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    DATE NIGHT
FIRST TIME WITH A TRANS GIRL 
 
    Willie is in for the night of his life when he gets matched on a dating app with a girl named Mindy.  
 
    She seems nice enough, but she’s at least ten years older than her photos, and she can’t keep her eyes off of her phone. Willie is just about to abandon the date when Mindy tells him that her neighbor is messaging her, concerned. There was a loud noise at Mindy’s house, and the babysitter isn’t answering the door.  
 
    Being the gentleman that he is, Willie drives Mindy to her house so she can make sure everything is okay. The weirdness is just getting started. Soon, Willie finds himself in the middle of what appears to be a murder mystery, with his bimbo date Mindy, the barely-legal babysitter Erin, and the mysterious vixen next door, Cass, with her red-glowing bedroom. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Her name was Mindy, and I met her on one of those dating apps… I can’t remember which one; I had about ten different ones downloaded on my phone, and honestly, they all blurred together.  
 
    It was a late-night rendezvous, at a classy hotel bar downtown. She picked the spot and I didn’t bother to point out that it was a well-known spot for picking up high-class escorts. I didn’t want her thinking that I knew a thing or two about picking up escorts; the only reason I knew that fact was because I once drove my roommate down to that very bar so he could meet up with a girl who charged him sixteen-hundred dollars for a night. He claimed it was worth every penny. 
 
    I will admit that I was a bit worried that I’d agreed to meet with an escort. I didn’t want to end up with a bill at the end of the night. She really did seem to be too good to be true. In her photos, she looked to be about nineteen, fit like a supermodel, long platinum blonde hair, perky tits (which she wasn’t shy about—most of her photos showed them off wonderfully, and a few of her photos didn’t even include her face). She really did seem like the kind of girl I could only get with if I was willing to open my wallet as wide as it could go… 
 
    And then I spotted her. 
 
    At first, I thought the girl waving to me from the bar was someone else, maybe some dude’s wife, and the dude was just behind me. I even looked back, and was surprised to see that there was nobody behind me. Then I looked at the girl again—though I probably shouldn’t call her a girl. She was a woman, in her late-thirties (maybe even her early forties), with her lifetime savings invested in an attempt to skim back a few years. Her skin had that gleam and tinge of red of a recent dermal peel. Her breasts were unnaturally round, but much bigger than in her photos. Her platinum hair was clearly a weave, with little clips visible from across that large, dimly-lit space. She was still fit, though it was evident that her body had fluctuated over the years, since those profile photos were taken. She’d gained weight and lost it, maybe a few times, and now her skin was loose in all of the places her plastic surgeon couldn’t stretch it tight again. Her wrists gave away the fact she was no longer in her twenties. The years of sun damage on her neck also weren’t helping her cause.  
 
    I had nothing against older women. I’d recently turned thirty, and somehow that milestone made me feel like a much older man. Back when I was twenty-five, I wouldn’t have considered dating a woman in her thirties. Now, at thirty, it didn’t seem like such a stretch to consider a woman in her forties. In fact, it didn’t even seem like forties were too far away. I suppose that’s a thing that happens when you get older… 
 
    She pressed her plump, injected lips thin, mashing her lip gloss together before sitting up straight. Her tight white dress was admittedly sexy: short, showing off her long legs, and cut deep, exposing her round breasts. Though the breasts weren’t exactly my idea of arousing; the oversized implants were stretching her skin so thin that her veins looked like they were going to pop.  
 
    “Willie,” she said, without getting up. “Look at you! You look so young.” There was a slight rasp to her voice: fifteen years of smoking cigarettes (maybe more than fifteen). She was chewing gum now in an attempt to mask that cigarette smell. It didn’t bother me too much; my previous girlfriend was a smoker—though I put up with it because she was twenty-one and a smoking-hot Instagram model. There’s something sexy about a half-naked twenty-one-year-old taking a slow drag from a cigarette after a hard fucking. That same appeal is lost on a woman inching towards fifty, already with lines around her lips, which Mindy was now attempting to hide with a chalky concealer.  
 
    To my right, a woman was taking a seat at the bar. She was wearing a red sparkly dress, applying deep red lipstick to her young, natural lips. I was a bit jealous for a moment when I saw the suited man approaching her. That jealousy faded away when he slipped her a small stack of cash before ordering his drink.  
 
    Now, Mindy was looking into my eyes, seemingly expecting me to parrot her ‘compliment’. She was internally begging for me to vindicate the thousands of dollars she’d spent on cosmetic treatments and surgeries. “You, uh—You look young too,” I smiled. 
 
    “Oh, please,” she blushed, turning towards her drink: a cloudy martini, next to a finished martini glass. 
 
    “Have you been here a while?” I asked. 
 
    “Not too long,” she said. And then I noticed the bartender cracking a grin, exposing Mindy’s little lie. Now I felt bad. I was indeed a few minutes late, but it seemed like Mindy had been there all night, maybe hoping someone better than me would swing by before I showed up. I had a bad feeling that I was her safety for the night. I had a feeling she spent many long nights in that very bar, hoping to be picked up by the wealthy men who stayed in the expensive hotel suites above, overlooking the sparkling harbor. I had a feeling that was where she thrived in her twenties, her prime years, getting picked up and pumped by millionaire businessmen. She probably came across one or two who wanted to settle down with her, but she decided to keep her options open—or maybe she wasn’t ready to give up a life of being ogled by every man in the room… And then, one day, the ogling slowed down. Younger, prettier girls showed up and took her seat at the bar. Now, she just looked desperate: desperate to taste that old feeling of being desired, knowing that it was drifting farther and farther away every single day. 
 
    Mindy sipped her drink quickly, downing it in a way that she probably thought was sexy, but really it just made her look like an alcoholic. “Are you going to order me a drink?” she asked. Her breath was already strong with vodka and olive brine.  
 
    I smiled and turned to the bartender. “One more, please,” I said, trying to invent some enthusiasm. Quite honestly, I felt like I’d been catfished. She wasn’t the young babe she was pretending to be online. Though I did my best to keep an open mind. I was thirty now, and it was time to take my own life seriously.  
 
    My friends were all moving on with their lives. Most of the men from my graduating class had kids now, wives, careers. Few of my friends ever wanted to go out drinking. Wednesday night wing night was no longer a regular event, unless I wanted to eat wings and watch hockey games alone, surrounded by young college students. In a way, I was the male version of Mindy, still with a good decade to work with, but I was essentially staring at my future. I didn’t want to end up like her—or worse. The men in her position were around me now, slipping up next to escorts, slipping them an entire week’s worth of pay just to spend the night feeling young again.  
 
    I was ready to settle down. I was ready to have kids. Sure, I wanted badly to fuck eighteen-year-olds, smoke pot, get wasted, play video games, holding down nothing more than a part-time job to pay for my few expenses: rent, liquor, car insurance, gas. It was a good life as a twenty-something; but in my thirties, I needed more or I would become the pathetic loser that I’d spent my adult life mocking.  
 
    So I bit my tongue and smiled. “What do you do for work, Mindy?” I asked. 
 
    “Cosmetician,” she said, and it honestly sounded like a made-up word. 
 
    “That’s, like, a Russian astronaut, right?” I asked, making a dumb joke. 
 
    But she didn’t get it. Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “No. I do nails and eyebrows—sometimes I get to do lashes too, but mostly they have me doing nails and lashes.” 
 
    “I was just kidding,” I said.  
 
    “Oh,” she said, and then she made a fake laugh, as if she understood the joke. 
 
    “Do you like your job?” I asked, making the usual small talk. At least it was small talk back when I was dating girls in my twenties. Now, it seemed strangely… pertinent. Now, I felt like I actually needed to know these important details if I was going to consider her as a serious partner. And that’s why I was there, after all: to consider her as a serious dating partner.  
 
    “Sure. It’s fine. I get discounts on all the products, and I get to chat with my girlfriends all day.” She smiled. But really, I wanted to know if it paid well. Would our combined salaries be enough to have a mortgage? Would we have enough money to consider raising children? My God, I felt like my dad as those thoughts cruised through my head… But my dad was thirty when he had me. Maybe it was time to start thinking like my dad.  
 
    “Good benefits?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed and nodded her head. “Sure.”  
 
    “Where do you live?”  
 
    “Around here,” she said. 
 
    “An apartment?” 
 
    “In a house.” 
 
    “Do you own it?” 
 
    Then her eyes narrowed again. “Is this an interview or something?” she giggled. Then she coughed: smoker cough, a big turnoff. But I tried to ignore it. 
 
    And in a way, it was an interview. The older I got the more dating did seem like an interview process. I didn’t want to waste my time. I didn’t want to waste her time. Our time was precious, now that we were older. Hell—our time had always been precious, and I was just starting to realize it now. Maybe she hadn’t realized it yet… poor soul.  
 
    I tried hard to stop acting like my dad. “I just want to get to know you,” I said. “I mean—I know nothing about you. This whole online dating thing is… weird to me. It’s not something I’ve done much of before.”  
 
    “Okay,” she smiled, ready to play along. “Why don’t you tell me… what’s your favorite club?”  
 
    It wasn’t the serious kind of question that I was expecting—though I don’t know why I was expecting anything serious from a woman who had clearly failed to take the first forty years or so of her life seriously. “I don’t know. I’m more of a pub guy.”  
 
    “What’s your favorite drink?” she asked. 
 
    “I like beer.”  
 
    “Vodka or tequila?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Neither, really. I guess if I had to choose one, vodka.” 
 
    “I love vodka,” she said.  
 
    It was impressive how quickly she was making me realize we weren’t a match. I felt a bit guilty looking around the bar for a clock, finding one, and then spending a moment trying to decide how long I had to stick around so she wouldn’t think that I was rude. And then I wondered if it even mattered if she thought that I was rude. It was late—almost midnight. That should have been the first red-flag: she wanted to meet at 11:30 PM on a work night. No, I didn’t have to work in the morning, but I was tired. I couldn’t stay up all night like I used to. There were chores I wanted to get done.  
 
    And I’m not going to lie—and it may sound harsh—but I was worried that she had an STI or two. I wasn’t looking to catch anything; I was clean and always had been. I wasn’t about to spend my whole night trying to impress some milf so I could have a one-night-stand. It simply wasn’t worth it. Fucking an older woman wasn’t high on my bucket list.  
 
    She blushed and laughed. “I really didn’t think you were going to be so young. You looked older in your pictures,” she said. But my pictures had all been taken within the month, unlike her photos. And, unlike her photos, none of my pictures had filters on them.  
 
    “I am thirty,” I said. 
 
    She gasped. “You look twenty!” she said. 
 
    “I get that sometimes,” I said.  
 
    She looked into my eyes. “How old do you think I am?” she asked.  
 
    I knew it was a trick question. I knew that the only proper answer was the one that I went with. “Let me guess. Twenty-two.”  
 
    She blushed hard and bit her lip. “Aren’t you sweet.”  
 
    “Am I allowed to ask how old you are?” I asked. It wasn’t something I would have asked if I actually cared about getting into her panties. I was still of two minds: It was either a complete bust and I was just going to go home and start looking for the next girl, or she was a potential candidate for a long-term partner. Sure, the latter option seemed farfetched at this point, but I wasn’t about to write her off entirely.  
 
    She was a pretty woman, all things considered. The whole fake body, bimbo thing wasn’t really my thing, but there was something a bit sexy to it. Maybe I could get into it if her personality was right. Aside from the lines around her lips, her face was nice, and she had a cute smile. Her body was fit, though her skin was a bit loose in places… 
 
    “I’m thirty-five,” she said, and I knew instantly that she was lying. I even caught the bartender grinning behind her. 
 
    “And tell me what you’re looking for in a guy,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, interesting question,” she said, nodding her head slowly. She thought for a moment. “He has to be cute. He has to work out.” She grinned. “I can tell you work out. Right?”  
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    “Umm…” she continued. “He has to have a decent job, or a job where he can move up. I’m not looking to get into anything with a bum. I’m at that age where I want to start taking my life seriously, and I need a man who can take himself seriously too.” It was actually nice to hear those words come out from her mouth… though I didn’t exactly have a great job, and there wasn’t much in terms of promotion opportunities where I worked. “Tell me about your perfect girl.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said with a smile. “I need someone fun, someone relaxed. Like you, I want a girl who works out; I think it’s important to have a healthy mindset. I don’t know if I want to have kids one day—I haven’t decided yet, so I guess I would want to be with a girl who’s open to the idea of having kids. I mean—if kids are just off the table, I don’t know. It would be a hard pill to swallow.” 
 
    And then I noticed that she was looking at her lap, at a phone. She was reading a message. Then, instead of looking up to acknowledge me, she started replying to the message. She tapped her screen in an annoying way with her long, manicured (and fake) nails. I thought it was a bit rude, especially when she lifted a finger in the air and said, “One second,” before continuing to work out that message. I sat in silence for a minute, and then she finally sent her message and looked up at me. “Go on,” she said. 
 
