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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To my true fans,

      Thank you so much for your continued support! I would probably be dead without you.

      Love,

      Nikki Crescent
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      Dale has pulled off a few big jobs before, but none this big. Carson Edwards’s estate is massive—naturally, as he’s the father of thirteen children. The Edwards are wealthy, and they’re all going on vacation in Africa together. The house is going to be empty, and Dale intends to take everything.

      But his plan runs into a big hiccup when he arrives on day-one of his big heist, only to find a pretty girl skipping around the house… at least she looks like a girl. It turns out, one of Carson’s sons decided to stay home at the last minute, pretending to be sick so that he could have some naughty girly time alone in the massive Edwards mansion.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The house was massive. A family like that needed a massive house, I suppose. I mean—they had thirteen kids, after all.

      Each kids’ bedroom had two beds in it—and then there was, of course, the large master bedroom for the parents. There was also the suite for the grandparents: a newer addition off the west side of that huge mansion. And then there were the two guest rooms, and the live-in nanny had her own room as well, with her own little kitchen.

      “How many bathrooms did you say you had in here?” I asked the father: a tired-looking man with an unfortunately receding hairline. Trying to talk to him was tedious; every ten seconds, he was yelling at some kid. Though maybe I shouldn’t call them all ‘kids’. Maybe of them were too old to be kids, but they still lived at home—and who could blame them? In a house like that? With a tennis court and a swimming pool out back? With a stable full of horses and a whole network of private riding trails?

      Oh, I knew that property well; I’d been on this ‘case’ for months now—since the moment I overheard that man’s wife (the mother of those thirteen children) tell a friend in a hair salon that she was going to be taking her entire family on a weeklong vacation to Morocco.

      “Ten bathrooms,” the father finally said to me after telling his youngest son to stop hanging off the banister. Then, he brushed by me to answer the door. I didn’t even hear the knock, but I guess he had keen hearing. “Pizza’s here!” he called out.

      The thirteen children swarmed into the room to help collect the pizza boxes. No—there were way more than thirteen. My God, there were… dozens of them! “My gosh, mister,” I said to the man. “How many kids do you have?” I already knew the answer, of course: thirteen; I heard his wife tell her friend in that salon.

      “Thirteen,” he said. “But Jane is having a birthday sleepover, so eight of her friends are here, and then Michael has his friend over, and—uh, I don’t know who those kids are.” He stopped one from running off with a pizza box. “Who are you?” he asked.

      “It’s me. Tanner,” the kid said. “Don’t you recognize me, Uncle Rich?”

      The man shook his head. “Right, right—of course.” Then he turned back to me. “Look—I know you need to figure out this power thing—but can’t it wait? We’re just really busy packing right now. We leave in the morning, and the kids aren’t even kind of ready to go.” I knew all of that, of course.

      “Going on a trip?” I asked.

      He eyed me cautiously. I had to be careful with what I said. I bit my tongue.

      “Just a few of us, actually,” he said. “And just for a couple of nights.” That was, of course, a lie. He didn’t want to tell me that the house would be empty, because he, of course, had no idea who I was.

      I’d already heard his wife spill all of the details—not just at that hair salon, but also at a cafe, a few days later (I followed her there with a disguise on, and sat at a nearby table, listening for two hours while she told her close friend about her trip). “You’re taking everyone?” her friend had asked her.

      “Yes—every single family member. It’s the first time we’ve done this. Grandma and grandpa too. We’ll have help, of course: we’re taking the nanny with us.”

      “Who will watch the house?”

      She waved her friend off. “Wi-fi cameras in every room,” she said. “I can check them from my phone.”

      “Isn’t technology amazing?” her friend said. “How much does that cost a month?”

      “Nothing,” said the wife. “There’s just this little box in the basement. All of the cameras feed into that box, and the box connects to the internet. It goes down sometimes if there’s a storm or if the construction crew down the street bumps a power line—but never for more than a couple minutes. When the power comes back on, the cameras take about two minutes to turn back on. Overall, it’s pretty reliable.”

      Now, I needed to find that box before the father became too suspicious and gave me the boot. “Is the panel in the basement?” I asked.

      “There are two panels. Both in the basement. I’ll show you.”

      “I’m sure I can find them,” I smiled.

      “Let me show you,” he said, still seeming nervous. I shouldn’t have said anything about the trip; I should have kept my mouth shut. I just had to earn back his trust.

      He took me to the basement, which was a labyrinth to me, unlike the rest of the house. The layout for the upstairs was all online on an old real-estate listing: all three floors with all of the details. But back when the house was on the market, the basement was unfinished. Now, it was finished, with many small rooms and hallways that made little sense to me.

      We passed one room, which looked like a brewery. Then, we passed a large in-home sauna. Then we passed a little movie-theatre room, which had its own little lobby with a concession stand and a popcorn maker. Then we passed a ‘driving range’, with one of those large digital projection screens. “The kids must love it here,” I commented.

      He grinned at me. “We put a lot of time making it into a little paradise for them.”

      “I’d say,” I said.

      Finally, we came to the panel room, which was small. With a quick gaze around, I spotted a white box, which was the same rounded, glossy white as the cameras that I’d spotted in every room. It had the same grey logo—and it had about forty wires running into it: surely all camera feeds.

      I went to the electrical panel on the right. I adjusted my stolen ‘Greenwich Municipality’ cap so I could see the breakers. They were labeled wonderfully (I worked as an electrician for eight years, so I appreciated a good panel). “Hm,” I said.

      “Something wrong with it? We had it upgraded just two years ago.”

      “Some of the neutrals look loose; that could be what’s causing the power to cycle.”

      The father looked up as a loud crash sound came from upstairs. “Are you sure we can’t figure this out in… uh, a couple weeks or something?”

      “Something in your house is surging the grid,” I said to him. “The question is—is it an infrastructure issue, or is it an issue with your electrical. That’s what I need to figure out. If it’s an infrastructure issue, then we need to fix it for you. If it’s an issue with your own electrical, then you need to fix it, or we need to shut the power off to your house to take pressure off of the grid.”

      Another crash made him tense up even more. “I—I have to go check on that,” he said. “I’ll be back.” He stormed off. “Casey, I know that’s you!” I heard him roar before he disappeared.

      Now was my chance. I had to be quick—but discreet. There was a camera in that very room, looking right at me, and the footage was surely being stored to some Cloud Drive. I walked over to that security box, which was powering all of the cameras in the house. It was plugged into a designated outlet, which had its own breaker. Thankfully, there was no plate on the outlet, so I could see that the little tabs hadn’t been removed, meaning the top and bottom outlet shared a breaker.

