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CLEAN ACT


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

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

That should be easy enough… right?


CHAPTER 1
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Iblinked a few times and read the message again. My gut churned. Was I reading this correctly? If so… was this a nightmare? My girlfriend said, “What’s wrong, Matt?”

“Huh?” I said. I reread that message.

“You’re pale. Is everything okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

I was going to clean up my act.

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

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

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

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

“Sure. When?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can imagine.”

“The bathrooms can be a nightmare.”

“Right…” I said.

“Have you ever done commercial cleaning like this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then, he turned to leave.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I was employed.

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

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

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

The hallways were dusty and dirty.

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

“I did my best,” I said.

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

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

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

“O—Okay,” I said.

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

“Why?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now she was gone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I now understood that asterisk.

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

I was surviving.

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

Would it be enough to win back Kailey?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Did they do anything?”

“Not that I know.”

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

“Who’s Al?”

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

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

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

I nodded my head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Were they dating? Did Kailey still think of me?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded again, looking terrified and defeated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A door was unlocked,” she whispered.

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

She kept staring at me.

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

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

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

“Why are you even here?” she asked.

I blushed. “I work here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

I blushed. “They’re, uh, on standby.”

“Standby?”

“Okay, I didn’t call them,” I said.

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

“Can I go?”

“Can I look in your bag?” I asked.

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

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

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

“It’s for fashion class,” she said.

“And what’s your name?” I asked.

“Why does it matter?”

“It matters. What is it?”

“Georgia,” she said quickly.

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

She nodded and then scurried off. I made sure all of the doors were locked before taking off myself.


CHAPTER 5
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Monday night started normally, but it didn’t stay that way.

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

Or so I thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I found what I was looking for…

And what I found made me feel ill.

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

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

I let out a groan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So he left, and I left. I left feeling a bit more hopeful that there was some security in this job—and maybe I had done such a good thing for my boss that he would put me into another job if, for some reason, the school didn’t renew their contract.


CHAPTER 6
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It was a quiet week at the school. I was getting faster at my job, so I was able to take longer breaks. During one break, in the shop classroom, I made a little creation: a little bell that I could place above each doorway, which I could take down at the end of each shift. If anyone opened the doors, I would know that I wasn’t alone in that school. When my boss came in at 7:00 AM, he didn’t scare the hell out of me, because I heard that bell ring. “Did you put that there?” he asked.

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

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

“Just keep it up.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Any idea where he went?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Beats me.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello?” he said.

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

“I moved,” he said. “What package?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“The b—bag?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t believe my eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I froze in the doorway.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My heart raced faster.

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

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

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

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

I turned to the mirror, and then I blushed.

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

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

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

That curiosity came back.

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

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

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

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

Okay, so maybe I didn’t look so bad.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I tried other things—believe me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maybe I did have a mental breakdown…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I walked towards the outfits. My ears were ringing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You too?” she said, ignoring me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nobody asked for your tips,” I said.

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

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

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

“I’ll bring it back tomorrow night.”

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

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

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

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

“None of your business.”

“Is it at least minimum wage?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I—I don’t know…” I said.

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

I didn’t know what to say back.

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

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

“No!” I gasped.

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

“M—My name?”

“Yeah.”

“Matt,” I said with some hesitation.

“No. I mean your girl name, idiot.”

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

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

I didn’t know how to process what had happened. I was so embarrassed: caught in women’s clothing. At least I was caught by someone who had experienced being caught in women’s clothing; somehow that made it seem less horrifyingly humiliating…
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Iknew that I needed to clean up my act. I knew that I wouldn’t get away with acting the way I’d been acting forever. Alana was caught eventually, and she was a clever girl.

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

I needed to stop…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um… I kind of like… Mae.”

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

“No,” I said.

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

“I know,” I said, giggling.

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

I blushed all over.

“Did that really happen?” I asked softly.

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

“Say what?”

“Feel that vibrating?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t. I’ve never done it.”

“Liar.”

“I’m not lying!” I said.

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

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

“Did she peg you?”

“No!” I gasped.

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

“Take what!? My virginity!?”

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

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

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

“What old volleyball outfits?”

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

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

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

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

I stuttered. She looked exceptional in the outfit.

“Go ahead. Try one on.”

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

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

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

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

“What is it?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

If she wanted me back…

If I wanted her back…

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

Maybe she never really loved me…

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

“Other offer?” I said.

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

“Will it hurt?” I asked softly.

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

“It isn’t?” I asked, voice cracking.

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s not that small.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh God,” I muttered.

I closed my eyes. She pushed into me.

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

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

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

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

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

But she was gone. And now, I had a lot of cleaning to do: the school, and myself.


CHAPTER 12
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Iwoke up to a text message from Kailey. “Are you free?” It was sent six hours earlier, so I figured it was too late, but I still replied: “I just got up. What’s up?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A school at night? Doing what?”

“Cleaning.”

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I said.

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

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

“In what?”

“I don’t know yet.”

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded my head.

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

“Oh…” I said.

My heart felt like it was collapsing.

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

“—So what?” I said, interrupting her.

“What do you mean, so what?”

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

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

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

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

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

“You knew I was dating a guy?”

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

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

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

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

“Of course not.”

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

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

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

“Moved on from you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was always about the money.

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

I was done with her. She was done with me.


CHAPTER 13
[image: ]


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re cute when you laugh.”

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

I turned dark red. “What? No.”

“Just take the photos.”

So we took more photos.

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

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

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

“No,” I said.

“Well it’s really sweet,” she said.

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

“Stop trying to make me start an OnlyFans.”

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

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

“It sounds fun,” I said.

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

“I could maybe do that.”

“We could share clothes.”

“That would be fun.”

“I can help you do your makeup better.”

“I would like that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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