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SISSYGASM



Jared just landed at the airport and his vacation is already off to a lousy start. He knew it would suck before it even started. It was planned by his sister and his mother, with no regard for what he wanted to do. After a long day of travel, Jared just wants to go to the resort to sleep, but his sister, Ashley, insists they go out to a fancy restaurant an hour from the resort.

It seems like the Ashley show: whatever Ashley wants to do, they do—and Jared is tired of having no voice, so he goes off on his own with some spring-breakers he meets at the resort bar. What starts out as a fun day ends with Jared being arrested for public indecency: caught being dirty with one of the college girls behind some Mayan ruins.

In case the stiff fine isn’t punishment enough, Jared’s sister and mom think he needs to learn a real lesson: a humiliating lesson that will ensure he doesn’t do anything naughty like that again.
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Nobody cared what I wanted: story of my life.

“Jared’s being mopey again,” my sister, Ashley, said, rolling her eyes as we stood in that airport, waiting for our luggage.

“I’m not being mopey,” I groaned. “I’m literally not being mopey at all.”

“You have the mopiest face I’ve ever seen,” my sister scolded, grinning because she knew that she was getting her way and I wasn’t.

“I’m just tired!” I said. “We didn’t all get to sit up in first class! I had a screaming baby next to me and screaming toddler behind me, kicking my seat the whole flight!”

“Oh, boo-hoo!” Ashley said with a fake whine, pretending to rub her eyes, but unable to wipe that grin off of her face. I realized in that moment that she was trying to get under my skin… and it was working.

“You know your butt is out, right?” I said, referring to her tiny shorts that she promised our dad she wouldn’t wear.

“Quit looking at my butt, you weirdo!” she yelled.

“Break it up, you two!” my mom snapped. “Enough fighting. I refuse to listen to you two fighting this whole trip. And Jared, she’s right, you’re being mopey. Quit being so depressed. We’re on vacation. We’re in paradise. We’re going to go and have a lovely meal, and you’re paying for none of it, so just put a damned smile on your face!”

I wanted to smile for her sake; she was paying for all of this, after all… but it was hard to fake happiness when I really wasn’t getting anything that I wanted—and I wasn’t asking for much. We’d been travelling for sixteen hours and I hadn’t slept for a single minute. My right ear was throbbing because of all that baby-screaming. I just wanted to go to the resort so that I could sleep—but my sister demanded we go to town and get sushi. Why couldn’t she just eat at the resort?

And not to mention where we were: that Mexican resort. My sister picked the location. She also got to pick the date, because it was the only week that worked with her party schedule. She told my mom that it was because of her school schedule, but that was a load of shit; she scheduled that family vacation around her friends’ parties, making sure she missed nothing while we were in Mexico for a week.

Nobody cared that I was missing hockey games. Nobody cared that I’d been asking to go to Europe for the past ten years (we’d been to Mexico three times already, but never to Europe). And because my sister insisted on that specific week, our dad couldn’t come; it was the one week he couldn’t get away from work… but my sister always got what she wanted.

“Jared, I mean it,” my mom said. “Quit being a mope.”

“Stop calling me a mope,” I said. “Or I’m going to actually start being a mope.”

My mom and sister both groaned together, as if I was being some sort of problem. I had to bite my tongue; I didn’t want them to think that I was ruining the trip—but I did want them to start listening to me.

For instance, I really wanted to go and ride the dune buggies over the sand dunes. But my sister said that she would rather spend our first day sitting on the beach. “We can sit on the beach any day,” I said. “And the dune buggies is only available on the Monday.”

Well, guess who got their way?

And there was a big party in the city on Wednesday. Also on Wednesday was a surfing competition in a different city, an hour in the other direction. Guess where we were going? “It’s a once in a lifetime party,” my sister said, justifying her case. “Paris Hilton is making an appearance.”

“Is she even relevant anymore?” I said.

“She’s a DJ now,” my sister said, as if it made a difference.

And the resort—guess who got to pick it? It was the resort where all of the young college kids went for their spring break. And look—I wasn’t complaining that I was going to be surrounded by drunk girls for a week… but I knew that I would be complaining about the noise. I’d never been big into partying. I liked getting my sleep. I liked relaxing in peace and quiet—not with someone shouting, “BODY SHOTS!”

But I was sadly used to never getting my way; sometimes it just stung a little bit more—like in that moment, when all I wanted to do was sleep for an hour or two, but my sister insisted on getting sushi and hour from the resort, because some Instagram influencer had posted about that restaurant the day before. “You know that she was just paid to make that post, right? It’s not like it’s actually the best sushi restaurant in the world,” I said.

“She’s known for picking the best spots,” my sister said. “And she said it’s the best sushi in the world.”

“Don’t you think the best sushi in the world might—you know—be in Japan?”

“You’re so racist, Jared,” she groaned, rolling her eyes again at me.

“Racist? What are you talking about?”

“Jared, don’t be racist,” my mom said, but she wasn’t even listening to our conversation.

“I’m not being racist!” I shouted.

“He’s being mopey again,” my sister groaned.

I was losing more and more energy by the second. My sister was just sucking it out of me, like some sort of energy vampire. I knew I wasn’t going to win, so I just gave in. I stopped fighting. I went submissive. I went along for the ride, keeping my mouth shut—and they still continued to accuse me of being a mopey whiner. There was no winning. “I’m not saying anything!” I said when we got to the sushi restaurant and had to share a tight table with a young family with four little kids.

“Exactly,” my mom said. “You’re all quiet. Just pretend like you’re happy to be here at least.”

“I’m trying to!” I said. I guess I’d never been much of an actor. “I’ll be happier tomorrow, after I get some sleep.”

And then my sister got her way again. She didn’t want anything with raw fish in it. “That’s gross,” she said. And the rolls had to be ordered for the whole group.

“Let’s just get a few tuna rolls,” I said.

“That wouldn’t be fair to your sister,” my mom said. “Let’s just pick rolls we can all share.”

And so we ate nothing but cucumber rolls and avocado rolls… and one with carrots in it. I had to sit there and watch as the family next to us ate delicious-looking sashimi and proper sushi. At the end of the evening, my sister had the nerve to say, “I don’t know what the hype was all about. It wasn’t that great.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Maybe we shouldn’t have gone two hours out of our way to get sushi if you don’t even like sushi…” I growled.

“Who says I don’t like sushi?” my sister asked with a narrowed gaze.

I bit harder on my tongue. “You don’t like raw fish—or any seafood. What the hell do you think sushi is!?”

“There’s more than just raw fish, Jared,” she said, rolling her eyes as if I was the idiot in the scenario.

“Can we please just go to the resort to sleep,” I moaned.

“Jared, quit being a mope,” my mom said—and then I almost snapped. I almost called a cab to take me to the airport. I had no idea how I was going to survive a whole week with the two of them.

That night was brutal. My mom had rooms booked for each of us: three total. Two of the rooms were up on the top floor, with views of the ocean. The last room was on the ground level, with a view of one of the swimming pools (and the swim-up bar, which was open until 3:00 AM). Guess which room I got?

Guess who was kept up all night by screaming nineteen-year-olds, diving into the pool, smashing glasses, taking shots, and once every thirty minutes, banging into my window: stumbling drunk towards the bathroom, which was right next to my bedroom. The walls were also thin enough that I could hear a poor eighteen-year-old girl puking her guts out all night, and her friends holding her hair while saying, “You’re going to be okay, Katie! Nobody’s ever died from vodka.”

“I don’t want to die!” Katie screamed back, then she wept, and then she puked some more.

And then it was morning, and that bathroom was conveniently located between the all-you-can-eat breakfast hall and the lodging suites, so I got to hear all of the people who just couldn’t wait to get back to their rooms to use the potty; that’s about as much description there as you want.

“This is awesome,” said nobody, because it wasn’t at all awesome.

I was dreading the next six days. And I had no idea just how bad it was about to get.


2



Boredom and frustration can drive a person to do bad things. Anyone who’s spent time around a toddler knows that, but adults aren’t so different from toddlers at the end of the day—especially twenty-year-old adults like me.

And my frustration was at a boiling point. I knew it was going to come eventually, I just didn’t think it was going to come quite so soon.

That morning, my sister and mom weren’t in their rooms; they’d already gone out for the morning to get breakfast, not inviting me, probably because they were worried I would just ‘mope’ the whole time and ruin the mood. I was upset. “If they don’t want to spend time with me, then they don’t have to,” I thought to myself, and that’s when I saw the spring-breakers meandering over to the bar to get their first round of drinks. It wasn’t even 10:00 AM—earlier than I’d ever drank before, but I knew it would piss my mom and sister off if they realized I’d split away from them. I didn’t care anymore; if they weren’t going to care about what I wanted, I wasn’t going to care about what they wanted.

So I sat two seats down from the partiers. They were all wearing sunglasses. The girls had their perky boobs stuffed into tiny tops. They all eyed me and smiled. “Are you here alone?” they asked.

“Basically,” I said.

“Travelling alone,” one of the girls said with a thick Californian accent. “That’s, like, so cool. It’s super trendy right now.”

I smiled. “You don’t mind if I sit with you guys, do you?”

They were all fine with it. They weren’t exactly my type of people: loud, obnoxious, screaming every time someone suggested we all do a shot. I tried my best to pretend to be like one of them, pretending to want to be drunk at 10:30 AM. The thought of drinking that much made my head throb, but I was determined to make a point.

My phone was now vibrating. My mom was looking for me—but I was going to ignore her. I wanted them to know something, and I had to make that point clear: if I didn’t get to have a voice for that trip, then I wasn’t going to be joining them.

Sure, maybe I was being a brat. Maybe I should have just been grateful that I was getting a free vacation… but I never told my mom to book that vacation for me. In fact, I tried to persuade her to go with my sister, but she insisted that I come along. I wasn’t going to let them push me around; I wasn’t going to let them guilt me into doing this and that. I wanted to go see the ruins in Tulum, but they said, “We don’t have time for that.” Nothing I wanted ever mattered.

Now, my new ‘friends’ were looking at me. “What’s your thing, Jared?”

“My thing?”

“What do you like to do?”

It was hard to keep my tipsy eyes up, away from their perky, young, round breasts. “Um,” I said. “Well, I like history.”

They all just stared at me. The answer they were expecting was ‘vodka’ or ‘tequila’.

“That’s cool,” one of the girls said without much enthusiasm. “So, like, do they have anything like that here in Mexico?”

“History?” I asked, slightly dumbfounded by the absurdity of the question. “Um, yeah, they have that here.”

“Is it close?”

I paused for a moment. Her friends weren’t bursting into a fit of laughter at the questions. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from looking too smug. “Well, the ruins of Tulum aren’t far from here. Twenty minutes by cab.”

“We should go!” one of the girls said with bright eyes. “Ruins! That, like, sounds super cool!”

“Totally!” said another. “We can drink there, right?”

“Um,” I said.

And the next thing I knew, I was stuffed into a tight minivan with five half-naked girls and two muscular jocks without shirts. They all had liquor in Coca Cola bottles. They started singing some obnoxious pop song, full volume, when it came on the radio. My head was pounding.

Sure, some of those girls were insanely hot… but there was something so unattractive about a drunk girl singing so off-key.

One of the girls leaned against me. “Your phone is buzzing,” she said, nestling her bare thigh against my leg.

“I know,” I said. “I’m choosing to ignore it.”

“What if it’s important.”

“It’s probably not,” I said with a small smile.

She leaned her head against my arm. I could feel her jaw moving as she chewed a piece of bubble gum. She’d been drinking merlot all morning, and the smell of merlot was now powerful and nauseating. It was on her breath, staining her white gum red. She stayed close to me.

I’m not trying to be mean, but I would say that she was the ugly duckling of the group. She was a bit chubby, but not in a curvy-babe kind of way. Her breasts were one part of her body that didn’t get much of her extra fat. Her jawline was more masculine than mine—though that wasn’t saying much, seeing as I had an unfortunately feminine facial structure.

She had sunken eyes and her teeth were yellowed from many mornings without brushing. But I wasn’t much of a catch either, and I was fairly sure that her friends had pulled her aside at some point that morning to encourage her to go for me. She was being rather blunt about it, sticking to my side, and trying to hold my hand at one point.

I suppose I didn’t mind, though my gaze kept finding the other girls. Two of them looked like they could have been Victoria’s Secret models. One had that girl-next-door look that I’d always gone for. There were only two guys in the group, both with their eyes on the model chicks. That left the ugly duckling and the girl-next-door.

But I couldn’t find a way to break apart from the hefty girl at my side. She was drinking a bit harder than the others, now gripping my arm with her hand, as if to claim me as her own. The girl-next-door was walking alone through the ruins, actually trying to admire the impressiveness of the structures. I saw an opportunity to chat her up about the place, but chubby wouldn’t let me go.

“So you like this stuff, huh?” she said to me, glaring into my eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. Sadly, I was a bit too drunk now to fully appreciate it. I’d seen so many pictures and videos of Tulum… but now I could only think about the fact that I was starting to sway, my head was light, and there was a girl who was trying to command all of my attention. “Your friend over there,” I said, motioning towards the girl-next-door.

“Lindy?” she said.

“Yeah, Lindy,” I said. “What’s her deal?”

“Why?” asked chubby.

I was too tipsy to be properly polite. “She’s kind of cute. Is she single.”

I watched the chubby girl’s heart breaking in her eyes. She just stared at me with a glazed-over look. “Why?” she said.

“Well, is she?” I asked.

“What’s wrong with you?” asked chubby with a loud, deep voice.

“What’s wrong Ronica?” asked one of the models from afar. Now, they were all looking at me.

“Nothing,” said Ronica, the chubby girl at my side. “Nothing is wrong.”

“Hey,” I said. “I’m not trying to…” I burped. “I’m not trying to be mean. I just… I like you too.”

“You do?” she asked, now with beaming eyes.

“Sure,” I said, nodding my head. “But Linda…”

“Lindy.”

“Lindy is more my type,” I said with what I thought was a charming smile.

“She has a boyfriend,” she said with a scowl.

“Oh,” I said. “Is he here?”

“He had to work this week, so no, he’s not here. But if he finds out you tried to sleep with her, he’ll find you and he’ll kill you. He’s badass like that.”

I thought it was a remarkably stupid thing to say—and incredibly lame. “I didn’t try to sleep with her!” I gasped.

“Don’t.”

“I won’t.”

“Good.”

My heart was racing. My phone was buzzing again. My mom was probably thinking I’d run away at this point. I was seriously considering the idea of taking the next cab to the airport.

It was five minutes later when I noticed Ronica was crying, whimpering into her arm, sniffling loudly, almost as if she was trying to get my attention. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nobody likes me,” she said.

“What? Why do you think that?”

“Every guy always just wants one of my friends,” she said. “Nobody ever wants me.”

And maybe it was true; I would have preferred any one of her friends. “That’s not true,” I said. “You’re a… real catch.”

“No, I’m not,” she said. “Just admit it! You wouldn’t sleep with me if I was the only woman in the whole resort!”

“That’s not true!” I said. “I would so sleep with you if you were the only woman in the resort.” It was a moment before I realized it was hardly a compliment.

Now, she was looking down at her feet, in a dark, depressed mood. “Cheer up,” I said, not wanting her friends to see her like that, knowing they would blame me; they would assume I said or did something to her to ruin her mood, and it was clear that they were aggressively protective over her, fully knowing that she was the ugly duckling of the group.

“Don’t tell me to cheer up,” she said. “You’re just a liar. You’re trying to use me to get to Lindy. You wouldn’t sleep with me if I threw myself at you.”

“I so would,” I said.

“No, you wouldn’t.”

“I’ll do it right now to prove it!” I said.

And then she looked up at me, and I suddenly wondered if I’d just been tricked into agreeing to fuck her. It wasn’t something I really wanted to do, but I figured I had nothing to lose. It’s not like she was actually ugly. She had some cute features. She was remarkably average; she just made the mistake of hanging out with beautiful babes all day.

She finally had a smile on her face. She took my hand and gently pulled me. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Come on—this way,” she said. She led me over to a ruined wall. We went around to the other side where the fauna was overgrown.

“I don’t think we’re supposed to be over here,” I said.

But she didn’t answer. Instead, she took her bikini top and slipped it down, letting her heavy breasts fall down. They sagged low, without much perkiness. That top held them in nice spheres, but really, they were naturally like pancakes, with her nipples aiming towards the ground. But I wasn’t judging; I loved all breasts.

I stuttered, feeling suddenly hot—in that brutally hot weather. I stared at her body, which was curvy in some of the right places. But I was twenty, drunk, and naturally horny. So I stepped forward and lifted up her heavy breasts. I looked into her eyes, and then I leaned down to suck her nipples. I skipped kissing her on the lips, because that merlot smell was making me feel sick.

She pulled my head in tight to her body. She wiped the sweat from her her tits onto my face, but I didn’t mind. Then she took my hand and stuffed it down her bikini bottoms, so that my fingers were against her sweaty pussy lips. I rubbed. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” I whispered.

“I want you to fuck me like an Aztec.”

“Mayan,” I said.

“Your what?”

“Mayan, not Aztec. Tulum isn’t Aztec.”

“What are you talking about, Jared!?”

I shook my head. “Never mind,” I said, and then I leaned back in and continued sucking on her breasts. I teased her nipple with the tip of my tongue and made her moan. She had a tiny orgasm, and that orgasm made her lose control of herself in a way that I don’t think she even noticed. A warm gush fell down on my flip-flop clad feet. She’d pissed herself. And then, a minute later, when she moaned again, more piss came down.

It was a bit off-putting at first, but then it became like a sort of challenge. She would piss herself a little bit every time I made her moan, so I wanted to see just how much I could make her piss herself. I reached down and began to rub her, and then I began to finger her. I pushed my fingers deep into her and thrusted, and it wasn’t long before she was leaking everywhere. I was confused; did she know that she was leaking? Her piss was falling all over her bikini bottoms. Was she really going to spend the rest of the day in piss-covered clothes?

Oh well—that wasn’t my problem.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

“Are you sure?” I asked. My heart was racing.

“Put it in me!” she said, and then she reached down and grabbed it, through my pants, squeezing hard in a way that she thought was sexy, but was actually quite painful—so painful that I yelped. She wrestled it out from my pants, and I yelped again. “Easy!” I cried.

Then she was down on her knees. She plugged it into her mouth and gargled loudly on it, bobbing her head back and forth. “You fucking like this!?” she asked with a deep, almost masculine tone.

“It’s a bit hard,” I said.

“That’s the way you fucking like it!” she said—and she was speaking too loud for my comfort. I kept looking around. I could hear tourists on the other side of that ruined wall.

“Ouch!” I said when she playfully bit my tip. “Don’t bite it, okay?”

“What’s the matter? Don’t like it rough?”

“Not that rough,” I said. “L—Look, Ronica. Maybe this was a mistake.”

She froze suddenly, looking at me with watering eyes. I’d just broken her head, and now she was about to burst into tears.

“We should just go find the others.”

“You—You’re rejecting me?” she asked with my cock in her hand.

I hesitated. I could tell she was about to become hysteric, so I shifted gears. “No!” I said. “J—Just stand up. I’ll, uh, fuck you now. I’m ready.”

She paused for another moment before rising up to her feet. She turned around and bent over, presenting her naked backside. She reached down and rubbed her pussy hard with her hand. Then she spread her lips for me, and her pussy made a slightly off-putting squishing sound—or maybe it was letting out some air.

I put it in her. I wasn’t a small guy, but once I was totally in her, she shocked me by saying, “Are you going to penetrate me?”

“I—I am already inside of you.”

“You are?” she said.

I could feel her warm, wet walls all around me. I can’t say that she was remarkably tight, though she was remarkably wet.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m in you.”

She bent forward, looking like a confused ostrich, trying to see her own pussy. “Oh my God,” she gasped. “You—You took my virginity.”

“What?” I said.

“My virginity,” she said again. “You took it.”

“I did? I mean—is… that okay?”

“Well, what’s done is done,” she said. And now she was just frozen. So I started pumping her slowly, hoping she would enjoy it. I’m not sure she felt anything. Maybe something down there was numb. Maybe she’d rubbed it so much and so hard that she no longer had much feeling between her legs. But she did watch, like that bent-over ostrich, and the sight of herself being fucked seemed to arouse her. “It’s really happening,” she kept saying. “It’s really happening!”

She finally gushed again: a surge of warm pee on my feet. Then another gush. Then I felt her pussy quivering. That’s when her moans turned into something else: something louder… and like nothing I’d heard. She was wheezing to breathe in, and then she was letting out sounds like you might hear on a farm, coming from inside of some slaughterhouse, but you have no idea what kind of animal is making that noise. I suppose a few of her sounds were very donkey-like, like brays. And they kept getting louder.

So I reached around to cover her mouth. That’s when she bit me in an act of naughtiness—or maybe she just didn’t like me covering her mouth. She laughed and I screamed, because she drew blood.

“Don’t come in me!” she yelled. “I don’t want to be a mother! Come on my titties!”

“Quiet!” I hushed.

“Come on my titties!” she yelled louder.

“You have to be quiet!” I said, still thrusting.

“I’m not going to be be quiet until you come on my fucking titties!”

And then she spun around, dropped to her knees, grabbed my cock, and started beating it fast. It hurt, and I wasn’t about to cum. “Ronica, stop!” I said.

And that’s when I saw the people watching: six of them, standing at the gap in the wall, all glaring at us with wide eyes—and cameras pointed. But Ronica wouldn’t stop; even though she noticed. I begged her to stop, trying to pry off her hands, but she was determined. She seemed to think being watched made it sexier, but it was really just humiliating. “Please, Ronica! Stop!”

She kept beating me. Now ten people were watching. A tour guide was telling us to stop.

And it got worse. Her intense beating pushed me over the edge. At the end of the day, enough friction can make a man cum, aroused or not. I came on her face—and yes, on her tits too. I did it in front of over a dozen people.

And then I was banned from Tulum, chased away by a team of angry Mexicans. “You pervert!” someone shouted at me. Ronica went to meet with her friends, and then they left without me. I told them I would wait for the next cab, as a gesture of politeness (and because I didn’t want to be near Ronica). But oh, that was a mistake. The police showed up before that next cab came. Three tour guides pointed me out, and then I was surrounded. “She forced herself on me!” I cried.

But they weren’t buying it. I was in deep trouble. I imagined myself locked in a Mexican prison, with dangerous members of the Cartel. I was on the verge of tears. I’d really, really screwed up.
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My mom and sister came to the jail to bail me out the next morning, once I finally mustered up the courage to use my phone call to tell them what had happened. My sister was laughing herself half to death. My mom was in tears, looking pale in the cheeks and red in the eyes, as if she’d been awake all night crying.

“Why did you do this?” she said to me, wiping her eyes with her wrist.

“It’s a long story,” I said.

The police were letting me go with the equivalent of a fine of five-thousand dollars. They called it a warning, and told me that I probably wouldn’t be allowed back in Mexico after I left. I really did get off lucky. I could have been locked up. I could have ended up with some North Korean punishment. Instead, I was going back to the resort, with four full days left of vacation, but the only place I wanted to be was home, in my bed, with the covers pulled over my head.

“You just couldn’t help yourself,” my mom growled. “That poor girl. What did you do to her, Jared!?”

“To her!?” I gasped. “She did it to me!”

“Oh, please,” my mother said. “Don’t blame the victim!”

“What!? Do you think I’m some sort of rapist!?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “But you’re a charming young man, and I think you manipulated that poor girl, and this is what happens when you take advantage of people, Jared! Bad things happen to people who do bad things!”

I wanted to defend myself, but I knew that it was no use. And my sister laughing the whole way home didn’t help. This was, in my opinion, entirely her fault. She made me feel unwelcome with them, so I went off and did my own thing. Okay, so maybe it was largely my own fault for getting involved with Ronica and her group of partiers… but I wasn’t entirely to blame.

“I’m not going to let this ruin our vacation,” my mom said. “But don’t think I’m just letting you off the hook because I still want to enjoy my vacation!”

“I’m sorry! What else do you want me to say!?”

“I want you to find that girl and apologize,” she said.

“She should be apologizing to me,” I groaned.

“Find her, and apologize.”

Well, I tried to find her, even though the thought of seeing her again was nauseating. But she was gone; their trip was over and their rooms were now occupied by newcomers. I had to work hard to convince my mother that Ronica really was gone. “Well you need to be punished,” she asserted. “You can’t just get away with this.”

“I spent a night in jail, and you’re making me pay the fine with my own money—and that’s all of my money,” I said. “What more do you want from me.”

“I want you to learn a fucking lesson!” she snapped—and she snapped loud. I’d only heard her that angry a few times in my life. It was only the third F-bomb she’d ever used since I was born, as far as I knew. I was shocked into silence. A person takes their mother’s rage very seriously, you know.

I was quiet. I waited for her to calm down. I was even more rattled when I saw a tear fall from her eye. She wiped it from her cheek and sniffled gently. “I just want you to enjoy yourself here, Jared—but you’re determined to make some sort of point.”

I remained silent. The only point that I was trying to make was that I wanted my voice to be heard. But I didn’t feel like standing up for myself; I knew it wouldn’t get me anywhere.

“I’ll think of something,” she said. “For now, just stay in your room. I’ll come and find you here once I think of something fair.” And then she left. I felt confused. I was twenty but on a timeout like a toddler—and I didn’t dare to undermine my mother. I stayed in my room. I stayed there all day: for the next ten straight hours, watching badly dubbed American sitcoms.

You better believe that I was regretting accepting that free vacation. I should have just stayed home, like I wanted to originally. The moment they disregarded me when I suggested Europe, I should have just said, “Have fun in Mexico, I’ll see you when you get back.” Now, I had a whole mountain of problems…

Like customs, for instance. I knew that they were going to question me before my flight. I knew that it would be in their little system: passenger was arrested for indecent exposure. And that was probably going to always be there, probably stopping me from a number of future vacations. Maybe I would never be allowed to go to Europe because of that one stupid mistake. And wasn’t that punishment enough? Did my mom really need to conjure up her own punishment to ensure that I wouldn’t do it again?

It was 7:00 PM when there was a knock at my door. I answered without looking through the peephole, knowing it was my mom. I wasn’t expecting my sister to be there with her, but there she was, grin on her face. She was loving every minute of my humiliation. “What’s so funny?” I asked.

“Jared,” growled my mother. “Go and sit down. We need to talk to you.”

“Why does she need to be here?” I asked.

“Just sit down,” my mom said with a firmness that reverberated in my bones. So I took a seat on the sofa chair in the corner, which was cheap and stiff and just about the same as sitting on the floor. “We’ve had some time to think about this whole situation.”

“Look, mom,” I said. “Believe me when I said that spending a night in jail and having this permanently on my record is punishment enough.”

“No,” my mom said. “It’s not. Because the fact you would do something like this in the first place…”

“Something like what!? What do you think I did!?”

“You took advantage of some poor drunk girl!” she said. “We read the police report, Jared! The witnesses all said that the girl was on the verge of blacking out because she was so drunk!”

Maybe she was drunk, but I was just as drunk; didn’t that matter?

We argued. The argument didn’t last long before my mother roared, “Jared, you listen to me! No matter what happened, the fact is the same: you can’t treat women like that.”

And I went silent, knowing that this wasn’t an argument I could win. Mothers always win in the end; I just had to accept the punishment.

“And you need to learn what it’s like to be in that poor girl’s shoes,” she said. That’s when I heard my sister giggle. I looked over and saw her covering her lips with the palm of her hand.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

Then my mom turned to look at my sister with a furious face, and my sister turned pale and wiped that grin off of her face. The room became silent. My mother could command attention when she wanted it. “Jared,” she said. “For the rest of this trip, you’re going to be a girl.”

“What?” I said, shaking my head. “What the hell are you talking about.”

“Don’t roll your eyes at me!” she roared, and I became as pale as the white walls in the bathroom. “I’m sick of this kind of behaviour from you!”

“What do you mean!?” I said, but my voice was hardly a whisper.

“New Years,” she said, glaring into my eyes. She was referring to the family party we went to. My cousin’s girlfriend came; they’d just started dating. By the end of the night, our lips were locked and my cousin was passed out in the bathroom. Was that my fault? Did I do something wrong?

“I can’t help that we hit it off,” I said.

“You ruined their relationship!” my mom said.

“They hardly had a relationship.”

“Your prom,” she said.

And she was referring to Kelsey Peterson, my prom date. I took her to prom but ended up leaving with another girl at the end of the night. “Me and Kelsey were never dating or anything,” I said. “We just agreed to go as friends.”

“That’s not how she felt,” my sister said. And yes, there was some drama at prom: Kelsey and I had agreed to go as friends, but apparently Kelsey had feelings for me that she never mentioned; how was I supposed to know?

“I can’t read minds,” I said. Besides, Kelsey knew that I had a huge crush on Emily Preston at the time, and Emily had just broken up with Chad Gilmore. I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity.

“And now this girl,” my mom said. “You just can’t keep treating women like this. So your sister had a great idea. You’re going to spend the rest of this trip as a girl. Your sister will do your makeup. We already found you a wig. You will stay in character and you can see what it’s like.”

“What it’s like!? What what is like!? This is insanity! There’s no way I’m doing this.”

“You’re going to do it, Jared,” she growled. “Or I’m not paying for your tuition next year.”

I paused, gasping. My parents paid for my college. They didn’t want me burdened with student loans, and there was no way I could afford tuition, even if I worked a full-time job on the side. Now, I was staring into my mother’s eyes, trying to decide if she was being honest—and she sure looked serious. “Please don’t do this, mom,” I said.

“You need to learn,” she said. “Now, we’re all hungry. We want to get dinner. Your sister brought a dress for you to wear. But first, you have to go and shave your legs.”

“Shave my legs!?” I said.

My sister was back to giggling, but that stopped when my mom glared at her. I’d seen my mom angry a few times before, but never like this. She was so convincingly furious. I was terrified of what she was going to do. I couldn’t lose my college funding. Was I proud to have my parents flipping the university bills? Of course not… but was I thrilled to be one of very few people to be free of student debt? Absolutely.

“Mom, please just think about this,” I said calmly and slowly—but it was no use. Now, that dress was out: a small floral dress with a satin slip that went underneath it. Also on my bed was a dainty beige bra, made of lace, and a pair of matching panties. My sister was holding a pink disposable razor. “This is crazy.”

My mother just stared at me, quietly, as if to say, ‘The discussion is over.’ So I stood up. I walked slowly to my sister, like a man on death row. I took that razor, refusing to look in my sister’s eyes as she snickered. I marched off to the bathroom.

I couldn’t believe that I was actually going through with this. I knew that this wasn’t really about how I treated women. I knew that my sister had just thought of the funniest punishment she could conjure up and she managed to convince my mom that it had something to do with how I was with girls. It was just about embarrassing me. This was my sister’s way of having some fun.

But what could I do about it? I wasn’t being given any options.

I ran the shower. Steam rose up. I stared down at my hairy legs. I let out a deep sigh. On the bright side, body hair grows back relatively quickly. It wasn’t quite shorts weather yet back home, so I really didn’t have much to lose… and also, I didn’t know anybody at that resort. Maybe I would look like a fool, but I would just be looking like a fool to strangers who would never see me again, who didn’t know me, and who probably wouldn’t even recognize me if I went and changed out of that dress and wig and makeup. I’d seen a couple of trans girls around that resort earlier: girls who don’t quite ‘pass’, so to speak. Look—I’m not passing judgment and I think people are free to do whatever the hell they want to do, but sometimes you just see a person and you go, ‘Oh, that girl used to be a boy.’ There’s nothing wrong with that. There’s nothing wrong with being able to spot one, just like there’s nothing wrong with being a girl who doesn’t—as they say—‘pass’. I knew that I wasn’t going to pass, but in my case, that was good. I didn’t want to pass. I was happy to be a guy, and I was happy to look like a guy, and if people actually thought that I was a biological girl, then what did that say about how I looked as a man?

“Are you shaving, Jared?” my sister called out with a teasing tone.

“Mind your business!” I called back.

“For the next hour, you are my business!” she giggled.

And then I heard my mom scolding her, and the teasing stopped. I looked back down at my hairy legs. I just had to do it. The hair would come back. So long, good friends. Have a safe trip down that Mexican drain! I bit down on my tongue and made the first swipe, and then the second. And with each swipe, my legs looked a little more feminine: smooth, shiny, defined. I groaned more times than I swiped. I had to look away when I did around my ankles, where the hair was the thickest and fullest. It was like my feet were morphing into a different form. It’s amazing what a bit of body hair could do.

“Are you done yet?” my sister shouted.

“No! Leave me alone!”

If you’ve ever shaved your legs as a man, maybe for some operation or a tattoo or just because you want to be more aerodynamic on a bicycle, then you know of the issue that I was now facing. I shaved up to the middle of my thighs, but I now had a harsh line where the hair started. At first, I tried gently stroking to ‘blend’ from hairless to hairy, but that just made my thighs look patchy. So I tried to inch it up higher, where the hair seemed thinner—maybe that would blend more naturally, but as I went higher, that thinner hair no longer seemed so thin compared to the hairless smooth hotdog look of my freshly shaved skin.

I kept inching that hairline up, until there was no more hair on my legs. Now, the problem was my pubic hair. There was an awkward harsh line around my crotch, and now my crotch looked hairier than ever because of the smooth skin around it. I couldn’t leave it like that; it looked absurd. If a woman saw that hairy bush looking so out of place, I certainly wouldn’t be getting any BJs. So I tried trimming the hair down, but that still looked weird, so I trimmed it more and more and more… until I just had to do away with it, making everything smooth.

And that meant shaving the line of hair that went from my crotch to my belly button. It meant shaving the tiny bit of hair on my chest. And then I figured I may as well do away with the armpit hair since I was starting from a clean slate.

I didn’t have much in terms of facial hair, but still, I did away with the small hairs on my upper lip, and the hairs along my jawline. Each stroke took away another ounce of my masculinity, and my confidence. Now, I was ashamed. I was too embarrassed to go out to the pool where the college girls were partying. I didn’t want them to see me like this—and I wasn’t even wearing a dress or a wig or makeup yet.

If the plan was simply to humiliate me, then it was working. I hadn’t even left the bathroom yet, and I was so embarrassed, I could hardly stand the thought of my mom and sister seeing me, let alone anyone else.

“Are you done yet, or what!?” my sister shouted.

“Be patient!” I said.

“We’re hungry. We want to go get dinner at the restaurant.”

“Well go without me!” I said.

“We’re not going without you,” my mom said.

I groaned. I didn’t want to leave that bathroom; it was my only safe space. But I had to leave sooner or later. I had to go through with this nonsense. I had to just get it over with. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe people would just ignore me the way they ignored those two trans girls I mentioned earlier; nobody pointed at them, mocked them, laughed at them. Everyone just went on with their day, minding their own business.

So I opened that door, and, with a towel around my waist, I let my mom and sister see me looking like a pre-pubescent boy. My sister laughed… and then my mom tried her best to stop herself from doing the same.

Oh God, the shame was overwhelming. Believe me: I regretted everything. I wished that I could go back in time, before I went to the ruins with those spring-breakers. “Can’t this be enough?” I said. “I’m humiliated, okay? Isn’t that all you guys want? Well, here I am. Laugh it up.”

“Put on the dress, Jared,” my mom said, pointing at that dress, which was placed down on the middle of my bed.

And I knew that there was no getting out of this.
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I’m trying to think of something to compare it to: a horrible experience that the average person might relate to, but really, nothing comes to mind. The average person does not suffer that sort of humiliation at any point in there life, as far as I’m concerned. In fact, there’s very little that could be as humiliating—and that’s coming from someone who had suffered through a few terrible humiliations before.

For instance, being jerked off by Ronica in front of all of those people. Yes, that was shameful and humiliating—but it wasn’t quite as bad as that moment that I stepped into that resort restaurant, in a little dress, with shaved legs, feel in strappy beige heels, with a wig on my head and makeup on my face. I tried to keep my gaze on the floor, but I could still feel people looking at me; I could see them through my peripheral vision. I knew that I looked like an absolute idiot, broad-shouldered, flat chested…

Well, actually, that was part of the problem… I wasn’t quite as broad-shouldered as I hoped, and my chest wasn’t so flat because my sister had little pads that fit into that beige bra, and those little pads were enough to give me a sort of feminine figure.

So I wasn’t quite sure what made me more embarrassed: the fact that I probably looked like a dopey man wearing women’s clothing, or the possibility that I actually looked like a girl.

I think it was my face making me more ashamed than my body. My sister was good with makeup—better than I realized. She used dark eyeliner to make wings around my eyes, and somehow that made my eyes look extremely feminine. Then she used something called a ‘contouring stick’ to darken the sides of my nose while highlighting the tip of my nose, making it look more ‘buttony’. She did a similar thing with my cheekbones, and that was enough to make me look… girly. But it got worse. She glued fake eyelashes onto me. She brushed pink around my eyes and onto my nose and cheekbones. She glossed up my lips, making them look plumper and juicy. And then that wig—she styled it so that the sides were blocked my jawline, making me look more like a girl.

But I didn’t actually look like a girl… I just looked more like a girl than I would have looked without makeup… at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I didn’t want to look like a girl. And now, people were looking at me, which confirmed that I didn’t look quite right; I looked weird enough that people felt the need to stare.

Or maybe they were looking because they thought I was cute… it was all men looking at me, after all…

No! They were looking at me because I looked like a freak; that’s it. “Let’s just order food,” I grumbled.

“Quit being a mope, Jared,” my mom said.

“Wait!” my sister said suddenly as we took our seats. “We can’t call him Jared… I mean her. We can’t call her Jared.”

“Oh,” my mom said, nodding her head. “That’s a good point.”

I wanted to plant my face into that hard wooden table.

“What should we call her?” my mom said.

“What about… Jayla?”

My mom shook her head. “I’ve never liked Jayla. What about… Jasmine?”

“That’s so old school, mom,” my sister said.

“What? That was the name we were going to give her,” my mom said.

“What?” said, looking up from the wooden surface of the table.

“Before we found out you were a boy,” my mom said. “Actually, after the first ultrasound, the doctor told us you were a girl. So we called you Jasmine for months. Then, we went in for an ultrasound at thirty-five weeks and the doctor saw your little penis and said, ‘that’s a boy!’”

My sister giggled and I groaned.

“So wait,” my sister said. “For, like four months, you thought Jared was a girl?”

“Yep,” my mom said. “We bought a whole closet full of girl’s clothes. We had to sell it all. Luckily, one of the girls at work was also pregnant, with a girl. A family member had given her two huge bags of boy clothes before she found out the gender, so we just traded.”

I just wanted them to stop talking. The waiter came by. “Ladies,” he smiled. “Can I get you lovely women some drinks tonight.”

“I’m not a woman,” I said.

Then the waiter turned to look at me, stunned, wide-eyed. “Oh,” he said. “Um…” Then, after a long silence, he said, “Are you sure?” And that made my sister burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

“She’s being silly,” my mom said. “She’s a girl. Right, Jasmine?” She glared into my eyes with an intense look, as if to say, ‘Play along or no college for you.’

I had to bite my tongue. I had to force an awkward smile. Then, I said, “I was just kidding,’ in my ditziest little voice that I could muster. God, I felt so stupid talking like that. I wanted to bash my head against that table. “I’ll get a double-shot of whiskey.”

“Don’t listen to her,” my mom said. “She’ll have white wine. We’ll all have white wine.”

Oh well, it was better than no alcohol at all. I needed booze; I needed it so badly.

“Coming right up,” said the Mexican waiter, and then he went off, looking back at me once with a curious look, as if he was trying to determined whether I really was a girl or not. The fact that he didn’t know for sure made me feel so lousy.

And the looks that I was still getting—those made me feel so self-conscious. I had to keep reaching down to tug on the skirt of my dress, feeling that cool air tickling up my bare thighs. The dress was short—much shorter than any pair of shorts I’d ever worn. “This is so stupid,” I groaned.

At least they were letting me drink. White wine still has alcohol in it; it can still get a man drunk. And I was hoping it would do the trick quickly, seeing as I’d hardly had anything to eat in the past forty-eight hours. They didn’t feed me in the Mexican jail, and after being released, I hadn’t conjured up much of an appetite.

The waiter came back with the drinks, and then my sister perked up. “Wait!” When the waiter put my glass down, she reached across the table and slid it away from me; she knew how badly I wanted that liquor.

“Let me have it,” I whispered. I was quickly becoming self-conscious about my male voice. It seemed to make people look strangely at me more than anything. It was almost starting to seem like people couldn’t tell that I was actually a man until I opened my mouth. “Give me the wine, Ashley.”

Then, my sister leaned over and started whispering into my mother’s ear. My mother slowly nodded her head, and let out a little grunt of agreement.

“What are you two talking about?” I said, clenching tight fists under the table. I was trying to contain my anger towards the two of them—my sister in particular. My parents had a very close relationship with my sister—much closer than they ever had with me. They just treated her differently, like she was on the same level as them, but they treated me like some sort of nuisance, like a naughty pet that needed sorting out. She was only eighteen months older than me, but that was apparently enough to make her into some sort of ‘mature’ figure that I was supposed to respect, like her wisdom was far beyond mine, like she always knew better. Sure, maybe that was true back when we were six and seven years old, but now, at twenty and twenty-one, how could that still be at all true? Was her extra eighteen months of life experience really so relevant?

“Your sister makes a good point,” my mom said.

“What point!?” I growled. “You’re just whispering together like the two of you are in some sort of… club!”

“Your sister is right; you’re not learning anything by sitting here and drinking. You need to actually experience being a girl.”

“Isn’t this bad enough?” I said.

“If you want to drink, you can drink at the bar,” my mom said, pointing to the busy bar at the far end of the restaurant. “I think that’s a fine compromise. Then, when you’re done drinking, you can join us back here.” She smiled, almost looking like Ashley for a moment with that smarmy look on her face.

I did have options. I didn’t have to drink. I could just stay at that table and sip water for the rest of the night… Or, I could quickly finish a couple of drinks over at the bar, just to take some of the edge off.

“The moment I open my mouth, everyone will know that I’m not a girl,” I said to my mom and sister, now with a small smile on my own face. “And if everyone knows I’m not a girl, what’s the point of any of this?”

“So just talk like a girl,” my sister said with that annoying grin on her face.

I stared at her for a moment. “Great idea, sis. I’ll just put on my magic girl voice.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s not that hard. You’re just not willing to try it.”

“How would you know how hard it is?”

“I know lots of guys who can do a perfectly convincing girl voice.”

“Okay. Good for them,” I said, shaking my head.

“Try,” my mom said suddenly. “Let’s hear your best girl voice.”

“I’m not doing this. This is stupid.”

“Then you aren’t drinking,” my mom said.

“What!?” I said. “I’m an adult. I don’t need permission to go and drink at the all-inclusive bar.”

Now, I was looking into her eyes, trying to win back a little bit of my dignity, but her glare was powerful. For a short moment, I forgot that she had those motherly powers: that glare that could make any son turn totally submissive.

Maybe I didn’t need booze. I’d made it this far. The worst of the humiliation was over… right?

Who was I kidding? I needed booze. This was torture and it was only getting worse by the minute. I hated the idea of going to the bar and exposing my real voice. They would all look at me like I was some sort of psychopath. Maybe doing the voice was doable; maybe my sister was right.

“What do you want me to say?” I groaned, sinking into my chair.

“Say… The croissants in Paris were the best I ever had,” my sister said with a grin.

I rolled my eyes. I took a deep breath. Then, I tried to say it, making both my mother and my sister laugh. They didn’t hold back. They were enjoying this more than I realized.

I growled as I sunk lower into my seat.

“Okay, that wasn’t actually that bad,” my sister said. “Try again, but don’t make your voice so high. This time, say, the little fox has a friend named Victoria.”

I shook my head, took another breath and tried again. This went on for fifteen minutes while Ashley and my mom sipped their wine. Ashely drank the glass that was supposed to be mine, and she did it with a big smile on her face.

“Try this,” my sister said finally. “Hum in a higher pitch—the pitch you want to talk in. Then, after humming for ten seconds or so, start to try to talk in that same pitch, without breaking the tone.”

It took me a moment to understand what she wanted from me; she demonstrated, and I tried it. And then, her eyes lit up—and so did my mom’s eyes. “That sounded great!” They both nodded their heads quickly. “Talk just like that at the bar, and no one will have any idea you’re not really a girl.”

“Because she is a girl,” Ashley said to my mom with that mean grin.

“Oh, of course,” my mom said.

This was all a big game to them. Maybe they realized Mexico was a morning vacation after all; maybe this was the only way they could think to pass the time.

They made me talk with that girly voice. Every time I tried to use my real voice, my mom would interrupt me, and those interruptions quickly became annoying: not being able to get a full sentence out without being cut off. So it was easier to just use that damned voice, and it really wasn’t long before it felt somewhat natural. Well, maybe natural isn’t the right word—but easy to turn on. That humming trick really worked.

I eyed the bar. I wanted a drink: a shot of rum or two. Maybe I could suffer a touch of embarrassment for a taste of that watered-down resort booze. I bit down on my tongue and stood up. “Okay, I’ll be back.”

It wouldn’t have been so bad if they weren’t watching me as I went. Why couldn’t they just continue chatting like they were doing? Why did they have to watch me as if my suffering was some form of entertainment?

I wobbled slightly in those heels as I walked towards the bar. A soft ocean breeze grabbed my dress and threatened to pull it up, so I reached down and quickly pushed it flat to my thighs, not realizing that, in doing so, I was bending over and showing my butt to the table behind me—and to my family. I heard Ashley laughing. I looked back and scolded her, but she didn’t stop.

Why did it have to be such a short dress?

When I stood back up, I noticed a young blushing boy, no older than sixteen, staring at me with shocked eyes. I scolded him and he looked away quickly. I had no idea if he was looking at me because I looked like a fool or if he was just horny and couldn’t tell the difference. “This is a nightmare,” I whispered to myself.

I reached the bar at the same moment a group of four young men reached the bar. They were drunk, already tripping over themselves. They didn’t notice me as they bumped past me and took the seat I was headed for. I had to change course, turning right, heading further down the bar to the only available seat. But the seat was far from ideal, nestled between two ‘bros’ clenching beers. I bit hard on my tongue as I took that seat, using one hand to hold down the skirt so it wouldn’t ride up as I sat.

I kept my gaze forward, waiting for the bartender. But I felt them both turn their heads slightly, just enough to check me out through their peripheral vision. They were eyeing me, maybe disgusted by me, maybe thinking that I was actually a girl who wanted a shot at them.

I tried to get the bartender’s attention, but he wasn’t looking at me. He was occupied with a couple of loud girls who were already very drunk.

“Can we get a drink over here!?” shouted one of the bros next to me.

“What do you want?” the bartender called back to him.

“Two shots of bourbon.”

It was a very, very, very long five minutes before the bartender got around to fulfilling the order. Finally, he brought the bro his shots, and then I tried to get his attention without using my voice. I still wasn’t sure my voice would go over well, so being silent was my best bet—but I needed a drink, and I wasn’t going to be able to sign-language my way through that evening.

But before I could wave down the bartender and whisper ‘something hard’, the bro next to me slid that shot of bourbon in front of me. “To vacation,” he said, looking into my eyes. It was a moment before I realized he was hoping I would drink with him.

I was frozen. I didn’t look back, and I couldn’t hear anything, but I just knew that my sister was currently rolling on the resort floor with laughter. She was never going to let me forget this: the time some jock thought I was a girl and bought me a shot.

But I did want that shot, and the bartender was gone now. So I forced a smile, took the bourbon, and poured it down my throat.

“Evan,” he said after wincing away the burn of the bourbon.

I nodded my head slowly.

He leaned in close, putting his lips next to my ear as if we were in a loud bar; but the volume at that outdoor resort bar was low. “What’s your name?” he asked.

I looked back at my sister and mother, confirming my suspicion; my sister’s face was red and she was laughing. My mother was strangely not interested, looking out at the final moments of the sunset, enjoying her wine as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

“Well?” Evan said. “You shy or something?”

I’m not sure why I said it; I guess I just thought it would get him to back off with as few words as possible. “I have a boyfriend,” I whispered softly, in that pitch that I practised with Ashley at our table.

“He here?” Evan asked.

I didn’t answer.

“Doesn’t sound like much of a boyfriend.”

Then, the man’s buddy pitched in. “Sounds like you could use yourself a new boyfriend. Or, at the very least, a vacation boyfriend.”

The men laughed, eyed each other, and then both turned their attention to me again. I fully regretted being between them now. I should have just stayed sober and at my table.

Now, I didn’t care as much about exposing myself; I really didn’t think the humiliation could get worse. So I waved down the bartender. “Another shot, and a beer, please.”

“What’s your boyfriend’s name?” Evan asked.

I didn’t answer fast enough. The men chuckled. “Knew it,” Evan said. “It’s okay, girly. We don’t bite. We’re just being gentlemen.”

They both looked at me with big grins. Evan put his hand on my thigh, just above my knee. “Relax a bit. You’re on vacation.”

Then, the shot and beer showed up. I took the shot, swallowed, and then I chugged the beer as fast as I could. Then, I sprung to my feet and stormed back to the table where Ashley was in a fit of hysterical laughter. “Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Laugh it up.”

“Did those boys treat you nice, Jasmine?” Ashley asked with that awful teasing voice.

“Get over it. You know what? I don’t think I feel like eating. I’m going back to my room.” I stood up, and then my sister grabbed my wrist.

“No!” she cried. “Don’t go. We’re just having some fun. Relax a little bit, would you? I’m honestly impressed. I thought for sure you would look like a complete fool, but you actually look kind of cute. And, like, I thought that was just me, but now seeing you out, seeing guys hitting on you… They really think you’re a girl!” She started to laugh again, but quickly stopped herself. “No, no—I’m not teasing. It’s just… I can’t help myself. It’s so surprising. I mean—you really do look like a girl. Have you looked in a mirror?”

“Can you tell her to stop?” I said to my mother.

“Stop teasing her, Ashley,” my mom said.

“Him,” I said. “I’m still your son, mom.”

“Until we’re on the airplane home, you’re my daughter, Jasmine,” she said. “Or, if I feel like you’ve learned your lesson before then, we can negotiate.”

“I’ve learned it. Lesson learned—believe me; I’ll never do anything like that again. Pinky promise. Just let me change. Let me wash this makeup off.”

“You know what would be fun?” my mom said, ignoring me. “Dancing. We should go dancing tonight: girl’s night on the town.”

My heart dropped into my stomach. They were determined to make this miserable.
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My mom was, unfortunately for me growing up, the ‘hot mom’. She had me when she was sixteen. She had my sister even younger: a controversial pregnancy that forced her to move back to her hometown to live with her grandmother. She was into partying when she was young, and her parents—my grandparents—weren’t around to control her.

Now, my mom was only thirty-six. And she had very strong slavic genes: the kind that seem to stop a women from ageing at all until she reaches eighty. People often assumed she was my sister. In fact, one person once called her my ‘younger sister’, which was extremely shocking, but I think that particular person was just hitting on her.

To me, she looked old. I knew that she really didn’t look old, but I think everyone sees their own mother as old. It’s a natural biological trait that stops horny teenagers from trying to do naughty things with their moms. Thank God, I never thought that she was ‘hot’, and I even cringed when other said it…

But they said it a lot. My friends would always tease me in school, “You’re so lucky you got to suck on those tits,” they would say to me. And I’ll admit something, but I hate to because it’s terribly embarrassing: I breastfed until the age of six. It was apparently a trendy thing to do back then: breastfeeding for as long as possible.

It’s important to understand my mom’s age, because it will help you to understand some of her choices. She always felt like her youth was robbed from her—particularly those years when all of her friends were partying, and she was stuck at home with two very energetic kids, in a small town where there was nothing to do. Our father wasn’t around much then; he went off to trade school, got a job in the big city, and would send money to our mom, until finally, when we were over ten, he had the skills to move to our town and set up a small business there.

But by then, my mom felt like her window to be a young, free-spirit had closed. She was depressed for many years, and it was hard to see her like that. She never wanted to go out with friends. If she was invited to a bar or a club, she wouldn’t go, because she was terrified of being the ‘old lady’ there, even though she looked just as young as the nineteen-year-olds there.