      I reached up and plugged in my little device: a little remote-controlled power-tripper. We used to use them all the time when trying to figure out which breakers were tied together, usually in kitchens or in additions.

      Now, with one click of a button on an app on my phone, I could flip that breaker and take down their whole camera system. Easy.

      I went to the electrical panel. There really were a few loose neutrals, so I took out a screwdriver and started to tighten them. When the father came back, he said, “Did you figure it out.”

      “My best guess is that these neutrals are just letting the power cycle nonstop,” I said. “So even if you don’t have anything plugged into your outlets, you’re still using all 240 volts, constantly. That’s putting a ton of strain on the grid. I’m sure you noticed your electrical bills are insanely high—no?”

      “They seemed normal, but… maybe we were just used to it.”

      “A house like this… you shouldn’t be paying more than five-hundred per month on power.”

      “Oh. Wow. Really?”

      Everything I was saying was, of course, nonsense. “Absolutely,” I said. “This should fix that issue though—assuming this is the problem. And it will stop the city from shutting your power down.”

      “It was that simple, huh?”

      “Big problems often have the most simple solutions,” I said with a wink. “I’ll let you get back to your family.”

      He took me through that maze of a basement, and then he walked me to the front door. “Thanks again,” he said.

      “No problem,” he said. “It’s what I’m paid to do. Enjoy Morocco.” I turned to leave, realizing what I said as soon as the words left my mouth.

      “What?” he said.

      I bit hard on my tongue. I turned slowly and feigned a smile. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

      “You just ‘enjoy Morocco’. I never told you we were going to Morocco.”

      He stared at me. There was an awful silence. A whole month of tedious planning, ruined by one slip of the tongue! “Sure you did,” I said. “Why else would I know that?” I faked a little laugh.

      “I’m positive I didn’t say anything about Morocco.”

      Then came a stroke of luck. Behind him, on the stairs, was a stuffed backpack, and on it was a red flag with a green pentagram-star on it: the flag of Morocco. “Didn’t you?” I said. “Then I must have just seen that flag there and my brain made a flub.” I laughed. “Isn’t that Morocco’s flag? I don’t know—I failed geography miserably. There’s a reason I work for the government now.”

      I watched him look back at the flag, and then he let out a small sigh of relief before turning to me with a smile.

      “Enjoy wherever it is you’re going,” I said.

      “Of course. Thank you again.”

      I waved good bye.

      I got into my white van with the Greenwich Municipality sticker on the side (printed for just $12 using an online service). I drove away and returned about an hour later in my green sedan. I pulled out a pair of binoculars and watched the house for a while—something I’d done a few times before, trying to get as much information as possible.

      I’d pulled off big heists before, but this was going to be the biggest, by far. The house was huge, and filled with the most expensive of everything. I was going to take all of it: his golf clubs, worth $65,000. His unplayed guitar collection, worth about $50,000. Her jewelry, worth hundreds of thousands of dollars. Her perfumes. His colognes. His watches. His cigars. Their crystal door knobs. Her dresses. His suits. Their horse saddles (worth thousands of dollars each—and they had over twenty). Their drawer pulls. Their faucets. The dozen brand-new MacBooks and the dozen brand new iPads. The kids were all in private tennis lessons, and they all had $500 rackets. I was going to even take the huge crate of practice red tennis balls, worth $4 each (there were hundreds in that box). I was going to take down that tennis net and roll it up; those aren’t cheap. I was going to take lamps and rugs and throw pillows and scent diffusers and side tables, and then I was going to chug out of there with my white cube van, packed to the brim like the Grinch on Christmas Eve. I would travel two provinces over and start to sell everything and then live like a king for at least a few years before I had to do it all again.
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      I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking, ‘Fuck this asshole, stealing from hard-working guys, stealing from families.’ Actually, I was stealing from their insurance company, for starters. Every single item I was going to take would be replaced at absolutely no cost to them—maybe minus a deductible of a few thousand dollars, but that was nothing to them. Insurance companies should be called thieving companies; they steal far more from their customers than I could dream of stealing, and they had infinity money to pay guys like the one I was about to knock off.

      And let me just say a little something about the guy that I was about to knock off—before you get to feeling too bad for him. His name was Carson Edwards. Look him up and you’ll see his LinkedIn says he’s in ‘finance’. Here’s what he actually did to make his fortune: he invested in medical debt.

      Desperate families who needed lots of money to pay for their child’s cancer treatment: Carson was an investor for a company that would provide that money to the families… with a 15% interest rate, which compounded annually. Of course it was an awful deal, but when it comes to saving your child, you’ll accept a lifetime of debt. Carson only worked a real job for a few years before putting every dime he had (just about $22,000) into this medical debt investment. Then, within two years, he was a millionaire. Now, his net worth was well over 40 million, and he never actually did any work; he had an accountant handle all of his medical debt reinvesting.

      So, I’m sorry if lacked sympathy for my ‘victim’. I guess it’s just hard for me to feel bad for a guy like Carson, after growing up poor because my parents drained their bank accounts trying to save my little sister, who had cancer. She didn’t make it, but still, my parents had to pay the medical loan with the ‘interest’ until the day they died.

      The medical loan company tried to make me inherit that debt, and I was smart enough to declare bankruptcy to get out of it—something my parents were always too proud to do. But because of that bankruptcy, I would never be able to purchase a house or lease a business property.

      Anyway—enough about my sob story.

      My alarm went off. It was the morning of their trip. I could just picture it in my head: Carson and his wife frantically trying to get their entire family loaded up in their Mercedes Benz sprinter van: all eighteen of them, crammed into a 15-passenger vehicle.

      I hummed as I made myself a coffee. I lounged around my little apartment. I put my feet up. I tried to imagine what I was going to do with the money that was about to be pouring out my ears.

      Around lunchtime, I decided to go for a drive by the mansion in Greenwich. I went by slowly, seeing it standing to quietly. Seven of the family’s eight vehicles were in the driveway—all of them but that sprinter van. I sighed with a smile, thinking about how easy this whole heist was going to be.

      I did a full lap around the neighbourhood. It was a beautiful day: the sun was shining, birds were chirping, beautiful housewives were out for their jogs.

