenth grade.

It felt good, sifting through those XL racks—looking over and seeing guys in the XXL and XXXL aisles where I used to be. I really did owe Maeve for all of this…

On my way to the checkout, I noticed the racks of consignment lingerie. I saw the size dividers—and I saw that XL label.

Lingerie in your size. It’s there for you. And it’s practically free. Who cares if some other whore wore it before you. Be honest with yourself: that turns you on. You probably won’t even wash it before putting it on, imagining that whore’s pussy excretions rubbing against your sissy cock. Maybe some dude came in her and that cum dripped out of her into those panties.

I sauntered over to the rack of lingerie, heart racing. I had no idea why I was there. I had nobody to buy lingerie for. But for some reason, I was compelled to feel the fabrics.

Those outfits were so soft. They felt so… nice. I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to sleep in something so soft, so tight.

“Can I help you with anything?” asked a female employee.

Turning red, I said, “Um—just looking for my, uh, girlfriend.”

“That’s really sweet,” she said. “If you need anything, let me know.”

I grabbed a red lace romper. “I’ll just grab this,” I said, heart pounding.

She smiled. I took the romper to the checkout with the woman and ten minutes later, I was in my apartment, holding it in my hands. It was mine. But why did I buy it?

Because you want it. Because it belongs on your sexy body. Because you’re a sissy slut and you need to have it. You need to have so much more. You need miniskirts. You need dresses. You need stockings and fishnets and makeup.

I got naked. I put the romper on. It fit perfectly. It actually made me look a bit thinner. I blushed. I ran my hands down my body, feeling my curves. The way the romper held my ‘man boobs’ made them look frighteningly like real breasts.

I caught myself smiling. Why was I smiling?

Because you like it. You love it. You want more. You need more. You want to put on makeup and let your hair grow long. You want someone to hold you down and thrust hard into your body. You want to be a vessel for the pleasure of men: strangers who want you for nothing but your tight hole. Let them spank you. Let them choke you. Let them spit on you and piss on you and cum on your face: whatever makes them feel good. And you’ll be satisfied because you know you’re giving them whatever they want.

I wore the romper during my DVD session. I fell asleep in it, and I have to admit that I felt immensely satisfied. I hate to admit it, but that soft outfit felt so serene. I felt weirdly… sexy, and it was a feeling that I liked…

Though I dreaded the thought that this low testosterone was making me into some sort of crossdresser. I hated the thought of being that guy who sneaks a pair of panties under his jeans. I would hate to be that guy who sneaks into the girl’s change room to snag nickers. I hated to think that I was on the path to absolute perversion.

You’re already there. You already want to dress like a smoke show, and you want guys to use you. You want girls to use you too—like Maeve. You want to feel her strap-on inside of your body, sliding in and out. You want Maeve to spank your fat ass and make it jiggle. You want her to stick her fist inside of you. You want her to pump you like you’re nothing more than some sex-toy rag doll.

I was sure that things would start to change once I got my testosterone up—and it wouldn’t be long, now that I knew the issue.
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At the grocery store, I bought all of the testosterone boosting foods. I bought the red meats. I bought the zinc pills. I bought the fatty fishes and the eggs and avocados. I bought onions, which I was supposed to eat raw, apparently.

While I was checking out, I looked up and saw a familiar girl working the checkout line. “Hey,” I said, trying for a moment to remember her name. “It’s Zelda, right?”

She smiled. She actually looked a touch thinner than the last time I saw her, at Maeve’s group training session. “That’s right. How are you, Bobby.”

I blushed. She knew my name. Apparently I’d left an impression on her… Well, of course I did: how could anyone forget the guy who puked multiple times at the group session?

“You look good,” I said. “Maeve’s program is really working for you.”

“Oh, thanks. But I, uh, actually left her program,” she said. “Last Monday, I switched trainers. It’s nothing against her program.”

“Oh. I mean—it’s pretty expensive, so I don’t blame you,” I said, not mentioning the fact that I got a big discount; Maeve had asked me not to mention that fact to anyone.

“Yeah, it was expensive. I mean… it kind of worked, I guess, but I just… Anyway—how have you been?”

“Good,” I said.

“You look thinner. Good for you,” she smiled. “I hardly recognized you.”

“I’m trying to follow the program exactly,” I said. “It’s, uh, too bad that you left the program.”

“Yeah. I mean…” She hesitated, looking strangely nervous like she’d witnessed a gang-related murder and she was mustering up the courage to tell the police.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

She looked around. “What are you doing later? Maybe we could… meet at the gym together. The one in Newport. I’m doing a rest-day workout. Just gentle stuff. You should come by.”

“Sure,” I said, though I was sore as hell from my session with Maeve, and I wasn’t sure I could even do a gentle workout. Plus, it wasn’t part of my plan, and I wasn’t supposed to deviate from the plan, even if it was adding more workouts into the mix.

But I met her anyway.

She was a bit awkward at first when I met up with her. She asked if I could spot her, and it probably didn’t help that I wasn’t saying anything myself. She was wearing a pink sports bra over her huge breasts, and I have to admit that it was hard to formulate coherent thoughts with a view right down her top. I know that makes me sound like a total creep, but if you saw just how huge her boobs were, you would possibly understand.

And then there was her self-consciousness, which manifested itself in the form of her constantly covering her stomach with her hands, or pulling up her high-waisted shorts to try to hide the fold of her gut. I understood that problem too well, having an even bigger gut of my own—though I couldn’t understand why she opted to wear something so tight and revealing—unless she was just trying to force herself to be comfortable with her body. Maybe this was her embracing what she had, regardless of whether she was thin or plump.

So these were the thoughts going through my head—of course I couldn’t say any of this out loud without sounding like a total asshole, so I kept my mouth shut.

There was also the awkward feeling that I had been invited on a date, when I thought that she wanted to meet to chat with me about something. The longer we went without chatting about that ‘pressing subject’, the more this felt like I’d been asked out on a date. So that, of course, got me to wondering what she thought of me, and I found myself thinking about what I thought of her. These, also, were thoughts that I couldn’t speak out loud about without making the whole whole scene super awkward.

