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COMING OUT

Roger has spent the last nine months living out in the woods, far away from society. For nine months, he’s been happy to be away from the school bullies and the harsh judgement of his own parents. He snuck into town once, to learn that everyone thought he was dead—and that’s just what he wants.

But winter is coming and the weather is getting awfully cold. His food source has dried up and the cold is starting to pierce through his little shack. After a string of miserable nights, Roger realizes he’s going to have to return to town if he doesn’t want to die from the cold. He’s going to need to venture into town, and if he wants to remain dead in the eyes of his townspeople and family members, he’s going to need a good disguise.


CHAPTER I

I was cold; so I was starting to think it was time to call it quits. Back when I left town, I knew it was going to be hard and I knew it was going to be boring—but I didn’t know that it was going to be this damn cold.

I accomplished more in those woods than I ever thought that I would. When I first set out, I figured I would maybe last a week before realizing survival without society is hard. I never thought that I would actually get a proper shelter built, and I never really thought that no one would find me. Sometimes at night, when I lay on my hand-built bed, staring up at my hut’s surprisingly sturdy ceiling, I hoped that someone would find me—just so that I would have someone to talk to.

But I would always push those thoughts away. I left because of them. I left because that’s all they wanted to do: talk—or I should say: gossip and lie and torment one another. People are cruel. People secretly love to fight and bicker and hate. I just couldn’t take it any longer. I had to get away. And I got away—for nearly nine months—eight and a half more than I thought that I would.

It was a cold November night when I finally decided enough was enough—and it was damn cold. It didn’t help that the air was humid and that cold pierced through the walls of my hut and my clothes and animal skin blankets. I had a book with me called COLD, written by some crazy Nordic guy. I’d read it a few times before. It described techniques on how to overcome the cold with nothing but willpower. The writer of the book supposedly climbed Mount Everest in just a part of underwear. I tried all of the techniques, but I just couldn’t get my body to stop shivering. And then I found myself wondering how I was going to survive January and February. How did I survive February when I first set out into those woods? Was it not a February morning when I left my parents’ home without even leaving a note? I suppose that was an unseasonably warm February, and the following March was even warmer. Honestly, it had been comfortably warm almost every day—until that painful November night.

And the next morning wasn’t much better. I woke up shivering. It took me longer than usual to start a fire, but even the fire wasn’t able to warm my bones. “Just go back home,” I kept telling myself. But the images of the people who made me leave entered into my mind. Was the cold really so bad? At least the cold didn’t mock me for being small. At least the cold didn’t make fun of my higher-than-normal voice. At least the cold didn’t tell me that I was going to be a failure. There was nothing for me back in town—except for heat. They had lots of heat back in town.

I was out of meat and I hadn’t seen an animal in days. I figured I would go out for a hunt—even just to get my legs moving and some blood flowing through my body. I took my bow and as many layers as my body could hold. I didn’t need much—just a little rabbit would last me a few days. But the woods were surprisingly desolate. Was this how things would be through the winter? Was this the way things were when I first showed up in the woods? I wouldn’t know—when I showed up, I had a couple months’ worth of food that I bought at the grocery store at the edge of town—mostly just beef jerky, rice, and vitamins; that was all my survival handbook told me that I would need, and it was right—until I ran out. But then I learned that I was a pretty good hunter. I made a bow that fired surprisingly straight, and it wasn’t hard to find bunnies that I could boil and eat. I turned their little pelts into coats and blankets and that’s when I really started to believe that I could spend the rest of my life out in the woods. And maybe I could have spent the rest of my life in those woods, if it weren’t for that damned cold.

I searched through the woods for hours, but I couldn’t find a single rabbit. Do rabbits migrate for the winter? Do they hibernate like bears? No—I’m pretty sure I saw rabbits when I first showed up. So what do rabbits eat? I thought they ate grass—but there was no living grass anywhere to be seen…

“Fuck this,” I mumbled to myself as my stomach grumbled. Maybe it was time to go back to town. Maybe it was time to reveal to everyone that I wasn’t dead.

I kind of liked that they thought I was dead—the lack of pressure was pleasant. The only reason I knew that they thought I was dead was because I’d technically been back to town twice—once for a bag of rice, and the second time to see if anyone cared about me. I knew that there was a little Internet café on the edge of town, and I just wanted to see what would come up when I Google searched my name.

“Missing, presumed dead,” said the official police report. Apparently there had been a short investigation. Though if there had been a substantial investigation, they probably would have found me. I was only an eight-hour hike away from town. On especially clear nights, I could see the glow of the city bleeding into the stars.

My obituary was what made me turn around and head back into those woods. My mother wrote it, and it was clear that she didn’t want to be bothered with the homework. “Mark was a good boy and a smart young man. He will be missed by the family.” And that was all she wrote—as if she was paying per word and she had a budget of seventeen bucks. Only one person wrote, “RIP” on my Facebook page. I had a couple messages reading, “Are you really dead? LOL.” It was obvious that I wasn’t wanted. I didn’t fit in. I wasn’t cool enough or ambitious enough or physically gifted enough. So I was better off out in those woods… But apparently even the cold wanted me gone.

That next night in my hut was even worse. The temperature dropped a few more degrees and that humidity was starting to make ice form between the branch slats of my wall. To make it worse, my body heat (what little of it that I had) was making that ice melt inside of my hut, so drops of icy condensation were dripping down on my body, wetting my blankets and seeping through to my body before freezing again against my skin. I had to get up every twenty minutes to jump around, so that my blood wouldn’t freeze as well. “This fucking sucks,” I said aloud as I scraped beads of ice off of my bare skin. And then I remembered that it was only November—it wasn’t even technically winter yet.

So the next morning, I decided to pack up the few things that I had into the backpack that I arrived with, and I started hiking back towards town, leaving my little hut home behind.


CHAPTER II

That hike took twelve hours instead of eight. Maybe it was the patches of snow that I had to trudge through, or maybe it was the icy slopes that were usually easily navigated, or maybe it was just the cold in my bones making it difficult to extend my legs properly. For the first time in my life, I was actually happy to see my hometown materialize in the distance.

I still stayed clear of roads and homes. I still didn’t want to be seen or recognized—even though I was almost positive that no one would recognize me. I was close to invisible back when I was living in town, so why would they suddenly recognize me now?

I liked being dead. I liked to think that no one was thinking about me—thinking about how weird I was or thinking about how much of a disappointment I was. I was no longer a blip on their radars, and that freedom was nice. So was I really going to give it all up for a couple months of warmth?

I looked down at my hands and saw that my fingers were an uncomfortable shade of purple. I needed some warmth—just enough so that I wouldn’t lose any pieces of my body. So I continued towards that town.

I finally reached a highway; I walked along the side of it for an hour, and there wasn’t a single passing car in that hour. The sun was already down and people were probably already home. Maybe it was a weekend—it had been months since I knew which day of the week it was.

I stopped to catch my breath when I reached the town’s first intersection: a four way stop just before the town’s first major suburb. I leaned against a light post and took another moment to make sure that I really wanted to go home and face my parents. Would they scorn me for running away? Would they be excited to see me? Or would they be disappointed to know that they still had a living disappointment to deal with?

Before I started walking again, I noticed a piece of paper tacked to the light post. I looked at it and saw my face. ‘STILL MISSING’ the poster said. I ripped the poster down and stared at it in disbelief. Someone was looking for me? Who? It certainly wasn’t my parents, and I didn’t have any friends that would care enough to have posters printed. So who was behind this campaign?

I found another poster on the next street corner—and then I found another on the next one as well. The posters were everywhere. When I passed that Internet café where I learned that I was presumed dead, I saw one of those posters taped to the window. Was there someone out that who actually cared about me? That seemed unlikely… Maybe it was just the local police doing their job for once. Maybe the posters were just protocol.

I felt a light growing on my back. I turned around and saw a truck coming towards me from far down the road. My heart started pounding. If these posters were everywhere, then that meant that everyone knew my face. I didn’t want to be seen. I didn’t want the whole town learning that the missing boy was back. I already hated the little bit of attention that I got before I was the boy who wasted a stack of paper and a series of ink cartridges. I didn’t want to be known as the guy who wasted everyone’s time. I didn’t want people thinking that I only left because I wanted attention. I wanted to remain dead—so I dove behind a nearby bush.

Then, that truck came to a slow stop. I watched it through the narrow slits between the bush branches. The driver of the truck rolled down his window and popped his head out. “Hello?” he called out. Did he see me? Did he recognize me from down the block? “Who’s there?”

I carefully crawled backwards, towards the next bush. The truck driver stepped out from his vehicle. He started walking towards me. And that’s when I noticed that he wasn’t just driving a rusty old pickup—he was driving the sheriff’s truck, because he was the sheriff.

He pulled out a flashlight and started scanning the area. I flatted myself down to the cold ground, as if I was hiding from a grazing rabbit. I felt his flashlight beam cross over my head. “Come out now if you’re there!” the sheriff called out.

The sheriff knew me, and we weren’t on great terms. He was probably happy that I was dead, and I wanted to keep him happy. Back in high school, a kid named Devin used to call me names like ‘Sissy Boy’ and ‘Slut Boy’, because I had long hair at the time, which apparently looked girlish to him. He would shove me and say things like, “What’s wrong, Slut Boy? On your period again?” One day, I snapped and I slammed his face against a wall, breaking his nose. There was blood everywhere. The school called the sheriff in, and that’s when I learned that Devin’s father was the sheriff.