Finally, once my sister and I were both adults, my mom had a sort of revelation. She suddenly stopped caring about what people thought of her. She learned to accept her age—or maybe she finally realized that she wasn’t actually old and her window was still open… who knows, but she finally started living more age-appropriately, though at times it was weird, because she wasn’t acting at all like a ‘mom’.

The legal drinking age in our city was eighteen. I was one month older than eighteen when I went to a nightclub for the first time. I was with three friends, all a bit older than me. They were determined to get me to lose my virginity that night. “There are a few banging hotties downstairs,” said one of my friends. “They’re definitely single.” They took me down, and I was ready to practise flirting. I was nervous as hell. Then I saw the girls. They really were cute, sitting with their backs to me. The blonde in the middle was petite and innocent.

I stepped up. My friends had taught me to be ‘overly confident’, or even cocky. I was supposed to grin and act like I was the hottest shit in the club. “Hey ladies,” I said, against my better judgement. “The three of you are looking smoking hot tonight.” It wasn’t my character, but it was the tip I’d been given.

The girls turned around, and there, staring at me, was my own mother.

So, as you can imagine, that was a horrible experience, and it left me with a bit of trauma. I never really did get over my fear of petite blondes after that.

My sister aspired to be just like my mom. I think it had something to do with them being so close in age, and constantly being confused as sisters—particularly once my sister reached puberty. My sister was taller than me, taller than my mom, taller than my dad. She’d always looked more mature than she was—so next to my mom’s forever-baby-face, they really did look like sisters, and it seemed like they were on track to look like twins by the time my sister reached twenty-five. And I’m not saying that my sister looked old or unfortunate; I also heard, ‘Your sister is a babe,’ constantly through my teen years.

And now, I need to mention—but I hate to—that my mom had a certain way with men. She was one of those women who would melt hearts wherever she went. My poor father, who was out of town so much when we were young, was always being harassed by other men who had fallen for my mom. Of course, my mom hadn’t done anything wrong, necessarily. She would give a man the wrong idea simply by smiling at him or gently touching him on the arm during a casual conversation.

My friend’s dad told me that my mom was a ‘siren’. He also used some less-nice terms, like ‘evil witch’, and ‘marriage ruiner’. But my mom didn’t ruin his marriage; he did that himself when he assumed he had a chance of being with my mom if he left his wife.

I promise you that all of this information about my mom is relevant—and the information about my sister as well. I’ll get to that soon…

Well, my sister admired my mother so much, and wanted to be just like her in every way. She especially wanted to get the attention that my mom got, so it wasn’t long before my sister got into bleaching her hair blonde. It wasn’t long before she got into doing her makeup, and wearing the same tiny outfits that my mom wore. And as soon as my mom caught on, they created a little bond that was unlike any bond you’ve seen between a mother and a daughter. They really were close like sisters. They would hang out all night in my sister’s bedroom. They would listen to music together, paint their nails, watch TV shows and movies.

And because my dad was hardly there, it sometimes felt like there weren’t any adults in the house; just me and my two sisters. It got really weird when I was about fifteen, and my mom and sister would plan little parties together. Though, as I mentioned before, around this time my mom was suffering from some self-confidence issues about her age, and would often vanish during the parties—but nonetheless, she supported and allowed them, even letting my sister, who was just sixteen, drink liquor.

My understanding is that it was safer to allow it under her supervision, instead of my sister sneaking off to do it in secret. But really, thinking back on it in retrospect, I think my mom was just trying to experience that piece of her teen years that she missed because she had babies at that age. She never got to be a partying sixteen-year-old. She never got to experience the house-party circuit that most high-schoolers get to experience.

I couldn’t help but feel like this week at this college-party resort had something to do with my mother wanting to experience another piece of her missed youth. She never got to do the whole college partying thing.

Now, it was only 9:00 PM and I was back in my room, trying to recover from the past two hours of sheer humiliation. I washed off that makeup and threw the dress and wig into a pile on the ground. I was happy to be naked, out of that dress, not being stared at by dozens of people—most of whom were men who thought I might be an easy fuck…

I peered out the window of my room and I saw my sister schmoozing with shirtless boys. My mom was there too, at the bar, with two men my age ogling her body. I groaned and shuddered at the sight. Maybe to someone else, the sight wasn’t so shocking: a woman in her thirties (who looked twenty-eight at the oldest), chatting with a couple of twenty-year-olds. But to me, I was seeing my mom being hit on by my peers. “Gross,” I said, shutting the curtain and going to my bed so that I could watch TV.

But I was so bored of that TV. I’d spent the whole day watching it. I wasn’t tired either—not even close to feeling like I could go to sleep.

I wanted to be out there, hanging out with people my age. I wanted to party—even though I’d never been big into parties. It still seemed like fun: drinking, chatting with girls, swimming in the heated, under-lit pool. It was better than laying on a stiff, cheap bed, listening to poorly dubbed sitcoms—and the sounds of partying through the thin resort walls.

I wasn’t allowed to go out; my mother made that very clear. Actually—let me be more clear: I wasn’t allowed to go out as a boy. For the rest of that trip, I was to go out only as a girl: with that wig, with some makeup, and in that little dress. My humiliation wasn’t complete, apparently.

But my mother and sister were both drinking… and that was a big resort. It’s not like they were coming to my room to check on me; they were busy having their own fun.

There was just one little problem: they took all of my clothes. They took my suitcase so that I couldn’t dress up as a boy. They even took the housecoat that came with the room… And the towels weren’t quite big enough to wrap around my waist, so I couldn’t even wear a towel to a nearby bar.

I thought about modifying a bed sheet. I thought about cutting two holes in a pillow case, but was that really any less humiliating than putting on a dress?

I eyed that dress. At least when I was in the dress, people actually thought that I was a girl… If people thought that I was a girl, then maybe I could just blend in. It was dark out now, and that resort was only lit by the soft glow of tiki torches and wall sconces.

But if drinking was all that I wanted to do, I didn’t need to go out. There was the minibar in my room. I laughed and shook my head, walking over to that minibar that I’d somehow forgotten about… but it was empty. My damned family had emptied it; they thought of everything.

I groaned.

It wasn’t really just drinking that I wanted to do. I wasn’t an alcoholic. Drinking was fun… with people. It helped me to be more loose and outgoing, and that’s when the fun happened—not when I was just drunk and alone in a room.

So what were my options?

I eyed that dress again. I groaned.

Maybe I could just go out and have a bit of fun. I could tell people the truth: that I’d gotten myself arrested and this was the punishment. Sure, they would laugh at me, but I could laugh with them. It could be something we all laughed about together. And then the novelty would wear off and I would just be another person at the party.

I eyed that dress once more. How badly did I want to go out and party?
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Boredom drives a person to do crazy things, and there’s really not much that compares to the boredom of a cheap resort room with a TV that only gets shows in Spanish. In fact, after spending a night in a Mexican jail, I can confidently say that there really isn’t much difference between a Mexican jail cell and a cheap all-inclusive resort room, aside from the unlocked door on the resort room door, and the TV—but honestly, the TV somehow made it worse than the jail cell.

So I put on the stupid dress. I put on the stupid wig. I put on a bit of eyeliner and some eyeshadow, just to make sure that I wasn’t recognizable. I was holding out hope that my mom would tell me that my punishment was over in the morning; she was bound to feel bad for me sooner or later. And once I was allowed to go out as a boy again, I didn’t want people seeing me and thinking, ‘isn’t that the girl who was wearing that little dress?’ The makeup helped to make me look different enough—like putting on a mask.

I felt like a total idiot. I hated that I was playing into my sister’s game, caving to this nonsense. But I didn’t have much of a choice; I couldn’t just stay locked up in that room.

And besides, the most humiliating part of being out as a girl earlier, was being watched by my sister and my mother. They teased and mocked me the whole time. Otherwise, people hardly took notice of me; sure, I got a few looks—maybe questionable looks—but I could survive a few looks. I wanted to attempt to enjoy what was left of that vacation.

I slipped into the hallway and took a sharp left, heading down the long hallway, away from the swimming pool outside of my room where my mom and sister were partying with college students. It was a ten-minute walk to the far end of the resort: another pool, another bar, another group of drunk college students.

They didn’t take much notice of me. I wasn’t in a skimpy bikini like the other girls there, after all. And the girls who weren’t in tiny bikinis were in slutty little dresses—and one girl was literally wearing lingerie as if it was an outfit. Those girls were trying to attract men, so my little floral dress suddenly seemed very conservative.

But it didn’t help me to get the bartender’s attention. I sat at that busy bar for ten long minutes before he finally came close enough for me to yell out the word ‘beer!’. I got my beer and then I turned to face the shenanigans.

I was suddenly glad that I wasn’t in a room on this side of the resort. These students were much louder than the ones outside of my room window. They had a speaker set up here, playing loud pop music. The girls on this side seemed to have a tradition, screaming out ‘SPRING BREAK’ every time they all jumped into the pool together, and they would jump into the pool together every time they took a shot together, and every time they took a shot together, they would scream, ‘WILD CATS!’, and I assume that was their college sports team name.

Honestly, it was all very lame, but it beat the hell out of watching sitcoms in a language that I couldn’t understand.

And it wasn’t long before a shot ended up in my hand. “Every Wild Cat has to do it,” a girl said to me as she swayed drunkenly before me. And then she looked into my eyes, burped, nearly fell, and then said, “I would so be a fucking lesbian with you.” Though it was hard to understand her because she was slurring so much.

I have to admit that I considered her drunken offer, even though I knew better than to take advantage of a hammered chick while I was practically sober. I think a lot of courts would call that ‘rape’, whether or not it’s true.

I took the shot with the rest of them, and I even yelled out, “WILD CATS,” just for fun. I suppose I thought it would help me blend in, or maybe I just wanted to feel like I wasn’t just some ‘mope’ at the bar.

But accepting that shot turned out to be a mistake. The drunken wannabe lesbian grabbed my wrist with impressive strength and pulled me to my feet. “You have to go into the pool! It’s the rule!”

“I’m not wearing a bathing suit,” I said. But she wasn’t listening; she was taking me with her.

“SPRING BREAK!” she screamed, and then she threw herself awkwardly into the water, gripping my wrist. I tried to pull her back, but she was sadly stronger than me. I went into the water, in my wig, dress, and makeup. Luckily, I managed to keep my head above the water. My wig and makeup survived by some miracle, keeping my identity safe, but I must have looked like a complete fool, thrashing and straining to keep my head up. I scrambled out of the water, now with a drenched dress.

“Great…”I moaned. That dress was mostly white… so now it was mostly translucent. My skin showed through the thin fabric, so everyone could see that padded bra and the matching panties. Luckily, the water felt cold, so it shrunk me between my legs—and that shrinkage made it so there was no bulge. And it was good, because now I was ‘skimpy’ like the rest of them. I was basically in a bikini.

And it wasn’t long before a girl said, “Take off your wet dress and put your bikini on!”

“I don’t have one,” I smiled.

“What!? You came to Mexico without a bikini!?”

And the next thing I knew, I was in some chick’s room, not far from the pool. There for six other girls in there: two of which were naked, comparing their recent breast implants. I was red all over, knowing I was not supposed to be there.

“Can you believe they lost all of her luggage?” one of the girls said, parroting my fake story.

“That’s, like, so sad!” the girls moaned. And then, they were all thrusting bikinis at me. “This would look so cute on you!” and, “Try this on!” and, “This never fit me, but it would fit you so well!” and, “Oh my God, I wish I had your ass.”

And a moment later, there was a girl standing in front of me, making me lean my head back. She was holding an eyeliner pen. “Hold still,” she said. She was fixing my eyeliner.

A minute later, I was in their bathroom, with four bikinis at my disposal. I felt so stupid. My head was spinning. But, for some reason, I wanted to impress the girls. I tried on all of the bikinis, figuring out which one would be the most ‘feminine’, so they wouldn’t catch onto me. It was a miracle they hadn’t already figured me out…

Or was it a miracle? When I actually thought about it, it was quite depressing: these cute girls thought that I was really a girl. Sure, they were drunk—but alcohol is supposed to make people more honest. I didn’t want to be a perfectly passing woman. That wasn’t who I thought that I was; that wasn’t the body that I thought that I had.

And with those pads from that padded bra, I had enough of a girl’s figure to fill out those bikinis. When I emerged from that bathroom, they all made cutesy sounds at me. “That fits you so well!” and, “You look so cute in that red bikini!’ and, “I wish I had your ass!” and then one girl spanked me on the butt, making me gasp; they all laughed. And for a moment, I thought that they were all teasing me—and then I realized they were treating each other the same way…

They really thought that I was one of them. And it was thirty minutes before I realized that this was me blending in. Apparently, I needed to be careful what I wished for. Before, when I was sitting alone at the bar, I was not fitting in; I was sticking out like a bruised nose. Now, in that bikini, getting slapped on the ass, I was just another college party girl.

And once I accepted that I was fitting in—blending in—I was able to relax. Well, I have to admit that the liquor was helping too.

I found a bunch of pins in that girl’s room that I used to secure my wig to my actual hair, so it wouldn’t shift; that gave me a good deal of peace of mind. I also got some security when the girl who did my eyeliner told me the makeup was waterproof; that you needed alcohol wipes to get it off.

So I was much less afraid to jump into the pool with them.

And the next thing I knew, I was being lifted up and placed down on the shoulders of a man twice my size. I blushed all over, worried he was going to feel my ball sack against the back of his neck—but he didn’t seem to notice; maybe because the thick fabric of those bikini bottoms, or maybe because the cold shock of the pool sent my balls into my body.

They gave me a pool noodle to fight with another girl, also mounted on some strapping young man. At first, I was awkward, worried she was going to slap my top off… but then it started to become kind of… fun. I got into the game. I was laughing like them. I fell into the water and scurried out with the other girl, and we got a drink together. We had nothing to say to each other, but we couldn’t stop laughing.

And then I had another shot in my hand. “WILD CATS!” I yelled with the rest of them. “SPRING BREAK!” And then I was in the pool, splashing, laughing, feeling warm inside as the alcohol did what it was designed to do.

A dart board came out of nowhere. They went around asking our names. “Jasmine,” I said when they came to me, remembering that lame name that would have been mine if I’d been a girl. Okay, maybe it wasn’t that lame. It was growing on me a little bit. I could have used any other name—but that’s what I picked.

They wrote it down on a piece of paper and put it on that dart board, along with dozens of others. Then, the game started. I had no idea what the game was, until the first two girls threw their darts.

“Andrew and Darren!” were the names announced. They made two boys kiss each other. The boys really didn’t want to, but there must have been some incentive, because they gave each other a lame peck.

The game went on.

“Lucy and Jimmy!”

Next, a girl gave some tongue to a very red-faced boy with glasses. It was a six-second kiss, and she pulled away laughing and he scurried off, probably to hide an erection.

“Jasmine and Carol!”

I froze. Did she say Jasmine?

Girls were looking at me. A blonde came up to me, red in the cheeks. She bit her lip and leaned in, and I had no idea quite what was happening—until her lips touched mine. I kissed her back, and then she really went at me. She was trying to outdo Lucy before her, trying to turn boys on with some lesbian action.

It was about ten or fifteen seconds before she pulled away, extracting her tongue from my mouth, leaving me light-headed and dizzy. And now, I wasn’t so small between the legs. So I jumped into the pool before anyone noticed anything bulging.

The game went on, and I ended up kissing another girl—and then a boy. The kiss with the boy was horrifying at first, but after a moment, it really wasn’t much different than kissing a girl. It helped that he was clean-shaven, with soft lips. He didn’t go in with the tongue, but I wanted to impress my new friends, so I slipped some tongue to him. He put his hands on my sides and caressed me gently before I politely pulled back. “That’s enough,” I smiled. I was blushing, though there was a terrible dread in my gut. I couldn’t believe that I’d just kissed a boy.

I went to get a shot, to help clear my head. I didn’t like who I was becoming. I was getting too carried away with this persona. And now, I was getting too comfortable with this crowd of strangers. I was making small mistakes, including a moment when my top was pulled up, exposing my nipples, for almost ten seconds before I noticed. Thankfully, nobody actually saw and I fixed it. And then there was the drunken moment at the bar where I called over the bartender and ordered a beer in my boy voice. And he stared at me blankly for a moment, shocked, as if that voice shouldn’t have come from my body. I managed to smile, playing it off as a joke, and he looked relieved. But it was a close call—and thankfully, nobody else was around to hear it.

I must have sobered up a little bit because I had the sense to sneak away from the group. It was almost 2:00 AM, and I was feeling tired. I just needed to get back to my room so I could fully sober up and regain my sense.

But I didn’t make it. The girl I shared tongues with earlier was now staring at me in the eyes, grinning. “What is it?” I asked softly, now extra-insecure about my voice as I stood in that quiet hallway. She could hear everything.

“You’re a boy,” she said.

I froze. A tingle ran down my spine. The smart thing to do would have been to laugh and to say that some friends put me up to it. Instead, I shook my head and doubled-down. “No, I’m not.”

“Sorry,” she said. “Your trans then?”

And now I didn’t know what to say, so I just stared at her, in shock.

She giggled and blushed. “I felt it throbbing when we were kissing.”

Now I wanted to jump into the pool with concrete blocks around my ankles.

“It’s okay. I think it’s kind of hot,” she said. She bit down on her bottom lip. The smell of vodka was strong on her breath, but she wasn’t swaying or showing signs of being hammered. “Want to fuck?”

And then I suddenly wanted to run to my mom and my sister, to hug them and kiss them all over, to thank them for inadvertently gifting me the gift of a lifetime. This girl was far hotter than any girl I’d ever landed as a boy.

I bit my lip. “Um… sure, if you want to.”

She took my hand and began to pull me towards the stairs. We went up, up, up. She was giggling. “I’ve never been with a trans girl before.”

“Me neither,” I said. “I mean—I’ve never been with a…” What did I mean?

Her eyes lit up. She smiled. “Have you only been with boys?” she asked.

“No!” I said quickly. “I’ve never been with a guy before.” I shuddered at the thought. I was straight, after all.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “You’re a virgin!? Okay, okay. I’ll take care of you. This is going to be so much fun for you. You’ll remember this for the rest of your life.”

We reached the top floor. She had a huge suite with a beautiful view of the stars and the glistening night ocean. She told me to wait while she got comfortable, and that meant her putting on tight lingerie. She came out blushing, smiling, licking her lips. I was frozen, in a state of disbelief. Maybe being a girl wasn’t so bad after all.

She put her hands on my chest and I let out a soft whimper. She was way out of my league. Then we kissed—again. Her plump lips worked for the next twenty seconds, making my mouth wet, making my heart pound. Then, she pushed her body against me and giggled. “There it is again,” she whispered. And she looked down at my bulge in my tiny bikini bottoms. She reached down and pulled it gently out into the open. “Cute clit,” she said.

“Clit?” I asked softly.

Then she pushed me down and pulled my face in tight to her crotch, forcing me to eat her out through the hemmed opening in her lingerie teddy. Her shaved pussy felt nice against my lips: warm, wet, with that tiny tight hole. She moaned, clenching a handful of my hair, pulling me in harder.

She was dripping: beads of warm fluid rolling down her smooth lingerie-clad thighs. My eyes were almost rolled back into my head. I was in heaven. The smell of her perfume alone was enough to make me feel like I’d entered into some heavenly realm where I didn’t belong.

She pulled me up and moved me to the bed. She pushed down my bikini bottoms. She pushed me down and giggled. She took my ankles and spread my legs wide. I felt strange, legs spread wide like a girl… but I wasn’t about to complain.

Then she went down to suck me off…

But she didn’t go for my erect penis. She teased my shaft with the tip of her nose and went lower, lower, lower, until her tongue was teasing my rim. “Whoa,” I said, tensing up.

She giggled once more. “Just relax, Jasmine,” she whispered. She leaned back in and started licking, sliding her tongue up and down. It was a weird, wet feeling—and I have to say that I was suddenly very self-conscious, wondering what it must taste and smell like. I was a clean person… but even the cleanest person worries. Maybe the cleanest person worries more than the average person…

She kept licking, pushing her tongue deeper, gently penetrating me. Okay, so maybe it felt a bit nice. There was something strangely pleasant about it once I started allowing myself to relax. I reached out and grabbed my knees, holding them wide as I let my head fall back onto a pillow. I let out a sigh—and a moan.

She kept working away, determined to go all night, apparently. And I wasn’t opposed; it felt so nice. I moaned again.

Then, she repositioned. She circled around the bed, climbed up, and sat down on my face, planting her pussy right against my lips. She bent forward, using her chin to hold my ball sack out of the way, and she kept eating out my asshole. That girl really loved my asshole.

I moaned again, now licking her pussy.

Then came the finger.

I didn’t see it coming, and I gasped when I felt it pushing into me. I froze all over. I would have jumped to my feet, but she was sitting on my face, pinning me down. I tried to clench her back, but it was too late; she was down to her knuckle.

But she wasn’t done with her tongue. Now, she was rimming me with her tongue, plunging that finger in and out. Okay, okay… it was shocking… but it didn’t hurt. I could handle it. I just had to take a deep breath. Maybe it even felt kind of nice. She was being gentle, just like she promised she would be. That tickling tongue still felt so nice.

It went on for a while. I got used to those new feelings. But I really wanted to move things along. I was ready to penetrate her—or at least get a blowjob. I tried to shimmy myself to give her the message, trying to get my erection to her lips, but she kept repositioning herself, determined to make sure she was still working with my asshole.

Then I felt the second finger push in. At first, I wasn’t quite sure anything was different, but it was a lot tight. “Oh my God,” I moaned. I clenched hard, but she kept going.

And again, I got used to it. I let it happen until my body was relaxed, and then I asked her if she was ready to go further.

She giggled. “Okay,” she said. That’s when the third finger went into my asshole.

“Oh God!” I cried. It was tight. I should have pushed her off, but instead, I went limp, submissive. I wasn’t even licking her cunt anymore. I was now frozen as she fingered me with three long, feminine fingers—and then four, and then five, up to her knuckles.

“Ouch,” I cried, squirming.

“Shh,” she said. “You’ll like it. I promise.” She pumped. She spat. She twisted. I was fully submissive now, terrified that I would hurt something if I moved. I couldn’t even muster up a word. I tried to relax. There was pleasure—but there was also pain as she tried to push a bit deeper each time. I could feel myself stretching—but why wasn’t I stopping her?

When I said I wanted to go further, is this what she thought I meant?

I would have corrected myself, but I was paralyzed now, at her mercy. “Ready?” she asked softly, and then came an intense stretching as she pushed, pushed, pushed—

And she was inside of me: a whole fist, now with my anus clenching around her wrist. Thankfully she was a petite girl… but still! There was a fist in my ass, and now she was pumping me.

“Oh God!” I cried louder. She planted herself down on her elbow. She was no longer sitting on my face. She allowed my body to rise up off the mattress as if I was in some Exorcist remake. “It hurts!”

And she just giggled.

I bit hard on my tongue. I moaned. I cried. I grabbed handfuls of bedsheets. She pumped harder. “It’s okay,” she said. “You’re doing good.”

“I think I’m going to pee. You’re pushing on my bladder!”

She giggled. “No,” she said. “That’s your sissygasm.”

“My—My what?” I said. That feeling was getting stronger. I moaned louder. Everything was tingling. I didn’t know what was happening; it was like I was no longer in control of my own body.

She kept pumping. I don’t know how long it went on for. I started to go fully limp. My vision blurred. I clenched in an attempt to stop myself from pissing, but then I couldn’t hold back anymore.

She gasped. I was too embarrassed to open my eyes, but I did it anyway. I thought I was going to see myself pissing on my own chest—but that isn’t what was happening.

I was coming.

My cock, without being touched, was shooting shot after shot after shot of thick, gooey cum. We both froze to watch. Surges of pleasure were making me moan loudly. I wanted to fall back down and sink into the mattress, but I just had to see that orgasm with my own eyes. It defied everything I knew about my own body.

She pulled out her fist, which hurt, leaving me feeling empty. She then began to smear my cum all over my chest and abdomen, giggling as she did so, as if she’d never seen it before—like some kid experiencing her first snowfall.

I was stunned into paralysis, watching with wide eyes that couldn’t even blink. A big final drop of cum oozed out from the tip of my cock, which she licked off, making me shudder all over. “Oh my God,” I whispered.

“Do you want to sleep here with me tonight?” she asked softly.

And I really did. I really didn’t want to go back to my crappy suite by the busy resort pool and all-night bar. I smiled, and then she skipped over to her luggage and pulled out a little satin slip. “You can wear this, if you want,” she smiled.

“O—Okay,” I said. I didn’t really want to wear it, but if that was all she wanted in exchange for a night in a room that was quadruple the cost of my own—then so be it. I took the slip to the bathroom. I showered quickly, avoiding getting water or steam on my face so I wouldn’t ruin my makeup (I had to remain unrecognizable). Then I got into the little satin slip and the matching satin panties.

I must admit that it was more comfortable than any set of pyjamas I’d ever put on my body. It was so nice, having the soft fabric hugging me in all the right places, while keeping me free in the other places.

But there was one thing that I really wasn’t expecting—something I hadn’t really thought about at all. As soon as I crawled into bed with her, she nudged me onto my side and snuggled up to me, making me the little-spoon. She wrapped her arm around me, pressed her breasts against my back, and then she whispered, “Goodnight,” into my ear.

I’m not sure if you’ve ever been the little-spoon before, but if not, just know this: it’s remarkably emasculating. It was especially emasculating because she was squeezing me so tight, stopping me from wriggling free. I was like her little teddybear… and I actually think she was a bit bigger than me too. I felt her warm breath against the back of my neck. And then there was her hand on my pec, but she had a grip on it as if it was a boob. And every so often, she would gently squeeze and caress, as if it really was a book.

And with each passing moment, a bit of my masculinity faded away. I really wasn’t sure just how much was left.
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My sister kept prodding during breakfast. “Where did you sleep last night?” She asked over and over, and even my mom had to eventually say, “Can you just drop it, Ashley?”

“Well, he wasn’t in his room,” my sister said.

“I was,” I lied. “I was just awake before you. I went out for a walk before you came to my room.”

“Bullshit,” she said. “You haven’t been awake before seven a day in your life.”

“Just drop it, Ashley,” my mom said, waving my sister off. My sister growled and crossed her arms; she wasn’t used to that treatment from my mom: the treatment that I was used to. “I booked us all an appointment at the spa today,” my mom continued. “We’ll get massages, facials, and then they’re going to do our nails. I thought we could all get the same colour.”

My sister had a sudden guilty look on her face. “Today? What time today?”

“Noon.”

“Can we change it?” my sister asked, once again with no regard for anyone but herself. “I made plans with someone.”

“Someone?” I said.

My sister eyed me with a scowl, as if I was asking too many questions with my single inquisition.

“They only had noon. In fact, it was the only time they had before we leave in a few days.”

“You’ll have to go without me,” my sister said, looking away with a pouty lips. She refused to say who she made plans with, even though it was obvious that it was some boy she met the night before. She was quite the hypocrite, demanding answers from me but refusing to give any information about herself.

So, a few hours later, I went with my mom to the spa. Of course I was embarrassed, walking in dressed like a girl. But the spa staff didn’t seem to care—or maybe they couldn’t tell. We went onto the tables for our massages, which were pleasant and relaxing.

I was getting used to being a girl; the humiliation didn’t sting as much or as long, now that I was more confident that I ‘passed’ as a girl.

And honestly, spending time with my mom like that was new for me. We chatted more than we’d ever chatted before. I began to wonder if I’d ever truly had alone time with her like that. She told me some stories from when she was younger and I told her a bit about my own life, which she was surprisingly interested in. It was almost like that spa date was the most bonding we’d ever had together before.

By the end of that afternoon, we were laughing together like old friends. Then, she looked into my eyes and said, “My God, you really do have my eyes.”

I blushed. “Of course. I’m your kid.”

“And my lips and nose too. You look just like me. We could be twins.”

“I’m sure I have some of dad’s features,” I said.

“You have his hips,” she laughed. “And honestly, they’re better than mine. His hips always held panties so perfectly.”

“Wait… what?” I said.

“Your dad wears panties. He always has,” she said casually, as if it wasn’t a hugely controversial accusation.

“Don’t screw with me,” I said.

“What?” she said. “You’re an adult now. It’s not like it’s that big of a deal, now that you’ve worn girl clothes too. Your dad likes to dress like a girl sometimes. It’s really not that big of a deal.”

“My dad?” I said, in disbelief.

“Yeah. When you were conceived, he was wearing my high-school cheerleading outfit.”

I shook my head and shuddered all over. “Ew! Stop! Are you screwing with me?”

She laughed. “No!” she said. “He’s honestly super cute when he’s dressed up. I tried to convince him to transition, but, you know… back then, it wasn’t like it is now. He was shy, and now he thinks he’s too old. I don’t think he is, but you know your dad. Anyway—don’t tell him I told you that. I really should be keeping my mouth shut about it; it’s his personal story to tell you if he wants to tell you one day. But your dad is a shy person. He’s always kept to himself about things like that.”

I felt grossed out by the news, but at the same time, I felt strangely bad for him. Did he really want to transition back when he was my age, but he was too afraid? It hurt me to think about for too long. My dad had always seemed a bit distant: always very quiet, as if there was always something on his mind; maybe this was what was bugging him.

And now, I was thinking about being in his position: being into my early-forties with my ‘best years’, so to speak, behind me. What if I hadn’t gone through with the one thing that I really wanted to do? Sure, there’s always time; as the Chinese say, the best day to plant a tree is yesterday and the second best day is today… Well, maybe my dad needed to take that advice. He was only forty… maybe he thought he was too old now, but I’m sure he would look back at the age of fifty and say, ‘Wow, I should have done that at forty…” and then again at sixty, and seventy, and eighty…

I tried not to think about it because it made me sad… but those thoughts kept creeping into my mind. And then it wasn’t long before I started to wonder, what if I wanted to be a girl, but didn’t even fully realize it until I was my father’s age? And then, I would be just like him, looking back on the life that I lived and wondering what could have been…

Being a girl definitely had its highlights. That night, after dinner, I told my mom that I was going to sleep because I was tired, but really, I snuck out after dolling myself up with a bit more glam. I snuck out to the hotel lobby, got onto a bus with a bunch of college students, and headed into town to party at a nightclub that was having a neon-themed night.

I was nervous until I got a couple drinks into me, and then I was able to assure myself that I was a complete stranger to everyone there. I cut loose. I danced. I mingled with girls—and then I found myself being hit on by boys. I flirted with them, just because I liked their compliments. Each little compliment lifted me up and made me smile, made me blush. I found myself biting my lip constantly, giggling like a pre-teen girl. I felt so silly, but so good at the same time.

My head was spinning, filled with strange new ideas—and scary ones. I was enjoying this more than I should have been.

And then, my wishes were answered… at least I thought they were my wishes. I went to the bathroom but went into the wrong door, accidentally going into a staff office. I stood there for a moment, about to turn around, but then I noticed the outfit, nearly folded on the desk: men’s jeans, a t-shirt, and even a clean pair of undies. I have no idea why the outfit was there, but it seemed like some sort of heavenly gift. I could take the outfit and hide it. I could become a man when my mom and sister weren’t around. I could still make the most of this trip…

But I found myself coming up with hundreds of reasons not to take the clothes: any reason I could come up with, just so that I could continue being a girl. It almost seemed like I was rejecting that divine gift, that answered prayer. No, I didn’t want to steal some guy’s clothes… but on the other hand, it was my only chance to be a boy again while in that country.

I left the clothes there. I went pee in the girls’ room and then I returned to the dance floor where I was happy to be a girl, happy to feel so free in that little dress that belonged to my sister (now, I was in a red dress that I’d been given earlier in the day). I danced with girls and I danced with guys. Then, I danced close to a man who was really into me, who kept putting his hands on me—and then I felt his erection as he grinned up against me.

And I did something strange, completely unlike me, making me question everything that I knew about myself. Maybe it was just flirting going too far… Maybe it was just a desperate move to get one more compliment from the man, or to see just how badly I could make him want me.

Well, I ended up reaching down subtly, slowly, grazing the tip of his bulge with my fingers. I teased it. I tickled it. I played with it and made him shudder all over with elation. He pulled me in closer. Then, we were kissing.

And the next thing I knew, I was pulling him over to that office.

We were caught ten minutes later: me on my knees, him with his erection in my mouth. The bar manager shooed us out, and then the man begged me to go back to his place with him, but I snuck away, off to be free somewhere else.

It was 3:00 AM and I was entering into a new night club, with a new set of friends, all drunk, all giggling. I didn’t know their names, except for Meghan, a little blonde with puffy cheeks. She stayed with me because I promised her I would help her find a man. She didn’t have much confidence, and I wanted to convince her that she was beautiful. I found her a man and got them chatting, and then I watched them sneak off together, off to the bathroom so she could reward him for all of the compliments he’d given to her.

It was 5:30 AM now. The sun was starting to tease the horizon. Another man was drooling all over me, buying me drinks, touching my body with his big, masculine hands—and I was teasing him, touching the tip of his cock with the tip of my fingers, only divided by the thin denim of his jeans and thinner cotton of his boxers.

He ended up inside of me, in the alley behind the club as the morning sunlight tickled the side of my face. I was bent over, gripping a green compost bin with one hand, legs spread wide. My other hand was between my legs, covering my cock and balls so he wouldn’t know that he was fucking a man. It wasn’t easy to hold myself when the pleasure started. It wasn’t easy to keep my grip on my balls, especially when he was trying to nudge my hand over so that he could rub my pussy. “You’re such a fucking slut,” he growled in my ear. “You fucking love it in the ass.”

He was thrusting deep and hard, making me yelp occasionally. Maybe a few of those thrusts were painful, inspired, surely, by a lot of pornography watched. But eventually the pleasure came hard, making me moan loudly, making me cum into the palm of my own hand.

It was another sissygasm. I’d done some research earlier and found that only a rare number of people can achieve them. I was so glad to be one of them, because the pleasure was unlike anything I’d experienced before: a total body pulsating, warmth, contractions, and relaxation. My legs would tremble and I just had to scream loud, probably alerting a number of people in the vicinity—enough that he put his hand over my mouth to silence me. I might have bit into his finger.

And then I got him to pay for a cab for me, to send me back to the resort. I snuck in at 6:45 AM, fifteen minutes before my sister was at the door. That gave me just enough time to wash up and slide into bed. I answered the door, now tired. She smiled and said, “It’s time to doll you up. We’re going to see Paris today.”

Then came one of the bigger challenges of my life: pretending like I didn’t want it. I sat there in a chair trying to muster up a scowl, but my attention was on the mirror, watching her as she flawlessly perfected my face with techniques that I desperate wanted to understand. I ended up caving and asked a few questions. “Why the eyeliner pencil and not the pen?” was one question. “Why the pink under my eye? What does that do?”

And I noticed her smirking, so I knew to cut it off before I gave her the wrong idea… well, the correct idea, I should say—but it was the idea that I didn’t want her knowing.

The damage might have been done. She kept eyeing me all morning, still with that little smirk on her face. “So you liked your spa day, huh?” she said.

“It was fine,” I said.

“Who picked the nail colour? You or mom?”

I bit down on my tongue. “The nail lady,” I said.

She was determined to tease me. “I noticed the bra strap lines on your shoulders this morning,” she said. “Did you sleep in the dress I gave you?”

“No,” I said.

She just grinned.

“I didn’t!” I said. It wasn’t a lie: I didn’t sleep in the dress… I didn’t sleep at all.

“Whatever, Jasmine,” she said, shaking her head.

“Leave her alone,” my mom said.

“Anyway,” my sister continued. “You’re going to want to wear something more… fun when we go see Paris today.” She handed me the keycard to her room. “Go pick something out, because I’m too lazy to do it for you.”

My heart fluttered. I did my best not to react, even though I wanted to bounce up and down with excitement. My sister had packed three full suitcases of outfits—and each suitcase was truly stuffed to its fullest extent. She’d spent a good portion of that first day unpacking into the room’s closet. Now, I was looking in that closet at the amazing options before me.

My heart was pounding wildly. I tried on one dress, and then another. I made it into her ‘rave’ outfits: all tight, mostly neon-coloured, fishnets, some faux-leather. There were so many options. She even had a selection of rave-inspired wigs to pick from—but it was impossible to choose just one thing, especially with the selection of heels.

And I had a conundrum: just how cute could I really be? If I emerged from that room looking wearing skin-tight faux-leather and big heels, my mom and sister would assume that I was enjoying this. If I emerged in something half-assed and unflattering, then I wouldn’t raise much suspicion… but that wasn’t much fun either. When would I get to dress like this? When would I get another chance to be a rave-girl at a Paris Hilton concert?

I couldn’t help myself. I had to put on the skin-tight tube top and matching bottoms, neon-green, with the white fishnet bodysuit overtop, and the white heels that matched. I had to put on the lime green bob wig, and the clip-on earrings that were huge loops. I even snuck into the bathroom to make my lips extra glossy with my sister’s expensive lip gloss.

And then I emerged and said something along the lines of, “My goal is to blend in with the other weirdos there.”

My sister just grinned; she knew I was full of crap. She was onto me. My heart was racing. If she thought that I was enjoying this, then what else did she think? Did she assume that I wished that I could become a girl? Was she going to tell her friends, who all knew my friends? And then, once it got around and became public news… what was I going to do?

Was it true? Or was it just going to be an embarrassing rumour that followed me around for the rest of my life?

I was spanked on the ass within minutes of getting to that concert. I was handed a free drink within ten minutes—before my sister even got one. My sister was seething, seeing the beer in my hand (it was especially funny because they were selling beer for eight bucks). But she thought she would tease me anyway, “Guys think you’re hot. I heard a couple guys talking about your ass.”

I blushed and tried to hide my face. “When is this concert done?”

It wasn’t long before my mom got in on the fun, becoming a younger version of herself (or maybe it was the true version). She had a few drinks and found herself near the front of the stage, bouncing up and down with the Paris Hilton super fans. My sister was more interested in the boys, buzzing around from beer garden to beer garden, trying to get guys to notice her, all dolled up, wearing a tight dress that covered almost nothing.

But the guys wanted me, for whatever reason. They looked right past her and swarmed towards me, chatting me up, complimenting me. One guy even said, “Are you two sisters?”

I nodded my head.

“You’re the hot one,” he smiled. He was drunk and it was possibly just a stupid attempt at hitting on me, but it still lifted me up and put me into that girly mindset. I was blushing all over, now flirting with him, flirting with other guys, touching them on their arms and chests. They were inviting me back to their resorts. They were offering to buy me gifts while showering me with free booze.

Finally, my sister stormed up to me and pulled me aside. “Is this funny to you?” she growled.

“Is what funny?”

“Everyone keeps asking what it’s like to have a hot sister,” she hissed.

I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say. Was I supposed to apologize? And for what? She dolled me up. This was her idea, and she was the one making me do it. I just stared into her eyes, and then I noticed that she was trying not to cry. Her eyes were watering and her lips were pressed firmly together. So I led her away from the beer garden, away from the terrible DJ Paris, and we went behind a temporary wall where nobody could see us.

“Did I do something to make you hate me?” I asked.

“What are you even talking about?” she said.

“You just seem so… mad at me. You know, you made me dress like this. You did my makeup yourself.”

“I didn’t make you dress like that,” she said, motioning down at my outfit. “I told you to pick something out. I didn’t think you would dress like some knockout babe. I thought you would just grab the green wig and be done with it.” She rolled her eyes and turned away from me, folding her arms. I wasn’t sure what to say to her. She was just determined to be angry with me… And then I saw the tear rolling down her cheek. “It’s just… It’s not fair. You’re not even a girl.”

“What’s not fair?”

She turned to me, took a deep breath, and then she unleashed a bit of anger, raising her voice. “You get to be the hot one!” she yelled. “It’s already a pain enough going out with mom, and every guy my age hits on her instead of me! Can you imagine being passed up for your own mother!? Well, now I go out with my brother, and what happens? Do you have any idea how long I spent in front of the mirror this morning? I was up at five! And then I spent another hour after breakfast making this outfit. And look at you! It’s just… It’s not fair.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “This is just a wig,” I said.

“So?” she said. “What difference does it make? Wig or not, you’re prettier than me—and it sucks.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself. You’re pretty,” I said. I laughed. “My friends let me know all the time; it’s miserable.”

She perked up. “Your friends? Which friends?”

“Don’t start,” I groaned. “You just can’t base your confidence off of how certain people treat you. Different people like different things.”

“But more people like you than me,” she said. “The past two hours have been torture. I’ve been invisible when I’m near you.”

“Do you… want me to help you?” I asked.

“Don’t patronize me, you prick,” she growled. “I don’t need help. You don’t know more about being a woman than me after three days.”

“I didn’t say that,” I said.

“You insinuated it.”

And I was quickly realizing that my sister had a number of insecurities. She had her barriers up. She’d been hurt in the past. I knew that she’d had a couple of boyfriends, but she never talked much about how those relationships ended; maybe there was some cheating; maybe she was ditched for girls she assumed were prettier than her.

“Ashley,” I said. “I’m not trying to one-up you here. If you weren’t forcing me to dress like a girl, then I wouldn’t be dressed like a girl.”

“Okay,” she said. “If that’s true, then consider your punishment over. You don’t have to dress like a girl anymore. Here are some makeup wipes.” She reached into her purse and dug out a bag of wipes. “And look, I even have a plain t-shirt and a pair of your shorts.”

I paused for a moment. “Why is that in your bag?” I asked.

“Because mom told me to give it to you earlier, and I decided not to. But now I regret it. So take it. Go and change. You’re free. Go be a boy again.”

She suddenly had a grin on her face as she held out my clothes. I wanted to take it… I wanted her to think that I was ‘normal’ and that I was relieved this whole ordeal was over… but I wasn’t ready for it to be over.

“Go on, Jared,” she said, and it had been a couple of days since I’d heard that name. It sounded so strange now… so surreal and… wrong. I’d grown strangely fond of Jasmine in a very short period of time. Now, Ashley’s smirk was growing. “What’s the matter? Don’t want to be a boy again?”

I took a deep breath and stared into her eyes. She was trying to be cruel, but I could tell that she wasn’t really cruel; she didn’t actually want to hurt me. She wasn’t actually going to tell any of her friends about the humiliation she put me through.

“You’re not taking it,” she said. “Take it. Look—there’s a bathroom right there. You can be a boy in two minutes. Isn’t that what you want?” She shook her head. “It isn’t what you want, is it?”

“So what?” I said. “Does it really matter?”

“What are you saying?” she said. “Are you saying you like being a girl?” And she had that teasing grin. She wanted me to admit it so badly—but for what? So she could laugh at me? Was this entertaining for her? Did she forget how this whole conversation started, with her crying that I was getting more male attention than her?

“So what if I do like being girl?” I said.

“Just admit it, Jared.” She said my name with so much emphasis—it was like she knew that boy name burned deep; she knew it better than I knew it.

I just stared at her as her frustration seemed to grow and grow and grow.

“Admit it!” she said.

“No,” I said. “I don’t have to admit anything.”

“So it’s true then?” she said, hoping I would admit it one way or another.

I just stood still, waiting for her to drop it. At the end of the day, it was none of her business. But now, her frustration had reached a melting point. She thrust that pair of shorts and that shirt into my chest, along with the makeup wipes. “I want my clothes back,” she said. “I want them back now. I’m giving you five minutes before I consider it theft and I find a security guard to deal with you.” Her face was red. I wasn’t quite sure how I was making her angry—but she was angry.

Normally, I would have rolled my eyes. I would have fought and bickered with her. But now, I just felt bad for her. I could see through her anger and frustration. I could see the pain and the hurt that she’d suffered in her life: relationships that didn’t turn out how she wanted them to, boys who left her for different girls, and times she’d been told she wasn’t pretty enough.

We all go through our own tribulations in life, and we have to find ways to navigate them. Now, I had a feeling my biggest trial was just starting. I could tell that this ‘identity crisis’ wasn’t something that was going to resolve itself with a quick gesture of acceptance or refusal. It wasn’t as easy as saying, “Yes, I will be a girl,’’ or, “No, I think I’ll stay a boy.”

I stepped in and gave my sister a hug, taking her completely by surprise. She was stiff at first, but after a moment, she went soft. She melted into me, relaxing—and then she started weeping. I didn’t dig too deep; I didn’t ask her what wrong or if I could make it better. I knew that she had her own demons to work through, but now at least she knew I was there for her, no matter what.

And she hugged me back, letting me know that she would be there for me too. She even stuffed the boy clothes back into her bag and then she took a deep breath in, along with a sniffle. “Shall we get another beer then? And then find mom?”

“Sure,” I smiled. So we went back to the beer garden. The next boy to come around had his eyes on Ashley. “I love your tattoo,” he said, motioning to the little butterfly on her wrist. He was blushing and smiling. He pushed up his glasses and then my sister blushed too. I let them have their space. And she stopped making faces at me. She minded her own business.

She never asked me about my identity. Maybe she knew that I had no idea how to answer the question. Because, to be honest, it wasn’t such an easy question to answer. Sometimes it’s not quite as simple as, ‘are you a boy or a girl?’ I just knew what made me happy.

My sister decided not to tell my mom that she offered me the boy clothes; she kept that a secret, and she convinced my mom that my ‘punishment’ should last as long as it was originally intended to. “I think we should even make her stay a girl on the plane home,” she said—and they did.

She knew that she was doing me a favour.

When we got home and the vacation was officially over and done with, my mom looked at me with a smile and a wink. She didn’t say anything, but I spent a good deal of time trying to decipher what that little wink meant. There were many possibilities. It could have meant nothing—just a motherly gesture, letting me know that she loved me… But I couldn’t help but think it meant more than that. I couldn’t help but think that, somehow, the whole thing had been orchestrated from the start, before I even made that big mistake at the ruins in Tulum. Maybe she knew more about me than I knew about myself. Maybe she knew that this was something I would learn about myself eventually, after many years of exploring. Maybe she didn’t want me to end up like my father, exiting his best years without having explored that side of him. Maybe this was all my dad’s idea. Maybe he saw himself in me.

There were too many possibilities, and all I could really do was speculate—but speculating got me nowhere; if anything, it just raised more questions.

I just knew one thing: no matter what I decided to do, I had the support. That little smile and wink, whatever it was intended to mean, let me know that, no matter what I decided to do with my life, no matter how I decided to present myself, no matter how I decided to identify, she would be there for me.

THE END
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Katie is blindsided one evening when her husband, Kent, out of the blue, says that he wants to become a woman. He’s never mentioned it before, and there were no hints—at least none that Katie noticed.

Naturally, she’s in shock. She thinks it’s a joke. When she realizes it’s real, she’s in tears.

But she believes in her wedding vows, and she doesn’t believe in divorce, so she has to find a way to talk some sense into Kent… or figure out how to accept this crazy new idea of having a wife instead of a husband.

She’s struggling to figure out just how serious Kent is about this whole transitioning thing, but he seems totally serious to overhaul his life… including in the bedroom.
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Ithought that he was joking when he said, “Katie, I want to be a woman.”

I even laughed, certain it was a joke. But he wasn’t laughing. Okay, so maybe it wasn’t a joke so much as a prank. I looked around, assuming there was a camera hiding somewhere. One of Kent’s friends had one of those prank YouTube channels, and he was always asking Kent to help him make content. “Cut it out, Kent,” I said.

It was a very, very long fifteen minutes before I realized that this wasn’t a prank. Well, it was actually more like a full twenty-four hours before I was truly convinced that he was telling me the truth. I’ll quickly run you through that timeline:

He said, “I want to be a woman,” at 7:30 PM, after I got home from work.

It was 7:45 PM when I finally said, “Wait…. Kent… Are you serious right now?”

It was 8:00 PM when he started crying. It was 8:05 PM when I started crying. “Please just tell me this is a prank!” I said—or maybe it was more like begging. “I’m sorry,” he said. “But I’ve always felt this way. I’ve just… kept it hidden. I can’t keep it hidden anymore.”

“This isn’t funny, Kent!” I cried. “If your stupid friend is putting you up to this… I swear to God, Kent!” We both cried some more.

“I tried to tell you so many times,” he said.

It turned into a fight, and that fight was a bit of a blur. I was doing a lot of crying—and some of that crying was hysteric. My mind went through many terrible thoughts. Was he gay? Did he like boys? Had he been seeing boys behind my back? Did I need to get tested for STIs? And then my mind came full circle: “Cut it out with the prank, you prick,” I said, letting out a small laugh. “Okay, you got me. You’ve tortured me enough. Is this because I accidentally broke your guitar when I was cleaning the other day? Maybe if you kept your office clean I wouldn’t have to go in there at all.”

But he kept his straight face. He sniffled and wiped his eyes. Kent was a lot of things, but he’d never been much of an actor.

It was 9:30 PM when I stuffed a bag full of clothes and toiletries. “I’ll come home when you knock this nonsense off!” I screamed at him. He begged me to stay, to talk it through, but I didn’t want to suffer through anymore of this ‘prank’. I took his credit card and went to a hotel downtown. I got myself a room and cried all night, going through those same thoughts: had he been with men? Had he ever been in love with me? Was this just a big prank?

I woke up at 8:00 AM after a long night of crying, tossing, and turning. I had a message from him. “I’m really sorry, but we should probably talk about this. I’ll totally understand if you want to leave me over this. But I promise you, I’m still the same person.”

Wait—was it not just a prank? Why was he still committed to this joke, more than twelve hours later? “Please just admit that you’re fucking with me, Kent,” I said at 8:10 AM.

“It’s not a joke, Katie,” he wrote back a few minutes later. “I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. I should have told you when we first met, ten years ago… but I was convinced that it was just something that would pass. I’ve tried fighting it. I’ve kept it buried for a long time. I just can’t do it anymore.”

“Kent, please stop!” I wrote back. “It’s not funny!”

I put my phone away a few minutes later, after a long, long cry. I went to work. Everyone kept asking me if I was okay. I tried to smile. “Just tired,” I lied—though it wasn’t entirely a lie: I was tired from hardly sleeping, but I wasn’t just tired.

I eyed my phone around lunch and saw that he’d sent me about eight messages, but I didn’t read them; I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I’ll try to fast-forward a little bit; I don’t want to depress you with the details of my shock. Long story short: it wasn’t a joke. I did finally message him back, and I agreed to meet with him back at the house. He was there, looking like himself. I was half-worried he would be dolled up and wearing my lingerie. We had a long talk, skirting around the ‘issue’, talking at first about the weather and a TV show we’d been watching for a few weeks. Then I finally said, “Okay, so let’s talk about… the thing.” I was rigid, still in shock, still horrified of what was about to happen.

Four hundred people witnessed our marriage. My family didn’t believe in divorce and I was already dreading the shame. I loved Kent; he’d never cheated on me or lied to me… as far as I knew, though now I was wondering if I’d just been oblivious. Maybe he’d been fooling me for a whole decade; how could I really know?

“Where do I start?” he asked sheepishly.

“I don’t know… Why don’t you start… from the start?”

He took a deep breath. Then, he explained the whole story: a story I’d never heard before.

“I was three-years-old, I guess. It’s probably my earlier memory. Before I was born, my parents didn’t know if they were having a boy or a girl. Friends gifted them both boy clothes and girl clothes. One close family friend had given them a bunch of expensive dresses for toddlers, convinced they were going to have a girl. Well, they found those dresses in the back of a closet when I was three, and they decided they would see what I would have looked like as a girl, or something. Maybe they thought it would be funny; they put me in the dresses and asked me to dance like a ballerina.

“And, well, I thought it was fun. I remember my dad getting angry. I remember my mom refusing to throw the dresses away, because they were worth so much. She promised to sell them, but never got around to it.

“There were other dresses to, from that same family friend. Maybe they were hand-me-downs from her own daughter—I don’t actually know for sure—but when my parents started leaving me home alone, when I was about eight or so, I would go into the closet and put the dresses on. I don’t know why I did it; I guess I just liked doing it. It made no sense to me then and it still doesn’t make a ton of sense to me now.