    I felt a bit put off, forgetting what I was saying. It took a moment to get back on track. “Uh, so yeah, like I was saying…” I thought for a moment. “I want a girl who likes to have fun, but I need someone who’s ready to take life seriously, because that’s where I am in my life, and…” 
 
    And again, she was back on her phone, reading a message. I stopped and sipped my drink. “Do you need to make a call or something?” I said with a polite smile. 
 
    “No,” she said, and then the silence returned. “One second.”  
 
    I looked around the bar. A few more women had sauntered in, taking seats and ordering drinks. I even made eye-contact with one girl. She was certainly an escort, but she was cute, wearing a short purple dress and super-tall heels. Her blonde hair was curled perfectly and her little smile made me blush. I wasn’t about to hire an escort, but I will admit that I was tempted to ditch my date just so I could chit-chat with the young woman. I probably had more in common with a nineteen-year-old escort than I did with the ‘thirty-five-year-old’ Mindy. I was probably closer in age to the escort too.  
 
    I looked back at Mindy, still lost in her phone. I couldn’t believe how rude she was being. It was almost like she was blatantly ignoring me, trying to get under my skin, trying to see how I would react to someone being outright bad-mannered. She wouldn’t even look up at me, not even for a second. She was determined to finish messaging her friend, probably telling her about how disappointed she was with me, or how she wished she was getting tanked at some trendy nightclub. 
 
    Finally, Mindy looked up. “Sorry again for that,” she said. “It’s my babysitter. She’s not answering any of her messages, and my neighbor just texted and said that she heard some weird noises. I’m asking her to go over and see what’s happening.” 
 
    And now I just felt bad. It sounded like a serious matter and I’d just spent five minutes glaring at her with fists full of resentment. “You should try calling her,” I said. 
 
    “I’m doing that now,” Mindy said, lifting up the phone to her ear. She had a panicked look on her face. She waited and waited, and now her skin was starting to turn white. She lowered the phone. “Nothing. I—I’m sure it’s not a big deal. She’s probably just putting Brit back to sleep. Sometimes she wakes up crying. That’s probably it…”  
 
    “If you need to go home, I won’t be offended,” I said. 
 
    And then Mindy thought about it. I will admit that it was the first moment that I felt anything for the older woman. It was nice to see that she could take something seriously. She had real responsibilities in her life and she wasn’t just some mumbling stereotype. “I’m sure it’s okay. I’ll try calling her again in five minutes. If she doesn’t pick up…” She cleared her throat. “Do you have kids, Willie?” 
 
    “Can’t say I do,” I said. “But I think I want them, some day.”  
 
    “They’re great,” she said. “They’re a lot of work, but they’re worth every minute.” She smiled. “I would have more kids, with the right guy.” 
 
    “Is Brit’s dad still in the picture?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “I don’t know who her dad is,” she said—and it was a huge red-flag. How could you not know? How many men could you possibly be fucking at once?  
 
    “How old is she?” 
 
    “She’s five,” she said.  
 
    Maybe that life was behind her. Maybe she’d grown since then, and learned from her mistake. I couldn’t help but wonder if she met Brit’s dad in that very bar. 
 
    She looked down at her phone again. “Now Cass is saying that nobody’s answering the door. I’m sorry, Willie. I—I think I need to call a cab. God, this is so embarrassing. I picked this time because I figured I could get Brit to sleep and sneak out and be home without her even noticing.” 
 
    “It’s not a big deal,” I said. “In fact, let me drive you. I’ve got my car here. You said you live nearby, right? Let me give you a ride. We’ll be there in five minutes.” I grabbed my wallet. 
 
    Then she blushed. “I, uh, don’t live quite that close,” she said.  
 
    “It’s fine. Let me give you a ride. I’ll save you the wait for the cab and the fare.”  
 
    She smiled, still blushing. She had an embarrassed look on her face, and I quickly found out why. She didn’t live in that area at all. She didn’t even live in Vancouver. She actually lived out in Maple Ridge, almost an hour from that downtown bar. It was a long drive—and probably not one I would have agreed to if I knew just how far she was. She spent the whole ride trying to call her babysitter and texting her neighbor, trying to get an update.  
 
    Even I was a bit worried. Mindy’s tension was shedding onto me. I was terrified that we were going to show up at her house and find a dead kid or something—or maybe a dead babysitter. “Is the babysitter young?” I asked. 
 
    “She’s eighteen,” Mindy said nervously. 
 
    “Maybe she just has friends over and they’re drinking,” I said, thinking it would ease her mind. It seemed like a better scenario than a dead kid. Mindy looked over at me with wide, terrified eyes. I just tried to calm her down with a smile, but it didn’t work.  
 
    “I’m sure it’s all fine. We’re almost there,” I said.  
 
    Mindy lived on a quiet street: a small home tucked between two smaller homes, with woods behind. The streetlight was dead, and the only glow on the street was coming from the neighbor’s window: a reddish glow that permeated the closed blinds, looking somewhat like a Montreal brothel. “Here we are. There’s the babysitter’s car,” Mindy said, jumping out of the car before I even came to a complete stop. She jogged up to the house, fumbling to find her key in her purse. I turned off the engine and jogged to catch up with her, even though I was pretty sure that my duties were done for the night.  
 
    I just wanted to help. I didn’t realize I was getting myself sucked into a night that I would never forget. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was relieving to see Mindy in her daughter’s bedroom, gently brushing her fingers through her daughter’s hair. I stood in the doorway, not entirely sure if I should have let myself in, but I wanted to ensure that everything was okay. “She’s fine?” I whispered. 
 
    Mindy turned to me with a smile. “She’s fine.” She pulled the blanket over her daughter and then we both slipped into the hallway. Mindy closed the door carefully, trying not to make any noise while inadvertently making a ton of noise, making the old hinges scream and groan before the heavy door rested in place. “I have to say, I was getting pretty nervous.”  
 
    “Well, Mindy. It was an interesting night. I should, uh, probably be heading home now. It was nice meeting you and, uh, maybe we can meet up again sometime—under better circumstances.” I was trying to be polite. I didn’t really have any desire to meet with her again. I wasn’t mad about the whole babysitter incident. I didn’t think that Mindy was a bad person. We were just… different. She was looking for something else and I was looking for something else, and it couldn’t have been more evident. I knew she wasn’t going to reach out to me; I knew that she was worried that my youthful looks would make her look old in public, and that was quite possibly her biggest nightmare.  
 
    She smiled and then she perked up. “Actually,” she said. “I hate to do this—but could you just wait a few minutes? I saw Erin’s car parked outside, but I don’t see her anywhere. I’m going to look around to see if she’s here somewhere, and then I’m going to head next door to talk to my neighbor really quick. You don’t mind, do you? I just need someone to make sure—oh, I don’t know—make sure my daughter doesn’t wake up and walk out into traffic looking for me. It won’t happen. She usually sleeps like a rock.” 
 
    “It’s fine, Mindy,” I said. “Do what you have to do.” 
 
    Mindy smiled. “Just wait, I’ll get you a drink.” 
 
    “I’m okay. I need to drive home anyway.” 
 
    “Just a small drink. It’s not going to tip you over the scales. Maybe… I don’t know… Maybe you can stick around and we can have a drink together.” She stared into my eyes, making her eyelashes flutter, and I knew instantly that she was asking me to stick around to fuck her.  
 
    I wasn’t sure I wanted to fuck her, though as a thirty-year-old man, I wasn’t about to turn down sex quite that quickly. She was a pretty woman with a decent body. She was definitely experiences and could probably suck a mean cock. Having meaningless sex with a bimbo milf seemed like a lot more fun than sitting at home, watching Home and Garden Television. But I was a bit worried that she wasn’t clean. She went through a period in her life where she couldn’t even keep track of all the men that were fucking her. And if getting a ride home was enough to make her stretch her legs wide, just how often was she putting out? Did she let the mailman come in her pussy every time he dropped off a package? Did every contractor get a go at her slit?  
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I’ll hang around for a bit.” I figured I could always use a condom, and clean myself immediately after we were done. I had a friend who told me it was impossible to get an STI if you scrub your dick with soap immediately after fucking. Maybe it’s true… who knows? 
 
    So Mindy buzzed through the house, checking the basement, checking the guest bedroom, checking her own bedroom, and checking both of the home’s little bathrooms. Then she said, “I’ll be right back,” before slipping out to check the backyard, and the woods behind the house. I paced around with my beer, which was a bit warm and a bit flat, even though I opened the can myself. I didn’t want to snoop around too much, but I noticed a book on the coffee table that was labelled ‘MODELLING’. I picked it up and thumbed through it, seeing all of Mindy’s old modelling shots. Three pages in, I found out her real age. It was an old picture, and she had short black hair and a very tiny bikini. 
 
    MINDY, 18 years old, Core Value Swimsuit, Page 18, Core Value Shopping Catalogue 1995. So, assuming she really was eighteen in the magazine cutout, then she was at least forty-three years old now. And if she was thirty-five like she claimed to be, then she was actually nine years old in that picture… and her body was a bit too developed to pass as nine.  
 
    I kept flipping through the book. I will admit that she was pretty hot back in her prime. She had a great ass, which she was always keen to show off. It seemed like she got the big breast implants when she was about thirty, and that’s when the magazine modelling ended and the Instagram modelling started. The last half of the book were mostly photos she’d printed herself, taken on iPhones, sometimes just selfies—not at all modelling photos. There were a few photoshoots in the book, though I had a feeling that she’d footed the bill herself for the shoots, and she wasn’t exactly getting approached by photographers on the street.  
 
    I looked up at the clock. Now, Mindy had been gone for twenty minutes. I stood up and walked over to the window, taking another sip from my drink. Now, my beer was almost empty. The neighbor’s red glowing light was still on, but Mindy wasn’t over there, as far as I could tell. I paced around the house some more. Ten more minutes went by. I walked to the back and looked out at the dark woods. I waited another ten minutes. 
 
    Then I let myself out the back door. I felt the coolness of the autumn night on my skin. I looked around before hushing, “Mindy? You out there?” But there was no response, except for the whistling of the wind.  
 
    My skin started tingling. I tossed my can into her recycling bin and I took a seat on her couch. Now, it was almost 1:30 AM. I sent her a text message. “Everything alright?” I asked.  
 
    Fifteen more minutes went by. I tried calling for her again. I tried searching around the house. I waited another fifteen minutes. Now I was getting tired. It was 2:00 AM and I was about forty-five minutes from my own house, from my own bed. “Hey Mindy! You out there?!” I called out loudly this time, not wanting to hang around in that little house any longer. 
 
    Then, a voice made me jump. I spun to the side to see a girl staring at me, wearing a satin robe, seemingly over nothing. “Is everything alright over there?” she asked with a hesitant look on her face. She was a younger woman with long brown hair. She was all dolled up: eyeliner, shadow, gloss, concealer, contouring. She looked like an actual model, getting ready for an actual photoshoot. And I have to admit that I got a bit shy, like a nervous teenager. “I’m, uh, just waiting for Mindy.”  
 
    “Are you the babysitter?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I was just—uh—meeting up with Mindy, and then she got a call from her neighbor.” 
 
    “That was me,” the girl said. “My name’s Cass.” She smiled, and that nervous teenager tingling returned. I hadn’t felt that way in at least ten years. I looked away from her, trying not to grin like an idiot.  
 
    And then I noticed the red glow in her house. I looked back at her small satin nightgown, and then I said, “What are you doing in there? What’s with the red?”  
 
    She suddenly had wide eyes. “Oh,” she said. “I just, uh, have red walls. Why?” 
 
    “No reason. Just curious…”  
 
    Now there was an awkward silence. I stared at her and she stared at me. Then we both looked away from each other suddenly.  
 
    “So is everything okay then?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I think so. I mean—I don’t know. Mindy went to look for her babysitter, and she hasn’t come back. That was, like, an hour ago now. I’ve just been sitting here, waiting.”  
 
    “I went over two hours ago,” said Cass, pulling her nightgown together in the middle to cover her chest, which I’m pretty sure was naked under that little robe. “I knocked on the door and nobody answered. I heard a terrible noise earlier. I hope I didn’t ruin your date.” 
 
    Then I turned red in the face, feeling hot all over. “Oh, it wasn’t a date,” I said, not wanting the beautiful young woman to think that I had some sort of older woman fetish. “I was just catching up with Mindy.” I forced an awkward smile. 
 
    “Oh,” said Cass. “Mindy said it was a date. My bad.”  
 
    And now I felt both rude and embarrassed. I don’t know why I felt the urge to lie. Lying wasn’t something I did very often. But now, I felt like a younger version of myself. I was flustered and giddy, terrified of the impression I was making on this woman: a complete stranger, and probably someone who was totally out of my league.  
 
