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BOY TO GIRL

Out for a walk one night, Barry spots a peculiar sight in the window of a house: a young man putting on women’s clothing. Out of curiosity, he stays to watch, and he watches until the young cross-dresser is cleaning up his bed sheets. On his way home, he realizes the young man might just be the solution to all of Barry’s legal troubles.

Liam is a young man with a secret: when everyone in the house is asleep, he likes to put on his sister’s clothes for a bit of adult fun. But the fun comes to a sudden end one night when he receives a package from an anonymous sender, telling him to carry on with his nightly shows or lewd photos will be shared with all of his friends and family members. The arrangement seems cruel, until Liam starts receiving cute new outfits every single day.

But as the days go by, the blackmailer wants more and more.


CHAPTER I

Barry needed a walk and he needed a cigarette. His dog had also been pacing at the back door for the past twenty minutes, crying progressively louder, so Barry figured he would stone all three birds at once. He grabbed his pack of cigarettes, his lighter, and Whiskey’s leash.

He didn’t plan on using Whiskey’s leash, but he always brought it with him just in case. Whiskey was usually fine just wandering around the wooded area behind his house. But occasionally someone else would come by with their dog on a leash, and Barry got in shit once from one of his neighbours, an old man. “You know this isn’t an off-leash area, right?” the neighbour said with a scowl. A few days later, Barry received a complaint from the city, filed by an ‘anonymous’ neighbour. But Whiskey hated walking on-leash and Barry wasn’t too worried. They weren’t going to fine him without proof, and the old man certainly didn’t know how to operate a camera to obtain the necessary proof.

But some grumpy old man was the last thing on Barry’s mind. He had bigger problems than a crusty old neighbour. He had an ex-girlfriend who was trying to take all of his money—and he didn’t have much.

Sarah and Barry were roommates for two years, and they became intimate a year into their home sharing. One night after a booze-filled party, they fucked on the living room sofa, and when they woke up the next morning, they decided to give dating a go. A year later, Barry found out that she’d been spending drunken nights on the sofas of many different men, so he told her to move out. A week later, he received a letter from a lawyer, notifying him that Sarah wanted half of his assets. Apparently, after living together for two years in the province of British Columbia, they were considered common-law, giving Sarah the same rights as a married woman. Therefor, with their split, she supposedly had the right to half of Barry’s assets.

He thought it was a joke at first, until he received another letter from Sarah’s lawyer a week later with more demands. She wanted alimony on top of half of his bank account and half the value of the home he bought a year before he met Sarah: $455,000 to be paid out in total, plus $2,500 per month in alimony payments. The lawyer ended his letter by saying, “We are being generous. In my professional opinion, Sarah is entitled to much more than this.”

And for months, Barry had been battling Sarah without ever seeing her. He had to get a lawyer of his own and he managed to spend nearly ten grand in lawyer fees in just those few months. But his lawyer didn’t have much hope. “Technically, Sarah is entitled to half of your assets, but I’m hoping we can convince a judge that she shouldn’t get nearly as much alimony,” said Barry’s lawyer.

“Are you serious right now? Why should she get anything? We weren’t even really a couple. We were just roommates.”

“But you admitted that you slept together on a regular basis. That won’t look good to a judge.”

Barry tried finding a new lawyer, but he didn’t have the money to afford a decent one. So he took the little money he had left and he took up smoking and he started walking his dog a lot more. He used those long walks to clear his head, which he was trying to do now, though it was hard now, seeing as that morning, Sarah’s lawyer had called to let him know when the court date was. He had two weeks to prepare an argument for a judge. And if he were to lose (which seemed highly likely) then he would have only a month to sell his property to pay out his ex-girlfriend.

At least Whiskey didn’t seem too stressed out. Barry watched as he ran through the trees, his paws pattering on the dead leaves. It was a dark and moonless night, so for most of the walk, Barry couldn’t see his dog—he had to rely on Whiskey’s noisy footsteps. Luckily it was a quiet night, so even when Whiskey was twenty yards away, Barry could still hear him. He could even hear the sizzling of his cigarette as he took a long drag.

It wasn’t cold but his hands were trembling slightly—probably with anxiety. A part of him wanted to skip the upcoming court date. He could just send Sarah the money and beg her to drop the alimony request. At least then he could simply sell his house, give her the money, and then pretend like she never existed as he basically started his life over again.

He also considered leaving the country. His dad was born in Austria, and he was pretty sure that meant he could apply for Austrian citizenship. But he didn’t speak a word of German, or any language aside from English. But how long would it take to learn? And would Sarah’s legal team track him down if he was hiding out in Austria?

Barry couldn’t hear Whiskey, so he whistled. The woods were silent for a moment, and then he heard his dog galloping towards him. Whiskey’s goofy face materialized through the trees, his tongue swaying from side to side. He mushed his wet nose against Barry’s leg. Barry gave him a pat on the head, and then he trotted off back into the woods, trying to find a bunny or a mouse or even just a really good stick.

Barry walked for longer than usual, his mind adrift with that same tiring anxiety. He pulled out his phone flashlight so he could see, as the glow of the city lights was far behind him now. He knew it wasn’t amazingly safe to be wandering out into the woods in the middle of the night, but it was nice to get away, to be somewhere that no one would ever find him. He could pitch a tent out in those woods and none of those letters from that damned lawyer would ever reach him. It was peaceful out in those woods, even if there were coyotes watching him secretly from behind tall trees.

Barry checked the time. He’d been out for thirty minutes and he was still walking straight out into the woods. He figured it was probably best to turn back now—and then he noticed a glow in the distance. So he kept walking. He had to climb up a muddle slope before he saw the source of the mysterious glow—

It was a lit up window. And not too far away was a porch light, flickering slightly as moths threw their delicate bodies at it. He’d reached Discovery Pines: a new community that had just opened up a few months earlier.

Barry had never seen Discovery Pines before, but he’d heard the ads on the radio. “Your new home at Discovery Pines will be so relaxing, you’ll forget you aren’t on vacation,” was their radio slogan. Barry always thought it was a stupid slogan. He’d seen pictures of the community on billboards in town. It was just another suburb with a big manmade lake in the middle of it. Looking at it now, he wasn’t terribly impressed.

Every house looked the same. The siding on the houses was cheap. The stone looked fake and the shakes looked like plastic. Even the grass looked strangely fake, and maybe it was. Barry knew a guy who had fake grass put in his back and front yards so he wouldn’t have to mow it. Ironically, he still had to water the grass, or it would start to smell as dog pee would stagnate on the false green blades.

Whiskey had wandered into one of the yards. He was sniffing around, trying to figure out where the hell they were. Barry tried quietly whistling him back over, but Whiskey kept sniffing around. He would have whistled louder but he didn’t want to alert any of the new homeowners. “Whiskey,” he whispered as Whiskey wandered up onto one of the decks. He started smelling the homeowner’s compost bin. “Get away from that!” But his whispers weren’t loud enough for the stubborn animal.

Barry took a step forward. His plan was to quickly grab Whiskey and then to disappear back into the woods before anyone noticed him. But he didn’t make it more than a step before a figure appeared in that glowing upstairs window.

It was a young man and he was naked. His skin was fair and his body appeared to be shaved smooth. Barry looked away quickly, now worried he was going to end up arrested and charged with voyeurism and prowling. With his luck, it seemed likely. So he ran quickly to grab Whiskey by the collar, and then he started running back towards the woods. He got Whiskey onto his leash and then he looked back again, though he wasn’t sure why he looked back. And that’s when he saw the young man slipping into a pair of red lacy panties.

Barry stopped, his heart pounding, and he found himself staring for reasons unbeknownst even to himself.


CHAPTER II

It had been a long time since Liam had last gotten himself dolled up. For two months, he’d resisted the urge to sneak into his sister’s bedroom to secretly borrow her clothes, and he’d kept his wig and makeup kit hidden in his locker at school. Every day he worried that someone would find that makeup kit in his locker, even though he was the only person who knew the combination.

He was used to getting dolled up all the time—almost every night. At their old house, he had a whole suitcase full of his sister’s clothes hidden under his bed, and he kept his makeup kit stored away in a bag at the back of his closet. He would wait until everyone went to bed and then he would get dressed up. Once he was dressed up, he would do his makeup. He never did his makeup first, in case his sister or his parents were taking longer than usual to fall asleep. He knew he could get changed quickly, or pull a blanket over his body—but he couldn’t wash makeup off quickly. Sometimes he wouldn’t even bother with his makeup; he thought he looked pretty good without it, but he knew he looked better with it.

But when it came time to start packing for the big move, Liam wasn’t taking any risks. While he was home alone, he snuck all of his sister’s clothes back into her closet and then he packed up his wig and makeup kit and brought them to school. He wasn’t willing to let them be found during the packing and shipping process.

Liam kept his cross-dressing a secret. It was more than a secret. People tell their close friends their secrets, but Liam didn’t dare to tell anyone. If his friends and family found out that he liked to wear panties and skirts and lingerie… he would rather be dead. Though he sometimes fantasized about telling everyone. And in his fantasy, everyone was fine with it. But he knew that reality would be much different than his fantasies.

Now, Liam looked down at his red lace panties, which were his own—the first piece of his own female wardrobe. He bought them online and had them shipped to a neighbour’s house, who he knew was out of town for the month. He carefully tracked the package and then snatched it from his neighbour’s mailbox just minutes after the mailman put it there.

He walked over to his closet mirror and admired the panties. It was the first time he’d put on a pair of panties in months. He would have put them on much sooner, but there were complications when they moved into that new house in Discovery Pines. The house wasn’t finished when they moved in. Workers were still coming in every morning at 7:00 AM and they weren’t leaving until 9:00 PM. It took six weeks before they finally put doors in the doorframes. And it was hard to secretly get dolled up when there are no doors to hide behind. So Liam had to be patient.

Even once the doors were up, Liam still had to acquire clothes. His sister was in no rush to get settled in her new bedroom. For two months, she kept all of her things in moving boxes, leaving her closet empty. She was too lazy to unpack everything, and she only ever wore the same three outfits anyway. So all of the skirts and dresses that Liam’s sister never wore remained hidden away in boxes, and Liam knew better than to try and dig his favourite outfits out while his sister was out of the house. She might not notice the missing outfits when she finally got around to unloading those boxes—but Liam wasn’t satisfied with ‘might not’. He knew she wouldn’t notice a few outfits missing from the back of her closet once they were stashed away.

But finally, she got around to unpacking (with some help from their mother). And Liam was finally able to sneak in and grab what he needed without nudging anything out of place. He snuck his wig and his makeup kit home and he stashed everything away in a discreet black backpack in the back corner of his closet.