      I circled back to that mansion, which sat on a forty-two acre plot. The house was right dab in the middle of that piece of land. Carson had written years before in a post on his Facebook page (which he did not hesitate to add my fake account as a friend): “What’s better than nice neighbours? No neighbours. No—I’m not planning to start a farm. I bought all this land so I would never have to hear from a neighbour again.” Then, he posted a bunch of pictures of his expensive twelve-foot tall fence, and the huge row of hedges he planted along it—as if half a mile of land wasn’t enough of a buffer, he also needed a wall.

      And that was going to make parking my cube van on his property even more easy; I didn’t have to worry about neighbours spotting it and calling him to ask if everything was alright.

      I was tempted to start the heist right then and there, but I had planned to wait a couple of days, to make sure there were no flight delays or cancellations. I was hoping he would post a few pictures of Morocco on his Facebook timeline before I swooped in to fleece his house.

      Carson’s property backed onto the Glendale Basin, with stunning views of the rapidly changing tides. Fishermen often hiked along the dyke, which was not part of Carson’s property (the dyke was owned by the provincial government). From that dyke was the best view into Carson’s home, with a trusty pair of binoculars.

      So I went for a little hike, parking a mile away at the public dyke access, and then walking the dyke through knee-high tick-infested grass. I pulled out the binoculars and gazed into the windows of that great manor. I had a big smile on my face as I scanned from window to window, trying to decide how I was going to prioritize the stripping of his assets. Of course jewelry and computers would be first: they were lightweight and valuable. Now, I could see into the master bedroom, with its bed made, with the ‘open concept’ bathroom sparkling to the left, with that huge jet-spa tub up on its bougie raised platform, so Carson’s wife could bathe in the evening and stare out at the sunset.

      Though, if it were me, I would opt to lounge in the hot tub to watch the sunset: the hot tub that was right off the pool deck, on the tennis court side. Though I could see a collection of citronella candles around that hot tub, suggesting the bugs were quite bad. I found myself wondering if the Edwards family had considered putting down more cedar mulch… I’ve heard that helps tremendously with bugs, and it doesn’t cost that much.

      As I was gazing at the pool area, I noticed something move in one of the rooms. I quickly panned my gaze to the movement, but could see nothing. Did they own a cat? If so, did I need to be worried about the sudden arrival of a cat-sitter? I’d gone through their garbage each week on trash day, and I never saw any tins of cat food or bags of cat kibble. I’d never seen any animals, aside from the horses, which were not currently on the property (the family had them moved to a boarding facility for the duration of their trip).

      But I was sure that I saw something move?

      I looked around, seeing that I was certainly alone before moving in on the house. I wasn’t going to go inside—I just wanted to get a closer look. I moved quickly over to the little patch of trees, which the family had planted to block the light from the town across the basin. From within those trees, I had a much better sight of the house—so I kept looking.

      There it was again—something moving in one of the pink bedrooms. I was sure that I saw it this time, because as I focussed my binoculars, I saw the door shutting. Cats and dogs can’t shut doors; someone was inside!

      My heart began to race. There were a few possibilities… The first that came to mind was that one of the girls had stayed behind. Carson had six daughters, and three of them were eighteen or older. I’m sure they wanted to be with their friends partying instead of in Morocco… but Carson’s wife sounded positive that the whole family was going on this trip…

      I kept scanning windows. Then, I stopped when I saw a sliver of a feminine figure, sitting before a makeup vanity. I couldn’t see much from that angle: just the front of her face as she gently applied lipstick to her plump lips.

      I zoomed in as much as I could with those binoculars.

      She was a pretty girl, with long curly blonde hair and fair skin. Now, she was sitting topless: her small, perky breasts were freely out: nipples poking outwards in the most aesthetically pleasing way possible.

      Of course I was thrilled to see a beautiful topless young woman… but absolutely pissed off to see that there was someone in the house.

      The house was supposed to be empty—but someone had stayed behind!

      Though… I didn’t recognize the girl. I had a folder in my van, with pictures of every family member. I’d flipped through those pages many, many times—and none of the girls looked quite like the one I was gazing upon now.

      I watched her stand up. She was wearing pink panties and knee-high white stockings—nothing else, unless you count the gold necklace around her neck.

      I groaned. This woman was ruining my plans.

      But… it looked like she was getting ready for something—to go out somewhere. Maybe I just… had to adapt. Maybe I could still fleece this family. I was looking at a young woman, and young women spend all of their time with their friends, drinking, partying… I just had to time my invasion—or maybe invasions. Instead of spending an entire day loading my van, I would just slip in for an hour each day, steal as much as I could, and then return again the next day. Of course, I would have to start with items that wouldn’t be noticed; I couldn’t just take the crystal knobs off every door and expect this chick not to notice.

      But Carson’s watches—this girl wouldn’t notice those missing. His wife’s necklace collection. The various laptops… I could probably nab most of them. I would have to wait until the last day to take things like lamps and rugs… and maybe I would have to forget about the more valuable antique furniture, as it would only slow me down.

      I just had to adapt.

      I kept watching her. Now, she was admiring herself in the mirror. She even started doing a sort of sensual stripper dance, swaying side to side, placing her hands on her soft, smooth body, caressing herself like she was practising for some erotic performance.

      Damn—she really was hot. She cupped her own breasts and gently squeezed them. I watched her lips pout, and I swear I could hear her little moan in my head.

      Hot, yes—but annoying. I didn’t want to have to deal with this.

      She shimmied into a little red dress. Then, she admired herself in the mirror. She took pictures. She did another little sensual dance, and then a cute spin. I watched her giggle before skipping playfully over to a closet to grab a new outfit.

      Was she getting ready to go? Or was she just playing dress up?

      I watched her try on a dozen different outfits before she started to try on some lingerie: tight, lacy lingerie. She pulled fishnets up her smooth legs. She pulled satin gloves up her pretty arms. She looked in the mirror and blushed.

      Her back was to me; I could see that plump, round ass. I could see her blushing face in the mirror reflection. Sadly, I couldn’t see her pussy, which she had reached down to rub.

      What a treat! I got to watch a beautiful young woman masturbating in lingerie! But still… annoying, because she was throwing a wrench in my plans of making myself some serious money.

      She was rubbing faster and harder. Her body hunched over slightly as her face turned redder. I could see her moaning—maybe even screaming in pleasure. I saw her butt cheeks clench as her legs trembled. Then, I saw some sort of fluid spraying onto the mirror in long, white streaks.

      Huh?