“And then, when I was fourteen, those… urges got stronger. I remember we had this annual camp week, where the whole school would rent out this huge campground with big cabins and a big lodge where everyone would cram in to eat dinner and sing songs every night. Well, one night, I was asked to get something from our cabin; someone left a pair of shoes or something. I left that lodge and realized that I was all alone, unsupervised… so I went into the girl’s cabin. I went into one of the rooms and saw their clothes. I don’t know why I did it, but I stole a pair of panties. I rushed to my own cabin and put the panties on, under my jeans. I left them on and wore them for the next three days in secret. I know that sounds gross, and it probably wasn’t the most sanitary thing ever, but it felt… good.

“I kept those panties. I would wash them when I was home alone and I would wear them all the time. Until one day, some guys caught me wearing them at school when they thought it would be funny to pull my pants down in the hallway. I begged them not to tell anyone. I ended up paying them all to keep their mouths shut. I gave them each two-hundred bucks, which was all of the money I’d saved since I started getting allowance at ten.

“One of them still told their friends; I never found out who, but rumours got around and I did my best to pretend like they were lies. It was hell for a week or two, but eventually everyone moved on… until I was sixteen, at my first house party. I was trying to get with this girl, Hilda McTavish. I’d had a crush on her for a long time, and she was there at the party. I got her alone, in the basement. I went to kiss her, but she backed away suddenly and asked me if the old rumours were true. I was so humiliated. Honestly, I’d forgotten all about that whole incident, because I wasn’t wearing the panties anymore. For years, I’d pushed away those urges and feelings so I wouldn’t have to suffer the humiliation again. I told her they were just rumours, but she kept pressing and pressing, and then I decided to confide in her.” Kent laughed and shook his head. “I guess I thought I had a chance at getting with her if I made myself open and vulnerable…

“Well, I didn’t get with Hilda McTavish. Instead, she went and got an outfit and begged me to wear it. I did it, hoping it would somehow lead to me getting lucky. She giggled and went and got makeup, and she put it on me. I was so embarrassed, but at the same time… it felt good. She asked me if I would be her girlfriend. I agreed, thinking it was my big chance with her… but I didn’t realize that I was just getting friend-zoned in the most embarrassing way possible.

“She would invite me to her place after school, and then she would treat me like a doll, dressing me up, doing my makeup, putting wigs on me that she borrowed from the dollar store where her dad worked; they sold wigs and costumes around Halloween every year. I guess I kind of liked it, but it was always embarrassing. That went on for about two years, once a week. And then she moved away and I decided that I would pretend like it never happened. I tried to make myself normal. I hid from those feelings. I did everything I could to make myself normal.

“Online, I read a blog post by this guy who served in the army. He said that he went through something similar before the army, but the military service straightened him out. So I signed up.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s why you joined the military!?” I was white in the face. There was still a tiny bit of suspicion in my mind that this was a prank… but that glimmer of hope was quickly fading.

“That’s why I joined. And… maybe it worked a little bit. While I was overseas, it’s not something that I thought about much. Maybe it entered my mind here and there. Maybe there were some moments where I questioned my identity. But overall, I felt normal. And then, after that second tour, the relocated me to a new unit, and there were girls in the unit, and they would wear their dresses when they were off-duty, and they would go into town, inviting me along. And… well, one night, I stole a dress and wore it. I didn’t get caught—thank God, but it was a close call, so I didn’t do it again. But it was a reminder that those feelings were still there.

“I realized I wasn’t going to escape those feelings, so I came back home after that last tour. Then I met you and… well, I was convinced that those feelings were gone for the first couple of years. Sometimes I would see something I wanted to wear, but I would just buy it for you, and then seeing you wearing it… somehow it would be satisfying enough—enough that I could handle it. It was almost like I could live vicariously through you.”

And then I suddenly started thinking of all the times he insisted that I dress up. He would take me shopping, often surprising me with gifts: makeup and clothes. He would always show me pictures of girls; “Can you do your makeup like this today?” I never thought much of it; I just assumed he had his preferences.

“And, for a while, that was enough… but then, one day…” He took a deep breath. “You left for two weeks, for that work conference in Moncton. I was home alone, on leave from work. It was two days in when I started feeling bored. Then, I just had the idea to try on a few outfits. I went to your closet. I thought it would just be a few minutes to satisfy that urge, but a few minutes turned into a few hours… and then I slept in one of your slips. I spent the next day in one of your dresses. I spent the next week as a girl, with the curtains closed. I even ended up shaving my legs… I told you that it was because the leg hair was irritating me in that new pair of pants… that was a lie, and a stupid one, honestly. While you were in Moncton, I was a girl here at home.

“Since then, I’ve put on your clothes almost every time I’m home alone. Sometimes I wear your panties under my clothes. Sometimes I wear entire sets of lingerie under my clothes. You’ve come dangerously close to catching me so many times. And for so long, I’ve been convinced that it was a phase that would pass…”

I shook my head, now with tears in my eyes. I had a feeling this was going to end the way it ended the night before, with me taking my things and leaving for a hotel, hysteric, blindsided. “That conference in Moncton was… more than six years ago!”

He nodded his head slowly. “It’s been a long time,” he said softly. “I really thought it was something I could deal with on my own. I wanted to just nip it in the bud… I thought it was just some dumb fetish that I could handle on my own… but then I realized that it wasn’t really just sexual.”

“What do you mean, it wasn’t just sexual? What was it?” I asked.

“That’s what I was trying to figure out. At first, I could make those feelings go away by… you know…”

“Masturbating?”

“Yes,” he said with pink cheeks. “But after a while, it wasn’t enough. I would ejaculate, but I wouldn’t want to take the clothes off.”

I gasped. “Ew! You jerked off in my clothes!?”

“Not on them!” he gasped. “Just… while wearing them. I was always clean about it!”

“Ew! Kent! That’s messed up!”

“I know!” he cried. “It’s not something I was proud of. So I stopped. I redirected my sexual energy towards you, wherein belonged.” I thought about it, and I had noticed that, about three years earlier, he became much more sexual, constantly making advances, pushing to have sex almost every night. “But still, when you were out, I just wanted to… be a girl. And it took a long time to realize, but… I want to be a girl. I’m just happier as a girl. I—I don’t think anything else would change about me… just… the fact that I will be a girl.”

“No,” I said defiantly. “I won’t allow it. You’re my husband… not my… my wife!”

And that night did end the way the previous night ended, with me in shock, crying, running off to a hotel. I won’t depress you with those details. Fast-forward twenty-four hours, and I was back at the house, having agreed to another chat. I was a bit more level-headed now, having had a bit of time to process.

But that talk ended badly too, when I asked if he was attracted to men. The answer wasn’t a clear ‘no’. “I love you,” he said.

“So are you or are you not attracted to men?” I said.

And again, he just stared into my eyes and said, “I love you and I’ll always love you—and only you.”

“Answer the fucking question, Kent!” I growled.

He just stared at me, struggling with that question in his head. And that reluctance to answer told me everything that I needed to know: he was attracted to men.

“Have you always been attracted to men?” I asked.

He wouldn’t answer.

“Damnit, Kent! You say that you want to be honest with me, but this is how you treat me!”

I became hysteric, but he calmed me down, saying, “I love you. I’ll never be with anyone but you. But… I guess there have been times that I’ve noticed men the same way I notice women. I’ve never been with a man in any way, shape, or form.”

At least it seemed like the truth, even though it still stung. No girl likes finding out, after ten years, that their man has fancied other dudes. I had to go sleep at a hotel again. I’m sorry if this series of events is tedious to read; I’m trying my best to condense it into the shortest piece possible.

It was three days later when I finally returned to the house. I warned him that I was coming, so I wouldn’t walk in and find him in my clothes, doing God-knows-what with the various sex toys he’d bought me over the years.

He was there, in the kitchen, T-shirt and jeans. I don’t know why, but the first thing I did was rush to him so he could hug me. I wanted to feel his arms around me. I loved the feeling of his warm body, holding me close. I took a deep breath in; he was wearing the cologne I bought him two Christmases earlier.

“I—I’ve thought about it,” I said. “And… I want you to be who you want to be. I can’t possibly live with myself knowing that I’m holding you back. I don’t want to be some villain in your life story.”

“You aren’t a villain,” he said.

“Just… if you want to be a girl, then be a girl.”

“And you’re going to stay with me?” he asked.

“I haven’t figured that much out yet,” I said, trying not to cry.
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It may be easy to jump to the conclusion that I was some sort of bigot, some sort of close-minded conservative, some sort of transphobic monster… but try your best to see the situation from my perspective. I was blindsided after ten years of marriage. My whole vision of my future was turned upside down. Of course, there were fears of what people would say; we sent a Christmas card to my whole family every year, and my state-side family was part of the NRA.

This meant being disowned by at least one of my siblings. This meant a lot of awkward conversations at work, and with my friends. This meant losing one or two of my more conservative friends (maybe it’s not fair to call them conservative, as I’m not speaking politically, but just in terms of general morals). But it wasn’t just about my reputation…

I liked being with my manly man: my veteran husband. He served three tours. He was a respected and decorated vet. He drove a big, lifted truck that was painted with camouflage. He went hunting three times a year, and he processed the elk himself in our garage.

He owned firearms. He wore flannels and drank whiskey. He loved sitting by the fire, looking all stoic and manly—and I loved seeing him like that. Now, that was all being washed away, and I had no idea what was coming in to replace it.

So, call me transphobic, call me a monster… but give me some credit; I was giving him a chance. I was staying with him until I knew what this meant for my life, and our life together. I wasn’t calling up lawyers. I wasn’t drafting the divorce papers. I wasn’t even going back to stay in that hotel. I was going to try this whole thing out before I made my final verdict.

I slept in the house that night, on the couch, not quite ready to sleep next to him. I had to take this slow. I still had no idea what to expect from this whole thing. Anxiety kept me up late. I put on three straight Hallmark romance movies before I finally dozed off, and then I woke up to the sound of the gurgling coffee machine.

I was afraid to open my eyes, afraid to see him dressed like a girl. I still had no idea what such a sight would even look like! The image in my mind was… well, let’s just say unflattering.

No, my husband had never been a big guy. In fact, he’d always been rather small—sometimes weighing even less than me. He had a thin frame; he was a runner in high school, but then he got really into biking in his senior year. Waist-down, he was quite athletic, but waist-up, he was what I would call ‘scrawny’. He would always joke around, saying things like, “I was cursed with this chick body.” Well, maybe those weren’t really jokes; I knew that now.

I felt like I just needed to see him as a girl—rip off the Band-Aid. So I did it: I opened my eyes, ready to see my husband… or I should say, my wife…

But he was still just himself, unchanged, wearing the pyjama pants I got him at Christmas and a white T-shirt that he’d owned for half a decade. “Good morning,” he said with a smile and his male voice.

I just sat there. What kind of game was he playing? I agreed to allow him to be a woman—so where was this woman? Why was he tormenting me?

“Coffee?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said apprehensively. I sat up and watched him. There was no woman in sight. I was afraid to ask him what was happening. I was afraid to broach that topic. Maybe he’d woken up and realized it was all just a phase, and now it was over. Or maybe it was all some dream, and as long as I didn’t bring it up, it wouldn’t come back to haunt me.

But as the morning went on, it started bugging me. It really was like he’d just dropped it entirely: a whole week of tears and fighting, and for what? Did I scare him back into the closet? Was I some sort of villain, keeping him from being the woman he wanted to be?

“Why aren’t you dressed up?” I said finally, after he changed into jeans for the day.

He stared at me. “What do you mean?” he asked, as if it wasn’t totally obvious what I meant.

I stared into his eyes, starting to feel some of that familiar frustration; it almost seemed like he was teasing me at this point, and that possibility that this was all just some mind-game prank was suddenly back on the table. “Dammit, Kent!” I growled. “You made this big deal about being a woman, and then I finally agree to it and you put on your tattered old jeans!”

“It’s all I have,” he said with a blank face.

“I have a whole closet full of leggings, skirts, dresses. You told me yourself that you put on my stuff all the time.” I don’t know why I felt so angry. It was kind of like going out to a restaurant with a little kid who begs and whines and moans to have a steak, so you finally cave, and then the steak comes and he doesn’t eat it.

“That’s your stuff,” he said blankly. “I never felt good about touching it without permission.”

“Well, you have permission now. What’s mine is yours, what’s yours is mine. I’m pretty sure something along those lines was in our vows.” I did my best to keep my calm, though I don’t think I did a great job.

He blushed slightly. “I, uh, would rather get some stuff of my own. I just think it would feel more… right.”

I sat there for a moment, trying to think of how I could be a ‘supportive wife’; that’s what all of the websites said to be. Yes, I did lots of research. I went to Google and punched in, ‘My husband just came out as transgender. What do I do now?’ And I must have read fifty pages. And, by the way, if you think I’m a monster, you should go search that yourself and read what some wives (now ex-wives) have to say on the matter. At least I was giving him a chance. “We don’t have a ton of cash right now,” I said. “I don’t think you understand how expensive women’s clothing can be.”

“I know,” he said sheepishly. “I thought I could just get one or two outfits from a thrift store. Um… maybe you can come with me.”

I felt a coldness wash over me. “Today?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

I was hating every minute of this. My girlfriends asked me to go shopping with them… not mu husband. I’d been shopping with my husband a total of ten times since we met, ten years earlier—and each time I had to drag him out to replace his old, tattered clothes and shoes. If I never dragged him out, he would still be wearing his stained, ripped Rush t-shirts from high-school.

“Whatever you want,” I said, forcing a smile. “I have the day off.”

“Okay,” he said. “So then we’ll go after breakfast.”

The car ride to the thrift store was silent. I was dreading being in that shop. People were going to be staring as he went through the rack of women’s clothing. And what would I say? ‘He’s picking something for me…’ Why couldn’t he just go alone?

We got to the store. “This is the one you want to shop at?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

I bit down on my tongue. I went there a lot, but now I had a feeling I would be too embarrassed to show my face in there again. I knew the woman who owned the place; she was working there now: pink car parked right out front. Her husband ran Kent’s hunting club. He had a big beard and he pulled his son out of school when he found out the third-grade teacher had taught the class about homosexuality.

Kent went in first. I was tense all over. It didn’t help that the place was busy. But I knew I had to get used to it, if I was going to stay with Kent. It’s not like I could just keep our relationship within the walls of our house. We were married. We were going to continue to live our lives, which meant going out frequently: shops, restaurants, trips, errands…

Kent paused at the front of the store, looking around. It was a big store, packed with clothes. The CONSIGNMENT sign was right over his head. Felicia, the store owner, recognized him from behind the counter. “Hey, Kent!” she said. “Long time no see. Oh, hey, Katie!”

I forced a smile. I wanted to grab Kent’s hand and race him out of there. We didn’t live in a huge city; we were going to recognized just about anywhere we went. But why did he have to pick there, of all places!?

“Hi Felicia,” Kent said softly.

“Looking for something?”

My heart skipped a beat. “A little bit of everything,” Kent said.

“Well, guys stuff is over there,” Felicia said.

“I’m here for women’s stuff today, actually,” he said.

Then she turned and smiled at me. “Lucky girl, Katie,” she said. “I thought your birthday isn’t until June.”

I just stood there, feeling dizzy. I had no idea what to say—and then Kent said it, “It’s for me.” And I nearly blacked out. Felicia laughed at first, and then she went silent when Kent didn’t laugh with her—and I wasn’t laughing either. The store seemed to turn dead-silent. Some of the customers turned to look. I put my head down and scurried up behind my husband, and now he was headed for the intimate apparel section.

People kept watching us. “Can’t we just shop online?” I said, hot with embarrassment. I could tell that he was embarrassed too: redness on his cheeks, small steps as he walked like some sort of guilty mouse.

“I need it to fit,” he said. “I don’t know what fits. Plus, I can’t get deals like this online.”

I bit down on my tongue. “What about a coffee? Want me to run over to Starbucks? I can get us lattes. I’ll meet you back at the car.”

“I’d really like it if you stayed with me,” he said, turning to look at me.

I bit down on my tongue. Every second felt like torture: so much judgement, so many prying eyes. My husband was now sorting through lacy bras. Oh God, why did people have to be looking? He picked one out and held it to his chest. The sign said that you couldn’t try on the intimate apparel. “This looks about my size,” he said. “And I like the pattern.”

“It’s for a girl with boobs,” I said. “You don’t have boobs.”

“Well, I ordered some pads,” he said. “And then, you know, in the future…”

“What?” I said. “In the future, what?” I was whispering, terrified people were listening to us. That store was so silent; even whispering, every person in the place could hear every word.

“I have estrogen,” he said. “I got a prescription yesterday. They said it would be three months before… you know—there’s some growth. Six months until an A or B cup. And then, after a year, there’s the possibility of implants.”

My head was spinning. It was just too much too fast. A week ago, I had a ‘hunting, fishing, and loving every day’ husband. Now, I was shopping for bras with my wife-to-be. My whole life had been flipped on its head, and I’d never liked change. I liked my life before. I would even say that I’d been living my dream life. But this… this wasn’t my dream life.

I still loved him, don’t get me wrong. But seeing him holding a bra to his chest… it seemed to destroy all of those memories that we had together. The man in those memories was fading away. It almost seemed like I was grieving the loss of him.

He picked out two bras that he liked. He picked out panties. He picked out a pair of leggings, a pair of booty shorts, a skirt, a dress, a blouse, a tank-top, a feminine sweater made tight and soft, and a cute sort of blouse that had a ruffled layer that swept across both shoulders and hung over the bust of the breasts. I thought the clothes looked a bit youthful, considering Kent was almost thirty (the clothes had almost surely belonged to a teenager getting rid of her high-school attire, probably to afford more mature attire).

The total cost was $110, paid on Visa. Felicia didn’t say a word as she rang us through. I didn’t dare to make eye-contact with her, though I did look up for just long enough to see that she was dark red all over. Surely, she was going to be messaging her husband before we were even back at the car.

I was too embarrassed to speak—and afraid of offending Kent. Mostly, I was just glad that it was over… at least I thought it was over. “Where could I buy some affordable makeup?” he asked.

My heart fluttered. “I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe a pawn shop? There’s cheap stuff at makeup stores too. It’s kind of for teens who don’t have cash… Wal-Mart has a whole bunch of cheap stuff too.”

“Let’s go there,” he said.

So we went to Wal-Mart, which wasn’t quite as bad… until I heard the voice of my cousin, Rae. “Katie!” I turned to see her, pushing her shopping cart, with her young daughter.

I rushed over to her, to block her from seeing Kent, who was trying on an eyeliner sample.

“We really need to have coffee soon!” she said. And then she leaned over. “Is that Kent. Hi Kent!”

I tried to block her. “Coffee would be great. Maybe we can go to your place. I haven’t seen it since you and Greg finished that kitchen renovation.”

But she kept leaning over to see Kent. She laughed. “Kent, I think that’s there for the ladies!” she called out, seeing him testing the different eyeliners on his wrist. He had a flick on his eye now too.

“I bet you’re super busy,” I said. “We don’t want to keep you.”

“What’s he up to?” she asked.

“Oh, you know Kent—always up to something,” I said.

She laughed. “Seriously.”

“It’s, uh… for this thing with his friend. You know his friend who does all those prank videos? Kent got roped into doing one of them.” I was speaking quietly, so Kent couldn’t hear me.

“Oh,” she said. “Well, they’re always up to something funny, aren’t they.” She smiled. Then, she leaned over and looked at Kent again, probably not fully believing what I said—maybe because I made a point of saying it so quietly. She was suspicious, and now I wanted to cry. I had to bite hard on my tongue to stop myself from bursting into tears.

Kent spent another fifty dollars on makeup, and then I was relieved to be back in the car. “Can this day please be over,” I whispered.

“I’m sorry,” Kent said, looking like he was about to cry. “I didn’t know this would be so rough on you.”

“What?” I said. “I mean—I’m not trying to be a bitch, Kent… But what did you think?”

“I don’t know,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I just feel like I don’t care what other people think. I care what you think—that’s it.”

“How can you not care, even a little bit?”

“Because I’ve had ten years to think about this. I cared for ten years, and that just ate me up inside. Now, I can’t be bothered to care. I’m not going to let that hold me back anymore. Okay—so maybe I do care. Maybe I did want to run when I saw your cousin—and if I knew Felicia would have been working, I probably wouldn’t have picked that shop… but to me, these are just hurdles. They’re like obstacles I have to overcome to be… who I want to be.”

I squirmed. What if I was one of those obstacles? What if he was building up the courage to tell me he didn’t want to be with me? I tried not to think of that; I had too much to think of already.

We got home around 2:00 PM. It was a long day out, and I was emotionally exhausted. Kent put his things into his closet and then he came out to do some work on his laptop. “Aren’t you going to put on the new clothes?” I asked.

“Maybe tomorrow,” he said. His face was red. I could tell that he was terrified of letting me see him as a girl. He was probably going to do it when I was gone, because he knew that I had to work the next day. Maybe I didn’t want to see him as a girl. If he wanted to keep that part of his life to himself… maybe that was for the best—unless it meant cheating on me in any capacity. And how would I ever know? If he had his own little secret life, how could I possibly know what he was doing?

“Okay,” I said.

And the next day, I woke up early, before Kent. I made a point of leaving before he was awake. I wanted to be gone, leaving him the house to do whatever it was that he wanted to do; that was my idea of supporting him. Maybe you’re thinking, ‘that’s not enough,’ but it was all I was capable of mustering up. I was still hopeful that this was something he would get out of his system quickly, now that he was free to indulge.

Because, look—Kent had his share of impulse fads. There was that time that he was convinced he was going to quit his job and become a full-time musician. After talking about it for two years, I convinced him to quit his job and pursue it. “I can cover the bills for a year or two.” After a month, he got his old job back. “It just wasn’t for me,” he said, after volunteering at a studio for a couple of weeks. The fantasy of the music industry was much different than the reality…

Then there was his movie poster phase, where he was sure he wanted to design posters for movies, but the reality turned out to be a lot shittier than his fantasy. He only managed to get a few jobs on small independent films, and he spent countless hours revising his designs for clients who had no idea what they even wanted.

And I had a feeling that being a woman wasn’t going to be the cute fantasy he had in his mind. After a week of getting weird looks, and maybe some mean comments, sense would strike him hard and we could have our normal life back. Now, that’s not me saying that I was going to sabotage this trans-fantasy of his. I wasn’t going to take him places where people would be mean to him. I was probably going to try my best to protect him from that vitriol… but I wasn’t his handler; he was going to go off and live his life and he was going to experience life as a trans woman—and not a trans woman who had been taking estrogen since the age of ten, but a trans woman who had already finished male puberty.

Maybe it wouldn’t even take him a whole week. That was the hope, anyway… but it turns out, I was the one who was in for the big reality check.
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Isaw Kent as a woman for the first time that evening. The sight shocked me, right to my core—maybe even more than when he told me he wanted to be a woman.

He was wearing one of the skirts from the thrift store. He was wearing the top with the ruffled shoulder piece. His legs were now shaved. His feet were in shoes that he must have purchased that day: discreet heels that made his feet look suspiciously small.

There was no wig. It was his natural hair, which granted had been getting fairly long. I’d been trying to convince him to get it cut for the better part of a year now, and it was almost touching his shoulders. I guess this is why he was resisting the haircut.

He had makeup on his face, which almost made him unrecognizable. The most baffling aspect of that transformation was the makeup skill; this was clearly something he’d been doing a lot over the years: secretly dolling himself up, because his eyeliner was perfect. The gradient he achieved with tones of brown… I’d been trying to pull that off my whole life.

His brow had been worked on: plucked, maybe waxed, maybe shaved; it was impossible to know how he did it without asking, but those eyebrows were perfect. His eyelashes seemed so long and full; I had to take a closer look to see if he was wearing fake lashes, but those were real.

The blush on his cheeks, the subtle contouring of his nose and cheekbones, the highlighted spots right where it worked best… “Kent…” I said. “What the fuck?”

“What?” he said softly.

“You…” I had a lump in my throat now. “You look like a… girl.”

He blushed and smiled. “That’s what I was going for.”

I shook my head, trying to reject what I was seeing, because it made no damn sense. This wasn’t what I was expecting. This wasn’t how he was supposed to look. He wasn’t going to get weird looks or comments like this, because people weren’t going to know he was actually male. And his legs! What did he do to his legs to make them look so… girly? They were just bare, shiny, smooth, tight… They were better than my legs. His arms, too, were remarkably toned in a feminine sort of way. And his hair; did he cut it? How did it suddenly look so girly? He had it parted differently now, but nothing else seemed different, yet somehow it was a girl’s haircut.

“You… look good,” I said.

“Thanks, Katie,” I said.

“Did you do your makeup yourself?”

He nodded his head.

“Well, that’s good,” I said. “I mean… it looks really good. I’m guessing you’v been practising for a while.”

He nodded his head again. He was standing there, shy, waiting for me to say something, but I didn’t know what to say.

“What am I supposed to do now?” I asked, honestly unsure of what he was waiting for.

“I don’t know,” he said. “Go on with business as usual, I guess.” But his voice was unchanged—and it just didn’t belong. It didn’t suit that girly image that was before me. It was confusing my brain, which was like a computer facing an error, trying to complete an impossible equation.

But at the same time, I didn’t want to tell Kent to change that voice. I didn’t want to lose that one last little piece of him—because the only other little piece of him was fluttering away now. “Hey Katie?” he said.

“What’s up?”

“Can you, uh, call me Kendra from now on?”

The question stunned me, took me off-guard, made me stutter, made me freeze. “K—Kendra?” I said.

He nodded his head. Or, I should say, she nodded her head. How could I even think of her as a male anymore? That was all gone now… mostly gone. I was trying to hold onto those last little glimmers, but I knew those glimmers were fleeting.

“No problem,” I said. “Katie and Kendra. I, uh, guess that’s us now.”

She smiled, blushed, and then I brushed by her to get a glass of wine, which was desperately needed.

“How was work?” she asked, still with that male voice.

“It was fine: a long day,” I said. “But I got a lot done.” I didn’t want to look at her.

“That’s good,” she said. “I go back to work tomorrow.”

I froze for a moment. I turned to face Ken—Kendra. I stared into her eyes. My hands were trembling. “Are you, uh, going like… Kendra?”

She nodded her head. “That’s the plan.”

“You, uh… work with Helena’s brother,” I said. Helena was my sister.

She nodded her head.

“Does… he know?”

She shook her head.

I just stood there. The worst was yet to come. Soon, I would be getting text messages, phone calls… or worse: nothing. I would have no idea what people thought about this whole situation. I would have no idea what they were saying about Kendra, about me, about our relationship.

I managed to smile. “It will be an interesting day,” I said.

She nodded her head.

“Are you embarrassed?” she asked suddenly as I poured myself a glass of wine.

“Embarrassed?” I asked, turning to face her.

She stared into my eyes.

“Um, no,” I lied. “It’s just… it’s an adjustment period.” I tried to force a smile, and then I took a big, big sip from my wine. I wanted it to burn. I wanted it to get me as tipsy as possible, as quickly as possible. I wanted an escape from this anxiety.

So I drank half of that bottle before dinner.

Kent—I mean, Kendra—made dinner: a pasta with generous spicy Italian meatballs. The dinner was delicious, though she used a bit of my wine to make the sauce, and I would have liked to have that wine inside of me in pure form.

It was weird, sitting across from her at the table. Her eyes hardly looked like her eyes. They were, like, twice the size: bright and flashing. Her skin, with makeup, was so smooth and immaculate… or maybe that was the estrogen she was taking… or the testosterone-blockers.

I spent a minute trying to decide if she was wearing coloured contact lenses. I knew she had green eyes… but these were like emeralds. Maybe it was just the mascara bringing out the colour and brightness… And then there was that smell. No, it wasn’t the pasta sauce. “Are you wearing… perfume?”

She nodded her head.

“Where did you get it?”

“Well, at a pawn shop today,” she said with a small smile. “I know it’s a weird place to buy perfume, but they have a whole counter with stuff like that there. It was ten bucks. I looked online and it retails for like two-hundred.”

“Wow,” I said. “It smells really… nice.”

She smiled. We ate. Then, she looked at me and said, “I rented a movie. I thought we could watch it tonight.”

“Um,” I said. “I was supposed to do a workout.” It was a lie; I didn’t have a workout scheduled. I just wanted a break from that awkward tension. But now I felt bad, looking into her eyes. I needed to be supportive, even if it was horribly awkward.

Now, being supportive didn’t necessarily mean staying with Kendra. I still had to make that determination myself.

Yes, I believe in vows: for better or worse, and all that… but these were special circumstances. This was a different person. This wasn’t the man that I married; this wasn’t a man at all. And the officiant also said that he pronounced us man and wife, not woman and wife—but those vows did still mean everything to me. I wasn’t a believer in divorce, but, as I said: special circumstances.

I wanted Kendra to be happy. I loved her and I would always cherish those memories, even though now many of them stung. But I still had to worry about myself, my own happiness, and I needed to prioritize my own life. I was still a person with my own hopes and dreams and my own vision for my life. When Kent asked me to marry him, many years earlier, he wasn’t the only guy in the picture.

I wasn’t cheating on Kent. Kent knew about Andrew, my childhood friend who told me, one day when I was nineteen, that he’d always been madly in love with me. Andrew was a nice guy, and one of my best friends. And Kent and I had only been dating for a few months; there had been no talk about being exclusive, so yes, I went on a couple of dates with Andrew. At the time, Kent had no idea.

Andrew was charming, though a bit poor as he was paying his way through trade school. Our date was drinking beer on the back of his truck, down by the river. Andrew looked into my eyes and told me his plans for our future: “Farm house, wrap-around porch, a few goats, some chickens, and we’ll sit by the fire every night: your legs on my lap. As soon as I can afford it, I want to buy you some cute cowgirl boots.”

Andrew would have done anything to win me over, but in the end, I picked Kent, because Kent was the one who was there when my dad died. I was at the hospital: a complete wreck. He showed up and wrapped his arms around me. “You’re supposed to be at work,” I said.

“I left when I heard,” he said. And he lost his job because of it, but he didn’t complain.

Andrew told me he would come see me on the weekend, after his week was over.

It was that single event that made me decide Kent over Andrew. But when I told Andrew that I was going to be exclusive with Kent, Andrew didn’t stop. Andrew spent two years trying to win me over. Kent even had a frightening confrontation with Andrew one day when Andrew came to our house to bring me those cowgirl boots he had promised me years earlier—now that he was working a steady job.

Kent took those boots and threw them in the trash after Andrew refused to leave with them. A part of me was happy to see how much Kent was willing to fight for me, to ensure that I would be his… but I still felt bad for Andrew.

Andrew went and got married a few years later to a pretty little model from Sweden. He invited me to the wedding, and even offered to fly me out to Sweden for a week, but Kent said it was inappropriate, and insisted I not go.

I believe in vows, but I also believe in fate. It was that morning, when I got to work, tired from hardly sleeping, that I saw that Andrew had changed his relationship status online from married to single. He broke up with that Swedish model, deleted all of his pictures with her, and he’d made his status, ‘Starting fresh.”

And I thought about telling Kendra about Andrew’s status when she asked, “Anything new?” But I didn’t want to scare her. I wasn’t trying to face them off against each other… again. Though it was hard not to think about Andrew, wondering what could have been… or what still could be.

I wasn’t a believer in coincidences. I truly believed that the universe was, if nothing else, showing me another option.

“So are you going to work out, or do you want to watch this movie?” Kendra asked.

“I guess we can watch the movie.”

We went to the couch. At first, it was a bit awkward. She was sitting differently than normal: feet up, together by her bum, knees together. Her pose was very feminine; was she doing that on purpose? Was she actively trying to look like a girl? Was this some sort of act?

She had a bowl of popcorn, freshly popped. She put it down on the couch cushion between us. “Have some,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. The movie started. It was a chick-flick—not something Kent would have picked ever… so why did Kendra want to watch it?

It wasn’t long before it felt just like watching a movie with one of my girlfriends. And is that what Kendra wanted to be? One of my girlfriends? Because I didn’t want another girlfriend. I wanted a partner… I wanted a husband.

The movie was romantic, and when the characters started smooching, Kendra looked over at me. “Want to sit with me?” she asked, moving that popcorn bowl.

“Um,” I said. “Sure. I mean—my back kind of hurts from work.” I sat stiff next to her, and then she snuggled her face into my side, putting her hand on my thigh, curling up into a tight, girly ball. She’d never sat like that in her life. And it felt weird. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I reached over and put my hand around her, feeling now like a dude. She snuggled in tighter. The smell of her perfume made all of those embarrassing memories from the day before return hard.

This was just too much, too fast. But I bit my tongue and tried to tough it out; maybe I could get used to it. Maybe nothing else would be different…

I wanted to play along with this new identity, but I wasn’t willing to become the man in the relationship. I wasn’t going to start being the dominant one. I wasn’t going to be the big spoon. I wasn’t going to fuck her in the ass with a strap-on.

Call me what you will: a monster, a transphobe, a bigot—but I had my preferences and I was allowed to have them. So I repositioned myself after asking her to sit up. I cuddled into her the way I wanted and I let her make the next move.

Normally, Kent would have put his arm around me—and maybe even tried to convince me into giving him a blowjob, since my mouth was so close to his cock. But now, Kendra had a different approach, curling up and snuggling up to me, as if we were a pair of little kittens taking a nap together. I wasn’t sure how to respond.

I didn’t hate it, but it’s not what I was expecting.

But there was no sexual advance—not even when that late scene came on where the main characters had passionate sex, filmed in a very classy, tasteful way. Normally, that would have been Kent’s cue to lay me down and kiss me all over, until I said, “I’m not in the mood, Kent!” But Kendra stayed cuddled, only caressing me ever-so-slightly on my bare thigh. I drank more wine.

It was strange. It was like being with… a woman.

That perfume smell… her soft thighs against mine… the way she was curled up. My man was gone! The only part of my man that still remained was that voice: as if Kent’s voice was now trapped in the body of some cute young woman… And she really did look to be at least half a decade younger than Kent.

I felt still, unsure of what I was supposed to do. Could I touch her the way that I used to touch my husband? Did she want to be snuggled the same way? My mind was racing.

And then another scene came on in the romantic movie we were watching: a twist between one of the supporting characters, the one with the abusive boyfriend. While discussing a pay raise at work, her female boss made a move on her, and suddenly, they were kissing: surprise, she’s a lesbian. Well, normally, the scene would have eliciting nothing but a simple, “Oh, didn’t see that coming.” But now, there was a strange tension as we watched the two girls kissing and caressing each other.

I could feel her tension. I wondered if this was why she picked this movie; did she know about this scene, or was it just a coincidence? Was it supposed to inspire something?

Well, the puritan filmmakers decided to cut to black before the scene got too hot and heavy, unlike the scene between the protagonist girl and the male love interest. We never did see the lesbians going at it—maybe because very few people actually know what lesbians get up to when they fuck… myself included.

It’s not something most people think about; it’s not something I ever thought about. I mean—I always just assumed that one of them put on a strap-on and then they went at it… but in that scene, neither of the girls had a strap-on, unless that boss just kept one in her desk. But she wasn’t that kind of character, and the supporting girl wasn’t the type to have a dildo conveniently in her purse. So when the mood strikes, how do lesbians fuck? Do they just eat each other out? Is it all fingers? Do they just scissor together until their clits are stimulated?

And Kendra… what was her idea of sex, now that she was a woman?

I snuggled myself into her lap, trying to pretend like nothing was different. And that’s when I felt it: a hard bulge. She was erect from watching the hot lesbian scene that was on the screen for less than sixty seconds. Now, it was throbbing against my face. And I must admit that I was thrilled. I tried to hide my smile.

I was an open-minded girl, but there were some things that I needed to have in a relationship. Sex was one of those things. And now, I wanted to let Kendra know that I was still a female with female needs. I gently moved my hand to her crotch. I carefully wrapped my fingers around that hard shaft. I squeezed…

But it was a bit weird, feeling the pleated skirt against my hand. And then she raised her leg up and brushed me with that butter-smooth thigh. The smell of that perfume entered my nose, and then she suddenly rolled over, wrapping her leg around me.

She straddled me in a different kind of way—not what I was used to. She had her knees bent, bum on my lap, legs outside of my body instead of spreading my legs open. She bent down and her soft hair tickled my face, but it usually didn’t feel like that—and it usually didn’t smell like that either. Now, she wasn’t just using the generic Head & Shoulders shampoo. This shampoo made her smell like a salon.

Her lips felt different too: soft, plumper, with a bit of gloss that had that gloss taste that every girl knows. She kissed slowly and gently, not the way Kent kissed me. Kent would always just ‘attack’ with his mouth, quick to the tongue, hands all over my body. But Kendra was more gentle… she was like a different person. She was… a girl.

Now, I was kissing a girl.

I’d kissed a girl before, in high-school, at a party. I did it to impress some boys who were also at the party, and my female partner did it to impress the boys too—the same boys, in fact, and we ended up fighting because of it. But that kiss stayed with me for a long time. In fact, Kent would always ask me to tell him more about it, even though there wasn’t much to say: we were both drinking and boys were daring girls to do silly things; they dared us to kiss, so we did it. It lasted thirty seconds; we shared tongues; she sucked on my bottom lip. But it was the way that she kissed me that was so much different from what I was used to… It was so… gentle but passionate, so sexy, so enticing.

It didn’t turn me into a lesbian, but I did often think about that kiss when I kissed other boys—and then when I kissed Kent for years and years. I always wondered why boys couldn’t figure out how to kiss with so much passion and sensuality; I guess it was just a girl thing.

Well, now that Kent was Kendra, she apparently managed to figure it out. Now, she was kissing me with those slow, sensual moves, gentle and playful, little bits of tongue, little pulls of the lip. Okay, so maybe I liked it a little bit.

But the way she was straddling me; that’s now what I wanted. I wanted her to open my legs. I wanted her to press her cock against me, and grind the slit between my legs—the way she normally initiated foreplay. I kept trying to wriggle her into that position, but she wanted to kiss me in her way.

I can’t say it was bad. It was just… different.

And she wasn’t rushing into sex, which was kind of nice. Kent never spent more than two or three minutes in foreplay. But now, Kendra was making it last. She was kissing my neck now. The top of her head was against my face: that salon smell that twisted my mind…

She pulled down my top. I heaved out my chest and then she went down, kissing my breasts before finding my nipple. But it wasn’t like when I offered my chest to Kent, who would squeeze my tits hard and then suck on my nipples—sometimes painfully. Kendra was more careful. Her warm breath tickled and tease my nipple, and then the tip of her tongue did the same. She drew small circles around my areola. She flicked gently with a small giggle, and then I let out a surprising moan. She licked again before giving a gentle suck.

It was something I’d never done before, reaching around her head and grabbing her hair, squeezing it, pulling it, and then pulling her head harder into my chest. She gently sucked again, teasing with her tongue. When did she learn to do this? Had she always known how to do this, but she kept it from me?

“Oh God, Kent,” I moaned. I didn’t realize I wasn’t using her new name. She didn’t correct me, probably not wanting to kill the mood.

Her hands moved gently down my body. I put my hands on her, feeling that ruffled top, made from that amazingly soft fabric. Then I moved my hands down, feeling her skirt, her smooth skin—and then her panties.

It was all so confusing, until I found her erection. I squeezed that hard rod for dear life, not wanting to lose it; it was that one little thing that reminded me that she was still my… husband. Yes, I know that she was now my wife, but she was also my husband. Oh God, it was so confusing, but I wasn’t ready to give that up.

I had a friend who’s father came out as trans a few years earlier. She told me that she changed her name from Joe to Jayla, but she refused to say ‘mom’. “She’ll always be dad to me,” she told me, and that made my head spin—just like it was spinning now. It was one of those small details that I would need to figure out how to navigate.

But Kendra wasn’t Kent, even though she was. Now, she knew what she wanted as a woman—and maybe it’s what she always wanted. She took my wrist and pushed down, moving my hand from her cock. She pushed that hand between her legs, until I was on her bum. It took me a moment to understand what she was trying to get me to do.

“You want me to finger your ass?” I asked, stunned. In ten years, Kent never asked for anything like it. I would have done it for him; I didn’t care. I had girlfriend who told me, in secret, that their hubbies liked to be fingered back there. One girlfriend even told me that they sometimes switched positions, using a strap-on that he bought.

Well, maybe Kent never had the confidence to ask. It wasn’t something I was just going to do without being told to do it; I wasn’t about to strip away a man’s masculinity. But Kendra wasn’t afraid to ask, though she was now blushing, staring into my eyes, batting her big eyelashes but saying nothing as her eyes did the talking.

“O—Okay,” I said. Then she leaned back down and kept teasing my nipples. So with my hand reached far down, I began to ‘tickle’ her asshole.

She moaned. I drew circles with my fingertip. She rocked her hips. I gently pushed into her after moving her panties aside: half an inch at most, put it was enough to make her clench, enough to make her moan out.

And then I moaned as she sucked my nipple harder.

This went on for a minute, and then there was a sudden change of positions. She spun around and sat her ass down on my face. Then, I felt her fingers moving my panties away from my pussy, and then I felt her warm breath and her wet tongue. I gasped.

She began to lick, using a similar teasing technique with the tip of her tongue. She was more gentle than the Kent that I was used to. Kendra moved around that pussy like she had one of her own, like she knew how it felt to tickle a clit, like she knew how hard to push, how fast to lick, how intense to suck… If it didn’t feel so damn good, I would have stopped to say, ‘What the fuck have you been up to that I should know about!?’

But I couldn’t help but think that this was something she’d always had, something she was always too afraid to unleash because I might say, ‘You’re fucking me like a girl.’

Well, now she was fucking me like a girl… but I thought I could make it more… normal. I grabbed her cock, which was out of her panties, and I tipped it down to my mouth. I began to suck her tip, but the moment didn’t last long. She reached down and used her hand to pull the shaft away from me. Then she inched her bum towards my lips so my mouth couldn’t possibly reach her crotch. She wanted me to lick out her butthole.

And in that moment, I realized that she’d prepared her butthole just for this.

First of all, it was shaved—maybe even bleached. And it had been douched; don’t ask me how I could tell, because I can’t quite explain that to you… you can just tell the difference between a normal asshole and an asshole that has been rinsed with water… and possibly soapy water.

Kent had never asked me to do anything like that: eating out an asshole. I can’t say it’s something that I ever thought about doing, and now, I wasn’t sure it’s something that I wanted to do. But it’s what Kendra wanted, and I needed to see if it was something I could give her. All of these little ‘details’ were relevant to my ultimate decision as to whether I was going to stay. If this is the sex she wanted, I needed to know if it’s what I wanted.

Right now, the answer was no.

But I had to give it a go. So I licked, reluctantly, grazing that asshole with my tongue. She puckered, which was a weird feeling. I licked again and she puckered again.

I closed my thighs around her head as she began to dig into me with her tongue. Okay, so being eaten out felt great… but eating a girl out… the jury was still out on that one.

I tried to mimic what she was doing to me, and now, she was pushing her tongue into me. I wasn’t sure I wanted to push my tongue into her. That hole was designed for something specific, after all; I don’t need to tell you what.

But I had to try it. I had to be open for her… for myself. I pushed my tongue into the hole and felt it tightening around me. I squirmed and wriggled and tried hard to slide it in and out. She began to rock her hips against my face. She was doing the same thing to my pussy.

I tried to find her cock with my hand, to jerk her off while I ate her out, but she had her thighs blocking me out. I couldn’t quite access that cock. It was almost like she didn’t want me touching it… almost like she didn’t want me acknowledging it. Did she even want it? Was she going to cut it off?

Yes, I’d done a bit of research over the past couple of days. I read all about that surgery that trans girls get to finish the transformation. I was too afraid to ask Kendra if that’s what she wanted, because I’ll be honest with you: it’s not at all what I wanted. I was an open-minded girl, but I needed certain things, and not to sound crude, but yes, a cock is one of those things.

Being eaten out is nice. Being fingered is nice. Being plunged with a dildo—it’s all nice. But nothing beats a warm, thick shaft sliding in and out… and then that finale: the gush of warm cream, like hot oil filling deeply, resonating…

I managed to roll Kendra over. Now I was on top of her, and she was looking into my eyes, glossy, nervous, lips pressed thin. She reached her hands up, stretching her arms high above her head. I looked down at her body. She’d only been taking estrogen for a few days, but I was almost certain that I could see a pair of buds: soft tissue that hadn’t been there before… or maybe my mind was playing tricks on me.

I looked down and saw that cock. It looked different, now with no pubic hair around it. It almost looked like she’d rubbed around the area with some sort of skin cream to make it soft and glistening. I grabbed it, feeling it throbbing. I brought it to my hole. I closed my eyes and sat down, feeling a huge wave of relief. I moaned softly.

So much was different, but that one thing was just the same.

I slid and bounced. I kept my eyes closed. I will admit it: I was trying to picture Kent, as he was a week earlier: with that bit of scruff on his cheeks and chin, with his hairy thighs against my body… no, they were never super-hairy, but it was enough to know that I was with a man.

But now, picturing that man was hard. Kendra’s smooth thighs grazed me. Her perfume confused me. Her hands moved so sensually, and she wasn’t just ramming up into me the way I was used to. She was sensual and slow with her movements.

No, it wasn’t the same. I wasn’t having sex with a man now; I didn’t even feel like I was the one being fucked; I was the one fucking her… even though she was inside of me.

And it got weirder. She took my head and pushed it down, until my mouth was on her nipple. I knew she wanted me to suck, so that’s what I did. She moaned: a girly sound that I’d never heard before. I sucked harder; she moaned louder.

“A cucumber,” I heard her say. I kept going, thinking my mind was just playing tricks. “A cucumber,” she said again—and then I paused. I looked at her and she was staring at me.

“What?” I said.

“From the fridge. Grab a cucumber,” she blushed.

I didn’t know what to do. I looked over at the fridge, baffled, speechless. Then, I dismounted the cock. My pussy dripped a few warm drops. I went to the cold fridge. I grabbed a fresh cucumber. I took it back to her and stared at her for a moment. She parted her lips slightly, as if to say: let me suck it. So I put the tip of it to her lips. She opened wider, accepting it.

Her face was so red. I just held it as she sucked it, sliding her tongue all over it. My heart was racing. Spit dripped down the length of that long vegetable.

Then, she spread her legs wide and took her knees to the sides of her chest. She didn’t say anything, but I knew what she wanted. I looked down at that hole.

Her erection was still there: that sweet, amazing cock that she seemed to want nothing to do with.

But I gave her what she wanted. I put the tip of that cucumber against her hole. I gently pushed in and she moaned loudly. I twisted left and right, pushing harder, until I penetrated her. In that moment, I no longer saw Kent. The last bit of Kendra’s ‘manliness’ went away with that emasculating penetration, with that feminine moan. “Oh God, that feels so good,” she said softly, now using a woman’s voice that shocked me into paralysis for a few seconds—until I was able to push the cucumber deeper. “Oh, yes, yes, yes! Fuck me, Katie. Fuck me in my little pussy.”

I froze again. My head was spinning. This time, I remained frozen. I looked down at her submissive body. Kent really was gone. Kendra had really taken her place. She looked at me, right into my eyes, as if to ask if I was going to keep going.

“Fuck me, baby,” she said softly.

No. I didn’t like it. A woman is allowed to have her sexual preferences. I wasn’t going to let the fear of being labeled a bitch or a bigot stop me from wanting what I wanted.

“Come on, baby,” she said in that girly voice. “Fuck me. Fuck my tight little pussy.” She bit down on her bottom lip.

“I think I’m going to take a shower,” I said, and then I jumped to my feet and rushed away before she saw me crying. I locked the door.

And then, five minutes later, she was there at the door, with that girly voice that came out of nowhere. “Katie, are you okay, sweetie?” Why was she talking like that? How long has she been practising that voice? How long had she been waiting to unleash it?

My head was spinning. I started weeping, mourning. Now, I was closer to making my final verdict: our relationship was doomed.
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Islept on the couch, though Katie insisted I take the bed. “Please,” I said. “Just leave me alone.” I didn’t want to have to run off to a hotel; I was too exhausted.

“We should talk about this,” she said. She was still using that girly voice, as if a switch had flipped inside of her head. I wanted to ask her to cut out the voice, but I knew it was part of the new her.

“Tomorrow, Kendra,” I said. I still felt uncomfortable using that name—and now, the name was starting to become associated with frustration: a reminder that my life had been flipped upside down.

She left me to be alone. And I probably would have cried all night if I hadn’t been so exhausted, hardly able to keep my eyes open. The whole situation was emotionally draining, and that kind of emotional stress really takes a lot out of a person.

I woke up to my phone alarm. It was time to go to work. I slipped into the bedroom and saw Kendra sleeping, wearing a little satin slip that she must have bought herself. I got dressed quietly and then left.

And work was miserable. Everyone was staring at me. My whole morning was plagued by ‘looks’. And it wasn’t until lunchtime that a girl finally said to me, “Is it true? Is Kent really a lady now?”

“It’s none of your business,” I said, trying to walk away.

I heard giggling a few minutes later: girls gossiping. “What’s so funny?” I asked, knowing this was about my situation.

“Your wife just changed her profile picture,” they said—and then they showed me: a selfie that Kendra must have taken the day before, because the makeup and outfit was exactly the same.

Why did she insist on going public without my permission?

No—she didn’t need my permission; I understand that she was her own person and I wasn’t some controlling wife… but these were small details that we needed to be on the same page about. Now, I felt blindsided. Kent had so many of my friends on Facebook. Maybe she was ready to come out to the world, but what about me? Didn’t she care if I was ready for it? It affected me too—and it was affecting me now.

“I think it’s sweet,” said one girl with a smile. “She looks cute.”

“Are you going to stay with her?” asked another girl. “Sorry if that’s super personal, but… well, you’re not a lesbian, are you?” There was some more giggling. It was impossible to tell if they were teasing me or if the questions were genuine.

“Just mind your own business,” I said.

“Kendra,” said another girl. “That’s a cute name. I wish I could choose my own name.” She laughed. “Then, I would probably go with something like… Alice. I always liked the name Alice. Oh well, I guess only certain people get to just pick their names.”

I scowled. “What’s stopping you from just changing your name? The process is just the same. Kent has to go and fill out all the legal papers—the same ones you would have to fill out if you want to change your name to Alice.”

She just stared at me. “So you still call her Kent?”

I turned red all over. I pressed my lips thin and cleared my throat. “It was a slip of the tongue. This isn’t anyone’s business.”

“Oh, don’t act like you haven’t gossiped about anyone before, Katie,” said Susanne. “Nobody’s making fun of you or your… partner. They’re just questions, Katie.”

“How would you like it if I started talking about the divorce you went through last year, Susanne!?” I snapped. I had to bite down on my tongue, but that didn’t stop the rage from boiling over. “Did you ever get custody of your kid back? Or is the court never get those three consecutive positive drug tests?”

She gasped.

“What? They’re just questions, Susanne!”

I was sent home from work with a stern warning. “Leave your baggage at home,” my manager said to me. “I don’t want you to lose your job over this.”

“Tell them to leave my baggage alone!” I growled.

“I’ll have a talk with the whole team and make sure this topic doesn’t come up again,” he said. But that was almost worse: being treated like some kid with cancer, everyone walking on eggshells, everyone gossiping behind my back—and I would never know what they were saying about me.

I went home crying, of course. It seemed like my life was falling apart.

And now, Kendra was at work, revealing herself to the last few people who didn’t know. My phone began buzzing around 3:00 PM: unknown numbers who apparently knew me, asking if it was true. “Long time no talk,” said one stranger. “I heard something weird about Kent. Wondering if it’s true.” I had no idea who the person was… probably some old high-school classmate… but I didn’t message them back; it wasn’t their business, and I wasn’t looking to talk about it.

I didn’t want to answer a single message or acknowledged a single one of the prying townspeople. It wasn’t their business! Was I going to have to move? Was divorce imminent? Where could I go to escape this? And would I have to tell every future parter about this humiliation? ‘Oh, by the way, I turned my last husband into a woman.’ I fell onto the couch and wept.

Then, my phone dinged again. I went to grab it, so I could throw it across the room, and then I saw the name: Andrew.

Andrew had been blocked by Kent many years earlier, so Andrew couldn’t see Kent’s new look on Facebook. The message was seemingly unrelated to the whole incident. “Hey Katie. I just moved back to town and was hoping we could maybe catch up—if Kent is okay with it, of course. Maybe he can even come along, just in case he thinks it’s weird or whatever. Anyway, let me know if you’re free!”