    “Well, I’ll be up for a few more hours. If you guys need any help, just knock on my door.” She smiled and I nodded my head, then I watched her as she slipped back into her little house. I saw her blurry silhouette moving by that red glowing window.  
 
    Then I looked out at the woods. I was pretty sure that’s where I last saw Mindy. “C’mon, Mindy. Any day now,” I groaned under my breath. Then I went back inside the house.  
 
    I decided to turn on the TV. I kept the volume low. I flicked through a few channels until I found a rerun of a hockey game that I had originally planned to watch before I found out that I was going on a date with Mindy. I watched for a few minutes, unable to focus properly as my eyes became heavier and heavier. I slouched into my seat, eyeing the clock one more time. Mindy was still gone. Was I really supposed to just… wait for her?  
 
    I closed my eyes, then I suddenly heard a loud thump beneath me. I sat up and looked around. 
“Hello?” I called out softly, not wanting to wake up Brit.  
 
    “Hello?” a feminine voice called back. 
 
    I froze for a moment. The voice didn’t belong to Mindy, and it wasn’t a child’s voice either. It was coming from a door across the room. I stood up slowly and eyed the clock once more. It was now 3:00 AM—well beyond a reasonable hour. 
 
    I stayed still until that door opened, slowly, revealing a young woman. She was holding the side of her head, looking like she was in pain as she stumbled into the living room. I noticed some blood on her cheek. 
 
    She was a petite girl: short and thin enough to look like a child from a distance, but her boobs were big—squashed into her tight T-shirt, and proving that she was no child.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. I kept my distance from the stranger, looking past her to see where she came from. The door went down to a dark basement.  
 
    “I—I don’t know,” she said. Then she looked at her hand and saw her own blood. My heart was suddenly racing. I had no idea what was going on and I wasn’t thrilled to be caught up in the middle of it. I rushed over to her and helped her to sit down on the couch. “Let me see.” 
 
    I had to pry her hand away from her head to see the wound. It was a small gash, about an inch long, but it looked deep. “Put some pressure on it,” I said. “Should I call an ambulance?”  
 
    “No,” she groaned, shaking her head. “I—I think I’m fine. I’m just… dizzy. What time is it? Who are you?”  
 
    “My name is Willie,” I said. “I’m, uh, Mindy’s friend. And it’s three in the morning. Wait—are you the babysitter?”  
 
    She nodded her head. “Is Mindy home?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I mean—maybe—she was home. But she went to look for you, and that was, like, two hours ago now. I have no idea what’s going on. I just gave Mindy a ride home. This is all really weird. I’m, uh, starting to think I should be calling the cops or something.”  
 
    “The cops!?” Erin gasped. “Is something wrong?”  
 
    “Well look at you,” I said. I went to the kitchen and grabbed a clean cloth so I could press it against the wound on her head. “And Mindy’s completely missing, and her daughter will be up soon. The neighbor said she heard a noise…” 
 
    “I was just down in the basement trying to find the router,” said Erin, the babysitter. “The internet kept going out. I figured I could just reset the router to fix it. I have a big biology exam in two days and I was trying to study for it. I went down to the basement, found the router, and then—I don’t know—I think something fell onto my head and knocked me out.”  
 
    “Damn,” I said. “And you’re sure that you’re okay? I don’t mind waiting here for an ambulance.”  
 
    “I can’t afford that,” she said. “I’m really fine. It’s just a headache and a cut. Please, let’s not make a huge deal out of this. It was just… weird. I don’t know what hit me. And you said it’s three now? So I was out for like… four hours!”  
 
    “Let me try calling Mindy again,” I said. I stepped away from Erin and pulled out my phone. My battery was dying, down to 4%. It was enough to make a call. While it was ringing, I looked over at Erin. “You don’t have a charger, do you?” 
 
    She shook her head.  
 
    Mindy didn’t answer. My heart fluttered again. Now my phone was down to 3%. “Do you have your phone? Maybe you can try calling her.”  
 
    “My phone died,” she said. “I was using it as a hotspot with my laptop because the internet in the house wouldn’t stay up for long enough to access the school’s website.”  
 
    “Damn,” I said. “I’m sure Mindy’s okay. I’m wondering if I should just call the cops… I wouldn’t want to regret it.” 
 
    “It’s already been such a crazy night. If you want to call the cops, go ahead. I wouldn’t blame you. But I’ll just let you know that Mindy does this sometimes.”  
 
    I paused for a moment, looking into her eyes. She looked awfully young. But there was something even more distracting than her youthful glow: her lingerie. Her shirt was so tight that I could see right through it, and I could see that she was wearing a white lacy piece of lingerie. The matching lacy bottoms were inching out from the waistband of her little skirt. And those weren’t socks on her feet, they were stockings, with matching lace embellishments around the thighs. Under that outfit, she was dressed for some sort of Playboy photoshoot. I cleared my throat. “Mindy does what sometimes?”  
 
    “We all have our vices,” Erin blushed, looking away. “Mindy has a bit of a drug problem. Her dealer lives over on Herring Crescent, on the other side of the woods. One time she came home from the club, asked me to stay for five more minutes, and then she went out and was gone for six hours.”  
 
    “Seriously?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I think he’s more than just her dealer. She usually comes back with smudged lipstick, and one time… well, I won’t get too gossipy. I’m not trying to be a pest. Mindy is an interesting character. You were just on a date with her, right? She said she was going on a date with a guy she met online. That’s you, right?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said.  
 
    “So you got to know her a little but,” Erin smiled. “Oh God, I hope I’m not ruining things between the two of you. She’s a really nice lady. She pays me well. She’s usually back on time. She ends up paying me whenever she goes off to see her dealer. It’s not like she stiffs me. Whenever she hires me, I make sure I have nothing the next morning, just to be safe. I’ve made that mistake before.”  
 
    “It just seems weird,” I said, scratching at the side of my head. “Why would she just go off to see her dealer while her date—practically a stranger—was in her house, watching her kid… while her babysitter is missing. I mean, she thinks that you’re completely MIA.”  
 
    “Don’t ask me, ask her,” Erin said, shrugging her shoulders. “Like I said, everyone has their vices. Maybe she thought she could be quick. Ouch!” Erin leaned forward and pressed her hand against her head. I sat down next to her and checked that cloth. The bleeding had slowed. Maybe the gash wasn’t as bad as it looked, but the headache probably wasn’t very much fun.  
 
    “How can I help you?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry about me. It’s just a little cut.” 
 
    Now, I couldn’t help but notice her thighs—and her panties. Her skirt was pushed up and she hadn’t noticed yet. I could see the bulge of her little pussy in her white panties. Those panties were so dainty and thin that I could see right through them; I could see the little bit of dark pubic hair that adorned her cute, plump slit.  
 
    I looked up quickly before she looked into my eyes. “So did she promise you sex?” Erin asked, taking me by surprise.  
 
    “Sex?” I said, blushing. “No, no. I’m just here to give her a hand.”  
 
    “Surely you’re expecting something in return. You don’t live around here, do you?” 
 
    “I’m not expecting anything. I live near the East End.”  
 
    “You drove an hour to Maple Ridge in the middle of the night and you’re not expecting anything?” she asked, giggling. “It’s okay, Willie. You can admit that you were hoping for a little something-something. I mean—you went on a date with Mindy, after all.” Then she perked up. “Sorry, am I being rude?”  
 
    “No, and no—I mean, I don’t think Mindy is really my type.”  
 
    “Too old for you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. And then I felt the hotness rushing into my cheeks. “I don’t have anything against older women. It’s just… she’s quite a bit older than me. And she kind of lied about her age… and she sent me photos that were from over a decade ago. I get it, dating is hard.” 
 
    Now, Erin was giggling. “Classic Mindy. I told her to stop doing that.”  
 
    “It is what it is. I was just worried about her kid, so I came here. Now I’m worried about her.”  
 
    “Don’t be worried. Like I said, this happens a lot.” Now, Erin was looking up into my eyes. She still hadn’t fixed her skirt, and I was starting to think that she was purposely leaving it hiked up so that I could see her teasing lingerie. “If you want to fuck her, she puts out really easily.” 
 
    I almost gasped. Erin had such a young, innocent face. It was almost unfathomable to imagine the F-word coming out from her lips, so I spent a moment trying to process her words, thinking maybe I misheard her. “Excuse me?” I said. 
 
    “She puts out on the first date,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” 
 
    I cleared my throat and shook my head. “No, of course not. I mean—they say it’s empowering… or whatever. She’s an adult. She can do what she wants.” I had to clear my throat again. It seemed like Erin had inched closer to me. Now, her thigh was pressed against my leg. I could feel her warmth. “So now that you’re here and okay, maybe I can be getting home.”  
 
    “I can handle it from here if you don’t want to stick around,” she said. 
 
    I smiled awkwardly. “It’s not that I don’t want to stick around. But if it’s true that she’s gone to see her dealer, or whatever, and she might be gone until the morning, then I should probably take off. I mean—you’re on the clock here, right?”  
 
    She looked down at her lap, looking sad suddenly. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m a bit nervous,” she said. “I have a feeling Mindy’s going to be mad at me for ruining her date. And then you’re just not going to be here when she gets here, and it sounds like she’s expecting sex when she gets back. It’s fine though—do what you have to do.”  
 
    Now I was feeling guilty. She was right: Mindy was going to be pretty angry with Erin, and she was going to be sad to come home and see me gone. But could I really sit around waiting for Mindy? Could I really give her the time of day (or night, in this case) while she was off with her drug dealer?  
 
    “I’m sure Mindy will understand that you got knocked out,” I said. “It’s not like you knocked yourself out on purpose. Accidents happen.”  
 
    She made a sad sort of smile, and then the guilt swelled harder inside of me. Why was I making this into my problem? I needed to leave before this became a real mess.  
 
    “It was great meeting you, Erin,” I said. “When Mindy gets back, tell her to call me. I’ll vouch for you.” I smiled, but Erin didn’t return the smile. She had big puppy-dog eyes, looking nervous. Now, she really looked young. “You’ll be fine.”  
 
    “Just stay and hang out with me,” she blushed. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll make it worth your while,” she said, still with those big eyes.  
 
    I stared into her eyes, and that silence seemed to last for an eternity. Then I finally managed to let out a laugh: a nervous kind of sound that went along with my face turning white. “What do you mean?” I was trying to play dumb. I knew exactly what she meant. 
 
    And instead of answering me with her words, she used her eyes. Her gazed went down, down, down, to my crotch. She stared at it for a moment before looking back up, biting her bottom lip, cheekbones rosy and eyes glossy.  
 
    She was offering me sex. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I had to think about the offer, though she didn’t exactly give me time to think about it. It seemed like it wasn’t even five seconds before her hand was on my crotch, rubbing, working out the contour of my cock in my pants. I became tense and my brain quickly slowed down. I tried to open my mouth, to say something, to buy myself some time, but no words manifested on my tongue. I was speechless—and confused. 
 
    I’d been trying to get laid since I was fourteen years old, with varying degrees of success. I’d had a few girlfriends and a few one-night-stands, mostly in my early and mid-twenties. But there had never been a woman who just wanted to fuck for seemingly no reason. Erin hardly knew me; she knew nothing more than my name. We hadn’t had a full conversation. I wasn’t even entirely sure that her name was Erin.  
 
    It seemed like some sort of male porn fantasy coming true: the barely legal babysitter throwing herself at me, seemingly out of sheer boredom. I had so many questions, but I couldn’t bring myself to ask a single one. Instead, I just looked down at her hand and watched as it rubbed in circles, massaging harder and harder, making me stiff.  
 
    With her other hand, she lifted up her tight t-shirt, exposing her white bra, which was made from dainty lace: see-through where it mattered. Her nipples were pink, squashed into that lingerie bra. “Do you like my body?” she whispered. 
 
    I turned my head to look at the door. If Mindy were to walk through that door now, I would have a lot of explaining to do. I was supposed to be keeping an eye on Brit while she was out in the woods, trying to find the lost babysitter. Instead, I was in the house, getting dirty with the babysitter.  
 
    “I really don’t know about this,” I whispered, looking at the door again. 
 
    “Really?” she said, and then she unzipped my fly, pulled out my erection, and bent down. Within seconds, her lips were around my cock. She sucked softly, making little wet sounds as her tongue slowly explored my cock. Her innocent façade was breaking away. The way her tongue moved… there was no way that this was her first time. She moved that tongue around like nothing I’d ever felt before. 
 
    I melted into my seat on the couch, letting out a soft moan as I sunk down deep. I watched her head as it began to bob up and down. I really was getting a blowjob from a complete stranger.  
 
    Maybe I needed to stop thinking into it so much. Maybe I just needed to enjoy the moment. I let out a deep sigh and watched that head going up and down. Her plump lips twisted around my girth. She sucked just hard enough to make my thigh tremble. When she got her hand into the mix, I was paralyzed with pleasure. She gripped the base of my shaft and pumped while sucking my tip, not being shy about how much saliva escaped her mouth, lubricating my long, veiny member. 
 