I did like her. Zelda had a charming innocence about her. I didn’t feel like we had to talk about our lives for me to know that we shared a lot of the same issues, and could relate to a lot of the same life problems. Our life experience was similar. We shared the same self-conscious issues in particular, and it was nice to not feel so alone in that department…

Finally, she was the one who broke the silence. “You should change to this gym.”

“Maeve only works out of the other gym,” I said.

Now, she was staring at me with a blank sort of look. I couldn’t help but think that she suspected I had a ‘thing’ for Maeve, and I didn’t know how exactly to explain that it was irrelevant, since Maeve was a lesbian. “She’s giving me a deal that I just can’t turn down,” I explained.

“Even with the deal…” Zelda started. Then she thought for a moment before saying, “Maeve is crazy expensive. I don’t know what kind of deal you’re getting, but there are trainers here that work for a fraction of what she charges—and I’m sure one of them would match your deal.”

“I’ve already lost a lot of weight with Maeve,” I smiled. “I really don’t mind sticking it out to finish her program.”

Now, she was staring at me again, looking like she had something else to say.

“Is that why you moved gyms?” I asked. “To save some money?”

“I mean… yes… but not just that,” Zelda said, blushing and looking away. “Maeve is… well, I’ll just say it. There are some red flags, and, uh… Yeah…”

“What kind of red flags?” I asked. I suppose I should point out that, on my way into that gym, I noticed the ‘refer a friend and get three months free’ sign. If Zelda did leave Maeve’s program for financial reasons, it was very plausible that she was trying to get me to sign up at this gym for financial reasons as well.

“I’ve heard some weird stories. Maybe you’ve heard them too,” she went on.

“I haven’t heard any weird stories. Like what?”

She blinked a few times, batting her very long false lashes together. “Inappropriate stuff with clients,” she said. “Like… you know—sexual stuff.”

“Did she do anything like that with you?” I asked. I was trying my best not to sound defensive. I didn’t want her to think that I was acting as Maeve’s lawyer, or that I was going to squeal all of this to Maeve and start a bunch of drama. I was genuinely interested in knowing.

“No,” she admitted. “I mean—maybe. There was a weird moment, and that’s when I decided to look into it.”

“Do you mind if I ask what happened?”

“Well…” Zelda looked down at her feet. She pulled up her shorts again, to cover an extra quarter-inch of her gut. “She was helping me to do overhead press with the bar—I think that’s what it’s called anyway. Anyway, she was adjusting my posture so that I had the right technique, and her hands kept going right onto my breasts. She was showing me how to straighten my back, but she kept… groping my breasts. And at one point, she put her hands between my legs when she was demonstrating what a straight line should look like from my chin to my ‘seat’. It was just a bit… weird. She, like, ran her fingers down my… you know. And not just a gentle graze. It was like… she felt it. It was like she was checking to see what I had down there.”

“What do you mean?” I said, baffled. “She…”

“She damn-near tried to finger me,” Zelda said. “If my shorts weren’t so thick, there would have been penetration. Anyway—I’m just saying… it was weird. It could have just been a mistake, but that seems weird. I decided to look into some old reviews, and I found this Twitter account posted by a girl—a girl who used to be a guy. And she claimed that Maeve had hypnotized her using videos or something.”

I laughed. “With her meditation DVDs?” I asked.

“Her what?” Zelda stared at me, eyes slightly narrowed now, as if she really had no idea what I was talking about.

“You know. The meditation DVDs. The ones we have to listen to when falling asleep. They’re, like… hype up videos for the next day. ‘You’re going to do great tomorrow’, and stuff like that.”

She shrugged her shoulders. I guess she didn’t get the DVDs. Maybe that wasn’t part of her program.

“I could see how someone would think that it’s like a hypnosis thing. I guess it kind of is. She talks and helps to guide you asleep after doing yoga. And she says a bunch of positive affirmations. It’s just to keep you in the healthy mindset. It’s not like… nefarious or anything.”

Zelda pulled her shorts up again—and now I was starting to wonder if she thought that I was looking down at her body too much.

“Would you mind if I borrowed one of those discs?”

“She told me to keep them all together.”

“It would just be for my own interest. I would give it right back.”

I felt a bit uneasy about the request, knowing that I’d promised Maeve to keep them with me and not to make copies and not to share them… but what was the harm in letting her watch a motivational video from the 90s?

“I guess I’ve just heard some weird things. And… I don’t know. Maybe there’s no evidence of any of it, and maybe I’m just spreading fake information. I just don’t want anything to happen to you.”

I smiled and shook my head. “It’s all good, Zelda. I appreciate the heads up. I’ll keep my guard up. And sure—you can swing by and grab one of the videos.”

The hypnotism claims were just crazy. But her saying that Maeve had touched her inappropriately… maybe I could believe that. I knew that Maeve was a lesbian, and maybe she got the wrong idea from Zelda. I mean—Zelda was dressing somewhat provocatively at the gym (not that that’s an invitation for sexual misconduct). I’m not excusing Maeve’s alleged behaviour, but I could see Maeve getting the wrong idea. After all, when I showed up for this gym session and saw Zelda dressed in that little tight outfit, I went straight to the assumption that she was trying to catch my eye. I went straight to the assumption that she was romantically interested in me—and maybe sexually too.

But now, I was starting to think that she was just trying to embrace her own body.

We continued working out together, and eventually talked about other things: our childhoods, movies we liked, music we listened to. We had more in common than I was expecting. I was honestly surprised by how much of the same music we liked.

It kind of started to feel like a date near the end of the session. And I will admit that I entertained the idea of changing gyms so that I could have Zelda as a workout partner.