      It looked like a cumshot. Now, she was relaxing: still trembling all over… but no longer tensed and clenched. She took a deep breath and fixed her posture. Then, she turned around to grab a tissue to wipe her hand—and that’s when I saw her big, dripping erection.

      I wasn’t looking at one of Carson’s daughters. I was looking at one of his sons.
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      After cleaning the cum off of her hand, the girl undressed—and part of her undressing involved removing her silicone breast form, which had looked so real and seamless. She removed her blonde wig and put it into a brown box with the breast form. With a quick makeup wipe, the girl was gone, and now, a boy was in her place.

      Eric Edwards. I knew his face from my dossier. Now naked, with a slumping dick, Eric grabbed his phone and read a message. I watched him smile as he replied to whoever was texting him, and then he left that bedroom with his box. I saw him appear in his own bedroom at the other end of the house. I watched him pull on a t-shirt and shimmy into some jeans.

      Five minutes later, he was out the door, borrowing one of his dad’s expensive cars to leave the property. I would have followed him, but I was a long hike from my own car; there was no way I could catch up to him. Maybe he was leaving for the day—or maybe he was just going out to grab some fast food.

      I was tense all over. My heart was racing. Yes, I was annoyed that the house wasn’t empty like it should have been… but the main emotion tingling inside of me was embarrassment—mostly because my dick was still rock hard from thinking that I was watching a hot chick finger herself… but really, I was watching a young man masturbating while crossdressing in his sisters’ clothing.

      I remained staked out, hoping to get some sort of idea of Eric’s schedule. He returned three hours later, evidently from the mall, as he was carrying a bag from H&M and a bag from Zara. He tossed the bags into his room and went down to the living room, turning on the TV and putting a football game onto the screen.

      He kicked off his shoes and fetched a big bag of chips from the kitchen.

      Now, the sun was starting to set. It was clear that he wasn’t leaving for the night.

      I was tired, but determined to make this heist happen. It was around 11:00 PM when Eric stood up. I was hopeful he was going to head to bed, and then I could move in closer and try to find some information. He grabbed his phone and unlocked it to reply to a message. Thanks to those wonderful binoculars, I saw his passcode: 1366.

      He sent a message and put the phone down before turning off the TV and heading upstairs.

      It seemed like a stroke of luck. He left his phone alone downstairs before going to bed. I could turn off the cameras from my remote device. I could break in and go onto his phone. I could instal an app so that I could view his phone remotely, and I could see when he was making plans with his friends. This was my big break…

      But he wasn’t going to bed. Instead, he went into one of his sisters’ bedrooms and he started getting dolled up. He took his breast form out from that box, along with a wig, and he started to do his makeup.

      “Damnit,” I groaned. I wanted to go to sleep so badly, but I was confident I would be able to get Eric’s phone.

      He spent forty minutes feminizing himself: carefully brushing on one product and then another. It seemed tedious… but after about twenty minutes, I hardly recognized the guy. He put on false lashes and changed the shape of his face using contouring techniques. The eyeliner seemed to change the shape of the eyes, and the lip gloss made those lips look so… plump and juicy.

      When she stood up, she really looked… like a girl. Her figure was unfortunately feminine (I say unfortunately, because no man wants wide hips and long legs and narrow shoulders like some chick).

      She put on a silver bikini, which fit her perfectly. She checked her ass out in a mirror, and I have to admit that the ass was pretty spectacular, though I tried not to look at it, knowing it was a man’s ass.

      Her bulge was hard to spot, but now that I knew she was a dude, I could make out the contour of that cock. She danced a little in front of the mirror and then giggled, skipping off. She went back downstairs. She grabbed the TV remote and put on… Sex and the City. She skipped into the kitchen and started fixing herself a snack. Now, her mannerisms were totally different: the way she stood on her toes to reach the high cupboards, the way she perked her bum out when she bent over the counter.

      There were moments that I wondered if Eric had a girlfriend over, and I just kept looking away whenever they changed places.

      She slipped a tray of nachos into the oven and then skipped off to a bedroom, returning shortly after wearing a satin kimono over that silver bikini. She had nail polish with her, which she set up on the living room table. Once the nachos were done, she sat down and started painting her nails. I could see her humming and smiling, looking so strangely comfortable and satisfied.

      This was all just so surreal. There was no way her family knew about this little ‘hobby’. She surely stayed back from that vacation so that she could have a whole week to herself, prancing around that house like some bubbly girl.

      I must admit that it was a mesmerizing show, because it was so surprising and surreal. I’d never run into an issue quite like this one, and I already couldn’t wait to tell my close friends about how ridiculous this all was.

      But there was one little detail that I absolutely would not be mentioning to my friends: the fact that I thought, for so long, that she was a real girl. And I surely wouldn’t be mentioning the fact that she was actually kind of… cute. I mean—now that I knew she was a male, I could, of course, see the slight masculine characteristics. There was a harshness of her jaw the most women don’t have, and her shoulders were slightly more broad than your typical girl…

      Though maybe those weren’t clear giveaways; maybe lots of girls have similar traits without people thinking they look ‘masculine’.

      It was dark now. Mosquitos were swarming me, making me regret leaving bug spray in the car. I was probably bitten thirty times before I watched as ‘Erica’ (it was too weird to think of her as Eric given what my eyes were seeing) turned off the TV and headed up to bed.

      And this time, I really thought she was getting ready for bed… but that wasn’t the case—at least not ‘bed’ in the sense of sleeping. Instead of going to her own room, she went to one of the pink girl rooms. She took a cucumber up with her.

      I watched as she rolled a condom onto the cucumber. Her face was dark red as she blushed, staring at the large phallic vegetable. Then, she raised up her knees and spread her legs wide. Her face turned an even darker shade of red as she began to slip the cucumber into her.

      I watched for a minute, feeling embarrassed by not being able to look away. Then, I pried my gaze away and then noticed a soft sudden glow down in the living room. I gasped: it was Erica’s phone. She had left it downstairs while she went upstairs to fool around with that cucumber.

      This was my chance. I didn’t have time to think through the details; I had to act.

      First, I used my remote to overload the breaker, shutting off the camera system. I watched from my hiding spot as all of the little red lights on the cameras went dark. Then, I made a dash for the house, through the shadows of the night.

      I owned a lock-picking device: a little cup-shaped thing that could be fastened to almost any lock. Then, with the press of a button, I allowed it to begin working: pushing a pin into the lock before humming as it tried various mini-pins in the various grooves. It usually took about two or three minutes to fill all of the key groves—but this time, it only took about twenty seconds. A soft green light let me know that it was ready to turn, so I turned it and unlocked the door.