Now, Devin’s father was headed back to his truck. I heard him mumble, “Damn deer,” before he got back into his ride and drove off. I waited until his truck was long gone before I peeled myself up off of that cold ground. Until that moment, I’d forgotten all about Devin and his father. I forgot that Devin’s dad put me in cuffs and brought me to the station to book me, even though he wouldn’t have done that I had broken the nose of another kid. I forgot that he ‘flubbed’ my age on his paperwork, listing me as an adult, so that I would have a permanent record. I forgot that my dad slapped me around the house when he found out about the whole incident. And I’d forgotten about the name ‘Slut Boy’. Devin made the name up, but he wasn’t the only kid who used it.

It was a summer morning and I was out riding my bike alone when Devin and his friends jumped me. They pulled me off of my bike and dragged me into a wooded park. I screamed, but no one came to help me. They ripped off my clothes and they dressed me up in a little dress, with only a pair of panties underneath. They used superglue to glue a wig to my head and then they took off with my clothes and my bike, leaving me to walk home—and I was over an hour walk away from my house. I tried pulling that wig off, but the glue had already set. I had to cut my hair off that night. And I’ll never forget those humiliating catcalls that I got when I was walking down the street. People actually thought that I was a chick. Devin and his friends posted pictures of me in the dress on the Internet. My dad found out about the pictures because of a friend at work—not that it mattered. He’d already caught me in the dress after I got home that day. He didn’t believe me when I told him the story. He actually thought that I put the wig and dress on myself and went out as if it was something I just really wanted to do. He didn’t talk to me for weeks.

“Slut Boy,” I said aloud as I walked back up to the road. That name sent shivers down my spine. And is that what I wanted to go back to? Did I really want to be Slut Boy again? I missed my whole senior year of high school. Would they make me take it as a nineteen year old? Would the new high school seniors be just as cruel?

I looked out at the glowing town. I was only ten minutes away from my house—my parents’ house. I wondered if my dad was home. I wondered if he would still look at me with the same disappointed glare when I walked through that door.

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t go back to that life. I lasted nine months in the wilderness for a reason: not because I was good at surviving, but because I really despised society. I wasn’t ready to return yet. I wasn’t ready to rise from the dead. So I turned around. I started hiking back out towards my hut in the woods. But I knew I wasn’t going to make the twelve-hour journey that night, after having already hiked twelve hours. So I started looking for somewhere I could spend the night.

I spotted a farmhouse on the edge of the town, just before the beginning of the woods. The windows were all dark and there was a large chicken coop right next to the house’s furnace exhaust. I snuck across the large plot of land and then I crawled into that coop. There were no chickens inside, but there was plenty of chicken poop. At least it was warm—warmer than my hut in the woods, anyway. I snuggled right up against the wall, but I couldn’t sleep. My head was suddenly filled with all of those old, horrible memories. I kept hearing the name ‘Slut Boy’ pinging around in my head.

My stomach grumbled. I reached into my bag, but I had no food—not even a little scrap of beef jerky. I tried to ignore the hunger pains, but they were worse than usual, probably because of the twelve-hour hike that I’d just completed. I couldn’t walk another twelve hours with a stomach this empty. I would die before I reached my hut—then I would actually be dead. Animals would probably eat my body, and my death would forever be a mystery. And maybe that was for the best. Maybe I was better off dead. I was basically dead now, living away from the world, contributing nothing, and completely unknown.

My stomach made a loud gurgle. “Shit,” I muttered. I was starting to feel light headed. What if I didn’t make it through the night? What if they found my dead body crammed in that chicken coop? The thought was embarrassing. Was there even anyone home? All of the lights were still off and there were no cars in the driveway. Maybe I could sneak in and steal some leftovers from the fridge. Maybe there was a box of crackers that would get me through the long hike that I had ahead of me.

I carefully slipped out from the coop and I started to walk around the house. I peeked into windows, to see if anyone was inside. But the place appeared to be desolate—possibly even abandoned. I found an open bathroom window near the back of the house.

No normal person would have been able to fit through that window, but I was no normal person. I was naturally short and thin, and my recent lack of nourishment left me even thinner, so I was able to slip through that small opening. I closed the window and felt the first heat that I’d felt in weeks. I took a deep breath and smiled. I forgot what it was like to be inside of a house. What a strange feeling to forget!

I carefully opened the door and slipped into the dark living room. All of the surfaces were covered in dust. Even the floor had a thin coating of dust on it. I went into the kitchen and looked through the fridge. The smell in the fridge was overpowering: mouldy vegetables and old milk. I closed the fridge door quickly and winced away. Maybe this house really was abandoned. Though someone was still paying the electricity bill, because the heat was on and that fridge was running.

I found a bag of chips in the cupboard. I ate the whole bag quickly, getting crumbs everywhere as I shoved large handfuls into my mouth. Then, I did a check through the house to make sure I really was alone—and that there wasn’t some dead old lady on a bed upstairs.

The house really was empty. I had the whole place to myself. I ran a hot shower and then I stood under the warm water for nearly an hour. I watched as black water ran off my body and swirled down the drain: months of wilderness, washed away in minutes. Then I found the house’s laundry machine. I stuffed my clothes inside and poured a triple dose of detergent in. While I was waiting for the wash to finish, I ate another bag of chips. I decided to clean out the fridge as well. I figured it was the least I could do for the homeowner—whoever that was and wherever they were.

The house belonged to a family. A mother and a father, two young boys, and two teenaged girls. There were family portraits everywhere. But what happened to them? Why did they abandon their beautiful farmhouse?

I took the vacuum and cleaned up as much dust as I could. It really was the least I could do.

Then, for the night, I didn’t sleep on one of the beds. Instead, I slept on the couch in the basement. The beds would have been more comfortable, but the couch was already infinitely more comfortable than what I was used to. And I was worried that if I fell asleep on one of those big, comfortable beds, I would have slept for days. Also, there was a window in the basement that I knew I could crawl through in case the family decided to return home that night. I could be gone before they even knew that someone had been there.

But even on that couch, I ended up sleeping in—until three in the afternoon. When I finally woke up, the sun was already starting to tease the wooded horizon. It was too late to start my trek towards my hut, unless I wanted to hike through the cold darkness. So I spent another day at the house. I did a bit of cleaning and then I cooked myself a can of beans and some rice.

I watched television for the first time in nine months. I watched the local news for a bit. I was surprised to see that people were still fighting over the same boring issues, as if the last nine months didn’t happen at all. I watched the cooking channel for a while, and was surprised to see re-runs of episodes that I’d already seen before. I even watched a hockey game, and was strangely surprised to recognize all of the same player names. Maybe a nine-month absence wasn’t as long as I thought it was.

I spent the next day in that house, and then the next, and the day after that. I checked the weather and saw that it was only supposed to get colder. Even the news was issuing warnings: “Meteorologists are anticipating the coldest December and January on record. Be prepared and bundle up! A good pair of boots is key!” Each day was colder than the one before it. I was starting to toy with the idea of spending the entire winter in that farmhouse. If no one else was using it, what was the harm in me using it? I only had two other options: return to my freezing hut in the woods, or return to my parents’ house in the city. The thought of both options made my skin crawl. Meanwhile, the TV in that farmhouse got six hundred channels, making my decision easy.

So I spent the next week in that house, lounging around on the basement couch, eating boxes of crackers, bags of chips, and cans of beans. I took long, hot showers every day, and I started to plan out my next year: how I was going to make my hut better able to protect me from the cold, how I was going to make my hunting more efficient, how I was going to better handle the boredom that came on those long autumn evenings, when it was too cold to wander around down by the little lake.

And then, one early December morning, I realized that I’d been so busy planning my life in the woods that I forgot how I was going to survive the winter at the farmhouse. The pantry was empty. I’d eaten every can of beans and every can of corn. There was only a few condiments left in the fridge, and only a cup or two of rice left in the big bag in the Lazy Susan. “Son of a bitch,” I said to myself. Apparently there’s more to survival than just staying warm and comfortable.

I used the house’s computer to learn that there was a little grocery store just a few minutes away. I had a couple hundred dollars in my wallet: money that I took out before leaving town back in February. I knew that I could walk over to that store and buy a bag of rice and a dozen cans of beans for about twenty bucks—but I also knew that my face was probably on a poster taped to the store window. The cashier would surely recognize me. He would probably call the sheriff, and within hours, the police would be scouring the area for me. And when they found me, I’m sure they would charge me with breaking and entering before sending me home to my angry father.

But what else could I do? I needed to eat. Could I find another abandoned house with a full pantry? It already seemed like a miracle that I found one—finding a second was just wishful thinking.

I just had to come up with a way to buy some groceries without being recognized. Maybe I could come up with a disguise. I perked up suddenly, happy with my idea. Surely I could find a big pair of sunglasses and maybe a baseball cap. I started searching through the house. I looked through the parents’ closet, but found nothing but a golf visor and a pair of orange tinted sunglasses that did nothing to hide my eyes. I wanted to avoid attention—I didn’t want to attract it. So I kept searching.

In the basement, I found some old Halloween costumes. There was a Garth from Wayne’s World costume, with the big glasses. The wig seemed ridiculous, but the glasses were in the right direction. I found a series of girly costumes, including an Elvira costume, with the tight dress and the long black hair. It wasn’t much use, so I kept searching.

There was nothing in the boys’ room. Everything was too small and too childish. The father hardly had anything. It almost seemed as if he’d recently moved out. Maybe that’s why the farmhouse was abandoned: the father left and then the rest of the family left shortly after. So there wasn’t much there for me, unless I wanted to dress up like a girl.

I suddenly stopped as the idea pinged around in my brain. What if I dressed up like a girl? There were a few pairs of sunglasses in the girls’ rooms, and there were a few girly wigs in the basement, with the Halloween costumes. I could put on a dab of makeup and wear one of those wigs—no one would recognize me. I didn’t have to speak. I just had to grab what I needed and hand over the money. I could be in and out in a matter of minutes—maybe not even an entire minute if I was fast. And that was the plan: to be as fast as possible; don’t give the store clerk time to realize that I was the face taped to his store window.