But I just couldn’t ditch Maeve and her amazing program just yet…
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All of her clothes would fit you perfectly… and she has so many amazing outfits hiding in her closet. Just think of all of the spicy lingerie pieces bought for her by past lovers. She probably wore them while they fucked her brains out and made her scream. Those outfits are probably stained with the white streaks of their cum from messy pull-outs to oozing creampies. And those outfits could be on your body. Those little panties could be hugging your sissy cock so tightly…

Just go and visit her house. When she’s in the bathroom, go and snatch a couple pairs of panties. Feel what it feels like to be so curvy and feminine like her. Take some pictures and post them online for men to jerk off to. Get men to send you photos of their erections, dripping with thick white globs of cum: cum for you.

And maybe one would want to meet up with you. You’re pretty enough. A little bit of makeup… grow your hair out just a little bit longer. Your boobs are already coming in so nicely. Don’t you just love to squeeze them? Don’t you just love to pull on your nipples? Don’t you just want to feel a thick veiny cock sliding between those freshly-sprouted titties? Imagine that big cock pulsing and spraying thick cum onto your face, into your mouth.

You want to taste cum, don’t you?

We could get a man to play with us. He could fuck you in your tight asshole and then he could cum in my pussy. You could eat me out and taste his cum. You’re a dirty whore and you would love it: that thick cum smeared all over your lips, your nose, your chin. It’s a bitter taste, but you like it. We could smear that cum all over my strap on and use it as lube while I fuck you. Would you like that? A stranger’s cum smeared all over a thick toy, sliding in and out of you.

I want to fuck you so badly. A girl as pretty as you needs a hard fucking every once in a while…

[image: ]


I woke up to bit of a mess, though I wasn’t upset about it. I’d apparently had a wet dream. My sheets were wet and sticky with cum. But it was apparently a good sign, according to the internet. Wet dreams are an indicator of rising testosterone levels.

I did a bit of work that morning before going to the gym for my workout. I was really getting used to drinking those protein shakes. In fact, I was probably drinking them more than I was drinking water.

It was another hard session, but my body was adapting. Maybe I was getting fitter. I made it through all of the exercises without having to stop for an extended break.

Maeve surprised me at the end of the session with a firm spank on the butt, making me gasp. “Great work,” she giggled. I couldn’t help but think of Zelda’s sexual misconduct accusations, but I didn’t see it like that; I think in the world of sports and fitness, butt-spanks are usually just a way of saying ‘good job’. Right?

“Go home and drink your protein,” she said to me. She eyed me up and down, and her eyes twinkled. “You’re looking so good,” she said.

And over the next few weeks, those looks of admiration only became more obvious. They seemed so genuine. She really did look impressed by my progress.

It was a Friday afternoon when I got a message from Zelda. “Hey, Bobby! I’m having a little party tonight with some gym friends. It would be cool if you came. It’s just a little celebration of hitting my first big weightless goal. I’m officially under 200!”

I went to the party. It was the first time I’d seen Zelda in nearly a month, and I have to say that I was stunned at the sight of her. She had lost a good deal of weight since I’d last seen her. She was still on the chubby side… but damn—she was looking cute.

She was wearing a little black dress at the party. I didn’t want to come across as creepy, so I did my best not to stare at her too much… but it was hard not to look at her.

She looked fantastic.

And, well… her dress was quite low cut. And while she’d lost a ton of weight, it didn’t seem like she’d lost any weight in her chest at all. Her boobs were bulging, like they belonged on the cover of some Playboy magazine.

When she came to chat with me, I could feel that my face was turning dark, dark red. I managed to keep my gaze up, though it was strangely hard to look into her sparkling eyes. “Thanks so much for coming, Bobby,” she said to me.

“My pleasure,” I said.

She blushed and said, “Have you thought more about switching gyms. I’d love to have a workout partner.”

And damn… I was considering it now. Was she really interested in me? Or was this just her ‘flirty’ personality deceiving me the way it had possibly deceived Maeve?

“Want to see my place?” she asked.

Giving me the tour of her little house did seem like an excuse to get me alone. It felt like she wanted an excuse to get closer to me, and that honestly made me feel good. Maybe the weight I’d lost had helped me to be more attractive. Maybe I was going to start getting the attention of women more often…

And men. Men are starting to notice your curvy figure. They’re starting to lust over your sprouting tits and your tight ass. You look so fuckable. And you would look even better in a tight little lingerie outfit. Why not sneak into her bedroom and see what she has?

I noticed a stack of boxes near her back door. “Did you just move in?” I asked.

She giggled. “No. Believe it or not, that’s all clothes that don’t fit me anymore. I was going to load them up and drop them off at Value Village or something. I’m officially a large. No more X’s on my tags. It’s a great feeling; I’m not going to lie.”

“Congratulations. Oh—and if you want, Value Village is on my way home. I can drop that stuff off for you.”

“Really? You don’t have to do that,” she smiled.

“I’d be happy to.”

She blushed. “Well, if you do, just take the boxes with the red marker. The other one is just, like, old underwear. They won’t take that at Value Village. I was going to take that to a dumpster.”

“I can do that for you too,” I said. “Seriously; I’m happy to do it.”

“You’re really sweet, Bobby.”

I smiled. I felt my face turning an even darker shade of red.

My heart was racing as I lugged the boxes to my car.

You’re going to look so cute. You’ll have so many outfits to try on. Go back into her house. Go to her bedroom. I bet anything that there’s a big, fat dildo in her nightstand. She might notice it missing, but she’ll never suspect you took it.

Later that night, while everyone was chatting in the kitchen, I went to use the bathroom. Coming out of the bathroom, I saw into Zelda’s opened bedroom. After my heart skipped a beat, I went in, quickly. I went right for the nightstand. Hands trembling, I dug around until I felt something rubbery, thick, and long. I pulled it out and gasped. It was her dildo. I hid it in my own underwear, next to my own cock. Then, I shut the drawer and went back to the kitchen.

“I have to work in the morning,” I said, my voice starting to tremble a little.

Zelda gave me a hug, squishing her big boobs against my chest. “It was really great seeing you,” she said.

“We should meet up sometime. Maybe go for a hike or something,” I said.

Her eyes lit up. “I’d like that.”

I smiled and left, and I raced home. Of course I didn’t stop at Value Village. I hauled those boxes into my place, and then I locked the doors and shut the curtains. Before even taking everything out, I was undressed. I put on the first pair of panties that I found: lacy pink, exactly in my size. I groaned as I slid them up.