      Too easy.

      I went for that phone, which was right on the counter. Then, I froze as I heard a sound: a moaning, coming from upstairs. It was a remarkably feminine sound, like a porn star’s orgasm. I listened for a moment. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Oh God! Oh my God!”

      I snapped out of my daze and quickly downloaded the necessary software onto that phone after unlocking it with Erica’s code: 1366. The internet in the house was fast, so the software was on the phone in no more than twenty seconds. Then, still hearing that pleasured moaning, I decided to nab a few valuables:

      Carson’s collection of sunglasses, which he kept on a shelf in the kitchen. I couldn’t carry much, so I grabbed a reusable grocery bag, slid all of the sunglasses in, and then I made my move towards the basement.

      Sadly, part of my plan involved going into the basement after each mini-heist. I had to flip the breaker to allow the cameras to power back on, so the Edwards wouldn’t become suspicious.

      But the basement was such a maze! In the dark, it seemed so unfamiliar. I thought I knew my way to the tiny breaker room, but I kept turning into the wrong room. I found myself in the theatre, and then in the driving range room. I found myself in a billiards room that I didn’t even know about, and then in a small little basement pub.

      When I emerged from the pub, I didn’t know which was was which; I was so turned around. That basement must have been 8,000 square-feet!

      I found a long hallway. I knew that it wasn’t the correct way, because I’d never seen it before—but now I was curious, because at the end of that long hallway was a metal door with a huge wheel on it, like it belonged in a bank vault. What was Carson keeping inside of it? I approached it slowly and was surprised to see that there was no code panel; it was the inside of a hatch. I turned it slowly and then found myself looking at a concrete staircase, heading up. I ascended the stairs and found myself in the stables, which were now empty.

      “Shit,” I whispered. It was a secret exit. I couldn’t believe how far I was from the house! That basement was so big; I was now fifty yards away from the house.

      I went back into that vault door. I made my way back into that basement labyrinth, eventually finding the small panel room. I flipped the breaker, which meant I had just one minute to leave that house before the cameras were back up. I moved quickly, finding that vault door and sneaking out, shutting it behind me.
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      Erica had made my job much easier. When I put that software onto her phone, I got all of her messages, all of her pictures, and all of her notes, which I could access on any of my devices. In her notes, I found a document labeled ‘IMPORTANT INFO FROM DAD’. In that document, I found credit card information, various phone numbers, and, most importantly, the code for the emergency vault exit. The code was 1931930.

      Now, I didn’t have to worry about sneaking in and out through the main door. I could just trip that camera breaker and sneak in and out through the basement.

      But still, I would have to coordinate my strikes around Erica’s schedule. And Erica had more-or-less cleared her schedule. She didn’t have any planned meetups with friends. In fact—her friends all thought that she was on the family trip.

      “Did you take another COVID test?” Erica’s mother had recently asked her, in the form of a text message.

      “I took one this morning. Still positive.”

      “How are you feeling?”

      “Lousy,” Erica wrote to her mom. “I puked all night, and this morning I hardly have the energy to get out of bed.”

      “You would just love it here. You should see our rental. Sixteen bedrooms, all with water views. The place has two swimming pools, six jacuzzis... Diana stayed here a few months before the car accident.”

      “I’m sure it’s amazing,” Erica said. “I’m just too sick to travel, mom.”

      “As soon as you’re better, I’ll get your father to commission the Medi-Tech plane. He’s allowed to use it occasionally; we will just say it’s for business.”

      “I’ll let you know when I’m better.”

      Erica was, of course, lying. There was no puking, no fever, no weakness. She was happily skipping around the house in a satin nightie, making herself a latte.

      After lounging around for an hour or so, she went up to one of the girl rooms and changed into a bikini. She sat by the pool for a while, tanning in the morning sunlight, and then she went for a short dip before tanning some more. In her bikini, she didn’t wear the breast-form (probably so she could tan her chest). She went inside around noon and removed the bikini top, and then she admired her bikini tan in the mirror, which gave the curious illusion of breast mass.

      I watched all of this, of course, from the safety of the horse stables, using my binoculars.

      I was camped out, with a bag of food and a few bottles of water. I assumed she would leave eventually—even to use her dad’s credit card at the mall.

      But that day, she was determined to just be a girl at the house.

      Around 1:00 PM, she came back to the pool deck with a dildo and a bottle of lube. She sat on a deck-chair, comfortable reclined, and she pleasured herself: sodomizing herself with the dildo while masturbating until she unloaded on her smooth, feminine tummy.

      In her state of pleasure, she smeared that cum all over her chest—even onto the bikini, which prompted an outfit change a few minutes later.

      I had no idea when I was going to make this heist. It was starting to seem like nighttime was my best option.

      But Erica had endless energy. She stayed up late—until 3:00 AM, just skipping happily through the house. She soaked in the hot tub and watched the stars. She made herself a late night snack after changing into a red night dress. She repainted her toenails while she watched a rom-com on the television. She sodomized herself with that dildo again, this time on the living room couch.

      Then, she posted pictures of herself on a fake Tinder account she’d made for her female persona. I could, of course, see everything she did on her phone with my phone. I watched her log in and I watched her swiping on men, matching with tons of them. They had no idea she was actually a man as they flirted with her. She teased them into sending dick pics. She sent them flirty photos back.

      Finally, after a long night, she went to sleep—and I went in, through that basement after disarming the cameras. I explored that massive basement compound. I had two empty bags with me, and I had them filled within a matter of a couple minutes. I couldn’t pull my van up to the house, of course, so I could only take what I could lug back to the van down that long dyke walkway.

      But I found some good items: two unopened MacBook Pro, still in boxes, sealed with plastic. I took some guitar pedals from the music room—and I took a Custom Shop Gibson Les Paul with me as well, which looked like it had never been played. I took a few signed records from the wall.

      I found a room filled with women’s shoes. I recognized a few brands. I nabbed four pairs, with their original boxes. In the golf simulation room, I found a collection of very expensive drivers. One still had a price tag on it: $6,200. I wondered if I could just return it and say I lost the receipt…

      In that movie theatre room, I found a huge stack of original 35mm prints of various films, some signed by the directors and stars of the films. I took a few—and that was all I could carry. I stashed it all behind the stable, went back into the house, flipped the breaker, and then I rushed out before the cameras came back on.