And finally he had everything he needed to get dolled up in peace. He was excited. The new house was much bigger and the insulation was much better. He didn’t have to worry about thin walls and creaky floors. For once, he had his own en-suite bathroom, so he could get his makeup washed off without having to bound across the hallway, just a few feet from his sleeping parents’ bedroom. And now he wasn’t even on the same floor as his parents; they were downstairs, across the hall from his sister, and he had the upstairs all to himself. And to sweeten the deal, his bedroom window no longer looked right into the neighbour’s bedroom window. Now, his window looked out at the woods, so he didn’t even have to bother closing his blinds.

Once in his red panties, he slipped into one of his favourite outfits: a red plaid skirt and a charcoal grey tank top. He usually wore a bra stuffed with socks, but in the past few weeks he’d noticed a bit of breast growth. He’d been secretly taking hormone pills for nearly a year, and the effects were finally starting to show. He stood profile to the mirror and he straightened his spine. The slight bumps of his new breasts were just barely noticeable. He smiled but his heart skipped a beat. How big would they be in a few months? How big would they be in a few years? At what point was he going to have to fess up to his family? He couldn’t just wear baggy sweaters for the rest of his life—or could he?

When he’d starting taking the hormones and the hormone blockers, he assumed the courage to come out with eventually come to him. But now, he was more terrified of coming out than ever before. Shortly after they moved into the house in Discovery Pines, Liam overheard his dad saying, “Thank God our kids aren’t gay.” He said it after meeting the gay couple, who lived just a few houses down. Apparently they’d spent the last four years waiting to be approved by an adoption agency. Until that comment, Liam never thought his dad was homophobic. Liam never really knew how his dad felt about gays and lesbians and bisexuals and transgenders—he was always too afraid to ask.

But he couldn’t turn back now. He’d been taking hormones and hormone blockers for a year. He was committed. His body had already undergone changes that were permanent. And he loved the idea of being a girl, even if it meant keeping it hidden twenty-two hours of the day. Though he was starting to worry about his voice; it was starting to change, getting higher and softer, and it was getting harder and harder to deepen it.

He didn’t want to think of any of those issues right now. Right now, he just wanted to enjoy getting dolled up for the first time in what felt like forever. Once he had his little outfit on, he put his wig on. It was tied into two tight French braids, which he decided to keep, as they looked really cute with the outfit. He slipped into his new en-suite bathroom to do his makeup. He took his time, not feeling tired or rushed, or worried that his parents would wake up and come into his room. He started with mascara, then he put on a bit of eyeliner, and then he went heavy with the eye shadow. He dug out his concealer but he decided not to put any on. His skin looked surprisingly clear and, thanks to a year of HRT, his skin was softer than ever. So he finished off his look with a bit of lip-gloss.

Then he found himself back in his bedroom, in front of his full-length closet mirror. He looked at himself from different angles, admiring his progress. Feeling confident in the insulated walls and his new distance from his parents’ and sister’s bedrooms, he whispered to himself in his most natural girl voice, “You’re looking so cute.” He smiled.

And then he remembered that he owned a toy that he’d never used before. It was another gift he bought for himself online months before: a small vibrating dildo. It was a discreet toy, which was disguised as a small lamp until you unscrewed the base and pulled out the pink cock. Liam had used the dildo many times before, but never with the vibrator turned on. When he bought it, the website insisted that it was a silent vibration, but Liam disagreed. It was a loud unit, and he’d never been able to use it, worried it would be enough to wake up his family. But now, he felt more confident. He bent over with his back to the mirror and he lifted up his skirt. He pulled aside his panties and he started to wiggle the cock into his ass. He took a deep breath and then he pushed the on button.

It started to vibrate. It didn’t seem as loud as it used to—though Liam had a feeling that was just because he wasn’t so paranoid in the new house. He pushed the cock deep into his butt, until he felt the tip buzzing against his prostate. It was only a few seconds before his legs started to tremble. His cock was already hard. It never took much to make his cock hard once he was in a pair of panties.

He took a deep breath and looked over his shoulder, admiring his curvy ass, which was gracefully accepting that pink dildo. He thrust it quickly into his butt and his legs began to tremble harder. He moaned and then quickly turned his face and mashed it into a pillow, so no one would hear his moaning—not that he was too worried. He’d done a few tests over the past few weeks, putting music on in his room before casually meandering through the house to find out how loud he had to be before he could be heard. Even when he had his speakers set to their loudest setting, his music wasn’t easily heard downstairs.

But he still wasn’t about to take any chances.

He pressed that vibrator against his prostate and then he used both of his hands to jerk himself off: one hand massaging his balls and one stroking his rod. It didn’t take long. Thirty seconds later, he was trembling all over with an intense euphoria pulsing in his cock. He looked down just in time to see white streamers erupting from his cock, making a mess of the side of his bed. Usually he would have put a towel or two down, so there wouldn’t be too much mess—but this night he’d been too excited to think ahead.

Now, as he stood up, he felt embarrassed. He made a real mess of the side of his bed, and he couldn’t exactly sneak down to the basement to do a load of laundry. So he wiped up what he could and then he flipped his sheets over to hide the cum stains. He quickly put away his dildo and then he locked himself in his bathroom while he washed off his makeup.


CHAPTER III

It was five days later when Barry found himself back out in those woods, walking back towards Discovery Pines. For five days he tried to forget what he saw, and for five days, he tried to fight back the urge to go back. But on that fifth night, the urges were too powerful.

He didn’t know why he wanted to go back or what he wanted to see. It’s not like he enjoyed watching that young man frolicking around in women’s clothing. It’s not like he’d ever been attracted to men or interested in traps. But still, there he was, making the long hike through those woods in the middle of the night, just for a chance to catch another show in that same bedroom window.

He wasn’t sure where he was going. He knew Discovery Pines was west of his house, but he didn’t exactly use a map and a compass during his first trek out, when he accidentally discovered the small community. And it’s not like he recognized the trees or the fallen logs. But still, he figured he would be able to figure it out.

He had Whiskey with him, and he was ready to put Whiskey on a leash as soon as he saw the faint glow of the removed community. He didn’t want anyone to know that he was there, especially now that he was going to stare through a stranger’s window. He shivered at the realization that he was literally walking thirty minutes just to commit a crime—voyeurism was in fact a crime, punishable with jail time (he had looked it up a few days after the initial incident). But even knowing what he was doing, he still found himself doing it. He figured if he was caught, he could easily convince whomever he needed to convince that he was just out walking his dog.

When he finally saw that faint glow, his heart skipped a beat and he perked up. He knew it was unlikely that he would catch the same show again, even though it was the same time of night. He knew it was unlikely that the young man’s blinds would even be open again, but it’s not like he had anything better to do. He’d been unemployed now for four days, based on his lawyer’s recommendation. “If you aren’t making any money, then the judge is less likely to slap you with alimony,” Barry’s lawyer said. So he begged his boss to fire him, and he was successful.

But now he had nothing to do—nothing to do but wander around the house that would soon be sold to pay a woman who didn’t deserve anything. Barry tried not to think about her, but it was impossible not to. She was everywhere he looked. Even things that had nothing to do with her made him think of her—like his guitar. He bought that guitar years before he met her, but now he would probably have to sell it to pay off her absurd fees. He was afraid he might even have to sell his dog to pay her off—he wasn’t sure he would be able to afford the dog food once she took everything he owned.

The more he thought about her, the angrier he became. He found himself wondering: if she was supposedly entitled to half of his assets, why did it seem like she was taking everything? Where did they come up with that $455,000 number? He bought his house for $350,000—and half of $350,000 is $175,000. So where did the rest of that incredible number come from? Barry had tried asking, but the lawyer’s answer made no sense, and Barry knew that he wouldn’t be able to make any sense of it, no matter how it was explained to him. Because the whole thing was completely nonsensical.

Barry noticed that familiar glow growing in the distance. He called Whiskey over and put him on a leash. Then he started creeping towards the light, his heart suddenly pounding. And for the first time in five days, he forgot that he was in the middle of a ludicrous legal battle. He forgot that there was a crazy woman trying to bleed him for every penny he had and every penny he would ever make. Now, he was only thinking about the crazy sight he’d seen almost a week before. Now, he was only thinking about that young man who looked surprisingly like a girl with a skirt and a wig and a bit of makeup.

Barry carefully climbed over the muddy ridge and found himself in an unfamiliar spot. The houses were clearly built by the same developer, but they weren’t familiar. There were a few porch lights left on, but now glowing windows. Barry knew he wasn’t in the same place and he wasn’t sure which direction the same place was. He looked both ways and tried to see if there were any recognizable landmarks. But there was nothing familiar. So he started walking down, along that ridge, looking at houses for anything familiar. He tried to remember if there was anything different about that house, aside from the sissy getting dolled up in the window.

He remembered a garden gnome in one of the flowerbeds. So he kept his eye out for that garden gnome. He couldn’t spot it yet, but there were still plenty of houses backing onto that wooded area. The community of Discovery Pines wasn’t huge—maybe one hundred houses in a large ring around a private manmade lake. Barry knew it would only take twenty minutes or so to walk around the whole thing.

He couldn’t spot that garden gnome.

And he was just about to give up and turn back when a nearby light suddenly flicked on. Barry froze. He wanted to quickly sprint back into those woods before anyone got a good look at him, but he wasn’t able to will himself to move a single muscle. Slowly, he turned his head towards the source of the new light.

It was coming from inside one of the houses: a glowing upstairs window in an otherwise black structure. Barry stared at the window for a moment before recognizing the curtains hanging at the window’s edges: it was the same room from the week before. And not even five seconds after this revelation, the young man appeared in sight, walking across the room in his pyjamas.

Barry quickly hurried back towards the woods so he could watch from the safety of a tree. His heart was pounding and his brain was begging him to turn around and leave. He still couldn’t figure out why he wanted to watch so badly. He knew he was watching a young man and not a woman, but still he couldn’t bring himself to look away.

He had a feeling his strange obsession with watching the young man had something to do with his hard times with Sarah. Surely she’d tested him until he’d finally snapped, and now this was a repercussion of his newfound broken mental state. He let go of Whiskey’s leash, allowing the dog to trot off into the woods to do a bit of exploring while his owner watched a stranger from behind a tree.

Barry squirmed as his mind struggled between morals and urges. He hated himself for being a peeping tom, but he just couldn’t help it. The young man was so strangely fascinating. What would make a young man want to put on women’s clothing? And why was he doing it at such a strange hour of the night? Did anyone know about this young man’s secret? Or was Barry the only one?

He watched as the young man pulled off his pyjamas, leaving him standing naked. His legs and crotch were shaved smooth. If the young man was keeping his cross-dressing a secret, how was he keeping his shaved legs a secret? Did he have a good excuse, or did he just always keep them covered? Barry watched as the young man stepped in front of his closet mirror and stared at himself. The young man reached down and tucked his cock between his legs, making himself look impressively feminine—impressive because he wasn’t wearing makeup or a wig or even a skirt. He was just a naked man with no body hair, yet somehow he looked like a woman.