My heart was racing so fast. Why did I want to do this? What was compelling me to experiment with crossdressing? It seemed so shameful, so humiliating… but I couldn’t help it.

I slipped into an old black dress, much like the one Zelda had been wearing, but two sizes bigger. It was a bit tight of me... but it felt so good.

I didn’t stop there.

I found a bra, which I put on, getting my ‘man-boobs’ into it. And now, I was really starting to think my man-boobs were no different from real boobs…

I had real cleavage. My tits looked round and… feminine. I blushed all over. The thickness of the bra wasn’t even enough from stopping my nipples from bulging through that dainty dress.

Then, I found little lingerie outfits in that dispose box, with her old underwear. Of course I changed into the outfits. There was a sheer white lace outfit, with Japanese-style flowers covering the nipples and my cock. God, it fit just perfectly. I looked so… curvy. I looked so feminine.

I kept going until 3:00 AM, and then I remembered the dildo. A moment later, I was awkwardly giving that dildo a blowjob. I could taste Zelda’s sweet pussy on it, as if she’d used it earlier that day. My heart raced. My cock became rock-hard for the first time in weeks. I looked down and noticed that my cock was smaller than I remembered… maybe from the weight loss… or maybe from the low testosterone that I was apparently experiencing.

That erection stretched out those panties.

I pulled the panties to the side and brought that dildo down.

Fuck yourself; you know it’s going to feel so good. You know that you want to feel that toy sliding in and out of you. Just do it. Push it in deep. Make yourself moan.

I don’t know where those urges came from, but I obeyed them. I couldn’t ignore them any longer. I just wanted to get this out of my system. Maybe it was a symptom of my low testosterone… but it’s not like I was hurting myself, right? Maybe it was embarrassing and shameful, but I wasn’t breaking any laws or anything…

Well, I did steal that dildo…

Now, I was pushing that stolen toy into my body. I clenched hard and moaned, feeling awkward. Then, I looked to my right at my reflection in the mirror. I blushed. I looked so hot. My God—how was it possible that I could look so feminine?

Watch that mirror while you fuck yourself. Watch how submissive you are. See yourself as a slut. See yourself as you really are.

I pushed it deep and gasped. I watched my lips as they parted. I heard the girly sound escape my mouth.

I really had no idea where any of this was coming from.

But I wanted more. I started pushing the toy in and out. I was so hard now. My cock was throbbing as if it was on the verge of spewing cum everywhere.

Why did this feel so good?

Because it’s what you were meant to do. This is how you’re meant to look. You’re a submissive slut. You should be taking fat cocks in that big ass. My God, you’re such a whore—and it’s perfect. You’re going to be my whore. You’re going to take every cock I tell you to take, and you’re going to eat my tight pussy while men fuck your brains out.

I plunged the toy into myself for a single minute… that’s all it took before my cock was spewing cum all over my bed sheets. I gasped. I turned red. I was so humiliated. The pleasure was so intense… and now, I was starting to wonder if maybe I wasn’t getting this out of my system; maybe I was actually inviting something much bigger in…
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Wear those cute pink panties under your gym outfit, Bobby. Wear that bra under your shirt. And after your session, go and buy that makeup you’ve been fantasizing about. Play around with making yourself even prettier. Men won’t be able to resist you. Just let yourself indulge—just a little bit.

Start with the panties.

I don’t know why, but I wanted so badly to put those panties on under my clothes. I did it. I felt so ashamed of myself for doing it, but I did it.

And the worst thing ever happened at the gym. “We’re doing measurements today, Bobby,” Maeve smiled.

“T—Today? I thought that was next week.”

“We’re going to do it a bit early,” she giggled. “Next week will be busy for me, and I don’t know if I’ll have the extra time. It’s no big deal. Let’s go back and do it.”

I went with her, trying to think of an excuse out of it.

“Go ahead. Strip down to your undies and we’ll get our measurements.”

“Maybe we can do this tomorrow,” I said. “I’ve, uh… had a ton of water today. I’m probably holding a lot of water weight. If I had known we would be measuring, I would have…”

She giggled. “Bobby, don’t be so shy. It’s nothing that I don’t see every day. It’s just like we did last month, and the month before.”

I stood stiff as a board. She walked up and took a knee next to me. She grabbed my shorts and began to shimmy them down. “I hate to rush you along, but I have another appointment in fifteen minutes.”

Then, she exposed the panties. I don’t know why I didn’t try harder to stop her. I was frozen with impending humiliation—too frozen to even jump away from her. And now, that humiliation was being realized. She was staring at my panties…

Zelda’s panties, on my body.

And her reaction was… unexpected. “Aw, you look so cute!” She said. “Please don’t tell me this is why you were so nervous to get undressed? You look good, Bobby. I love a guy who isn’t afraid to wear what he wants.”

“R—Really?” I said.

“I’m not going to lie,” she said. “I’m low-key turned on right now.” She laughed, as if it was a joke. Or maybe she was being sarcastic. Maybe she was just trying hard not to burst out laughing.

I had no excuses. I wanted to have an excuse, but I had nothing. “I don’t ever do this,” I said. “This is the first time.”

“You should keep doing it,” she said. “It’s a cute look.”

Weirdly, her tone seemed genuine.

“They actually make you look a bit thinner.”

Then, she had me take off my shirt. Her eyes beamed at the sight of my chest. “That bra is so cute,” she said with a little gasp. “I love this look on you so much.”

I was too embarrassed to reply. She asked me to wait around after she took my measurements. Then, five minutes later, she returned with a bag. “I want to offer you evening sessions. The gym closes at 8, but I have a key, so we could do, say, 8:30, and it would be a private setting.”

“Okay,” I said. “I mean—if that works for you, I can make whatever work.”

“It’s better for me,” she smiled. “And then, if you want… you can wear that and you don’t have to worry about anyone but me seeing you.” She motioned to the bag. I peeked inside and saw that it was a hot pink workout outfit, in my size.