      Then I had to haul it all to my van. It was a lot of work—but a lot of value. I figured I’d nabbed $25,000 worth of stuff.

      But it wasn’t nearly enough. If I was going to make some big money, I needed to figure out how to have full access to that house. The real value was all upstairs—mostly in Carson’s bedroom, where his wife kept her jewelry collection, where he kept his watches, where his many kids kept their laptops and iPads.

      In order for me to access any of it, I needed Erica to buzz off for at least a couple of hours.
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      Erica didn’t leave again the next day. She messaged her mother and claimed she was still positive for COVID. She claimed she was still too weak to leave her bed.

      And then, a curious thought occurred to me… If her parents could just check the cameras, wouldn’t they be able to see… her? Was she seriously taking that risk, just so that she could have a bit of fetish-fun around the house?

      Or did she know something about that camera system that I didn’t?

      Erica was hard to spot on that third day. I knew she was home, but she was mostly staying down in the basement. There was so much to do in that basement, so it was no surprise that she was hanging out down there… but it made my job more complicated; I had no way of spying on her while she was down there.

      She wasn’t even using her phone: no texting, no calling, no taking photos. She finally emerged later in the afternoon, before she began her usual feminine pastimes. She spent over an hour in front of the mirror, trying out a new makeup style. She must have spent a whole hour just posing, admiring her work, and taking photos of herself.

      Then, she just bummed around in various outfits. She would put one outfit on and wander around the house, sometimes disappearing from view for as long as forty-five minutes.

      It was at 8:00 PM when she stuck a suction-cup dildo to one of the big picture windows. She squirted a lot of lubricant onto it, and then she backed herself into it, pressing her soft butt cheeks against the glass. She began to bounce against the window, making it buckle ever-so-slightly. I swear I could hear the dull thumping from the horse barn.

      I watched as lube squished out of her bum and oozed down the glass. It almost seemed like she was putting on some sort of exhibitionism show, knowing anyone could be on the dyke looking at the house. She could have stuck that dildo anywhere, but she chose that big window.

      She left the dildo on the window while she went to change. I decided to take a risk, moving into the house through that secret basement entrance. I disabled the cameras and I went in slowly, creeping up the stairs. She was on the top floor, and I could hear her moans. I knew I had a few minutes to nab some precious items from that main floor.

      I decided to take as many coats from the closet as possible—mostly belong to Carson’s wife. There were furs and designer jackets—some still with the price tags on them. They were heavy, so I lugged them off and decided it was enough for that moment.

      I went in again later, while Erica was upstairs trying on lingerie. This time, I nabbed some expensive electronic devices, including their stereo receiver, which was a $10,000 unit on its own. It was heavy, but I managed to lug it out to my stash, which I would lug to the van once Erica was asleep.

      I went in once more around midnight, when Erica was succumbing to her sexual desires once more. She took a pair of suction-cup dildos (I do not know where she was finding them) and pressed them firmly on the tile floor in the upstairs bathroom, right next to the window. She pushed the rubber tips together after drenching them in lube. Then, she carefully sat on both, taking both in her asshole. She strained all over—eyes closed, teeth clenched hard together—as her ass stretched to accommodate the brutal penetration.

      She sat slowly, until the cocks were in her anus. Then, she slowly bounced, allowing that double-penetration to stretch out her insides.

      I crept up to the second floor for the first time, tip-toeing through the house. I stole bottles of perfume. I found a room filled entirely with antique and collectable firearms. I grabbed many, making multiple trips down to my secret stash in the barn.

      I stopped as soon as the moaning stopped. I went back to my safe spot in the bar and gazed into that bathroom with my binoculars. The window was glazed with cum from an epic cumshot. The dildos were still on the ground, dripping with lube. I saw Erica limping slightly: in pain from the harsh penetration.

      She had a girly night in once again, with rom-coms and snacks and nail polish and a face-mask. I waited until 3:30 AM, when she finally went to sleep, before starting the first of many journeys to the van. I lugged stolen goods until 6:00 AM, when the sun was teasing the horizon. Then, I took the goods home and got a few hours of rest, just so I could start it all over again.
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        * * *

      

      The next day was even more curious. Erica lounged around the house all day in a simple little pink tracksuit. It wasn’t until 5:00 PM that she started to get herself dolled up. Then, around 8:00 PM, a car pulled up. Three girls got out of the car, giggling, and Erica let them in. They all proceeded to have a super girly girls’ night in the house, which mostly involved them cross-dressing, doing their hair and nails, watching movies, chatting, and drinking. As the night got later, the girls did start to get a bit… frisky. They would playfully spank one another, and then two of the girls snuck away to a bedroom, and I watched as one lifted the skirt of the other to reveal an erect penis. The girl lifted her own skirt to show her penis.

      They were all crossdressers, like Erica.

      The girls took turns sucking each other before heading back downstairs to be with the others.

      I just watched in silent amazement, shocked that such a scenario was truly unfolding in real life. It just seemed so… surreal.

      Erica went to bed, so I stole a few more items before heading back to my place for the night. It was hard falling asleep with those erotic images in my mind: girlified boys kissing, giving each other head, dressed so… convincingly.
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      Despite what you might think, being a criminal is a lot of work. I was so exhausted, peeling myself out of bed. I wanted to take a day off, but I knew that I couldn’t I knew that I was running out of time, and I had no idea when my prime window would be—and I couldn’t miss it.

      Though I was still very confused by Erica’s little… hobby. I couldn’t understand why she was doing what she was doing so freely, in front of her family’s cameras. Was she so sure that her parents weren’t going to look in from their phones? Or did her parents know that she was a complete degenerate, and they just didn’t care?

      It was a mystery that was starting to nag at me. I was starting to think that there was information that I probably needed to know about concerning the security of that house… but I kept reminding myself that I could power those cameras down with the press of a button, and that was all that mattered. The doors in the house weren’t alarmed (they had locks that would set off alarms if broken or punched, but I never had to do anything like that). I guess there’s no point in investing in expensive alarm systems when you have so many family members living in the house; there’s hardly ever a time when the house is empty—and for those rare occasions, they did have  all of those cameras…

      I drove to my usual parking spot at the dyke access, and I made my usual hike. I was quite out of breath by the time I reached that little forest, which was a long strip of trees on their property, leading right to that horse stable, where I could sit and hide and peer at that house.

      I was late, and had a feeling Erica was already up—so I was surprised to see that the house was so quiet. Maybe she was still sleeping.