Maybe it was the slight lumps on his chest. How were those possible? Were they tiny implants or were they just soft pecs that looked like breasts? All of these questions kept Barry strangely fascinated and unable to look away. He had the perfect vantage point; up on that ridge, he could see everything above the young man’s calves.

He felt awkward and gross watching at first, until the young man had a pair of panties covering his cock and his blonde wig covering his short brown hair. Then, it suddenly didn’t seem so awkward, even though he knew he was breaking the law. Barry looked around often, making sure there weren’t any neighbours emerging from their houses. He knew he wasn’t completely safe, even behind that tree with his back to the dark forest. There could easily be another insomniac out walking his dog.

So Barry kept his body low. He kept the collar of his jacket up near his face and he was ready to run at a moment’s notice, though he was afraid that he might freeze up again at any potential conflict, like when that light turned on.

The young man was now slipping into a black dress. It was a tight fit, but it fit him perfectly, showing off his impressive hips and his cute little tits. His nipples were erect and visible all the way from those dark woods. Barry saw the young man’s cute feet briefly as the young man stepped up onto the bed. He wasn’t putting on makeup tonight, but he didn’t necessarily need it—though a bit of mascara would have made a big difference.

Barry waited for the young cross-dresser to do something, but the young cross-dresser just remained on the bed. He pulled out his laptop and appeared to be casually surfing the Internet—just going about his nightly business while wearing a black satin cocktail dress. He twirled his blonde hair with his pointer finger. Ten minutes went by.

Barry finally willed himself to stand up and leave, realizing he wasn’t just being a voyeur—he was being a full-blown stalker. He wasn’t just watching some free sex show, he was watching a young man while he casually surfed the net. Barry had no business lingering around in those woods, so he started to turn around. But then the young man finally did something—

He reached down and pulled up the skirt of his dress, exposing his panties and the big bulge hiding inside of them. He rubbed his fingers down the length of his bulge and then he reached in and fished his cock out. Barry found himself settling back into his place. Now he couldn’t leave. Now he had to stay and watch.

He’d heard of transgenders and cross-dressers before, but he’d never actually seen one before. Whenever the topic came up at work or on television, he always thought about the hairy Freddie Mercury lookalikes who stood and smoked outside the local gay bars, covered in body hair, with broad shoulders. He never thought of a petite, gentle looking young man whole smooth skin and a soft face. He didn’t think that a trans chick could actually look like a real chick, but this trans chick was awfully close. Even with her cock out, it was hard to see her as a man.

Barry watched as she stroked her shaft. Pink light flashed on her face. Barry assumed she was watching pornography, or maybe she was sharing webcams with a guy somewhere in the world. Though she seemed too timid to be sharing herself, even with the anonymity of the Internet. There was something about her mannerisms and the way she held herself that made her seem like the timid type.

She laid her head back and her lips parted. It was hard to see her now, so Barry had to stand up carefully on a fallen log. She was firmly pulling her cock up towards her sternum. She had a big cock—especially for a girl. With her free hand she reached down and fingered her butthole. She was only sticking the tip of her finger in—it seemed to be enough for her.

Barry felt his pants tightening. Was he aroused by the sight? He had to reach down and feel to believe it—he actually had an erection. He laughed and shook his head, realizing he was discovering something about himself. He didn’t mind being attracted to a trans chick. At least she was cute. At least she wasn’t some two hundred pound drag queen.

She stroked her cock elegantly—far more elegantly than any man could stroke his cock. She pushed her hips up into the air and her lips parted wider. Her cheeks turned red and then she pulled her finger out from her asshole and reached for a handful of tissue paper. She pressed that bundle of white tissue paper to the tip of her cock and then her body shuddered. She was coming. She slowly brought her hips back down to the mattress and her shoulders relaxed. She remained still for a few minutes, her chest heaving, her nipples still erect and pushing against the soft satin of the dress. Then she got up and threw that bundle of tissue paper into the toilet. She started getting undressed, and Barry knew it was his cue to leave.

He knew his cue to leave was five days before, when he first saw that young man in the window. He should have never stayed to watch, but he couldn’t help it. And now he felt even more helpless. Now, he was already planning on making the trek out to Discovery Pines again the next night. He had nothing better to do and he had nothing better to look forward to.

And it was nice to escape the anxiety Sarah filled him with, even if it was just for thirty minutes or so. He was sick of constantly thinking about Sarah and her lawyer and the upcoming court date. He was sick of constantly staring at his bank account, wondering how he was going to come up with all that money to scrub her from his life.

As Barry made his way home through that dark forest, an idea occurred to him. At first it seemed like an evil and cruel idea, but then he thought more about it and realized it may be his get-out-of-jail card. Maybe it was a bit mean, but maybe it would mean saving his house and his bank account and all of his future paycheques. A slight grin crossed his face.


CHAPTER IV

It had been a whole week since Liam had started cross-dressing again after his prolonged absence. He was excited—the new house was perfect. He had all the privacy he’d always wanted. Even the little lock on his bedroom door made all the difference—a little extra peace of mind as he got himself dolled up. He’d even started getting dressed up during the day, which he’d never done before—only ever when his parents were out of the house and his sister was occupied. It was extremely rare that she would ever come up to his room, so from time to time, he took the risk.

Liam was on his way to his room to try on a little dress he’d nabbed from his school’s drama room when his sister called his name. “There’s a package here for you,” she said. She was in the kitchen holding a box.

Liam’s heart skipped a beat and then fluttered down into his stomach. He quickly tried to remember if he’d ordered some lingerie or some makeup online. He never had any of his sissy supplies sent to the house, but maybe he made a mistake. Maybe he accidentally put his own address in the shipping details instead of a neighbour’s address, with a fake name… But he couldn’t remember ordering anything, to his house or to another house.

“Well do you want it or not?” his sister said. She was leaning against the counter, drinking a coffee.

Liam forced a smile. “Sure. I don’t remember ordering anything though,” he said. He took the box and gave it a shake. It was light, as if there wasn’t much inside. As he started towards his bedroom, he noticed there were no stamps on the box, and no markings from the post office or USPS. There wasn’t even a return address. It was just a box with his name and address. Liam didn’t have much experience with the post; he’d mailed a few letters to a pen pal back when he was in elementary school, and that was about it. But he knew you had to include a return address or the post wouldn’t deliver the package—at least that’s what he thought. Maybe he was wrong…

He closed the door to his room and then he locked it just to be safe. His heart was still trembling in his gut. A cold sweat bathed the back of his neck, but he wasn’t sure why. He kept telling himself that he had nothing to worry about, yet he continued to worry.

Using a pair of scissors, he opened the box. It was filled with crumpled up paper—about ten wads—and a small thumb drive. He took the thumb drive over to his laptop. As he inserted it, he noticed his hands were trembling. He took a deep breath. There were a couple of files on the small thumb drive: a zipped folder labelled ‘PICS’ and a little text document labelled ‘READ ME FIRST’. Liam followed the proper order by opening the text document.

“Hello beautiful. Thank you so much for your nightly shows. For some time now, they’ve been the highlight of my day. I hope this message doesn’t come as too much of a shock.” The letter continued but Liam’s vision suddenly became blurry as a ringing started in his ears. He quickly looked down at the bottom of the letter to see who sent it, but there were no names. He navigated back to the folder and tried right clicking the text document, to see if the sender’s name was encoded into the metadata. Then, he unzipped the folder and saw the pictures: pictures of himself, taken through his bedroom window, in makeup and lingerie. He didn’t look through the pictures—the thumbnails were enough. He realized he hadn’t taken a breath in almost a minute, so he took one now: a big, long, deep breath. He had to force himself to take another. He could feel the colour draining from his face. He’d never fainted before in his life, but he suddenly felt like he was about to for the first time.

He went back to that text document.

“I hope that you don’t stop your nightly shows after reading this letter,” the mysterious sender wrote. “In fact, I strongly suggest you continue your shows, unless you want these photos to end up in the hands of your friends and parents. And I would like it if you kept your blinds open. But don’t bother trying to spot me—you won’t see me.” Liam forced himself to take another breath. He couldn’t hear anything over the ringing in his ears—not even the knocking at his door. It wasn’t until his sister let herself into his room that he realized there had been someone at his door. He quickly closed that note and looked up at his sister. “What’s up?” he said.

“Didn’t you hear me knocking?” she asked.

“No,” he said.

“I just wanted to know what the package was.”

Liam looked over at his nightstand and grabbed the first thing he could see. “A new phone charger. I bought it on eBay for ten bucks like a month ago,” he said. “They charge like ninety bucks at the Apple Store.” He forced a smile.

“That’s a big box for a phone charger,” she said.

“I agree.”

His sister seemed satisfied, so she left, closing the door behind her. Liam waited until her footsteps were inaudible before he crept over to the door and locked it. Then he went to the window and shut his blinds before going back to his computer and opening that letter to read the rest.

“I would like for you to continue putting on your shows, every night. In the woods behind your house—about forty paces in, behind a fallen log—you will find a red box. In that red box you will find a new note every day—instructions. Please follow the instructions and I’ll make sure these pictures remain between you and me.”

Liam’s hands felt cold. He slipped them under his bum to warm them up, but it didn’t seem to help much. He tried to regain control of his breathing by taking a series of slow, deep breaths. Then he got up and went to the window and looked out at the woods. Even with the sun out, it was hard to see into those woods as the thick treetops blocked out the light. During the night, anyone on the other side of that first row of trees would be invisible.

After twenty minutes of anxiety-ridden silence, Liam decided to go out and see if the red box was real. Before he left, he looked at that text document note again, to make sure it was real and not just some horrible daydream that had come and gone. Unfortunately, the note was real.

He put on his shoes and casually meandered outside. Instead of heading straight to the forest, he decided to walk down the street, to a walking path that led to the woods. Then he doubled back. He though the detour would look more inconspicuous to anyone watching. He certainly didn’t want anyone finding that red box with the instructions inside—instructions that would probably give his cross-dressing secret away.

He looked around often, to make sure no one was watching. It took a while to find that red box out in those woods, but it was there, behind a fallen tree, nestled in a pile of leaves. He opened it up. Inside the box was a little French maid costume, complete with the frilly lace headband and white stockings. There was also a piece of paper and a pen. There was a note written on the piece of paper: “Please write down your shoe size. And take the costume for tonight’s show. Thank you.” So Liam wrote down his shoe size and left the paper in the box.

Liam felt his gut turn as he picked up the black and white French maid outfit. It was soft in his fingers. He was excited to put it on and feel it against his skin. But he was terrified to do it with a mysterious audience.


CHAPTER V

Barry wasn’t proud of what he’d done. But he knew it was a necessary evil.

He was now on his way to meet with Sarah for the first time since she’d moved out. It was a meeting scheduled by her lawyer, to try and come to a deal before going to court (to save everyone’s time an Barry’s money). Barry was hoping that he could plead with Sarah, but his lawyer told him that talking to her personally would be highly discouraged. He was going to try anyway.