My heart throbbed as I opened up the bedroom closet of one of those teenaged girls. I suddenly remembered the last time I wore women’s clothing, and that memory was now playing back over and over in horribly vivid detail. It took a long time to forget about that awful nausea that I felt when that first car passed me as I walked down the road in that dress. I tried to hide my face when the next car honked, and someone leaned out the window and yelled, “Nice ass!” It didn’t help that the dress they stuffed me in was too short, not even covering my whole tush. After that day, I had a hard time making eye contact with people. Whenever someone looked into my eyes, I would immediately start to wonder if they thought that I looked like a girl. I would hear that name bouncing around in my brain: ‘Slut Boy! Slut Boy! Slut Boy!’ I never thought those horrible memories would go away—but they did go away, after a few months out in the woods. I went months without thinking of that name or that torment. Now, I couldn’t wait to get back out into those woods. I couldn’t wait to redesign my living arrangement so that I could survive through the winter. But first, I had to get dolled up so I could buy some groceries.

First, I put on a bra. I stuffed the bra with wads of tissue paper, and then I put on a red satin blouse. It was a perfect fit, which was an unfortunate reminder that the cruel kids in my past were correct in thinking that I looked like a girl. The teen’s jeans were too tight, so I ended up squeezing my legs into a pair of black tights. The tights were especially tight around my ass, as if I had a big ass—and maybe that’s what the catcallers meant when they said ‘nice ass!’ My stomach turned at the thought of receiving another catcall on my way to the store. I wasn’t sure I would be able to emotionally handle it.

But I had to take the risk. I needed to eat. I needed to get through the winter.

I stuffed my feet into a pair of knee-high black boots with one-inch heels. I wobbled slightly as I stood upright and I took my first few steps carefully. They were actually surprisingly comfortable—more comfortable than the worn-out boots that I’d been wearing for the past year.

Now it was time to doll myself up. I took a seat in front of the teen girl’s makeup mirror and I started digging through her supplies. I didn’t need much—just enough to make me unrecognizable. I still planned on wearing the big sunglasses, but I needed to make sure my bases were covered. I used a bit of eyeliner and a bit of eye shadow, to give myself a girlier look. Then I used some eyebrow filler and a touch of blush to enhance the effect. Finally, I put on a touch of red lipstick, just to draw the attention away from my eyes.

I looked at myself in the mirror, and then I looked away quickly, suddenly feeling nervous. I really did look like a girl—with very little effort. I always told myself that it was just a phase that I would grow out of. I thought I would have a growth spurt and masculinity would hit me hard, but after years of waiting, I still looked like the same ‘Slut Boy’. In fact, I looked girlier now than ever before.

And for once, that was a good thing. I needed a good disguise, and now I had one. I put on a fitted white parka and I stuffed my cash into the pocket. I took a deep breath and looked out at the road. “Here goes nothing,” I said, using my best girly voice—getting a bit of practise in, just in case I needed to speak with the store clerk during my quick shop.

I grabbed the handle and looked at my reflection in the door window for one last second. That big pair of feminine eyes stared back at me. “You can do this.” I closed my eyes and then I pushed the door open.


CHAPTER III

The air felt warmer on that December morning, even though the Internet said the temperature was much colder than it had been. Maybe it was the lack of wind, or maybe that stylish white parka did a better job of insulating than my rugged old coat. I walked out to the road, wobbling a little bit as I was still getting used to the tall heels. I nearly slipped on a patch of ice. Instead of bracing for a fall, I grabbed my head with both hands, making sure my wig didn’t slip off to reveal my boyish hair underneath—even though no one was around.

The map on the Internet made the walk appear much shorter than it was. The grocery store was just supposed to be at the next intersection, but it over a whole mile before the next intersection. But that was fine: I needed some time to get used to the heeled boots anyway, and it was some extra time to practise my high, soft voice. “Hi there. How are you today?” was one of the phrases I kept repeating. “I’ll pay cash. Thank you. I’d like to pay with cash… Is cash okay?” I had no idea if I sounded good or not. Though I had a feeling that I sounded okay, seeing as the bullies in high school would make fun of my natural voice, saying I sounded like a girl.

I heard a rumbling behind me. I looked back and saw a truck headed my way, from way back in the distance. I froze and tried to tell myself not to panic. I had a disguise on—no one would recognize me. I was just an ordinary town citizen going out to buy groceries.

But no matter how hard I tried, I still ended up panicking. From far away, I recognized the rack on the top of the truck. It was the sheriff’s truck. What if he was out looking for me? What if he’d been looking for me since he watched me dive into the bushes? My heart was pounding and sinking quickly down into my stomach. I needed to get out of the way. I couldn’t let him see me.

So I ran across the ditch towards a little wooded area. I went to hop over a log, but I ended up tripping, still not quite agile enough in those heeled boots. I fell to the ground with a loud thump. The sunglasses fell off of my face and broke into pieces on the ground. But instead of picking up the bits, I kept scrambling, desperate to hide before the sheriff spotted me. What if he already spotted me? Now I looked suspicious. Now he had a reason to stop his car and hunt me down. Why did I run? Why didn’t I just stay on the road? I could have just given him a casual smile and that could have been enough. Now he was going to find me and haul me off to jail. The humiliation was going to be too much to handle. And of course he would tell his son all about it: ‘You know that kid who broke your nose? I found him dressed like a girl! He dressed himself up!’ I could already hear the roar of laughter in my head.

The truck didn’t slow down as it drove by. I looked back at it and saw that it wasn’t the sheriff—just a similar model of truck with a similar roof rack. The driver was an old man who probably didn’t even notice my embarrassing tumble into the woods.

I pulled myself to my feet and carried on towards the grocery store. Now I didn’t have a pair of sunglasses to hide my eyes—but it didn’t matter; maybe it was even for the best. I had the eyeliner and the eye shadow, and that was probably enough, as long as I didn’t stare into anybody’s eyes for too long.

My heart started pounding again as I approached the little grocery store. My hands were trembling ferociously as I reached for the door handle. I stepped inside and saw the young man playing around with his phone behind the counter. “If you need help finding something, let me know,” he said without looking up. I could hear the sound effects of whatever game he was absorbed in. I grabbed a basket and headed straight for the canned goods. I grabbed a dozen cans of beans, a few cans of corn, and a large bag of beef jerky.

Then I looked around, making sure I had enough food to last me at least a couple of weeks. I knew I could survive off of very little. One can of beans would last me two days—maybe more if I didn’t expend too much energy—and I didn’t plan to. I planned on spending the next few months in a state of near-hibernation, like a bear.

I took my haul up to the counter, keeping my head down. I pushed it towards the young man, who was still occupied with his game. I didn’t want to use my voice, but I didn’t have his attention, so I had no choice. Instead of saying anything, I cleared my throat. He looked up slowly. “That all?” he asked, looking at my many cans of beans. “Making some chilli or something?”

I nodded my head and forced a smile. I looked at him for a quick second, just long enough to vaguely recognize him. I think we went to high school together. He was either in the grade above me or below me. I think his name was Kyle.

He started ringing my cans through. Then he looked up at me and said, “How’s your day going?”

I nodded my head. There was a lump in my throat, preventing me from replying. I bit down on my tongue and managed to force another smile.

Then he said, “Hey—I know you.”

My heart stopped beating momentarily. I looked into his eyes and he was looking into mine. A big smirk crossed his face and I immediately regretted leaving that house. Why didn’t I just stay inside? Why couldn’t I just live off of ketchup and mustard for the next few months? Or there was that can of cranberry sauce; I hated cranberry sauce, but I hated this moment even more. Was I really that easy to recognize? Was my disguise really so bad? Maybe I didn’t look like a chick. Maybe I had just deluded myself after years of emotional abuse. And was that a good thing? Generally speaking, yes—but right now? Right now, I wished that I looked as feminine as a Victoria’s Secret model.

He started laughing. I took a half step back, ready to bolt out that door, leaving everything behind. I wouldn’t even go back to the farmhouse—I would just head straight for the woods. I would go back to my hut and endure the cold. I would try to find a rabbit to kill and eat, and if I found nothing and died, then so be it. Dying wouldn’t be as bad as this torment.

“Well? Don’t you recognize me?” he said.

I shook my head, still unable to speak.

“Last week? We were at that party. You did that keg stand. Then we got those tabs of ecstasy and spent the rest of the night making out. You’re telling me you don’t remember that?” His eyes narrowed. “Wait. Shit—no, that wasn’t you. Do you have a sister? Man—this girl looked just like you. Maybe a couple years younger—not that you look old or anything. She had the same eyes. Sorry. Am I freaking you out?”

I did have a sister and I hadn’t seen her in almost a year. I really hoped that he wasn’t talking about my sister, because my sister and me really did look quite a bit alike. Come to think of it, her hair was the same colour as the wig I now had on my head. I suddenly had the urge to reach across the counter to strangle the young cashier, but I fought that urge back. “Maybe my cousin,” I said with a soft gentle voice.

“Do you have her number? I never got it, but I meant to,” he said.

I smiled. “Sorry, no.”

“Lame.” He finished ringing all of the items through. “That’ll be twenty-two bucks and fifty-two cents.” I reached into my pocket to grab my cash, but my pocket was empty. My heart skipped a beat. I reached into my other pocket, and then I started reaching into pockets that I didn’t even know that jacket had. Where was my money? I had all of my money in a wad in my pocket. Did it all fall out when I fell in those woods?

I looked out the window towards that wooded area. The trees were now swaying and the final dead leaves were detaching from the crooked branches. The young man looked out the window to see what I was looking at. “Oh man, look at the wind! I heard there was a storm coming. I didn’t think it would come so soon.” It was safe to assume that all of my money was gone, taken away by the wind, probably halfway to the next town already.