My hands were trembling. I’d never been one to believe in coincidences. This was no coincidence: this was God offering me a path out of my current situation. He was giving me a choice.

And I really was stopped in my tracks. I stared at that message, reading it over and over, wondering if it was real, wondering if I was dreaming. I didn’t answer. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I knew that I had to make some big, hard decisions.
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Awoman can’t just give up on her husband so easily—even if that husband becomes a wife. I’d been through a lot with Kendra… nothing compared to what I was going through now, but a few bad days weren’t going to make me throw in the towel.

Though I was realizing divorce was likely inevitable, I felt as though I’d already gone through the worst of this storm. I’d endured her coming-out. I’d weathered the reactions of friends and acquaintances. I’d seen the woman that I was signed up to spend the rest of my life with. And I knew what she now wanted sexually. I was close to having all of the information I needed to make my final decision.

But my parents had taught me to be rational and level-headed, no matter what. My dad was an engineer and my mom spent her life working in a university, overseeing student studies. They were very analytical people, and I’d always considered myself to be the same way.

And that seemed like the best way to approach my current conundrum. I needed to gather all of the information to make a rational decision. I was already thinking of my vows like a lawyer, treating the ‘pronounce you man and wife’ part as my legal loophole.

Before I could make a final conclusion, I needed to know what life would look like with Kendra. To start, we had that awkward talk: talking for the first time since the sex incident. “So the cucumber,” I said. “Is that… what you want?”

She stared into my eyes before nodding her head. “I want to feel like a girl.”

“But I’m not a man,” I said. “If you want to feel like a girl, you need to find a man to make you feel that way—and I’m not going to put on your old jeans, draw facial hair on with my brow pencil, and put on a strap-on… it’s just not going to happen.”

“It’s something that will work itself out,” she said. I hated that answer so, so much. It was a typical Kent answer, so I have to say that I was surprised to hear it from Kendra. It was one thing that remained unchanged: her laissez faire attitude. I hated that hippy shit so much: expecting the universe to solve your problems for you… But at least it reminded me of who I married, so it did come with a bite of relief.

“It needs to work itself out,” I said. “Because… look. I need a man to fuck me properly. Maybe a woman—I don’t know yet. But I need to be fucked hard once in a while if I’m going to think straight.”

She blushed but didn’t answer me. Maybe I was being too blunt, but the only way through this forest was with hard honesty.

“Now let’s talk about the Facebook thing,” I said. “What the fuck was that?”

“What?” she said.

“It’s something we should have done together.”

“I hated seeing it the way it was,” she said. “It wasn’t me. I’ve always hated it. But now… it’s me.”

“I was blindsided, Kendra,” I growled. “I get that I sound like the villain here, but you don’t know how that affected me. I know that you’re ready to endure all the gossip and all of the looks. You’ve spent a decade getting ready for this. But not me—for me, it hasn’t even been a week.”

She stared down at her feet with a guilty sort of look, and I must admit that I felt suddenly frustrated because it looked like she was playing the victim. I wanted to make it clear with her: she wasn’t going to be able to use this new part of her life as the victim card every time she wanted to get out of an awkward situation. “That hurt, Kendra,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I should have waited.”

“Don’t mope like that,” I said, shaking my head. “I get that this is hard for you too—but… since you started this whole thing, it’s been like… Kendra’s personal journey. But I’m still here, Kendra. This is supposed to be Kendra and Katie. Remember?” I got a bit teary eyed. She nodded her head.

“You’re right,” she said softly. “It won’t happen again. There’s just… a lot happening right now.”

Then, I was taken by surprise when she started bawling her eyes out. “Oh God, I’m so sorry.” She threw herself at me and wept uncontrollably into my chest.

“Um…” I said, not sure what to do.

And then, I realized that she was finally feeling the effects of that estrogen she’d been taking for nearly a week. She was being hammered by female emotions that she never knew before. And she really was crying like a girl: whimpering, sniffling. I will admit that it was a bit of an ugly cry: the kind that she had to deal with from me once a month.

I stroked her head. “There, there,” I said. “It’ll be, uh… okay.

“I just love you so much,” she said. “I thought you were going to leave me when I told you… but you’ve been so supportive and… and… I don’t deserve you!” She squeezed me hard, making me gasp. She bawled for another five minutes while I stroked her head. The rest of that conversation was going to have to wait.

Finally, she sniffled herself into a silence, and then she snuggled into me. “You’re so warm,” she said softly. “I really don’t deserve you.”

“It’s fine. You, uh, deserve me,” I said. “I just don’t want you to forget that you married me. We’re partners… remember?”

She looked up into my eyes, batted her lashes, and then she threw herself at me, kissing me passionately. It was almost like she was on her period, struggling to handle all of her pulsing emotions. It was only a minute before she was on top of me, straddling me, sucking on my face in a somewhat feminine way… but it was closer to the Kent that I was used to.

She began to kiss my neck, and then she pulled down my top and sucked on my nipples. Somehow, we ended up right back to where we were the other night. And this time, I bit down on my tongue and decided to cave, giving her what she wanted.

I reached around and stuck my hand under the skirt of her dress. I pulled her panties aside, and then I penetrated her with my finger. She gasped, freezing. “Is, uh, this what you like?” I asked. I began to pump my finger in and out of her tight tush.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, closing her eyes and letting her head fall back.

So I pumped harder, faster, with two fingers… and then three. She sat up, still stranding me. Now, her erection was standing tall, making a tent out of her dress. It was throbbing, making me long for the old days where that cock would have been deep inside of me. Now, I deeply regretted all of the times I said, “I’m feeling too tired,” when Kent would make moves on me. I wished I could go back and accept each one of those fuckings.

I fingered her hard for five minutes, until she screamed out loud: a pulsating orgasm that overtook her whole body. I’d never heard her scream like that. She reached down, grabbed my tits, and sunk her nails into my skin. “Fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck! It feels so good, Katie! Fuck! Don’t stop! Oh my God!”

And then I felt the dripping, on my pelvis. I looked down and saw the big wet spot growing slowly around the tip of her tent. Cum was pooling under my bellybutton. Wait… was she… coming? Well, it wasn’t like the cum I was used to. It wasn’t so white, but clear instead. It wasn’t quite as thick, but it was thicker than pee… so I knew it wasn’t pee. And the way it was coming down, in gushes… It was certainly cum!

I lifted up her skirt and saw it billowing out. I gasped. I was making her cum with my fingers in her asshole. I pulled out suddenly and she fell down on me, slapping her hard cock down into that warm goo. She convulsed all over. “I fucking love you so much,” she whispered in my ear.

And then she reached down. She smeared her own cum around with her cock. Then, she brought her cum-slicked penis to my pussy and jammed it into me, making me gasp. She looked into my eyes. She was wide-eyed, red all over. There was a moment of silence, and then she started fucking me like she’d never fucked me before.

She rocked my body back and forth, slamming me so hard that the couch slid across the ground by a few inches every time, until it was pushed up nearly against the wall (it would have made it all the way if it wasn’t for the scrunched up rug).

I raised my legs high in the air as she dominated me. I screamed loud. “Oh my fucking God!” I screamed. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God! My fucking pussy! That feels so fucking good! Oh my God! I’m coming!” I reached for whatever I could grab: handfuls of couch, throw pillows… and then her chest. I felt the soft lumps that were the very, very early forming of breast tissue. I squeezed and that made her moan.

The couch was wet now. I’d only squirted three or four times in my life… that was one of them… and I made a real mess. “Fuck!” I screamed. “Oh my fucking God! Fuck! Fuck! Kendra! You’re fucking making me cum!”

She didn’t come inside of me, which I suppose was a bit of a letdown… but that orgasm was one of the most powerful I’d ever had. It left me speechless. We were both speechless, blushing, and even giggling a little as we stumbled to our feet after. She hid her cock away in her panties quickly, straightening out her skirt to make herself look cute again.

There was an awkward silence. She just seemed shocked… and maybe I was even more shocked, not sure what to say or do. I was relieved to know that sex was still on the table; though I was too afraid to ask if what we’d just done: her ramming me with her hard cock—was even something she wanted, or if she was just doing it for me. I don’t think I could have held myself together if she told me that it was just to appease me.

So I stayed silent. She did the same, probably just as afraid to ask if I was at all into fingering her until she had her orgasm. And even if she had asked, I had no idea what I would say. I had no idea if I did like it. I liked making my husband (or wife, I should say) happy, and I’m not sure I’d ever seen her so happy. I’ve definitely never seen her so euphoric. Even now, she was blushing all over: glowing in a way that I just wasn’t used to from her.

But I knew now what she really wanted, and I wasn’t sure I could give it to her. I had to be honest with myself.

There was only one way to know for sure if this was something that I could accept, sexually speaking.
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Life is full of awkward moments, and for whatever reason, those awkward moments refuse to be forgotten. The next day, I lived through one of those very moments: a moment I wished that I could forget about as soon as it was over.

I walked into that adult sex shop. I’d never been inside of one of those places before, but there was something I needed to buy. In retrospect, I should have just ordered it online and waited a few days… but I’d never been one to wait. When I got an idea in my head, I had to see it through as quickly as possible, and I knew that I could turn a few days of waiting into a quick stop at the adult toy store.

It wasn’t just a toy store, of course; they sold magazines and movies and lubricants and condoms. I felt so awkward stepping in. I’d driven by the place a thousand times before, but I’d never seen it on the inside. My car was parked two blocks away, just in case someone recognized it.

There were two women behind the counter. One was older, looking like she belonged in a bakery with her curly blonde hair. The other was younger, looking like she belonged exactly where she was. She was wearing tight black lingerie that was see-thru in the spots where some coverage was needed. I tried not to look at her nipples, focussing instead on her spiked collar, and then her shiny lip ring. “Welcome to Sarah’s Secrets,” she said to me. “Anything we can help you find?”

I smiled and cleared my throat. “Just browsing.”

“A gift for the husband?” the older woman asked. I wondered if the older woman was the half-naked woman’s mother—and if so, why was she not telling her daughter to put on some clothes?

“Um,” I said. “I guess so. Something like that.”

I decided to do a slow lap, even though I spotted what I was looking for on that back wall. I didn’t want to go right for it, worried I would look ‘too knowledgeable’. Sure, I’d done a bit of searching online, but I really had no idea what I was doing.

The young woman stepped up to me and held out a plastic bag with a picture of a cheerleader on it. “Guys love this,” she said. “Every guy goes crazy over cheerleaders.”

“Oh,” I said. “Thanks. I… I don’t know if that’s really my style.” It was a very juvenile outfit, and I couldn’t help but think that it was for guys who had a deep-down pedophile mind. Even the model in the photo looked about fourteen.

“Guys love it,” she reiterated. “Is your guy more into bondage?”

“I don’t think so,” I said, and then I skirted away. I stopped suddenly when I noticed a rack of magazines: SHEMALE SURPRISE! was the name of one. TRANNY LOVER was another. The pictures had girls with big bolt-on titties and erect cocks. In some, guys were on their knees before them, in others, girls. There was one DVD cover of a trans girl taking it from behind, screaming as she gripped the bed sheets.

My heart raced. Was that what my husband was going to soon look like? Is that what he wanted to look like?

I mean she… my wife, not my husband… Oh God, it was so hard to change my mindset.

Did Kendra want to get implants like that? Did she want to get rammed like that?

“Looking for a movie to spice things up?” the girl in the lingerie asked.

“Um, no,” I said. I wished she would take a hint and leave me alone.

“A movie can put you in the mood,” she said, not easing up. “If you’re trying to get him into the mood, I would recommend any of these.” She pointed to a rack full of titles like SQUIRTING PRINCESSES, and BUKKAKE STEP-DAUGHTER. “But if it’s for you, girls usually like these more.” She pointed to another rack, with titles like, EROTIC ENCOUNTERS, and TAKEN BY THE OUTLANDER.

“I think I’m okay,” I said.

“What is it you want?” she asked, almost sounding frustrated.

So I knew I just needed to get this over with. Taking my time was a mistake. I eyed that back wall and walked towards it. “I think I see what I need,” I said sheepishly. And then I reached that wall of strap-on dildos. I quickly grabbed a pink one and turned to go to the counter, but the lingerie girl stopped me. “Hold on,” she said. “Are you a lesbian?”

I paused. “It’s not really your business,” I said, trying to force a smile so I wouldn’t sound too rude, but she was pushing my buttons.

She giggled. “No,” she said. “I mean—that’s a strap-on for plus-sized women. If this is for you, it’s not going to fit. But if your, uh, lesbian partner is heavy-set, then this is probably okay.”

“Oh,” I said. “I mean…” I tried to think of what was more awkward: telling her that I was a lesbian or telling her that I was going to be using it on a man. The reality seemed to be somewhere in the middle, but she didn’t need to know the details. “Okay. Well, she’s about my size.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “Then you want something more like this.” She reached up and grabbed a product with a smaller strap… but that was the only thing smaller. The cock was enormous: about twice the size of Kendra’s shaft.

I cleared my throat. “That’s kind of big for me,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “So it’s going to be penetrating you. That’s good to know. So tell me your preference and I’ll help you find the right one.”

“No,” I said. “It’s—It’s for her.” I’m not sure why I was telling her.

“Oh,” she said. “So wait… what’s big for you? The harness or the dildo?”

“The… dildo,” I said—and I hated saying the word to a stranger. “It’s just so big. It would hurt.”

“Have you tried one this big?”

“No,” I said.

“People usually regret buying too small,” she said. “And especially if you plan on using it anally—you’ll want something bigger.”

“What!?” I said. I felt my face turning hot.

“Here,” she said. “This one has three dildos, different sizes. You twist them to remove them from the harness. It’s a bit more pricey, but it covers all of your lesbian fantasy bases. You have petite dick, big dick, and monster cock.” She giggled and put the package in my hand; it must have weighed four pounds!

Then, she started grabbing other things for me: lingerie, boots, lubricant bottles, and even a game. “This was designed by a lesbian couple,” she said. “It’s great for experimenting with different lesbian positions.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “I think I just need the, uh, strap-on though.”

“Oh no,” she said. “You need the game. And the lingerie. Believe me; lesbians die for outfits like this. Well, you know, you’re a lesbian. Just look at it. Imagine it on your body. Your girl will be so obsessed with you.”

“Fine,” I said, shaking my head. I just wanted to leave. “I’ll take the toy and the lingerie, but that’s it. I actually need to go.”

I hated being called a lesbian. When I was younger, that was an insult; it was what girls called each other as a way of saying, ‘You aren’t cute or feminine.’ But now, it stung extra deep… because if I stayed with Kendra, then I guess that did make me a lesbian. And if I tried to tell myself that I wasn’t a lesbian, but I stayed with Kendra, then what did that mean? Then I was essentially the same as the gay man who stays with the straight woman after he comes out, wasting everyone’s time and emotional energy.

I paid for the haul and snuck out of the store. But the embarrassment got worse, because they didn’t give me a bag. Of course, the town’s ban on plastic products had recently begun, and I didn’t think to go into that shop with a fabric bag. I figured I could just rush to my car, so I didn’t pay the $0.25 for the paper bag—but I’d forgotten that I was two blocks away.

And I didn’t make it one block before Kendra’s boss turned around the corner and stopped me by saying, “Katie! Long time no see!”

I froze, assortment of dildos in my hands. He looked down and turned red all over. “Uh,” he stuttered. “Sorry, I see that you’re… busy.”

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said, biting hard on my tongue.

“Okay,” he said. “I don’t care about that. I know that, uh, the two of you are… you know… going through stuff, but hey! It’s good to see that you’re… you know…”

I didn’t know, and I was too mortified to reply, so I just stood there, pale as a ghost.

“Sex is important,” he smiled, red all over. “It keeps relationships healthy. And, uh, since… Kendra had her downstairs… you know… switched up.”

“She didn’t do that!” I gasped.

“Oh. Um, sorry. I heard that…” He was dark purple now. “I just heard he had that surgery that you see on those TLC shows, or whatever.”

“No,” I said. “But—That’s not your business!”

“Of course not!” he said. “I’m sorry. I’m not making it my business. I was just, uh, trying to chit-chat. I’m sorry if I offended you. All I’m saying is… it’s great that the two of you are…”

“I have to go,” I said, and I brushed by him. He stuttered a bit, but I didn’t hear what else he had to say. The embarrassment was done—and it still wasn’t over.

Sitting in the car parked next to mine was my Aunt Caroline. She wasn’t my real auntie—just a close, close family friend who had always been in my life. She smiled and waved at me, and then she looked down and saw that pile of dildos that I was clutching, trying to hide against my chest. I threw them into the car and pretended like I was in a huge rush, and drove off.

It took a couple of hours to make that humiliation fade—just enough that I was able to open the curtains of my house slightly. But I started wondering: is this how it was going to be from now on? That awkward talk with Kendra’s boss… was that the new normal? He was so terrified of saying something offensive. I didn’t want people talking to me like that, thinking of me as some sort of victim, as some sort of charity case. Every time I’d run into Kendra’s boss in the past, he would joke around and say things like, “Tell your slacker husband to start wearing deodorant to work!” Back then, things were… normal. Now, I was going to have to endure a lifetime of, ‘Oh, you’re so brave. Your husband is so brave,’ and then finding out later that the same person is gossiping about me behind my back…

I looked at the time. Kendra would be home soon. I wanted to surprise her, to show her that I was willing to try for her—but that didn’t mean that I was making any promises to her. I hadn’t made any final decisions. My heart needed more time.

So I put on that lingerie: a tight slip that was sheer around my midsection, with tight sheer sleeves, and a thong-style bottom that went right up my butt crack. Then It had a satin bow that tied around the waist, and it took me a moment to figure out if the bow went in the front or the back. I have to admit that it was a cute outfit.

Next came the harness for the strap-on. There were many straps that needed to be pulled up and tightened and wrapped and weaved. It was a state-of-the-art sort of device, designed not to shift around during ‘the roughest sex’ (according to the package). It said to ensure the straps around the thighs were tight, so made them as tight as they would go—almost cutting off blood flow to my legs.

Finally, I had to pick a dildo. I went with the smallest one, terrified of that huge one that I was pressured into buying. And the ‘normal-sized’ one, which was still bigger than Kendra, still seemed too aggressive. I hated the thought of seeing my husband—or wife or whatever—being dominated and stretched and ploughed by a huge, hard cock. It was bad enough that I was going to see her in full submission mode—not something I ever imagined of my hunting, fishing, and loving every day husband.

Then, she came home. I made sure that I was standing there, in the living room, strap-on tight, cock out, hands on my hips, makeup done, hair perfect. She froze when she saw me, eyes turning wide.

This was my offer to her: I would be willing to try this for her, but it was not a guarantee.

She remained still. “Well?” I said. “Why don’t you come suck my cock?” It wasn’t easy to say. I’d been mentally preparing to say it for a few hours. I felt so awkward, like I was pretending to be a boy. I didn’t want to be a boy. I liked being girly. I liked being ditsy and submissive and doing girly things. When I was a kid, I dreamed of being a princess, with a prince treating me like gold. Now, I felt like Kendra was trying to out-feminine me.

Like now, for instance, she was wearing a tiny pink dress, with white tulle sleeves and a pink choker with a small heart on it, to hide the slight bulge of her Adam’s apple. She had her hair all curled perfectly, her nails painted pink, perfume on… It was more effort than I’d put into getting ready for her! How could I compete with her?

“I lost my job,” she said softly. I have to say that she killed the mood right then and there… not that there had been much of a mood to begin with.

“What?” I said.

“My job,” she said. “An hour ago. My boss told me that he had to let me go. Orders from head office.”

“Did they give you two more weeks?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Terminated immediately. I’m unemployed now. Not even a severance package.”

“Can they do that?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. It’s apparently in the contract that they make me sign every year.”

I was stunned. I couldn’t help but think that her coming out had something to do with this. “They didn’t give you a reason?”

“They don’t have to,” she said.

“But they still should!” I said. “Did you ask for one?”

“I did. They told me that they don’t have to give me one.”

“This is crazy!” I said. “You’ve been there for five years! This is obviously to do with you coming out!”

“Maybe,” she said. “Apparently some guys complained that I made the workplace uncomfortable.”

“What!?” I said. “How!?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s what they said. And the boss told me yesterday about the complaints.”

“That’s… transphobia!” I said. I hated using the word. It just sounded so… woke—and that was another word that I hated. I couldn’t stand to think that our lives were getting wrapped up in these political-sort-of-trends. And I know, I know—it’s not political, but what’s a better word? It’s an issue that had been weaponized by political hemispheres, used to separate people into a group A and a group B. It’s one of those things that, if you take a certain side, people will assume that you’re a certain type of person.

And that was probably what did Kendra in at work. There was a certain atmosphere there, a male camaraderie, even though there were women there… It was just that type of environment, where people spoke their mind and hated the type of people who didn’t like them speaking their mind. I can only speculate as to why Kendra was relieved of her duties. Maybe they didn’t like the idea of having a trans person there, but more likely, it was that awkward tension that came with her coming out—the same tension that had been plaguing me for days: that ultra-cautious walking-on-eggshells demeanour. I couldn’t go into a grocery store without the place turning silent. I can’t say that I would want to work in a place like that either, though it’s not fair to blame Kendra.

“I talked to your boss today,” I said. “He didn’t mention anything.”

She shrugged her shoulders. And then, the room turned silent, and I suddenly felt very stupid as I stood in sheer lingerie, with a dildo dangling in front of me.

I scratched the back of my neck. “Are you going to be able to find another job?” I asked. We simply couldn’t live off of my income alone.

“I’ll start looking tomorrow,” she said.

“Okay. That’s all we can do then,” I said.

And the silence came back. That stupid feeling came back too: feeling vulnerable and exposed. I looked down to avert my gaze from hers, and then I saw that pink plastic cock. Slowly, I looked back into her eyes. “Should I take all of this off then?”

“No,” she said. “I didn’t mean to ruin this for you.”

“It’s not for me,” I said very clearly—and maybe it wasn’t the most polite thing to say. “It’s for you. I got this all for you.”

“You look cute,” she smiled.

“I better. It wasn’t cheap. And I can’t return it either.”

She giggled.

“Well, do you want to suck me or not?”

She nodded her head, and then my heart sank into my stomach. I guess I was half-hoping that she would turn the offer down. I didn’t want to think that the person I married fantasized about sucking cock. It didn’t exactly ease my worries that she might be attracted to men, that she might one day leave me for a man.

She approached me. She put her hands on my shoulders in that gentle, feminine way. She looked down my body, but her gaze went straight to that cock. Her eyes beamed with an excitement that I’d never seen before, and then my gut burned with a sense of regret. Maybe I shouldn’t be giving her a taste of something that I couldn’t actually provide for her. If she liked being fucked by a dildo, that probably meant she really wanted the real thing.

She reached down and grabbed it with her dainty hand. She gently stroked it, as if I could feel it. I bit down on my lip and watched her sink low. I watched her as she sucked that toy. She was slow and careful at first, constantly looking up at me with blushing cheeks, worried that I was judging her. I was trying not to judge her. I knew she was just exploring this side of her.

I really wasn’t judging her; I was just terrified of losing her. I already felt like I’d lost my husband, and now I was starting to worry that I was going to lose my wife.

But as the blowjob went on, she became more and more comfortable, bobbing her head more and more, sinking that cock deeper into her throat. I was actually somewhat shocked to see her take the whole length into her throat—something I could never do. I’m sure if that cock was real and I could feel it, that would have been a better blowjob than any I’d ever given, and I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about that. I mean—sure, she knew what felt good because she had her own cock to practise with… but where did this skill really come from? Was this something she’d practised before, with toys? With another man that I didn’t know about?

“Stand up and bend over,” I said softly.

She looked at me with those wide, scared eyes. “Really?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

She moved slowly up to her feet. She cleared her throat. She shimmied her panties down to the floor. Then, she spun around and bent over slowly, grabbing the edge of the kitchen island.

I pushed that dripping tip to her hole. I took a deep breath. I pulled her dress up so I could see her naked ass and her naked back. It looked so different now, even though… it was exactly the same. She never had body hair on her ass or back… She wasn’t wearing a wig. The only thing different about that sight was the dress that was all scrunched up around her torso—but somehow she looked so incredible feminine. I guess I’d never seen her from that angle before. It’s not like I’d ever been behind her before, with her bent over, about to take a cock in the ass.

I looked down, I gripped that shaft and teased her butt hole, making her whimper. Then, biting my lip, I pushed in. I penetrated her, making her yelp. She moaned. “I can feel it.”

I giggled. “I hope so,” I said.

“Oh God, I can feel it.”

I pushed a bit deeper… and then deeper… and then deeper. Her legs trembled. She moaned louder. “Shit,” she said.

“Does it… feel good?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she muttered. “It feels really good.”

It wasn’t the answer I wanted to hear. The ideal answer would have been, ‘Actually, no, this isn’t for me. Maybe you can bend over and I’ll just fuck you until I come.’ But that wasn’t my life anymore.

I pushed until the whole thing was inside of her. Then I paused, gently stroking her ass. I thrusted in and out, slowly. She moaned louder and louder. Then, she caught my off-guard by saying, “Deeper.”

But the cock was already as deep as it could go.

I groaned and eyed the package of dildos. “Hold on…” I said. I pulled out of her and left her there for a minute while I changed to the middle-sized shaft. Then I penetrated her again, fucked her for a minute until that six-inch cock was fully inside of her, sliding in and out.

“Deeper!” she moaned.

“For fuck sakes,” I growled.

I didn’t want to do it, but I wanted to make her happy. I pulled out and switched shafts again, putting on that nine-inch toy. I had to penetrate her slowly. She moaned and squirmed as it pushed in… but she clearly liked it more. She threw her head back and yelled, “Oh God, yes! That feels so fucking good!”

I started sliding in and out.

“Yes! Oh God, yes! Just like that!”

She was trembling… no—convulsing. She was on another planet of pleasure. And I suppose I was happy for her, though I’d never seen her like this when she was fucking me before. Did that mean that I’d been keeping her away from experiencing true pleasure?

I watched her, mesmerized as she squirmed and screamed, seemingly having a sort of endless orgasm while I pumped into her. I tried to think if I’d ever been in that much ecstasy during sex… maybe once or twice, after a few too many drinks. And now, I was feeling nothing, because there was no physical stimulation. That phallus that was penetrating her wasn’t part of me; it didn’t have nerve endings, and it didn’t even have something vibrating on the base to give me any pleasure. Sure, I saw some more expensive models at the store that had stuff like that… but was that really the best I would get? She gets to have this amazing endless orgasm and—if I dropped the cash—I would get a vibrator against my clit?

It just didn’t seem fair. It almost seemed like she was taking sex away from me in a way. The other night, she swapped for me: she ended up mounting me and giving me what I wanted, and what I was used to.

But now, that wasn’t happening. Now, she seemed to want to indulge in her own ideal version of sex, letting me fuck her while she screamed, “Harder! Harder! Oh God, yes! Harder!” I was pulverizing her asshole. Her cock was rock hard on her abdomen: throbbing, teasing me, reminding me of what I used to get. I held on to a little bit of hope that I would still get my turn once I was finished with her…

I didn’t get my turn. The anal fucking made her cum: penis erupting all over her chest and stomach. I will admit that it was kind of hot, kind of mesmerizing… but after she was finished, she started to go soft. I pulled out and she went limp: moaning and squirming until she settled into a comfortable place, with a smile on her face.

I waited patiently. Surely my turn was coming…

But she was finished. Then, after twenty minutes, I decided to embarrass myself. “Want to give me a turn now?”

She blushed and bit her lip. “Oh,” she said. “I—I don’t know if I can. Maybe we can try.”

I smiled, not ready to lose hope. “I’ll get you in the mood again.” I went down on her. I sucked her cock. I gave her what she used to like, what she used to beg for, back when she was a man. But now, it wasn’t working. If anything, she looked uncomfortable, as if my tongue and lips didn’t feel nice at all. She was squirming and groaning, but not in a pleasurable way. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I just don’t know if I’m in the mood.” She looked so guilty, but that didn’t change the fact that I was being slighted. “I’m sorry. We can try again in an hour. I’m sure I’ll be in the mood again.”

But it didn’t happen. We watched a show. She dozed off on the couch. I woke her up so that she could brush her teeth and head off to bed. As she dozed off again, she apologized.

I was stunned. Getting Kent erect was never difficult. But Kendra… she seemed like a totally different animal. Getting her in the mood was tricky and never guaranteed. I tried to engage with her the next night, crawling onto her while we were watching TV. I lifted her skirt and began to suck her flaccid cock… but it remained flaccid.

After fifteen minutes, she sheepishly offered to fuck me with the strap-on. We had to spend fifteen minutes adjusting the straps, and then changing the dildo from the gigantic toy to the medium-sized one. It took another few minutes to find the lubricant, because I just wasn’t wet. Then she fucked me… but it wasn’t the same. After ten minutes, I faked an orgasm so that she would stop.

A dildo really isn’t the same. It’s cold. It’s rigid, but not in a good way. It’s… I hate to say it in such vulgar terms, but it’s like fucking a dead person. Maybe vampire sex isn’t as hot as the romance books would lead you to believe…

And then, when we were finished, she had a blushing smirk on her face. “Can I have a turn?” she asked.

I was stunned. A part of me wanted to scream at her. Another part of me wanted to cry. A small part of me wanted to just give her what she wanted, to make her happy, because there was a time when all I cared about was making her happy. Or maybe that’s just what I thought, because back then, she was making me happy…

He was making me happy.

Now, I was starting to think that this wasn’t going to work out. I could keep trying. I could keep putting in the effort in the hope that thing would suddenly become perfect. But now, I wasn’t even sure what perfect could look like the way things were.

I fucked her. We readjusted the straps on the strap-on and I fucked her for twenty minutes while she moaned. She became rock hard, and I thought about stopping and asking her to use that erection on me. But it was only a minute later when she ejaculating, spewing cum all over herself in her state of pure bliss.

She kissed me when we were finished. She told me that she loved me. Then, she yawned and told me that she had a long day looking for work, so she went off to sleep early, leaving me alone with way too many questions left to answer.
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The situation was looking grim—and it got a lot grimmer when I went to do some research, hoping to get answers to a few of my questions. I hadn’t put a ton of thought into the pills that she was taking. I just assumed they were going to give her the physical changes that she wanted, and nothing else…

But then I found out that they—more often than not—murdered a person’s sex drive. They could even, in many instances, completely change a person’s sexual preferences (though that research was the subject of controversy). Erectile dysfunction was normal after a week or two of taking the pills. The website said it was only going to get worse, and recommended Viagra as a solution for couples.

So I placed an online order for Viagra, without telling Kendra. The little blue pills arrived two weeks later—and the timing couldn’t have been better. I’d only been fucked once in those two weeks, and Kendra’s cock was hardly even erect while she thrusted into me; I had to fake another orgasm.

I didn’t tell Kendra about the Viagra; I was afraid of offending her, or making her think that there was a problem… even though there was. I did something that wasn’t so nice: I crushed a pill up into a glass of red wine and she drank the whole thing without realizing it. Then, thirty minutes later, she was erect—trying to hide it at first in her little mini dress—but then she embraced it as an opportunity. We had sex, and I finally had a real orgasm… but she didn’t ejaculate.

I missed that feeling of being filled with warm oil, gushing inside of me, making me tingle all over. I learned in my research that many people taking those pills don’t ejaculate at all… or if they do, it’s not quite like what it was before: just a small gush of clear fluid.

I saw that fluid a couple of times; it only came out in drops when I was fucking her and she was orgasming: drops that oozed out of her tip and pooled slowly on her abdomen. At first, I thought it was really hot, especially because it only happened when she was in absolute pleasure-mode… but then it just turned into a reminder of what I used to get—but that was gone now.

Hell, I even missed when Kent would pull out of me and spray me all over with cum—even though it meant having to take a shower before bed. He used to love cumming all over my titties, or my face if it was his birthday. But Kendra just didn’t cum like she used to. Sex was different now, and it would never be the same.

And that wasn’t all that would never be the same. There was one topic that we never discussed when Kendra started this whole gender-swap journey: kids.

Neither of us had ever talked much about wanting kids. We were both in the ‘maybe someday’ mindset. Sure, the conversation would come up, and then I would say something like, “Let’s talk about it again in a year or two.” But I’d recently learned that the pills that Kendra was taking had made her infertile—and that damage was likely permanent. Well, the chances of it being permanent were higher and higher with each passing week. The pills were changing her body: shrinking her testes, stopping the production of sperm. Eventually, her balls would be too small to properly produce sperm, though there were apparently treatments to stimulate sperm production, but there were many untested issues regarding the quality of that sperm, and the health of babies produced from it.

When you suddenly find out that you’ll probably live a childless life, you think about children. more… and then you start to learn how you really feel about the topic. Maybe I did want kids. Maybe I was getting closer to that age where I needed something to make my life more fulfilled, to pass on a legacy… I suppose adoption is always an option… or a sperm donor, though that could be expensive, and awkward… I wanted to have a baby with my partner, not with a stranger.

I was too afraid to broach topics like these with Kendra… because she seemed to be happy, and I didn’t want to ruin her happiness. She even told me in bed one night, “I think this is the happiest that I’ve ever been.” After she fell asleep, I cried.

The happiest I’d ever been was the day before she came out to me, when I was still oblivious to this whole thing. Now, she was the oblivious one: oblivious to the fact that I was realizing more and more that I was miserable.

This really wasn’t the life that I wanted.

Kendra had been out for six months now, and I have to admit that those were the longest months of my life. I cried more in those months than ever before: usually in the bathroom with a towel against my face so that Kendra wouldn’t hear me. I was in a state of mourning what I once had with Kent. And I have to admit something, though I hate to: I dreaded nights, when Kendra would want me to put on that strap-on for her. I regretted buying the damned thing for her… And worse, one night I went into the bedroom and found her wearing that lingerie that I bought with the strap-on. “Want to fuck me?” she asked with a big, oblivious grin. She was under the impression that I loved putting the toy on to fuck her; maybe I’d misled her. Maybe this was all my fault for not being open and honest… but how could I take away her happiness?

“I had a check up with my transition doctor today,” Kendra told me one afternoon. She had a huge smile on her face, as if she was about to tell me fantastic news. And I knew that it was probably fantastic news to her… which meant that it was going to be terrible news to me.

“What did he say?” I asked, putting on a smile for her sake.

“My development is way ahead of the curve,” she said. She explained to me that, since she’d been taking the hormones, she’d been going through a female puberty. “He said that some girls go through puberty faster than others. I guess I’m one of those girls.”

“That’s great… right?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Usually, you have to be on estrogen for a year before they’ll do implants. But my doctor said that I could book now if I wanted.”

“B—Breast implants?” I said.

Kendra already had small buds: A-cups, maybe close to B-cups from the right angle… Now, she was smiling and nodding her head.

“You want implants?” I asked. “You never mentioned that.”

“Of course,” she said. “That’s always been the plan. And face feminization surgery.”

“What!?” I said. “You’re going to change your face? But—But you already look like a girl.”

“They can make it so much better,” she said. “It would be a nose job, brow reduction, jawline slimming… it’s normal for trans girls.”

“But I don’t want you to change your face,” I said, biting my tongue.

“It will still be my face. It would just be more like my face had I never gone through male puberty,” she explained. “Sadly, I’m stuck with the shoulders—but I’m lucky to have a petite frame for someone who was a man for so long.” She giggled, as if this whole conversation was somehow cute or funny—but it was just one more instance of being blindsided.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “Well, I guess you should do it then,” I said. And then I went to the bathroom a few minutes later and cried. I turned on the shower so that she wouldn’t wonder why I was in the bathroom for thirty long minutes—and the sound of the water helped to hide the weeping.

And that night, when Kendra was asleep, I did some more research. I looked into these operations. I saw some before-and-after pictures. I was afraid—so many girls looked totally different after surgery. Did they look ‘prettier’? Sure… but so many just looked unlike themselves. I didn’t think there was much left to lose of the person I married, but apparently there was.

Kendra booked the surgeries. “They’ll do both at the same time, in two months,” she told me, excited. She even brought home champagne, thinking it was a call to celebrate. But really, I was just more convinced than ever that the marriage was over. Kendra truly was out of touch with how I felt about her transition.

And I probably should have used that opportunity to pipe up, to tell her how I actually thought about all of this… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I bit my tongue and cried later when I was alone in the bathroom. And I kept my mouth shut until the surgery date. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.

“More than anything,” she smiled. But she’d never once asked me how I felt about it. Now, we were at the hospital. They were prepping her for surgery.

“You don’t have to do this. You’re woman enough without big boobs and a nose job.”

She giggled, apparently not nervous at all. “I know. And they aren’t big boobs, Katie. They’re double-Ds, but on my frame, they’ll look proportionate.”

“They’ll be bigger than mine,” I said. “But… you told me the hormones would eventually make your natural boobs bigger. Isn’t that better than fake boobs?”

“The hormones might get me to a B-cup, or a C after six or seven years. This is what I want, Katie. This will finally be how I want to look.”

I’d read about ‘dysphoria’, though I was certainly no expert on the subject. It seemed that her happiness was almost directly tied with how she was perceived physically. It seemed a bit counterintuitive to how I’d been raised: to embrace your flaws and differences. Kendra had tried to explain it to me once, but it was all too complicated. It seemed like something you could only understand with a degree in psychology—and maybe that wasn’t even a guarantee.

They took Kendra away. I cried while they worked on her. I knew I’d seen that last bit of Kent for the last time—and I was right. Her face was bandaged for three days: three horribly tense, stressful days… and then they took the bandages off, revealing surprisingly healed surgery wounds… and a much more feminine face.

I really thought her face was girly before, but now it was almost hyper-girly. It seemed like they’d changed so much—not just the nose and brow and jaw. Her whole face was rounder, softer… her cheekbones seemed higher, and her eyes seemed bigger—possibly because the nose between them was a bit more low-profile.

She was happy… ecstatic even. She cried tears of joy and hugged me, squeezing the breath out of me. And I will admit that I was happy for her. I even cried with her, overjoyed to know that she was happy.

Of course I still loved her. I still wanted her to be happy. I didn’t want her to sacrifice her happiness to give me what I wanted; that wouldn’t be fair… but then that begged the question: was it fair for her to sacrifice my happiness for her own?

I decided to throw Kendra a party a month later, once she was fully healed (and allowed to drink again). She had new friends, many she met online in transgender groups. I rented out a section of a bar and had a banner made and I invited all of her buddies and then surprised her. She cried and hugged me and her new friends all hugged her.

There were some old friends there too—but only a few, and they didn’t stick around for long. It’s not that they weren’t supportive, it’s just that people tend to be friends with others who have similar goals and priorities. And back when we befriended those people, we were on a similar life path. Now, it seemed like we were on a completely different trajectory. Kendra’s life almost seemed to revolve around her gender identity now, and it felt like my life was just being her support figure. So all of those couple friends we used to have… we no longer had much in common with them. Those friendships faded quickly. And, quite honestly, some of them just seemed uncomfortable around us, as if they were afraid of saying or doing the wrong thing.

Many of our friends just ghosted us.

But we had these new friends… well, Kendra had these new friends. I suppose they weren’t really my friends. The gay couples seemed to love Kendra, but didn’t seem to care much for me; they always had blank eyes when I spoke with them. I often felt like an outsider. And same with the other trans girls—they all felt so comfortable with each other, but I just felt like I couldn’t relate to them.

I let Kendra have her fun. I went to the bar and had a drink… and then another… and then another.

The other half of the bar was open to the public, and it was a busy night. The place was crammed with drinkers, getting noisier and noisier. I looked around that bar, looking at all of the straight couples: happy men with their happy girlfriends and wives. They all just looked so… problem-free. It had been over eight months since I felt like that, and now, I was finding myself full of jealousy. At first, I rolled my eyes and assumed that they all had their issues—or that they would have them soon enough. I watched one couple and thought to myself, ‘He’s going to cheat on her.’ I looked at another couple and though, ‘She’s probably a lesbian.’ With another couple, I thought, ‘He jerks off to porn constantly and never fucks her.’

And then I realized that I was being a terrible version of myself. I was judging people I didn’t know. I was thinking negatively about them. I was almost wishing bad on them because I didn’t want to be alone in my own state of misfortune.

“Hey there,” a male voice said. I looked over and froze, seeing a face that I hadn’t seen in a long, long time: Andrew.

I stuttered, and then I turned silent. I must have looked completely insane, with my mouth agape and eyes wide.

“Did I startle you?” he asked with a laugh.

“I just—I didn’t expect to see you. I’m sorry. H—How are you doing? What are you doing here?”

“I’m just here with a few friends,” he said. “Catching up with some buddies from high school.”

My heart fell into my stomach when he said people from our high school were there. It was still hard, being seen with Kendra by old friends, old coworkers, old classmates. You never really get used to those judgemental looks and whispers that you can’t hear.

I scanned around for Kendra. She was far away, distracted with her friends, getting all of the attention in the world. It used to be the other way around; we would go out to a party and I would be whisked off with all of my girlfriends while Kent sat at the bar quietly, usually just watching some sports game on the TV.

Now, I was talking with Andrew: small chit-chat… nothing that meant anything. I asked where he was working, what he’d been up to, if he still had his old truck… He asked me if I still had the boots, and I told him that my partner would let me keep them.

“How is Kent, by the way?” he asked. “I feel like he hates my guts—and I can’t blame him. I was pretty mad at him for a while too… but I got over it.”

“Kent?” I said. I looked back at Kendra. I was so afraid to tell Andrew. Andrew was probably going to be so satisfied to find out that I made the wrong choice…

But was that the case? Did I make the wrong choice? Was this whole transitioning debacle proof that I would have been better with Andrew?

“Are you living here now?” I asked, changing the subject. “I thought you were living in Europe.”

“That didn’t work out,” he said with a half-smile. “Me and that girl… it wasn’t meant to be. After we broke up, I wasn’t able to renew my visa. It’s a long story. Maybe I can tell it to you some other time, over drinks or something.” Then he let out a little laugh. “So Kent. You’re still together, right?”

“Yes,” I said, not correcting the name. “Still going strong.”

“I’m happy for you,” he said. “Though I have to admit, I’m also a bit jealous. Is he here tonight? I’d love to say hi to him—and maybe apologize for how I acted way back then.”

“Is he… here?” I asked, heart pounding. “Um… no. He’s not here.” It wasn’t technically a lie. Kent was gone—long gone. There was no Kent anymore.

I was speaking softly, nervously. Andrew leaned over and I had to repeat myself. Then he moved his chair closer so I wouldn’t have to yell so loud. And it wasn’t long before he suggested we go across the road, to the small cafe that was open late. My heart bounced. I looked around. Kendra was in the private back room with her friends, apparently forgetting that I even existed.

Then I looked at Andrew. I thought hard about it. It’s not like it had to mean anything—it was just a tea and a chat. It seemed better than sitting at the bar alone, feeling awkward around all of those people who didn’t seem to want anything to do with me.
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Iwent to that empty cafe with Andrew. We got a seat by the window, which made me a bit nervous because Kendra occasionally stepped outside from the bar across the street, with her friends who smoked, and she would chat with them while they had their smokes before going back in. She still hadn’t even realized that I was gone, which actually made me quite upset: another little clue that it was probably time to move on, to let her be free, to let myself be free.

And then I got to thinking about what the universe wanted of me. It certainly seemed to be pushing me towards Andrew. I ignored all of his messages, but still, there he was, thrust into my life.

“I’m shocked to see you back here,” I said. “I thought you had, like, the perfect life over in Europe.” I realized after I said it that it was probably a rough reminder of his divorce.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It was good,” he said. “But… something happened that I just wasn’t prepared for, and I didn’t know how to handle it… and… well, it didn’t work out.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s all so incredibly vague… but I know it’s none of my business.”

He smiled. “It’s been a while now; I’m coming to terms with it. It’s still hard to fully wrap my head around. Klara was just so… beautiful. I don’t really know why she did it.”

“Did what?” I said. “Am I allowed to ask that.”

He looked into my eyes. “You seriously don’t know?” he said. “I thought everyone knew. Everywhere I go, people come up to me and ask about it. Well—I mean, everyone else knows, so I may as well tell you too… Klara… came out.”

“She’s a lesbian?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “She came out as… a man. She took me by surprise completely one day. It was actually the day before our wedding anniversary. I thought it was a joke, but she was serious.”

My body was suddenly cold, but my head was hot, as if I was having some near-death fever. Was he messing with me? I had a hard time believing in normal coincidences… but this?

He went on. “She told me she wanted me to start calling her Kris. Well, I thought that was okay, because some girls go by Kris. You know—Krista, Kristine… But she also wanted me to use boy pronouns when talking about her. I mean—I guess I should be doing that now, but I just… I can’t. To me, she’ll always be Klara. She’ll always be the blonde in that beautiful wedding gown. She was so beautiful. Everyone thought so. She was a literal model. They flew her around the world so that she could be beautiful in front of cameras! It was like… her gift to the world…

“But she apparently hated it. She never told anyone, until that day that she came out. She didn’t want to be a girl anymore. And at first, it didn’t seem like that big of an adjustment. I mean—she stopped wearing skirts and tight pants, which was a bit of a mood-kill, but she still looked like a girl. She cut her hair off, but she honestly looked cute with short hair. But then she started binding her chest: flattening her breasts with these bands. She said it was painful, so I told her to stop doing it… but she just kept doing it. She endured the pain so that she could look more flat-chested.

“But people still thought that she was a girl, and that made her so upset. She started going to more extremes. I think the most startling was when she got eyebrows tattooed on, to look more masculine. She even started doing this thing called eyelash trimming, which just took away from the beauty of her eyes.

“I must sound so transphobic,” he said, shaking his head and looking down. “I know, I know—I’m dead-naming her and using the wrong pronouns… It’s so hard, you know? Maybe I am transphobic, but I tried for so long to make it work. I tried to be supportive. I even went with her to the surgery, to have her breasts removed. And she was left with these scars where those perfect, beautiful breasts used to be. She didn’t mind the scars, but they just killed me. I’m sorry—is this getting too heavy for you? I really shouldn’t be telling you all this, I suppose…”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’m actually… I’m actually intrigued. I want to hear it all. I know it’s not my business, but I… I want to know more, if that’s okay.”

“Well, that’s fine,” he said. “Though I’m sure it’s not going to make you think very highly of me. I stopped being as supportive as I probably should have been. It just wasn’t the same after that. She was taking pills and seeing a speech therapist to train her voice. I mean… what can I say? I like girls. And the only way that I could find myself attracted to her was by trying hard to see her as a girl. You know? But that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted to be a man. She got big masculine tattoos. She started growing facial hair. And I think that’s when I had to tap out. I just… I couldn’t kiss her anymore with her goatee.” He laughed, but not because it was funny. “It was heartbreaking, but I had to admit to myself that Klara was gone. Be honest with me: you think I’m a monster, don’t you?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I mean…” I thought about telling him about Kendra. I really wanted to tell him, so that I could have someone to talk about it with—someone who understood what I was going through in a way that I would never get from anyone else…

But I knew that Kendra wouldn’t have liked me confiding in Andrew, of all people. I knew that this was a conversation that I needed to be having with Kendra, not some ex-boyfriend, if you can even call him that.

“So anyway, I told her that I loved her and would probably always love her, but I couldn’t be with her anymore. I told her why. She was surprisingly shocked. She cried. I cried too. And then she tried to kiss me one last time… and I dodged it. I just…

“I look back on that moment every day: that moment that she went in for the kiss and I just turned my head. I was really just so… repulsed by the new version of herself. I guess she accomplished her goal: she really was a man, because I couldn’t bring myself to kiss her, or to even put my hands on her. It was like standing with one of my buddies. Sure, I like my buddies… but if one tried to kiss me, I would be repulsed. Oh God, that word sounds so extreme! Repulsed! But that’s how it felt! I hate to say it, but that’s just the truth. Her heart was broken… his heart. Now, he was a guy… He is a guy. He just stood there and stared at me, speechless.”

“Do you know if he’s moved on?” I asked, thinking about Kendra now, wondering if she would be able to find happiness if I left.

“I honestly don’t know. For my own mental wellbeing, I don’t keep up. I deleted him from my social media accounts. I stopped replying to his messages. I had to… it was the only way I could move on. I know I hurt him, but… well… I’m not gay. And he is…”

“I’m sorry you went through that,” I said softly.

“It’s okay. It made me a better person in the end. I’ve had a lot of time to reevaluate my life. It really forced me to examine myself, and who I am as a person. I’ve managed to improve myself in so many ways. I’ve started going to the gym again. I started a new company six months ago, and just this month, I’ve already partnered with a major insurer. It’s a restoration company—fires and floods, that kind of thing. Anyway, I’ll be making six-figures this month and it’s only going up. Now, I’m starting to look at houses—maybe something in the country: a nice little farm. I’ll get some animals… And who knows, maybe I’ll meet a woman who wants to go on that adventure with me.”

“I’m sure you’ll have no problem finding a girl,” I smiled. “It sounds like you’re every girl’s dream.”

He blushed. “You’re sweet, Katie. You always were sweet. I remember now why I was so obsessed with you. But don’t worry! I’m not going to steal you away from Kent. I would never do that. I respect the guy. How can I not? If he’s good enough for you, he’s worth respecting. But I do worry about the whole girl thing. I mean—after Klara—or, I should say, Kris… it was such a huge blow to my ego. What if that had something to do with me?”

I wanted to confide in him so badly. I could relate so intensely to everything. I just wanted to break down right there and spill my guts. I’m sure could have gone on and on and on for hours together, talking about this very unique experience that we’d gone through.

And maybe I would have been justified in telling him. Maybe it wasn’t his business, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t share it with him… Maybe things would have been different if I confided in him. Maybe we would have chatted for hours and hours and hours, and maybe that would have led to more. Maybe I would have started to see Andrew the way that I once saw him: in that romantic light.

But I chose not to say anything. I finished my tea, told him a bit about my work, and then I said, “I should get back to the party. It was nice catching up with you.”

He smiled. He tried to give him his phone number, but I told him that I didn’t think it was entirely appropriate, and he understood. After that, I never saw him again.

Then, I found Kendra in the bar. She let out a sigh of relief when she saw me. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” she said.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she smiled. “I was talking to this girl I just met—a trans girl, like me. Anyway, I didn’t get too personal about you and me, but I did bring up… you know, the problem we’ve been having in the bedroom.”

I blushed.

“It’s been on my mind a lot lately. I know that it hasn’t been great for you in the bedroom. But I think I have a solution.” She pulled out a small bottle.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s a special cream. I know it sounds weird, but you’re supposed to rub it on… you know, the testes. And it’s supposed to stimulate things… kind of like Viagra would, but it’s a bit more intense.”

I blushed. I’d slipped her half a dozen Viagra pills over the past months without telling her, which I still felt guilty about. But those nights were the best nights of that very dark year. “We should try it tonight. Maybe we can even sneak out now—though I think it might be rude to leave.”

“Maybe we don’t have to leave,” I said with a small smirk. “You’re allowed in the girls’ bathroom now, aren’t you?”

I can’t say what had changed in my mind. There was something about my chat with Andrew that made me look differently at my situation. There was something about the sadness in his eyes. I was hopeful for Andrew, and I think he made the right decision… for himself. But for me, it wasn’t quite the same.

I still loved Kendra.

Andrew never accepted Kris, but I’d managed to accept Kendra… almost; maybe I hadn’t gotten all the way there just yet, but I was getting closer. Even hearing the name Kent would take me by surprise; I never thought of her with male pronouns anymore. I would see a cute dress in a window and it would make me think of her, and I liked making her happy by surprising her by buying a dress or some shoes or some makeup.

Sure, I would see camouflage hunting pants and think about the old Kent, and that would bring back happy memories, and sometimes those happy memories would hurt…

But I was starting to realize something: Kent wasn’t actually gone. Kent was just Kendra now. Those memories were still in my head, and they were still with the person that I was with. Kendra remembered those times too. And Kendra’s gender didn’t affect those memories at all: our first camping trip, our first vacation together, our wedding… the experiences were all the same.

Kendra and I slipped into a bathroom stall. “She said it works pretty fast,” she said, squeezing some cream into her hand.