When he pulled up to her lawyer’s building, he realized his situation was worse than he originally though. Her lawyer’s name was on the side of the large building, and his office was up on the top floor, looking down at the city. Barry’s lawyer worked out of a strip mall in the grungy part of town.

Barry had to buzz to be let in. His lawyer was already upstairs waiting for him. “Remember, don’t say anything unless you’re asked a question directly. And try to remain civil,” his lawyer said as they walked towards the meeting room where Sarah and her lawyer were waiting.

Barry noticed Sarah’s lawyer before he noticed Sarah. He was wearing a slick black suit with a dark red tie, and he had his hair slicked back, making him look like the villain in some World War 2 movie.

Sarah looked different. She had her long hair recently bleached blonde and she now had it tied up into a fancy-looking braided bun, which she probably had done by a professional. Her makeup was also better than ever before, also probably done by a professional. Barry didn’t know a lot about women’s shoes, but he knew that the ones on Sarah’s feet were Louboutins—probably worth over a grand. And her sparkling pantsuit didn’t look cheap either. By the looks of it, Sarah was already spending Barry’s money, positive she was going to win the case.

But for the first time in months, Barry had a glimmer of hope glowing inside of him. Sarah wasn’t necessarily going to win the case. In fact, she might end up owing Barry a lot of money. According to Barry’s lawyer, if Barry were to win, he would be entitled to counter-sue for expenses and damages. Maybe Barry would be the one wearing the expensive clothes at their next rendezvous.

“Let’s just make this quick,” Sarah’s lawyer said. “I’ve got a dinner at five and I want to make it to the gym first. My client and Mr. Peters were common-law partners after two years of cohabitation.  Having been common-law partners, my client is entitled to half of Mr. Peters’s assets. We’ve already gone ahead and calculated the value of Mr. Peters’s assets at the time of the split. That number is $910,000. Split in half is $455,000.”

“Okay,” Barry’s lawyer said. “But they weren’t technically dating for the full two years. For the first year they were just roommates, and roommates can’t be considered common-law.”

“First of all, good luck proving that they were just roommates. And second of all, who says that roommates can’t be common-law? What’s really the difference between romantic partners and roommates?”

Barry’s lawyer appeared to be stumped. Barry bit his tongue in an attempt not to scream. His lawyer was useless. Sarah’s lawyer was dancing circles around him, making him look like a total buffoon, and all Barry could do was sit there and listen. But Barry didn’t need his lawyer—he had a plan to deal with this whole mess himself.

“At least consider dropping the alimony payments—as a sign of generosity. My client recently lost his job and can’t possibly make the payments.”

“That’s his problem, not ours,” said Sarah’s lawyer. And Barry’s lawyer was silent. Meanwhile, Sarah sat with her arms crossed. She had a big, arrogant smile on her face as she slowly nodded her head. She didn’t look at Barry, as if she was too good to look at Barry. “My client hasn’t been able to work since the split. The emotional trauma has been too much. Consider yourselves lucky that we aren’t asking for emotional reparations.”

“But she cheated on me!” Barry finally said. Barry’s lawyer looked at him with a scowl.

“What my client means to say is, they’re both undergoing emotional stress.”

“My client will not be able to maintain her lifestyle without Mr. Peters’s alimony payments, and we believe it’s only fair that she continued to live her life the way she wants to live her life. Don’t you agree?”

Barry’s lawyer was again silent—a completely useless glob of flesh stuffed into a suit that was one size too small. He looked over at Barry slowly. “I’m not sure what else I can say, Barry,” he said, shrugging his shoulders in complete defeat.

Barry looked from his lawyer to Sarah’s lawyer and then to Sarah. “I was never in a relationship with Sarah.” The room became silent. Sarah’s eyes became wide for a moment before she let a laugh slip. “According to Canada’s Citizenship & Immigration code, a common-law partner refers to a person who is living in a conjugal relationship with another person, and has done so continuously for a period of at least one year.”

“We were a couple for a year, dummy,” Sarah said, rolling her eyes.

“Wrong,” Barry said. “We were just roommates. I was in an actual relationship with someone else.”

The room was silent again. “Are you saying that my client was your mistress?” Sarah’s lawyer asked.

“No. I never slept with Sarah,” Barry lied.

Sarah stood up and pointed her finger firmly at Barry. “Liar! We slept together almost every night for a year.”

“No we didn’t,” he said. “In fact, I spent most nights with my actual girlfriend.”

“He’s lying!” Sarah said, sitting back in her chair with a loud humph.

“Can you prove this relationship was real, Barry?” Barry’s lawyer asked.

“Yes,” he said.

“How?” Sarah demanded.

“I suppose she could testify,” Barry said with a calm smile.

“He’s obviously lying,” Sarah said to her lawyer. “He’s probably just got a friend to pretend to be his girlfriend. This woman’s testimony can’t seriously be taken as evidence, can it?”

Barry’s lawyer perked up. “Technically it’s just as much proof as you saying otherwise. So unless you can tangibly prove that you and my client were in a relationship, then Barry’s girlfriend’s testimony should satisfy a judge.”

Sarah’s eyes were wide and her lips were parted. She tried to muster up some words, but she had no idea what to say. Barry’s heart was racing as he sat back in his chair. He was starting to doubt his own plan, but he had nothing else to work with.

“Okay, well perhaps we’d be willing to drop the alimony payments,” Sarah’s lawyer said, to Sarah’s shock. “And we can settle with the $455,000 flat payment as a settlement. That way we can avoid going to court.” He whispered something into her ear, which she didn’t seem to like.

“What if we cut that number in half—to $227,500?” Barry’s lawyer suggested.

Sarah and her lawyer whispered to one another, as if they were actually considering it. “Could we make it $300,000?” Sarah’s lawyer asked. Barry’s lawyer looked over at Barry, waiting for his approval. But it wasn’t good enough for Barry.

“No,” Barry said. “She isn’t entitled to anything because we were never engaged in a relationship. So she’ll get nothing.” Now everyone, Barry’s lawyer included, was staring at Barry with wide eyes and parted lips. Barry stood up and straightened his shirt. “I guess we’ll all see each other in court.” Barry’s lawyer jumped to his feet to follow Barry out.

“Are you nuts?” he asked in the hallway. “That was the best deal we were going to get.”

“But if the judge hears my girlfriend’s testimony, won’t that ruin Sarah’s case?”

“Maybe. Assuming you can get this girl on the stand, willing to testify under oath.”

“That shouldn’t be an issue,” Barry said, feeling that warm glow growing inside of him. Finally, it wasn’t looking like his life was coming to a sudden halt. Maybe Sarah didn’t have him beat.


CHAPTER VI

Liam felt awkward in the French maid outfit. It fit his body perfectly and it pronounced his curves in the sexiest way possible—but he knew there was someone watching him through his window. He was too afraid to go up to that window and look out, and he knew it would be impossible to see whoever was out there.

And who was out there? Was it someone he knew? How did they know his name to put on the package? And how did they know to look into his window in the middle of the night? Had this person been spying on Liam for months—maybe even years?

Liam had no idea. He just knew he didn’t want to rub his tormentor the wrong way. He had to follow his or her commands so those pictures wouldn’t get out. Liam couldn’t imagine how horrible his life would be if his father saw those photos. Or if the pictures ended up taped to his locker at school… Suicide might even become an option at that point.

Now that Liam was all dolled up, he wasn’t sure what to do next. The instructions just told him to put the outfit on for his ‘nightly show’. And what was his nightly show supposed to be? Usually he jerked off once he got dressed up, but how could he jerk off now knowing someone was watching?

He walked over to the mirror and checked himself out. He was afraid to look too excited, but he also didn’t want to disappoint his mystery audience. He closed his eyes for a second and tried to pretend like no one was watching—but that was an impossible feat. So he opened his eyes and tried to distract himself with himself.

He really looked good in that black and white French maid outfit. His legs looked stunning under that little frilly skirt and he was pretty sure his tits looked bigger than they ever looked before—maybe he’d had a growth spurt?

He spun around and then he ran his fingers down his satin-clad sides. And a strange thought occurred to him: maybe this arrangement wouldn’t be so bad once he got used to the idea there was someone watching. He couldn’t complain about the free sexy outfits. He wasn’t wearing a cheap French maid outfit from some crappy costume store. The satin and lace hugging his skin now was high quality—probably worth at least one hundred bucks.

Liam noticed his cock beginning to harden as the tiny satin bottoms began to tighten. He closed his eyes and tried to control his breathing. The thought of getting an erection in front of a stranger was humiliating. But what if it wasn’t a stranger outside? What if it was someone from his school? What if it was one of his friends, tormenting him as a joke? How could he possibly jerk off in front of one of his friends?

He reached down and tucked his throbbing cock upwards, against his abdomen. He tried to ignore it as he wandered through his room, pretending to clean up. Maybe that would be enough—him bending over and tidying up while dressed like a maid… Maybe jerking off wasn’t part of the arrangement.

Liam killed an hour tidying up and staring into the mirror. Then he got undressed and went to bed. It took a good hour before his heart stopped pounding, so he could actually fall asleep. On his way to school, he detoured out into those woods and went to that red box. There was a note inside. “Tonight, I want to see you get off,” the note said. “I’ll give you extra points if you come on the window.” There was an outfit underneath the note: a pair of black X-pasties, a white fishnet crop-top, a pair of black high-waisted crochet panties, and a pair of tall, strappy heels in his size.

Liam felt embarrassed because he was actually excited to put the outfit on. He left it in the box but he took the letter, so he could throw it out on the way to school (just in case anyone found the box during the day). After school, he grabbed the outfit and snuck it up to his bedroom. It was still light out but he couldn’t wait to try the outfit on. So he closed his blinds and locked his door and took the sexy festival slut costume for a test run. He squeezed into the crochet panties and then he stuck the pasties to his nipples. He was already grinning, thinking he looked as sexy as hell. Then he put on the fishnet top and got into his wig. He didn’t put on any makeup—makeup would have to wait for the night, when everyone was asleep except for him and his secret voyeur.

He couldn’t wait, but at the same time his heart was filled with cold dread. He wasn’t just going to be getting dolled up—now he had to jerk off while someone watched. It wouldn’t be his proudest moment, but he had to do it—even if it was a friend watching while laughing and taping. He couldn’t risk letting those photos get out.

So he got dolled up again once his family was fast asleep. He spent a bit of extra time getting his makeup perfect after looking online at sexy festival slut makeup styles. He went dark with the eye shadow and heavy with the eyeliner. He put a bit of extra lip-gloss on his lips and then wondered if the small details would even be noticed by someone hiding way out in the forest. Did they have binoculars or some sort of camera with a zoom feature? The photos that were on that thumb drive weren’t zoomed in at all. But that didn’t mean the mysterious watcher wasn’t watching with binoculars.