I checked my pockets again, hoping that money would magically reappear—but it was lost. I had no way to buy the groceries—no way to buy any food at all for the next few months. I suddenly felt sick. What was I going to do? Would I have to break into more houses and hope that no one was home?

“Well, miss?” the boy said.

“I—I left my wallet at home,” I said.

“How far is home? I can hold this stuff for you if you want to run home to get it,” he said. Then I noticed that he was sneaking a glance down at my chest. I felt suddenly cold, as if that icy wind was seeping through that store door.

“It’s far,” I said. Then I looked up at him. “Maybe I can just take the groceries and then come back later with the money. Is that okay?” I could go out looking for my money. I just needed to find two of those twenties. There were ten blowing around. And if I didn’t find them, at least I would have a few weeks’ worth of food. I could come up with some sort of plan in that amount of time.

“Hm, don’t think I can do that. My boss would kill me,” he said. “But really—I don’t mind holding this stuff to the side if you want to run home and grab your wallet.”

I needed to leave that store with that food. I couldn’t go through this risky humiliation again.

I looked outside again, and then as I looked back, I noticed him looking down at my chest again. He looked up quickly with red cheeks. Were his cheeks red because of me? Was he infatuated with me? “You can let it slide, this just once—right?” I said. I forced a little grin while hiding my trembling hands behind my back. “Just for me?”

He cleared his throat. “I don’t think I can,” he said.

I leaned over the counter and looked directly into his eyes. “Are you afraid of getting into trouble?” I asked, still with that smirk on my face. I had no idea what I was doing. It was like a foreign entity was controlling my body—or maybe I was just acting on pure impulse.

He smiled and said, “I—I’d like to trust you, but I just got this job, like, three weeks ago. My parents would kill me if I got fired.”

“Well maybe you can just buy this stuff for me. It’s only twenty bucks,” I said, leaning a little bit further over the counter. I was still staring into his eyes, watching as his face became redder and redder.

“T—Twenty-two-fifty,” he said.

“That’s not a big deal, is it? Just for me?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

I looked down his body. I saw that his hands were trembling even more than mine. How was I making him so nervous? Why did I have so much power over him? He couldn’t even look into my eyes for more than a few seconds without awkwardly looking away. Was this some sort of female power? Could all girls do this? Were men really this easy to manipulate?

I stood up and then I stepped around the counter, stepping up onto the same platform he stood on. He was completely tense as he stared at me. “W—What are you doing?” he asked.

I gently put my hands on his hips. “What’s worth twenty-two-fifty to you?” I asked.

I watched as he swallowed and became redder. “I don’t know,” he said.

“How’s about this?” I leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. It was a strange feeling, kissing a man. His lips were a bit chapped and his patchy stubble itched my face—but he kissed back. That kiss lasted five seconds. Then I leaned back and looked into his eyes again. My heart was pounding absurdly fast. I was surprised that he couldn’t hear it thumping against my ribcage. “Well?” I said.

“That was nice. But—But I still don’t think I’m allowed to let you leave with that stuff. No offense.”

So I slipped a hand down, pressing my fingers down the front of his pants. He perked up and let out a gasp as my fingers slipped around his warm, smooth girth. I grabbed him tightly and began to massage him. I could feel his tip swelling as his veins began to pump blood into his shaft. His eyes were wide and his face was white now. He bit down on his lip and let out a little groan. I kept massaging, still staring into his eyes with a grin on my face. My hands were no longer trembling. I felt strangely powerful, strangely in control of the whole situation. I knew that I was going to get what I wanted. I knew that I could make Kyle do whatever I wanted. “Twenty-two-fifty—just for me,” I said.

His cock was already hard, already throbbing in my clenched fist. I pulled it out from his pants and then I pressed it up against my abdomen. I looked down and saw that it was red from my tight grip, but he didn’t seem to mind. I was pumping him fast now, focussing mostly on his tip, but occasionally reaching down to stroke and feel his whole shaft. His legs trembled and nearly buckled. He swayed slightly and let another little whimper out from his lips. “You can come on me, if you want,” I said. I was pressing his tip right against my red satin blouse. I could feel it rubbing against my abdomen. It was warm and throbbing intensely.

Kyle was looking around frantically, still squirming and trembling. Was he worried his boss would walk in at any moment? Was his boss just in the back room? Was I putting myself in an unnecessarily risky position—just for twenty bucks worth of groceries?

I could feel his girth bloating up. He groaned and clenched and squirmed and moaned. “I swear I don’t normally come this fast,” he said. And then I looked down just as his rod was squirting globs of white goo onto my blouse. I let a little giggle slip, though I’m not sure why. I should have been disgusted. I had to walk over a mile with a stranger’s jizz on my shirt. But in a strange way, I felt empowered. I felt like I could get anything I wanted. I felt sexy and strong. I knew that I was going to survive the winter without compromising my identity.

I let go of his cock. He stumbled back and grabbed onto the counter behind him. He quickly stuffed his rod back into his pants and cleared his throat. “Okay,” he said. “Have a good day.” He cleared his throat again. “Can I—uh—can I get your number maybe? Do you want to go see a movie or something?”

“I’ll see you later,” I said with a little wink. I picked up my heavy groceries and then I left the store. Once I was a few steps away, reality caught up with me. My heart suddenly started pounding and my gut became filled with nausea. I looked down and saw that big load of cum dripping off of my red blouse. Did I really just do that? Did I just jerk a guy off for twenty bucks’ worth of groceries? Was I really this desperate to remain dead in the eyes of my hometown?


CHAPTER IV

My money was gone—nowhere to be found, and I spent two hours looking around those woods where I made my dive. I was starting to think that the money fell out of my pocket long before I threw myself on the ground, or maybe it disappeared afterwards, when I was closer to the grocery store. Either way, with the big windstorm that was starting up, it was gone. I was officially broke. At least I had a few weeks’ worth of food, to at least last me until the New Year.

I managed to get the cum stain out of the red blouse with a bit of baking soda and lots of gentle scrubbing. I hung it up nicely where I found it, along with the rest of the clothes that I borrowed. As I closed the closet door, I told myself that I would never do it again—I would never put on women’s clothing and relive my embarrassing high school days.

As predicted by the meteorologists, the weather worsened over the next few days. Snow began to fall and ice began to coat all of the windows of the farmhouse. The news was issuing weather warnings and schools were being shut down. “This bad weather will likely last another couple of months, so buckle in,” said the news anchor. And I had no problem with that. I had a nice little den set up in the basement of that farmhouse, right next to the furnace room. I had my couch and my television and lots of blankets and up in the pantry I had all of my food.

And I even had a plan for my next grocery shop. I’d located a nearby pawnshop—a three-mile hike. I found a few old iPhones in one of the kitchen drawers. They were out-dated, but they worked. I figured they would be good for at least fifty bucks—enough to pay for the rest of my winter stay at the farmhouse. And I figured the family who owned the house wouldn’t miss the old devices.

It was three weeks later when I decided it was time to make the trip to the pawn shop and the grocery store, to stock up for the rest of the winter, even though I still had a week of food left. I tried to think of a way to get it done without getting dolled up, but I couldn’t think of any other solutions. One more dress up wasn’t going to kill me.

The weather had let up; the wind had stopped and the air was nearly ten degrees warmer. The cold was supposed to return quickly, so I knew I only had a small window—and the boredom was starting to drive me crazy. I needed a day out of the house if I was going to keep my wits for the rest of the winter.

I spent the morning getting ready. I knew my adventure would take at least a couple of hours, so I made sure that I was prepared. After doing my makeup, I filled a little purse with makeup supplies, just in case I needed to make a few touch-ups between the pawnshop and the grocery store. I curled my wig, making it look more realistic. Then, I got dressed. I went with the black leggings again, seeing as I still couldn’t fit the tight jeans and I wasn’t about to wear a skirt out in the cold, even though the weather wasn’t quite as unforgiving. I found a cute beige sweater; it was baggy, hanging over one of my shoulders, leaving one red bra strap exposed. I kind of liked the look though—it was a bit sexy, just in case I needed to use my looks to get what I needed.

The first time I went out, I had my boxers on underneath my leggings. But that looked ridiculous, and I was lucky that Kyle didn’t notice. I couldn’t take that risk again, so I put on a sleek pair of red panties, to match my bra. They were tight, but they didn’t show through my tight leggings, so they were exactly what I needed.

I grabbed a beige toque to match my sweater and carefully slipped it onto my head. It helped make my wig look more realistic, and it also helped to pull my whole outfit together. I put on the same tall black boots I wore during my first sissy excursion, and I even accessorized a little bit with some costume bracelets, some rings, and a fake gold necklace. I spent a few minutes posing in front of the mirror, building up the confidence to go out.

I looked unrecognizable. I looked like a woman. And for once in my life, I was happy about it. I felt strangely calm, not worried at all that I would be recognized. Maybe I could spend the whole day out—not just at the pawnshop and the grocery store. Maybe I could grab a coffee from a café. Maybe I could get a drink at a bar. Maybe I could walk around a park and feel the presence of other humans for at least a few minutes. Maybe I could experience what it was like to not be a pariah.

But first, I needed to stock up my pantry so that I had a safety net. I grabbed those old iPhones and I grabbed my wallet. I left my male clothes in a bag in the basement, next to my couch bed. I should have brought that bag with me.

I left the house without much hesitation. I didn’t stumble in the heeled boots. I felt like I was quickly getting used to them, and I still found them to be even more comfortable than my ragged boots, which I left by the front door of the house.