I turned dark red.

“I don’t know if that’s my thing.”

“Maybe not,” she giggled. “But just try it. You might like it. I think it would look super cute. But… I’m not going to force anything on you. I don’t want you to think I’m trying to mould you into my type or anything.” She blushed and laughed nervously.

“I mean…” I said.

Accept the offer. She think you’re hot as a girl. She wants to suck your sissy cock. She wants you to eat out her dripping wet cunt. Don’t turn down the offer! It might be the only time you’ll ever get a chance to be a raging slut like this.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll, uh, see you tomorrow evening then.”

She smiled. “And don’t forget to keep drinking a protein shake at lunch. How’s your supply, by the way? Do you need a refill?”

“I’m good. I have half a big tub left still.”

“That much? Why so much? Maybe we need to up you to four shakes a day—or put more powder into each shake.”

“Alright,” I said.

“And which video are you on now?”

“I think 70,” I said.

Her eyes lit up. “Oh, perfect,” she said. “Can I just try something?”

“Sure. What?” I asked.

I watched her raise up her hand. She held her fingers in a peculiar way before snapping. Then, she was suddenly hovering over me. She had a concerned look on her face, and there was a bit of a pain on the back of my head. “Bobby, are you okay?”

“Huh?” I said.

There were two men in the room as well, standing over me, looking concerned. I blinked a few times, and then I looked down to see that I was dressed in nothing but Zelda’s undies.

I turned dark red. Why was I laying on the floor?

“You passed out!” Maeve cried. “You were just standing there, and then you blacked out. Please tell me you’re eating before your sessions. It’s seriously so dangerous to workout on an empty stomach. I know you probably think it’s a shortcut to weight loss, but it will just wreak havoc on your body.”

I strained to sit up. I felt my face turning dark red. The men were red in the cheeks. They looked away when I looked at them. I looked away fast, humiliated. I snatched my clothes and scrambled up to my feet. I got dressed quickly, trying not to cry; I was so ashamed.

“Bobby, please don’t worry about that,” Maeve said. “And please don’t stand up so fast. You literally just fainted. You need to be careful. We should get a doctor to look at your head; it practically bounced off the floor. Thankfully it’s foam—but still!”

I stood there awkwardly for a moment, and then I left. I was so embarrassed… and confused.

What happened?

I suppose my heart had been racing aggressively since she had exposed my panties. Maybe I just fainted from embarrassment, like a student fainting on stage from stage fright.

Though I couldn’t help but think about that last moment before I blacked out. Maeve had been holding her hand up in the air, and she was making me stare at her fingers. What was that all about? Did that have something to do with the sudden black out?
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Finally, you get to be a slut with me. Dress up like a whore in dainty lace panties and skintight booty shorts. I’m going to watch your curvy body all evening. I’m going to be staring at your round ass every time you squat. I’m going to feel you all over, and make you feel like a woman.

I’m going to make sure you know that you’re sexy.

And maybe you’ll reward me. Maybe you’ll eat me out like a good slut. Maybe you’ll finger me so that I squirt all over your pretty face.

Would you put on makeup for me? Put on a but of mascara, so I can make it run when I squirt on your face…

And maybe you’ll let me put my fist into you. I will slide it in and out gently, until I know you can take it—and then I’ll really fuck you with it.

We’re going to have so much fun together, Bobby. Just be a slut for me…

I wore a big coat over the female workout clothes. I felt so embarrassed as I stood at that door, waiting for her to let me in. I felt confused. I felt… shocked: shocked because I was actually going through with this.

When she saw me, she looked me up and down with a smile and said, “Are you wearing that outfit I gave you?”

I nodded.

She let me inside and locked the door behind me. “Can I see?”

I carefully took off the coat. I felt so ashamed of myself… but her eyes lit up. She gasped and smiled, and then she bit her lip. “It fits you perfectly, Bobby!”

“Thanks,” I whispered.

It really did fit me perfectly… but it really didn’t seem gym appropriate. The shorts didn’t cover my whole ass. The top had a sheer strip down the middle to show off my ‘cleavage’. When I jogged or jumped, my boobs bounced. I looked into the mirror and turned crimson when I saw my hourglass figure. I couldn’t believe how wide my hips were compared to my waist.

“Is it normal to lose weight in these spots first?” I asked.

“You’re looking better and better every day,” she said.

Then, while I was doing squats, she came up behind me, touching her pelvis to my bum as she reached around me. She put her hands on my chest and gently pulled my chest back. “Straight spine,” she said. “I’ll squat with you.” She kept her hands on my boobs to hold my posture straight.

It was more intimate than she’d ever been with me. I thought about what happened with Zelda… but this could have just been her forming me for proper technique.

But then, when I was sitting on a bench for our dumbbell shoulder press, she did the same thing to me that she had apparently done to Zelda. “You want your chest to be totally straight,” she explained. “From your neck…” She put her hand on my neck, and then she gently started sliding it down towards the bench. “All the way… down.” Her fingers slid across the bulge of my cock in those little shorts.

I still wasn’t quite sure why I was wearing that outfit. Why didn’t I stop myself? Why did I let those crossdressing urges command me like that? Why was I letting them control my actions? Why was I making myself so vulnerable to humiliation?

Her fingers gently clenched my crotch for a brief second before she pulled her hand away. “Got it?” she asked.

I was hard now. I nodded my head quickly.

Next, we went to the bench for bench press. I eyed the clock. It was late: 9:00 PM. “How long are we going?”

“We’ve only been going for twenty minutes,” she giggled.

“I know, but… I have to work tomorrow. Normally our sessions are only forty minutes, right?”

“We might go a bit longer. We’ll see. It depends how much time you waste asking me about the time.” She giggled.

I smiled, and then I blushed, catching another glimpse of myself wearing women’s clothing. I did look cute… it felt nice to look cute. I wanted her to touch me again. I liked when she held my breasts. I liked when she grabbed my cock.

Now, she was putting her hand under me, feeling my bum. “For a perfect bench, you almost want to raise your butt slightly off the bench.” I liked it when she touched me like that: fingers touching the exposed flesh of my bum.