Liam’s heart was pounding as he stepped out of his en-suite bathroom for his second ‘nightly show’, which was maybe technically his first as he was going to be exposing his erect cock for the first time. He walked through his bedroom, wondering how to start. What did the watcher want? Was he just expected to stand in front of the window and jerk off? Or was the watcher expecting more than that?

Liam went to his secret lamp. He picked it up and unscrewed the hidden dildo from the base. He wasn’t sure if he was about to embarrass himself or if he was just doing exactly what was expected of him. He walked over to the window. He couldn’t see out with the lights on in his room. He could only see his own reflection. At least he looked cute and sexy. At least he didn’t look like some hairy old man squished into a tube dress.

He took the dildo and pressed the button on the base, making it vibrate. Then he ran the dildo down his chest. He stopped and let the vibrating tip stimulate his nipples for a moment before reaching it down to stimulate the tip of his cock. He was already hard, but the panties were still covering his flesh. He closed his eyes and reached down to fish his cock out. He was too afraid to re-open them and see his reflection: the exact image the stranger outside was seeing. But he knew he couldn’t keep his eyes closed forever, so he forced them open.

He saw his throbbing erection standing tall, reaching towards his sternum. He teased it with the vibrating dildo, hoping it was satisfying his tormentor. He brought the dildo to his lips and he sucked it for a minute. Then he turned around and took a deep breath. He pulled aside the crochet panties and pressed the tip of that vibrator to his asshole. If the stranger out there wanted a ‘nightly show’ then he was getting one.

Liam pushed the vibrator into his ass. He became tense—even more tense than he already was. He pushed it in deep until it was pressed against his prostate, making his legs tremble slightly. It was hard standing in the little heels. He didn’t have any experience with heels. He never fit into his sister’s heels but he’d always wanted a pair of his own. Now he had a pair, which were surprisingly his style.

He plunged the vibrator into his ass for a couple of minutes, bending over to make sure the watcher could see everything. Then he found himself reaching down and massaging the length of his cock. He realized that was probably what the stranger outside wanted to see more than anything, so he turned around and saw himself again, cheeks red and cock throbbing. He watched himself as he stroked his length, and then he watched himself as his body became tenser, trembling. He bit down on his lip and realized he was about to come. He tried to hold it back, but he wasn’t sure why. The sooner he came, the sooner it was all over with. He took a step forward, so he was just inches from the glass. And then he groaned.

His big, warm load splattered against the glass and streamed downwards—shot after shot after shot, painting the glass white. He couldn’t believe how much cum he’d produced. He usually came into a handful of tissues. Did he always come this much?

He stumbled back from the window and felt his face turning even redder as he realized what he’d just done. He took a deep breath and then quickly went to grab some tissues to clean off the window. Then he closed the blinds and got undressed, praying it was enough for his tormentor. And as he went to sleep, instead of feeling sick and humiliated, he found himself excited to see what the next outfit would be in the red box.


CHAPTER VII

A court date had been set. Barry had three weeks to prepare his defence so that he would hopefully not have to pay a dime to his ex-girlfriend, who was never really his girlfriend at all. They never talked about being official partners. There was only sex, but even then, there was no proof. But Barry felt that having sex with your roommate shouldn’t entitle you to half of their assets, so he had no qualms in lying about it, even under oath.

But he did feel a bit guilty about the video he was working on exporting, which he’d taken the night before out in the woods, pointing his new camera up at that Discovery Pines house as Liam came all over the window while dressed in that sexy white fishnet crop-top. He didn’t like tormenting the poor young man, but it still seemed better than the alternative—it even seemed better than the reduced settlement offer, which was still more money than he had. If he took that offer, he would still have to sell his house and his car and maybe even his dog.

He put that video onto a new thumb drive and he wrapped the thumb drive with a red one-piece bathing suit he thought would look especially sexy on Liam’s tight, young body. He also included a more formal outfit: a tight grey tank top and a pair of factory-ripped jean shorts. He stuffed the lot into a grocery bag along with a cheap camcorder and then he went on a walk with his dog into the woods. He found that red box and he stashed the outfit. He had a note written and prepared on that thumb drive, labelled ‘READ ME FIRST’. His note started with an apology, and then he requested some video recordings, which he would give to Sarah and her lawyer in an attempt to get them to drop their case before the court date. Unfortunately, for the video recordings to be of any use, he had to give Liam his real name. Fortunately, there were many Barry Peters who lived in the city. And even if Liam tracked Barry down, Barry still had all of those photos and videos to use as blackmail.

That night, he watched as Liam got dolled up in the bathing suit. He watched as Liam sat on the bed and jerked off until he came all over his own chest, and then he watched as Liam changed into the tank top and jean shorts to record the video segments he needed for his court case. Liam didn’t seem to be hesitating at all, which was a huge relief for Barry. As long as Liam was willing to play along, then the court battle was as good as won.

Barry recorded Liam’s nightly show that night with a new camera he’d purchased that afternoon. The quality was much better and the zoom was impressive. He was able to zoom that camera right into Liam’s bedroom. When he got home, he played the footage back. He could actually see the cum bloating through Liam’s cock during his orgasm, thanks to the camera’s slow-motion feature. He watched that video a few times and then he found himself wondering if he would actually do it—if he would actually release those tapes and pictures if Liam suddenly decided not to play along. Probably not. How could he? Especially now that Liam knew his name and probably had enough information to track him down. If Barry outed him, then what would be stopping him from taking all of those tapes and blackmail letters to the police?

Thankfully, it wasn’t something Barry had to worry about yet, as Liam was still acting as a willing participant. In the morning, Barry went out and retrieved the camcorder from the box, so he could get those tapes to send to Sarah and her lawyer. He played them back before he e-mailed them out, and he was shocked by how feminine Liam’s voice was. She really sounded just like a girl, which was another relief. Barry had been completely prepared to tell the court that he’d been in a relationship with a transgender, but now it was looking like he wouldn’t have to. In the tapes, Liam referred to herself as Lexi. Barry liked that name—Lexi. It suited her. She had a cute smile as she spoke. She didn’t look tormented, but she did look a bit embarrassed. Her cheeks were a shade of red in each video, but it only made her look cuter.

He had just what he needed: a cute young woman who Sarah had never met, saying, “I’ve been dating Barry for almost three years. During 2016, Barry spent most nights at my house.” Barry just wished he could have been in the room when Sarah watched the tapes—to see her pale expression as she realized she wasn’t getting a dime of his money. That afternoon, Barry’s lawyer called with another settlement offer. “Now they’re willing to take just $150,000 with no alimony. I think you should take it,” he said.

“I told you—she’s not getting anything.” And Barry meant it. Now he was more confident than ever.

Until his lawyer said, “Okay, well then we’re going to want your little girlfriend to testify in court.” Barry’s heart skipped a beat before plunging into his gut. He’d known it was a possibility with his new lie, but he never thought it would get to that. His optimism had assured him that there would be no day in court—though now that optimism was dwindling. He could still take the offer. He could sell his house, give her the $150,000, and then buy a cheap condo with what he had left… At least then he would have something…

Or he could see how far Lexi was willing to go, and how badly she wanted those tapes to stay away from her friends and family members. So he prepared a note and stuffed it into a bag along with a new outfit and a toy he’d purchased online: a long, black dildo that was much thicker and longer than anything he’d ever seen her use. He wasn’t including the toy as part of his blackmail. He thought of it more as a thank you gift, for recording the videos—and maybe as an early thank you gift for appearing in court.


CHAPTER VIII

Liam didn’t get much work done at school. He spent most of the day in the library, hidden in the corner with his laptop as he searched for every Barry Peters in the city. He even widened his search to find every Barry Peters in the province. There were fifteen that he could find—three who lived within ten kilometers of him. He had no way of knowing which Barry Peters was his tormentor, or if any of them were his tormentor. Maybe the Barry Peters name was just fed to him to throw him off. Maybe it was the name of a friend or some client on the other side of the world who needed some strange proof that he had a girlfriend at one point in his life.

But if Barry Peters was actually the blackmailer, then he had a pretty good idea of which Barry Peters was responsible. There was a Barry Peters who, according to Facebook, lived in the community on the other side of the woods behind Liam’s house. He was in his early thirties and he looked like a normal enough guy. He dressed nicely in his photos and he was decently well built. He had a handsome smile. Apparently he owned a house and had a decent job. But why would such a well put together man be out in the woods blackmailing eighteen year olds? Maybe that was just his fetish…

Liam went straight to that red box on his way home from school to see what kind of goodies were awaiting him. It was quickly becoming his favourite part of his day, like opening a fresh pack of trading cards—he had no idea what to expect, but he knew he was going to like it. Today’s outfit was a black lacy two-piece with a pair of lace kitty ears and a clip-on kitty tail. Liam snuck the outfit into his house, along with the big black dildo that made his heart pound. He wasn’t sure the dildo would fit in his tight asshole, but he was strangely excited to try.

It wasn’t until he was in his room that he discovered the note folded into the lacy top. His excitement was suddenly replaced by an increasingly familiar dread. “Kiss the window tonight if you’re willing to do anything to keep these pictures from your friends and family.” Liam wasn’t sure what ‘anything’ meant, but that didn’t stop him from kissing the window at the start and at the end of his nightly performance—just in case the watcher didn’t see the first kiss. He waited a couple of hours before wiping the lip-gloss off the window.

It was a quick show that night. Once he’d managed to stuff that thick black dildo into his ass, he knew he wasn’t going to last long. It felt good—too good. His cock had never been so hard and he’d never produced nearly as much cum in his entire life. When he pulled the dildo out, he felt empty and stretched out. He had a tough time walking the next day, as his butt was still sore from being stretched so wide. He told his friends that he’d fallen off his bike when they asked why he was walking funny.

He was so excited to see the red box that afternoon that he ran to it. He couldn’t wait to see which outfit was awaiting him, though he was starting to worry about storage. His black backpack was full of clothes so he was going to have to find somewhere else to keep the slutty outfits hidden. He opened the box and quickly pulled out an outfit that surprised him: a pencil skirt, a white blouse, a pair of black heels, and some costume jewellery. It was a nice outfit, but it wasn’t exactly sexy. It wasn’t something a stripper would wear on stage, and it wouldn’t be the cutest outfit to wear during a nightly show. So he read the note.

“Next Friday I need you to testify in court. You can wear this or something else; nothing too scandalous. But tonight, I want you to go out in this and get comfortable with being out of the house as Lexi. Leave the house at 9:00 PM. Go into town for a couple of hours. Have some fun.”

Liam’s heart was suddenly pounding after a moment where it wasn’t beating at all. What did his tormentor mean, ‘go out in this’? Was Liam actually being blackmailed into leaving the house as a woman? How could he do it? His parents would still be up at 9:00 PM, in the living room with a view of both the front and back door. And what if they decided to check on Liam before going to bed?