I wasn’t in a rush. I had my white parka on with my hands stuffed into my pockets. I was enjoying the warm sun on that calm winter day. I felt strangely peaceful. I didn’t even flinch when cars drove by me. One man even stopped next to me and asked if I wanted a ride. “I don’t mind walking,” I said. And I was surprised that I didn’t even hesitate to use my girly voice.

The man nodded and drove off, and I continued on my way. I passed the grocery store and found myself inside of the town where I grew up. There were a few people out on the streets, running errands. It occurred to me that it was a weekend—a rare warm weekend in the middle of a cold winter, so it made sense that many people would be out. I tensed up for a moment as I walked by a small group of people. Then I relaxed as they casually smiled and nodded in my direction. No one took a second look at me—except for a few guys, who took a second look down at my body, completely fooled by my disguise. But I couldn’t blame them. My disguise even fooled me a couple of times as I passed reflective store windows. I even made myself jump as I looked over and caught my reflection.

I saw the pawnshop appear in the distance, and then I stopped. I pulled the old iPhones out from my pocket and a sense of guilt suddenly overwhelmed me. Sure, the iPhones probably had no value to the owners of that farmhouse, but they weren’t mine to sell. And maybe they did have value. Maybe there were photos on them that the family didn’t want to lose. Maybe that’s why they didn’t simply toss them in the trash. I couldn’t give away some family’s memories.

For nine months, I’d managed to stay away from the world. I didn’t exist to society, and I liked it that way. But now that wasn’t the case. Now, I had become a mooch. I was a lowlife squatter, stealing gadgets from drawers and stuffing my face with food that didn’t belong to me. This wasn’t what I wanted to be. I didn’t run away from home just to come back as a scummy homeless vampire.

So I turned around and started back towards that farmhouse. I was going to put the iPhones back where I found them. I could find another way to make some money for food. I still had a week’s worth in the pantry, so there was no immediate rush. Maybe I could wait until Kyle was working again. I could give him another handjob. I could let him come all over me, so that I could make it through another month. Sure, being coated with cum was a little bit degrading, but at least it was a way to earn a living. At least then I wasn’t stealing—I was just paying with alternative methods.

The thought of giving Kyle another handjob made my heart rate spike, but it also brought the strangest little smile to my face, as if it was something I was actually excited about. And maybe I wasn’t necessarily excited about the thought of rubbing another man—but I was excited about the idea of having so much power. I liked the idea of actually being wanted for once in my life—and noticed. I was so used to being ignored or laughed it. Being out in that teenager’s cute clothes and makeup and wig were actually a nice little holiday from the torment that I was used to receiving.

When I walked by the grocery store the second time, I saw Kyle through the window. His gaze landed on me and his eyes widened. I waved and he blushed. I could already feel that amazing sexual power that I had. I wondered if I would have the same power over other men.

I meandered over to the store and slipped inside. Kyle sat up straight. “Good morning—I mean—afternoon. Welcome to the store. How are you doing today?”

I looked around to see if anyone was lingering about, but the place was empty. “I was hoping to grab some more chilli ingredients,” I said with a little wink. His face darkened quickly and his lips parted.

“Well, uh, I just got paid, so maybe I can help you out.”

I walked around his little counter. He took a small step back from me, as if he was intimidated by my presence. And who ever thought that I could have an intimidating presence? I still couldn’t get over how red his face was.

“We’re just a bit busier than usual today,” he said. “So maybe we could do this later—at my place, maybe.”

“No one will see me,” I said. I sunk down to my knees, sliding my body under the counter. Then I began to toy at his belt. He looked down at me with a big awkward smile. “You sure you don’t want to wait until later?”

“I’m staying in later,” I said. “I’m out now.” I pulled down his fly and I reached in for his cock. Why wasn’t I more hesitant? Why was I letting myself do this? Was I a whore? Was I the Slut Boy they all told me I was?

Kyle’s cock was already half-erect when I got it out from his pants. He was clutching the edge of the counter firmly. I pulled back his foreskin and then I gave his exposed tip and lick with my tongue. He twitched and perked up suddenly. Then I heard the dinging of the bell above the door. “Hello there,” Kyle said to whoever just walked in. “Just let me know if you need help finding anything.”

“Alright,” a man’s voice said.

My heart skipped a beat. My head felt suddenly hot and my hands began to tremble. What the hell was I doing? Not only was I whoring myself out, but I was also risking being caught and arrested for public indecency—just for some cans of beans. How had my life devolved to this point so quickly? Why was I allowing myself to do this? Why wasn’t I stopping myself?

I kept tugging his cock, getting it longer and harder. I had a firmly grip around his girth. It was warm and throbbing hard. He was still squirming slightly with his bottom half, while trying to act casual with his top half. He looked down at me briefly with wide eyes, as if he wanted me to stop. But I knew that he didn’t actually want me to stop. I knew he liked it. I could tell from his intense throbbing and the drop of sweet pre-cum that was oozing out from his tip.

I sucked him, getting half of his shaft inside of my mouth. He was bigger than I first realized. Even when I had his tip pressed against the back of my throat, I couldn’t get him inside of my mouth entirely. But I still sucked hard and bobbed my head fast. His cock became even harder, lifting up against the roof of my mouth.

“Hi there,” Kyle said to the man approaching the counter.

“Hey.”

“Is that all today?” he asked with a tense, high-pitched voice.

“Yeah—that’s it,” he said. Then I heard the beeping as Kyle rang the items through. I didn’t stop sucking. I kept bobbing my head, massaging his shaft with my puckered lips. I felt his veins with the flat of my tongue. I could feel him bloating and swelling. I bobbed my head faster.

“That’ll be—uh—thirty-five twenty-six,” Kyle said with an awkward voice. Then, without warning, his cock burst in my mouth. Hot cum shot into the back of my throat, almost making me gag. Kyle’s legs trembled and nearly buckled.

“You okay?” the man asked.

Kyle was slow to reply as his cock continued to unload inside of my mouth. I’m not sure how I stopped myself from choking loudly. “I’m fine,” he said. “I’ve just got this itch on the back of my neck.” He reached up and scratched his neck as I sucked the last drop out from his rod. Then I swallowed everything. It was sweet, but a bit bitter. It went down easily, but it left a lingering taste in my mouth, which I didn’t mind.

As soon as the man was gone with his groceries, I stood up. I looked at Kyle’s dark red face and I couldn’t help but laugh. “Was that okay?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Aside from the fact that my old high school teacher just watched me come,” he said. And that’s when I recognized the voice of the man who just left. It was Mr. Finley, my old chemistry teacher.

“Mind if I just grab a few things and go?” I said.

He shook his head. So I grabbed another dozen cans of beans, a few cans of corn, and a couple bags of beef jerk. Kyle ran the items through and then he let me leave without paying. I’m assuming he took out his own credit card and finished the transaction.

I carried that heavy load all the way back to the farmhouse. But I didn’t make it to the door. As I stepped onto the large property, I noticed the truck parked in the driveway. Lights were on inside. I watched as a figure passed by the living room window. The homeowners were home. My living space was compromised.


CHAPTER V

I found myself in the woods behind the farmhouse. My head was racing with anxiety. I knew I left my boots and my bag inside—but what else did I leave? A week’s worth of beans and beef jerky—maybe a can of corn… Was there any damning evidence in there? What about my wallet? I patted my pockets and found my wallet, with all of my cards inside. But what about in the pockets of my jeans? What about in my coat pockets? I couldn’t remember what I even had.

It was a few minutes later when a woman stepped out from the house. She was on the phone. I ducked down in the shadow of a log and I listened. “I told you: I don’t know! Someone’s been squatting here! What do you mean, how can I be sure? Yes—I’m sure that stuff isn’t mine, and it’s not Dale’s. Someone was sleeping on my fucking couch, Linda—of course I’m mad!”

I crept back, deeper into the woods, and then I watched for another half an hour. I had nowhere else to go. I couldn’t go back to my hut in the woods—not without a proper coat and a better pair of boots—and maybe even a pair of pants, seeing as my legs were starting to freeze in my leggings. But there was no way I would be able to get back into that farmhouse to retrieve my things. The sheriff pulled up to the house and went inside. I’m assuming they took my bag away as evidence. And was it possible they recognized my green coat? It was on me in that picture that was all over the town. What if the sheriff went to my parents and asked them if it was my coat? I didn’t want my parents knowing that I was still alive. I didn’t want them thinking that I was out squatting in people’s homes like some vagrant—even though that’s exactly what I was doing. There’s more honour in being mysteriously dead than there is in being a vagrant.

I crept away from the house. The sun was now dipping below the horizon and the temperature was dropping fast. I needed to think of something, or I would die out in those woods, only to be found later all dolled up with traces of cum in my mouth. Suffice to say, that was the last thing that I wanted.

I made my way back towards town. On my way, I crept up to houses and peeked into windows, hoping to find another abandoned place. But that December night, I wasn’t so lucky. I saw a number of people sitting down to dinner. I even looked into one window and saw a man fucking his wife, who was tied to the bed with leather straps. It was quite the sight, but I was too cold to stick around and watch.

I found myself back near the town centre, near that pawnshop, which was closed for the night. So I couldn’t even sell those iPhones if I wanted to—and I still didn’t want to. I was still planning on slipping them back into that farmhouse mailbox on my way back to my hut in the woods come springtime.

I came upon a motel with a glowing ‘VACANCY’ sign hovering above it. The parking lot was empty and all of the rooms were dark. My legs were trembling uncontrollably now as the cold clutched at my joints and bones. I went to the office building, even just hoping to warm up for a minute if I couldn’t convince the owner to give me a room for the night while I got my shit together.