When I was doing my first set, she put her hand on my chest, feeling my heaving breasts. “You should be engaging your chest. Feel your chest muscles contracting as you push.”

Was she feeling me up?

No… That was in my head, right?

She told me to stay laying down between sets. Then, she held her hand over me, and her fingers began to move in a peculiar way.

You want to eat me out so badly. You want me to sit on your face, rubbing my wet cunt and my asshole all over your mouth. I bet you could make me squirt. I’d let you do it to me with your sissy cock and your sissy hole.

Please wear makeup next time. Make yourself as slutty as you possibly can. I want you to be my pet slut. I want to do the naughtiest, dirtiest things imaginable to your perfect body…

“What are you doing?” I asked, laughing nervously.

“What?” she said, pulling her hand back.

“With your hand,” I said.

“I’m just feeling around for this draft. Do you not feel that?” She moved her hand around in the air. “I think one of the heat pumps is turned to air conditioning.”

“I don’t feel anything.” I sat up slowly, and then I noticed the time. I gasped, seeing that it was already 10:00 PM. Where did the time go?

“Are we almost done?”

“One more set, and then you’re done. You’re doing great,” she smiled. “And seriously, Bobby. You look really cute in that outfit. I can sense some embarrassment, but I really don’t want you to feel embarrassed. The whole goal of my program is for you to feel empowered with whatever you want to wear, and whatever you want to be. You should feel confident whether you’re wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt or a cute little woman’s workout outfit.”

I blushed. I said nothing.

“If you want to wear it again tomorrow, I think it’s a great idea. Plus, it’s easier for me to see if you’re engaging your muscles properly. It’s much better for getting an idea of your progress.” She giggled. She had a cute giggle.

And I want so badly to see all of your body. I want to see your titties bouncing. I want to see that sissy cock all squished in those tight little panties where they belong…

When I got home, it was almost 11:00 PM. I really had no idea what had happened to the time.
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Iwoke up in puddles of cum again, as if I’d had not one, but three wet dreams. I was wet and sticky all over, and I remembered vaguely my dreams of being with Maeve.

Or maybe it had something to do with me sleeping in that lingerie that I’d taken from Zelda’s house. Whenever I had that lingerie on, I was so… aroused. The feeling of that tight lace against my skin made my heart race, and it made my cock throb.

So I really had no idea why I insisted on wearing it under my clothes to work—and then I wore the sexiest panties ever underneath my workout gear that evening.

Maeve was wearing something rather revealing to the gym. It wasn’t workout clothes: it was a super low-cut crop top and a scandalous miniskirt made of black leather. She had fishnet stockings on her legs, and heavy eye shadow on her eyes. “Sorry, I’m heading out to a party after this. I know it’s not my normal gym wear.”

I blushed hard. She was stunning. Though, I must admit that she looked somewhat like a prostitute…

It was hard not to look at her bulging breasts when I was doing my sit-ups. It was hard not to look at the cusp of her bum whenever she was turned away from me. And that smell of perfume was so intoxicating.

And then she kept saying things like, “You are so cute. You’re seriously so pretty. Have you ever thought of trying on some makeup? I can give you some. I have some in my purse; I’ll put some things in your bag for you.”

And then, after my session, she stood me in front of the mirror and she used her hands to feel my ass. “You can feel the muscles starting to be more prominent than the fat,” she said. She gave me a good groping.

You’re finally becoming the whore I want you to be… the whore that I’ve always wanted. Please throw yourself at me. I want to feel your tongue inside of me. Be my lesbian lover. I want to suck your fat nipples.

“We should go and take some measurements,” she said to me.

I laughed. “We did that the other day,” I said.

“Yeah. But we can go again,” she said, looking into my eyes. Was she trying to convince me to go and have sex with her? And if so… why was I resisting?

Well, for starters, I was supposed to be meeting with Zelda. We actually had a coffee ‘date’, which I was now late for, and I still had to go home and change. I hadn’t even messaged to tell her that I was running late. Maybe it wasn’t really a ‘date’. I was pretty sure that Zelda just wanted to be friends with me, more so we could hold each other accountable on our weightless journeys.

I was just about to leave when Maeve said, “There’s one more thing.”

I turned to her and said, “What is it?”

Then, she kissed me on the lips. It was a long ten-second kiss: our lips mashing together and our tongues cautiously connecting for a moment before I managed to pull away.

She was looking down at my body. “I—I’m sorry,” she said softly. “I don’t know what came over me.”

It took all of my willpower not to throw myself at her. I knew she wanted it, and I probably wanted it even more than her… but somehow I resisted… for reasons that I couldn’t even comprehend. Why did I resist her? Why was I nervous about being with her? Was there something about her that I didn’t like?

I think it was the sudden memory of Zelda’s warnings. I remembered her face more than her words: that worried look that seemed to suggest that something truly made her feel off about Maeve.

“What’s wrong?” she asked me.

I said nothing. I went straight home. My heart was racing. A part of me was worried that I was sabotaging a potentially amazing thing. A fantasy started to creep into my mind: an image of me and her together. And in that fantasy, I was dressed like a girl; I was wearing a cute little dress, and I felt so… free.

And I had makeup: a bit of eyeliner, some shadow, and a bit of red lipstick. God, I felt so cute!

And crotchless panties so that I can suck your sissy cock. And tall stockings that hug your beautiful chubby thighs…

Do you ever feel like you have voices in your head, or was that just me? Was I going insane? Sometimes it seemed like a little voice was whispering in the back of my mind, trying to convince me to do naughty things… things that I knew I would regret, things that would make me feel shameful…

Like now—that voice seemed to be convincing me to film myself on my hands and knees with Zelda’s dildo, pushing it in and out of my body. So many men would watch that video if I uploaded it. They would ogle me and fantasize about me and wish that they were there, fucking me.