“Let me do it,” I said, stealing the cream and reached down to unleash her package from her panties. She blushed and allowed me to massage her balls. “You know… I know you’re happy being a girl, but I’ll always love this.” I motioned down at her crotch.

“I don’t mind it actually,” she said. “I’m going to keep it.”

“Good,” I said. “And I don’t mind fucking you. I actually love that you love it. But you really need to start fucking me more.”

“That’s what we’re doing, aren’t we?” she smiled.

“I mean more,” I said. “A lot more.”

“Well, if this works,” she smiled.

I massaged her balls. God, I loved the feeling of her balls, of her cock… That was never going to change about me: I was a straight woman, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t adapt to a lesbian relationship. I’m not going to try to make sense of it in academic terms, or in any sort of ‘gender ideology’ sort of way. It just was what it was, and I was sure that I would figure it out.

The cream was supposed to stimulate the balls by creating a hot effect, sending blood into the area—but it also had testosterone in it; not testosterone that would get into her blood steam, as far as I understood, so it wouldn’t affect her feminization. Look—I’m no doctor, in case that isn’t already clear; I can’t explain how these pills and creams work… but it worked, and it worked fairly quickly. She was throbbing, getting hard. Her cock was lifting up the skirt of her cute little dress. I lifted up the skirt and gasped at the sight of the throbber.

She blushed, biting her lip.

“I don’t care if it doesn’t make you feel feminine,” I said. “I’m sucking it.”

I went down and she let out a soft whimper as my lips closed around her shaft. I began to suck, bobbing my head. I missed sucking her cock. I knew that she liked it, because she would moan—but she acted like she didn’t, because it didn’t make her feel like a girl. But she had to make some compromises if I was going to do the same. It’s not like I didn’t give her what she wanted too; I stuck a finger in her asshole and slid it in and out.

“You’re going to make me cum,” she whispered with a giggle.

“Don’t you dare!” I growled. “You need to save that for me.” So I stood up, spun around, spread my legs, and bent over. “Well?” I said. “Go ahead. Fuck me.”

She approached me, looking shy and timid.

“What’s the matter?” I said.

“It just doesn’t feel so… feminine,” she said. “I’ll do it, I’m just trying to get in the right mindset.”

At first, I was tempted to lash out and say, ‘I don’t give a fuck how it makes you feel right now!’ But I took a moment. I took a breath. I reminded myself that I was in an adjustment period, and would be for many more months, at least. “Are you telling me that I’m not feminine when I’m fucking you?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes, blinked a few times, and then she smiled. “I never really thought of it like that… I don’t know why.”

I returned the smile—and then I got what I wanted. She pushed her cock into me, and my God did it feel good. I ended up moaning the way she moaned when I fucked her. I had a long, euphoric orgasm that went on and on and on. And then, when I was climaxing, I screamed out, “Oh God! I fucking love you so much!”

And it wasn’t what I was expecting to say. I caught myself off-guard. But that’s really what all of this came down to: I loved her so much. I loved her more than anything, and that love transcended everything that she was going through—everything that I was going through with her.

Can true love transcend absolutely anything and everything? Maybe not. Of course, I had my limits, and maybe I got close to reaching them. I don’t think I could have stayed if she told me she was going to get the full operation, removing her penis… I don’t think I could have stayed if she told me she wanted to see men on the side, to satisfy her attraction to the masculine sex. If she told me that I needed to start presenting myself as male to satisfy her, I wouldn’t have been able to do it.

But now, we were figuring out something that worked. It was unorthodox, but it worked. And realizing that it was working made it easier to accept her, and once I was able to accept her, it worked so much better.

I started getting used to her new friends. They started to like me more too. One even admitted to me that she thought that I was cold at first, but I seemed much warmer now. All of those little things added up to make life a lot better.

And at the end of that first year, something else happened. I was out with Kendra, at a party celebrating one year of coming out… and as I was watching her, I noticed that I was feeling a tingle all over. She was sporting a new haircut: blonde, bangs, flowing over her shoulders… She looked super cute… She actually looked… hot.

And her cleavage was superb. Her body was banging… I was attracted to her. I stared at her and realized: I want to fuck her brains out.

Maybe I did have a bit of lesbian in me; maybe it’s something that can be acquired. Maybe Andrew could have learned to be a bit gay for his husband too—but that’s not to say that he was wrong to leave him. People can make their own decisions, and make their own paths. People are allowed to have their own opinions, even if sometimes those opinions seem ‘wrong’ to other people. Sure, I’m sure there were a few people who called Andrew a transphobe when he left Kris; I don’t think that’s true though. I think Andrew is a good person. He’s attracted to women, and he wants to be with a woman; is that not proof that he is acknowledging Kris’s chosen identity? Maybe he was struggling to figure out her pronouns, and maybe he couldn’t help but use that old name… but that’s the person he loved and stayed with for over half a decade.

Maybe we shouldn’t all be so quick to judge, quick to anger, slow to understand… It goes both ways.

Kendra penetrated me with her raging erection. She pumped me hard and fast. She told me to be quiet, but it wasn’t so easy; the pleasure was intensely overwhelming. “Yes, Kendra,” I said, reaching out and squeezing her breasts. It wasn’t something I’d actually done yet—partially because I was afraid of rupturing the implants, and partially because I was a bit uncomfortable with them… until now. Now, they were remarkably arousing; maybe I saw what she saw. Maybe I was starting to get it.

Maybe the light at the end of the tunnel was a bit closer than I realized. I found myself sucking her nipples, grinding hard against her. She was fucking me with a cock… but somehow, she felt so feminine. Maybe it was the softness of her skin from the hormones… or maybe it was the way that she was moving: more elegant than she’d ever moved before. I liked it.

I could get used to it. I was looking forward to getting used to it.

I had a lot to get used to, but I was starting to see that as a good thing.

“Oh God, Kendra. Fuck me harder!” I moaned.

“Shh!” she hushed, blushing, smiling.

“I don’t fucking care,” I groaned. “Just fuck me!”

She pinned me hard and rammed me deeply. In a lot of ways, it felt just like old times… but it was different at the same time. Was it better? Worse? I don’t know… it was different, but different doesn’t have to be bad.

I came hard, screaming, and then I blinked a few times, suddenly overwhelmed with a peculiar clarity. I stared at Kendra and saw the person I married. Sure, she looked much different… almost like a different person entirely… but she was still exactly the same somehow. I can’t say I can explain it. She looked so feminine—so much more feminine than I thought she would look after just eight months of being a woman… but I guess this wasn’t just eight months for her. Her feminine wheels had been turning for years and years. She’d been quietly transitioning long before she came out to me and the rest of the world.

Kendra’s journey was well underway, but my journey with her feminization was just beginning. These things take time; they take patience. There are highs and lows. There are many lessons to be learned along the way… but the most valuable lesson that I’d leaned—and the most valuable lesson that I was going to learn—was that I loved my partner more than I ever knew before, and she loved me enough to be incredibly vulnerable with me, to trust me to support her through the biggest journey of her life.

THE END


DOUBLE BOOKED



DOUBLE BOOKED



Peter is checking into a vacation rental… though ‘vacation’ is a bit of an overstatement. It was the cheapest place he could find online, in a neighbourhood that most cabs won’t dare to go into late at night.

Even Peter’s cabbie urges him not to stay at the place, but Peter doesn’t have the cash to go elsewhere; he hardly has the cash to pay for the ride. The cab zooms away as soon as Peter is out of the vehicle. Then, things go from bad to worse; there’s no key in the key box. But there is an opened window around back, so Peter climbs in.

A minute later, there’s a girl screaming at him, threatening to call the cops. It’s a tense few minutes before the two realize the rental has been double booked, and it’s too late to try to find somewhere else to stay.

So they come to an agreement: Peter will get the couch and Tilly, the girl, will get the bed. But Tilly isn’t quite the innocent little brunette that Peter thinks she is. Peter just wants to go to sleep, but Tilly wants to make the most of the random encounter, fulfilling unique fantasies that Peter did not see coming. At first, Peter can’t say no… but Tilly’s just getting started.
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The taxi driver came to a slow stop at a stop sign. There were no cars coming from any direction, but now, the cabbie wasn’t moving. He was just sitting there, staring forward at the dimly-lit street. I knew that we were close to the house. “Is there something wrong?” I asked.

He looked back at me with a strangely pale look. He was silent, as if he was afraid to tell me something.

“What is it?”

But that silence remained, filling me with an awful dread. Why wasn’t he going? The timer was still ticking up, already well beyond $150.00. It was by far the most expensive cab ride of my life: nearly a full hour from the airport to get to that damned AirBnB rental. I wasn’t making a ton of money on that business trip. I couldn’t stand to lose much more. “Driver, can you please pause the clock if you’re just going to sit there.”

Finally, he reached forward and paused the counter. “Sorry,” he said, breaking his silence. Then he looked back at me, staring right into my eyes. For a moment, I thought that he was about to kidnap me.

“What is it?” I asked, probably sounding cross. I was agitated. I’d been travelling since 4:00 AM, and it was now close to midnight. I didn’t book the direct flight, because I was trying to save cash. The trip with three connections saved me eighty bucks… but cost me about nine hours. Then, I decided not to rent a car, thinking I could save some cash by taking the local transit… but there were no busses that went from the airport to that neighbourhood where I rented the AirBnB. Oh, and the only reason I was staying in that AirBnB and not the hotel where the conference was taking place, was because the cheapest hotel room was $180 per night, and that AirBnB was only $59 per night.

I probably should have just rented the damned hotel room. I didn’t think cabs would be this expensive. That neighbourhood didn’t look so far away on the map; I didn’t think it was nearly an hour away! And yes, there was one bus that went from that neighbourhood downtown… but it only ran between the hours of 7:00 AM until 10:00 PM, so it was no use to me, since my plane landed at 11:00 PM. At least I could take it in the morning to get to the conference.

“Can you please tell me why we’re stopped!” I cried, unable to take that look anymore.

“Sir,” he said. “Are you really sure you want to go to this place? It’s… It’s really not a nice neighbourhood.”

“It’s where my rental is,” I said.

“I’ll keep the clock paused and I’ll take you to a decent hotel,” he said.

“I can’t afford that. I already paid for the hotel. Look—I’m tired. Please just take me to the rental.”

“There’s a lot of crime in this neighbourhood. It’s not a good place to stay,” he said.

My heart fluttered into my gut. The look on his face had me genuinely worried. I didn’t know anything about Toronto. I’d only been there once when I was too young to remember. Sure, I knew that it had its share of bad neighbourhoods, just like any major city, but it was still a Canadian city. How bad could the crime really be? “I’ll be okay,” I said. “I’m exhausted. I need to sleep. Please just take me there.”

“Do you mind paying now?” he said. “I’ll stop the clock. The rest of the ride will be free. But can you just pay me now so we don’t spend too long idling outside the house.”

My heart fluttered again. Why was he so afraid? Had he seen something in that neighbourhood?

I looked forward again, down that dimly lit road. There were a few cars parked on the street: old, broken cars. The houses were all dark… a few were boarded up. There was trash on the road, and one of the streetlights in the distance was flickering, about to die, filling me with a nausea. “Whatever,” I said. I held out my debit card and tapped his machine.

It honked at me, letting me know the transaction failed.

“Let me try again,” I said.

“It says insufficient funds.”

Now, there was a red-hot humiliation burning on my face. “Oh, that’s an old bank account,” I lied. “I used the wrong card. Here—let’s just put it on credit.”

I pulled out my credit card—the one that wasn’t maxed out… at least it shouldn’t have been maxed out. I don’t think my butt cheeks had ever been clenched so hard in my life as I tapped the screen of his little machine. It froze for a moment. If it didn’t work, then I didn’t have money to pay for that ride… and that would be very embarrassing. I forced an awkward laugh. “Does it usually take this long?”

He looked into my eyes and shook his head. “Not usually,” he said bluntly.

My stomach turned. I stared at that horrible ‘processing’ screen. Then, finally, it blinked and beeped, letting me know it accepted the payment. I wanted to shout with joy, but I kept myself contained. “Good,” I said. “So now you can take me to the rental.”

He was still hesitating: looking forward, weighing his options. He looked back at me one more time. “You know… at this time of night… you won’t be able to find a cabbie to come and pick you up if you need a ride. Even the cops don’t come here this late. I would hate to drop you off and you end up stranded.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said.

“You’re just not a very big guy,” he said. “I mean—no offence, sir, but you’re a very easy target for the people who dwell around here. They’ll take every dollar from you without batting an eye.”

“Well, they’ll be disappointed to know that I don’t have a dollar,” I said with a smirk on my face—though I must admit that my heart was still pounding hard.

He stared at me with that blunt, long look. “Then they’ll just kill you.”

I felt my skin turning pale: a strange feeling that I can’t say I’ve felt too many times in my life. I stuttered, cleared my throat, forced a smile, and said, “I’ll be fine. Take me to the rental.”

So he put the car into drive and started towards the rental. We went through three stop signs without stopping: not even slowing down much at all. The cabbie was just taking the risk of being T-boned so he wouldn’t have to stop. And he hardly stopped at all when we finally reached our destination: just enough that I was able to step out, with my bag, and shut the door. Then, he peeled away, saying nothing as he went—and nearly running over my foot with the tire of his faded yellow cab.

“Jesus,” I muttered.

But I must admit that I was horrified. He had me on edge, looking around those dark streets, muscles tense as if I was preparing for an inevitable car crash. I hurried to the door of the AirBnB. The house was totally dark—not even a porch light (which the owner said would be turned on so that I could see the key box). I pulled out my phone to use its flashlight, but my hand was trembling violently; I dropped my phone and then gasped, dropping to my knees and feeling around for it. It was pitch-black, and I was sure that people were now watching me: waiting for the perfect moment to pounce on me to steal my wallet, my shoes, my coat, and then to stab me in the heart just to ensure that I didn’t squeal a description to the police.

Finally, I found my phone and jumped to my feet. Flashlight on, I aimed at the key box… but what was the code? “Shit!” I groaned. I had to open the e-mail. But the service in that area was weak, as if there wasn’t a cell tower for many miles. It took a few tense minutes to get that e-mail opened. “8364,” I whispered. I punched in the code. The box opened…

But there was no key.

“No!” I cried.

I looked under the floor mat. I looked over the door, feeling along the trim. I looked under all of the rocks around the front steps. I went to the back door to see if there was another box, or to see if there was an open door… and then I started trying the windows.

And finally, I found an open window: a small window that wouldn’t be large enough for a normal man to squeeze through. Thankfully, I was much smaller than the normal man! I stood only a few inches taller than five feet, weighing only a few pounds over 120 pounds. My nickname in elementary school was Tiny. My nickname in middle-school was Puny. My nickname in high school was Girly-Boy (that was, by, far, the worst of the nicknames). In college, it got better when my nickname became Tiny again.

Being very small didn’t have many advantages… but there was one very big advantage: being able to fit into small spaces. It had come in handy a total of three or four times in my adult life—and this was one of them. I squeezed through that bathroom window and then I fell onto the bathroom floor. I scrambled up to my feet and then I shut the window behind me. I felt a bit safer, the the warnings of the cabbie stayed with me; his voice was still ringing in my head: him begging me to go stay somewhere else.

Now, I was wondering if I got the date wrong. I was sure I double-checked everything—and triple-checked after that. I was sure that the date was right: March 15th, 2023… Now, I was trying to open up that email, but inside of that house, there was no reception; it was a total dead-zone.

Oh well—I was inside and there was no way in hell I was going back out.

I stepped out from the bathroom, into the dark living room. I felt along the wall until I found a switch… but I didn’t find it until after I tripped over something big and heavy. The light showed me that I tripped over a suitcase, which was open. Now, there were clothes all over the floor: women’s clothes.

“What the hell?” I said.

And then I saw the cellphone on the counter of the kitchenette. I walked over and tapped it, making the screen light up. The background photo was of two girls, hugging. There was an alarm set on the phone, due to go off at 5:30 AM. The smell of perfume began to waft into my nostrils… and then I saw why: there was a purse on the counter, and some makeup supplies were poking out of it.

A plane ticket was on the counter… and the keys to that house.

Then came the scream behind me. “Get on your fucking knees!” a female voice shouted. “Or I’ll blow your goddamned brains out!”
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Ididn’t look back before dropping to my knees and putting my hands on my head. “Please don’t kill me!” I cried. “I don’t want to die!”

“The cops are on their way,” she said. “But I’ll give you a chance to leave before they come. Start crawling towards the door—and don’t you dare look back at me or I’ll blast you!”

“It’s okay!” I said. “I’ll wait for the police!”

There was a silence. “They’ll put you in prison!” she said. “I’m serious. If you want to just run, this is your chance!”

I paused for a moment, thinking it was a very strange thing to say. “It’s okay,” I said. “I’ll wait for the police.” I was actually relieved that she’d called the police. I couldn’t wait for the police to come and scare off all of the scary night-people in the area.

“The police won’t go easy on you, you criminal scumbag,” she growled. “Just take the offer and get out of here!”

“I don’t want to get out of here! I rented this place! I have nowhere else to go!”

There was another long silence. Beads of sweat tickled the back of my neck. “What do you mean, you rented this place?” she asked.

“I rented it on AirBnB!” I cried. “Please don’t shoot me. I don’t want to die. And I don’t want to go out there, either. I just want the police to come and sort all of this out.”

And there was that silence again. I listened carefully, hoping to hear sirens. What was taking the cops so long?

“You’re a liar,” she said finally. “Don’t try to lie to me. Lying isn’t going to get you out of this mess. The police will make you prove that you rented this place, and when you can’t, they’ll just arrest you. I’m serious, dude: leave now and save yourself from going to jail for breaking and entering—and I’ll tell them the truth… that you tried to rape me!”

“What!?” I gasped. “I didn’t try to rape you!”

“Oh, yes you did! And the police will believe me too, when they see your fingerprints all over that bathroom window!”

“You’re setting me up! This is blackmail!” I gasped. I was quickly realizing she was one of the neighbourhood criminals. This whole AirBnB rental was probably part of some scheme that she was in on.

“Now’s your chance to leave!” she said. “Save yourself from jail—and a lifetime of being a registered sex offender!”

I will admit that I was tempted to take the offer. I wanted to run far, far away before the cops got there. I’m sure this was all part of some sort of insurance scheme: a fake AirBnB booking to make me arrive at that place… an opened window to make it look like I broke in…

But I had that email! I could prove to the police that I was supposed to be there… at least that I thought I was supposed to be there. And if I was supposed to be there, then the rape allegation made little sense… though I didn’t exactly feel like spending months with a lawyer trying to clear it all up.

“Please,” I begged. “Let’s just talk this through. I’ll show you the booking details on my phone. Please don’t tell the cops that I tried to rape you. I don’t rape. I’m not a rapist. I opened the key box and the key wasn’t there, and then I found the open window. I didn’t want to be outside in this neighbourhood, so I climbed through the window. I did nothing wrong. We can work this out.”

Finally, I turned around to see her, and she wasn’t at all what I was expecting. I suppose I was expecting some sort of stereotype: some sort of rough woman that looked like she belonged on a mugshot or two. Instead, I was looking at a petite brunette, wearing a black lacy nightgown with long sleeves. It was a bit sheer, so she had her arm across her chest so I couldn’t see her nipples… and her other hand was against her crotch, so I couldn’t see her pussy. She wasn’t holding a gun. Her hair was all done up in a careful up-do, so it wouldn’t be ruined by a pillow. She had an innocent look on her face—and a whole lot of fear as my gaze landed on her.

Now, she was backing away. “Please don’t hurt me,” she whimpered. “I swear the cops will be here any second.” The whole thing about the gun was a lie. She didn’t want me to turn around because she didn’t want me to see that she was unarmed. And that made me wonder about the cops being on their way… how did she call them without her phone?

“The cops aren’t coming, are they?” I said.

Her face turned bone-white. Her lips parted… and quivered. She looked like she was about to faint from terror, as if she really thought that I was a criminal… maybe a thief, maybe a rapist, maybe a kidnapper. “Y—Yes, they are,” she said. “They’ll be here any second. You—You’d better run.” A tear fell from her eyes, and now I was starting to feel strangely guilty.

“Look,” I said. “I really did book this place. I’m not here to hurt you or to steal from you.” I carefully reached into my pocket, and she gasped, tensing up, thinking I was about to pull out a gun. But I pulled out my phone. That booking email was still open, so I slid the phone on the floor, to her feet. She remained frozen for a moment before bending over to pick up the phone. “If you really want to call the cops, you can do it with my phone. They can help sort this out.”

She stared at that email. “They double-booked us,” she said. “I booked through VRBO. You booked through AirBnB.”

Then, her body seemed to relax slightly, as if she finally believed me. She looked up at me. “Please… just give me a minute. Please… don’t steal anything. Okay?”

“I’m not going to steal anything,” I said.

She backed into the bedroom and closed the door. I just stood there, heart pounding. It was a long few minutes before she emerged, now dressed in workout clothes: a tight zip-up hoodie and tight black leggings. She kept her gaze down as she shuffled towards me. “Here’s your phone,” she whispered. And then she grabbed her own phone. A moment later, she showed me her booking email. “See? They double-booked us.”

“Assholes,” I groaned.

“This is so awkward,” she said. “I—I’m so sorry that I threatened you like that. I just wanted you to go.”

“I get it,” I said. “I would have done the same thing… I mean—if I was a woman. I totally get it. I probably scared the hell out of you when I came in.”

She nodded her head. Then came that familiar silence, but this time I wasn’t afraid for my life. I stared at her, unable to get the image of her in that lacy night-gown out from my mind. I’d pretty much seen her naked (the gown left little to the imagination).

“Maybe you can try to call the owner,” she said.

I tried. No answer. So she tried. No answer. It was now 1:00 AM.

“Well,” she said. “I have a work thing in the morning and I really need to get back to sleep. Maybe you can just call a cab and go check into a hotel.”

“Wait—what?” I said.

Look—I’d always been a chivalrous fellow; I’ve always been very kind to women… but why did she get dibs on the rental? Because she was the first one there? It hardly seemed fair. We both booked it just the same. Sure, she arrived a few hours earlier, but we’d both paid.

“What?” she said. “I’m sure you can get the owners to compensate whatever you spend. I’ll be getting a refund for this whole thing. I’ll threaten to sue them for trauma. You’ll get your refund too. But I’m already set up here. I’ve already been sleeping in the bed. You don’t want to sleep in the bed after I’ve been in it for a few hours. So you may as well go find a hotel.”

“The cabbie told me nobody would pick me up from here,” I said. “Not in the night. And I’m sure as hell not walking the streets through this neighbourhood.”

“So you’re going to make me walk the streets!?” she gasped. “Some man you are!”

“I have the right to be here just as much as you right now, okay?” I said. I narrowed my eyes and gazed at her. “Just because you’re a girl, doesn’t mean that I have to suffer while you go on peacefully with your night.”

“Well, you can’t stay here. I don’t know you. As far as I know, this whole thing is a plot. You’re just waiting for me to let my guard down. Maybe you own this place and you set this whole thing up. I looked oil AirBnB before I went to VRBO. I didn’t see this place listed!”

“What are you suggesting?” I said. “That I booked you in and then made a fake AirBnB confirmation email?”

She planted her hands on her hips. I could tell that she didn’t exactly believe her own little theory, otherwise she would be a lot more tense, like she was earlier when she actually thought that I was a criminal.

Now, we were in a standoff. I could tell that she wasn’t going to budge—and I definitely wasn’t going to tell her to go walking. I probably wouldn’t even let her go out in that neighbourhood if she volunteered to; I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if I found out that she ended up being shot or raped and mugged… But that didn’t mean that I was about to risk my own life.

“Let’s just try to call you a cab,” she said.

I bit down on my tongue. I was too embarrassed to tell her that I didn’t have the space on my credit card to book a hotel room, even if it would be reimbursed by the AirBnB owner. I simply didn’t have the credit for a room… or another cab ride. I was lucky if I had enough cash for a cheeseburger on my way to the airport in three days. My plan was to eat at the conference; they were going to be serving food through the whole thing…

Now, I was looking at the small couch that sat next to the living room window. “What if I sleep there?” I asked.

“No way,” she said, shaking her head. “I’m not going to sleep with you in this place.”

I couldn’t blame her, but I needed her to budge for me. “I’m not going to hurt you,” I said.

“I don’t know that,” she said.

“Look!” I gasped. “I get why you’re freaked out, and I don’t blame you! But you need to cut me some slack here! I’m exhausted. I’ve been travelling all day. I have this conference in the morning. I spent all of my money getting out here. I’ll just be honest with you: I can’t afford a hotel room… not even a cheap one. Okay? My credit cards are maxed out. I couldn’t even rent a car! I rented this place because it was literally the cheapest option. I’m willing to sleep on that shitty couch, just so I can sleep with a roof over my head. I just need somewhere to rest for a few hours, before I have to leave for the conference centre. I’ll figure out some other accommodation tomorrow. But right now… just cut me some damn slack!”

She stared at me, eyes wide… possibly because the volume of my voice had gotten louder and louder until I was practically screaming at her. She blinked a few times before asking, with a quiet voice, “What conference are you going to?”

“A medical equipment conference.”

She blinked again. “At which conference centre?”

“The one in the Ramada,” I said.

“What’s your name?”

“Why?”

“Just tell me your name!” he said.

“Peter!” I snapped back.

“Peter what!?”

“Peter Bergeron!”

She pulled out her phone. I assumed she was looking me up on some social media website, to see if she could verify the details that I was giving to her. Then, after just a dozen seconds or so, she said, “There you are… Peter Bergeron.” And a moment later, she flipped her phone around to show me my own photo, on a website I’d never seen before.

“What is that?” I asked.

“It’s the registry for the conference,” she said. “I’m on the conference organization committee. I’m going to the same conference in the morning.”

We were both silent. An intense relief seemed to pour into the room like a burst of warm air. A small smile came onto her face. She was suddenly comfortable with my presence there. That little detail seemed to put her mind at ease—at least enough that she was able to let her guard down. “There’s, uh… a lock on the bedroom door. I guess I could sleep in there, with the door locked, and with all of my stuff… But you have to just do one thing for me.”

“What’s that?”

She lifted up her phone and snapped a photo of my face. “And your licence too,” she said.

“My license?”

“I’m going to send it to my friend, so she knows who I’m staying with… in case anything happens. If you try anything—and I mean anything—I’m making sure people know that you were here with me. Got it?”

A tingle crept down my spine. A small part of me was still worried this was some sort of scam, some way of stealing my identification, my identity… And it was even more tense when she insisted on showing her a second piece of ID, just to be sure. She took photos of both my licence and my passport. She sent both pics, and the pic of my tired face, to some friend. Then, she looked in my wallet and asked why I had a gun license.

“I used to shoot with a club.”

“Don’t you think that’s kind of sketchy?” she asked.

“What? Why?” I said. “Lots of people shoot as a hobby.”

“How do I know you don’t have a gun on you… Do you have a gun on you?”

“No!” I cried. “I don’t have a gun! Would you relax!” Though I didn’t blame her for being a bit nervous.

“Just let me look through your bag,” she said. “Just to be sure.”

I let her do it while I watched. She was checking out all of my items: including my undies. Maybe she was seeing if I had anything valuable.

Now, I was the one who was afraid of falling asleep. I figured I should probably sleep with my wallet and passport until my pillow. “Thanks for being… more or less understanding,” I said. “I’ve had a rough day.”

“Don’t mention it,” she said. And then she went into the kitchenette and began to fill a kettle with water.

“What are you doing?”

“I can’t go back to sleep like this,” she said. “I need something to calm me down. I’m going to make a pot of tea. Want some?”

“O—Okay,” I said. I took a careful seat at the little peninsula, on a creaky stool. I watched the kettle as it began to cough and crackle.

The girl crossed her arms and leaned against the fridge. “Sorry I threatened you.”

“Like I said: it’s fine,” I said.

“We’re going to get our money back for this,” she said. “Don’t even worry about it. I’m going to threaten these bozos with the biggest lawsuit… They won’t get away with this.”

I smiled. “I’m sure it will work out.”

She poured the teas a minute later, using the tea bags provided by the rental. The tea, too hot to drink, had a stale smell, making me think those tea bags had been sitting in there for the better part of a decade, open to the air, unused. Can tea really go bad? Probably… maybe it’s not dangerous to drink, but it certainly doesn’t taste like it once did.

But I was starving, and tea was the closest thing to food that was available to me. I began to sip as soon as the tea was cool enough to not burn my mouth.

“I just can’t wait for this whole conference to be over with,” the girl groaned. “It’s been one thing after another… non-stop for the past eight months. I’ve organized six of these things, but this one just seemed doomed from the start.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “It almost seems like someone cursed it. Two of the girls on the committee passed away. We found replacements, but one was incompetent, and the other was… well… it’s a long story.”

“I’m curious,” I said, taking another sip of burning-hot tea.

“Well, she was replacing the pharmacology department of the planning. Her job was to book all the pharma companies into booths… that kind of stuff. Well, she actually worked as a pharmacist, but ended up being arrested for some trouble she got into at work. It was a whole federal investigation, so our whole committee was pretty much investigated as a repercussion. Long story short, for two months, we had to pause planning entirely, so the past two months have just been a big game of catchup. Our venue double-booked so we had to find a last-minute replacement, and that meant changing the details of pretty much every booking we’d made: catering, decorations, and so on… Speakers keep dropping out because of that flu going around. We had a guy who was going to do a full-day talk on breakthroughs in plastic surgery, but he was arrested for misconduct with a patient, accused of rape—the whole gamut.”

“Geez,” I said. “I’m sorry to hear all of that.”

“We had our budget cut at the very last minute, so we can to cancel half of our speakers and special guests. All of the Russian manufacturers were denied their visas, so they cancelled last minute and demanded refunds. We didn’t even have enough money to put ourselves up in hotels, and that’s why I ended up here.

“It’s something new every day—I swear to God. And today was the first day that nothing went wrong… until you climbed in through that bathroom window.”

I blushed. “Well, hopefully the actual conference goes just fine. I never got your name, by the way.”

“It’s Tilly,” she said. “Tilly Harris.”

I knew the name. I’d gotten her e-mails. I’d even emailed her directly a couple of months earlier, asking her if the hotel attached to the conference centre had a discount code that I should know about—and she replied to me quite quickly with, ‘We’re working on that. I’ll let you know once I know.’ But she never let me know—and I guess I now knew why.

She took her tea and walked over to the old sofa chair. She sat down and let out a small groan. “I really just want it to be over with. The past eight months have taken a serious toll on my mental health.”

“Just a few more days,” I smiled.

“For you, sure,” she said. “You don’t have to stay to break everything down, and to settle all of the bills—this, that, and the other thing. I’ll be here for another week, making sure everything’s sorted out. I’m sorry; I’m being so negative. You probably think I’m just some whiner. I’m not usually like this. It’s just… it’s been a long few months.”

“Well, I only have a few meetings tomorrow, in the morning, and then I’m pretty much free for the rest of the day. Maybe there’s something that I can help with,” I said.

I was expecting her to just smile and thank me for the offer. I was not expecting what she actually did: perking up, eyes widening, turning to look at me with that bright-eyed look. “Really?” she said. And now I was regretting making the offer. I didn’t actually want to spend the next few days working for that committee. I was there to sell a piece of equipment—not to volunteer for a conference.

“Well, like I said, I have meetings. But I’ll also have downtime.”

“We could use your help,” she said. “If you really mean it; that would be amazing.”

“Okay,” I smiled. “Whatever you need.”

Then, she rushed to the bedroom, vanished for a minute, and then returned with a huge binder, stuffed with papers that all seemed to be different sizes. She dropped it on my lap, making me gasp. The weight of it made my eyes bulge out from my head. “What is this?” I asked.

“It’s the Friday PM schedule—all of the vendors and special guests for tomorrow afternoon.” She bent over and flipped it open to the first page, which was a messy hand-written schedule. “This is the most important section here. These codes here, they tell you which page to flip to if you need more info. But basically, it just tells you where people need to go. It looks daunting, but all you have to do is stand by the special entrance door, where vendors and special guests arrive, and then point them in the right direction. They’ll give you their name, you ask for accreditation, and then flip to their page. Let’s practise.”

“Oh God,” I whispered, regretting my offer.

“Okay, so let’s say that I’m the rep for AME Equipment. Hi there! I just checked in and the lady told me to talk to you. Where should I set up?” She had a big smile on her face. Now, she was motioning her head down at the binder. “Go ahead, look it up,” she whispered.

So I looked down at the sheet, which was not in alphabetical order. In fact, I have no idea what order it was in, if it was even in an order at all. It took me a minute, but I found AME Equipment. It had a page number, so I flipped through that heavy binder. Finally, after a long minute, I found the info on AME Equipment. “Um…” I flipped through more pages; the file on AME was huge. But eventually, I found a diagram of the floor plan, and there was a box circled in red. “I, uh, guess this is where you’re going. Booth 115.”

“Okay, thanks,” she said with a big smile. “And where can I load in through?”

“Load in?”

“Which bay in the loading bay?”

“Oh…” I flipped another page and saw a diagram of the loading bay. “It says… bay 13.”

“Great. You’ve been so helpful.” She giggled. “See? That was easy, wasn’t it? I thought I was going to have to spend the whole afternoon doing this while I also did all of the Saturday confirmations—but if you can do this. Oh God, that would be so helpful! Seriously, Peter! You’re a lifesaver.”

“Oh… okay,” I said. I deeply regretted my offer. I did not want to spend eight hours with that heavy binder, flipping through pages, trying to direct people in the right direction. I was there to sell equipment. I paid a lot of money for the chance to be there, to hopefully springboard my career…

But for some reason, I couldn’t say no to her. I still felt guilty for giving her the scare of her life—even though it wasn’t my fault at all.

“Seriously. Thanks so much,” she said.

“Don’t mention it,” I smiled. “But, uh, I’m pretty busy Saturday and Sunday.”

“Any help is appreciated,” she said.

I blushed and looked away, sipping more of that hot tea. Then, I relaxed into that couch, which would also be my bed. “My God,” I groaned. “What a day.”

“You and me both,” she said, letting out a small groan of her own. “Want to know how my day started?”

“Sure.”

“I got to the airport, went through security, went through customs… and then, ten minutes before I was supposed to board, three customs agents came up to me and told me to follow them. I spent four hours in a small room, door locked. They had the AC turned on, and I swear it was freezing in there. They came in and told me I couldn’t leave until I admitted what I’d been doing. Well, of course I had no idea what they were talking about… finally, after what felt like a lifetime, they moved me to another room where some luggage was sitting. ‘Last chance,’ they said to me, pointing to the bag. I had no idea what was happening. ‘Whose bag is that? What’s happening?’ I said. Well, it turned out to be someone else’s bag. They mixed up the tags when I checked in for the flight. That bag was filled with stolen drugs, from a pharmacy in Chicago. Well—you can imagine how that looked, with me on my way to a medical equipment convention, which would be filled with prescription drugs… It didn’t look good, but thankfully they ended up catching the right person before the next flight for Toronto left.

“And that was just the start of my day. Oh God, I don’t even want to tell you what happened next. I’m not sure I want to relive it.”

“What? What happened?” I asked.

“The plane nearly crashed. An object hit one of the turbines—they think it was a bird or a balloon or something, but it was enough to jam the turbine. It must have been one big bird, because we all felt it—and then the plane just started falling from the sky. It was in a free-fall for five whole seconds before the pilot managed to regain control. I’m no plane expert by any means… but those few seconds felt like a lifetime. People were screaming. One woman literally shit herself. The flight attendants—once the plane was straightened up—had to help her into the back and find her a change of pants. And the smell! Oh well, you don’t want to hear those details. We were all shaken up. I’m sure more than a few people wet themselves during those few seconds. My hands were still shaking when I was waiting at the baggage claim… And then my bags, of course, didn’t show up. I waited three hours while they searched for them. Thankfully, they found one of them—the one with most of the important stuff…”

“Well, I’m sorry to hear all of that. But bad days are usually followed by good days,” I said. “At least in my experience. So maybe tomorrow will be the best day of your life.”

She smiled. “I could really just use a drink,” she said. “But by the time I got out of the airport, all of the liquor stores were closed. Oh God, I would kill a man for a glass of wine.”

I perked up. “I can maybe help there,” I said, darting over to my own little bag. I didn’t bring much with me: just my prototype, a couple outfit changes, and a bottle of Jack Daniels. I took out that bottle. “Do you want some?” I asked, waving the bottle in the air.

She stared at the bottle. She eyed the clock. She looked back at the bottle. “Maybe just a little bit.” She blushed and smiled.
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Tilly was a bit of a chatter-mouth. Once I got her talking, she didn’t seem to want to stop, though I must admit that she had a number of fairly interesting stories. She was a young-looking woman; I would have guessed twenty-two, so I was surprised when she told me she was thirty-six.

She started her medical career as a medic with the army. She served overseas, on frontlines. She’d seen action. In fact, she told me that she was involved in a very famous battle in Afghanistan. A few books and a movie were made about that particular battle.

And then she got involved with the army from a different angle, as an investigator with the military police division, specifically working on medical-related investigations, though she told me she couldn’t tell me much about it. “I could go to military prison for talking about it,” she said. “But you wouldn’t believe what some people try to do to get out of being deployed… you’d think they’d been conscripted.”

I couldn’t say my life had been quite so interesting, though I wasn’t quite her age yet. She had a good decade on me.

Tilly’s chattiness became more intense as she drank—and it didn’t take much to get her drunk. One single drink, and she was going off as if we were old friends—and she would laugh at the tiniest joke. She had a loud, contagious laugh. I eyed the clock and saw that it was now 2:30 AM. I suggested to her that we go to bed, and she looked at the clock and said, “Wow! Look at that! It’s so late!” And then she would keep on talking.

Though I didn’t mind… Yes, I would have loved to get some sleep, but all of her little stories took my mind away from my troubles: my money troubles… my apartment troubles (I was facing my third eviction in two years)… my girl troubles… my family troubles.

When she started telling me about fishing with her dad on the Bayou, I started thinking about my own father. Our relationship wasn’t good, and it hadn’t been good since I was fourteen. I remember the day that he took me to the doctor to ask why I wasn’t having a growth spurt like the other kids my age. The doctor did some tests, checking out my thyroid and looking at other levels of this-and-that in my blood. They wanted to know why I was almost a whole foot shorter than my male peers. The diagnosis? “He’s just a small guy.” It didn’t seem like a huge deal to me, but my dad was a huge hockey fan, and had always wanted a son in the NHL.

But they don’t want tiny guys in the NHL… or the AHL… or on any half-decent team that gets even remotely physical. I was never that interested in hockey anyway, so the news didn’t sting… but my dad went into a strange grieving stage…

“He wasn’t the same after that,” I told Tilly. I don’t know how we got on the subject, but that sort of thing happens when you sit up for hours, chatting, drinking. One subject leads to another, and then another… First, you’re talking about your high-school crush and then you’re suddenly talking about Illuminati conspiracies. “My dad just… stopped liking me.”

“I’m sure he didn’t stop liking you,” Tilly said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It really wasn’t the same. He stopped taking me out to the rink. Before that, we would just go skate for fun… but once a hockey career was off the table, he wasn’t interested. He stopped talking to me during dinnertime; we would just sit quietly. Instead of watching TV in the living room in the evenings, he would go watch in his bedroom. He stopped watching hockey entirely, as if it was too painful… I don’t know why I’m telling you all of this.” I laughed awkwardly.

“Have you thought of seeing a therapist about it?” she asked.

“It’s not traumatizing or anything. It just… is what it is. My dad wanted a sports boy and he got a tiny guy. I’ll never forget when I turned eighteen, and my mom smiled and made a little joke. She said, ‘Now you can go out and find a girl and start giving us grandchildren.’ And my dad just sat there, brooding, and he bit his tongue and said, ‘No girl’s going to want him.’ It was… crushing.”

“What?” Tilly said. “He said that?”

I nodded my head. “He also said that it was for the best, because I would just pass on my genetics.”

“Asshole,” Tilly said, shaking her head. “Those are his genetics too. What a dumbass. Sorry—I know it’s your dad… but he sounds like an asshole.”

“You aren’t wrong,” I smiled. “But he’s kind of right; girls don’t really want little guys. I mean—I’m not trying to get down and depressed, but ask any girl to describe their ideal guy, and if they don’t say ‘tall’ then they will at least say, ‘not too short’.”

“I prefer small guys,” she said with a smile, but it felt like pity. I was realizing now that I’d probably come off as some pity-party charity case. I didn’t want her pity. I wasn’t telling her about my dad to fish for empathy, or phoney compliments.

“It’s fine,” I laughed. “I know that’s not true, but it’s really not a big deal.”

“It is true,” she said. “I really do prefer small guys.”

“No, you don’t,” I said, shaking my head, brushing her off.

“It’s true!” she insisted.

“I don’t believe you.”

“That’s just because you’re insecure.”

I gasped. “I am not!” I cried. “I knew you would think that if I told you about my dad. I don’t know why I told you anything. I’m not insecure.”

“Yes, you are,” she urged, now with an annoying know-it-all tone in her voice. “It’s fine. Everyone is insecure about something. It’s only natural.”

“I’m not insecure, okay? I’ve come to terms with it; I’m short and girls prefer tall. It’s not that big of a deal. I’ll continue living my life and I’ll work with the cards I was dealt. It might hold me back a little bit, but it’s nothing I can’t overcome. But please, do me a favour, and don’t try to convince me that you’re into short guys. Next you’re going to tell me that you prefer ugly guys too.”

“Do you think that you’re ugly, Peter?” she asked, leaning forward, as if she was pretending to be a therapist.

“No!” I said.

“Because you’re not ugly,” she said, as if she was handing out charity.

“I know that I’m not!”

“You’ve got a very pretty face,” she said.

“Okay, stop it already. Now you’re just patronizing me,” I said.

“Stop being insecure and take the compliment, Peter!” she said.

“I’m not being insecure!”

This went on for a minute or two. We were stuck in a loop: her insisting that I was insecure and that she was being genuine, and me insisting that I wasn’t insecure, that I didn’t care what she thought… and that I didn’t think that she was being genuine. Finally, I broke the cycle by saying, “Okay, tell me then: what is it that you like about short guys?”

And then she smiled, blushed, and said, “They look cuter as girls.”
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That comment took me by surprise, leaving me speechless as I mulled over it in my head. Did she just say what I thought she said? I stared at her, and she was just grinning at me.

So it wasn’t a charity compliment after all… it was a jab. She was just like the rest of the mean girls in high-school. It was all just a build-up to the big punchline—one that I was so, so used to hearing: “Peter, you look like a girl.” Maybe she was trying to prove that I was, in fact, insecure. Maybe she was trying to get an overreaction from me so that she could point her finger and say, “Ah ha! I knew it!” But I wasn’t going to give her that reaction.

“Alright,” I said. “If that’s your idea of a joke, we should probably get some sleep before tomorrow.”

“A joke?” she said. “What do you mean, a joke?”

“I get it: ha-ha, I look like a girl because I’m small.”

“I didn’t say that, Peter,” she said.

“In different words,” I insisted.

“Are you insinuating that I’m a liar?” she asked, tilting her head to one side.

“Yes,” I said. “Or a joker… or just salty about the whole… break-in incident. You’re being rude, and I think it’s best if we just call it a night.”

“Rude?” she said, gasping with a strange amount of genuine shock. “You insisting that my preferences are so… outrageous! Now that’s rude!”

“What the hell are you on about?” I asked, shaking my head.

“You’re mocking me because I happen to prefer small guys,” she said.

“No,” I said. I cleared my throat and clarified, even though I knew she didn’t actually need clarification; she was putting words in my mouth intentionally. “You insinuated that small men pass better as women, insinuating that I—a small man—am more feminine than the average male.”

“Well,” she said. “I suppose that is exactly what I’m insinuating, but why is it an insult? It’s just a fact, Peter; it’s not something to get wound up over. Are women not smaller, generally speaking, than men?”

“Of course they are,” I said, shaking my head, unsure what kind of point she was trying to make.

“Okay…” she continued. “So isn’t it reasonable to say that smaller men make for more convincing women than taller men—or even men of average-stature?”

“Okay, so what?” I said.

“So, if I happen to prefer girly boys, then isn’t it reasonable that I would prefer shorter men?” she asked with a completely blunt tone of voice.

I was speechless, unsure of what point she was trying to make. I no longer knew if she was trying to insult me, or if she was actually trying to make some sort of genuine point.

“In high-school, I thought that I was a lesbian—or maybe bi,” she went on. “I wasn’t attracted to the guys that the other girls were attracted to. I only liked the small guys, but they were all so shy; it was impossible to talk to them. So I experimented with girls. I thought the girls were all so pretty, and I liked that… but after being with a few of them…” She cleared her throat and blushed. “Well, let’s just say, it wasn’t for me. Then, one day, a guy named Eric built up the courage to ask me on a date. He was a small guy… kind of like you. He was so shy—hardly able to say a single word on our date. By our third date, he was still so quiet. Well, it didn’t work out with Eric. I thought he was cute, but he just wouldn’t come out of his shell, and it didn’t feel like he was my boyfriend. Dating him seemed like hard work.

“Well, a few months later, it was the Christmas concert. There were two plays that year, one by the girls, and one by the guys. The girls took it seriously, doing some Shakespeare thing… but the boys were boys, doing some silly play that made everyone laugh. Well, there were a few girl parts in the boy play, so some of the boys dressed up like girls. They did it jokingly, getting laughs from everyone. But then Eric came onto the stage in a small dress and white thigh-high stockings. It took the crowd a few moments to realize he wasn’t actually a girl, then they laughed… but I wasn’t laughing. I was in love. I swear my heart nearly burst out from my chest. I wanted to run up on that stage and pounce on him.”

I found myself blushing, not quite sure whether to believe her tale.

“That night, after the concert, I found him and took his hand, and I led him to a room, and I damn-near forced him to take me. I made him put the dress back on first. He had no idea what was happening—and honestly, I wasn’t quite sure what was happening either. I was just… like a different person. I had these urges that I just couldn’t control. When I saw him in that little dress, I just melted. I couldn’t stop myself from giving myself up to him. I took his virginity and he took mine.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s probably… too much information.”

She giggled, turning red. “Well, it’s the truth. It’s what happened. Then, the next day, I begged him to take me back, but he was all awkward and confused. He agreed to date me. We went on another date, and at the end of the night, we went back to my house. My parents were out of town and I thought we would get wild. I picked out a dress and begged him to put it on, but he wouldn’t do it. I begged and begged, but he just shook his head. He told me he didn’t like it. Well, I tried having sex with him without it, but it wasn’t the same. I felt… nothing. I couldn’t get into the mood. It was dry down there. He didn’t last long, and the whole thing was just… anticlimactic. So we split up after that.”

“So what?” I said. “You can’t get off unless the guy is dressed like a girl?”

“No,” she said. “It’s not necessarily like that. Oh God, I don’t know why I’m telling you all of this; I hardly know you. Yes, the sight of a cute guy in a cute dress is enough to drive me to the brink of insanity. But I’ve learned to still enjoy being intimate with men. It’s easier if the men are small, and not too… fit. I like my boys soft to the touch. If they smell girly—that’s a huge plus. I guess it all just depends on the mood.”

I shook my head. “I just don’t know if I believe you,” I said. I was still half-convinced she was just teasing me.

“I don’t know what to tell you, Peter,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “The moral of the story is, different people have different preferences—so don’t just write yourself off because you aren’t as tall as your friends. There’s no sense in being insecure over things that you can’t change about yourself.”

“For the last time, I’m not insecure,” I growled.

She just smiled. “Right. I forgot,” she giggled. She crossed her legs, letting her foot dangle in the air.

Okay, so Tilly was an attractive woman. She was older than me, but you would never guess it. She had smooth, tight skin. She had freckles on her chest that were so hard not to look at… and then that sent the gaze down to her cleavage. Then, I would dart my gaze up before she caught me looking at her tits, and that’s when I would find myself looking at her plump lips. Maybe it was the exhaustion from the long day or maybe it was that second (or was it the third) glass of Jack Daniels. I found myself in a state of fantasizing. Maybe I was developing a little bit of a crush, even though she seemed a bit… crazy for me.

But I swear she was looking at me with a glimmer in her eyes. I swear she was thinking the same things that I was thinking.

She let out a long, cute sigh. “Oh God,” she groaned. “Tomorrow is going to be a long day.”

I nodded my head, sinking into my seat. Part of me wanted to tell her to go to bed, so I could go to sleep on that old couch… but another part of me wanted to see where this was going. We’d been chatting for a couple of hours now, and the conversation had certainly become much more personal; we were both being surprisingly vulnerable with each other. She’d gone to get another small glass of whiskey, and when she came back, she sat on the couch, next to me. It was a subtle move that didn’t go unnoticed. Did she want me to make a move?

“I can’t even remember what time I’m supposed to be there,” she said.

“You should probably know that,” I said, “seeing as it’s just a few hours away at this point.”

“I’m too tired to get up to get my planner from my bag.”

“Where is it? I’ll grab it,” I said.

“You don’t have to… but it’s in my little bag, on my bed. It’s a red planner with gold bindings.”

I got up and smiled. “No problem,” I said. Mostly, I was just trying to hurry up the bedtime process so I could get a couple hours of sleep before I had to present my prototype in meetings. I wanted to be sharp. I wanted to be presentable—and not a groaning zombie.

I went into the bedroom and spotted the bag. It was already unzipped. On the top of the bag was something black: a shirt… no, it was a dress. I lifted it out of the bag and placed it gently on the bed. The fabric was soft… amazingly soft. Under the dress was that red planner. I was about to head for the door, and then I paused. I looked at that little black dress. I remembered what Tilly said about her old boyfriend, Eric.

If I walked into the room, dressed up in that dress… would she throw herself at me? My heart skipped a beat.

Maybe she would… or maybe she wouldn’t. Well, if she didn’t, I could play it off as a joke. I could pretend like I was just teasing her.

Also in that bag was a bottle of pink fluid with a. gold lid: perfume. I lifted the bottle to my nose and sniffed. It was a strong girly scent. I remembered what she said about liking her boys smelling like girls…

My heart was racing now. I looked back at the door. My hands trembled. I was taking a huge risk. The alcohol was definitely behind this insanity. What in the hell was I doing!?

I slipped my pants down. I could already feel beads of sweat forming on my back. The terror inside of me now was almost as bad as when I thought there was a woman pointing a gun at the back of my head, threatening to accuse me of being a rapist to the police.

My hands trembled as I shimmied out from my shirt. I bit down on my tongue and drew a slow breath in. Then, I began to step into that dress.

I was taking a massive risk… bigger than any risk I’d ever taken in an attempt to get lucky, without question. But it almost seemed like this whole thing was set up; it almost seemed like she wanted me to find that dress, right after telling me that she had a thing for small guys, like me, wearing dresses. And the perfume was there too! She made that comment about perfume…

And who was she kidding, pretending not to know when the conference was due to start? She planned the damned thing! She spent most of that year planning it! She’d already been sleeping, not planning to be woken up in the middle of the night by an intruder; surely she had an alarm set already… in fact, I was sure that I saw an alarm set on her phone when I walked into that living room. She was setting me up!

Or maybe she was testing me… Maybe she was just seeing what I would do. Maybe she wanted me to put that dress on so that she could laugh at me and tease me relentlessly.

I bit down hard on my tongue. I had to commit. I’d gone this far. Like I said earlier: I could just play it off as a joke if her reaction wasn’t positive. So I put the dress on. I sprayed myself with the perfume. Then, biting so hard on my tongue that I was nearly drawing blood, I went back to the living room.
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Ihadn’t even looked at myself in the mirror. I had no idea how ridiculous I looked. I had no idea if she was going to burst into a fit of laughter. Maybe that would be the best scenario… it would be easier to play it off as a joke that way, as long as I laughed along with her quickly enough.

She smelled me before she saw me. I swear I heard her sniffing that perfume-tinged air into her nostrils before she spun around. Her gaze landed on me and she froze… the whole world froze. I thought there was some sort of glitch in the universe, or maybe my brain stopped functioning… stopped processing time in a linear way. Then she blinked, letting me know that life wasn’t frozen.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, seeing me in her dress.