      Curtains were all open, so I gazed into the many rooms as best I could from my vantage point. I couldn’t spot her in any bed—but there were beds that I couldn’t see, like the ones up on the third floor.

      “Huh…” I said, scratching my head. Then, I noticed the empty driveway. Erica’s car was… gone!

      I checked her phone from mine and saw a message that she’d sent to a friend named Damian. “I’ll be in Brenton by noon. What time is the festival again? I can stay out as long as I want, but my goal is to be home by 2:00 AM.”

      I looked up Brenton; it was a town two hours away! And there was a music festival happening there. Oh my God, this was all too good to be true.

      I ran down the dyke to fetch the van. I drove it right up to their iron gate after disabling the cameras. I punched in the code and it opened for me, so I drove the van right around, to the back door. I whistled as I stepped out in my Greenwich Municipality hat. I felt like I was on top of the world: soon to be finished with this complicated heist. I could probably get everything in that van before dinnertime—and then I would never have to go anywhere near that mansion again in my life.

      I got to work.

      I entered the house through the basement vault. I went upstairs and unlocked the door from the inside. I propped it open and got started hauling things out, loading them into that large empty van—which did not remain empty for long.

      I started with the living room because it was close and easy. I filled half of that van with antique furniture, paintings, dishes, and even fur throw blankets. Then, I worked on the kitchen, using a wrench to disconnect the faucets in the sink so that I could load them into the van. I took all of their fine china. With some loud grunting, I took their fancy gas oven, with its eight burners (I had a dolly with me), and I took their $18,000 refrigerator, food and all. I took their $8,000 microwave and I took their $12,000 dishwasher.

      The van was full, so I drove it home (the plan was to transfer everything into something much larger later). Then, I went back to that house and resumed the operation.

      I must have loaded in two-thousand pounds of old books—containing many valuable first-editions and medical tombs that were bound with leather and had never been read. I went up to the master bedroom and spent an hour collecting all of that jewelry and all of those watches.

      Oh God, it was so easy!

      I almost had the van filled again when I decided to go back downstairs to steal more golf clubs, knowing how valuable those clubs were. Carson easily had $50,000 worth of golf gear in that simulation room, and I planned to take it all. I was able to grab two full golf bags, hauling them up the stairs to the basement door, which had seemingly blown shut.

      I propped the bags against the wall and tried the handle. But it was locked. The wind must have blown it shut with so much force that it flipped the little lock.

      No worries—I knew another way out.

      I lugged those clubs down that long maze of hallways, which was still quite confusing to be quite honest. I found that long hallway and I found that vault door. But when I went to turn the big wheel, it wouldn’t budge. The wheel was locked in place.

      “What?” I said.

      I tugged harder on the wheel, but it was properly locked—and there was no key code for me to input the password.

      “What the hell is going on?” I whispered, my heart rate starting to pick up.

      I went back to the basement door, which looked like wood—but when I tried to body-slam it open, I found out that it was a wood-veneer over pure-steel. That basement was a giant bunker.

      It was a literal bunker, and I’m not sure how I never realized it before; there were no windows in the entire basement, but there were vents, which likely went up to the surface, with some sort of air-filtering system built in. All of the various doors in that basement were also made of steels, with wood veneer over them. I noticed a glowing computer screen on one hallway wall, so I walked over to see what it was saying. ‘Emergency lockdown activated,’ it said. I pressed the screen, and it gave me the option to put in a code to override the system, or there was an option to alert the police—which I absolutely could not do under any circumstances; I had a van filled with jewelry sitting around back!

      “No, no, no,” I groaned. I must have done something to make the house believe there was some sort of… apocalypse scenario. “What the fuck do I do?” I checked my phone, looking in that ‘IMPORTANT’ file to see if Carson had sent his son the code for this particular occasion, but there was none. I tried putting in some different codes, but none of them worked.

      Then, it warned me: after three more tries, police will be alerted and dispatched. “Fuck,” I groaned.

      I explored the basement, hoping to find some way out, but the place was totally sealed. I was trapped in the bunker of a rich family, with evidence of my crime literally all over the place.

      Hours passed as my panic intensified. I tried bashing that door, but it was hopeless. I found power tools, which I tried using to cut the door open—but I didn’t even make a dent, not even with that powerful angle grinder.

      Finally, I remembered the small panel room. Maybe if I turned the power off to the whole property, the doors would surrender and sway open for me. I went into the panel room and flipped the large panel to turn power off to the whole house.

      The background hum died down. All was silent. I waited a moment as my eyes adjusted to the total darkness (it wasn’t total darkness, because there were little battery-powered nightlights in the hallways casting a soft bluish-white glow.

      But the doors were still locked.

      “Fuck!” I shouted, running out of ideas. The hallway screen was still lit up, making me think that the bunker security was on its own power supply, or maybe a battery of some sort. I tried to find that hidden power supply, but I had no luck.

      I was trapped.
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      I sat on the floor after a couple more hours. I tried everything, but there was no way out. It was late when I finally heard a noise upstairs: surely the sound of Erica returning home to find the house half emptied. I could just hope that she would open up that basement door somehow before calling the police. Then, I could rush out, get into that van, and peel away. Maybe I would have to ditch the van to save myself from being arrested—which wasn’t ideal, since my DNA was all over that van now.

      I stood up slowly and listened as I heard the footsteps up above. Someone was wandering around, quietly.

      It was silent again after a few minutes. I sat down by the door and waited to discover my fate. With each passing minute, I was more sure that I would be facing police officers when that door opened, and not a dainty, helpless crossdresser.

      But hours passed with nothing. I ended up dozing off, and when I woke up, my phone was sadly dead; it used a lot of battery power to run that spying app. So I had no idea what time it was. I’d turned the power off so many times from that basement panel; none of the devices in that basement were correctly displaying the time. It could have been midday, or it could have still been the middle of the night.

      I wandered around, hoping to come up with a new idea to escape—and then when I returned to the basement door, I found a note that had been left on the top of the stairs.

      I don’t know how it was placed there without someone opening the door. And if they opened the door, they must have known that I was wandering around away from the door. But how?

      I read the note.

      ‘Dearest intruder,

      ‘Welcome to our home. We hope you enjoy your stay here. We have many activities planned. If you have interest in escaping, you will play our game! Otherwise, you will find yourself soon becoming quite hungry, as we have removed all food supplies from the basement, including the popcorn from the popcorn machine!