    “That feels good,” I groaned. I looked to the door one last time, but that nervousness was fluttering away. I had a feeling Mindy was really going to be out until the morning hours. Maybe Erin was right—maybe she was getting some action from her drug dealer.  
 
    Erin looked up at me with her eyes, managing to keep her lips around my shaft. She sucked for a moment and then sat up. “I’m a virgin,” she said, unprompted. 
 
    I simply couldn’t believe her. I’d received blowjobs from five different girls before, and none of them could do what Erin was doing; none of them knew their way so expertly around a cock. 
 
    I just stared into her eyes, baffled, trying to decide whether or not she was lying to me. While I was lost in my dazed state, she climbed onto my lap. She sat down on my cock, using her finger to pull her lingerie bottoms out from her slit. She nestled left and right, wriggling down until my tip penetrated her tight hole—and then I was inside of her. She gasped. “It feels so… so big!” she gasped. 
 
    “Are you really a virgin?” I asked as a lump formed in my throat. 
 
    “I gave a guy a handjob after school once,” she said. “He did my homework for me.” 
 
    I just couldn’t believe her—though her pussy was tighter than I could clench my fist. She rocked back and forth and my whole body tingled with joy. Why was I so worried about the details? I was going to miss my opportunity to properly enjoy her young, tight body. So I gripped her hips and I drove my cock hard into her tight slit, pumping her as she bounced on my lap. Her head fell back and she moaned loudly. I let her scream for a minute before remembering that she was the babysitter, and there was a baby in the other room. So I muffled her mouth with my hand and kept fucking her. She bit down on my fingers in a playful sort of way. “Choke me,” she moaned. So I put my hands around her throat and squeezed gently. “Harder! Choke me harder!” I squeezed harder. “Harder, Willie!” she screamed. I didn’t want her screaming, so I followed her command, tightening my hands around her throat while I drove my cock in and out of her tight pussy.  
 
    Now, her face was turning dark red. It felt a bit weird, but it was nice to be making her come—and she really was coming. I could feel her pussy convulsing and clenching. I could see her eyes rolling into the back of her head while her body trembled.  
 
    I pulled out with milliseconds to spare. I sprayed her pelvis and stomach with cum. She watched the load spray out of me with big, amazed eyes. She even gasped with a smile. “You’re coming!” she said. “You’re really coming!” And then, before I was even finished, she fingered some of the cum and held it up, staring at it with sparkling eyes as it drooled down her finger. “Is that real!?” And suddenly, I believed that she was a virgin: a virgin with a natural talent for sucking cocks. 
 
    I laughed. “It’s real,” I said.  
 
    “It’s so thick!” she said. “I always thought it would be thinner. When I gave that guy a handjob at school, he didn’t come. He didn’t even get very hard. I thought there was something wrong with me.” 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with you,” I chuckled. “You’re… You’re great.” 
 
    “Really?” she smiled. 
 
    I nodded my head. Then I looked back at the door. I thought I heard something, so I quickly pulled my pants up and gave her a pat on the thigh, hoping she would also get herself decent before it was too late. I rushed over to the door and looked out the peephole, but there was nothing there.  
 
    Then I eyed the clock. “Three-thirty, still not Mindy,” I said.  
 
    “I told you, she’s going to be gone for a while,” Erin said. “We can sleep here. It’s a big couch. We can sleep together.”  
 
    “How far away is her drug dealer’s house?” I asked. “I mean—how big are those woods back there?” 
 
    “It’s probably a five-minute walk there, five minutes back,” she said. 
 
    “Hm,” I said. “Maybe I’ll walk out there and see if I can’t find her.”  
 
    “What?” Erin said suddenly. “No, don’t go. I mean—don’t leave me here now. That was kind of the deal, wasn’t it?” She was looking at me again with those big puppy-dog eyes, sparkling and glistening. It was hard to let them down. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “But maybe you can just come with me into the yard. I want to try calling for her one last time.” 
 
    “You’re going to wake up the neighbors,” she said. “But if it will make you feel better, go for it.”  
 
    She followed me closely, almost seeming like a little kid that was afraid of being left alone. She was almost hugging my arm, glued to me as I passed into the backyard. Then I noticed her becoming tense all over as the big trees swayed in the gentle breeze. “Are you okay?” I asked her. 
 
    “Dark woods spook me out,” she said. “I’ve watched one too many scary movies.”  
 
    “There’s nothing out there,” I laughed.  
 
    “What about bears?”  
 
    “I don’t think bears venture this close to the city too often… but maybe.” We walked out into the yard. I eyed Erin and she looked at me with a nervous look. 
 
    “Hey Mindy!” I called out. Erin inched closed to me.  
 
    There was a long silence.  
 
    Then I called her again. “Mindy!” I noticed the path, which almost surely crossed the woods. I turned to Erin. “You sure you don’t want to walk to the other side with me?”  
 
    “One of us has to stay with Brit,” she said. 
 
    “Right. Brit. Of course.” 
 
    “And you promised you would stay with me,” she said clutching my arm. Then I turned to her. I looked into her eyes, and then I started to wonder if this was why the universe put me on that date with Mindy. Maybe I was supposed to meet Erin in all of this. Maybe things happen for a reason. I was tempted to kiss her, but something about the moment just felt… off. Mindy was still missing, and there was a weird tension in the air.  
 
    “I know!” she said. “I’ll go make us some hot chocolate and we can watch a movie. Maybe we fall asleep, maybe we stay awake. We can take the big blanket from the guest room. It will be fun.”  
 
    “Okay, sure,” I said.  
 
    Then Erin rushed into the house. I turned back to the woods, watching those tall pines as they swayed left and right. It just seemed so strange: abandoning your daughter and your date to go on a drug bender. I felt like I was missing something.  
 
    Then I looked over and saw the neighbor, Cass. She was still in that nightrobe, looking at me with a little smile. “Any luck finding Mindy?” she asked from across the fence. 
 
    “Not yet,” I said. “But I found the babysitter.”  
 
    “You did?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head and motioned towards the kitchen window. Now, Erin was at the window, filling a pot with water.  
 
    “That’s not the babysitter,” Cass said.  
 
    I paused for a moment, finally feeling the chill of that cool autumn evening. “It’s not?” I asked. Suddenly, my lips felt dry. If Erin wasn’t the babysitter, then who the hell was she? 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I slipped back into the house. Erin was at the counter. Water was boiling on the stove and she was digging around, looking for the hot chocolate mix. She smiled at me and I returned the smile, even though there was a coldness tingling in my spine.  
 
    I looked out the window, at Cass’s house. The window was still glowing red. She apparently didn’t do much sleeping at night… but what was she doing?  
 
    “I’m just going to poke my head in and check on Brit,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” Erin smiled, so I slipped away. I made sure that Brit was still sleeping, and she was. Then, I noticed the open basement door. Erin was still busy at the counter, now humming a gentle pop song. I took the opportunity to creep into the basement, down the creaky stairs. It was an unfinished basement, and it was almost entirely empty. There were a few boxes next to the large steel posts holding the old house up—but that was about it. I saw the blinking router in the corner, though there were no signs of anything falling over. In fact, there was nothing there to fall over. There was a carboard box about twenty feet from the router, but that was it. There was no blood, no signs that anyone had spent hours blacked out on that old, dusty floor. But there was an opened window, letting in a cool breeze. I walked over to that window. It looked out into the backyard.  
 
    Was Erin lying about being knocked unconscious? Was she really lying about being Brit’s babysitter? If she was lying, then who was she, and what was she up to?  
 
    I looked up, to see if there were some loose floorboards or beams—anything that could have knocked that young woman unconscious. But there was nothing.  
 
    So I went back up the stairs. Now, Erin was pouring the boiling water into mugs, still humming that pop song. “How’s your head feeling?” I asked quietly.  
 
    She looked back at me, almost looking confused for a moment before widening her eyes. “Oh, fine,” she said. “Like I said, it’s just a little headache and a cut.” 
 
    I wasn’t a doctor. I’d never gone to medical school, or even read a medical journal… but I was pretty sure that being knocked out for hours was not something common with head injuries outside of bad made-for-TV movies. In fact, I’m pretty sure a person would suffer brain damage after being knocked out for hours.  
 
    So why was she lying? I slipped out my phone. Now, it was dead. Mindy didn’t have a house phone. I wanted to politely leave, but I accepted that romp and now I felt like I had to live up to my end of the deal, even though this all seemed fishy… and somehow illegal.  
 
    “I’m just going to look around really quickly,” I said. 
 
    “For what?” she asked. 
 
    “A phone charger. I think Mindy had the same phone as me. She probably has a charger kicking around here somewhere.” 
 
    “Mindy will probably be home in a few hours. I would just not worry about it,” said Erin. 
 
    “I know,” I smiled. “But I hate being without a phone. I’m just going to poke around a little bit.” 
 
    Erin watched me closely as I left the room. Now, I was starting to get freaky vibes. Was she some sort of serial killer? Why was she so tense? Why was she watching me so closely? Why was my heart pounding so hard? 
 
    I went into Mindy’s bedroom. It was messy: bed unmade, clothes on the ground, dresser covered in makeup supplies. I looked around and spotted a phone charger plugged in behind her bed; the cord was tucked under her mattress, poking out next to her nightstand. I plugged in my phone, but the screen stayed black. I wasn’t sure if it was a dead outlet, or if my phone was just super-dead, and needed a few minutes before it would even turn on again. 
 
    “Hey, Willie?” Erin called out from the other room.  
 
    Then, before I could even react, she was in the doorway, staring at me. She was a silhouette against the light of the living room. “You coming?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I just thought I would give my phone a minute. I want to try calling Mindy again.” 
 
    She sighed. “I don’t know how to tell you any other way, Willie—she’s not going to pick up. I’ve been through this over and over. The first time she disappeared, I was nervous like you are now. But I got used to it. C’mon—come watch a movie with me. Do you want a horror movie or an action movie?”  
 
    “Maybe an action movie,” I said softly. “But I really want to make this call first. It will give me a little peace of mind.” And maybe I really wanted to call the police. I was starting to think that there was more going on here. Maybe there was nothing illegal happening, but the police could at least take a look around, and maybe they could figure out how to reach Mindy.  
 
    “Does that charger even work?” she asked, watching me paw at my phone, trying to make it turn on. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I might just swing by the neighbor’s house and borrow her phone. I know she has Mindy’s number. I’ll just be a few minutes.” 
 
    “I think you’re getting worked up over nothing,” Erin said. 
 
    “Maybe,” I smiled. “Better to be safe than sorry, right?”  
 
    There was a long and terribly awkward silence. “I guess so,” she said. “Just try to be quick.” She stared in my eyes as I brushed by her. Then she grabbed my wrist before I was too far away, sending my heart up into my throat. I spun around quickly to face her, half-expecting to get a knife to the face. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked, jaw almost trembling. 
 
    “I was just going to ask you how you’re feeling,” she said, glaring into my eyes. 
 
    “Fine. I’m fine,” I said. 
 
    “Good to go again?” she asked with a grin. And it took a moment to realize that she was talking about sex. “I promise I’ll make it feel so, so good.”  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. “Maybe. That could be fun. I’m honestly pretty tired. It’s been a long night.” I laughed nervously. Her long eyelashes fluttered and that smile remained on her face. And now I was starting to think that I was living in a horror movie.  
 
    She watched me as I went to the door, and she kept watching me until I was gone. I rushed over to the neighbor’s house. The light was still on inside, glowing red. Once I was at the door, I could hear the thumping of her subwoofer. She was listening to loud music, so it wasn’t a surprise when she didn’t answer the door after I rang the bell. She didn’t answer the door after I knocked either. 
 
    I looked over at Mindy’s house. The windows were dark now, but there was a faint glow—the glow of the television—in the living room. I couldn’t see Erin, but I had a good feeling that she was watching me from one of those darkened windows. Then I looked back at my car. I felt my keys in my pocket. I was tempted to make a run for it. I could get into my car and get away. I would be leaving my phone behind, but I could always get a new one. That phone wasn’t worth my life… 
 
    But what if there was something terrible happening behind the scenes? What if Erin did murder Mindy? If I left, would I be leaving behind the evidence that I was there? Would the police suspect me as the murderer? Erin had all the time in the world to clean up her own tracks… 
 
    No, I was being paranoid. I was tired and getting carried away. Erin probably was the babysitter, and Cass was just mistaken. Surely this was all just a big misunderstanding.  
 
    I knocked again, this time louder, hoping Cass would hear. Again, I felt that gaze watching me from the window. I grabbed the door handle and gave it a twist. It opened. So I leaned my head in. “Hey Cass!” I called out gently. “It’s just Willie, the, uh, guy from next door—Mindy’s friend. You in here?” 
 