Liam took a deep breath and read the note again. He wasn’t so worried about his parents—he could survive a bit of punishment if they realized he’d snuck out. He was eighteen after all—old enough to go out at night. He was more worried about being out as a woman, for the first time ever, and possibly being seen by a friend or someone from school. What if they recognize him? What if word gets out that he likes to get dolled up and pretend to be a woman? Then all of this blackmail hoop jumping was for nothing…

But what other choice did he have?

During dinner, Liam pretended to be exhausted. He even faked a nod off. His mother asked him if everything was okay. “I just stayed up late last night studying for this test, and now I have to stay up late again tonight,” he lied.

“When’s the test?”

“Tomorrow,” Liam said, even though there was no test.

“Studying is important, but sleep is more important. You won’t do well on the test if you’re exhausted.”

“Maybe you’re right,” Liam said. His mom was a teacher at a nearby school, and she’d given him the same lecture before.

So after dinner, Liam went into his room and stuffed pillows under his blankets. Then, with his parents still awake and buzzing around downstairs, he started getting ready. He carefully crept through his room gathering everything he might need. He put his wallet into a little purse and then he started getting dressed. He saved the wig and makeup for the end, just in case he had to perform an emergency disrobing. He was about to start doing his makeup when he heard the heavy footsteps of his father coming up the stairs. He panicked and jumped into his bed, throwing himself under the covers and then realizing his female wardrobe was all over the floor. But his father’s footsteps were at his door now. All he could do was hope that his father wouldn’t see the clothes.

But luckily, Liam’s dad didn’t come in. He walked by and went to the closet at the end of the hall before heading back down the stairs.

Liam decided it would be better to do his makeup elsewhere, maybe in a public bathroom on his way to the bus that would take him into town. So he packed his makeup supplies into his purse and then he got his wig onto his head. He spent the next five minutes carefully scaling down from his bedroom to the back yard. It was slightly past nine—he hoped he wasn’t too late for his cruel blackmailer. As he touched his feet to the ground, he wondered if the blackmailer was watching from the woods now. Liam was too afraid to look, too afraid to see the glowing eyes of some twisted voyeur. He didn’t want to see his rival’s face. He liked to think that his tormentor was a normal-looking guy with some well-intentioned master plan, but he knew it was more likely that his tormentor was some overweight, sweaty mouth breather who liked the stroke his cock from the dark safety of the woods.

But Liam had to go into the woods to get away from the house without being seen. His heart raced as he ran within twenty feet of the hidden red box. He didn’t look over at the box, worried the blackmailer would be sitting there watching. He kept running until he was a good half-mile from his home. Then he emerged from the woods and slipped between two houses, onto the sidewalk that would bring him to his bus stop. But first, it would bring him to a small grassy park with a public bathroom. There were two young boys playing basketball on the small cement court. They didn’t notice Liam as he slipped into the women’s bathroom and locked the door.

Liam wasn’t wearing the pencil skirt and blouse that he’d gotten that afternoon in the red box. Instead, he went with something more casual, saving the pencil skirt outfit for the apparent court date, which was still a giant mystery. Tonight, Liam was wearing one of his go-to outfits: a black tank top and his favourite red plaid high-waisted skirt. He had his hair tied into two tight French braids. It was what he considered to be his classic look—and he also considered it to be his most convincing look. If he was going to go into town undetected, sporting this look was his best bet.

The light in that public bathroom wasn’t ideal, but it was good enough that Liam was able to complete his transformation into Lexi. He went dark with the mascara and dark with the eyeliner, and then minimal everywhere else. He did a bit of contouring on his nose and cheekbones, just to make himself a little bit more unrecognizable.

He took a minute to stare at himself in the mirror, trying to decide if there was anything else he could do to improve his disguise, so there would be no chance of being recognized. And then he remembered he was likely being followed—there was someone lurking out there, waiting for him to emerge from that bathroom an get on with his night out. So he took a deep breath and stepped out from the bathroom.

The playing children were gone now and the sun was completely gone. Liam looked around but could see no one. But he still had to follow his commands, so he started towards the bus stop.


CHAPTER IX

Catching up with Lexi wasn’t easy. After Barry watched Lexi scale down from her bedroom window, he had to run back through the woods and then he had to take his car a couple of miles to make it to the bus stop before Lexi’s bus pulled up. When Lexi wasn’t on the first bus that went by, Barry worried that he’d missed her. When Lexi wasn’t on the second bus, Barry started losing hope. It didn’t help that he had to get on each bus to see the faces onboard, and then he had to get off at the next stop and walk all the way back before the next bus came.

He looked up from the book he was pretending to read as he stepped onto that third bus. He expected to see a bus full of strangers as he scanned the faces. And then he saw her, staring out the window, stashed away in the back corner of the bus. She looked over at him and then he darted his gaze away, terrified of making eye contact. He knew that she would have no idea who he was—just another guy getting on the bus—but he didn’t want her recognizing him in a couple of weeks when she came to testify in court. Not that it mattered whether or not she recognized him; she would be testifying either way, assuming she was still willing to play ball.

Barry took a seat near the front of the bus, on one of the sideways-facing seats, so he could keep an eye on Lexi. Lexi had turned her attention back to the window. Barry felt a lot more nervous than he expected. Every time she so much as repositioned her body, Barry found himself perking up, darting his gaze away, and becoming tense. He tried his best to play it cool when Lexi finally stood up and walked over to the door. He watched over the pages of his book as she pressed the ‘NEXT STOP’ button. He didn’t stand up right away. He knew that she probably suspected someone was trailing her, and she probably suspected that someone was on the bus with her. Barry looked down as she looked around before stepping off.

Thankfully about four other people stepped off the bus with Lexi. Barry did his best to blend in with them. He stalled at the bus stop until Lexi was half a block away, and then he started trailing her, sticking close to the building walls in an attempt to blend into the shadows. Whenever Lexi looked back, Barry did his best to look inconspicuous. He tried not to stop or look away suddenly, knowing that would be a sure-fire way to grab her attention. But it was hard not to react suddenly whenever her gaze turned back towards him.

He let her get a whole block ahead of him. She seemed to be meandering around downtown without any goals. Barry was just happy to see her out, to watch her passing strangers in the street so she could become more and more comfortable with being a woman in public. He watched as a few guys turned around and checked out her ass as they walked by. Barry couldn’t help but smile, but he also couldn’t help but feel a tad bit jealous, as if the men were checking out something that belonged to him.

Barry was surprised when Lexi slipped into a crowded bar. Though maybe it was a smart move. The bar was loud and the patrons were drunk, so it was probably the best place to blend in and remain unnoticed. And if anyone did notice her or try to talk to her, they wouldn’t be able to hear that slightly masculine tinge to her voice. Barry waited outside of the bar for a good fifteen minutes—peering in through the windows occasionally to make sure she was still there—before heading in himself. Lexi had taken a seat at the bar. She was drinking a vodka martini. Barry took a seat in a small, recently emptied booth, facing the bar. The previous patrons empty drinks were still on the table, as well as the crumbs from their French fries. But Barry didn’t mind. He wasn’t there to eat anyway. He was just there to keep an eye on Lexi, to decide whether she was ready for court, and whether she was committed to testifying.

As Lexi finished her first drink, a tall man slipped up next to her. He flagged down the bartender and ordered Lexi a second drink. Then he took the seat next to her and started chatting with her. It was another good sign, but again, Barry felt a tinge of jealousy creeping into his gut. Lexi was his girl—his creation. He’d spent the past few weeks watching her, buying her clothes and toys, making her more and more comfortable with being a lady. And now some other guy was swooping in to enjoy all of Barry’s hard work…

But Barry knew that Lexi wasn’t his—she didn’t belong to him and he didn’t want anything from her other than her testimony in court, so that Barry wouldn’t have to pay out every dollar he had to his name plus more.

The man bought Lexi her third drink, and then he got up and extended his hand. Lexi shook her head but the man was persistent. Finally, he got her to her feet and led her over to the dance floor. Lexi’s cheeks were dark red as they stepped onto the busy dance floor. The man started dancing as she stood, embarrassed with a big goofy smile on her face. She looked around and then she started dancing. She wasn’t the greatest dancer, but she was cute. Barry noticed a few different guys looking her way from the safety of their tables, especially once she was twisting, making her skirt rise up to show off her long, smooth legs. Everyone was oblivious to the fact they were gawking over a biological man.

Another hour passed and Lexi had consumed another couple of drinks. She’d gone out onto the dance floor with a couple more guys, and she even had to dodge the kiss of one particularly drunken man. But she was having fun. Barry watched her closely as she stumbled towards the bathroom. Then he watched as one of Lexi’s admirers walked over the bathroom to wait for her to emerge. He didn’t waste a second once she was out of the bathroom, already with a stiff drink to give to her. She took it, and he insisted that she pound it back. The man was being pushy and Lexi was too drunk and fragile to fend him off. He got an arm around her, placing his chin on her shoulder, and then Barry watched his lips say the words, “Come home with me.”

Barry watched as the man’s hands caressed Lexi’s sides, up and down, wrapping around her body—his fingers moving closer and closer to her tits. She tried to push his hands away, but he was determined to get what he wanted. He gave her a nudge towards the door. Lexi was trying to be polite, but the man remained determined.

The man wrapped his hand around her wrist and started pulling her towards the back exit. Barry couldn’t watch anymore. He jumped to his feet and hurried over. He grabbed the man by the arm and clenched tight until the man let go. “Hey, what the fuck is wrong with you?” the man said. His breath smelled of bad whiskey.

“Leave her alone or I’ll snap your arm off of your body,” Barry said, staring into the man’s eyes. The man tried to pull his arm free but Barry’s grip was too intense. He tried giving Barry a shove, but Barry shoved back harder, slamming him into the wall. “I mean it,” Barry said.

So the man went docile and backed off. As soon as Barry released him, he scurried like a startled rat into the bar crowd, probably to find an easier target.

Barry turned and looked Lexi in the eyes. She was silent, staring back at him with her glowing beauty. It was the closest he’d ever been to her. Sure, he’d seen her up close with his camera before, but he’d never seen her like this, in the flesh, in vivid three-dimensions. She was beautiful and fragile and perfect in every way. “Sorry you had to deal with that,” Barry said before turning away and heading straight for the exit.

Barry had seen all he needed to see. Lexi didn’t need his help to get ready for being a real woman in court. She was ready. Barry got on the first bus heading back home, and he hoped that Lexi would get herself home safely.