The office was empty. There was a little bell on the counter, but I didn’t ring it. I wanted to buy myself some time while I warmed up and came up with a plan. I took a seat on one of the little folding chairs and I stared up at the room rates. The cheapest room they had was sixty bucks per night, which was sixty bucks more than I had. But I found myself wondering, what could I do that was worth sixty bucks? What does a prostitute charge for a handjob? What about a blowjob? And could I realistically offer myself up, the way that I was able to with Kyle? What if the motel owner was a woman? What if he was married? What if he just didn’t find me attractive the way Kyle did?

My legs finally stopped shaking. The block heater in the corner of the room was loud and ugly, but it was still a miracle as far as I was concerned. I walked right up to it and held my hands close, nearly burning them on the hot metal. Then the back door opened and a man stepped in. He stopped as he noticed me. “Can I help you?” he asked. He had a deep voice, and a grey beard, even though he only looked to be in his early forties.

“Hi,” I said. My body tensed up suddenly. I tried to think if there was another motel in town—somewhere to go if this plan didn’t work. Maybe I could find Kyle and he would let me stay with him. But how could I find him? I didn’t even own a working phone. What about my parents? Could I go to them? Certainly not in my current state, with makeup on my face and women’s clothing on my body. I had to make this motel work. I had to convince the grey-bearded man to let me stay.

“So do you want a room or what?” he asked. I could hear his television playing a hockey game in the back room. He probably wanted to get back to it.

“Well,” I said. “I do need a room. But I, uh, don’t have any money.”

He stared at me for a long moment, right into my eyes. “You don’t have any money? I’m afraid I can’t give you a room if you don’t have money.”

“But I have nowhere else to go,” I said. “It’s cold outside.”

He looked down at my body. “Well you’re clearly not homeless,” he said, probably referring to my almost-new white parka and my clean black leggings—or maybe he was referring to the boots on my legs, which were probably expensive, or the purse over my shoulder, which was probably worth more than the rest of the outfit combined. “Did you run away from home? Maybe you should go back.”

I bit down on my tongue. “I’m telling you: I don’t have a home. I’ve been staying at this house, but—but I got kicked out,” I said.

“Using drugs?” he asked.

“No, sir,” I said. “I just—I overstayed my welcome.”

“And where did you stay before that?” he asked, leaning over his little counter. He was still looking into my eyes, as if he didn’t fully believe what I was telling him.

“In the woods,” I said.

“In the woods?”

“That’s right.”

“Why were you living in the woods? You don’t look like a girl who has been living in the woods.” He looked down at me again with that judging glare. But I wasn’t even lying to him. I wished that I could think of a lie to make him have a bit of sympathy for me.

“Please, sir. I just need somewhere to stay for the night. I’ll pay you in some other way. Just tell me what you want me to do and I’ll do it.”

He remained still for a moment, and then his eyes narrowed. “I see—you’re trying to solicit prostitution. I’m married, you know. I have kids. I don’t hire prostitutes.”

“Who said that I’m a prostitute?” I said.

He laughed and shook his head. “I suppose if you wanted a room, you could get a guy to pay for one for you. Just go stand with the girls on Morton Street and ask whoever picks you up to bring you here. I’d appreciate the business.”

“I’m not a prostitute,” I said.

“Well this isn’t a woman’s shelter.” I heard the announcer of the hockey game shout ‘Goal!’ “Ah, shit,” the bearded man said. “If there’s nothing else, please get going.” He turned around and walked back into his back room, leaving me with only three options that I could think of:

	Return to my hut in the woods and hope that I don’t die from the cold or hunger. 

	Return to my parents’ house, which was just a few blocks away, and hope that they don’t just kick me out and send me off to my hut in the woods to die. 

	Take the motel manager’s condescending advice and go down to Morton Street and hope to be picked up and taken somewhere warm. 



Maybe that third option wasn’t so terrible. Not only would I get a warm room, but I would also get some spending money, which could keep me alive for another night or two—maybe even afford me a pair of snow pants, some hefty boots, and some insulated underwear.

Morton Street wasn’t far away—just a few blocks in the opposite direction from my parents’ house. I’d seen girls standing out there before—and I’d even seen girls being picked up. Maybe someone really would pick me up. Maybe that really was my best bet.


CHAPTER VI

Morton Street was one of the streets that I walked down the day Devin and his buddies dressed me up in that little red dress after they stole my bike and my clothes. It was where I got catcalled, and it was where I was standing now, over a year later, once again dressed up like a chick.

But now it was cold. The arctic air was making my legs shiver, so I kept my body moving. I paced up and down a short strip of sidewalk, making sure not to get too close to the girl on the street corner, who had been giving me dirty looks since the moment I arrived. Maybe I was on her turf—I don’t know.

I couldn’t believe what she was wearing: a short skirt with nothing underneath, and a little fur vest, leaving her arms and stomach completely exposed to the bitter cold. How was she not dropping dead in front of me? How was she not trembling and clattering her teeth together? I needed to learn her secrets if I was going to spend the next winter out in the woods.

Across the street was another girl, also wearing very little, also giving me dirty glares, also waiting for a man to pick her up so she could make a living. We weren’t in a big town, so maybe there wasn’t enough work for three prostitutes. Maybe I was stepping on a few toes—but I didn’t have any other choice (at least any other good choices).

I knew that I could jerk a guy off or suck his dick. I’d already done it twice since leaving my home in the woods, so what was one more time? I just had to be careful not to get into a car with someone who possibly wanted more than just a sucking or a rubbing.

A car turned onto the street and crept slowly towards us. The other two girls perked up, so I did the same. I winced my face away slightly as his bright headlights scanned over my face. The air suddenly felt colder and thinner, hurting my lungs as I tried to breathe in. I closed my eyes for a moment to compose myself, and when I opened them, that car was pulling up next to me. I looked around and saw the two girls staring at me with narrowed gazes. I looked away quickly, trying my best not to feel guilty. It wasn’t my fault that the car’s driver picked me over them. Who’s to say that he would have picked any of them had I not been there?

The window rolled down and a young man popped his head out. He was maybe only a year or two older than me, wearing a black suit and black sunglasses. “How much?” he said with a hushed voice.

My stomach groaned. “For what?” I said.

His eyebrows lowered. “What do you mean, for what?” he said. I could tell that this wasn’t his first time hiring a woman.

I cleared my throat. “A blowjob is sixty,” I said.

“Sixty for a blowjob? That’s an expensive blowjob, beautiful. How much for the whole package?”

The exhaust from his car was making me nauseous—or maybe it was the anxiety making me sick. “I can just do a blowjob,” I said. “But I promise it will feel good.”

“What kind of whore doesn’t let guys into her puss? I’ve got a big cock, darling. It will feel good—I promise.” He had an intimidating smirk. I could tell that he was tall, even though I could only see his face.

That nausea grew in my gut. I was starting to feel dizzy. I cleared my throat again, and then I said, “I don’t have a pussy.”

He paused for a moment. “You’re a trap?”

I nodded my head, suddenly terrified that he would recognize me from the posters around town. There was a poster just twenty yards away, on a lamppost.

“Damn. Not my thing—no offense,” he said. “But I’ve got a friend into that sort of thing. Maybe I’ll let him know you’re giving out sixty dollar blowjobs.” He scoffed and then he pulled away from me, stopping at the very underdressed girl at the street corner. She hopped into his car almost immediately, as if he didn’t even have to ask her for her rates.

Once the car pulled away, I noticed the girl across the street giving me a confused look. She probably thought that I just turned away perfectly good business. But what was I supposed to do? Try to get him into my asshole without him seeing that I had a cock and a ball sack tucked into my panties? I didn’t have an identity. I was a no-name prostitute. He could have killed me and there would never be an investigation—and he seemed like the kind of guy who could have a violent temper.

So I kept waiting, pacing up and down the block to keep my blood flowing so that my limbs wouldn’t fall off. I couldn’t feel my fingers anymore, and it had been over an hour since there had been even a tickle of feeling in my toes. I started thinking about my parents’ house. I hated the idea of facing them, but I loved the idea of the big fireplace that was in the middle of the living room. I loved the idea of the warm bed that was in my bedroom—assuming my bedroom was even still there. But what if it wasn’t? What if my parents didn’t even live in the house anymore? They often talked about moving—downsizing—and maybe they finally did it after I disappeared. Maybe I was the last bit of motivation they needed to go out and find a smaller house to live in—maybe even in a different town, where they could be far away from the shame of their missing son.

Another car pulled around the corner and slowed down as it approached. The girl across the road perked up. I did the same, but it was pointless—the car went straight to her. She chatted with the guy for a minute and then she hopped into the passenger seat. The car pulled away, leaving me alone on that street.

And what was I even thinking? Did I really think that I could find a guy willing to take me to a motel room for a measly blowjob? If a guy wanted a blowjob, he could just hop into his backseat and get it over with. No guy was going to pay my fee plus a motel room fee just to have his cock sucked dry. And was I really willing to risk being beaten or killed? Did I really think that I could keep my cock a secret between my legs? No one was going to pick me up knowing that I was actually a dude.

Another car came around that corner. It was travelling at a quick pace, as if it was going to drive right by, so I didn’t bother perking up. Then, as it passed, it started to come to a stop. My whole body was illuminated by the red brake lights as the car stopped at the end of the block. It idled there for a moment. Was I supposed to approach? Or was he just stopping to check his phone for directions.

Suddenly, his white reverse lights came on. The car began to pull back towards me. I stepped away from the curb. I was ready to run. What if it was the sheriff or someone who recognized me as they passed quickly? My heart raced—then the car came to a stop and the window came down.

It was another young man, wearing a toque and a pair of sunglasses. “You the trap?” he asked with a quiet voice, as if he didn’t want anyone to overhear. But there was no one around for miles.

I nodded my head slowly. Was this the friend of the first man? This man was a bit younger—probably my age. I didn’t actually think the first man was serious when he said that he had a friend. I thought he was just being patronizing, but apparently he was serious.