    But her music was loud. I didn’t want to yell over it and have Erin hear me yelling, so I slipped inside. My heart raced, but it felt like I was running out of time. I had to get to her. I had to get to a phone, and I needed to know if she was telling me the truth: was Erin really a stranger, and not the babysitter? 
 
    “Hey Cass?” I called out. I could see the red glow coming from an open doorway. I didn’t want to invade her privacy; I knew that I was probably going to shock her by appearing suddenly. I knew that she was probably going to think that I was some huge creep… But figuring out this conundrum seemed like a higher priority than respecting some stranger’s privacy. I needed to use a phone. I needed to figure out whether Cass was being genuine when she said that Erin wasn’t Brit’s babysitter—and I had to do it fast, because Erin was alone in the house with Brit now. What if she was some sort of deranged kidnapper? What if she killed Mindy and now, she was trying to steal Mindy’s daughter away for some sort of underground child sex trafficking ring?  
 
    Maybe I was just getting increasingly paranoid, but I wasn’t going to take any risks. 
 
    I stepped to the side, looking into Cass’s bedroom. Then, I froze, shocked by what I was seeing.  
 
    Cass was up on her bed, on her knees, posing in front of a camera mounted in the middle of a ring light. That nightrobe was on the floor next to the bed. Now, she was naked, unless you count the choker around her throat or the lace stockings on her legs. She was clutching her right breast with her left hand, squeezing it and moaning while she stroked her big cock with her right hand… 
 
    I had to blink a few times before looking again: she really was stroking a cock. 
 
    And she was stroking it fast, squeezing it firmly. Her tip was red and she was beating off with fury. “Oh God,” she moaned softly. She pushed her pelvis forward. The muscles in her butt clenched. She was completely unaware of my presence, and I was unable to move, unable to look away. My lips were parted, but I wasn’t breathing. 
 
    Cass was a transgender cam whore, and now she was jerking off in front of her fans. I could see her fans: little usernames filling up her laptop screen. Small hearts were popping up and floating to the top of her screen. Small ka-ching sounds were letting Cass know that she was being tipped well for her performance. And she was giving them a good show, massaging her breasts while violently pumping her cock, leaning forward to get her long shaft closer to her camera. 
 
    “I’m going to fucking come!” she gasped. She walked forward on her knees. She moaned amazingly. Then she erupted. Long streaks of cum blasted across her bedroom. The second shot was a money-shot, right on the lens of her camera. The rest soaked her rug and her bed—until she put her hand in front of her tip to catch a blast, which she rubbed all over her breasts, pleasing her fans immensely (the ka-ching sounds were now chiming off by the second). 
 
    The show was over. Cass was now panting, looking down at her erect cock, which was oozing one final drop of thick, white cream.  
 
    I backed away before I was caught, finally gathering the sensibilities I needed to not embarrass myself too much. I went all the way back to her front door and stepped back onto her front step, just as she was turning off her loud music. I carefully closed the door, waited ten seconds, and then I knocked, pretending like I hadn’t been inside of her house. There was a delay, and then I heard her call out, “Coming!”  
 
    When she answered the door, now in her satin nightrobe, I smiled. I felt my whole face turning red, and I looked down for a second to notice the bulge between her legs: a subtle bulge that was still slumping. I cleared my throat.  
 
    “What is it?” she asked. 
 
    I looked over at Mindy’s house, knowing that Erin was inside, waiting for me to return. Maybe she was even watching me. “Um, can I come in really quickly?” 
 
    “Why?” she asked. 
 
    I let myself slip by her, not feeling like having a whole pre-discussion of why it was such an urgent situation. The houses were close together; there was a chance that Erin was close enough to listen to us.  
 
    “What is it?” she asked, rushing in and blocking my view of her bedroom with her body. She was still totally oblivious to the fact I’d already been in her house. As shocking as her little show was to see, it wasn’t important. Now, there was a serious matter involving a child that needed to be figured out quickly.  
 
    “Can I use your phone?” I said. “I need to call the police.” 
 
    “What?! The police!?” she said. “Look—if this is because of the music, I can turn it down. It just helps me work, and, uh, I work nights.” She turned red all over. “I’ll turn off the music. Let’s not call the police.” 
 
    “It’s not that,” I said, shaking my head quickly. “You said that Erin wasn’t Brit’s babysitter.”  
 
    “Erin is Brit’s babysitter,” Cass said, now crossing her arms over her chest to cover her breasts.  
 
    “Oh,” I said. “You said in the yard that Erin wasn’t the babysitter.” 
 
    “No, I said that the girl with you in the backyard wasn’t the babysitter—because that wasn’t Erin. Erin lived a few houses down from here. She’s fourteen, with black hair. She’s a bit of a tomboy. That girl wasn’t Erin.”  
 
    “Then who is she?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve never seen her. Who did she say she was?” 
 
    “She said she was Erin, the babysitter!” I snapped, feeling like I was starting to go crazy. A few hours earlier, I thought that I was meeting a nice girl in her mid-twenties for drinks at a bar. Now, I was all wrapped up in what was seeming more and more like a murder mystery by the minute.  
 
    “Well maybe her name is Erin, and maybe she’s also a babysitter…” Cass said. “I don’t know. Lots of people name their kids Erin, and I’m sure lots of girls named Erin go into babysitting. Maybe it’s just a coincidence. Maybe the usual Erin wasn’t available tonight.” And I will admit that my mind drifted from the matter at hand for a moment. Cass’s voice was remarkably feminine considering she wasn’t born a woman. In fact, there weren’t many hints at all aside from that bulge, which was almost totally gone now. Her shoulders were narrow and her hips were wide. She’d obviously been taking hormones—no man can naturally pull off a look like— 
 
    “What are you looking at?” she asked. I quickly looked up, feeling the blood rushing into my cheeks. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. 
 
    “I was just trying these on,” she said nervously, looking down at her white lace stockings. “They’re part of my, uh, Halloween outfit.”  
 
    “Right,” I said, playing dumb, playing along with her little fib. “They look good on you.”  
 
    “Thanks,” she blushed.  
 
    Then I cleared my throat again. “So what are you saying? Are you saying I shouldn’t call the cops? Mindy has been missing for hours. Erin—or whatever her real name is—told me that Mindy does this sometimes. I don’t know what to believe, but it’s all weird as hell, and I’m starting to get freaked out.” I did my best not to look down at her legs, which made absolutely no sense. Only a natural woman could have long, smooth, curvy legs like she had. What kind of pill could give a dude legs like hers?  
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “I almost called the cops after I heard that sound.” 
 
    “Right,” I said. “The sound! What did it sound like? That’s how all of this started.”  
 
    “It was like a scream—but it was really fast… but loud. Like someone started screaming and then quickly got muffled. Or maybe it was just… I don’t know… someone’s lawnmower starting up for the first time in a year. I don’t know—it happened so fast, and I was in the middle of a session—I mean, a meeting. It was a meeting with, uh, some clients—a work meeting…”  
 
    I shook my head quickly. “Look,” I said. “I know that you’re doing webcam stuff. It’s not a big deal. It’s the least of my concerns right now.”  
 
    And then her face suddenly turned dark red. “It’s how I make my living,” she said firmly, tilting her chin up slightly. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. “I don’t care.” 
 
    “It’s empowering,” she said. “I make my money how I want to make it, with my own hours, and I don’t have to answer to anybody.” It almost seemed like she was trying to convince me that it wasn’t embarrassing—or maybe she was trying to convince herself. 
 
    “Right. I don’t care—like I said.” 
 
    “How did you know?” she asked suddenly, narrowing her eyes and looking angry. 
 
    And now I was the one with the red face. “That’s really not important,” I said. “Brit’s with that woman right now, and—” 
 
    “—Just tell me how you knew,” she said, cutting me off. “Do I look like a whore to you?” 
 
    “No, not at all,” I said. 
 
    “Have you seen my work? Do you recognize me?” Then her eyes became wide. “Wait! Are you D-Man69? I did that private chat with you a few weeks back, didn’t I?” 
 
    “I don’t know what that means—and no.” 
 
    “Are you sure? You wanted me to put that ball in my hole and push it out, and you made me do it like six times.” 
 
    “That wasn’t me!” I said suddenly. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “Actually, you’re right, that wasn’t you.” And now her face was white. “But you look a lot alike.” Now, her voice was soft, hardly a whimper as she was overwhelmed with humiliation. 
 
    There was a sudden silence in the room. I won’t lie: the image of her pushing some sort of golf ball into her asshole was in my mind, along with the image of her big, veiny, erect cock. I tried to push the image away, but it just kept coming back. Now, I was forgetting why I was at her house in the first place.  
 
    She cleared her throat and tried to veer the subject back on track. “So you’re worried the girl over there is a killer?” she said. “And you think she killed Mindy?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “She’s definitely up to something. She told me that she hit her head in the basement, but there’s nothing in the basement—no blood or anything, but she has this big cut on the side of her head. I just don’t know—it’s all just… spooky.”  
 
    “Are you going to go back over there?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess so—after I call the cops.” 
 
    “What are the cops going to do?” 
 
    “Look for Mindy. Maybe question this Erin girl, or whatever her real name is. I don’t know! Maybe I just need to go home. I shouldn’t be here anyway. This is quickly turning out the be the worst date I’ve ever gone on.” 
 
    “So it was a date,” she said. 
 
    I felt my muscles tensing up. I felt the strangest urge to take it back, worried that I somehow just blew all my chances with her. Though I wasn’t sure why I cared—especially under the circumstances. There were far bigger things happening, and she wasn’t even a biological female. “It was a blind date, basically. It lasted all of ten minutes, and there won’t be a second date.” 
 
    “You don’t like Mindy?” she asked. 
 
    “She’s not my type.” 
 
    “What’s your type?” 
 
    “Why are we talking about this right now?” I sighed and walked over to her window, looking at Mindy’s house, which was so quiet and innocent—but I knew there was a real threat inside. “So can I use your phone to call the cops or not?”  
 
    “You can,” she said. “I don’t know if this is a ‘call the cops’ kind of situation, personally, but they aren’t going to arrest you if it’s a false alarm. And, like you said, you’re not going to go on another date with Mindy, so it’s not like you have to worry about what she’s going to think about you.”  
 
    “Right,” I said. “Okay, I’ll make the call then. Mind grabbing your phone for me?” 
 
    Just then, the power went out. The inside of the house became black and Cass let out a little yelp, looking around suddenly. “Did the power just go out?” she asked. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “Does that happen a lot?” 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    “Where’s the breaker?”  
 
    “In my room,” she said. 
 
    There was a loud thump from her bedroom—the door blowing shut—and then Cass jumped into my arms, pressing her body against me and squeezing me tightly—digging her manicured fingernails into my skin. 
 
    “It was just the wind blowing your door shut,” I said. “There must be a storm rolling in.” Though I wasn’t believing my own words. It was a spooky set of coincidences. 
 
    “But my window was closed,” she said, still clinging onto me. And I will admit that I didn’t mind having her pressed against me like that. I could feel her soft breasts against me, and her hard nipples. I could feel the nice bulge of her cock, and her warm thighs. She kept holding me, now turning to look into my eyes. “I—I’m sorry,” she said suddenly. 
 
    “It’s okay. Do you want me to go in?” 
 
    “My phone’s in there, so one of us needs to.” 
 
    “I don’t mind,” I said, but I was lying. I was actually terrified to go into that room. I knew that her window was closed; I’d looked over at it multiple times throughout that night. There hadn’t been a single point that it had been opened.  
 
    “If you don’t mind,” she said. Then she bit her lip and looked away from me. “Just don’t judge me for, uh, what you see in there. It’s just work.” 
 
    “It’s fine. I don’t care about any of that.” I stepped away from her. My skin was tingling. I took a deep breath and reached for the handle. I was half-expecting Erin to lunge at me with a knife, Psycho style. I pushed the door open and braced, but the room was empty. The window was now open and the curtains were flapping in the breeze.  
 
    The walls were indeed red, and so were the bedsheets, which were still streaked with cum. I pretended not to notice—though it was harder to ignore the dildos being displayed on the little side table: sex toys of various shapes and sizes. There was even a ‘horse cock’ dildo, about the size of my arm, and almost just as thick too. I turned as red as the walls as I looked away from it.  
 
    There were vibrators, and a rack of outfits. There were leather cuffs and other pieces of bondage. There were whips and there was one toy in particular that made me gasp: a double cock, like some sort of alien dildo with two shafts, complete with two big tips. She only had one hole that I was aware of… so were they both supposed to go into the same hole?  
 
    Now, Cass was at the door behind me, clutching the doorframe and looking around. “Is it safe?” she whispered. 
 
    “There’s nothing here,” I said. I went and closed her window for her. It didn’t have a lock.  
 
    She rushed over to her nightstand and looked around. “My phone is gone!” she gasped. 
 
    “Actually?” I said.  
 