CHAPTER X

The outfits only got better over the next week. Liam would rush home from school and head straight for that red box to see the treasures that awaited him. He couldn’t believe someone out there was willing to spend so much money on him. Nothing was cheap. Everything was high quality and beautiful—though it was all becoming very hard to store. Liam now had about fifteen different outfits stashed away in his closet: skirts, dresses, panties, shoes, and tons of lingerie. He could have filled two large suitcases with his feminine wardrobe—but two large suitcases would have been too suspicious, so instead he kept it all stuffed into backpacks and old shoeboxes. Some items he kept hidden under floorboards and most of the lingerie he kept hidden inside of his box spring, through a slit he carefully cut. But he knew that he was going to need a new solution soon if the outfits were going to continue appearing in that red box.

Liam had gone out a few times as Lexi—twice more since being told to go out by his blackmailer. He’d never been much of a dancer, but he’d had so much fun dancing with strangers that night that he just had to go out and do it again. He planned on going out again tonight, and he was excited to see a sparkly blue dress waiting for him in that red box. There was also a pair of white heels and white panties to match. Liam snuck the outfit back up to his room and started surfing around on the Internet for makeup ideas for the night.

He briefly sauntered over to check his Facebook, which he usually did unconsciously every hour or so. He noticed a red notification at the top right corner of his screen. ‘Jacob Andrews tagged you in five photos’ the notification said. Jacob was a guy in a few of Liam’s classes—a quiet guy who hung out with the jocks. Liam clicked to see the photos, assuming they were pictures from class or from some school event. He wasn’t expecting to see photos of Lexi out at the club, dancing on the dance floor.

Liam’s heart stopped momentarily. By the time it started beating again, a comment had appeared from a girl in his biology class. “Oh my God, that really is Liam!” the comment said. And before he was able to process the comment, a second comment appeared. “Is he a faggot!?” Liam’s legs were suddenly numb. His hands were trembling and his gut was aching and churning. He tried pinching his arm, hoping he was just stuck in a nightmare. But it was no nightmare. It was real.

There were ten little laughing faces on the photo album, representing ten students in Liam’s classes who had seen the photos and marked them as hilarious. There were many new comments, but Liam was too sick to read them. He closed his computer down in an attempt to escape his crippling nightmare, but the anxiety only became worse. His phone buzzed, but he didn’t check it. Then it buzzed again, then it buzzed again, and then it started to ring. His friends had seen the photos. It was all over—everyone knew about his secret.

He went back onto Facebook, to see if the photos really looked that much like him. He figured he could lie and say that it was just a doppelganger. But the photos really looked just like him. Jacob had replied to the top comment. “I was at the club with Michael and Jeff and we looked over and Michael said, ‘Isn’t that Liam?’ And it totally was Liam. You can’t make this stuff up!” There were now forty laughing faces and a dozen likes.

It wasn’t long before the news spread. When Liam’s father came home from work, the first thing he said was, “Liam, I need to talk with you in private. In my study, please.” There was a lump the size of a fist stuck in Liam’s throat as he followed his father into the study. His father sat down and stared down at his desk. “I saw the pictures. Your sister showed them to me. Please tell me that isn’t you in those photos, Liam.”

But Liam couldn’t respond. He was too sick and the lump in his throat was too big. He just stood there, looking guilty, feeling miserable, wishing he could go back in time and never leave the house. Or even better—go back in time and never try on his sister’s clothes.

Liam was sent to his room while his father thought about the best course of action. Liam fell face first on his bed. He wanted to cry but he was in too much shock to produce any tears. He wanted to run away, but he had nowhere to go. He wanted to die but he was too afraid to do it. So he just remained flat on his bed, wishing the nightmare would come to an end.

He thought he’d been unrecognizable. He thought the wig and the clothes were enough—and the makeup was just extra. How did Jacob recognize him—of all people? A guy who Liam hardly ever talked to… Liam thought about going back onto Facebook to read the rest of the comments. According to his buzzing phone, there were dozens of comments, and he’d only read the first two. But he was terrified to see what his peers now thought about him.

That night, Liam didn’t dress up. He didn’t put on one of his nightly shows, and not just because his father had been checking in on him every couple of hours to make sure he wasn’t sneaking out. There was no longer any point in putting on the nightly shows. There was no point in stopping the pictures and videos from being leaked. Sure, he didn’t want photos and videos of him jerking off circulating around, but it really made no difference anymore. His reputation was already ruined. Everyone was already laughing at him.

And he had a newfound resentment for his blackmailer. It was the blackmailer’s fault that he ever went out dressed as a woman. He was happy staying at home, dressing up when everyone was asleep. And then this stranger came along and ruined everything. So Liam no longer had any qualms letting him suffer in court. Barry Peters could figure out his own testimony. Maybe he deserved whatever was coming to him. He certainly deserved it after ruining Liam’s life.

The next morning, Liam decided not to go to school. There were only a few weeks left before graduation, and Liam figured he could just show up for the exams and still pass. So he stayed home. He only left the house to visit that red box, to see what kind of note his blackmailer had left for him. “What’s wrong? Are you not feeling well? I hope everything is okay,” the note read.

Liam wrote a reply. “I’m not doing your stupid court thing. Go ahead and release your pictures and your videos. It doesn’t even matter anymore.” Liam didn’t bother going back out that afternoon to see if there were any new outfits. Instead, he spent that afternoon stuffing all of his feminine clothes into garbage bags, which he planned on taking and dumping in the middle of the woods the next time he was home alone.


CHAPTER XI

It took Barry a few hours to process Liam’s note. He tried to wrap his head around what could have happened, but it wasn’t hard to figure out once he was back home and on his computer. He navigated over to Liam’s Facebook page and saw the photos. The timing couldn’t have been worse, with just a few days before the court date.

Barry let his face fall onto his keyboard. He groaned and tried to process all of this new information. Did he even have a case anymore? He called his lawyer and asked what would happen if his girlfriend couldn’t make the hearing. “Then you have nothing,” his lawyer said. “Please tell me that your girlfriend will be there, Barry. Why are you even asking? It’s too late to take the settlement. If we ask now for that settlement, they’ll know something is up. Tell me your girlfriend is going to be there, Barry.”

“She’ll be there. It was just a hypothetical question.” Barry hung up the phone before his hands started trembling. He couldn’t even find a new girl to take Lexi’s place—it had to be Lexi. Lexi had already shown her face in all of those videos. Sarah and her lawyer had already heard Lexi’s voice. It had to be Lexi on that stand.

So Barry ran down to the red box with a fresh pad of paper and a pen. He needed to convince Lexi to change her mind. He needed to get her to testify, otherwise he would lose everything. He got to that box in only ten minutes. He started writing, out of breath. At first, he wrote a beg. “Please. I’ll do anything.” But he crumpled that up and stuffed it into his pocket. He couldn’t look weak. Lexi wouldn’t do it for some pathetic begging loser who she’d never seen in her life. So he tried writing up a new blackmail. “Are you sure you’re willing to let your parents see a video of you coating the window with your cum?” But he crumpled that note up too.

There was no longer anything stopping Lexi from taking all of the evidence to the police. And it wouldn’t take them long to track Barry down. How many years can you get for voyeurism? And prowling? What about blackmail? Altogether, he was probably looking at a hefty sentence—maybe even a good chunk of his adult life. And then he would be losing all of his money to Sarah on top of it… Leaving him with no money to pay for a lawyer.

So he tried a different approach. “Meet me tonight at 1:00 AM at the red box and I’ll delete everything.” He slipped the note into the box and hoped for the best—because all he could do was hope. He figured his note was the perfect balance between begging and blackmail, and it gave him time to try to think of something to say to Liam when he met with him in person.

Barry went home and found himself pacing around his home, trying to think of some sort of excuse. He tried to think if he had some better blackmail—something Liam would do anything to keep from becoming public. He tried to think if he had some other sort of bargaining chip—maybe money. He looked at his bank account to see what he could afford. He only had fifteen thousand dollars left, and that included his retirement savings. But even fifteen thousand dollars would seem like a lot to a young man—hell, it was a lot to Barry—it was everything he had. And losing fifteen grand sure seemed a lot better than losing half a million dollars of money he didn’t have, plus monthly alimony. So he went to the bank and took out as much money as he could, leaving just enough to pay for the next couple months of his mortgage and enough for food and other bills. He was disappointed to see that only left him with nine thousand dollars. Would nine thousand dollars be enough incentive for Liam to take the stand as Lexi? And what if he took the money but didn’t show up in court? It’s not like Barry could actually release any of his pictures of tapes without risking Liam going to the police.

Again, all he could do was hope.

He thought he would need a suitcase for the money, but he only ended up needed a single wad. He looked at the wad and felt sad, realizing all of the money he had to his name fit comfortably in a single wad of cash.

It was midnight when he started walking towards the red box. He left Whiskey behind. He didn’t even need his flashlight to light his path but he brought it anyway. He knew the path by heart now. He knew every root and every fallen tree between his house and Liam’s house. Every couple of minutes he checked his pocket to make sure that wad of cash hadn’t fallen out. It wasn’t until he reached the red box that he realized it would have been a good idea to wear some sort of disguise, in case Liam showed up with a video camera of his own, or even just the camera on his phone. And it wasn’t until Barry had been standing at the red box for five minutes that he realized he should probably be standing away from the box, hiding somewhere in case Liam called the police and tipped them off.

But before Barry could turn around and find somewhere to hide, Liam appeared in the distance. He was walking towards Barry—a black silhouette in an already black forest. As Liam came closer, Barry noticed he was carrying two large black garbage bags, stuffed full. They looked heavy. Barry opened his mouth to greet the young man, but no words came out.

Liam stopped ten feet away and put the garbage bags down. Barry could just make out the features on Liam’s face. The woods became silent for a moment. And then finally Liam said, “Do me a favour and take all of these clothes with you.” He let the garbage bags fall forward. “You can throw them out or bring them to some charity or you can even keep them, I don’t care. The wig in there is worth a few hundred bucks, just so you know. And then there’s all the stuff you bought.”

“You’re just throwing it all out?” Barry asked.

“What else am I supposed to do with it?”

“Don’t you want to keep it? It’s good stuff.”

Liam shrugged his shoulders. “Want to? Sure. Can I? No. It’s already a miracle my dad hasn’t disowned me. I was just going to dump it all out in the woods, but I figured you might want it back seeing as you bought most of it. Or maybe you stole it—I don’t know.”

“I bought it,” Barry said. “Just for you. It’s all in your size.”

“I know,” Liam said. And then the woods became silent again. “So you’re going to delete everything and leave me alone then?”

Barry’s heart stuttered. “You really won’t testify for me in court?” he said, trying not to sound too desperate.

“You said that you would delete everything if I met you here, and I met you here. I know who you are, you know. I recognized you at the bar. I know roughly where you live and I know where you’ve worked. I can have you arrested. You know that, right? I could have had you arrested a long time ago.”