Maybe I should have looked in the mirror first. Maybe this whole thing was poorly executed because of that complete lack of a plan. I should have probably done something to my hair… and maybe shaved quickly… not that there was much to shave. There was a possibility there was a bit of blonde stubble on my cheeks. I’d never grown much facial hair, after all.

“Peter?” she said.

It was my chance to play it off as a gag… but I didn’t take the chance; instead, I just stood like a statue, as if she was Medusa, freezing me with her gaze. I did, however, manage to curl my lips into a smile… at least I thought that I was smiling.

I watched as her eyes went down, looking at my whole body. I must have looked like a lunatic. On paper, I certainly was a lunatic: breaking into that rental through the bathroom window, putting on her dress… it wasn’t exactly how I saw that day going.

What I should have said now was: ‘So this is what you like, huh?’ And then I could have done a joking dance. If I got a laugh out of her, great. If not, I could blame the liquor. But I didn’t do that. I just stood there like a fool.

She stood up, covering her mouth with both hands. “Peter…” she said. “Did you… put on my dress? I was going to wear that tomorrow. Now it’s going to smell like a boy!”

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. It was the worst thing I could say, but it was all I could muster up.

“And you’re wearing my perfume? That was a two-hundred dollar bottle and I hardly have any left.”

“I’m sorry,” I said again.

“You didn’t even shower before putting the dress on! What were you thinking!” she cried.

“I’m sorry,” I said once more.

She shook her head. “You didn’t pull the zipper up all the way, did you? It ripped the other day and I hardly fixed it. It can’t be pulled up all the way or it will never unzip! I’ll never be able to get it on again.”

“I’m sorry,” came out of my mouth one last time. I did, indeed, zip it up all the way.

“Let me see,” she said, rushing me. She put her hands on my and spun me around. Then, she gasped at the sight of the zipper. “You idiot!” she cried. “You did zip it up! It’s going to be stuck like that! This was a two-hundred dollar dress!”

I wanted to apologize again, but now I was too embarrassed. There was a fist-sized lump in my throat.

She spun me back around, and then she moved in, pressing her lips to mine, wrapping her arms around me, squeezing me tightly. It was a moment before I realized that she was kissing me.

And of course I kissed back.

So maybe she wasn’t lying to me. Maybe she did have a thing for guys in dresses. She was grabbing at me, as if she couldn’t get enough of my body. She kept pulling me tight against her, even though it seemed like we couldn’t get tighter together. She made me stumble back until my back was against the wall of that small, dusty rental. She kept kissing me, feeling me all over.

Her hand reached down, under my skirt. She pawed at my crotch, making it throb, and then she let out a loud moan. “Oh God,” she said. “Why are you doing this to me?” She went back in before I could reply, tongue right into my mouth. It was a minute later when she leaned back again. “You feel so much like a girl!”

I didn’t know how to reply.

Now, she was kissing my neck, working her way down slowly. She sucked on my chest. She licked my armpit, which was a bit weird, I will admit. “You didn’t shave,” she said, pulling invisible hairs off of her tongue.

Again, I didn’t know how to reply. She didn’t wait for a reply; she kissed my lips again, tongue back in my mouth. Now, I could taste the bitter sting of that perfume, which she’d licked off of my body and was now pushing into my mouth with her tongue.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” She said it over and over and over. Her hand gripped my shaft. She squeezed and stroked, and then she began to paw at my chest, where my boobs would have been had I been a chick. She squeezed and moaned, even though I had a scrawny chest with no muscle to brag about. I guess she didn’t care much about that.

She rubbed her thigh against me, and it was wet. I looked down to see long streaks of wetness: beads of fluid rushing down her thighs, as if she’d pissed herself. But that fluid wasn’t like piss. Yes, it was warm, but it was a bit sticky, a tiny bit thick. Her panties were soaking wet. I hadn’t even noticed her shimmying out from those yoga pants. Was that from her being aroused?

She was grinding me now. “Fuck,” she growled. “I want to fuck you so fucking badly.”

She made me stumble to the side; maybe I was trying to inch away from her. She was getting a bit aggressive, pushing herself on me, clawing into me, drooling over me, and dripping on the floor with her damp pussy. I tripped and fell back, onto the floor with an awkward little fall. Instead of helping me up, she pounced on me, pinning me to the ground.

So it was true: she really couldn’t control herself again girly boys. All she needed was a petite man in a little dress.

She went down on me, lifting up the skirt of my dress, and then stopping as she stared at my thighs. “You didn’t shave,” she said.

I was shocked. When would I have shaved? I was only out of the room for ninety seconds. “Sorry,” I said with a laugh.

And then she looked up at me with a sort of scowl. “Don’t talk like that!” she snapped, almost sounding like a different person. Her voice was a bit deeper now. She had intense, dark eyes.

“Like what?” I said.

“Like a boy!” she said. “Talk like a girl. Don’t try to ruin the mood!”

“O—Okay,” I said. I cleared my throat. “Is… Is this better?” Now, I was putting on what I thought was. girly voice. It was higher pitched with a softer inflection… and it made her eyes beam wide.

“Say more,” she said, looking a bit crazy… No, she looked very crazy. I was realizing that I was getting involved with a potential psychopath.

“I—I like it when you, uh, kiss my body,” I said with that fake girl voice.

“Oh God,” she moaned, sounding like she was having an orgasm… and maybe she was; I could feel that warm fluid dripping on me, as if she was leaking. She trembled all over. “Oh my fucking God. I’m so fucking wet.”

She wasn’t lying—and it can’t possibly be easy to fake a female ejaculation like that. She couldn’t keep herself off of me. At this point, I don’t think I could have wrestled her off of me. She was determined, with that intense gleam in her eye. She grabbed my erect cock and began to stroke it.

I really was not expecting any of this when that cabbie dropped me off at that house. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was all some sort of dream. Maybe, when I was standing on the front step, trying to open that key box, some gangster knocked me on the head with a hammer so he could steal my wallet and suitcase. Maybe this was all some comatose hallucination. Maybe I was actually in the back of an ambulance… or worse, lying half-dead on the front step where ambulances were too afraid to go.

She sucked me off for a minute and then she looked into my eyes. “You should really shave,” she said. “You would be way hotter if you shaved.”

“My crotch?” I asked.

“Everything,” she said with that intense glare. Then she kept sucking me. She pushed her head down far, almost as if to see how deep she could go. Then she surfaced for air with a big gasp. She wiped her saliva-covered lips with her wrist and giggled. She looked into my eyes again. “Well?” she said.

“Well what?” I asked in that girly voice that seemed to get her so excited.

“Go and shave,” she said. Her eyes were beaming. I think she was drunk.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said.

“Use my razor. It’s in the bathroom. Just—Just do it!” she said. “I’ll suck you off if you do it. Please just do it.”

“O—Okay,” I said. At the end of the day, I was a man, and no man would turn down a blowjob from a beautiful woman… even if it meant wearing a dress and shaving his legs. Oh well—I’d never been big into wearing shorts anyway. I could rock jeans for a month or two, until my leg hair was back. It was a small price to pay for a romp with a pretty girl.

So I went into the bathroom. Hands trembling, I filled my palm with shaving cream. Then, I got to work. But it wasn’t the quickest process. My long leg hairs quickly gummed up the blade, so I was constantly rinsing the razor. I was probably in there for twenty minutes, terrified that I was going to go back into the living room to find a snoring, passed out Tilly on the couch. I wanted to be fast, but I also wanted to do it right, to make her happy. But still, I had to be careful—especially around my crotch. I’d never shaved below my neck before; there really was a lot to shave, but with one swipe at a time, I made the hair go away. I made my skin smooth and soft. I made my skin glisten in the dim orange bathroom light. Also on the counter was a bottle of women’s moisturizer, and it said right on the bottle: ‘Use on skin after shaving to ensure a butter-smooth complexion.’ So I wiped it all over myself, and I must admit that it was a strange feeling: my soft skin against my hand. It really did feel like I was rubbing a woman all over… but it was me.

I quickly shaved the few hairs off of my face… and then I noticed the eyeliner pen next to the sink, spread out with her other makeup supplies. Well, I had no idea what the other stuff was, but I had a good idea of what eyeliner did and what it was supposed to look like. I grabbed the pen and quickly drew on some wings. It wasn’t quite as easy as I thought it would be, but I thought the result was cute enough. I blinked a few times, wondering if she would notice my less-than-smooth eyeliner lines. I made a little smile… and then a cold dread filled my body…

Maybe I did look a bit more like a girl than I realized. Maybe I’d gone a little bit too far with this whole game…

But it was worth the action. I couldn’t even remember the last time that I was with a woman. This was exactly what I needed to pull myself out from this slump. I needed a bit of intimacy. I needed to feel the soft skin of a girl against me. I needed to feel the warm, wet inside of a pussy with my shaft, just to remind myself that I was still valuable, that I still had something to offer the fairer sex.

“Are you almost done?” she called out, letting me know that she was still awake.

My heart soared high in my chest. I bit my tongue and watched myself smile in the mirror. She was still awake. Now, I was going to get laid.
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We had sex.

A bad day turned suddenly into a wonderful, wonderful night. She threw herself at me. She pinned me onto her bed and explored my whole body with her tongue and her hands, kissing me all over, grabbing me, squeezing me. I kept trying to return the favour, trying to rub her down, trying to rub between her pretty thighs—but she didn’t seem to want it; she kept pinning my hands down until I finally gave up, going submissive.

It was a weird feeling, just laying there while she mounted me, pinned me, kissed me, licked me… and then she gripped my shaft, stood it upright, and sat down on it. She gushed and leaked. She moaned. She threw her head back and began to bounce.

And as soon as I began to thrust upwards into her, she reached down and pushed my pelvis hard to the bed using the palm of her hand, as if to say, ‘Stop!’. She really didn’t want me doing anything. She just wanted me to be completely submissive—maybe even limp. She wanted to be in complete control… and I have to admit that it was a bit unnatural…

But more unnatural was that dress, which I’d tried a few times to take off. She didn’t let me take it off. She wanted to fuck in the dress, even though the skirt kept getting between us, making her have to pause to push it back up. It would have been easier if the dress was off, but that dress was key to her. She kept rubbing it, feeling it all over. At first I thought she was feeling me, but then I noticed that she was more interested in the dress.

She was, however, proving one thing to me: she really wasn’t lying earlier when she told me that she liked her boys on the girlier side. What I was seeing now was no act. She was burning with lust, broiling with arousal. She couldn’t keep herself off of me. Orgasm after orgasm: screaming wildly. I felt her warm pussy clenching and then gushing. My God, that bed was drenched! It was so wet that it was making a squishing sound every time she bounced on me: my ass pushing into those wet bed sheets. I had no idea how she planned to sleep in that bed…

But we didn’t get much sleep that night. We kept fucking.

I came inside of her—no condom, but I couldn’t help myself. But she only stopped for a moment: long enough to stand up on her knees, letting the white cream fall out, onto my pelvis. She pressed two fingers inside of her, as if she wanted to feel her creamed pussy, and then she sat back down on me.

And most men know that uncomfortable feeling of trying to have sex immediately after an orgasm. I squirmed and groaned. It almost hurt, but she had me pinned again, and she was right back to bouncing. For five minutes, I was wildly uncomfortable, even asking her to stop for a few minutes while I got back into the right mindset… but she ignored me, pretending like she couldn’t hear me. Or maybe she really couldn’t hear me. Maybe she was off in another world.

Eventually, the discomfort faded and it started feeling nice again. We fucked hard for another forty-five minutes: her bouncing on me and refusing any other position. She did turn 180-degrees, just so that she could bend forward to caress my shaved legs. Her pussy was still gushing and gushing; I’m not sure where all of that fluid was coming from…

Okay, you get the point. We fucked until the alarm on her phone went off. Then she gasped, spinning to look at that phone. “Is it morning already?” she asked. She jumped off of me.

We were both dripping with sweat. I looked like I’d just climbed out of the shower, soaked with her sweat, my sweat, and an ungodly amount of her female ejaculation. “We need to get ready to go.”

Then, it was like nothing happened. She started getting ready and I did the same. We didn’t talk about what had just happened. While she was showering, I stripped the bed and stuffed the sheets into the wash for her. Then, I got all of my things packed up. I placed my bag by the door. Next it was my turn to shower. “Be fast,” she said. “We need to leave soon. We can split a cab.”

I showered fast, and when I came out, she was by the door, in a dress and heels, ready to leave. But she had a look on her face: a suspicious look, like a girlfriend who thought her boyfriend might be cheating on her. She pointed at my little suitcase. “What’s this?” she asked.

“My bag,” I said after a moment of hesitation.

“Why is it here? Are you taking it with you?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Why?”

I paused for a long moment. “I thought that I was going to get a hotel downtown tonight. Isn’t that what we discussed?”

She glared at me with a dark sort of look. “You don’t want to stay with me tonight?” There was a glimmer in her eye, and a slight smirk on her face. She was asking for another night of sex. And there was no way in hell that I was going to turn her down…

Even though it would mean putting on her dress again. Oh well… that was a small price to pay for a little bit of action. No—it wasn’t a little bit of action; it was a lot of action.
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Iwon’t bore you with the details of my prototype. It was essentially a cloud-based hard-drive system for hospital equipment, so data could be shared between medical systems. Sadly, I had to bore a number of people with the details that morning as I went from meeting to meeting, trying to find a manufacturer to invest in the system. “It’s a relatively small unit,” I said. “And basically, you would need one relay unit every five-thousand square feet. And, uh, then you just connect them all to the various equipment.”

“So it’s internet,” said the first potential buyer.

“No,” I said. “It’s a cloud drive.”

“What does that mean?”

“It stores information… centrally.”

I knew that I wasn’t doing a good job of explaining the importance of my invention. It was more complicated than what he was thinking, but I didn’t want to bog him down with technical details—not until he was interested. But now, he was just glaring at me with a dumb look. “How is that different than the hard drives we currently sell? They’re wireless too.”

“It’s not a hard drive,” I said. “I mean—not exactly. Well, it is a hard drive, and it’s also like its own internet server and wifi… but it’s more than that. It allows the equipment communicate seamlessly.”

“What equipment?”

“Any equipment. It just has to be programmed.”

“Programmed to do what?”

“Communicate,” I said. I knew I wasn’t making much sense, and their confused faces were making me wonder if there was even any value in what I’d made. I had whole speeches prepared in my head: rehearsed, refined… but now, my mind was blank. I hadn’t slept in over thirty hours. I was running on fumes. That exhaustion had certainly caught up with me.

The man checked his watch and shook his head. “I have another meeting to get to,” he said.

“Wait,” I said. “Please… just think about how this could help. It sends information from department to department.”

“Yes,” he said. “We have that. It’s called email.”

“But it’s automated, on its own server. It doesn’t rely on anybody or any other system. It cuts out all of the middle men, so to speak.”

“Doctors need to interpret that data,” he said.

“It sends the information to the doctors.”

“Yes. Nurses do that. It takes seconds.”

“Not always,” I said.

He just stared at me, thinking I’d invented the most pointless piece of equipment. I swear my prototype was a major breakthrough… Okay, maybe it wasn’t a major breakthrough. Like he said, nurses and specialists were already handling the workload just fine, and these weren’t things that necessarily took long thanks to email… but this streamlined the whole process. It took the load off of the nurses and the specialists. It centralized everything—all departments on a single central server, not reliant on internet or even power; the system could run on its own power source…

But those details didn’t come to the tip of my tongue; they were all garbled in my tired brain… so I was dismissed. “We’ll think about it,” he said to me. And the next guy said the same thing—and the guy after that. It seemed like each meeting went worse than the one before it. All of my meetings ended with a terrible dread. I’d wasted my time traveling to Toronto for that conference. I’d wasted all of my money, thinking this would all pay off in a big way.

It was noon when a hand grabbed my arm, making me yelp. I spun around and saw Tilly standing there, wide-eyed, pale face. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Help,” she said. “I need help. We’re dying right now. Half of our presenters showed up early and the other half are late. The convention centre closed the back auditorium for renovations without tellings us… assholes. Now we have to run everything on the main stage, and schedules just aren’t lining up.” She thrust that heavy binder into my chest. “You’re done with your little meetings, right?”

I was done, but I was tired. I just wanted to sleep, even if it meant sleeping on the floor in the hallway for a couple of hours. I didn’t want to work… for no pay. I didn’t want to do it… but I promised her that I would help, so I took the binder and put a phoney smile on my face. “Where do you want me?”

She took me to that back room, which was ice-cold because the door was propped open and the cold wind was blowing in. The room was filled with angry-looking men and women, all grumbling under their breath, all complaining that they’d been waiting forever to be told where to go. You wouldn’t know it out on the main floor, but that conference was a complete shit-show. When I was walking around the booths, it seemed so well-organized, so calm, so structured. But now, I was seeing the ugly inner-workings: all of the flaws that were being hidden from the public. Four dozen presenters, all getting angrier and angrier with each passing second. Now, they were all glaring at me.

And I was left alone, as if I knew what the hell I was supposed to be doing. “What’s your name?” I said to the closest woman to me.

She gave me a name, but it wasn’t on that handwritten list.

“Who are you here with?”

The company wasn’t on the list either. This wasn’t going well at all.

“Um…” I said. “Look at this list and tell me if any of these sound like you.”

“I can’t read that writing,” she growled.

“I know,” I said. “I can hardly read it myself. Um… Hold on.” So I went to the next person, hoping I could just get someone sorted out. His name wasn’t on the list, but his company was: Rex Tanev Murray Suppliers. He was supposed to be at a booth, section 109. I showed him the map, but he just shook his head. “Where are we on here?”

“Um,” I said. “I don’t know, actually. But, uh, you’re right next to the Philips booth.”

“Where’s that?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Can’t you go and find it?”

“What kind of show is this?” he growled.

I turned red. “Okay,” I said. “Follow me. I’ll show you the way.”

But sorting him wasn’t so simple. Yes, I found his booth, which was empty and waiting to be set up… but he needed more info. “Where do I load in? Where do I get my guest badges? I heard there was a free lunch at the cafe. Where do I get those vouchers? Do you have them? What time is our presentation? I heard it got changed.”

“I’ll get all that info to you. Uh, it says you can load in through… bay 6.”

“Where is that?”

I stared at him. “I, uh, don’t know,” I said.

He grunted and scowled.

One hour later, I was onto the next person… but there were twice as many people now in that room, waiting to be helped. This really was a disaster. Each presenter was another set of problems. Each presenter took at least thirty minutes to sort out. But after a few hours, I was getting into a bit of a groove. I knew the floorpan now. I could direct people without having to walk around the floor myself. “Out this door, third aisle, ten booths down.”

It was a massive conference centre. They had over four-hundred presenters: two-hundred booths, sixty stage ‘performances’ and demonstrations, and then the rest were just there to float around, chatting with ticket-holders.

I figured out where the bays were. I figured out where people could get their guest badges and where they could get their free meal vouchers. Now, I could deal with a person in under five minutes. Finally, the room was starting to clear out. It was 4:00 PM when I finally dealt with the final guest (who had been waiting there for six hours).

I was relieved… and then Tilly came in and gave me a huge hug. “Peter, you’re a miracle-worker,” she said. “I don’t know what we would have done without you. We nearly had a dozen lawsuits on our hands this morning. My God, what a shit-show!”

“Just happy I could help. Uh, I might take off now though. I want to try to get a bit of a nap in.”

“Wait,” she said, perking up. “You’re leaving? But there’s still four hours left before we close for the night.”

“I got everyone sorted,” I said. “Isn’t that all you needed?”

“Well,” she said. “Our caterer dropped out on us. We managed to get a company to fill in, but they’re short-staffed. They have nobody to deliver meals to the people who can’t leave their booths. Uh, I was wondering if you might be able to help. Otherwise I have to do it, and they need me back stage to keep the stage demonstrations going.”

I felt my heart swirling down into the pit of my stomach. It was the last thing that I wanted to do… but I couldn’t say no to those big, glistening eyes. And I still wanted to have sex with her… and I knew that wouldn’t go over so well if I just abandoned her in her time of need. “I’ll make it worth your while,” she said with a grin and a wink.

“Okay,” I said, biting my tongue. “I’ll do it. Where do you need me?” I tried not to sigh, but that sigh came out; there was no holding it back.

She told me where to go, but before I left, she grabbed me by the wrist. “Peter, wait,” she said. I turned to her and she stepped in, kissing me on the lips, sliding her tongue into my mouth as if to say, ‘Don’t forget what you’re doing this for.’ I have to admit that the little move made my heart skip a beat. I immediately remembered the intense night of sex… or maybe I should call it the intense morning of sex. She winked at me and smiled. “Want to turn me on?” she asked.

“I’m listening,” I said.

She pressed her smile thin and looked around. Then, she reached into her bag and pulled out something red. It was lacy and small, and it was hard to tell what it was; it was more than panties, and it had bra cups. It was all one piece, with frilly bits all over. “What is that?” I asked.

“Wear it under your clothes,” she said, biting her lip.

“Why?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly.

“I’ll see you going back and forth from the food room,” she grinned. “I want to know that it’s under your clothes.” She let out a soft sort of whimper. “Oh God, I’m getting wet just thinking about it.” She suddenly turned and looked around the room, spotting a box of tissues. And she wasn’t kidding around; she grabbed a handful of tissues and stuffed them down into her panties. She whimpered again and then removed the tissues, now damp, and tossed them into the bin. “I’m going to need a pad. I have one in my purse.” Then, she came back to me and put the lingerie in my hands. “Thanks, Peter. You’re the best.” She winked again.

First, she insisted I put the lingerie on in the little bathroom. Then, she led me to the food area and explained my job to me before rushing off.

The job was easy… but the lingerie made it awkward. I couldn’t bed over without my shirt teasing up my back, exposing my lower back to anyone behind me; and that lingerie was there, trying to see the world. I had to be so careful with how I moved…

And I could always feel it, hugging my body in a way that I just wasn’t used to. I’d never had straps against my skin like that. It was a two-piece that was connected in the front and back with garter-style straps. Those little straps tickled my skin. The lace was soft, but tight, especially around my cock and balls. I found myself standing in very specific positions to remain comfortable, and those positions were probably quite feminine.

Nobody could see the lingerie, yet I still felt like I’d been completely emasculated. I feel like my masculinity had been pulled from me, stolen, and stomped against the ground. Even without that lingerie, I hardly felt manly at all. When girls looked at me, I found myself looking away, terrified of making eye-contact. Normally, I would have smiled at them, and maybe fantasized about flirting with them a little bit. I’d always been a bit of a flirt… but now I just didn’t feel worthy; I just knew they couldn’t possibly be interested in a man like me: feminine and weak, submissive and scrawny. I wasn’t any woman’s type… any woman except for Tilly.

My head was spinning as I tried to wrap my head around it all. I would never find a woman to love me, unless that woman liked men who could pass as women, who could fit into dresses and lingerie… And, as far as I knew, Tilly was the only woman in the world like that. So did that mean I had to pursue Tilly? Was she my person?

It really did seem like fate had brought us together: the double-booking incident, and then it turned out we were both in town for the same conference. What were the chances? Surely that was some sort of divine intervention…

And, don’t get me wrong: Tilly was beautiful and she was wild in bed… but was she my type? Not exactly… She was a bit crazy for me. She was a cool girl, with an interesting life… but I just couldn’t see myself with her. Her energy was a bit intense for me… which was great under the sheets, but day-to-day… I needed someone lower key.

Now, I looked up and saw her looking at me from next to the stage. She had a glimmer in her eye. I watched as she bit her lip and squirmed slightly, as if she was letting a small gush of fluid into that pad that was stopping her from dripping all over the floor like a leaky water balloon.

I liked the sexual tension between us. I wanted to sleep with her. I wanted to spend the rest of that weekend with her. I didn’t mind losing out on sleep if it meant partying with her… but I don’t think I saw her as anything more than a fling.

But if she was only a fling, who would I eventually end up with? Like I said: no girl wants a girly boy. Before that weekend, I saw myself as a small guy… but now I saw what those mean kids in high-school saw: a girly boy.

And it was only an hour into serving meals to presenters that I noticed that I was getting some strange looks. People were eyeing me. I realized that my shirt had become untucked; did my lingerie make a few sneak appearances without me noticing? Did the presenters notice? Were they all whispering about me? Were they making fun of me?

Oh God, I wanted to get out of there so badly. I couldn’t stand being there… And so many of those men and women were with companies that I was due to meet with throughout the rest of that weekend. I didn’t want to sit down for an hour with some acquisitions manager who knew that I wore lingerie underneath my clothes—

Because I didn’t! This wasn’t something that I ever did, and I wasn’t even doing it now because it was something that I wanted to do! I was just doing it to get laid, but I couldn’t exactly explain that to them. I just had to blush and skirt away, biting my tongue and praying that I was just imagining those weird looks.

But the looks kept coming. I was so tired that I kept slipping—not literally slipping, but letting small things slip… like that shirt coming untucked. And then there was the moment in the bathroom, when I came out from the stall, still tucking my shirt in. I looked up and saw two men there, both looking at me—and the red glimmer of lace was still there, on my pelvis. That lingerie was high-rise, waistband up near my bellybutton. Maybe it just looked like a pair of red boxers… or maybe I was deluding myself. I smiled and left that room without even washing my hands.

Yes, I at least used hand sanitizer outside of the bathroom—that’s not relevant.

I just wanted the night to be over, but even once the conference was done with, my night was still far, far from being over.
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It’s hard to complain about things when you’re getting hot action from it. Was all of the humiliation worth it? Maybe… But the humiliation went beyond wearing lingerie in the conference centre. Once we were back at the rental, there wasn’t even a moment of rest. She went straight to her room, dug a skirt and top out from her luggage, and came at me. “For our date,” she said with a blushing grin.

“Our date?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Well, I need to romance you a little bit before we get down to business.”

I smiled. I wanted to tell her that I was tired, but I was afraid of killing her mood. She was excited. I was clearly taking her mind off of the stress of that conference, and she needed that stress-relief… but my God, did I ever need to sleep! I could hardly see clearly; my vision was starting to blur and my legs were feeling weak. It wasn’t just exhaustion from lack of sleep; it was also now a hangover from all of the whiskey I drank the night before.

I couldn’t understand how she had any energy… I suppose she slept for a few hours before I crawled in through the window in that bathroom… Maybe she got a couple hours of sleep on the plane too. But me—I was running on nothing. I had nothing left inside of me. And now, while I should have been resting, I was in the bathroom, with makeup supplies being spread out before me. “Use this first, and then you can put on the eyeliner. Don’t do shadow until you’ve done your eyeliner, because if you have to redo lines, you don’t want to have to scrub off the shadow,” she explained.

The instructions were surprisingly hard to follow, though they probably wouldn’t have been had I been rested. I tried to follow along. I tried to make her happy. I was even forcing myself to use that voice that she liked… and she liked it. When I spoke like a girl, she would whimper and beam, biting her lip. She put her hands on me. “Oh God, we’re going to have so much fun tonight,” she whispered.

But this wasn’t fun; it was just exhausting.

She wasn’t satisfied with me just being dressed up. First, she wanted to have a nice, long chat in the kitchenette while we waited for the Chinese food to be delivered (we called eight places before finding one that was willing to deliver to that neighbourhood). Then came the knock at the door. “Answer it,” she said.

I turned white. “I’m dressed up,” I said.

She smiled. “I know,” she said. “It would be so fucking hot if you answered the door like this.”

I think she was trying to humiliate me. I think she got off on my humiliation. I did it: I answered the door in that skirt and that tight top, with the padded bra, the lip gloss, the eye shadow. The worst part of it all was that the delivery guy didn’t even seem to notice that I wasn’t how I should have been. He looked at me normally, smiled, accepted the payment, and handed me the food. “Have a good night, ma’am,” he said.

It was like a knife to the heart: a confirmation that I actually looked like a girl.

And the sight of me as I turned around with the food was enough to give Tilly a mini-orgasm. She moaned and pressed her thighs together. “I’m wet,” she said.

“You’re always wet,” I said.

“It’s you,” she said. “You make me wet.”

I blushed and we sat down to eat. She had a candle lit, making it feel an awful lot like a date. I wanted to tell her that this was really just a fling for me. We didn’t even live in the same city.

But I wasn’t going to kill the mood. I figured we would eat, and then fuck… but I was wrong.

Next, she wanted to cuddle. We put the TV on and found a movie on a channel with ads every fifteen minutes. The movie was long without the ads… with them, it was due to run for three and a half hours—and it was already 11:00 PM. “Aren’t you sleepy?” I asked.

“Not really,” she said. She pulled me into her, putting her arm around me. She made me snuggle into her as if I was the girlfriend, and she was some big alpha male gym jock. Oh God, I felt so emasculated, especially when she made me put my head on her lap. She made a comment halfway through the movie that made my spine tingle. “I wish I had a dick so you could suck me off.”

The comment really didn’t sit well, but it didn’t seem at all strange to her. She kept watching the movie with a smile on her face. And then, twenty minutes later, she had an idea, which I did not like. “I know!” she said, and then she rushed to her bag and returned with a vibrator. She blushed all over and said, “You can suck this,” once she was back into position, with my face on her lap.

She put it between her thighs, pointing up as if it was actually a cock. “Go ahead, baby,” she giggled. She stroked my hair with her hand. “Suck me off.”

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“Please,” she said. “It would be so fucking hot.” She gripped that phallic vibrator, which was about six inches long, pink, and smooth all over (looking kind of like an oversized bullet). She began to stroke it up and down, moaning softly. It was strange, but I decided to give her what she wanted, since I was stuck with her. I turned my head and opened my mouth and I did it: I sucked her vibrator.

She moaned as if I was sucking a cock. She threw her head back and said, “Oh, yes! Yes! Don’t stop, girly. Don’t stop. Oh, fuck, that feels so fucking good!” But it wasn’t even turned on. It was just a little tube between her legs. I kept sucking. She kept nestling those fingers into my hair, moaning louder and louder. Finally, she reached down and turned the vibrator on. It was a powerful little thing, buzzing hard against my tongue and teeth. Turned on, it was actually quite uncomfortable to suck, but I kept going anyway. I bobbed my head up and down. And now she was moaning so loud that I would say she was screaming.

And the couch was starting to get wet. She was leaking again. That orgasm was either real, or she was pissing herself.

She pushed my head down, making me deep-throat the buzzing toy. It wouldn’t have been so bad had it not been buzzing like that, in my throat, trying to activate my gag reflex. I managed not to puke on her lap. But I did have to pull my head up and gasp for air, which turned her on even more.

“Fuck,” she said. “You look like such a chick right now; it’s so hot.”

But that wasn’t a compliment—not to someone who doesn’t want to look like a chick. I managed to smile, but I’m not sure how.

She grabbed me suddenly and pulled me back down, onto her lap. She wriggled her body down, so that her legs were under my crotch. Then, she spanked me like a 1950s father spanking his daughter. I gasped the first time. I yelped the second time. “Ouch!” I screamed when she spanked me the third time.

“I love the way your ass jiggles when I spank it,” she said.

“That hurts,” I said.

“That’s the idea,” she grinned. Now, she was rubbing my back, as if she was trying to relax me. I didn’t feel so relaxed. I felt… weird. I knew that I should have been standing up and telling her that enough was enough… but for some reason, I was just taking it. I was taking everything. I’d gone submissive, with no fight in me at all. It was so unlike me… but with her, I just felt like there was no sense in fighting.

I didn’t even fight her when she took that vibrator and pushed it down between my butt cheeks. I gasped. I looked back. I said, “What are you doing!?” But I didn’t stop her from pushing the tip against my hole, twisting it, and pushing it down.

I just let her penetrate me. I let her sodomize me. I closed my eyes and groaned, feeling that buzzing inside of my body.

Now, I truly knew the meaning of the word emasculation. I had no manliness left in me. I was being sodomized by a petite girl. I was on her lap, ass dark red from being spanked, dolled up in a skirt and tight frilly top, makeup on my face. What did I have left? I was even using that girly voice still! But why? Was I really that desperate to get laid?

She plunged it in and out, moaning as if the sight of my humiliation was enough to make her tingle all over. She pushed it deep. She pushed at different angles until she got a small moan out of me—and then she attacked that angle hard, pushing deeper, faster. She spat on my ass and used the vibrator to push that spit to my hole, and then she plunged me some more. I just kept my eyes closed, taking it like a submissive slut.

“Oh God!” I groaned, tensing up all over. Okay, so maybe it was starting to feel kind of nice… better than nice. I could feel pulses of euphoria that I didn’t necessarily want to be feeling… and they were getting stronger. “Just like that,” I heard myself say; and I was so embarrassed to hear those words coming out from my mouth.

It really did feel better and better and better with each passing minute. I was moaning now—consistently. I was flexing and tensing and relaxing, letting my hips rise up, letting them fall down. I was grabbing her body with my fingernails. I was letting out small screams of pleasure—and she was too, as if this was somehow euphoric for her.

And then she rolled me over, as if I was shockingly lightweight. Maybe I was… She spread out my legs, wide, and then she bent down and stuck her face into my asshole. She began licking me, plunging me, eating me out… and fingering me. She paid no attention to my cock; she had little interest in it in that moment. She just wanted to treat me like a girl… and I really felt like a girl. I found myself wondering if this is how girls felt when they were being eaten out. Sure, it was my asshole, but it was so pleasurable, so euphoric, so… sensational. I moaned and I grabbed her head, pulling her in tight.

It was a few minutes before I noticed that her vibrator was now pressed hard against her clit. She was dripping on that rental floor, quivering all over. She moaned and then she kept eating me out. “Your pussy tastes so fucking good,” she growled with a sexy tone. “I fucking love eating you out.” She kept going—until she couldn’t take anymore.

Then, for a short minute, I got what I wanted: what I spent that whole day working towards. Maybe it wasn’t even a full minute… She mounted me, my cock plunging into her soaking-wet pussy—and then she began to bounce. It was an instant orgasm for her… and then I came after a mere minute.

She stopped and gasped, feeling my warm cream filling her up: another unprotected creampie. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to have to make this into more than just a fling. If she ended up pregnant, I would have to find a way to support her.

But she wanted a little bit more from me: a final touch of emasculation before she would allow me to go to the bed to sleep. She pushed me onto the couch. She stepped over me. She sat down on my face. She pushed hard, making my cum gush out from her cunt. She made me eat it; the taste was just awful: bitter and… a bit stale. She pushed her palm against my lips until I swallowed. Then she smiled and said, “Go take a shower. I’ll put a nightie out for you on the bed.”

I hid in that shower for thirty minutes. My legs were wobbling. I was confused… and tired. I wanted to go to sleep, but I didn’t want to wear the nightie. I didn’t want this feminine game to go on any longer… but I had no idea how to get out of it. So I towelled myself off and went into the bedroom to see what was waiting for me: a small white slip, satin, and actually quite comfy… but again, I felt so emasculated, especially when she snuggled up behind me and pulled me into her, holding me like a precious little princess.

“Tomorrow is going to be so much fun,” she said. And those words sent chills down my spine that I can’t even begin to describe.
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Did I think of getting myself a hotel? Of course I did. I even called the owner of that vacation rental. I tried the number listed on AirBnB, and then I tried the number listed on VRBO. Then I found another number listed on yet another website that was apparently trying to triple-book that place… but the owner never picked up. I’m pretty sure that they were all fake numbers, or maybe they just knew to screen my calls.

I tried calling AirBnB support, but they just put me on hold, and told me the hold could last over two hours. I didn’t have two hours; I had meetings, to show my prototype to potential buyers.

But I couldn’t get myself a hotel room without someone else paying for it. My credit cards were maxed out. I was lucky to have Tilly with me, using her company credit card to pay for cabs back and forth between the rental and the conference; she was letting me ride along, expecting nothing in return…

Okay, maybe I shouldn’t say that she was expecting nothing. She was expecting a lot more than I was willing to give… but I was giving it anyway. That day, she wanted to push her little game a little bit further. She dressed me up in a full lingerie outfit. I wore that outfit under my clothes as I went from meeting to meeting. She went further than that. “Sit still,” she said to me, pulling me aside around mid-morning. She had a little black pencil in her hand.

“What is that?” I asked.

“Eyeliner,” she said. “Sit still. I don’t want to poke you in the eye.”

“I can’t wear eyeliner!” I said.

“It will hardly be noticeable,” she groaned, and then she laughed. She drew carefully along my bottom eyelids. It was a subtle effect… maybe it wouldn’t be so easily noticed… but I noticed it. I retracted into my shell. My next meeting was a disaster. I felt like they were all staring at my eyes, trying to figure out what was off about me… or maybe they could all tell that I was wearing eyeliner.

God, it was so embarrassing: not knowing what people were seeing, not knowing what they were thinking. ‘Is this guy some sort of weirdo?’ ‘Is this guy seriously wearing makeup?’ ‘Did I just see a hint of black lace under his shirt? Is he wearing a bra?’ ‘Is he some sort of pervert?’ ‘Did he steal some girl’s underwear?’

I felt sick. The meetings, like the day before, weren’t going well… but this time the reason was different. I wasn’t exhausted; I slept just fine, in fact. Now, I was just distracted, horrified, deep in my own head. Everyone was staring at me. Tilly was ruining my chances of selling my prototype.

“So what does it do, exactly?” asked one man.

“What does what do?” I asked, glazed over.

There was a long silence. “The thing you’re trying to sell to us…”

“The thing?” I said, still dazed, wondering how obvious the makeup on my face was.

“The internet thing!” he said.

“Oh,” I said, finally snapping to life. “It’s, uh, like wifi… No! It’s not at all like wifi. It’s… It’s a cloud server, specifically for medical equipment.”

But the first impression was already ruined, along with the meeting. It was another pass, another, “We’ll let you know if we’re interested.”

Tilly approached me around noon. “How are the meetings? I had another fun idea. Do you have a few minutes?”

“I—I was going to get some lunch,” I said.

“Can you eat fast? I want to show you something that I snagged from one of the presenters.”

I knew I needed to tell her that this nonsense needed to stop… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. So I ate a quick burger and then she found me again, taking my wrist and guiding me to the staff area, into an empty room. She spun me around, yanked my pants down, and then she pulled a device out from her purse. It was a shiny white tube with a blunt top. It looked like a robot cock, with little purple lights glowing inside of it.

“What is that?” I asked, feeling cold all over.

“It’s to induce labour in pregnant women who go past term,” she explain, biting her lip and grinning. “It stimulates the cervix to relax with a series of vibrations… from what I understand, it’s a strong vibrator that makes girls orgasm. And look!” She was giggling uncontrollably as she took out two little white clamps.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s part of it,” she said. “Bluetooth induction clamps.” She was laughing hysterically now. “They go on your nipples. Apparently nipple stimulation can help to induce labour.”

She didn’t wait for consent; she came forward and put the clamps on my nipples, making me gasp. Then she pushed me back, into a chair. She giggled and pushed my knees apart. “Lean far back. Like you’re getting a pap.”

“I’ve never gotten a pap!” I said.

She giggled one more time. For some reason, I did what she was asking, even though I did not want that thing inside of me. She even had the medical lube: thick, clear goop that squished out from a white bottle onto the tip of that robot cock. “This is going to be so much fun.”

I closed my eyes as she squished the thing into my bum, twisting and pushing. “Just relax,” she said with a doctorly voice. “The procedure will start now.” One more giggle.

“I don’t know about this, Tilly.”

“Relax. It has sensors in it,” she said, as if that meant something to me. “Oh, and I have to put on the bluetooth sensors.”

This was all too much. Now, she was placing little circle pads on my chest, and two on my neck. “They’ll let the stimulator know if it needs to increase strength. We can skip the baby heart rate monitor. That’s just to make sure you aren’t orgasming the baby to death.” She laughed. “I sat through the whole presentation. They could have gotten a prettier dummy for the demonstration though…”

She had a remote. The remote made the dick in my ass vibrate, just like a vibrator. The little clamps on my nipples did the same thing, in-sync with the thing in my butt. It came in waves: weak at first, but getting progressively stronger and stronger… I squirmed, looking at the door, which wasn’t locked. I think Tilly left it unlocked on purpose, to make it more ‘exciting’. I asked her to lock it, but she said, “Don’t worry about that. Nobody will come in here.” How hard would it have been to walk over and turn the lock?

The waves got stronger. I moaned a bit louder. The remote in her hand pulsed purple. “I think it’s working,” she laughed. “Just don’t break it! I bet this is a half-million-dollar prototype.”

I clenched my asshole when the next big pulse came. The pattern was changing now. It wasn’t an on-and-off pulse anymore; now, it was like a repetitive buzzing: zap, zap, zap, zap, zap! I was twitching, squirming. I heard Tilly giggling. I looked over and saw that she had her hand stuffed down her panties; she was fingering herself while watching me.

The nipple buzzers were getting stronger too. “Oh God,” I groaned.

“Fuck!” she moaned. I heard her dripping on the ground. Her panties were already soaked. I still couldn’t understand why she got so wet. I’d been with a few girls before, but none of them gushed like a broken hydrant. Maybe I just never figured out how to turn them on the way Tilly was now turned on.

The stimulation became stronger and stronger and stronger… until something very, very unexpected happened. My cock began to throb and grow; it happened fast. One moment I was flaccid, the next I was hard, and then seconds later, my shaft was spraying my chest and face with thick streaks of cum. I was screaming.

Okay—it felt good; it felt better than good. It was unlike any orgasm I’d experienced in my life. I liked it. I was already thinking of how we could steal that device so we could do it again later…

But I hated that I liked it. I hated that she was showing me this whole new world that I never knew existed. I hated that I liked the anal stimulation… and that wasn’t all that I liked.

I liked the feeling of that lingerie against my skin. It was so hard to admit to myself, but I really did love the way that it hugged me: soft fabric hugging me firmly in all the right places. But that wasn’t all. The shaved legs had grown on me too. I liked the way my bare thighs rubbed together now, all soft and smooth. And hell, I even liked it when she cuddled against me at night, making me the little spoon.

I liked being submissive too. It took the pressure off of sex. I got to just enjoy whatever she threw at me. It was exhilarating, giving up the power that I was used to.

But I hated that I liked it. Men aren’t supposed to like being women… are they? Men are supposed to dominate their partners. Men are supposed to be on top. Men are supposed to embrace their body hair. They aren’t supposed to wear makeup… But if that was all true, then why did it feel so good? Why did I secretly want this weekend to drag on? I knew that the feminization would be over as soon as the conference was over; wasn’t that a good thing?

I got cleaned up and left Tilly to go to my next meeting, which amazingly went worse than all of my morning meetings. Now, I was distracted by a host of new thoughts in my head. I was having a sudden identity crisis. It didn’t help that I walked past the stage while they were talking about advancements in transgender male-to-female operations.

I was beginning to wonder if the ideas in my head now had always been there, dormant, waiting to come out. I began to wonder if I would have been better off as a woman. I began to wonder if I could truly pass as a girl, or if Tilly had just corrupted my mind with her own sexual fantasies. My identity crisis seemed so much more important than selling my prototype, so it was hard to reel in my thoughts.

“Why is this any different than the hard drives that we’re currently selling?” asked the acquisitions manager of TCM Medical.

“Different?” I asked. “It’s, uh, cloud based… but it has its own internet signal, so it doesn’t need any internet connection. It’s, uh, more reliable during power outages… and in places in the world that don’t have good—or any—internet.”

“We have private servers already,” he said with an unimpressed look. “That’s not new technology.”

“But this can connect to any medical equipment, as long as the equipment is new enough to run USB.”

He just stared at me, unimpressed. He didn’t get it… and I wasn’t sure that I understood it anymore either. After so many failed meetings, I was almost sure that I had a dud on my hands. I worked on that prototype for three long years, fourteen hours a day: exhausting myself to no end… and for what? It was, apparently, hardly an advancement at all.

I was so discouraged, leaving that second day feeling like this whole thing had been a huge mistake. I was now broke, hopeless, and wondering if there was something wrong with me mentally. I badly wanted to be alone, to try to process what was happening in my life… but Tilly had other days.

Tilly’s day had been great. Promoters arrived on time, performances went ahead on schedule, and they managed to get through the whole day with zero complaints. She was excited, smiling, going on about some new sponsor that had contacted them earlier. “They’re going to pay the rental for next year,” she said, bouncing around the rental as she waited for the pizza to arrive. She was putting that pizza on the company card. And because I’d been doing some volunteer work, she was sharing it with me.

But I knew the pizza came with strings. Staying in that rental with her came with strings. I would get my alone time. I was in for a long night—and now, it was just getting started.

The dress was set out for me: a pink, tight, party dress. She had heels picked out for me too: a bit small on me, but they went on. The makeup was lined out for me, for when I was done showering. There was a pair of panties, and a bra with pads. The pads were squishy and jiggly; she nabbed them from a cosmetic surgery booth. “They give them to women who are considering getting implants. They’re special pads that go into bra slips.” Now, I was rocking a C-cup, which surprisingly complimented my frame.

“What’s the point of all this?” I asked sheepishly, worried I was going to offend her. But she wasn’t offended; instead, she grinning and blushed.

“We’re going out,” she said.

I turned white, but I put up no fight—because now, submission was a part of me. I no longer knew how to stand up for myself. I took a shower, put on the panties, the bra, the pads, the dress, the makeup—and even the wig that she’d nabbed from the convention centre. “You look so fucking cute!” she cried. And then her hands were all over my body. “I just want to keep you home for myself.”

“We can do that instead,” I said.

“No,” she said, pulling herself away from me. “I want to take you out. It’ll be my treat. Drinks on me.”

I didn’t want to go out, but there we were, standing by the door, and it was 11:00 PM.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to go out,” I said.

“Don’t be silly. We don’t have to be at the centre until ten tomorrow. We can cut loose. It will be fun. You’ll get to truly feel like a woman.”

She was right, but it wasn’t how she thought it would go. We called a cab… and then another, and then another, until we got one that was willing to pick us up in that neighbourhood. But the agreement was that we would walk four blocks, to the outskirts; the cabs didn’t want to travel into that sketchy area that late. And I didn’t blame them—especially a few minutes later, when I saw just how dangerous that place was—especially for women.
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We were only two blocks from the house when I noticed the men behind us, about fifty yards back. Tilly didn’t seem worried, but the men were coming towards us, moving faster than us—and it was no surprise, seeing as we were in heels. I kept looking back at them, heart pounding faster.

“Relax,” Tilly giggled. “This is Toronto, not Detroit.”

But the men were moving in fast now, starting to jog. I didn’t like this one bit. This was a huge mistake.

I wanted to run, but that submissive energy was still consuming me; I acted against my better judgement, staying next to Tilly and allowing her to tell me what to do.

Then, the men surrounded us, stopping in front of us, hoods up. We were being mugged—or worse. We both froze. Tilly gasped, and I wanted to reach over and strangle her.

I hated to think about rape, but it was a real possibility now—along with murder, so we wouldn’t squeal. Well, it was looking especially bad for me. Now, the men were looking me up and down, thinking I was a real woman in that tight dress. They were licking their lips, fantasizing about me—and that lust would turn into rage as soon as they realized my truth. Embarrassment would fuel a frenzy of violence.

“Please don’t hurt us,” Tilly said.

The men laughed. “What are you girls doing on our turf, huh?” one man asked. I looked down and saw that he was holding something shiny: a blade.

Tilly noticed it too; she went silent. We stood there, frozen, realizing we were possibly seeing the end of our lives.

“Well?” another man prodded. “We own this block, aight?” He was white but he clearly wished otherwise. “Everything here is ours—and right now, that includes you.”

“We’re trying to leave,” Tilly said softly.

“You don’t get to leave,” said the leader of the group. He raised up that blade. “You’re here, with us now. Oh, don’t look so scared. We don’t bite, do we, boys?”

The guys laughed horrible laughs.

“What do you want?” Tilly asked.

“Y’all are pretty,” one man said. “Show us those sweet titties.”

His friend elbowed him in the gut. “Calm down, you perv. Save it for later,” said the leader. “You off to a party?”

Tilly shrugged her shoulders. “We’re just going to a bar.”

“Not anymore. You’re coming to our party.”

They stared at us with dark eyes, and we knew that there was no other option. If we wanted to live, we had to cooperate. “O—Okay,” Tilly said.

Arms came around us. The men embraced us as if we were their girls. They led us back towards that awful neighbourhood.

The men smelled terrible: unclean, musty—and the smell of marijuana was intense, making my nostrils tingle. The leader kept that knife in his grip, in case we decided to do anything.

A hand went onto my ass, squeezing me, giving me a tease of what to expect. My heart fell into the pit of my stomach; I knew this night would end with me in a ditch, maybe with my own dick cut off and shoved into my mouth… Sorry for the graphic detail, but that was the image I had in my mind.

It was a four-block walk, which felt like a lifetime. We came to a boarded up house, but there was a red light glowing within, seeping through the cracks of the old home. The grass was overgrown and filled with weeds. The sidewalk was crumbled. There were cans and broken glass everywhere.

I wasn’t used to walking in heels, so I was wobbly over that lawn of carnage. I kept looking at my feet, and then tensing up whenever the men decided they wanted to feel my ass.

I knew they were taking us to that house to rape us.

They pulled the boarded door. It creaked loudly on its old hinges. The room was glowing red. There were figures sitting inside: mostly men, though there were a few rough-looking women in the place: tattooed, older, twitching as if they were currently on some illegal drug or another.

I looked over and noticed Tilly had her phone in her hand, next to her hip. She was trying to dial the police, but one of the men noticed and snatched the phone to her. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing!?” he growled. Then, he took her wrist and pulled her to a couch where two men were sitting. He pushed her down, making her sit between the men.

Then, they took me to the kitchen, away from Tilly. There were a few older men in that kitchen: bearded, scarred, and also looking like they were on some illegal drug or another. They eyed me. One man licked his lips. The smell of body odour was horrible. I almost gagged. “Meet my girlfriend, boys,” said the man next to me before laughing.

“She’s smoking hot,” one of the high men stuttered.

“Well, she’s mine—though maybe you can have a turn when I’m done with her. I haven’t decided yet.” He laughed a horrible laugh. And then he picked up a bottle of vodka and poured it into a glass as if it was a cup of beer. He thrust it into my hands. “Drink,” he said bluntly.

I sipped it to comply.

“I said, drink,” he growled.

So I bit my tongue and drank. It was probably five shots of vodka in a single glass. I’m not sure how I held it down without puking. I did gag, and I did nearly cry from the burn. He spanked me on the ass, laughing. “That’s my girl,” he said. He poured himself a similar glass and drank it without batting an eye.

“What’s your name?” he growled.

I thought for a moment, picking a random name. “Amanda.”

“You’re hot, Amanda. Amazing Amanda. Adorable Amanda. Why are you looking at me like that? You’re looking at me like you hate me.”

I did hate him. I hated everything about him: his patchy hair, the many small scars on his face, the red and purple welts all over his arms. I hated the smell of his breath: unbrushed, garlicky, tobacco, marijuana… the worst combination of smells imaginable.

And his fingers… I hated those more than anything. He wasn’t just grabbing my ass, he was trying to find my asshole with his fingertips. I suppose it was better than him trying to find my pussy; if he felt my cock or balls, he would probably kill me.

But what I hated more than anything was his gun, which was sticking down in his pants, aimed right at his cock. He wasn’t a smart man. Maybe the gun wasn’t loaded… but I had a feeling it was.

The man was happy to show me off, as if I was actually his property. He led me over to the two old men and pushed me towards them. They took turns touching me all over, even squeezing those fake implants, groaning, drooling, expiring.

Then he took me to another room where a man was getting a blowjob from a very cheap prostitute. She was old, in a too-tight lingerie top and leather shorts. She didn’t stop when we came in: she just kept bobbing her head on his cock as he sat, reclined on a chair. “Check out my new bitch,” said the man holding my wrist. He pulled me towards the man receiving oral, and the man instantly reached out to feel me all over. He grabbed my tit and squeezed. “Fuck,” he growled. “How’d you find her?”

“She came to me,” he laughed.

A horrible thing happened. The man pulled me closer while he got sucked off. He grabbed a handful of my ass and just held me, groaning louder and louder. And then he came in that poor woman’s mouth while staring at me. I looked away, trying hard not to cringe. I had a feeling I was next in line…

Then, I was pulled away, off to another room, off to be shown to more men. I was touched by more men. I felt so horrible. I wanted to curl up and cry. I was taken back to the living room, but now Tilly was gone. What were they doing to her? Was she okay?