“How much?” he asked.

“That depends on what you want,” I said.

He was silent for a moment. His face was suddenly a dark shade of red. “I want lots,” he said. “Just tell me how much for the whole night.”

My stomach turned and my legs wobbled, nearly caving together. “Two hundred,” I said. I had no idea if that was a high number or a low number. The man in the car didn’t reply. He just stared at me with his red face and dark sunglasses. A plume of exhaust rose up in front of my face, making me cough. What did the man mean when he said that he wanted ‘lots’? Did I have ‘lots’ to give? If he were disappointed, what would he do? Would he pay me either way? Would he beat me up and leave me in some ditch on the side of the road?

“Well?” I asked.

“Get in the back,” he said. “And stay low. I work around the corner and I don’t want anyone seeing you with me.”

I hesitated. I could feel the warmth of his car heater and I wanted to warm my bones up badly—but I was starting to think that this was a terrible idea. This man was a complete stranger and I wasn’t a professional whore. He could have been a murderer for all I knew—but he was my last resort. It was either get into his car or walk over to my parents’ house. So I opened up that back door and I took a seat in his warm vehicle. He took off with a small jolt, pulling a U-turn at the end of the block. I wondered if he could hear my heart pounding or my stomach gargling with terrified nausea.


CHAPTER VII

We pulled up to that familiar motel. My driver pulled right up to the office and said, “Wait here,” as he got out of the car. “And stay low.”

So I kept my body scrunched down as low as I could, still watching through the window as he walked up to that office door. He didn’t take his sunglasses—not even while he was ringing the bell and subsequently talking to the bearded man who wouldn’t give me a free room. When the bearded man leaned over to look at the car, my date leaned over to block his view. He really didn’t want anyone to see that we were together. And who could blame him? It was a small town, and he wasn’t just with a prostitute—he was with a tranny prostitute. News like that could potentially spread around a small town in minutes. That kind of gossip could make him lose his job, friendships, relationships, and so much more.

I ducked down even more when my date turned around and started walking back towards the car. He hopped in the driver’s seat and pulled the car around to the room at the very far end of the motel. Then he turned the car off and looked around. “Don’t get out yet,” he said. He kept his gaze glued to his rear-view mirror, even though there was no one around for blocks. “Okay, I don’t want you to get out of the car until I get the motel room door unlocked. Got it?”

“Okay,” I said.

He got out and casually walked up to the motel door. He turned the key and opened the door before looking around and then waving at me. I hopped out. “Hurry!” he hushed. So I ran in as quickly as I could. He slipped in after me, closing the door with a slam before rushing over to the window to shut the blinds. He was still wearing those big sunglasses. “I’m sorry—It’s just that I work around here,” he said again. “I can’t let anyone see me with you. It’s nothing personal.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

He remained still at the other end of the room, still with those shades on his face, still with dark red cheeks. The room remained silent for a moment, and then he said, “Do you have lingerie on under that coat?”

I shook my head. “I’m sorry—I don’t,” I said. “Though my panties are kind of cute.”

There was another pause. “Let me see,” he said.

Before even taking off my white parka, I reached down and shimmied my black leggings down to my ankles, exposing my red lacy panties and the bulge of my cock. He stared at my crotch for a moment with his mouth agape. He nodded his head slowly. “Those are nice,” he said.

My heart skipped a beat. “Do you want to see my cock?” I asked. I assumed that’s why he was hiring me: for the extra appendage I had between my legs.

So I was surprised when he said, “Not yet. Take off your coat.” I took off my coat. “Do you have tits?”

I shook my head.

“That’s okay. Leave the sweater on for now. Crawl up on the bed—on all fours.” I followed his command. My joints were still stiff from the frigid cold outside. But my heart was filled with warm hope. If he really paid me the two hundred bucks, that was enough to pay for another three nights at the motel. In that time, I could probably find another client, and maybe I could keep this gig going until the weather started to warm up. I wouldn’t have to face my parents and I wouldn’t have to rise from the dead. All I had to do was suck a few cocks and maybe let a few guys into my asshole.

“Turn your ass to me,” he said. So I spun myself around so that my ass was facing him. I was expecting him to walk up and feel my tush with his hands. But he just continued to stand on the other side of the room, doing nothing. “Now take your panties off—slowly.” I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. Was this worth remaining dead? Was this really better than facing my parents? Was this not the most degrading moment of my life—maybe even worse than when Devin made me wear the dress before stealing my bike and clothes? “But keep your cock tucked forward. I don’t want to see it yet.”

I shimmied my panties down, exposing my anus. I kept my thighs pressed together, so he wouldn’t see my dick or balls. I got the panties down to my knees and then I awkwardly pulled my calves up so that I could pull the panties up and off of my body completely, without showing my cock to my mysterious date. I looked back at him. “Do you want to smell them?” I asked.

Finally, he moved from his place. He took a few careful steps forward and then he grabbed the panties from me. He brought them up to his face and he smelled. “They smell nice,” he said.

“Why don’t you take your sunglasses off?” I asked.

The room became silent again. He stared at me for a moment, and then he slowly reached up and grabbed his sunglasses. He hesitated for a few seconds, and then he pulled them off. And that’s when I recognized him.


CHAPTER VIII

I wasn’t in a motel room with a stranger. I was in a motel room with Devin, one of the men responsible for getting me into this whole mess. Devin—the boy who made me dress like a chick as a joke was now hiring me as a prostitute because I was dressed like a chick. And was this his thing all along? When he made me put on that little red dress, was he satisfying some sort of sexual craving? Did he go home and jerk off to the thought of me after that day? Or was the sight of me in a dress what turned him into this monster?

“What is it?” he said. Apparently I was staring at him with terrified eyes. I blinked quickly then I looked away.

“Nothing. What do you want me to do now?” I asked. I felt like I was short of breath. My heart was pounding powerfully and my mind was spinning quickly.

He tossed the panties down on the bed next to me. “Pick them up,” he said. I grabbed them. “Now stuff them into your asshole.”

“What?” I said.

“You heard me.”

It took a moment to truly process his request. My mind was still reeling over the fact that Devin was standing in a room with me—hiring me—making me into his whore. It was no wonder he was being so secretive, so careful to make sure that no one saw me with him. Devin was a popular guy. Nearly every guy in school wanted to be him, and his entire reputation would be destroyed if people knew that he was sexually aroused by boys in skirts.

“Well? What are you waiting for?” he said.

I reached the panties back and pressed them between my butt cheeks. I had no idea how I was going to get them inside of me, but I had to try. Using one finger, I started to push the panties against my asshole. But I couldn’t seem to make my hole open up to accept the lacy garment. I kept trying, pushing from different directions. It wasn’t happening, so I tried something different. I spat on my finger then I reached my finger around back. I rubbed the spit in circles around my hole, and then I tried the panties again. After a little push, I achieved penetration. I perked up and felt that soft fabric suddenly inside of me—just a tiny bit inside of me, but enough to make a gasp slip out from my lips.

I heard Devin exhale. I looked back and saw that he now had his pants down around his ankles and his cock in his hand. He was stroking himself while watching—and I could see that his cock was throbbing and getting harder. I really was arousing him! The boy who made my teenaged years so miserable—now I felt like I had power over him—the same power that I had over Kyle.

He was keeping his distance from me because he was intimidated by me. He wasn’t keeping his hands off of me because he didn’t think that he was worthy enough to touch me. He didn’t think he was in my league, and it was obvious from the redness in his face. What a tremendous feeling! My chest was suddenly filled with a powerful warmth. I felt so confident and so sexy.

I pushed those panties further into my asshole. I squirmed slightly. I’d never been penetrated back there before, so even just the girth of my finger was shocking—but it didn’t hurt. I kept pushing, stuffing more and more of those panties into my body. I had to pull my finger out momentarily to grab more lace to push in. It was only a minute before I had more than half of the undies inside of my ass. I looked back again and saw that Devin’s cock was completely erect now, throbbing intensely as he stroked it up and down.

“If I push any more up, they’ll get lost in there,” I said.

“Turn over,” he said.

So I turned over, sitting down on my ass, feeling the panties rubbing around against my anal walls. It was a weird and strangely arousing feeling, though I had no idea why.

I thought he was going to crawl up onto the bed, to make me suck his cock. I kept my hand over my dick, knowing that he didn’t want to see it yet. He stepped up and looked down at my hand. “Move it,” he said. So I moved it, exposing my cock as my heart was sent aflutter in my chest. He stared at my dick for a moment before dropping down to his knees. He lifted up my shaft with a trembling hand, and then he leaned down and opened his lips. Suddenly, my cock was enveloped by the warm wetness of his mouth. I gasped and became tense. I don’t know why, but I didn’t see it coming. I figured he would want me to suck his cock—I never thought that he would want to be the one sucking.

He bobbed his head up and down for a minute, slurping his tongue around my shaft. It was a strange feeling, especially when his stubbly chin rubbed against my ball sack. He looked up at me and said, “Get it up,” as if I could control it on a whim. But I had to try. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine a woman between my legs—but I wasn’t able to muster up the thought of a woman. I could only think of Devin. I could only imagine his smirking face after he glued that wig to my head. Then, I thought of my own reflection, seeing myself in the mirror after I got home that afternoon, before I cut that wig out of my hair with kitchen scissors.

I actually thought that I looked good in that wig and red dress—that was the worst part about it. I didn’t take that dress off right away. I left it on for a few minutes, secretly wishing that I had read tits under that dress—secretly wishing that I could have just been a girl, so that my girly appearance wouldn’t have been so humiliating. As I stood in front of that mirror, I ran my hands through my hair and I puckered my lips, the way all of the girls were doing for their Facebook pictures. I caught myself smiling when I remembered the catcall I got near Morton Street. And then my dad came into the room and he never looked at me the same ever again.