Barry’s body suddenly felt cold. He knew that what Liam was saying was true, but it was hard to hear out loud. “Yeah,” he managed to say. “But I guess I’m desperate and I really need your help. I went to the bank. I thought I had more than this, but I guess my lawyer’s fees have been more than I thought.” He pulled out the wad of cash. “Nine thousand dollars—if you tell the judge that we are a couple and were a couple for the past few years. 2:30 PM on Wednesday. It will only take five minutes. I promise.”

“You’re a seriously weird guy,” Liam said. “Of all the people in the world, you picked me? Why me? How did you possibly get caught up in a lie like this? Why would you tell anyone that you were dating a trans chick?”

“I told them I was dating a woman, not a trans chick. And you looked like a woman. And I figured your identity would be safe because you would be all… dolled up. It was a win-win.”

“A win-win for you maybe,” Liam said. “Now everyone in my school knows my secret. I can’t go into school because I know they’ll all mock me and I’ll probably get my ass kicked. I was fine before you showed up.”

“I’m really sorry for that.”

“Just keep your money. Maybe you can sell some of these clothes to pay your lawyer’s fees. Now I have to get home before my dad checks to make sure I’m still in my room.” Liam turned around and started towards his house.

“Please help me out.”

“No,” Liam called back. “Now leave me alone or I’m calling the police.” Liam disappeared over the ridge.

And in that moment, Barry realized he was doomed. His court case was lost. In forty-eight hours, Sarah would own everything he ever worked for.


CHAPTER XII

Liam was getting ready for his first final exam, reviewing notes on his computer, when he finally decided to go back to Facebook to read those comments, to see just how bad the damage was. He hesitated as he opened up Facebook and saw that he had over one hundred notifications. He hovered his mouse over the notification tab but he was too afraid to click.

It had been a few days since he’d gotten dolled up and he was already missing it. It was strange going to bed at night without feeling the snug fit of his lacy panties (which he usually wore under his pyjama bottoms). After his parents went to sleep each night, he found himself bored and wondering what people did at night. Watching television got old fast and he’d never been a big fan of video games.

He’d even caught himself digging through his closet one night, to see if he’d left behind any fun outfits that he could try on, just for a bit of fun. He couldn’t decide if he was disappointed or if he was relieved when he found nothing.

That red glowing number on his computer screen grew. People were still reacting to and commenting on the photos Jacob posted. But Liam was still too afraid to go any further than that home page. He finally took a deep breath and clicked. There were dozens of comments on each picture. He started reading through them.

And then he found himself in a state of shock and disbelief, as each comment he read was positive. His own friends had left supportive comments, saying they were by his side no matter what. People he knew from school but had never talked to were leaving warm comments like, “You’re so brave,” and, “You look so beautiful. I wish I could pull that outfit off.” Liam had to read the comments a few times before they registered in his brain.

Then he went to his nightstand and pulled his phone out from the drawer. He’d stashed it away and turned it off without reading the messages, too afraid to know what his friends were saying. Now, with his phone on, he could see that no one was mocking him. Jacob and his jock buddies were the only ones who seemed to think Liam’s situation was funny.

For the next few hours, Liam found himself messaging his classmates back, thanking them for being supportive. And then he received more support—more and more messages telling him how brave he was and how he shouldn’t let people like Jacob get him down. “Come to school as Lexi. We’d love to meet her,” one of his classmates said in a private chat. Liam found himself blushing. Could he go to school as Lexi? Would people really be accepting?

Liam checked the time, realizing it was getting late. It was 1:30 PM. In one hour, Barry would be starting his day in court. Liam still didn’t know why Barry needed Lexi’s testimony so badly, but suddenly, Liam felt guilty. If it wasn’t for Barry, Liam would have never left his bedroom as Lexi. Had he never left his bedroom, the life he’d always wanted would have remained a complete secret. And maybe he would have even died without ever becoming who he wanted to be.

Liam took a deep breath. He stood up and then he rushed over to his sister’s room. His sister was on her laptop, on her bed. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m borrowing some clothes,” Liam said.

“Are you serious?” she said. But Liam didn’t reply. He just took what he needed and rushed it back to his room. While he was changing, his sister appeared in his doorway. “Oh my God, you’ve actually lost it haven’t you?”

“Maybe,” Liam said as he wiggled into one of her dresses. It was a snug fit, but it looked great on him. “I need to borrow some makeup—just some mascara and a bit of eye-shadow.”

His sister looked shocked. She hesitated, but then she went to get the makeup. He grabbed it from her and quickly applied it. His sister laughed. “You actually look pretty good,” she said.

“Thanks. I know,” Liam said. He looked around and realized his wig was gone. He’d given it to Barry. But he didn’t have time to look for it. He could just go with short hair. He took a bit of mouse and side-parted his hair. It took a bit of tinkering, but it ended up looking surprisingly feminine—kind of like a pixie cut. Then he stuffed his wallet into one of his sister’s purses and he took off.

“Where are you even going?” his sister called out.

“To court!” he shouted back, and he ran to the bus stop. His neighbours stared at him as he ran down the street. Especially without his wig, everyone knew who he was. But he didn’t care. This was who he was now—Lexi was who he’d always wanted to be. He got to the bus stop just in time. He checked the time on his phone. It was already 2:20 PM. He was going to be late. Hopefully being late wouldn’t be a deal breaker for Barry. Hopefully his court session lasted more than an hour, so that Lexi could make it at all.

A few people turned and gave Lexi strange looks on the bus. Without her wig, it was more obvious that she wasn’t a real woman. But Lexi just smiled back. A few weird looks never hurt anyone. She was just excited to finally be out of the house, in daylight, feeling the summer breeze on her bare legs, drifting up the skirt of her light dress.

She didn’t just get weird looks. She got supportive looks from some people, and she even got a few flirty looks from a few different guys who hopped onto the bus. There was one guy who kept looking at her as if he couldn’t look away. When Lexi caught him looking, his cheeks turned red and he smiled. Lexi would have stuck around to get his number had she not been in a rush. She got off the bus as soon as it stopped at the courthouse and then she sprinted into the courthouse as fast as she could.


CHAPTER XIII

Sarah’s lawyer was about to read his closing statements when the courtroom door swung open. Everyone looked back and saw the girl from the videos standing in the doorway—the girl Sarah’s lawyer had just spent forty-five minutes insisting was not real. Even Barry’s lawyer was starting to believe that she wasn’t real. But now there was no mistaking it—she was real.

The judge recognized her immediately from the tapes which Barry’s lawyer showed at the beginning of the hearing. “You must be Lexi Taylor,” he said, peering over his glasses at her.

“Yes, Your Honour,” she said. “I’d like to make a statement quickly, if I may.”

Sarah’s lawyer stood up. “Objection. The hearing is over, judge. I hardly think it’s fair to allow the young lady to testify.”

“I’ll allow it,” the judge said. Barry was sitting upright now. He knew Lexi could be his saving grace, and he knew she could be the final nail in his coffin. As far as he knew, she was just there to tell the court everything he did to try and get her to testify. Barry had no idea whether or not her statement would land him in a small cell in a prison outside of town.

He watched her as she walked down the isle towards the stand. She looked over at him briefly with a little smile—just enough to let him know that it would all be okay. His heart jumped up into his throat and a warmth filled his body. He hid his trembling hands under the desk and watching along with everyone else as Lexi told the court that she’d been in a relationship with Barry for nearly three years. The room became silent. Sarah’s lawyer tried to object over and over, but the judge kept allowing Lexi to speak. And she spoke a lot—she had a whole backstory invented, which all sounded genuine.

Sarah stood up and started screaming. The judge told her to take a seat or he would have her dismissed. She bit her tongue and spent the rest of the hearing scowling at Barry.

The judge made his ruling: Barry owed nothing. Barry was even given the option to counter-sue Sarah for wasted time and lawyer fees, but he chose not to. He was just happy to be free from her.

Barry met up with Lexi outside of the courthouse. “I don’t have the money on me,” Barry said. “But I can get it to you tonight.”

“I told you to keep your money,” she said.

He stared into her eyes. He’d never seen her in daylight before. She really was beautiful, even without her long blonde hair, and even without much makeup. She truly was born to be a woman. “Why did you decide to save me?”

“Because you saved me,” she said.

Barry smiled, his cheeks turning red. He wasn’t sure what she meant, but she ended up telling him all about it over dinner, and then he told her all about Sarah over drinks. Barry paid for everything, and he kept insisting that she take his money to make things even. “Looking back, I can’t believe I blackmailed you like that. I was just so desperate,” he said.

“I secretly liked it,” Lexi said with a cute giggle. “Though I wasn’t too pleased when that guy was trying to pull me out to his car.”

“Yeah, I didn’t like that either.”

“But I was happy you were there to save me,” she said. And then they kissed. They kissed for a few minutes, until the bartender interrupted, asking if they wanted more to drink.

“We’re okay,” Barry said to the bartender. Then he turned back to Lexi. “So I’ve seen your place. Do you want to see my place?”

“Sure.”

They continued kissing once they were on the bus. Barry didn’t mind the weird looks he got from people who could tell Lexi wasn’t entirely female. As far as Barry was concerned, Lexi was all woman. He didn’t care what was between her legs—it made no difference. At the end of the day, there was still a hole for him to explore.

And he explored it that night, in his bedroom, after Lexi spent twenty minutes digging through the garbage bags Barry never threw out. She pulled out the lacy black and white French maid outfit and put it on. “This was the first outfit you bought for me,” she said.

“When you first wore it was the first moment I realized I was obsessed with you,” Barry said. They continued to kiss. Barry lowered her down onto the bed and allowed his hands to explore her body. He slipped one hand down between her legs and found himself massaging her bulge until it was long and hard and warm and throbbing. Then he slipped it out and sunk down to suck it.

Lexi moaned, running her fingers through his hair, grabbing handfuls and squeezing. She even started thrusting her cock gently in and out of Barry’s mouth, as if he was one of the many sex toys he’d bought for her.

He sat up and flipped her over, and then he spread her butt cheeks wide so he could see her puckering asshole. He pressed the tip of his cock against the hole and told her to relax. She squirmed and groaned a bit as he sunk in deep, but in the end, she took it like a champ. His cock wasn’t nearly as big as the giant black dildo he’d bought her a few weeks before.

“Oh God,” she moaned as he sunk the whole length of his cock into her ass. She kept repeating it once he started pumping her tush. “You’re going to make me come,” she said as she grabbed a pillow with both hands.

“Good,” Barry said. “You can make a mess of my sheets. I’ve got more.”

He kept pumping, faster and faster, holding back as long as he could as she moaned louder and louder. He pulled her up onto her knees so he could watch from over her shoulder as she finally burst, coating his bed with strands of warm cum. He’d seen her cum many times on his camera, but never up close in person. It was much better watching from up close.

He was only able to hold on for another twenty seconds. He dug his fingertips into her sides and he unloaded deep in her asshole. She screamed as he filled her with his hot load, and then they both fell down on his cum-splattered sheets to catch their breath.

THE END
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