Next, he took me to an empty room and closed the door. “You’re going to suck me,” he said. “If you try to run away, I’m going to shoot you.” He patted his gun.

But he really wasn’t very smart at all. He took his gun and placed it on a side table, not far from him. Then, he unzipped his fly and pulled out his limp shaft. He began to stroke himself quickly, grunting as he did so. “On your knees,” he growled.

I saw that gun and knew that I had little choice. If he shot me, nobody would call the cops. In the couple of nights we’d been in that neighbourhood, I’d heard many gunshots, but not many sirens.

So I got onto my knees. I bit my tongue. This was my chance to live. I just had to do it.

I’ll spare you the details, because it honestly was not sexy. Yes, I touched him. I gripped him. I tugged him. He groaned.

But I didn’t touch him with my tongue. I didn’t put my lips near him. He was dumb enough to let his guard down almost instantly. So I grabbed his gun and jumped back, aiming it at him.

I was quickly, discharging the magazine, checking if it had ammunition in it, and then pushing it back in and releasing the safety. It was a firearm that I was familiar with, used extensively in my firearm safety class that I took to get my restricted firearms license.

He gasped and froze, cock out, hands now up. “Are you out of your fucking mind!?” he said.

He was lucky I didn’t shoot him in the chest. “Don’t move,” I said. I backed out of the room, closed the door, and then I rushed through the house, looking for Tilly. I bashed open doors, aiming that gun at men. They were afraid, stumbling back from me. Some reached for their own weapons. I knew I had to be fast. I knew they were going to start shooting at me soon enough.

I pushed open another door, screaming for Tilly. And then there she was, naked on a bed. She was white all over, with a naked man standing next to her. He was limp, trying hard to make himself erect so that he could rape her. I aimed the gun at him, and he was so high that it took him ten seconds to notice. “Come on, Tilly!” I cried. she sprung to her feet and I grabbed her hand. I rushed her down the hallway to the back door, which I had to kick to open. Now, men were shouting to one another, scrambling to their drunken, high feet. We were lucky that they were so wasted, giving us a chance to escape.

The whole thing happened so fast, between our abduction and our escape. We rushed back to the house, Tilly running naked down the streets. We closed and locked the doors and turned out the lights. Tilly cried. I asked her if anything happened. She said that the man made her perform oral on him for a minute, but he got embarrassed when he couldn’t get hard, so he made her stop. I suppose it could have been worse, but it was still traumatizing.

We called the police and they were hesitant to send a cruiser. We had to wait a full hour before three cop cars came to the house. By then, we were, of course, dressed, packed, and ready to get the hell out of that neighbourhood. The cops drove us to a hotel, and that’s where we gave our statements. Even they didn’t want to linger around that neighbourhood. “You shouldn’t be staying in that place,” they told us. “It has a terrible reputation.”

“No kidding,” I said. I was now dressed as a man. I have to admit that the most humiliating moment of that night wasn’t being forced to stroke a homeless man’s cock; it was having to tell the police that I was dressed like a girl and abducted by thugs. They, of course, giggled at my expense, and I suppose I couldn’t blame them. They didn’t know how convincing I looked as a girl. I’m sure they would have felt a bit differently had they seen me.

And once they left, I felt weird. I was dressed as myself—as a guy—but I felt… wrong. I don’t know how to explain it, but it just seemed like I was wearing someone else’s clothes, even though I was finally wearing my own clothes against my skin. Before then, it had always been Tilly’s clothes: her dresses, skirts, lingerie. My clothes hadn’t touched my bare skin since forty-eight hours earlier.

I wasn’t sure I liked my own clothes so much…

“I’m so sorry,” Tilly said to me, looking at the ground. “That was all my fault. I made you go out with me. You knew it was a bad idea, but I didn’t listen to you.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “You got a bit carried away, but I went along with it. I’m my own person, Tilly. You weren’t forcing me to do anything. You weren’t putting a gun to my head like those guys at the house.”

She just stared at her feet. I decided to give her a hug, holding her tightly.

We’d also explained our AirBnB situation to the police. They filed a separate report and even managed to contact the owner of the home. I have no idea if that was even in their job description or if they were just doing us a favour, but the foreign owner of the home panicked and instantly offered to put us both up in separate rooms at a hotel, and then claimed they had no idea they were on various websites. “I don’t know how that happened,” he said. “Please, just don’t give me a low review!”

The review was to be determined (but probably wouldn’t be great). Tilly went to her room and I went to mine. I didn’t see her again until the next day: the final day of the conference. She looked tired, sleepless, and pale. She was, after all, sexually assaulted in a horrible way, and probably traumatized. I was certainly traumatized. I wandered up to her mid-morning.

“How are your meetings?” she asked.

“None today,” I said. “I left today open, assuming I would meet people and schedule some meetings through the weekend… but that didn’t really happen.”

She blushed. “I’m sorry. It’s because I kept you so busy.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“I’m really sorry, Peter,” she said. “I was really selfish this weekend. I can’t believe what I put you through.”

“It’s fine, Tilly,” I insisted. “It’s really fine.”

“It’s not fine,” she said. “I put you through a lot. Who am I kidding? You didn’t want to dress up. You were just doing that to make me happy. And why? I don’t deserve it. I pretty much treated you like a slave. And now your weekend was totally ruined. I’ll make it up to you, Peter. I’ll dip into the contingency to cover your airfare and whatnot. You’re technically a volunteer, so it’s not illegal or anything. That money is there for that very reason.”

“You don’t have to do it,” I said. “This weekend wasn’t a complete waste. No, I didn’t sell my prototype… but I did get to meet you… and you really…” I had to be careful with my words, because I didn’t want to say the wrong thing, or give her the wrong impression. “I’ve actually… enjoyed a lot of this weekend. I, uh… didn’t think that I would enjoy it… but I did enjoy it. I enjoyed some of it a lot. And I don’t just mean the sex.”

She perked up, eyes wide. She had a small, hopeful smile on her face.

“Tilly,” I said. “I… I think I learned a lot with you. You’re a really cool girl, and you’re a lot of fun. Dressing up has been… interesting. I’ve… liked it. I mean—I don’t want to get too carried away just yet; this is all new to me… but it’s not something I would have ever found without you. It’s really made me think about things differently. I’m still trying to figure out whether that’s a good or a bad thing.”

She smiled and blushed.

“But I need to be honest with you. This weekend…”

“Don’t say it,” she said suddenly, cutting me off. She was staring into my eyes, red in the cheeks. “I’m on the same page, Peter. You don’t have to say it.”

“You don’t know what I was going to say.”

“I know exactly what you were going to say,” she said.

“But… I need to say it—just to make sure.”

“You don’t want to be with me,” she said. I don’t know how she knew that’s what I was going to say… in nicer terms. I was stunned into a moment of silence before I stuttered.

“It’s not you. You’re awesome—seriously. You’re just…”

“Not your type,” she said. “I get it, Peter. You don’t have to explain yourself. I like you a lot. You’re almost perfect for me… but you aren’t quite perfect. For me, I want someone who’s really into… the things that I’m into, if you know what I mean.”

“I know exactly what I mean,” I said. “And I don’t know if that’s me… yet.”

“I know you don’t know that,” she said. “And maybe, one day, you’ll know, and then maybe we will reconnect. But for now…”

“Friends,” I said.

She smiled. “Friends. Exactly.”

There was a short moment of silence. “But… maybe… friends with benefits,” I said.

She grinned. “We really are on the same page.” She bent forward and kissed me on the cheek. Then, she led me away from the conference, to the room where her bag was. She had a whole change of clothes. When I asked her why she kept a change of clothes, she told me that she had a ‘leaking’ problem, which I already knew about… I guess it was such a big problem that she often kept a change of clothes. Now, she was insisting I put the outfit on.

“How will I hide this puffy dress under my clothes?” I asked.

“You won’t,” she smiled. “I’ll do your makeup. Nobody will recognize you.”

“You want me to be a girl out there!?” I gasped.

She smiled and nodded her head quickly. Her eyes beamed with that horny excitement that seemed to constantly be flowing through her.

So I did it. I let her doll me up in that little room. I put on the wig and the pads and the bra. I went out with eyeliner, shadow, brow filler, concealer, blush, gloss, and fake lashes. I was wearing that tight dress with the puffy skirt and the puffy shoulders. I had stockings on my legs and heels on my feet. It was a classier dress—not too over-the-top, but I still turned a number of heads.

I knew they weren’t recognizing me; I’d been a ghost up until that point at that conference. Now, people were noticing me. Men at booths were waving me over, excited to present their products to me. They asked why I was there. I told a few of them about my prototype, and they were strangely intrigued.

Maybe it was fake enthusiasm as they flirted with me, thinking I was really a girl… or maybe it was real.

But it didn’t matter; now, I was just having fun. I was just messing around and enjoying those final hours of being a girl.

And then something happened—something that I wasn’t expecting. Tilly came up to me with bright eyes. “I got you a meeting,” she said. “They’re leaving in twenty minutes, so you have to hurry. I did my best to explain your cloud thing to them—but they want to hear it from you.”

“W—What?” I said.

She grabbed my wrist. “Just come,” she said. “Time’s running out. They’re really interested.”

And it was true. They were really interested. They listened to my pitch, and I felt strangely calm, even though I was dressed like a girl, with no time to change. Maybe it was because I was in a disguise; it didn’t seem to matter if I embarrassed myself, because all of that embarrassment would die when I changed out of that persona.

“I love this idea,” the man said to me. “I want to run it by head office before I commit to anything. Give you your contact info and I’ll be in touch later this week.”

After the meeting, I gave Tilly a big hug. How could I not? I owed her so much—so much more than I even realized at the time.

Yes, the company bought my prototype. The payout was huge: a ten-million-dollar deal for exclusive rights to the patent. My lawyer advised me to take a smaller deal and keep a cut of the royalties, but I couldn’t resist that huge payout; I was just excited to move onto the next stage of my life, to explore new things—like the things that Tilly had introduced me to.

THE END
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When Kyle’s flight to Mozambique is cancelled, he doesn’t think he’s going to make it to his best friend’s wedding… and then he finds a flight leaving asap. He rushes to the airport and narrowly makes the flight, ending up at the resort a full day before anyone else, except for the bride and groom…

But the bride is gone. Aaron, his best friend, is in tears. Elizabeth left him for her ex and got on the first flight out of Mozambique. Now, Aaron can’t stand the shame and humiliation of cancelling the wedding one day before the ceremony.

Years earlier, Aaron suffered burns all over his body when he pulled Kyle out from a burning building. Now, Kyle would do anything for Aaron; he owed him his life, after all. So when Aaron suggests Kyle put on the wedding dress, a wig, and some makeup, Kyle can’t exactly say no.
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Igot a call early in the morning. It was the airline. “Your flight has been cancelled,” the woman said to me.

“What?” I said, rubbing my eyes and sitting up. “Why? I need to fly out tomorrow. My friend’s wedding is tomorrow.”

“The flight was under-booked,” she said to me. I could tell from the sheepishness in her voice that she was used to being yelled at. And to be honest, I was tempted to yell at her. My best friend was getting married. I was supposed to be the best-man.

I tried to keep my calm. “As long as I get to the wedding,” I said slowly. I took a slow breath in through my nostrils. Stay calm, I told myself. Just stay calm.

“There isn’t another flight out until Thursday,” she said. “The other option is for you to fly west, to connect in Vancouver, and then you can get a flight out—there’s one direct from Vancouver tomorrow.”

I knew about that flight, because most of Aaron’s family was on it. It was supposed to arrive around the same time as my fight. We were all going to be sharing a bus together, from the airport to the small resort where the wedding was to take place: a beautiful beach wedding between Aaron and Elizabeth.

“Whatever,” I said, shaking my head, even though it meant adding almost an entire day onto my flight. “Put me on that flight then.”

“There’s only one seat left on the flight to Vancouver from your location,” she said. “It would be twenty-two-hundred and fifteen dollars.”

My body froze. “What? You’re going to charge me for your mistake!?” I gasped. Now, I wanted to scream at her, even though this wasn’t her fault. She didn’t run the airline. This wasn’t her policy. She didn’t cancel my flight; it was just her job to give people bad news. “I don’t have that kind of cash!”

“Then, it would be another four-hundred for the flight from Vancouver,” she said softly, waiting for me to erupt. “With taxes, the total comes out to three-thousand and fifteen dollars, sixty-two cents.”

I stuttered for a moment. “And then minus the refund from the cancelled flight,” I said. “So… closer to nineteen-hundred… right?”

“No,” she said. “You don’t get a refund for that.”

“What!?” I snapped.

I’ll shorten this conversation for you, because it went on for nearly an hour. Here’s my understanding of what happened: I booked a flight on a cheep airline that had a very lousy cancellation policy—and that included when they cancelled flights. Essentially, when I booked my flight originally, I signed an agreement saying that I would accept their next closest flight in the case that my flight was cancelled. Because I was not accepting that flight (which wouldn’t depart until four days after the wedding), I just had to eat the cost and book another flight on another airline. I was baffled that this was even legal.

“You don’t understand,” I said. “I need to be at my friend’s wedding tomorrow!”

“Well, there is one other option, but I’m not sure you could make it.”

“What?” I said.

“There’s a flight departing here in forty minutes. You would have to be through security in the next fifteen minutes to make it onto the plane.”

“WHY DID YOU NOT MENTION THAT AN HOUR AGO!?” I said. “I WOULD HAVE BEEN THERE AN HOUR AGO FOR FUCK SAKES!”

So, I ended up yelling at the woman, and she just replied by saying, “Please don’t raise your voice with me, sir.”

“Put me on that flight!” I said, snatching my wallet and passport. I only lived fifteen minutes from the airport. I didn’t have time to pack anything at all, but honestly, I could buy everything I needed at the destination: Mozambique. Two weeks earlier, I didn’t even know where in the world Mozambique was.

Two weeks earlier, I didn’t even know that there was going to be a wedding; I didn’t know that Aaron was in a relationship. Nobody had ever heard of Elizabeth—not even Aaron’s parents. In fact, after Aaron told his parents that he was getting married, I got a phone call from Aaron’s mother, Angela. “Did you know that my son was seeing a woman!?” she yelled. She was angry at me, assuming that I’d been hiding that secret from her.

Aaron and I had always been good friends. Our families had always been close. But it wasn’t until I was nineteen that Aaron went from being a good friend to being the best friend I never knew that I would have. It’s a long, incredible story, and very few people really believe all of the details.

I was on a Spring Break trip with Aaron and a few other friends from college. I had a bit too much to drink the first night we were there, at that cottage in Montana. For that second night, they were all going out to a club in a city, about thirty miles away. I stayed at the cabin to rest (if you can call puking my guts out resting). While they were out, I started smelling something smokey, but I didn’t think much of it. I assumed that one of the guys had put a wet log on the fire before taking off.

It was a large, beautiful cabin: two stories, eight bedrooms, and it had this amazing fireplace that was open on all four sides, in the middle of the big living room downstairs.

That smokey smell was getting stronger, but I could hardly move, paralyzed by nausea and exhaustion. The night before, I drank my body weight in tequila. I closed my eyes and dozed off. Then, I woke up to the sound of roaring fire—and a distant siren. “Kyle!” a voice screamed from outside. It was faint. I pushed myself to my feet and reached for the bathroom door handle, but the handle was burning hot. I screamed and retracted my hand. Then, glass shattered behind me: flames were roaring through the window. The whole cabin had been engulfed in fire, and I was trapped upstairs, in that bathroom in the middle of the house.

I coughed and choked. I stumbled around the room, panicking, losing energy as my lungs filled with smoke. I knew that I was likely dead…

I fell down to the ground after a few minutes of panicking. Then, I heard the pounding at the bathroom door. I blinked a few times. My blurry vision managed to focus on that door for a brief moment. I saw the door crash in. Flames burst into the room—and then a figure rushed in. Fire was on his clothes. He thrashed to get the jacket off, and then he grabbed me with impressive strength.

It was Aaron.

He was a bigger guy than me: always in the gym, always watching his diet so he would have that girl-dream masculine body. I made fun of him for all of that hard work… but now, I wasn’t laughing. He lifted me up and rushed me through a wall of fire. It hurt, but somehow I didn’t ignite. He stormed me down the stairs, through flames, holding his breath because the smoke was so thick. He jumped over a fallen, torched beam. Then, he got me twenty feet from the house and collapsed, just as the firetruck arrived. They sprayed him down and covered his body before doing the same to me. My body wasn’t nearly as burned as his.

From his neck down, he suffered severe burns. The burns on his torso would require multiple surgeries to fix—and even then, he would never be quite the same. He lost a lot of feeling in his body from scorched nerve endings. Thankfully, his face was mostly untouched, save for a small scar on the underside of his chin.

He saved my life. He risked everything to get me out of that building; and I would have died. before the firefighters even started spraying the cabin with water, the flames grew in fury, erupting, blazing into the air, wrapping around the building as if it was a giant pile of old, dried newspaper.

Emergency crews couldn’t understand how Aaron was able to tolerate the excruciating pain to save me. He spent nearly a month in the hospital before he was able to walk again.

So yeah, I owed him everything. I was going to do whatever I had to do to get to his wedding—even if it meant having to buy a new suit and some new toiletries. And honestly, I would have paid the three-thousand dollars if it was my only option—even if it meant having to go to a loan shark to get the cash.

Thankfully, that wasn’t necessary… yet. I got into my car and rushed to the airport. I parked outside the front doors and rushed in, knowing the car would be towed, knowing I would end up with a fine on top of the towing fee: probably a thousand dollars altogether… but that was a lot less than three-thousand.

I went straight to the security line, budging many people. “I’m so sorry, my plane is about to leave.” I was scolded and called many things (asshole, cunt, fucker, piece of shit, and so on). But I made it through security seconds before the cut off. It was a downright miracle, but I was going to make it to Aaron’s wedding. I was going to be there, standing next to him while he married this mysterious Elizabeth…

Even though this Elizabeth girl really did seem like a gigantic red flag… I would support Aaron no matter what—even if he wanted to marry some drug addict convicted murderer. Of course, I would voice my concern, as a friend, but I would stand by him no matter what.

As I boarded that plane for Mozambique, I had no idea just how prepared I was to truly be standing by Aaron at his wedding.
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Elizabeth was a blonde bombshell: a model, part-time actress, and socialite. She was twenty-five, four years younger than Aaron, but she looked nineteen thanks to some very expensive products—and possibly a few procedures too. She was an heiress to some big chocolate company or another, and her uncle owned one of America’s biggest energy providers. She was friends with Hailey Bieber and Gigi Hadid, and her godfather was apparently Al Pacino. She had six million followers on TikTok, and another six on Instagram. She had been in a very famous Leonardo DiCaprio film, but apparently all of her scenes were cut out, so she no longer spoke to DiCaprio.

Well—that’s what I knew from looking her up, and from what Aaron had told me. I never met the girl, and I never would meet her. Nobody would meet her, because she got cold feet and left in the middle of the night, while Aaron was sleeping, leaving behind nothing but a note that Aaron found minutes before leaving for the airport to pick me up (he found that note a minute after getting my text message, letting him know that I would be arriving a day early).

When I saw Aaron, he was white all over. I went to give him a hug, but he just stood there, frozen, deflated. I had no idea that his fiancee had left him. I had no idea that he’d just learned a few hours earlier that he was single.

“I—I can’t get her on the phone,” was the first thing he said to me.

“Who?” I said.

“Elizabeth,” he said softly. “She… She’s gone.”

“What do you mean? Where did she go?”

“Italy… I think,” he said. “For Italian Fashion Week. Maybe… Maybe I should go there and try to find her.”

“What!?” I said, and then I shook my head. “No, no. The wedding is tomorrow night. What are you talking about? Why did she go? When did she leave? Did you guys fight? Aaron—look at me. Look at me, buddy. Relax for a moment. Tell me what’s happening.”

It took him a moment to focus on me, looking into my eyes. And then he dug out the note and showed it to me. I read it.

‘Aaron,

‘I loved you. Well, I thought that I loved you. I’m so sorry to be doing this, but I just can’t go through with this wedding. I just don’t think we belong together. I’ve been thinking about it a lot over the past week, and we’re just moving too fast. And I need to tell you something.

‘My ex called me last night and we talked for a few hours. He ended up proposing to me… I’m so sorry, Aaron. I hope you all the best in your life. I’m going to Italy for Italian Fashion Week, and then I’m going to be in Mozambique again, for the wedding. I hope that you can be there and we can still be friends.’

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “Is she inviting you to… her wedding with her ex?”

“I’m the ex now,” he said. “And yes… she’ll be here next week to marry the guy.”

The note was pretty clear: the relationship was over. It had hardly been a thing: not even three full weeks since they’d met. I wanted to slap some sense into Aaron. I wanted to grab him, shake him, and demand to know why he was being such a fool. I suppose people do foolish things when they’re in love… or in lust.

“You must think I’m such an idiot,” he groaned.

“No,” I said. “I just…” I forced a smile. “What, uh, were you thinking when you proposed to her so soon?”

“She wanted it,” he said. “She told me that she believed that if a couple is meant to be together, you should know after a first date. I… I just wanted to prove to her that we were meant to be together, that I knew it was meant to be. And… I really thought that it was meant to be. She was my dream girl.”

I nodded my head slowly. “And you were pretty sure that she felt the same way?”

“She accepted the ring,” he said. “And we were making love, like, five times a day.”

“Wow,” I said. “Did you ever find any time to talk?” I laughed, even though it was a bad moment to let a chuckle slip. Aaron looked to be on the verge of tears. I had no idea how to help him. I also wasn’t thrilled about the fact that I was out a few thousand dollars because of this trip, and there wasn’t even a wedding to show for it. My car was already in an impound lot. I already had a voice message on my phone from the airport police. I’d taken off the week for work.

But I didn’t mind, because it was for Aaron. I hadn’t forgotten the day he saved my life; he still had the scars to remind me. Now, I was at least there to help him through a tough time.

I gave him a pat on the back. “Let’s go to the resort and have a drink. Alright? We can still make the most of this trip.”

So we got into his rental car and headed to the resort. “No bags?” he asked.

“I didn’t have time to pack. I have nothing but my passport and my wallet. Oh—there’s a place to buy toothpaste and stuff at the resort, right?”

“Sure,” he said. “You didn’t bring anything? Not even your suit?”

“I didn’t have time, Aaron,” I said. I told him the story of the last-second trip. It took the whole drive to tell him about how I rushed out the door and abandoned my car in the drop-off zone. In that moment, I had no idea that we were wasting precious time chatting; I don’t think he quite realized it either. He went on to tell me the story of them checking in to the resort, how another couple was accidentally put into their room: double-booked, and they walked in on them having sex.

I hadn’t seen Aaron in almost six months, so we had lots of catching up to do—and we got right to catching up, which was a mistake; we were losing those final vital hours without even realizing it.

You see, most airlines that allow people to cancel flights need twenty-four hours notice, otherwise there is no refund. Aaron had thirty of his closest family members coming to that destination wedding. They would be boarding in about… twenty-five hours as we sat at the bar and Aaron asked me how my own love life had been.

“It’s been… up and down,” I smiled.

“No lady in your life? I told you that you could bring someone with you. We have a plus-one for you… Well, we had a plus-one for you.”

“There was a girl. I was going to ask her to come, but… well, the day I was going to ask, she kind of broke things off with me.”

“Wait—was this Kelsey?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

“No!” he said. “Weren’t you guys together for, like, six months?”

I tried to force a smile. “I guess sometimes you move too fast, like in your case, and sometimes you move too slow… like in my case. She just messaged and told me that we weren’t a good fit. I was a bit blindsided. I asked her why. She gave me the standard answers… you know: it’s not you, it’s me. And then I pressed her a bit more before she finally said, ‘Look, Kyle. You’re just… too shy.’ And… yeah. I guess it might have been true.”

“Too shy?” Aaron asked. “What does that mean?” I think he liked me talking about my problems, because it provided a distraction from his own problem: his very big problem, which was about to become an even bigger problem because we weren’t acting fast enough. People needed to know to cancel their flights, but we weren’t telling them. The clock was ticking.

“Well, I never did kiss her,” I said.

“After six months!?” he gasped.

“The right moment never came up!” I said. “I wanted to kiss her a few times, but… I wanted that moment to be magical. I wanted it to be memorable for her, not just in a parking lot at the mall, or during some action movie. I guess I just thought that if that first kiss was truly memorable, it would be a great foundation for the rest of the relationship. I just imagined snowflakes falling all around, and warm twinkling streetlights… maybe while some special song was playing in the background. I wanted to be presentable, but I also wanted her to be wearing something that she would remember: a nice dress. I also had this idea of it being caught on camera; maybe I would hire someone to snap a photo, so we could remember that moment forever.”

Aaron rolled his eyes. “Kyle, it’s a kiss, not an engagement. You’re overthinking it. No offence, buddy, but I would dump you after six months if you didn’t kiss me. Or I would assume you were gay.”

“Hey!” I snapped. “I just wanted it to be romantic!”

“You’ve always been a romantic,” he chuckled.

We kept chatting. Now, that cancellation window was smaller: just twenty minutes left.

“So if you never kissed, then you probably never fucked either,” he said.

I blushed and shrugged my shoulders. “I wanted that to be special too.”

“Oh my God,” he groaned. “Kyle… when was the last time you even got laid?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said, shying away.

“Have you gotten any action this year?”

“Let’s talk about something else,” I said. And it was a good idea; we should have been talking about the wedding, which was still all planned and set to go ahead. Even the wedding planner had no idea that the wedding was off; nobody knew, except for me… Well, I assumed people knew. I assumed that some sort of message had gone out. Had I known that nobody knew, I probably wouldn’t have been talking about an ex-girlfriend from two years ago now.

“Don’t tell me Sarah was the last girl you fucked,” he said, referring to the aforementioned ex-girlfriend.

“There was another girl since then.”

“Please tell me that she was more than a one-night stand,” he said.

I blushed.

“Kyle!” he snapped. “How can you live without sex?”

Tick-tock… Time was running out.

We ordered another drink. Then, a couple of beautiful young girls showed up at the bar, sitting at the far end. They were dolled up and in bikinis. One girl had large fake breasts and large fake lips. I usually went for the natural girls, but there was something alluring about this particular woman. She had an aura about her that lured me in… maybe it was that lingerie-brand perfume that was floating around her. Maybe it was the tiny bikini that left little to the imagination.

“Tonight, we’re going to end your cold streak,” Aaron whispered into my ear. He gave me a pat on the back and chuckled.

“What about you?” I said. “I’m not doing it unless you’re doing it too.”

And then he turned pale, turning his gaze to the bar, no longer smiling.

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s too soon. I get it.” And again, I realized that getting me laid was, to him, a perfect distraction from his very big problem. But right now, he didn’t need a distraction; he needed a reminder. He needed to act, and he needed to act fast.

Fifteen minutes remained… it was almost too late.

Then, he blinked a few times and suddenly grew wide-eyed.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Their flights,” he whispered.

“Whose flights?”

“My family… my friends…” He looked at his watch and gasped. “Fuck! They’re going to be boarding in twenty-four hours!”

It was a miracle! He didn’t realize too late, but he did need to make some fast calls. He needed to get through to everyone. I would have to help, and he would have to ask the first people he called to help too, if he was going to reach them all. We needed to act!

He pulled out his phone. “I need to make some calls,” he said.

“I’ll help.”

A moment later, the wedding contact list was open, with addresses and phone numbers. I was ready to start calling people. But I noticed that I recognized all of the names on the list. “Is Elizabeth going to deal with her own family?” I asked.

“She didn’t invite anyone,” he said as he punched in his mother’s phone number. “Just her friend, Tamara.”

“What?” I said. “Why?”

“She said that she didn’t want a big wedding. I had to beg her to let me invite anyone at all. She just wanted Tamara to be there with her, and she said I could invite one person originally. It was a bit of an argument, but finally I got her to let me invite about thirty people.”

“Okay, whatever,” I said. “Let’s just start calling. Do you care who I call first?” I looked down at the list.

But he was frozen, just staring at his phone.

“Aaron?” I said.

He remained still, staring at his mother’s name on the screen.

“Aaron, we need to act fast. Should I just call someone random? Maybe your brother—he can help us.”

“No,” he said suddenly. “D—Don’t do that. He told me not to marry her.”

“What?” I said.

“My brother… when I told him that I was getting married, he told me not to marry her.”

“Why?” I asked, looking at the time as another minute ticked by.

“He was happy for me at first… but then he called back a few hours later. He told me he looked her up and didn’t like what he saw. He told me that she had some red flags… and I guess it was true. He sent me a link to a video. It was her last wedding. She had never told me that she was married. And that wedding… well, it was here, in Mozambique.”

I bit down on my tongue. It was more than a red flag… it was a gigantic red tarp flapping in the wind.

“That was just eight months ago. I got into a fight with Elizabeth about it. She told me that her past was none of my business. She just kept telling me to leave the past in the past, but that got me looking into things, and I found out that she’d been married six times.”

“Six times!?” I gasped, unable to stop myself from shouting. People at that bar turned to look at us. I slouched into my seat and cleared my throat. “Were you going to be number-seven?”

He nodded his head. “And they were all here, in Mozambique. So my brother thought that it was some sort of scam. They do have some weird marriage laws here… but Elizabeth assured me that the reason all the weddings were in Mozambique was because she’d always dreamed of marrying her soulmate in Mozambique; it’s how she wanted to start her forever-relationship. She admitted that she had been fast to wed in the past. She told me not to worry about it. I really don’t think she’s scamming…”

I couldn’t help but let a small laugh slip. I think I was just trying to ease the tension and lighten the mood. “Maybe she works for the resort. God knows she keeps it full for a week every year.”

He glared at me, unimpressed, looking like he was biting his tongue so that he wouldn’t lash out at me.

“Sorry,” I said. “Look—we need to start phoning people. Call your mom. Tell me who to call. People aren’t going to be happy if they don’t get their money back. As long as they’re on the line with the airline, they’ll probably be refunded.”

But he was still just sitting there, staring at his phone screen.

“Come on, Aaron. Call your mom,” I said.

“I can’t,” he said. “She… She cried when I told her that I was engaged. She was so… happy.” He looked into my eyes. “I—I didn’t tell you this, Kyle. My mom… has cancer. She only has six months left, at most. Her dream is to see me married before she goes. This was it… This was going to be her dream come true. My brother… he’s already married.”

“I—I’m so sorry, Aaron,” I said. “I had no idea. But your mom is going to find out… either now, or tomorrow, when she shows up and there’s no bride here.”

“I just can’t do it,” he said, getting teary. I’d never seen Aaron with tears in his eyes. I was by him for a month in the hospital, and he never cried once. But now, he looked like a broken man, a deflated version of his former self.

“Aaron,” I said. “I hate to say it, but there’s no other option. Your mom will understand. And… I can help you find another girl. But what else can you really do? You can’t just bring her here and… put on a fake wedding.” I looked at the clock. The window had now closed. Now, we could only pray that the airline would be lenient for the thirty or so people who would be traveling to Mozambique in twenty-four hours.

“I can’t do it, Kyle.” He closed that file with the phone numbers. “I just can’t do it. I—I’m sorry, Kyle. I’ll be back. I need to be alone for a minute.” He got up and headed off. I thought he would be back soon with a head full of sense.

But an hour went by, and Aaron was still gone. I was drinking alone at a bar in Mozambique. I was sick with stress; I couldn’t imagine how Aaron was feeling.

But he had to tell people; he couldn’t just let them come, expecting a wedding. He wasn’t saving himself from embarrassment; he was just making it worse.

I pulled out my phone. I pulled up his brother’s contact information. I had no idea if it was still up to date; I hadn’t messaged his brother in six years. But maybe this was something I needed to deal with, as a friend. I could tell his brother to help me, and to keep it as a sensitive matter. With his brother, I could call everyone. Maybe they wouldn’t get their money back… but they at least wouldn’t show up for a wedding that wasn’t going to happen.

Just as I was about to call his brother, Aaron showed back up. His eyes were red, as if he’d been crying. He stared at me, looking like a statue. His energy was making me nervous. He blinked a few times finally, and then he cleared his throat. “I, uh, have an idea…” he said. “But maybe we should go back to my room to talk about it.”
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Ididn’t like the idea at all. I had no idea how he even came up with such an absurd idea. At first, I thought he was joking around with me. “You aren’t serious, are you?” I said. And then I felt my skin turning pale as I realized that he was indeed serious. He really did want me to put on his ex-fiancee’s wedding dress. “It’s still with the seamstress,” he said. “She left it there.”

“I’m not putting on a wedding dress. I’m not pretending to be Elizabeth, Aaron. Have you lost your mind?”

“You look a bit like her. And it’s amazing what girls can do with their makeup. We—We just have to get the makeup artist to make you look the part.”

“Aaron,” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder. I was legitimately concerned that he’d lost his mind. “Reel yourself in, buddy. You’re speaking nonsense.”

“I don’t think it’s that crazy,” he said, with his crazy eyes. “It would just have to be a few minutes, really. You come down the aisle, in her wedding dress. We do the vows. Then we go off together. I can tell everyone that you were feeling sick before the reception. It will still be embarrassing to be alone at the reception—but it won’t be embarrassing compared to having to tell everyone that…”

“What?” I said. “That there’s no wedding?”

“That they were right,” he said, lip quivering, as if he was about to cry again. I couldn’t believe his emotional instability; this was a girl he only knew for a few weeks… but it wasn’t the girl he was crying about; it was the humiliation. This was completely devastating to him.

His idea was crazy, and the more he talked about it, the more he seemed sure that it was actually a good idea. I quickly realized that talking him out of it was going to be tricky. But I did get an idea of my own: a much more rational idea. “What if we can just get Elizabeth on the phone?” I said. “You can talk to her. Maybe you can smooth out whatever fight you had.”

“There was no fight, Kyle,” he said. “We haven’t fought in… days. She just left because her ex called.”

“Well, if he called and stole her from you, what’s stopping you from calling to steal her from him?” I said.

And the idea seemed to resonate with him, though he didn’t seem all that excited about the idea of getting her back; he seemed more intrigued by the idea of not having to cancel the wedding—and that was a sign that he should not be marrying this person at all. He was probably never in love. I’m sure he knew that.

He didn’t mind my idea. He took out his phone and tried calling her. He took my phone and tried calling her. We tried calling from a phone in the lobby, assuming that she was screening us. He left message after message, “I think we can work this out,” he said, over and over. We sent messages on Instagram, on TikTok, on SnapChat… but she was ghosting him: ignoring each and every message that he sent.

We tried for hours, even borrowing phones from guests at that resort, thinking we would get through with a lucky break. But we never got through; all we’d done was lost more valuable time.

“This is going to be so humiliating,” he groaned when we found ourselves back at that bar. Now, it was around midnight. He planted his face into the palms of his hands, and his face stayed there for a long, long time.

“Maybe people won’t be upset,” I said. “Maybe they’ll just be happy to have a little vacation. It’s a beautiful resort, after all. I mean—look at that view!” The ocean looked beautiful with the moon sparkling above it. The breeze was the perfect warm temperature. The palm trees made that hypnotic, mesmerizing sound as their big leaves tickled together. And the men were going to love it because there were beautiful women everywhere. And the women were probably going to be thrilled about all of the rich, successful men everywhere.

It was an expensive resort: a place where celebrities went between film festivals and red carpet events. It was the most luxurious luxury spot on that side of the continent…

Many of Aaron’s friends and family members were digging into their savings to be able to make the wedding. It was a relatively remote part of Africa—not exactly a short trip from Canada. Flights were wildly expensive, flying across the ocean. It was a thousand dollars a night for a cheap room; most people were only staying for a single night before going elsewhere—and some were just staying at different resorts. We had all pulled strings to get to that wedding, so it was perfectly reasonable for Aaron to be downright humiliated that people were going to show up to nothing…

“Maybe she’ll just show up tomorrow,” I said, trying to be hopeful. “I mean—she seems like the type of girl that would do something like that.” I forced a smile.

“That would be a miracle,” he said. “And I don’t know I really believe in miracles, Kyle.”

I paused or a moment. “Well, I do,” I said. “Because it was a miracle when you saved my life.” I stared at him. He wasn’t coming up from his face-palm. He was just staying there, possibly crying. I couldn’t stand that sight.

So for the rest of the night, I tried to reach Elizabeth. I tried so hard to get in contact with her, so that I could beg her to come back. Even if she came back a day late… we could lie to the guests and say that there was another wedding booked so we had to push…

But there was no way that I was going to pretend to be Elizabeth, just so Aaron could save face in front of his family…

Unless that’s really what he wanted me to do, because after Aaron saved my life, I would do anything for him. Yes, I would even pretend to be a woman for fifteen minutes if it meant him being happy.
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We ended up sharing a room that night. We both had a bit too much to drink. I couldn’t remember anything past 1:00 AM. It was 11:00 AM when I woke up, and I never slept for more than six hours, so I could only assume that I was awake until around four or five.

I woke up to the sound of Aaron emptying his guts into the toilet. The smell of African food and stale whiskey was becoming stronger and stronger, so I jumped out of bed and threw open the room’s only window, letting in a gust of warm, fresh vacation air.

I let out a sigh of relief before the urge to puke came to me. The toilet was in use, so I rushed out the garden-suite door and puked on the ground.

Okay—maybe you don’t need those nasty details. But I will say this: I handled hangovers well… much better than my very sick friend. Once I got that puke out, I was in tip-top shape. I took a moment to catch my breath and then I stood up and breathed in the fresh African air. I chugged a glass of clear water and was ready to move forward with my day.

The smile didn’t stay on my face long though. The previous day (minus those few missing hours) came back to me suddenly, filling me with a terrible dread. It was now the day of the wedding, and there was no bride.

Or maybe there was… Maybe we managed to get in touch with her, and I just couldn’t remember. I seemed to remember a bit from that blank period… no images or sounds or smells, but instead a feeling. Yes… a feeling of… celebration. But what were we celebrating? i couldn’t remember much of anything, but I could remember a moment when everything suddenly seemed to be solved, like all of Aaron’s problems had vanished in a moment.

And maybe Elizabeth really did show up. I remembered a girl… an unfamiliar girl. She was in the room with us. She was in Aaron’s arms. I could remember tears… tears of joy… some sort of reconciliation. It must have been Elizabeth!

And that would explain the women’s clothes that were now all over the floor of the room, the makeup that was scattered on the counter, and the pink luggage that was on the ground. But where was the girl? Maybe she was out at the resort restaurant getting herself some breakfast.

On the luggage was a big monogram E. It was one of those checked Louis Vuitton pattern, pink and white. That bag was most certainly owned by some wealthy woman, whose name started with E… It must have been Elizabeth’s bag.

I let out a big sigh of relief.

“Aaron!” I shouted. “Is the wedding back on!?”

“That’s the plan,” he groaned from within the bathroom. “Kyle…”

“What?”

“I need your help,” he said. He sounded like he was on death’s doorstep.

“With what?”

“It’s embarrassing… but I need help or I won’t be able to function today.” He stopped to puke, and then he took a minute to catch his breath.

I let myself into the bathroom and saw him. He looked absolutely miserable: a pale green colour, eyes sunken, hair a mess. The smell was not nice; I had to cover my face.

“What can I do for you, buddy?”

“You’ll never look at me the same,” he said. “But there’s no way I can stand at the altar without your help.”

“Anything,” I said. “Anything for you.” I smiled, feeling great. But that great feeling was about to fade.

“I need you to go to the resort pharmacy and get me some nausea meds,” he said.

“Sure,” I laughed. It didn’t seem like that big of a deal.

“But I need you to grab… the ones you stick your ass.” His face turned red for a brief moment. “I don’t think I could hold down the oral ones for long enough.” He puked again.

I laughed. “Whatever,” I said. It didn’t seem like that big of a deal until, ten minutes later, I returned with the anti-nausea suppository.

“I need you to put it in for me,” he said without looking at me.

“What!?” I snapped. “No! No way! Why?”

“I can’t do it,” he said. “I know it’s humiliating. I’ve never been able to do it myself.”

“Why?” I said. “Just stick it up there. Don’t make a big deal of it.”

“I just… can’t,” he said. “My body freezes up when I try. I know, I know—it’s embarrassing. Just close your eyes and do it fast for me. Please.”

We argued for a few minutes. I thought he was messing with me, but he was serious… so… I did it. I closed my eyes. He had cleaned himself up while I was at the pharmacy, so there wasn’t that smell. His skin was clean from a quick fetal-position shower. He’d even changed into clean clothes.

Now, with him on his hands and knees, I was pushing a finger into his asshole. I couldn’t remember what happened the night before. Sadly, I could remember pushing a pill into Aaron’s asshole. But that’s enough of that story.

Thirty minutes later, Aaron was in better shape. He came out and had a cup of coffee. It was noon now. “They’re all on a plane,” he said to me. “My whole family. Everyone who’s ever cared about me. They’re coming to Mozambique.”

His face was still pale. I assumed it was from the hangover.

“We’ll get some food into you and you’ll feel just fine for the wedding,” I said. We still had seven hours until the ceremony. It was going to be down on the beach. In fact, we could see the resort staff lugging the stuff down: the little altar, the folding chairs, the flowers, and so on. They were marching like ants down the resort pathway.

He nodded his head. I could tell he wasn’t quite ready to be more than fifteen feet from a bathroom, so I decided to fetch him some food. “Maybe I’ll see Elizabeth at the restaurant,” I said.

He gave me a funny sort of look, but I didn’t ask why. I took off for the resort restaurant, feeling good about the day. Everything seemed to be under control. The wedding was being set up. The weather was perfect: warm, but not too hot, without the slightest breeze to make a mess of the beach setup. I stopped by the ceremony spot for a minute, just to ensure it was all looking okay. The resort-assigned wedding planner was there, shouting commands like a drill sergeant. She looked at me for a split second before turning back to the crew. “Can I help you?” she asked.

“I’m just checking in.”

“Are you part of the wedding?”

“I’m the best-man,” I said.

“Good,” she said. “Then you can tell the groom that he needs to come and find me as soon as possible. He didn’t show up for the rehearsal last night. Neither did the bride—so if you can find her too, that would be great. We’re not just going to wing this. We don’t just wing weddings.” I must admit that she scared me a little bit, but I suppose that’s the kind of person you want in charge of an important event like a wedding.

“I think she’s having a late breakfast,” I explained. “I’ll try to find her.”

“It has to be in the next hour. I’m leaving for the afternoon. My assistant will be here for the ceremony; she will handle everything. But she can’t handle the rehearsal.”

“Got it,” I said. It didn’t seem like a big problem.

I must admit that I was a bit nervous to meet Elizabeth. I only knew what I’d seen online, on her social media accounts. She portrayed herself as… well… a bit of a whore. I’m not trying to sound like an asshole or a misogynist; it’s just the reality of her ‘brand’. She was a socialite. Her social media image was her career. If she wanted to be sponsored and flown around the world, she had to maintain a certain level of engagement, and she was essentially selling her body.

Sex sells. I’m not going to diss her for taking advantage of what she had available to her. She was a very beautiful woman, though it was hard to really know what she looked like. I never saw a single video where she wasn’t buried in makeup, hidden by God-knows how many filters. When I looked her up on Google, I had no idea if the images that came up were of the same person.

She did a lot of those cosplay photoshoots, dressing up like characters from games and movies and TV shows. It wasn’t that high-level cosplay stuff that would blow you away… they were just costumes she bought or borrowed. I don’t think the girl ever touched a sewing machine, or had ever stepped foot in a fabric store.

Anyway—long story short, I had no idea who I was looking for when I stepped into that restaurant. I had no idea how Elizabeth had her hair now. Her TikTok showed her with blonde hair, black hair, brunette hair, red hair, pink hair… Was she tall? Was she short?

I didn’t think it would be too hard to find her. I was sure that I would see her and say, “Ah! There she is!” But it wasn’t so simple. I walked into that restaurant area and saw half a dozen women who could have been Elizabeth: young socialite girls, bleached hair, puffy lips, bronzed skin, sunglasses.

And this chick didn’t know what I looked like either. I was suddenly overwhelmed, and I quickly realized that I wasn’t going to find her without walking up to a dozen random women and making a fool of myself. So I decided to simply get Aaron’s breakfast in a to-go box. I could get him feeling better, and then I could send him out to look for his bride.

It took the restaurant twenty minutes to whip up two meals to go. Now, it was noon. The wedding was getting closer and closer.

I half-expected to see Elizabeth in the room when I returned, but Aaron was still sitting alone. That pink bag was still there. The clothes were still all over the bed. “Did she come back, or no?”

“No,” he said, looking at me bluntly. He almost looked confused, as if he couldn’t figure out why I was asking such an insane question.

But I didn’t have time to ask about Elizabeth, because I needed to get some food into him, and I needed to tell him about his rehearsal that he needed to get to.

“We just have to skip the rehearsal,” he said to me. “There’s no time for that.”

“I don’t know if that’s an option,” I said. “She was pretty serious about it.”

He waved me off. “I’m paying her. If we want to miss it, we can miss it. We have bigger things to figure out.”

That familiar dread crawled through me. Aaron had always been a very… casual guy. He’d always lacked that urgency that most people have in situations like this one. His wedding was just a few hours away and he’d done nothing to get ready for it.

I suppose there wasn’t too much urgency… it’s not like the guests had anywhere else to be once they were there. There were no flights out of Mozambique until the next afternoon. The resort wasn’t going to toss Aaron out if the wedding happened late.

“Just tell me what I can do to help here,” I said. “Let’s start getting things figured out.”

“Makeup,” he said. “That’s probably the best place to start, I would think. I’ll call Emily. Her number is in my phone here somewhere.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head. “You want makeup? Like, concealer or something? For that razor burn? I don’t think it’s that big of a deal, to be honest. Or do you mean Elizabeth’s makeup? Is she going to be back here soon?”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes, as if I was speaking complete gibberish.

“I’m just confused, Aaron. What am I not getting?”

“Your makeup, Kyle,” he said. “We need to do your makeup.”

A coldness filled my heart. I stuttered. Then, I let out a nervous laugh. “For what?” I said.

He kept staring at me. “For what? For the wedding, you dolt!”

“For your wedding?”

“For our wedding!” he said. “Don’t you remember last night? Oh no… you don’t remember last night. Oh God, Kyle—don’t do this to me! Not today!” He threw up his arms and went into a frenzy, pacing around the room.

I looked down at the bag. “Elizabeth is here,” I said. “So why would you want me to pretend to be a woman!?”

“Elizabeth isn’t here, Kyle!” he said. “What makes you think Elizabeth is here?”

“Her bag is right there!” I said.

“That’s the makeup artist’s bag,” he said. “That’s Emily’s bag. We talked to her for an hour last night! She even lent you a bunch of her clothes! Kyle! You really didn’t seem that drunk last night. Please tell me you remember last night.”

I stuttered. I trembled. I had no idea what was happening. Was this a prank?

“Kyle! Please just try to remember last night! Emily spent two hours with you! Don’t you remember? She helped you do the voice, and she showed you how to stand and walk.”

“She did?” I whispered.

“Yes!” he cried. “Kyle! Buddy! Don’t let me down now. We had this all worked out!”

“We… We did?”

He groaned and planted his face into his hands. “Liquor,” he said finally. “It worked last night. It can work again. We need to get some tequila into you.”

“No,” I said. “I’m feeling okay right now, but if you even mention tequila, I’ll throw up.”

He grunted. “Kyle, you’re killing me, buddy.” He let out a long, loud groan. “I don’t have time for this. I’ll explain it while you’re in makeup. I’m going to call Emily. Just… Go take a shower.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

I really thought that this was some sort of prank, until I got into the bathroom, took my clothes off, and saw that my legs had been shaved smooth—crotch too. There wasn’t a single body hair on me. And it wasn’t until that moment that I noticed my fingernails and toenails: painted white.

What happened last night?

This just seemed downright crazy. I was sure that I was having a vivid nightmare. I was sure that I was going to wake up at any moment and life would be normal again.

I closed my eyes as hot water poured down my body. I tried to control my breathing. Okay, so maybe it wasn’t a nightmare; it wasn’t ending and it sure seemed real. I couldn’t let Aaron down, and it was too late to try to contact Elizabeth. We couldn’t cancel the wedding; it was too late for that too. So I guess I just had to go through with it; I couldn’t let Aaron down… not after what he’d done for me.

I stepped out of the shower and towelled off my hairless body. Then I saw a little jar of moisturizer, and a memory from the previous night came back to me suddenly. “This is a wedding secret,” Emily had said to me after I shaved. “Rub this all over your body. It will make your skin glisten and glow. It’s a little bridal trick.”

I opened the jar and looked at the white cream. With a groan, I scooped some of the cream and rubbed it all over my smooth thighs.

And with that little memory came another: me sitting on that toilet with Emily in front of me. She was putting a wig on my head, and she had three other wigs with her on the counter. “Blonde looks best on you,” she had said to me. “Let’s go with blonde. Now the question is, bangs or no bangs… Let me pull up a picture of Elizabeth really quickly…”

So maybe Aaron wasn’t lying to me. Maybe we really did have a night of feminization, getting me wedding-ready at the last minute.

I took a deep breath. “Do it for him,” I whispered.

“Emily’s on her way,” Aaron called out to me.

I emerged from the bathroom with a towel around me. He looked me up and down. “Good. You smell like a girl. That’s a good start.”

“It’s the moisturizer,” I said, feeling like I needed to defend myself.

“Whatever it is, it’s perfect.” Aaron took a moment to get me up to speed on what I’d forgotten in my state of drunken intoxication. Apparently, he called Emily and told her the situation, and then he asked her to come over. Once at the room, he explained his idea to her. Then, Emily performed a ‘makeup test’ on me, to see if I could pass as Elizabeth. As he told the story, a few small moments came back to me, like when Emily glued the fake lashes onto my face.

“I was blown away, honestly,” Aaron continued. “Emily is like a makeup wizard. She can do anything. She really did make you into Elizabeth.”

“You were drunk,” I said. “Your sensibilities were… off.”

“No,” he said. “I mean, yes—I was drunk. But you really looked like Elizabeth. I was floored.”

Then came the knock at the door.

“You’ll see,” said Aaron with a grin, but that grin just made me feel sick; that grin was just a reminder that I was about to be dolled up and paraded in front of Aaron’s entire family. And Aaron’s family all knew me; I was constantly around his family growing up. They treated me like a son of their own. I didn’t want to bring shame to that beautiful family, and I just couldn’t see this little scheme ending well.

But I owed Aaron my life, and if this was really what he wanted, then this is what I was going to give to him.

Aaron opened the door and let the smiling Emily into the room. She eyed me and my heart sank deep into the pit of my stomach.
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Emily truly was some sort of makeup witch. She worked fast and aggressively, brushing my face hard with a number of different brushes. She had pallets spread out all around her: various shades of pinks and browns and blacks and reds. She had a whole arsenal of eyeliner pens that she used while gripping my head in place. “Don’t move,” she said with a thick French accent. She didn’t speak a ton of English. She was apparently some TikTok famous makeup artist, and Aaron had spent a small fortune bringing her to Mozambique for the wedding. Elizabeth was apparently a huge fan, and it was supposed to be his wedding gift to her.

And since Aaron was paying Emily, Emily didn’t seem to mind doing whatever was asked of her, even if that meant dolling me up as a girl. She seemed to like the challenge.

I never saw myself as particularly feminine, though I wouldn’t say that I was masculine in the same way Aaron was masculine. I didn’t have the big muscles or the rigid jawline… but I still looked like a guy. Nobody ever thought that I was a girl.

But Emily liked the challenge. She would work for a few minutes, and then she would stand there, staring at my face, deep in thought. It was like she was painting my face in her mind, running through the various options of how she could transform me.

And it’s not like she was using prosthetic pieces. She wasn’t gluing on fake cheekbones or any of that stuff you seem them do for the movies; she was just using the same tools she would have used on any other bride.