But there were nights where I would think of myself in that dress. I would imagine myself on my knees, sucking big, hard cocks—cocks that were hard for me, because I looked so good. I would push those fantasies away, knowing they were taboo. But they would still come back from time to time. One time I even caught myself standing, completely zoned out, in front of a lingerie store, imagining myself in the strappy outfits that were on display in the store window. Then, when I came back to reality, I scorned myself for days. Thoughts like those weren’t welcome.

I opened my eyes, looking back down at the top of Devin’s head as he sucked my cock. He pulled his head back for a breath of air, and then I was shocked to see that I had a massive erection. I gasped and he looked up at me. “What is it?” he said as a bit of saliva dribbled off his bottom lip.

“Nothing,” I said. I still couldn’t believe that he didn’t recognize me. Or maybe he did, and he just didn’t want to admit it…

He stood up. His cock stood tall, nearly touching his sternum as it throbbed. I didn’t wait for him to ask before I slipped off the bed and sunk down to my knees. I grabbed his shaft and I started to stroke and suck him off. He reached down and gently slipped his hands into my hair. He even started to thrust his hips slightly, using my face like a sex doll, which I didn’t mind. Though he made me gag a few times by pushing his thick tip down the back of my throat.

“Shit,” he groaned, then he pulled his cock out from my mouth quickly and he stumbled back. He grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and stared down at it with nervous eyes.

“What is it? What’s wrong?” I asked.

He took a deep breath. Then he looked at me. “You almost made me come. I don’t want to come yet.”

“Okay,” I said. Then I watched as he closed his eyes and took another deep breath, tilting his head back as if he was trying to gather his composure. Was I really that close to making him burst? We’d only been in that motel room for twelve minutes or so, and I assumed that I was being paid for the whole night.

“Get back on the bed, on your back,” he said. So I climbed up on the bed. He climbed up on top of me. He stared down into my eyes for a moment, making my heart tremble. He was so close—surely close enough to recognize me. Then he looked down at my body. He started feeling me: pulling up my sweater and running his hands all over my skin. I closed my eyes. It actually felt kind of nice, like a gentle massage. His hands were strong and a little bit intimidating. He slipped one hand down and wrapped his fingers tightly around my cock. His other hand spent most of its time at my chest, squeezing my non-existent breasts. He groaned. I felt his warm, wet erection touch my legs a few times.

He slipped one hand up, to my neck. He gently closed his fingers around my throat, and then he started to squeeze, cutting off my airway. I tried to squirm free, but he was holding too firmly. I couldn’t move. Was he about to kill me? Was this the end? Would he fuck my dead corpse? Would the police find me in the most humiliating way possible: dolled up and full of cum?

He suddenly release my throat and I took a deep breath of air into my lungs. Maybe he was just showing me how powerful he was—reminding me that he was the one in control, and not me. After that moment, I remained very still, unless he told me to do otherwise—like when he told me to roll over onto my stomach.

He grabbed the little bit of panties sticking out from my ass and he began to pull. It was a weird feeling as the lace slipped out from my hole. He brought the undies up to his nose and sniffed before letting out a satisfied exhale. Then he grabbed both of my butt cheeks and spread them wide. “Your hole is so tight,” he said.

“I’m a virgin,” I said, though I’m not sure why I said it. He didn’t reply. He was still for a moment, then he released my cheeks, letting them slap back together. I was too afraid to look back at him. I knew what he was getting ready to do, and I wanted to pretend like it wasn’t about to happen. I knew it would be over soon, especially if I already had him on the verge of climax from a couple minutes of sucking.

I felt his hard snake push up between my cheeks. His tip began to grind against my hole. I closed my eyes tight and took one more deep breath. Then I heard him groan as he pushed forward. His tip suddenly penetrated my asshole. I gasped and clenched. He used his hands to pry my butt cheeks wide, so that he could watch my virginity disappear.

He sunk deeper and deeper and deeper. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel right, like everything was stretching—maybe permanently. I swear I could feel his tip passing up my abdomen, up near my sternum. I felt like his tip suddenly clogged my throat, making it hard to breathe. I was relieved when I felt his pelvis press up against my ass. “You took the whole thing,” he said, sounding surprised. I didn’t know what to say back, so I just remained silent.

Then he started to pump, grunting with each penetration. I could feel his veins throbbing inside of me. I could feel his tip swelling and his shaft bloating. He held onto my hips firmly with his big fingers. His big hands made me feel small and weak. A warm drop fell on my back—presumably his sweat. I could smell his musk: a manly scent with a hint of yesterday’s cologne.

I could feel my anus pulling up and down, trying to hug his cock as it pumped in and out. I was worried that he was going to leave me with a dangling asshole—stretched wide and long. Would it eventually tighten back up, or would I have to start wearing diapers?

“Shit!” I groaned. My cock was unbelievably hard, throbbing against the motel bed sheets. The tingling inside of me was intense, though I wasn’t sure why, because I wasn’t even touching my shaft. I clutched two handfuls of bed sheets and pulled them towards myself. Devin was slamming down harder and harder, grunting louder and louder.

I reached back and put a hand on his ass. His muscles were all hard and flexed. I looked back and saw veins throbbing on his arms and on his red face. He was holding back. He was just moments away from erupting inside of me.

I wasn’t sure if I was ready for it. I was scared it would hurt, or that it would feel gross. I’d never had a foreign substance deep in my asshole. I’d never felt cum oozing out from a stretched wide hole. Was my ass going to be sore for the next week? Would I even be able to satisfy another client in the next few days, or would I spend the next few days recovering on that bed?

Devin yelled and then I felt the hot blasts inside of me. I gasped and clutched the bed sheets as tightly as I could. His entire rod was inside of me and his pelvis was pressed hard into my ass—so hard that he was pressing me down awkwardly into the cheap mattress’ springs. His cumshot didn’t seem to end. I could feel it building up inside of me.

Then he suddenly pulled out, rolling off of me and hopping up to his feet as if he was suddenly in a big hurry to leave. I tried to roll over, but my body was limp. Pleasure was tingling down my legs and back and throbbing in my ass. I felt empty, and I could feel that huge load rushing towards me anus; it had a long way to go still before it was pooling on that bed.

“Should I just leave the money on the dresser?” he asked.

“Yes please,” I managed to say. I also managed to turn my head to watch him as he pulled a wad of bills out from his wallet. “There’s three-hundred there—your rate plus a tip.” He pulled his pants up and then he bent over and picked my panties up off the floor. “Can I keep these?” he asked.

They were my only pair—but I now had more than enough to go out and buy a few more pairs. “Sure,” I said. He stuffed the panties into his pocket, and then he left, leaving me alone with the room for the night.

So I had enough money that I could spend the rest of that week in that motel room. And now I knew where I had to go and what I had to do to get more money. I was set for the winter—and that should have made me happy. But I wasn’t happy. Now I just felt confused.

I found myself thinking about my parents. I couldn’t stop thinking about them—memories of them from when I was a child, when everyone seemed happy. My dad used to take me to the zoo and he would ask me if I wanted to work with animals when I was older. “No,” I remember saying.

“So what do you want to do?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Well you can do whatever you want to do. That’s the beauty of the world.” But apparently he didn’t mean it. There were exceptions as far as he was concerned—for instance, I couldn’t be a woman. I’d never felt more unwanted in my life when he saw me in that red dress.

I decided to spend half of my money on some new clothes that next day. I went to the mall and wandered from store to store, picking out a few cute outfits that would get me through the winter. I discovered that I looked amazingly cute in skirts. They made my ass look perfect. I even caught one guy staring at me when I was admiring myself in the mirror.

Then, when I went into a shoe store to buy a new pair of boots, I saw my parents. My mom was trying on a pair of heels and my father was lingering over her shoulder. He looked up at me and I looked away quickly. My heart started racing. I didn’t leave the store immediately—I didn’t want to look suspicious. So I pretended to look at a few pairs of shoes on the wall for a minute, with my back to my dad, and then I slipped out and hurried down to a health foods store that I knew he wouldn’t go near.

It was only a minute later when I felt the tap on my shoulder. I turned around and saw my dad, staring right into my eyes. I froze. I wanted to throw up. But at the same time, I was so happy to see him, so happy to know that he was okay. “I knew you were alive,” he said. “Your mother’s been worried sick.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but I was too overwhelmed. There was a lump the size of a fist in my throat—not that I could think of any words anyway.

“You should come around the house later to let her know that you’re okay,” he said. “I won’t tell her that I saw you here.” He gave me a pat on the shoulder. “You look good, by the way.” Then he turned around a left. I was deeply confused.

Did my father not care that I was dressed up like a woman? Was he just pretending to be supportive so that my mom could see me again? Or was his disappointment in me just in my head? Was he ever really that disappointed in me? After he saw me in that dress, he went three weeks without talking to me. Then, he never looked at me the same way—at least that’s what I thought. But maybe that was just my own insecurities. Maybe he never cared about the dress thing. Maybe he wasn’t embarrassed about me, but embarrassed for me.

It was the next morning when I decided to walk over to their house. I slowly approached the door. I reached for the handle with a trembling hand. Then I looked through the office window and saw my dad’s desk. Sitting on the desk was a pile of fresh MISSING signs. Was my dad the one who was going around tacking them up everywhere? Was my dad the one who still believed that I was alive, even though the police had declared me ‘presumably dead’?

I knocked on the door and took a deep breath. I was wearing my wig and my white parka and a new skirt that looked amazing on me.

I heard someone approach the door. I stood up straight and bit down on my tongue. I was ready to face my insecurities. I was ready to come home. I was done with running away from the things and the people that made me uncomfortable.

THE END
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