    “Oh God,” she said. “I think I left it unlocked. There are pictures on that phone that can’t—I mean… oh no, all of my contacts…”  
 
    “Are you sure that’s where you left it?”  
 
    She nodded her head. “I’m positive. That’s where I always leave it when I do shows.”  
 
    “Right,” I said.  
 
    “Someone took it. This is crazy. I’m actually freaking out right now.”  
 
    “It’s fine.” I looked out the window, at Mindy’s house. The TV was still glowing inside. “Maybe you can come next door with me and we can use Mindy’s laptop to contact the police.”  
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then I leaned back and planted my hand down to support myself. I was tired. It had been a long night, and there didn’t seem to be an end in sight. That night just kept going and going.  
 
    Then I realized my hand was on top of something: something long and thick and phallic. I looked down and saw that I was holding a big, black dildo. I gasped and pulled my hand away. 
 
    “It’s clean!” she said. “I haven’t used that one in days.” 
 
    “I don’t want to know. Let’s just… Let’s go get to the bottom of this—and let’s make sure Brit’s okay.”  
 
    She nodded her head. She followed me through her dark house to the front door. She stayed close to me, keeping her beautiful perfume wafting up into my nostrils. As we stepped out, she even clutched my arm and pushed herself against my body. I really didn’t mind. She had a nice, soft body. 
 
    We crossed the lawn and tiptoed up to Mindy’s front door. I pushed the door open and poked my head in. “Hey Erin?” I called out. 
 
    But there was no answer. I looked around, seeing the glowing TV screen. “Erin, you in here?” I called out. 
 
    Cass stuck to me like glue, clutching my arm, occasionally grazing me with the bulge of her cock. I don’t think she’d had a moment to slip her flaccid member back into her lacy panties since I interrupted her broadcast.  
 
    “Let’s go check on Brit,” I said, dating across the living room. Cass stuck with me, watching my back in the dark house.  
 
    I pushed open Brit’s bedroom door, and then my heart fell down into the pit of my stomach.  
 
    Brit was gone. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Now, the panic was truly setting in. I rushed through the house, calling for Mindy, calling for Erin, but the house was empty. Erin—if that was her real name—was gone. Mindy’s daughter was gone. And there was still no sign that Mindy had ever returned. “This is so fucked up,” I said. “We need to call the cops now. They need to put out an amber alert. Fuck, fuck, fuck.” I buzzed through the house and Cass stayed close to me. I went into the bedroom to get my phone, but now my phone was gone too. “She took my phone!” I gasped. 
 
    “What’s going on here, Willie?” Cass asked, looking absolutely terrified, with her arms wrapped around her body.  
 
    “I don’t know what’s going on, but we have to do something. We need to wake up a neighbor, to use their phone.” I eyed the clock. Now, it was close to 4:15 AM. The sun would be up in a couple of hours.  
 
    “Let’s go together,” she said. So we carefully slipped out of the house, staying close to each other. We darted down two houses, passing a quiet little home. “Nobody lives there. It’s been empty for months,” she said. We went to the door of the next house. Cass knocked. We waited. She knocked again. “Anyone home! It’s a bit of an emergency!” she called out. But there was no answer. Then Cass looked back. “Carol’s car isn’t here. I wonder if she’s staying with her boyfriend.” 
 
    So we tried the next house, but there was no answer. It was obvious that someone was inside but just didn’t want to deal with us. We heard the footsteps, but the lights stayed out and the door remained locked. 
 
    I looked back at Mindy’s house. “I feel like we’re losing valuable time,” I said.  
 
    “I don’t know what else to do,” she said.  
 
    “We can go back to your house and turn the power back on. Wait for the internet to load up, and contact the police with your laptop.” 
 
    So we went back. The closer we got to Cass’s house, the closer she got to me, clinging to my side as if she was sure I was going to protect her. I didn’t protest. I liked that comforting feeling, and it was nice to think that she saw me as a protector. It was a feeling I’d always been looking for whenever I went out on dates. I wanted to feel needed. I wanted to feel like I had some value. Girls, like Mindy, were always saying how they wanted guys to provide for them—and that always just meant money. I knew that I could be a financial provider if I needed to be, but can’t a man be more than just a bank account? Could I not provide a sense of security that wasn’t just financial security?  
 
    We went into Cass’s house. I scanned the house, making sure all the windows and doors were close, and then we went into her room. I flicked the flipped breakers, and the power came back on. “Someone definitely flipped those,” I said. “They were turned all the way left—not just in the middle like they go when they’re tripped.”  
 
    “You’re freaking me out,” she said. 
 
    “I’m just telling you the truth.”  
 
    She rushed over to her laptop, which was set up next to her camera, on a small table on wheels. She bent over and hit a few buttons, waiting for the internet to fire up. Now, she was unknowingly giving me a perfect view up her robe. I could see her bum, her white panties, and her extra bits. Her balls were stuffed into her panties, but her long, flaccid cock was loose, hanging down. The panties simply weren’t big enough to keep it all contained.  
 
    “It’s searching for the signal,” she said. Then she eyed her router in the corner of the room. “I should connect any minute.” 
 
    I couldn’t look away. She was all shaved smooth: balls and all. Somehow, her soft, fair scrotum looked so… feminine. Her uncircumcised penis was also shockingly feminine: smooth and soft, looking like it was moisturized twice each day.  
 
    “Okay!” she said suddenly. “We’re up. I’m going to find the police website now.” She was now swaying her bum in the air subconsciously, and I just could not peel my gaze away from that bare ass. I was mesmerized. I never thought of myself as a guy who would fantasize about a trans chick, but now I was starting to see the appeal.  
 
    Without looking away, I went to take a seat on the edge of her bed. I was getting more and more tired by the minute. I’d been up for nearly twenty-four hours: a long, exhausting stretch of time. I planted down my hands, and then I felt something wet. I looked down and saw that I was sitting in her cum. 
 
    I froze and nearly jumped up. I didn’t want to be rude, but I also didn’t want to be covered in a stranger’s cum. I’d never touched another person’s semen before, and now it was all over my hands. I wiped it on her bedsheets and she looked back at me. Her face flushed white. 
 
    “I just spilled, uh, my protein shake there,” she said. 
 
    “Oh. Okay,” I said, not wanting to tell her that I watched her spray her load across the bed. Then I looked at her camera, which still had a streak of cum hanging on the lens. 
 
    “That’s the shake too,” she said. Now her cheeks were dark red. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, biting down on my tongue.  
 
    “Okay, I’m sorry. It’s cum,” she said. “You’re sitting in my cum. I’m so sorry. I can’t lie to you. That’s gross—I know. I promise that it’s clean. I don’t have any diseases or anything like that. You can go wash up in my bathroom.”  
 
    “I’ll just go and wash my hands,” I said awkwardly. I didn’t care that much about the cum; I honestly felt worse about embarrassing her. I hated seeing her all flustered and white in the face. I was invading her personal space. 
 
    I went to her bathroom to clean my hands while she made the call. Then, I noticed the back door was swaying gently on its hinges: open… and I’m pretty sure it was closed when we came into the house.  
 
    “Hey, Cass,” I said. “Something’s not right here.” 
 
    “I know,” she said. “It’s thicker than normal. I had it checked a couple years ago, and the doctor said that I just make thicker cum than most people. He said it’s nothing to worry about. It’s actually a big selling feature with my fans.”  
 
    “No,” I said. “The back door is open.”  
 
    Then she rushed out from her room and let out a gasp. “Did you open it?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Who opened it?” she asked, clutching me again. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “C’mon,” she said, grabbing my arm. “Get into my room and let’s call the cops. I’m so over this!” She pulled me into her bedroom and closed the door hard. Then she pushed a bolt shut. She went to her dresser and started pushing, grunting and making little progress. “Help me!” she said. So I helped her push the dresser in front of the door. 
 
    Then I helped her to push her bookshelf in front of the window. “Nobody’s getting in here now,” she said. 
 
    “But how can we get out?” I said. 
 
    “Get out!?” she said. “I’m not leaving here! Not until the police are here—no way.”  
 
    My skin was tingling and my hands were shaking. Maybe I was feeling a bit of that terror as well. It really did seem like someone was tormenting us. And now, I could hear footsteps in the living room. “Do you hear that?” I whispered. 
 
    “Someone’s in my house!” she gasped. 
 
    “Quick! Call the cops!” I said. 
 
    She rushed over to her laptop and started typing, but her fingers were trembling and she kept making mistakes. “Shit!” she said. Finally, she got onto the police website, but she wasn’t fast enough. Before she could open up the ‘live chat’ screen, the internet went dead. “No!” she cried. 
 
    “Try refreshing it,” I said.  
 
    “It’s not working. It never goes down like this. This isn’t normal.”  
 
    “So what? Did someone cut the cable or something?” I rushed over to the router, and the lights were now blinking orange. It wasn’t getting a signal. “Should we start screaming for help?”  
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “But if all those houses are empty, then that means the closest person is probably… three hundred meters away. Nobody will hear us.” 
 
    “Then one of us should run for help.” 
 
    “Hell no!” she said. “Like I said, I’m not taking down these barricades until the police are here. I don’t mind waiting.” Then she went to her bed, bent over, and pulled out a long black case. She popped it open and revealed a long black rifle. She punched a magazine into the feeding chamber.  
 
    “What the hell is that?!” I said. 
 
    “It’s my .308,” she said. “Why are you so freaked out? It’s for hunting, Willie. Relax.” But it looked like the kind of rifle you would use to rob a bank. I’d never been a huge fan of guns, but I’d always liked looking at pictures of girls holding guns. Now, I couldn’t have asked for a better picture. Cass was standing next to her window, looking through the crack that wasn’t covered by her bookshelf. Her robe had opened up and she couldn’t be bothered to close it, giving me a clean view of her big breasts in her lacy top, and her tight panties, which weren’t containing her long penis.  
 
    I could feel the blood rushing into my face—and that’s not the only place my blood was rushing. I know it wasn’t the most appropriate time to be aroused, but how could I help myself? I was staring at a stunning model, mostly naked, holding a sleek firearm. It was practically every man’s fantasy.  
 
    Minus the cock… depending on the man, I suppose. I never thought it would be my thing, but there was something very satisfying about that long member, hanging there, looking strangely appropriate, like it really belonged there. I’d always considered myself to be an open-minded guy. And now I was wondering, what did she do with it? Was it some sort of ‘off-limits’ piece of her body, or did she use it? Was she a top or a bottom?  
 
    I forced myself to look away from her, before I got myself too flustered. “You sure you don’t want me to make a run for it? I can get into my car and drive to the nearest police station. We can even go together. That kid is missing, and I’m pretty sure these are the most vital hours for finding kidnapping victims.”  
 
    Cass squirmed. “I just don’t know,” she said. “I mean—maybe you’re right. Maybe we need to go and help her. That’s probably what we should do. But… But I’m scared. This whole thing is just… creepy. I hate to think that someone was in my house, in my room. That Mindy woman is still missing, and that chick was pretending to be a babysitter. It’s all so weird. And you heard it: the footsteps in the living room. Someone is screwing with us, Willie. I don’t want to go out there… but maybe you’re right.”  
 
    I walked over to her and put my arm around her. “We’ll go together. Plus, you have your gun. They’re not going to attack you if you have a big-ass gun in your hands.” 
 
    She smiled and took a deep breath. “I really like your cologne,” she said. “I wear the same one when I go to visit my grandparents as a guy.” The remark caught me off guard, and she could tell. She pressed her lips thin and made an awkward smile. “They’re not so hip with the whole trans thing. It’s just easier to put on a disguise when I go to see them.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. “I like your perfume. I would, uh, wear it if I was a girl, probably. I’m not a girl and have no intentions of becoming one, but, uh, yeah…” 
 
    She giggled. Then she looked down at her feet. “Do you think I’m a whore?”  
 
    “What?” I said. “Why would I think that?” 
 
    Then I looked away from her awkwardly and realized how stupid my reply sounded. Her room was a gallery of sex toys. Her camera was literally still dripping with cum from her live show, where she masturbated in front of dozens—maybe hundreds—maybe thousands of men. She literally sodomized herself on camera with a fake horse cock. She had at least fifty different slutty outfits.  
 
    “I don’t have sex with people,” she said. “Not for money. I just make ends meet with the whole webcam thing.” 
 
    “Totally,” I said. “You have to eat, right?”  
 
    She nodded her head. Then she tilted her chin up. “Actually, I like my job. I think it’s fun. And I like wearing the outfits and playing with the toys. I won’t let anyone—not even you—tell me that it’s weird or gross or unwomanlike.”  
 
    “I never said any of that!” I said. 
 
    “But you thought it.” 
 
    “Said who?” 
 
    “I can just tell. You’re all red in the face. You clearly think it’s weird.” 
 
    “I’m red in the face because I think you’re pretty, not because I think you’re a whore!” 
 
    And then the room became silent. She looked down at my feet, biting her lip. “You think I’m pretty?” she asked. 
 