And wouldn’t it feel so good to let them inside of you? You could take them, one at a time. Or hell, two at a time. You’re a slut! You can definitely take two hard, throbbing cocks in you at once. And you would love it so much…

I looked over at that pile of DVDs that Maeve had given me. I had two boxes: a box of watched DVDs, and a box of unwatched. Maeve’s watching instructions were detailed, and I knew that I was supposed to stick rigidly to her watching order…

But now, I was curious. I’d never—after watching over seventy DVDs—made it to the end of one of those recordings. Maybe now, while I still had lots of energy, was my time to see what exactly I was listening to while I slept every night.

I grabbed DVD number seventy-two and slid it into the machine. It started with the usual yoga, so I pressed fast-forward. I didn’t hit play until I noticed something peculiar: Maeve holding up her hand with her fingers in that familiar position. When I unpaused, it was right as she snapped her fingers.

Then suddenly, I found myself sitting up slowly, with a sharp pain in the back of my head. I had fallen and hit my head. Watching Maeve snap her fingers made me black out—again.

Something wasn’t right…

The DVD had ended. An entire eighty minutes of footage had played while I was unconscious… or was I unconscious?

I restarted the movie. This time, I made sure to keep the volume off and look away when Maeve did that thing with her fingers. Then, after a minute, I started to turn the volume back up.

“You’re under my control now,” she said with a grin in her voice, and on her face. “And we’re going to have some fun, like we always do.”

I felt a grin growing on my face. I could feel the influence of her words. I could feel that excitement growing inside of me: excitement that she had implanted into me.

But I knew it wasn’t supposed to be there. I knew that this was wrong. She had done something to me. She had meddled with my brain. But how?

“You’re turning into my perfect girlfriend,” she said. “Your body is starting to look so perfect. You’re turning into a perfect curvy goddess. You’re getting cuter and cuter every day. And today, we’re going to make you feel cuter than ever. Today, we’re going to slip into the cutest lingerie you have. Go ahead and look through everything we’ve bought together. Find the cutest little outfit…”

Suddenly, I was compelled to walk over to my hallway closet where I kept my cleaning supplies. I eyed a box in the back corner. There was a bottle of bleach on it. I’d never noticed it before. But now, I knew to pull it out. I knew that there were clothes in it.

And I was right. I gasped at the sight of clothes I’d never seen before… at least not in my ‘waking state’.

But hearing Maeve’s hypnotic voice, memories were coming back to me. I could remember doing this before: getting dolled up, putting on makeup. There were makeup supplies in that box! And a wig too.

And the sight of that wig suddenly made me remember being out, on the street. I remembered walking in tall heels and fishnets: men pulling up to me, thinking that I was a prostitute.

And my God, I could remember getting into the car with one man. I remembered him taking me to a motel. I remembered giggling as he led me inside. I remembered the excitement.

Did something happen? I rejected the rest of that memory. I didn’t want to know. I wanted to think that I just left. Maybe I did. I could remember leaving. Maybe he saw that I wasn’t all female and he cut me loose. I was lucky that he didn’t go more extreme than that.

How long had this been going on?

“Is your lingerie on?” Maeve’s voice said from the television. “Good. Now find your dildo. I want you to rub it on your body. I want you to close your eyes and feel that hard cock touching your lingerie-clad skin. You were made for sex, after all. You were made for men. You were made for me.”

I was in shock. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I’d been listening to these videos for months. God only knew what Maeve had made me do.

“Now, let’s check out your titties, beautiful,” she said. “Go to the mirror and take them out for me. Are they getting rounder? Are they filling in? Massage your nipples. If you’re taking enough of my protein, you should be able to get a bit of milk out of them; that’s how you know you’re taking enough. Go ahead. Squeeze your nipples. Massage them. Pull on them. Let those little drops of milk fall out. That’s how you know you’re becoming a woman.”

I reluctantly tried it. After a moment of rubbing, little beads of white started to come out from my nipples.

I gasped again.

It felt good… but I knew it was wrong. It was worse than wrong! I was turning into a woman!

Maeve had been feeding me estrogen and progesterone for months—and probably testosterone blockers as well. My body had changed. Now, I could see it more clearly than ever. I couldn’t be in denial about it any longer.

I ran my hands down my curves. I did have to admit that I looked good. I looked feminine. I looked sexy. I preferred looking like this…

Did I? Or did Maeve just make me think that I did?

I heard the crunching of gravel. I saw headlights, and after squinting for a moment, I recognized Maeve’s vehicle. She was at my house, and now, I was starting to panic.
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Iwant to tell you how this whole saga came to an ending, but I’m afraid that it’s not that simple. I can only tell you the account that was given to me by police officers who had taken statements from the various parties. First, I will tell you everything that I remember, which isn’t much.

Maeve knocked on my door. I was afraid to answer. I spent a minute getting the DVD out from the machine and put away so that she wouldn’t know that I was watching ahead. I didn’t want her to know that I’d caught on to her scheme, whatever her scheme was.

I was still very much in shock about the whole thing. I couldn’t understand what Maeve had been up to. Did she create those videos to slowly hypnotize men into being… her girlfriends? I knew that she was a lesbian, but maybe her sexuality was more complex than that. Maybe she wanted certain ‘male parts’ that typical lesbians don’t come equipped with.

Finally, after pacing around in a panic for some time, I decided to answer the door. I blinked a few times before producing a smile. She looked like she’d been crying. “Is something wrong?” I asked.

“Can I come in?” she asked, wiping her eyes.

So I let her in. I wanted to confront her somehow about all of this—and I desperately wanted her to produce some sort of excuse that would make sense, so I wouldn’t have to hate her. I wanted to like her. Hell—I wanted to be with her romantically. She was gorgeous. She was something like every man’s dream woman.

She sat on my couch and then I sat next to her. She told me that she had been in a car accident. “Just now?” I said. “Since leaving the gym.”

She nodded her head. Then, she started to explain what had happened. She was using hand gestures as she told her story, and I didn’t think much of it, until she lifted her hand in the air and said, “Then, the car was coming like this…” I noticed her fingers doing that thing, and I knew that she was about to do it—but I was too late. She snapped her fingers, and that was the extent of my memory.