      ‘Also, as a tip for your next heist, we recommend that you learn the difference between fake cameras and real ones. Wealthy individuals tend to invest in hidden cameras, and often use very visible ones to trick criminals, like yourself.’

      My heart sank into my stomach. Was this real? Were they going to torture me before having me properly arrested?

      My gut was filled with the dread of regret. I looked up at the camera peering down that hallway. I walked over to it, reached up, and ripped it down. I smashed it down on the ground and saw that it was just a plastic shell with a little red light on the inside of it.

      And in the breaker room, I saw that camera terminal, which looked like a model I’d seen online before. I pulled it down, smashed it, and saw that it, also, was just an empty shell with fake wires sticking into it.

      Then, in that same little room, I noticed the slight gleam of a lens. I walked up to it, and noticed, just above the breaker panel, was a little box of screws, but it was a fake, because inside of it was a tiny little camera, watching me.

      I bit my tongue with embarrassment.

      I went out to the hallway and searched around until I found, in a flower pot on a small side-table, was a little black gleaming eye: the small lens of a hidden camera.

      I couldn’t find them all, but I found four through the various rooms. “Fucking hell,” I barked in frustration. I sat down for a long while, trying to force myself to accept this awful fate.

      I went down to the theatre, to see if they truly had cleaned that little concession area of all the candy and popcorn that had been stocked there—and it was true: at some point, someone had come down and emptied it out, to ensure I wouldn’t have anything to eat—or drink! The sinks in the bathroom wouldn’t work and the toilets had been drained of water. This was all planned.

      I was lured into that basement and trapped like some feral raccoon.

      The popcorn machine was not quite empty—there was a handful of old popcorn in the machine, which I decided to reach for, because my stomach was starting to groan, just thinking about being starving for God knows how long. I stuffed the popcorn into my mouth, and then I noticed the note.

      I pulled it out of the machine. ‘I had a feeling you would eat that,’ it said. ‘I don’t believe you’ve ever been in the projection booth, have you? When you’re ready for your first activity, go ahead and check it out!’

      I scrunched the note into a ball in my hand, letting some rage out into that paper. Then, I went into the projection booth, which was through a narrow doorway inside of the movie theatre room. I had to go up a narrow staircase to get up into the projection booth.

      It was a small, cramped area. I wondered if I was still technically in the basement, since I was up a small flight of stairs.

      There was a note taped to the wall. ‘Fun fact!’ it read. ‘You are now in the house’s only true panic room. The door to this room is totally bullet proof and can be opened and closed remotely, but only from the panic remote, which I have.’

      As I read it, the door slammed shut, making me yelp. After a moment of feel claustrophobic, I was able to gather my composure.

      I kept reading: ‘The walls of the room are also fire-proof and bullet-proof. There is a button on the wall that will call the police, though we’ve deactivated it so it won’t spoil the activities. You’re able to breathe thanks to a few hidden holes in the wall, which are covered with black felt. As teenagers, we would joke around and call them the ‘glory holes’. One of them has been opened for you.

      ‘Now, if you want the door to open again, you will have to suck your way out. And don’t bite! You wouldn’t want to leave a mean mark on one of our pretty, feminine cocks.’

      “Let me out!” I shouted.

      The note ended with, ‘Seriously though: don’t think of hurting us, or we will make this much worse for you than you already think it is.’

      It took a minute to find that little hole. I dropped to my knees and tried looking through it; I could see the back of a row of theatre chairs. “Someone help me!” I shouted. “There—There has been a misunderstanding here! Please!”

      I tried screaming for a while. Then, after an hour, I gave up, sitting down in that hot, cramped room.

      I waited and waited… and then I began to doze off, exhausted from being trapped. I was out for a while before I heard some giggling. I blinked a few times and then I perked up.

      “Do it,” I heard a feminine voice whisper.

      “No, you do it.”

      “You said you would do it!”

      “What if he bites my cock off?”

      “Hello?” I called out. “C—Can you let me out of here? Please. I—I’ll give you everything back, okay? I’ll leave and you’ll never hear from me again.”

      The girls giggled.

      “Rock paper scissors?”

      “Fine.”

      There was a silence, and then a loud sigh, and some more giggling. “Oh God, I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.”

      I tried to peer through that hole, but the theatre was dark, and I could see nothing. “Hello?” I called out.

      “Remember, intruder! No biting! No being mean!”

      “Let me out!” I screamed.

      Then, I gasped and fell back as a dark figure moved in front of that little hole. Before I could scramble to my feet, a flaccid penis slipped in. “Oh God, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she said with a nervous voice.

      “He’s not stupid enough to bite you, Vanessa. Don’t worry.”

      “He’s pretty stupid though,” said another voice.

      The girls giggled.

      “Go ahead and suck your way out, intruder!” called out a confident voice, which I assumed belonged to Erica.

      I stared at the cock. Was it real? It sure looked real… I was horrified by the sight of it, even though it looked so clean and proper: no hair, no wrinkles, no veins: just a smooth penis, waiting in that ‘glory hole’.

      “Please just let me out,” I shouted.

      But nobody answered. The girl was just waiting. My head was spinning. Would they really keep me locked in that room until I died if I didn’t suck that penis?

      There was a long silence.

      “Is he doing it?” a voice whispered.

      “N—Not yet,” said the nervous owner of that flaccid cock.

      “Ugh… Would he really rather die? You have such a cute cock.”

      My head was spinning fast. I felt sick. I felt dizzy. I stared at that little dick, and I began to wonder if I could do it to gain my freedom… even if it was just freedom from that booth.

      I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath.

      “How long do we wait before we just lock it up down here and leave him?” a soft voice whispered.

      “I don’t know. Give him another… three minutes to start. If he doesn’t start, we’ll leave him be.”

      “No,” I said. “Please. I—I really will give you everything back.”

      But they didn’t answer. That cock just remained there.

      I realized I had no choice. I… had to suck that cock.

      So I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath. I leaned in. I hated myself for even considering it… but it had to be done. I licked my lips and then I slid my lips around that small penis.

      I heard a gasp. Then I heard a voice. “What? Is he doing it?”

      “Yes.”

      “Really!?”

      “Yeah.”

      I tried to ignore them as they all giggled. I sucked slowly, keeping my eyes closed, trying to pretend like this wasn’t totally fucked up.

      TO BE CONTINUED…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            YOU FOUND ME ON PATREON

          

        

      

    

    
      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share
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          KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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