    I felt a lump filling my throat. Was I embarrassing myself? Was I turning a bad night into a miserable one? “Sure,” I said. “You’ve got a nice face and a nice body.”  
 
    “You like my face?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course,” I said. “I’m sure you know you have a nice face. You have guys throwing money at you every day, just so that they can watch you. Of course you have a nice face. It’s surely a requirement.”  
 
    “You’re sweet, Willie. But they don’t come around for my face. In fact, just a few hours ago, I was doing a private show for a guy, and he asked me to tilt my camera down so he didn’t have to see my face. It happens a lot.”  
 
    “Don’t worry about those guys,” I said. “You have their money. And they’re probably just closeted homosexuals. Don’t worry about them. You have a nice face. I like your face.”  
 
    She hugged me suddenly. “Thanks, Willie. I like your face too.”  
 
    And then we both heard the cackling, like a witch in the living room. Cass squeezed me tightly and yelped. “She’s in the house!” she gasped. 
 
    “It’s fine. We’re safe in here,” I said.  
 
    And then we heard the thumping against the window, behind the bookcase. Cass spun around, now with tears filling her eyes. “Make it stop, Willie!”  
 
    “Get out of here!” I yelled, rushing up to the window. “The cops are on their way! And we have a gun! Knock it off with your sick joke!”  
 
    I paused for a moment, gathering a bit of courage. I looked back at Cass. “Okay,” I said. “We’re going to get out of here. That this is loaded, right? Get ready. I’m going to pull back the book case. If she’s there, shoot her. We can tell the cops it was self-defense… because it is self-defense. Are you ready?” 
 
    She nodded her head quickly, bracing her rifle against her shoulder. I strained and pushed the bookshelf over, uncovering the window. Then I quickly grabbed the curtain and pulled it back, jumping out of the way, half-expecting a gunshot to deafen me before shards of glass sprayed in every direction. 
 
    But there was nothing outside of the window: nothing but plywood.  
 
    “W—What’s that?” Cass asked. 
 
    I stared for a moment before sliding the window open. I pushed my hand against it. Then I tried punching it. “It’s wood—and it’s been screwed in!” I used both of my hands to bang on it, but it was being reinforced from the outside. 
 
    I hurried across the room and pushed the dresser away from the door. I tried to open the door, but it wouldn’t budge. I gave it a hip check, but it didn’t move. It had been fastened from the outside.  
 
    “We’re trapped,” I said. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I must have spent fifteen minutes trying to knock the door down, but there was obviously something bracing it, and it wasn’t budging. I tried at the window for a while too, but I was losing energy. Now, it was past 5:00 AM and I was absolutely exhausted. I pounded on that wood while Cass stood in the corner, looking horrified. “Why would someone do this?” she asked, almost in tears. “I just don’t get it.”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “If they are kidnapping Brit, then they’re probably just slowing us down, knowing we’ll go to the cops. Right now, they’re probably halfway out of the province, maybe even across the US border.”  
 
    “This is just so horrible,” she said, looking at the ground and shaking her head.  
 
    “Or maybe it’s just someone pranking us,” I said, feeling hopeless, knowing I was making a ridiculous suggestion. “Do you have any friends who might think mean pranks are funny?” 
 
    She just shook her head, staring at me with wide, hopeless eyes. “I can’t say I hang out with too many pranksters.”  
 
    “We just need to get out of here. That’s just plywood on the window. It’s not indestructible. They screwed it in quietly, so they probably didn’t even use big, thick screws. We just need to bash it out.”  
 
    “Do you want me to try for a while?” she asked, noticing my hand on my arm. My arm was admittedly sore from checking the door over and over. That door was another story—it wasn’t budging. There was some huge piece of furniture blocking it in, and it was probably screwed shut on top of it.  
 
    “If you don’t mind,” I said. 
 
    Then she thrusted the big rifle into my hands. “Just be ready, in case the wood goes down and there is someone there,” she said softly. 
 
    “O—Okay,” I said, looking down at the gun. It was surprisingly light. “So you do a lot of hunting, huh?” 
 
    She climbed onto the bed, which was now pushed up to the wall, and she started shouldering the wood that was keeping us inside. “No, not really,” she said. “I thought I would get into it more, but I needed the cash for other stuff—and ammunition is actually really expensive… and the tags aren’t cheap, and renewing the annual license. It all adds up.” She grunted hard as she hit the wall. “It’s not a poor girl’s game.” When she hit the wall the next time, her little robe fell off of her shoulders, exposing her white bra. She didn’t seem to care too much to fix it.  
 
    “Expensive mortgage?” I asked. 
 
    “I rent,” she said. “And I’m going to school. They just upped the fees. A single textbook was four hundred bucks. Can you believe that? I thought the thing was going to be made of gold, but nope—it’s right there, in the bookshelf. It’s just a normal, old textbook.”  
 
    I picked it up. “Music history?” I asked. “Is that what you’re taking in school?” 
 
    She nodded her head. “I mean, it’s a requirement to get my BA, which is in music.” 
 
    “Are you a musician?” I hadn’t noticed any instruments in the house. 
 
    “Sure am,” she smiled. “I’m a singer. I thought that I was going to be a big pop star when I was a kid. I used to write so many songs. I bought all this equipment to make videos for YouTube. I had, like, forty videos up—mostly covers, but some original stuff too. But, uh, all that YouTube stuff wasn’t paying the bills. I needed some way to cover my fees, and I came across an ad looking for cam models. I had all the equipment, so I just did a couple of streams. It was embarrassing at first, but I made some good money. It’s not so bad. Sometimes guys want me to watch them jerk off while they watch me… that gets weird sometimes, but you get used to it.” Her eyes became suddenly wide. “Sorry, I don’t know why I’m telling you all that. I think I went off on a tangent. What were we talking about? Right! School. Uh, are you in school?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. I wasn’t smart enough for school. I barely passed high school.”  
 
    “You seem like a smart guy,” she smiled. 
 
    “Thanks, Cass,” I said.  
 
    “Maybe not the best judge of character,” she said with a small giggle, then she grunted again as she checked that plywood board. She checked it five more times, and then she stopped for a breath of air. 
 
    Then she went at it again, this time with more resolve. She grunted hard with each hit. She desperately wanted out, but that board wasn’t budging. Finally, she fell down onto her bed and let out a deep sigh. Her robe was wide open, and her cock was flopped to the side. “I know that you can see everything right now and I’m too tired to care,” she said. “What a nightmare.”  
 
    I tried hard not to look at her supple, naked body. But it was hard. Her abdomen curved inwards in a spectacular way. Her breasts looked perfect on her chest. And that cock was just so serene, the way it was slumped onto her thigh, so peacefully. “I should have just let you use my phone the moment you came over,” she continued. “I’m sorry, Willie. I’m not going to lie. I was terrified of explaining to the cops why I was up. I didn’t want them seeing my bedroom. The thought of being interrogated was just… humiliating. This is all my fault. Had I given you my phone, this wouldn’t be an issue right now, and that girl would be fine.”  
 
    “It’s not your fault,” I said, still trying hard not to stare at her mostly-naked body. “I should have acted faster. I shouldn’t have left that girl alone like I did. I thought I would be fast, but then I got distracted.”  
 
    “Maybe we can’t blame ourselves. We’re just trying to help. Right?” 
 
    “Right,” I said.  
 
    “I need a break. Is it sunny out yet? Should we try yelling for help or should we wait a while, until people are out on the street?” 
 
    “I can’t really tell. I think we should wait,” I said. “Maybe we need to save up a bit of energy and take another shot at the window. I think we’re close to breaking through.” 
 
    I sat down next to her, making sure not to sit on the cum stain, which she was now laying on. She noticed me looking around for it, and then she sighed. “Yes, I’m lying in my own cum. I know it’s embarrassing, but I’m too tired to care right now.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I laughed.  
 
    “You’re surprisingly cool with all of this,” she said, motioning around her sex-themed bedroom. “Or maybe you’re just trying to be polite. Either way, thanks. Thanks for making me feel like less of a degenerate.”  
 
    “I really don’t care. I don’t think you’re a degenerate. If I could make a living from my bedroom, I would be doing the same thing. Sadly, nobody wants to see an average-bodied thirty-year-old doing anything sex-related on a webcam, so I’ll probably have to get a job in construction or something.” 
 
    “You’re better than average,” she smiled. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said with my own smile. Then I fell on my back, next to her.  
 
    “Any you never know… People watch me—an average-at-best trans girl—and they pay pretty good money too. You never know what people are willing to pay for until you give it a go.” 
 
    “You’re way above average,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, please,” she said, rolling her eyes. 
 
    “I’m not blowing smoke up your ass. You’re far above average. Don’t even worry about that.”  
 
    She turned her head to look at me. “Are you a player, Willie?”  
 
    “What? No. I’m not lying to you. I’m just telling you the truth. And I didn’t even know that you were trans until I saw your… you know.”  
 
    “Really?” she asked, now with bright, twinkling eyes.  
 
    “Really,” I said. “I thought you were just a hot chick. And, I mean, you are a hot chick.”  
 
    She blushed all over. “So you wouldn’t make me turn my camera down during a private show?”  
 
    “Never,” I said.  
 
    Then, I felt her fingers nestling between mine. She clenched my hand.  
 
    “Sorry I got you involved in all of this,” I said. 
 
    “Sorry Mindy got you involved in all of this,” she said.  
 
    I felt a bit cheeky holding her hand. I found myself quickly forgetting about all of my problems—all of our problems. In a weird way, I even felt strangely… grateful. Sure, with that sense of gratefulness came the inevitable sense of guilt, knowing there was a crazed kidnapper on the loose—and maybe a murderer too… But all this craziness brought me closer to Cass, someone I would have never met otherwise, and someone I would have never considered as an actual partner.  
 
    “Do you want kids one day?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “I’m open to the idea of adopting… one day.” 
 
    “And you want to be a career musician?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s the ultimate goal, but in terms of money, this little gig has me covered for at least the next ten years I would guess.” 
 
    “And is this where you want to live?” I asked. 
 
    She giggled. “What’s with the questions? Are you interviewing me or something?” 
 
    I smiled. “No, I just think it’s important stuff to know about a person if… you know.” 
 
    “If what?” she asked. 
 
    I turned and looked at her. “Maybe we can go out sometime… like, outside of this house, for a beer or a coffee.”  
 
    She smiled and then pressed her lips thin, blushing all over. “That could be fun,” she said.  
 
    I stared into her eyes and she stared into mine. “Do you like me, Willie?” 
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    “You seem nice too,” she said.  
 
    “Tell me about your ideal man,” I said. 
 
    She smiled as she thought about it. “Well, he needs to be charming. He doesn’t have to be stunning, but I wouldn’t be mad if he was cute. And he has to be a decent provider.” 
 
    I looked away, feeling a cool tingle in my spine. “Well, I don’t know if I meet your criteria. My job isn’t exactly the job of a ‘breadwinner’.”  
 
    “I’m not talking about a financial provider,” she said. And then I felt my own eyes light up. 
 
    “So what are you talking about?” 
 
    “I have other needs. I need someone to provide comfort, security, maybe a little bit of stability would be nice. And then, you know, I’ve got a number of… other needs.”  
 
    “Like what?” I said, totally naïve. 
 
    She looked into my eyes. “Look around my room and take a guess, Willie.”  
 
    I blushed. “Oh,” I said. 
 
    “I would need someone who can satisfy me,” she said. 
 
    “Of course.” I don’t think my face had ever been redder. “And just out of curiosity… what does that mean? Sorry if that’s a personal question.” 
 
    “Well you need to know,” she said with raised brows. “If you’re going to commit your time to me, you need to know if there’s even a point, right? I mean—I wouldn’t want to waste your time, and you wouldn’t want to waste mine.” 
 
    “Right!” I said with a smile. “I feel like nobody gets that.”  
 
    “I like to take it,” she said suddenly, looking away from me. “And I like to give it… I need someone who wants both.”  
 
    “Oh. Cool,” I said. 
 
    Then there was a long silence. Our eyes drifted apart and I felt a cool tension fill the room. My heart pounced at the idea of ‘taking it’.  
 
    “So I’m assuming you don’t like taking it, right?” she said softly. 
 
    “What?” I said sharply. “I—I don’t know. I’ve never done that. I’ve never thought about it.” 
 
    “But you like giving it?” 
 
    “Of course. I’m good at giving it.” I cleared my throat and looked away, nervous. “I’m not against taking it. Like I said, I’ve never tried it. It sounds a bit scary, but… people do it. Maybe I would like it. Who knows?” 
 
    That silence returned. Then, she broke it. “Do you want to try it?” 
 
    I turned to look at her slowly. She was looking into my eyes. She bit down on her bottom lip and I let out a small gasp, unable to respond. I couldn’t tell if she was serious. I couldn’t tell if she was screwing with me. “Now?” I said. 
 