Nobody really knows what happened over the next thirty minutes. Somehow I ended up in a wig, lingerie, and makeup. And maybe it wasn’t the first time. I was apparently cuddling with Maeve on the couch when Zelda snuck up to the window and peered in.

The scene looked… normal—at least consensual. Apparently, I looked happy, and Maeve looked happier. As Zelda watched, we apparently started to kiss a little bit. That’s when she called a police office who had been investigating Maeve for more months than I’d known her.

Fifteen minutes later, a whole crew of cops were storming the house. They came in and appended her before we went any further than touching and kissing. I was taken to a police station while police officers collected evidence from my house, including those DVDs.

A police psychologist was brought in to ‘wake’ me from my hypnotic state—and that’s when my memory starts again.

I was shocked, waking up in a holding cell with a strange man. I was dressed in lingerie, with a blanket over me, and he was just staring at me. I turned red with humiliation, and then the confusion crashed hard. “What the hell is happening?”

“Before I can explain that, we need to get a full statement from you—and it may take a while…” It did take a while. Two officers came in and the questioning started. They had me start from the beginning, when I met Maeve. They brought me food and coffee. They kept assuring me that I wasn’t in trouble. “Is Maeve in trouble?”

They didn’t answer that question. It turned out, she was in a lot of trouble. It turned out, she’d been doing this to men for decades.

She’d done it to so many men that I was put in touch with a trans woman who managed a remote support group for Maeve’s victims.

But they’d never had enough evidence to take the investigation any further than just evidence collection. They’d never had enough proof to make any moves… until I gave Zelda that DVD, which she turned over to the police. The disc she happened to borrow, DVD number-twenty-two, had clear evidence of ‘using hypnosis to alter a person’s sexual preferences against their will’.

I felt sick.

That gave police enough evidence to raid Maeve’s house, but at her house, they found nothing, because she knew to be careful. Unfortunately (for her), she had gone to my house to hide from the police that night, so that gave police cause to get a warrant to search my house, where they found the other eighty-nine DVDs, which they spent days mulling over.

After spending a week in holding, Maeve was charged with over a dozen crimes. Police had supposedly found other evidence that made them think she could be dangerous, so she wasn’t offered parole. I don’t know what that evidence was. Maeve ended up hiring a very expensive lawyer who made sure certain details weren’t released—not even to me.

There were many ‘details’ that were never given to me. I really don’t know how many victims were involved. Those DVDs were never given back to me, and I never did find out exactly what had been programmed into my brain.

I was sent to a psychologist who specialized in ‘victim deprogramming’. He dealt largely with victims of kidnappings and other long-term crimes, who had been ‘brainwashed’ over many months or years. He had techniques to ‘undo’ hypnotisms…

And after a single visit, the ‘voices’ in my head stopped. I no longer had a quiet voice telling me that I wanted to wear lingerie and sleep with men. I have to admit that it was strange leaving that psychologist’s office with a quiet mind. I’d become so accustomed to that voice in my head.

I constantly wondered what I had been doing under Maeve’s hypnotic spell. I knew that I would never know. I could only hope that I hadn’t done anything too unsavoury.

Nobody really knew what Maeve had put on those discs. I met with that support group a few times. I asked them if they knew, but none of them knew. A few of them had spent the past few years trying to figure it out, with no luck. Police weren’t allowing those discs to be removed from evidence.

I kept going to the gym. I kept losing more weight. I actually started going to the gym closer to my house, with Zelda. I liked working out with Zelda. As she became more comfortable with me, she started letting her defences down more—and I learned that she was actually really funny. She was always cracking jokes, sometimes making me spit water halfway across the room.

We started hanging out after the gym too, at her place… and one evening, that turned into something more romantic. We were celebrating her recent move from size L to size M. We started kissing, and then we spent two hours making out on her couch.

And after the night was over, she showed me her big box of clothes that no longer fit. “I need to take them to Value Village. It’s too bad, because some of them aren’t even three months old.”

My heart started racing. Old thoughts started to enter my head. I imagined myself in those outfits. Her last batch of outfits were starting to wear loosely on my body—but this new batch was just my size.

Why was I thinking about crossdressing? Did that psychologist not properly cure me?

I looked at Zelda. Then, feeling my face turning red, I said, “What would you think about me trying some of your outfits on?”

She blushed. “Is that just some leftover urges from Maeve’s hypnosis?”

“I don’t know… But I really… want to try them on.” I didn’t want to do it sneakily. I didn’t want to be doing it behind her back like some creep.

She smiled and took me to her room with that box. She watched me change into a little dress. Then, with a smile growing on her face, she offered to help me do my makeup. Once I was all dolled up, she admitted to me, “I’m actually bisexual.” She told me, “My last relationship was with a woman. It was really intense… but I just couldn’t imagine being with only a woman for the rest of my life. I know that sounds so terrible, but… I’ve always wanted both.”

Then, I noticed her staring at me: her gaze tracking down my body. I saw her eyes stop on the bulge of my cock in that tight dress.

One thing led to another, and we were making out again. I fucked her soft, wet pussy for ten minutes, and then she opened one of her nightstands to reveal a strap. “What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s for a dildo. I just need to find the dildo… Where is it?”

I blushed. Then, I admitted that I had stolen it while under Maeve’s spell.

She laughed hard. “Okay, good to know,” she said. “Luckily, I have another.” She went to her closet to get it. Then, she fucked me hard on that bed.

I don’t know if Maeve had changed me, or if that part of me had always been there, and Maeve just set it loose. Maybe that’s why Maeve chose me; maybe she could sense from experience that I was like that. Maybe she could tell that I had a deep-down burning desire to dress like a woman.

Maybe…

I guess I’ll never know. All I really know is that I’m not unhappy with how things turned out. In fact… I’m thrilled. If Maeve hadn’t come into my life, I probably would have never discovered that side of me, and if I hadn’t discovered that side of me, I probably wouldn’t have been able to form a romantic bond with Zelda.

After fucking, we made out again, our glossy lips lockings together. She fell asleep pressed against me. I wrapped my arm around her.

THE END
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