    “Well,” she said. “Before we waste our time, right?”  
 
    “Oh. Okay,” I said. “I mean—I guess we can, uh, give it a go. Does it hurt?” 
 
    She giggled. “Not if you use lubricant. It can feel a bit weird the first time. We don’t have to do it if you’re uncomfortable with it.” 
 
    “No, no,” I said, not wanting to lose out on this opportunity. I looked into her eyes. She was way out of my league. I would never get another shot at being with a girl as beautiful as her. And it really seemed like we had a lot in common. Sure, I was scared, but I was willing to give it a shot. It’s not like she knew all of my friends. It’s not like everyone would find out that I did it. “Let’s try it. Uh… What do I do?” 
 
    “Well,” she smiled. “Let’s take off your pants. There’s cum all over your bum anyway—you shouldn’t be wearing those.” She rolled over, on top of me, and started to work my belt off. She kept giggling, red in the cheeks. I took slow, controlled breaths. This was out of my comfort zone, but it seemed worth it. Maybe I would like it. Maybe I would discover something new about myself while also connecting with my dream girl. 
 
    Was she my dream girl? 
 
    She pulled down my pants, then she wriggled my boxers down. She gasped when my cock flipped out, covering her mouth with both hands. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “I just wasn’t expecting you to be so hard!” she said.  
 
    “Oh. Really?” I said. 
 
    She giggled. Then she slipped her fingers underneath my dick. “You’re pretty big. I think I’m bigger though.”  
 
    “I think so too,” I said.  
 
    “Get on your hands and knees,” she said. 
 
    “Already?” I asked. Now that lump was returning to my throat. 
 
    She nodded her head with a cute smile. I got onto my hands and knees. I could feel my heart pounding my ribcage. I didn’t know what to expect—but I certainly wasn’t expecting her face to press between my butt cheeks. I gasped lightly as her tongue licked upwards, tickling my anus. Her nose narrowed between my cheeks and she started to move her tongue around, inside of me, eating me out: a new experience, to say the least. I tensed up all over, feeling awkward and unusual.  
 
    “Relax, Willie,” she said.  
 
    “It just feels funny,” she said.  
 
    “Enjoy it,” she said. And she kept flicking that tongue around inside of me. Then came the finger, pushing deep, making me clench. She giggled. Now, she was pumping her finger while tonguing my hole. I tried to relax all of the muscles down there. “That’s it,” she said. “Just like that. Keep yourself relaxed. That’s good practice.” She giggled again.  
 
    I closed my eyes and let her do her thing. It actually felt kind of nice in a new kind of way. Her tongue flicked and circled, her finger pumped—and then there was suddenly a second finger in the mix. She was stimulating something, tickling the right spot, making small surges of pleasure tingle in my thighs. It felt nice… really nice. And then she suddenly pulled away. My back door felt suddenly cold. I bit down on my lip and looked back, seeing her immaculate body as she mounted me from behind. She put her hands on my hips and slid her long erection up between my butt cheeks. I let out a soft moan. 
 
    “Ready, Willie?” she asked. 
 
    “Okay,” I whimpered. 
 
    And then she dragged her tip down to my hole, letting me feel her long pumping veins. Then that tip paused on my hole. She let it rest there for a moment before pushing it into me. I felt my hole stretching wide. I did my best not to clench, not to hold it back. I could feel it inside of me: warm, throbbing, burrowing deeper and deeper. 
 
    “Oh God,” I said, clenching two handfuls of bed sheets. 
 
    “You’re doing great,” she whispered, rubbing my bum with her hands. She kept pushing deeper. I didn’t realize she had more shaft to work with: deeper and deeper and deeper, until her soft pelvis was pressed against my ass. 
 
    “Oh God,” I said again. 
 
    “Doesn’t it feel nice?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. It did feel nice. And it felt so… feminine. It felt like a woman’s cock, even though that seemed like such a contradiction. It was smooth but hard, thick but gentle. I could feel her bulbous tip, swollen in my rear. She let it sit for a moment before she started pumping me.  
 
    Then her hand came around and clenched my erection. She rubbed it and squeezed it and let out a soft moan of her own. “I love how hard you are,” she said with a smile in her voice.  
 
    “Just keep fucking me,” I said, closing my eyes and rocking back into her. It felt nice, like a massage I’d never experienced before. Her rigid veins were rubbing on the perfect places, making my legs go numb with pleasure. “Oh God,” I moaned again, and I was starting to sound like a broken cassette tape.  
 
    She clenched my hips firmly and drove into me with force: slow but hard hits, making my eyes roll back. Her cock had the perfect curve to it, like a banana, pointing up and massaging the top of my anal cavity. “Oh fuck, don’t stop,” I moaned. 
 
    “You’re so fucking tight,” she said, clenching my hips harder, digging her nails into my skin. “It feels so fucking good.”  
 
    “Don’t stop,” I said again. 
 
    “Fuck, Willie. It feels so fucking good.” Her hands began to explore my body. Then her right hand found my cock again. She clenched it and pumped it, making me weak all over. She humped me harder, humping me right down onto her bed, flat on my stomach. She pushed her hands against my back and used her knees to hold down my legs. Now she was driving into my fast. “Oh God!” she was moaning. “You’re so fucking tight!” She was getting into it in a way that I was not expecting. I couldn’t move. I was pinned, with my face between her pillows. She was hopping on me like a horny bunny, slapping her pelvis down into my ass, getting every inch of her swollen cock into my body.  
 
    She even used one of her hands to push on my head, mashing my face into her mattress. “Fuck, Willie! You feel so fucking good!” She was a wild one, and I liked it. I liked being ravaged by her. I loved being dominated by her giant cock.  
 
    And I could feel it hardening. I could feel the blood pumping harder into her cock, and I knew that she was about to unload her unnaturally thick cream into my tight hole.  
 
    “Fuck!” she screamed, and then I felt it: I felt what felt like five ounces of thick cream, swelling into my anus.  
 
    I tried to scream, but I was muffled by the pillow… until she pulled on my hair, pulling my face up. Then I was actually screaming out loud, in pleasure, receiving my first anal creampie: another surprise that I didn’t see coming that night.  
 
    She pulled out of me slowly, leaving me agape. She fell down next to me, letting out a deep sigh before saying, “I hope you have the energy to go on top now.”  
 
    “I might need a minute,” I said, still limp and lifeless. I could feel it trickling out of me: her thick goo, pouring down my crotch, pooling on her bed.  
 
    “I’m just kidding, Willie,” she smiled. “But you can have me if you want me.” 
 
    “I do want you,” I said. And now I was looking into her eyes. She was looking into my eyes. There was a moment: a sweet moment, a perfect moment. For just a moment, everything made sense. I wanted to look up at the sky and scream out, ‘Thank you, God! Thank you for bringing me to Cass!’  
 
    And then there was a loud thud against the boarded-up window. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I pulled Cass close to me, I held her tight and we both turned to face that window. A few frightening seconds went by, and then I eyed the rifle on the ground. I had to release Cass to grab the gun. Then, ass-naked, I stood, aiming at the window, ready to fire upon the perpetrator. “Get behind me,” I whispered. 
 
    “Are you okay in there?” a male voice called out. 
 
    I remained frozen. Cass did the same, with her hands on my shoulders and her slumping cock pressed against my right ass cheek.  
 
    “Who’s there!?” I called out. 
 
    “My name’s Roger, I live down the street!”  
 
    “Roger!?” Cass called out.  
 
    “Cass?” he yelled. “Why is your window all boarded up. Are you okay in there? I was out for my morning jog and I heard screaming!” 
 
    “Get us out of here!” she yelled. “Some psychopath boarded us up in here!”  
 
    “Hang on! I’ll go get my drill!”  
 
    Cass let out a sigh of relief, so I did the same. She turned me around and squeezed me tight. “We’re saved!” she shouted. And she wouldn’t release me, even though I kind of wanted to put my clothes on before Roger got back. But Roger was fast. He must have gone into full-sprint mode, because it wasn’t even thirty seconds before I heard his drill, pulling out the screws that were holding that board in place. 
 
    Roger, unfortunately, saw me naked, with Cass. Cass quickly grabbed a nearby towel to cover herself up. I was slower, rushing to find my pants, but taking a minute to locate them and get them on. Roger turned red but he didn’t comment on the situation. That room probably smelled like sex.  
 
    “Y’all okay in here?” he asked.  
 
    Now, there was sunlight pouring into the room. The sun was just coming up over the Maple Ridge horizon. “Oh, Roger, it was horrible!” Cass said. “Someone kidnapped Mindy’s daughter. Mindy’s missing! No one can find her. Some girl was pretending to be the babysitter. And then crazy woman locked me us in this room.”  
 
    “My God,” Roger said. “I’ll call the police. Just hang on.” 
 
    I was tense. I knew that this was the part in the horror movie where the killer came out from the shadows for one last kill: a knife to the savior’s head. I was waiting for it, tense all over, but it didn’t happen. Roger got through the cops. He told them the address and they were there within ten minutes. Roger went around and took the screws out of the bedroom door. He awkwardly eyed the many sex toys in the room before looking into my eyes. I just smiled and then looked away.  
 
    “I’ll stick around,” Roger said. “I don’t have any work today. I don’t mind helping out.” 
 
    Cass stayed glued to my side as we went out to talk to the cops. The cops quickly took over Mindy’s house, searching for clues. They made us separate so we could tell the cops our stories. It was a long hour before they let us see each other again, and it really did feel like I was getting a piece of my soul back when Cass jumped back into my arms.  
 
    And a huge wave of relief came when a young girl came running out of the forest: Brit, Mindy’s daughter. She was crying, and she explained to the cops that the fake babysitter came into her room and tried to tie her up while I was over at Cass’s house. She escaped and ran into the forest, hiding until that very moment.  
 
    Mindy wasn’t so lucky. They found her body in the woods. She was dead, killed in what appeared to be a fight involving a knife. They found a rock with blood on it, that didn’t belong to Mindy. I told the cops about the gash on the side of the fake babysitter’s head. As luck would have it, the fake babysitter had some prior convictions, and her DNA was in the police database. 
 
    Chloe Myles was the name in the newspaper the next morning. She was arrested at the US border, just hours after we were released from Cass’s bedroom. She was arrested on not one, but five counts of attempted kidnapping. Apparently, they’d been looking for her for a while.  
 
    Brit went to live with her dad, though that was apparently for the best, as Mindy’s drug dealer was also arrested in all of the hullabaloo. Apparently, she really was a drug addict and was seeing a dealer on the side, who lived across that forest. Brit’s dad had spent the past three years trying to get full custody. So in a way, it worked out for the best in the end, at least for Brit, and for me, because I now had Cass, the girl of my dreams.  
 
    Life with Cass was downright awesome. We went on fun dates, spent entire nights together, and she even let me guest star in her streams from time to time. She made a lot of money every time I fucked her on camera. She made decent money when she fucked me too. But most important of all, it was fun, and our nights always ended with close cuddles, kissing, and a deep connection that would never have happened if it wasn’t for Mindy.  
 
    I owed Mindy a lot, in a lot of ways. I was thinking about her one afternoon when my phone buzzed. I looked down and froze when I saw her name. Mindy was texting me. “Hi Willie,” she said. 
 
    “I thought you were dead,” I replied. I called Cass over to see the message. “Should we call the cops?” I asked her. 
 
    “Just wait and see what she says,” Cass said, leaning over my shoulder. We both watched the screen as the message came. 
 
    “This isn’t Mindy, silly,” said the texter. “This is Chloe.”  
 
    I felt my skin turning cold, and I could feel Cass turning cold as well. 
 
    “What do you want from us?” I replied. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said. “Maybe a thank you, but I don’t expect anything.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said. Now, Cass was squeezing my hand.  
 
    “Aren’t you still with that pretty little trans girl next door?” she asked. “Didn’t you like my little matchmaker game?”  
 
    And then I was frozen all over. A chill swept over me unlike any I’d ever felt before. “What game?” I wrote. 
 
    “I’m not going to give away my secrets, but you downloaded my app. I matched you with Mindy and orchestrated the whole thing, so that you would meet that cute trans girl. All three of you downloaded my app. I’m getting pretty good at this. I managed to break out of prison, and now I’m working on my fifth couple. It’s so fun setting these little games up. Though I wasn’t sure it was going to work with you. For a moment there, I really thought you were going to spend the night with me watching movies!”  
 
    Cass looked at me and I looked at her. We were both speechless. I tried messaging Chloe back, but then I got the message, ‘MESSAGE FAILED TO SEND’. The number had apparently been deactivated.  
 
    And then we just stared at each other for a long moment as the terrifying reality settled in. A chill was slowly working down my spine, and there was a slight nausea in my gut.  
 
    Then Cass said, “We should probably delete that app off of our phones.” 
 
    “Definitely,” I said. 
 
    THE END  
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