I won’t bore you with the details of that long hour, being brushed and poked and coloured on, as if I was some piece of construction paper before a very focussed and eager child. She didn’t let me look in the mirror once she got started; she was an artist that way, not wanting anyone to see her work until she was finished. So to be honest, I have no real idea what she was doing to me when she brushed my eyelids and dabbed my nose and drew around my lips…

But the end result was frightening. I looked in the mirror and my heart skipped a beat. I realized then and there that the woman I remembered from the previous night was myself: my own reflection in the mirror.

And that feeling of celebration was when Aaron saw me, and I saw myself, and we both realized that this ridiculous plan was actually going to work. We screamed out with joy and laughed heartily, as if our favourite NHL team had just won the Stanley Cup.

But that wasn’t the feeling inside of me now. Now, I didn’t feel like jumping up and down with joy, knowing that thirty people were going to see me like this. Sure, there was possibly a small sense of relief in seeing that I was completely unrecognizable, even to myself (I startled myself a number of times when I turned to see my reflection, and I wasn’t even drunk now). But it wasn’t enough relief to feel like I wasn’t about to make one of the biggest, most humiliating mistakes of my life.

“Where’s Aaron?” I asked, looking around.

“He went to the tailor to pick up his suit. You aren’t going to see him again until the ceremony.”

“What?” I said.

“He has to get into his suit and then he has to go pick up his family members from the airport. After that, he’s going straight to do photos with the photographer and his groomsmen. While we’re doing your photos, Aaron will be at the ceremony, greeting and seating guests.

“But… But I need to talk to him,” I said.

“About what?” she asked.

“About this… About… how crazy this is! I mean—we aren’t actually going through with this… are we?”

“Don’t you think you look good?” she asked. She turned me towards the mirror and I watched my skin turn pale all over again. She was right: I did look good… I looked very good. I looked like a viral internet sensation. I looked like Elizabeth… at least what I thought she looked like from what I’d seen. I suppose I’d seen as much as anyone else. Nobody at that wedding knew Elizabeth. They knew nothing about her personality. They didn’t know what she looked like without TikTok filters. Nobody even knew her natural hair colour—including Aaron! When I asked Aaron, he said, “I think she’s blonde. But she wears a lot of wigs. It’s hard to know for sure.”

Thanks, Aaron… Very helpful…

But it was for the best now. Elizabeth’s vague identity gave us a ton of freedom. Emily could do whatever she wanted. “We’ll get your hair on after the dress,” she said. She checked the time and gasped. “Shit. The photographer will be here in a few minutes to take pictures of you putting the dress on.”

“What?” I said. “No—I can’t do that. We’re not doing that… Are we?”

“It won’t be so bad,” she said. “Okay—change of plans. We need to put the wig on now. I’ll put extra clips in so it stays on your head when you’re slipping that tight dress on.”

I was cold all over. Part of me wanted to put up a fight. I wanted to throw up my hands and yell out, ‘Enough of this!’. But I just couldn’t let Aaron down…

So naturally, I wanted to find Aaron, to talk some sense into him. I still had no idea what his plan was if this whole fake wedding actually worked out. In a month, was he going to stage a divorce? Was that somehow less humiliating? Or was he going to meet up with me regularly to take fake couple photos? Was he going to turn this into some sort of ongoing scheme? At some point, he had to come out clean. he was eventually going to meet a woman he actually wanted to marry, and he couldn’t have some fake life posted all over the internet; women were going to think that he was insane.

I was starting to think that he was insane.

No—he wasn’t insane… he was just desperate: desperate to save face in a very humiliating situation. He made a big mistake, moving way too fast with a girl. I would be embarrassed if I were him too… but I wouldn’t go to this extreme. He needed to man up and own his mistake.

But sadly, it was too late for that now. We’d passed the point of no return. Thirty people had spent thousand on flights and hotels. I had no way of reaching Aaron (I tried calling but he’d left his phone behind like a fool). The wedding ceremony was fast approaching.

Now, the makeup girl was helping me to wriggle into some tight bridal lingerie. “We just need to accentuate a few curves and you’re golden,” she said to me. “Oh—and the voice. You were practising, like we talked about. Right?”

“The voice? What voice?” I said.

She groaned and rolled her eyes. Apparently a good deal of the previous night had been spent practising inflections. Emily was groaning under her breath now, apparently not so impressed with all of the work that had been flushed down the drain because of my inability to remember anything when I was blackout drunk. So now, we were starting from scratch. She was teaching me ways to sound more feminine. It was apparently part of her skillset: voices, from her work with cosplay girls who needed to sound the part as well as look the part.

The tips were helpful, but we just didn’t have enough time. After ten minutes, there was a knock at the door. “That must be the photographer,” she said. “Maybe just try to keep your mouth shut until we find more time to practise.”

And finding that practise time was vital, because in a few hours, I would be standing at the altar, reading vows into a microphone, in front of a large group of people who knew me as Aaron’s best friends—and they were expecting some girl named Elizabeth to be standing up there with him.
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“She’s just shy,” Emily kept saying with blushing cheeks to the photographer. The photographer was a chatty lady, with three heavy-looking cameras dangling around her neck, and a belt covered in expensive-looking lenses around her waist.

She would ask questions like, “Are you excited to be married?” And then she would look at me funny when all I gave her was a smile and a nod. “How did the two of you meet?” she asked, and I just shrugged my shoulders.

“They met at a film festival,” Emily said with her thick French accent.

And the photographer looked at me strangely, wondering why I wasn’t answering. “I can tell that you’re nervous,” she said to me. “Don’t be nervous. This is the best day of your life! You should be enjoying it!”

It wasn’t long before Emily was thrusting a glass of champagne into my hand. “Drink it,” she said with a dark voice; it was a strict command. Apparently, I needed to loosen up.

That photographer took photos of me getting my dress zipped up. She photographed Emily doing final-touches on my face. She took photos of me looking out at the ocean. She took photos of me on the bed, putting heels on my feet. She looked at me strangely when I was hardly able to stand upright in the heels. “It’s funny,” she said. “In all of your TikTok videos, you look like such a natural on heels.”

“It’s the magic of the internet,” Emily blushed. I was happy to have Emily there, completely in on this whole scheme with us. Without her, there was no way in hell any of this would ever work. Nobody would ever believe me as a woman without her insane skillset. She explained to me after the photographer left that she’d worked on a couple seasons of some popular French drag show, where they would turn regular guys into pretty girls. That little nugget of information made a lot of sense.

“How are you feeling, Kyle?” she asked me, planting her hands on her hips. She checked the time and then told me that it was close to 4:00 PM. The day was flying by. The guests were now all likely at that resort, getting ready for the ceremony, which was just a couple hours away.

“I feel sick,” I said.

“Say it like a girl.”

I groaned and said it again, like a girl. “I feel sick.”

“From now on, only speak like a girl. It will help to get into that rhythm.”

I had to bite my tongue in order to agree. I felt so stupid… maybe especially stupid because I actually looked the part. We’d already fooled the photographer. She was with us for nearly an hour and never once seemed to question my gender. She looked right into my eyes—and she looked at me through a 4K super high-definition screen, and still thought that I was a girl, still thought that I was Elizabeth, the moderately famous e-girl from TikTok and Instagram.

I saw a few of the photos on her camera. “I still have to colour grade them,” she told me. “But I think they look cute.” And sadly, she was right: some of those photos really did look cute. I looked like a curvy blonde goddess with my long blonde locks, with my super-tight wedding dress, and with those boots…

I suppose I should tell you about the dress and the boots. Elizabeth had picked out that outfit and left it behind. The dress was not a traditional wedding dress by any means. It was short… really short. Like, lingerie short. My legs were out… but also largely covered by those super-tall shiny golden boots, which were skin-tight.

In the back was a long tulle train that touched the ground, like some exotic bird’s long tail feathers. But from the side, my ass was perfectly visible. From the right angle, I was practically naked. I mean—the dress was skin-tight. I would have been just as exposed covered in nothing but body paint.

At first, I was a bit uncomfortable in the super-tight outfit. I’d never worn anything that tight in my life. But once I got used to it, I kind of found myself… liking the way that it felt on my body.

I can’t quite describe the feeling. It was like being hugged tightly… but only in a few spots. Otherwise, I was naked, feeling the warm Mozambique air against my soft skin. Those tall boots made me a few inches taller, and it felt kind of nice being taller.

And I will admit something, though I hate to: I was sexy. I stopped to stare at myself in the mirror more than once… more than a dozen times. I would see myself and then I would have to stop, blown away by how I looked. I was kind of hot. I was the type of girl that I probably would have ogled and maybe even hit on at a bar… if I had more confidence than I did.

I liked that long blonde hair because it hid parts of my face, including my jawline… but I also liked it because it really did suit me. It seemed to make my face pop—or maybe that was some makeup trick that Emily used on me; it was honestly impossible to know for sure.

It was 5:00 PM—one hour until showtime—and a glimmer of hope began to glow inside of me. I felt a small smile on my face. Soon, all of this craziness would be over and done with… at least for me. I just had to stand up there, read some vows, and then I could scurry off and pretend to be sick, sticking to the plan. It would be fast. It would be relatively painless. Aaron would have to endure a bit more than me, living through that whole reception—and then he had to figure out how he was going to break the ‘split’ up to his family later. I just had to show myself for fifteen minutes.

“I know this sounds weird,” said Emily with her thick French accent. “But I would love to get a photo with you, for my portfolio.”

“Portfolio?” I said. “You mean… your social media?”

She blushed. “I won’t say who you are,” she said. “And I won’t say who you’re supposed to look like. I’ll just call it… one of my proudest transformations.” She smiled with those rosy cheeks. It seemed like such a terrible idea. These photos did not belong on social media. This day could not be remembered by anyone, for any reason. In fact, I was going to urge Aaron to get every single person at that reception as drunk as humanly possible, so they could forget everything the way I forgot the better part of the previous night: that was the best-case scenario.

I made the biggest mistake of my life when I said, “Okay, just one picture… What’s the worst that happens?”

Well, it was a terrible, terrible mistake, for more reasons than one… but I wouldn’t know that for a few days. For the next few days, I would forget all about that picture, living in a perfect state of ignorant bliss, thinking that all of my problems were behind me.

My problems weren’t behind me; I didn’t even yet know what my problems were… but I was about to find out. I was about to find out that I ended up putting myself through a whole lot more than just fifteen minutes at an altar in a wedding dress…


7



“Inow pronounce you husband and wife,” said the Mozambique officiant. “Aaron, You may kiss your bride.”

That day had been filled with terror and challenges and many, many close calls. Speaking into that microphone in front of Aaron’s close family members—and his dying mother—was not easy. Looking beautiful (good posture, walking in heels, smiling, and so on) was also hard. My day wasn’t made any easier as the crowd of curious onlookers formed—another thirty or forty people who just wanted to watch a beautiful beach wedding…

But, by far, the hardest part of my day was having to kiss Aaron. I assumed it was just going to be a quick peck: something fast and relatively painless, like quickly ripping off a Band-Aid… but his lips pressed against mine and he pulled me close, selling it to the audience as they clapped and cheered. I swear I felt his tongue tickle my lips, and I just froze… just for a quick moment before realizing I needed to sell it too. My torture was nearly finished… So I kissed him back. The whole kiss lasted maybe eight seconds, his face pressed against mine, his hands clutching my body.

And then it was finished. He pulled away, leaving me lightheaded and blushing. I was going to need a few shots of something strong. In that moment I would have accepted rubbing alcohol…

He took my hand and walked me down that sandy aisle. People stood and cheered and clapped. I smiled at Aaron’s friends and family members.

Then came the relief: walking away from that ceremony… Thank God it was over! At least I thought that it was over… I did my part. Aaron convinced his family that he was really married…

Though he had some serious hurdles ahead of him now. For instance: the officiant now had signed wedding papers. I forged a signature for Elizabeth right on the line above her full legal name, and Aaron signed the paper too. So was Elizabeth now married and she didn’t even know it? Was Aaron officially married? Would they have to get some sort of divorce or annulment? I suppose that was Aaron’s problem to figure out, not mine… though I didn’t want to end up implicated in some criminal forgery crime. I will admit that my heart was pounding at the thought of the potential consequences.

Yes, I was terrified, but more than anything, I was happy for Aaron. I was happy that he was able to avoid the humiliation that he was so, so afraid of.

We weren’t quite finished yet. The photographer chased us down before I could get onto the path to my suite. “Let’s take some amazing photos, shall we?” she said with a beaming smile.

“Actually,” I said. “I think I just need to lay down. I’m feeling a bit queasy.”

“It won’t take long,” she said. “Plus, we’re losing this golden light. We need to shoot now.”

I was hoping Aaron would have my back. I was hoping he would insist on me getting some rest first… But instead, he took my hand and pulled me towards the photographer. The next forty minutes were spent on that beach, snapping photo after photo… and those photos were even more awkward than the altar kiss.

“Hold her tight,” the photographer would say. “Really pull her hard against your body!” And it got worse than that. “Put your hand on her thigh. Don’t be afraid to get really intimate! Okay, good! Now kiss. Hold that kiss while I snap a few shots. Hold on; I’m just getting my focus.” Our lips were pressed together for at least half of that forty minute photo session. His hands were all over me, and my hands were all over him as we tried to appease the photographer. I felt so humiliated—and Aaron’s red face suggested that he had similar feelings.

But things became extremely awkward when the photographer had the idea of Aaron lifting me up. “Wrap your legs around him,” she said to me. “Look down into his eyes lovingly.” I’m sure it was a nice pose, but there were a few issues…

First: I was instantly reminded of when Aaron carried me out of that burning cottage. My heart began to pound; I suffered from mild PTSD from the incident. That memory often led to dread and terror, and then that turned into nausea and lightheadedness…

But Aaron distracted me from that particular terror with another terror: something that he couldn’t control, no matter how hard he tried (and he was trying). Aaron had an erection, and now, it was pushing against my bum.

He cleared his throat, turning red all over. The photographer made us kiss, and I felt him throbbing. He cleared his throat again. “Sorry,” he whispered. “It’s just… It’s all the rubbing.”

“It’s fine,” I said, turning and looking away.

Then, she had the idea of him hugging me from behind—but that erection was still there. He attempted to hide it under his belt, but I could still feel that hard, throbbing bulge. The photographer had him put his hands on my ribs, under my breasts. I felt his hands trembling.

When the photographer finally said, “I think we have enough,” I wanted to scream out with joy. The relief was intense.

“I think I need to lay down for a few minutes,” I insisted, and then I rushed away from both Aaron and the photographer.

I was sure that my night was over… but I made one stupid, stupid mistake.

After taking the wedding dress off, I peered out my window. I saw the swimming pool bar that was near my room and the urge to have a drink became strong; I’m assuming that’s how alcoholics felt when they tried to abstain from drinking. I’d never wanted a drink more in my life.

I couldn’t get my wig off. Emily had pinned it masterfully. In fact, I could now recall her telling me that I would need to fetch her if I wanted to get it off.

And the lingerie that I was wearing under that wedding gown was also tricky to get off: laced up in the back where I couldn’t reach. It wasn’t designed to be taken off by the wearer… I groaned and looked back out at that bar.

Then, I had the worst idea of my life: a desperate idea that would make my night a lot more complicated. I decided to put on one of the dresses that was left in my room: a little white sun dress that slipped right over my lingerie-clad body. I left on the golden thigh-high boots and I snuck out of my room. I went to that bar and leaned over to get the bartender’s attention.

“I’ll be right there,” he said in his thick African accent.

I waited and waited. It felt like a lifetime. He was unpacking a box of liquor bottles, getting ready for the evening rush. My body tingled and trembled. The warm breeze suddenly felt cool against my skin. I hated being out of my room as a woman; I should have never left; I should have just waited for Emily to come back, to help me get changed.

“Okay, okay,” the bartender said, finally coming up to me. “What will it be?” I watched as his eyes drifted down my sundress-clad body. I asked for two shots of tequila and a pint of beer to go, but he didn’t seem to hear me; he just kept staring at me, probably wondering why a man was dressed as a woman.

“Did you hear me?” I finally asked.

“Hm?” he said. “Sorry. I know it’s the evening, but I just woke up an hour ago for my nightshift. They have me on until 6:00 AM. Can you say that again?”

I placed the order again, and then he slowly got going with it—and I mean slowly. He stood near me with the bottle of tequila. He was in no rush as he began to chat with me. It was a minute before he said, “Wait a minute; aren’t you the bride from the wedding?”

I smiled. “Right. So I’m actually in a bit of a rush to get back.”

“Why are you here when they have the open-bar set up on the beach?” he asked with a narrowed gaze.

“I was just changing in my room,” I said. “This was closer.”

“But that one is free,” he chuckled. “I mean, I’ll give you this on the house this time. But girl—get the free drinks from the free bar!” He kept chuckling as he slowly poured the tequila.

I tapped on the bar.

But he wasn’t done talking. “So how’s married life?” he asked with a grin. “So far so good?”

I just smiled, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I’d done a lot of voice practise with Emily, but I still wasn’t terribly confident in how I sounded; I was better off keeping my mouth shut… even though I had a suspicion that he could tell I wasn’t actually a woman; it was that grin; it wouldn’t leave his face… Why was he grinning like that!? Why wasn’t he just passing me the damned tequila!?

“I’m in a bit of a rush,” I said softly.

“What’s that?” he asked, putting the tequila down so that he could lean across the bar. “You’re a very quiet talker; it’s hard to hear anything you’re saying!”

I bit my tongue harder and forced a big smile. Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe I needed to abandon that mission and spend the night sober. But my God, I would have killed for a sip of tequila.

I wasn’t an alcoholic, but sometimes a man needs a drink. And after a day of wearing a wedding dress in front of your best friend’s dying mother… a man needs a drink.

“Elizabeth?” a voice said behind me.

I turned around, and there she was: the dying mother, in the flesh. Her hair was thin and brittle. Her eyes were sunken. God, it hurt to see her like that. I remembered her being so soft and lively. She was so spunky and energetic, and now she looked tired and deflated, with bags under her eyes, bony face, thin lips. She coughed and then forced a smile.

“H—Hi,” I said nervously.

“Do you mind if I sit next to you?” she asked with a raspy voice.

“No,” I said after a terrified moment of hesitation. She sat and looked into my eyes, smiling. There was a silence as she just sat there, glaring into my eyes, into my soul. I was terrified she was going to recognize me, so I looked away quickly. I cleared my throat. “What’s up?”

“My son was right; you really are very beautiful,” she said. “I’m so proud of my son. We he told me about you… well, I had some reservations. I hope that you understand; he’d never mentioned you before, and it all sounded like it was happening so fast. But now… I can see how much he loves you, and how much you love him. It just fills my heart with so much joy and satisfaction.” She smiled, and a tear rolled out from her eye, leaving me with an awful dread churning in my stomach.

I cleared my throat. I smiled and nodded my head.

“It just… It’s so great to see my son finding true love. I suppose it was kind of the one thing I really wanted to see before I went. I’m not sure if Aaron told you, but I don’t have much time left on this Earth.”

“He mentioned,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, love. It’s not your fault.” She wiped her tear away. “Like I said: you’ve already made me so happy by loving my son. You really have no idea how much it means to me.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “I’m happy to hear that.”

I turned to my drinks, which were finally in front of me. Though now, I felt a bit awkward. Was it okay to pound back two shots in front of Aaron’s dying mother? I looked down at the drinks and then I looked at her. “Do you want one of these?” I asked softly.

“I can’t with the medication that I’m on,” she said. “You go ahead. I understand. I remember how stressed out I was on my wedding day.”

It still felt awkward, but I needed that booze to take off the edge. I pounded back one of the shots, and then I wiped my lips. I smiled awkwardly at her and then I went for the next shot. I felt so guilty. I felt like I was taking advantage of the poor old lady. I was deceiving her. I assumed that Aaron would wait for her to pass before going through with the ‘divorce’… So she would be oblivious to the fact it was all a rouse… but that didn’t make me feel much better about it.

I took the other shot.

“I know this sounds weird,” she said. “But… Well…”

“What is it?” I asked.

“At my wedding… my husband’s mother danced with me. It was a slow dance. I know that sounds kind of awkward… but it was really very sweet, and I always imagined that I would dance with my son’s bride at his wedding. I’ll understand if the idea makes you uncomfortable. I mean… I hardly know you. But at the same time… I feel like I’ve known you for a long time. I mean—you are my daughter-in-law now.” She smiled, brightening up, breaking my heart.

I bit hard on my tongue. “Sure,” I said. I should have just stayed in my room, hiding, until I could transform back into myself.

Now, she was standing up. “I’m going to get back to the reception area. I can’t wait to see you over there.” She smiled one last time and then walked away with that painful limp. The chemotherapy was destroying her muscles. She really didn’t have much longer to live…

So I guess I was dancing with Aaron’s mom.

I poured that beer down my throat. I asked for one more. The bartender insisted I get one for free from the open bar, but I wasn’t ready to face guests yet… I was close though; I could feel the alcohol buzzing my system, putting a small smile on my face. It was a few minutes later when I found myself in my room, looking at myself in the mirror. Emily arrived, knocking at the door. “You looked beautiful on the altar. Ready to get that wig off?”

I shook my head. “I made a promise to Aaron’s mom,” I groaned. “I have to go and dance.”

Her eyes became wide and she let out a giggle. “With who? With Aaron?”

“With his mom,” I said. “Wish me luck.”

She touched up my makeup and sprayed me with some fresh perfume. She seemed to think that as long as I smelled feminine, the brains of the guests would be tricked into thinking that I was feminine.

I took one last look in the mirror. I suppose I really did look feminine too—no matter what angle I looked from. I suppose that made me feel a bit more comfortable with putting myself out there… or maybe that was just the booze starting to do its job.
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The guests cheered and clapped when I stepped into the decorated ceremony area. Aaron turned around slowly and then turned white at the sight of me. His jaw fell open and he just stood there, not sure what to do or what to say. I smiled at him as the guests all looked at me in that white sundress, which was now apparently my reception dress.

The photographer urged Aaron to join me, so after blinking a few times, he rushed over to me and put a hand on my back. Then, he whispered into my ear. “What are you doing here? I just told everyone that you were feeling sick.”

“I’ll tell you later,” I groaned.

The photographer snapped a few dozen photos, and then the wedding planner showed us to our seat. It wasn’t time to dance yet… nope… that was still a ways away. First, I had to endure speeches. I had to watch as Aaron’s brother made fun of Aaron for ten minutes before turning to me and making a few creepy comments about how ‘sexy’ I was. “I never thought Aaron would find a hot girl… but damn!”

I sunk into my seat.

Then, I had to endure the kissing… so much kissing. Aaron’s nephews and nieces were in attendance, and once they learned that the bride and groom had to kiss when people clinked their glasses with their spoons… it was over for me. I became well acquainted with Aaron’s lips. People cheered when we kissed. And each time, Aaron blushed.

But there was something worse. I noticed it after one of the kisses: a bulge between his legs. He tried to hide it, turning red all over. I decided not to humiliate him by pointing it, but I knew that he saw me noticing it. Was I arousing him? Or did he just suffer from some nervous-erection-condition?

Next, I suffered through the dinner. I guess that wasn’t so bad… the food was good. The guests weren’t focusing so much on us now. “Thanks for doing this,” Aaron whispered. “You really have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Don’t mention it,” I whispered. “Let’s just make one promise.”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“We never talk about this again.”

“Deal,” he said.

“And the kissing… maybe let’s just stick to pecks—okay?”

He blushed hard. “Sorry,” he said. “It’s just… You really look like Elizabeth. I keep finding myself forgetting that you aren’t her.”

It was a very, very weird comment, and it didn’t sit well with me. My brain replayed that comment over and over, trying to make some sense of it. Was he saying that he was kissing me as if I was his ex-fiancee? Did that mean he was… really kissing me?

I tried not to think of it. I tried to focus on staying in character. The night was almost over…

I had another drink… and then another, and then another. The liquor helped to take the edge off, but I probably should have held onto a bit of that edge. I probably should have been a bit more contained. Now, I was starting to get a bit louder—laughing hard at every little joke. Aaron looked nervous: turning red all over as he pressed his lips thin. He asked me to keep my voice down a couple of times, probably nervous that my masculine twang was going to slip.

But honestly, it almost seemed easier to sound feminine when I was drunk… or maybe I was just too drunk to realize I sounded terrible.

Finally, we had our first dance as a couple while everyone watched. It wouldn’t have been so bad had it not been for that pesky erection that he tried so hard to hide… but Aaron was a big boy—bigger than I would have imagined; keeping something like that hidden is no easy task, I suppose. I kept touching me while we did our slow dance. And then came the kiss at the end of the dance. It was a lot softer than the kisses before it… a lot longer. It was a lot more… passionate…

I blamed it on the liquor; he’d been drinking plenty. Maybe he was losing his own sensibilities. Maybe I was just thinking too much into it.

I was just happy to be done… almost done: just that one dance with his mother.

She was standing there, hands clasped at her waist. She was a beautiful woman, even in her rough situation. I approached her and smiled. She returned the smile and took my hands.

She was right: it was a very sweet dance. It wasn’t necessarily awkward… though I felt awkward knowing that it was all a big lie; we were deceiving her.

But it was a white lie… right? It was a lie to make her happy and peaceful in her final months. We were doing it to put a smile on her face. It’s not like we were hurting anybody…

So why did I feel so horribly guilty?

She hugged me hard at the end of the dance. “Please be good to my son,” she whispered into my ear. “I know he’ll be good to you. Just be good back to him. He’s really sweet.”

“Okay,” I said as that invisible hand clenched my heart. I felt sick now; the liquor wasn’t helping to push away that anxiety…

But my job was done. I’d fulfilled my promises. Now, the big dance was starting. Finally, all of the eyes on the beach were no longer glued to me. Guests were drinking harder. The young kids were whisked away to be put to bed. The older guests were also saying their goodbyes. I figured I could slip away at any moment… but I decided to stay near that free bar. It’s not like I had anything to lose at that point.

I ended up dancing a few more times, with Aaron, with others. I found myself chatting with random guests. Some made me laugh. I made some others laugh. It was actually a fairly fun wedding. I felt like I was actually making new friends… even though I already knew many of them from being invited to Aaron’s family reunions and gatherings.

I suppose it was just fun to be able to cut loose and not have to worry about making a fool of myself, because I wasn’t myself: I was Elizabeth. If I did anything embarrassing, everyone would remember it being Elizabeth humiliating herself, not me. I was in the clear. So as soon as I realized everyone really thought that I was a girl, I was able to properly unwind.

I had a couple more drinks, danced with a couple more guests. I chatted well into the night, until there were only ten or so people left: mostly just Aaron’s single friends and cousins, awkwardly trying to hook up with each other, as single people do at weddings…

It was around 2:00 AM when Aaron put his arm around me and said, “You’re starting to stumble a bit. Are you okay?”

“I’m having a great time!” I said—probably yelling the words—in his face.

He laughed. “I think it’s time we get you to bed.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” I said, waving him off. “It’s my wedding. I can do what I want!” I probably sounded downright trashed, but I really wasn’t all that drunk; I was a bit beyond tipsy, sure, but I was mostly just having fun, no longer caring about how I looked in front of anyone. Besides—everyone seemed to be loving me, no matter how loud I became, or how much I laughed.

But Aaron was right: it was late; it had been a long, stressful day. I needed to get away from that wedding before there were any slips. I was lucky that I got so far without any little voice slips or wardrobe malfunctions.

Aaron helped me back to my room: far, far away from the remaining guests. He opened my door for me and led me inside. “We’d better spend the night together,” he said. “I don’t want anyone seeing me sneaking off alone to my room.”

And I’m not sure why I did it. I can’t even tell you what was going through my mind. I threw myself at him. I wrapped my arms around him and pressed my lips against his. That was almost certainly the liquor at work, messing with my sensibilities. I think it was maybe supposed to be a joke; I even jumped into his arms like a bride in the arms of his wife…

But Aaron didn’t respond jokingly. Instead, he kissed back. He held me. He slid his hands around me and then, a minute later, we were on the bed, and he was on top of me, lips back against mine.

I don’t really know how it happened, but we were making out.
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Istretched out my arms, above my head, and then he pinned them down. His lips found my throat, and he began to suck. I let out a soft moan. The tingling made my heart race. I lifted my hips from the bed, and that’s when I felt his erection throbbing in his pants.

My heart skipped a beat. For a moment, I had a clear head. For a moment, I wondered: ‘What the hell are you doing, Kyle!?’ But that didn’t stop me. I fell back into that state of intoxicated bliss, and his lips found mine again.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he growled quietly in my ear. His warm breath tickled the side of my neck, making me release a small little gasp. There were small pulses of pleasure and excitement rushing through me. My adrenaline was rushing, faster than it ever had before… faster than it ever rushed when I was with a woman. I suppose that’s because when I was with women, I wasn’t doing anything quite so taboo. Sleeping with a girl as a straight guy… that’s normal. But sleeping with your male best friend while dressed like a girl… not so normal.

And him lusting over me like that: that wasn’t so normal either. His hands were exploring my body. He was grinding that hard erection against me. I just had to see if it was real, so I reached down, unclipped his belt and pushed into his pants, wrapping my fingers around it for a moment. Yep, it was real: and it was hard.

“Oh God,” I moaned. Then, he pushed a finger into my mouth, and for some strange reason, I started to suck it. He stuck a second finger in and I sucked that too: bobbing my head back and forth.

And that gave him an idea. Seconds later, his knees were planted next to my shoulders. He had his throbbing erection in his hand. He tilted it down to my lips. I had time to let out one nervous gasp because he pushed it down, into my mouth. I felt his warm foreskin pulling back over his smooth head. That head pushed hard against the roof of my mouth. I felt his thick veins throbbing against my bottom lip.

I gagged and he pulled back slightly. He was gentle, but dominant, still pinning my arms down, ensuring that I couldn’t move.

And it was a few seconds before I realized what was really happening: Aaron had his cock in my mouth. I was sucking my best friend’s dick.

I felt the colour draining from my face, but I didn’t want to spoil the moment. I closed my eyes and waited a moment for the buzzing liquor to help me relax again—and it did, so I kept sucking.

“Fuck,” he growled. “That feels so fucking good.”

He was thrusting gently, sliding his cock against my tongue. I couldn’t believe how big he was! I would have never guessed. His cock was easily… ten inches! It had a sharp curve to it, bending like a scimitar. It was so, so hard. And it was only a couple of minutes before I felt a little squirt, and then I could taste something… sweet.

It was pre-cum. He truly was aroused. He really did think that I was hot.

Now, he had my lingerie top pulled down, exposing my flat boyish chest. But it didn’t seem to turn him off. He bent over and began sucking on my nipples. It was weird at first… and then it started to feel kind of… nice.

“Shit,” I moaned in that girly voice. “That actually… feels kind of good.” I bit down on my bottom lip and let out a slow breath of air. “Fuck! That actually feels so good. Shit, Aaron. Don’t stop. On my God.”

He was now grinding me between the legs, rubbing his erection against mine… my erection… I was erect. But why? Was I really aroused? Did I like being dominated by a man?

No! I was straight. I liked girls. I liked fucking girls. I didn’t like men…

So why did this feel so good.

“Don’t stop, Aaron,” I groaned, and now I was grinding too; we were both grinding: grinding our cocks together. I looked down and he did the same, seeing our reddened tips pressed hard together. He was the one who reached down and squeezed them with a firm grip. His cock was so much bigger than mine.

“Oh my God,” I moaned, watching.

We were having gay sex…

No, it wasn’t gay. I was a girl… Okay, so it wasn’t so gay for him. Or was it? He was awfully focussed on my cock, but he was treating it with a gentle hand, almost as if it was… feminine. And he was treating me like I was feminine: the way he caressed me, the way he kissed me. I was going so submissive, as if I was a woman… as if I really felt like a woman.

My head was spinning with confusion. I no longer knew what the hell was happening. Was it gay, was it straight, or was it something else entirely? I had no idea!

But I liked it. He was kissing my body again, making me tingle all over.

“Fuck me, Aaron,” I whispered.

And he didn’t have to wait to hear it twice. His fat tip found my tiny virgin asshole. I moaned and closed my eyes, and then he pushed into me. “Oh fuck, Aaron,” I groaned. “Fuck! I can feel it! Oh my God, I can feel it inside of me!” I gasped and looked down with wide eyes. I could see half of his cock; the other half was in my body. He was now gripping my thighs, holding them open. His gaze was fixated on my throbbing cock. “Oh God, Aaron, don’t stop! Don’t stop! Please, God, don’t stop!” I watched as he sunk deeper and deeper and deeper.

I could feel him throbbing inside of me now. And then, he started thrusting. That’s when everything turned into a blur.

I threw my head back and let out the loudest cry. He held me by the midsection, pinning me to that bed. I heard him grunting loudly with each thrust. At first, he only fucked me with about six inches of that thick rod… then seven… then eight. Oh God, I could feel it in my stomach now. He was using nine inches…

Then ten.

Fuck! I could definitely feel it in my stomach. I had to look down to see the lump pushing against my belly, looking like that movie, Alien. “Shit!” I cried. He kept thrusting, grunting louder and louder. “You’re so fucking hot,” he moaned. It seemed to be his one line.

“It feels so fucking good,” I moaned. Now, I was sweating, trembling all over. It was hot in that room: dreadfully hot, especially under his radiating mass. His fingers gripped me harder. He thrusted with more intensity, bashing his pelvis into my crotch. “Fuck!” I cried loudly. “Fuck me, Aaron! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God, yes! Fuck me!”

He screamed loudly, and then he pulled out suddenly a couple of minutes later, grabbing his cock and squeezing it before it began to shoot cum all over my body. Long streaks swept across me: my face, my chest, my stomach, and even my thighs. It all dribbled left and right in thick globs.

I stared, speechless, frozen at my cum-sprayed torso. He pulled out slowly, letting a gush of air out with his cock. I blushed and tried to clench my asshole closed, but I was stretched wide. He was panting, out of breath, cock still oozing a drop of cum.

He stared into my eyes and I stared into his. Suddenly, I was no longer drunk. It was as if that pleasure vanquished the liquor from my system… and maybe his orgasm did the same to him, because he was now staring at me with a terrified look: the same look that must have been on my face. It was a ‘what the fuck did we just do?’ sort of look.

He jumped off the bed and grabbed his clothes. “Maybe I will sneak back to my room, just so you can get some rest,” he said without looking at me.

“Okay,” I said. “And I’d better shower and get out of this wig. Without Emily, it’s going to take the better part of an hour.”

“Do you need help?” he asked with blushing cheeks.

“No, I’ll be fine,” I said.

“Okay. I’ll, uh, start sneaking back to my room. It seems pretty quiet out there.”

Then, I eyed the second bed. “I mean—if you don’t want to take the risk, you could just sleep in that bed.” I cleared my throat. “It’s not that big of a deal.”

“You sure you don’t mind if I’m in here?” he asked, without even looking at me.

“Whatever. I’m sure you’ll be asleep before I’m done cleaning myself up.”

“Do you want help with that wig?”

“Sure,” I said. “I guess… if you just want to help find some of the pins. Actually—you know what? Forget about it. We’ll just end up ruining it. I can just sleep with it. I’m sure we won’t ruin it.”

“If we do, I’ll pay Emily for it,” Aaron laughed. He looked over at me, blushed, and then looked away.

There was a terrible tension in that room: a sexual tension that was thick and suffocating… but it wasn’t as bad as the confusion: wondering why I liked being with him so much. Was I gay? Bisexual?

Those were easy questions to figure out… the hard question was: did I have feelings for Aaron?
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“Elizabeth is feeling sick today,” is what Aaron went to tell his family when they all met up for breakfast. “She’s going to be staying in bed.”

I thought that it was all over. I managed to get that wig off and the makeup was washed away. I had a good sleep and amazingly woke up without a hangover. Now, I could relax. I felt like I earned some relaxation time.

But I didn’t get to do much relaxing, because our little plan ran into a little issue.

I probably should have just slipped out from the suite and caught a ride to town. I should have spent the day far away from that little resort. Because I didn’t think that Aaron’s mother would show up at the door of the suite, worried about me, wanting to help make me feel better.

“I can’t stop her,” Aaron told me in a text message. “She’s insisting on seeing you.”

“I can’t see her! I’m not dressed up,” I replied to that message as his mother knocked on the door and called out, “Elizabeth! Are you okay? I have a few things that could help! Please let me in, sweetheart.”

“I don’t know,” Aaron said. “Just… ignore her.”

But ignoring her was a terrible idea. I couldn’t stand the guilt of ignoring her, pretending like I couldn’t hear her. She was a persistent woman. She just kept knocking. She kept calling out to me… or, I should say, to Elizabeth. Aaron came by the door and I heard him trying to talk some sense into her. “She just needs to rest, mom,” he said.

“Nonsense,” she replied to her son. “I can help her. If it’s a hangover, I can give her one of these pills that they gave to me, for the chemo nausea.”

“It’s not a hangover,” Aaron said. “We were, uh, on the phone with her doctor. It’s just… a flare up… with her condition.”

I had no idea what Aaron was thinking. He was just trying everything he could think of to get her away from the door. But now, his mother was even more adamant about getting in to help me. She was convinced that she could help me to feel better, either with one of her medications or with some sweet motherly lovingness.

“It might be contagious,” said Aaron.

“What difference does it make to me?” his mother said.

“You’re in a fragile condition, mom,” Aaron said.

“I’m going out anyway. Just let me in to help the poor girl.”

I realized that there was no hope of getting her to go away. Aaron kept pleading with her and I rushed into the bathroom. That wig was still there. I dragged Emily’s suitcase full of makeup supplies into the bathroom with me. The timing was perfect; Aaron’s mother had just persuaded Aaron to open the door using his keycard.

“Where is she?” his mother said, storming through the room. “Elizabeth! Sweetie! I can help you!”

“Mom! She’s not feeling well!”

I rushed to put the wig on my head. I scrambled into that white sundress, because it was all that I had. Then, I began to dig through the makeup supplies. I had no idea what I was doing, but I knew that I had to figure it out. I tried to remember what Emily had done to me. Strangely, I couldn’t remember her getting me ready for the wedding, but now, I could remember her getting me ready the night before the wedding, when she went to see if I could pass as Elizabeth. I remembered her starting with foundation, rubbing it gently into my skin. Then came the concealer. Yes! This stuff was all easy. Then she made me sit still for eyeliner.

My hand was trembling but I had to do my best.

My eyeliner wasn’t perfect, but under the circumstances, it was something of a miracle. After that, she brushed various shades of brown onto my eyelids. Okay—I could do this. I just had to try my best.

“Elizabeth, sweetie,” Aaron’s mom said, trying the handle. “I have some meds that can make you feel better, darling!”

“She can’t take your chemo meds, mom!” Aaron cried.

I had to work fast. I had no real idea what I was doing, but she’d already been in the room for ten minutes, pacing around, knocking at the door. “Something must be wrong,” she said, sounding increasingly worried. “She’s not answering. Aaron—I think we need to call an ambulance.”

So I had to call out to her, putting on my best groggy girl voice. “I’m okay,” I said. “I just need a minute.”

“See, mom?” Aaron said. “She’s fine. You’re overreacting.”

“What condition is this?” she asked. I could hear her shaking her head in her frenzied state. “Is it serious? Does she need to see a doctor about it?”

“She has a doctor.”

“Maybe she needs a second opinion! Maybe she needs better care than she’s been getting! You know, I saw this show on Netflix where this famous doctor goes to sick people and figures out which rare illnesses they have.”

“Okay, mom,” Aaron said. “It’s not that serious. Please.”

Now, I was brushing on some blush. I used my finger tip to dab some pink gloss from the jar of lip gloss.

Did I look as good as when Emily did me up? Maybe not… But I didn’t look too bad. Hell, I actually thought I did a fairly impressive job. Maybe I had a bit of a knack for this.

“Elizabeth, sweetie?” Aaron’s mom called out. “Just let me in. I can help you to feel better. I promise. I raised two boys. I know a thing or two.”

“Mom!” Aaron cried.

And then I opened the door, putting a blushing smile on my face. Aaron turned white at the sight of me. His jaw dropped open and his eyes beamed wide. His mother let out a sigh of relief. Then, she threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around me. “I was so worried about you,” she said. I could feel her hands trembling; I don’t know if that was from the cancer, the chemotherapy, or from the genuine fear that something was wrong with me.

“I’m fine. I just felt sick,” I said. “But I’m fine now.”

“How long have you had this condition?” she asked.

“Her whole life,” Aaron said. “She’ll just get randomly sick. It’s very weird. Anyway—she really needs to get her rest—right, Liz?”

“I think I’m okay,” I said.

Aaron turned white all over again.

“Hey mom, maybe you could go catch up with the family and let them know I’ll be right back. I’m going to talk to Elizabeth for a minute.”

His mom left with a warm smile on her face, and then Aaron went to the window to ensure she was actually gone before locking the door and rushing over to me. “What the hell are you doing!?” he gasped.

“She wasn’t leaving!” I said.

“She would have left eventually,” he groaned. “What’s your plan right now?”

“I don’t have a plan. I just did what I had to do.”

“You didn’t have to do it!” he cried.

“Your poor mom is dying! What the hell was I supposed to do!?” I snapped. “We went through all of this trouble to make her happy; one more day of this won’t kill us.” His mother had a flight out the next morning; she had to be back for a chemo appointment. Convincing the doctors to let her get on a plane to Africa took some string pulling—and it took a huge toll on her health. She probably lost a month or two of life to make it to that wedding, quite honestly. And what? Were we just going to let her leave with the horrible dread of thinking her son had married a woman with some horrible health condition? I made it through the wedding and the reception; I could make it through a day of mingling and hanging around on the beach.

He walked around the room, hands on his head. He closed his eyes and mumbled something under his breath.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s just…” He stopped to take a deep breath. “We’ve come this far. It would suck to have it all fall apart because of one little slip.”

“I won’t slip,” I said. “I can do this. And this way, nobody will be worried and nobody will ask questions. Aaron—I’m doing this for you.”

He looked at me and smiled, but there was a lot of worry on that face. “Okay,” he said.
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Getting into character was a bit rocky. I kept my voice quiet at first and I sat very stiff at that table, sitting with nearly thirty people, most of whom were staring at me and asking question after question. The first hour was certainly the worst, but then it started to get a bit better. I got a bit more comfortable with that voice. I actually impressed myself with that voice; it was genuinely feminine. I really don’t know how I was able to do it, but I’m sure it was some sort of rare skill that only few men possess.

Finally, brunch was over and Aaron’s family decided to migrate down to the beach. There was a lot to do in Mozambique, but we were fairly limited because of Aaron’s mother, who would suffer from sudden spells of weakness. The beach was close to her room, and sitting at the beach didn’t require any physical activity, so that’s where we went next—

But first, I had to chance. Aaron took me to the little resort shop where they sold essentials to people who forgot to pack this thing or that—or for people who lost their luggage. There, they had some bikinis. They had a one-piece halter-top swimsuit that was perfect for someone like me, who didn’t have breasts. We bought it, took it to the room, and then we carefully removed the pads from the bridal lingerie and slipped them into the chest of the swimsuit.

The real challenge was the cock. I spent ten minutes in the bathroom trying to find a way to position it so that it wouldn’t be a bulge, but it wasn’t so simple… Pushing it between the thighs seemed like the most obvious solution, but my ball sack just got in the way. “What’s taking so long?” Aaron asked.

I told him the problem. He was silent for a moment before saying, “I’ll Google it to see what other people do.” It was a minute later when he told me about tucking. It wasn’t something I’d heard of before, but he tried to explain the process through the door, based on a video tutorial he found on some gay porn website on his phone.

The instructions were unclear. My balls wouldn’t push up. Aaron insisted I must have been doing it wrong. Finally, I had to just let him in. “We never talk about this—got it?” I said.

“Obviously,” he said, and then he dropped to his knees. He apologized about ten times before he even touched me. I looked away while he took my balls and tried to push them into me. It was a bit uncomfortable, and then I gasped when I felt it work. He took my cock and pulled it back, between my thighs, and then he pulled the swimsuit over my package… And voila! No more bulge.

He washed his hands and blushed. “Again: we never talk about that.”

But there was one thing that we probably needed to talk about: the bulge he now had in his swim trunks. He was erect. He tried to hide it, but I’d already seen it. I pretended like I hadn’t seen anything. “Um, let’s go meet your family,” I said, and then we went off to spend the afternoon at the beach.

It went fine at first, until I noticed the odd glare from Aaron, looking me up and down and then he would dart his gaze away when he saw me looking over at him. I was starting to worry that Aaron was developing feelings for me. I mean—there was that awkward drunken sex that we still hadn’t talked about. Then there was the erection when he tucked me. And now the little looks.

But he wasn’t the only one looking at me; I caught his brother eyeing me at one point. I was worried that his brother was recognizing me. In fact, it was shortly after he eyed me that he turned to Aaron and said, “I thought Kyle was coming. Didn’t you say he was going to be your best man?”

“Kyle got stuck at work,” Aaron said, turning dark red.

I turned my face away. My heart was pounding. Why was he talking about me right after looking at me? Was he piecing it together.

Then, I noticed one of Aaron’s cousins ogling me, checking out my thighs, eyes beaming.

But the worst was around 2:00 PM, when I went to use the bathroom, and when I came out, there was a hard spank on my ass, making me yelp. I spun to see Aaron’s uncle, grinning. He had that obnoxiously long goatee, and the untrimmed little hairs all over his neck. Uncle Herb—the uncle that Aaron never liked, but his mother insisted he be invited to the wedding.

“I heard you get around,” he said.

“What?”

“I was checking out your TikTok last night,” he said. “Found the link to your OnlyFans. I subbed. Then I saw your post about trying to get with three-hundred guys in 2023. You need help with that?”

I had no idea what he was talking about. Maybe Elizabeth had an OnlyFans page, and maybe she was making suggestive posts to get dummies like Uncle Herb going… “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, and then I rushed away from him. He followed me back, and he kept his eyes on me for the rest of that afternoon.

But aside from Uncle Herb, it was actually a lovely afternoon. Though it was a bit awkward when we went back to the room to change for dinner, and I saw that I had bathing suit tan lines… those were going to be there for a long, long time. How could I be naked in front of a girl? There were even lace-up tan lines on the middle of my chest and up my hips. I groaned, embarrassed. I told Aaron about his uncle, and he apologized profusely. “The day is almost over,” he said. “Want me to just tell everyone that you aren’t feeling well?”

“No,” I said quickly. “Let’s not do that again. It didn’t go well last time; it won’t go well if we try it again. I can make it through a dinner.”

The wine helped. We ordered six bottles to the table, and I was the first one to finish my first glass. Aaron’s mother sat to my left. Aaron sat to my right. To try to sell our relationship, I whispered in his ear and told him to put his arm around me. I also wanted his uncle to see that I was ‘taken’ so that he would stop hitting on me.

After the meal and before dessert came, I snuggled into Aaron, trying to sell that relationship a little bit more. His mother almost cried; she was so happy. Aaron held me tightly… and then I felt his hand on my side, gently caressing me as he held me. It felt quite nice actually… but it wasn’t necessary. It was almost too sensual… And all over again, I was starting to wonder if he had feelings for me.

And I was starting to wonder why I liked the feeling of his big, strong arms wrapped around me, holding me against his body. I couldn’t help but remember when he pulled me out of that building. He was so… powerful. He cared so much about me. I never found anything like that in a woman. Of course I didn’t… what woman can lift me up with her arms? What woman could protect me from anything the way Aaron could protect me?

It was getting dark now. I was only my fourth glass of wine. Aaron was a few whiskeys deep. Maybe it was the liquor, or maybe we were just trying to put on a good show… When Aaron’s aunt said, “You guys are just so cute together,” we looked at each other and kissed. It was a short kiss, but it sent my heart pounding, and then I felt his heart pounding. It was silent for a minute, and then I felt his hand again, caressing my side, feeling the soft skin over my ribs. I felt myself melting into him.

I wanted to kiss him again, but now I was terrified: terrified of what he might think… terrified of what I was thinking. I didn’t know what I was thinking. Who was I becoming? Had I always been this way?

The older family members had gone off to sleep now. Aaron and I helped Aaron’s mom to her room. Then, instead of going back to meet the rest of the family at the bar where a live band was just starting up, we snuck off to Aaron’s room. He threw me onto the bed and then he made love to me, and I submitted. I let him kiss me all over. I let him push his tongue into my mouth; I even pushed my tongue into his mouth. I was the one who rolled him over and slid down, putting his shaft into my mouth. I spat on his cock and sat down on it, pushing all ten inches into my body.

Aside from he moaning, groaning, squishing, and slapping, it was silent. We didn’t talk about what we were doing. We were both terrified, knowing we were doing something very, very wrong… but we couldn’t stop ourselves.

He came inside of me… but not until after I came on him: the amazing stimulation made my shaft harden, and then I erupted, spraying his scarred chest with streaks of cum. I swear my cum smelled girly: floral and sweet. I fell forward onto him, our chests pressed together, and we kissed.

I felt so feminine, so beautiful, so sexy. He made me feel that way. I liked it, though I knew it was wrong. I knew I shouldn’t have had those feelings… but I had them.

We both had them… clearly.

We kissed, my cum rubbing between us while his oozed out of my hole. And that wasn’t the only fuck of the night. We went to the bar, had a few more drinks, and we ended up back in that bed, me on my stomach, him ramming me from behind until my sore hole was being filled with more of his product.

That night, we slept together, saying nothing: me in his arms. It was peaceful, until the morning came and we both realized the severity of what we’d done together.
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Okay, so it was bad that I’d now fucked my best friend three times. It was bad that we’d kissed countless times… and it was bad that we were possibly married. But what made it worse was Uncle Herb, at breakfast, when we learned that he was staying in the room right next to us. “You two had fun last night,” he said with a big, perverted smirk. Later that morning, he asked me if any of it was filmed. “Will I be able to see it online?”

He was a creep, and he had no boundaries. He seemed to think his creepy sexual comments were somehow charming or funny.

I could endure a few creepy comments… It became a real problem when he started blabbing off to the other family members about what he’d heard. “They really went at it last night. I counted four orgasms.” Again, he seemed to think that he was being funny. He thought he was the class clown, but he was just making everyone uncomfortable.

“They’re married,” said a close friend of Aaron’s mother. “Married people have sex. Get over it, Herb, and stop being a weirdo.”

“I wish I got that much action on my honeymoon,” Herb continued. “Instead, Darla just fought with me all week. It’s no wonder we ended up divorced by the end of the year. If she put out like that… Maybe we’d still be together.”

I shied my face away. Now, everyone in Aaron’s family knew that Aaron and I had consummated the marriage many times. And that wouldn’t have been such a big deal, if Aaron’s little nephew, Drew, hadn’t been a frequent user of the TikTok app. He followed many famous people. He followed Elizabeth, of course, and he asked me suddenly why I looked so different from the last video I posted.

Everyone stopped to listen to my answer… at least it felt that way. I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “My makeup artist is a real wizard,” I said.

But now, Drew was a thirteen-year-old with a curiosity that needed to be satisfied. He knew something wasn’t right. “You posted these videos yesterday from Italy.”

“We shot them a week ago,” I said. “I produce content a week or two before I post it.” My heart was pounding.

It wasn’t even an hour before I heard him say, “What the heck?” I saw him staring at his screen. I knew he was still doing his teenage sleuthing. “Why does it say that?”

He showed the phone to his mother next to him. Her eyes narrowed and then she looked up at me.

“What?” Aaron said. His voice cracked.

“Do you know an Emily Gannon?” the mother asked.

Aaron cleared his throat. Emily Gannon was the makeup artist who transformed me.

“She posted a picture of Elizabeth… and in the caption she says it’s her proudest ‘gender swap’.”

Suddenly, everyone was staring at me. They took turns looking at the phone. I just wanted to scream at them all to mind their own business. Why did Emily post that!? What the hell was she thinking!? Did she just assume that none of Aaron’s relatives would ever see it? Or was she trying to out me?

Now, there was a ton of evidence to prove that I wasn’t who I said that I was. Now, the family members were starting to piece everything together.

The next thirty minutes was possibly the worst of my life. I couldn’t think of anything to say. Aaron tried to come up with excuses. He tried his best. Honestly, my mind was spinning so fast that I couldn’t even keep up with what he was saying. My ears were ringing. I felt sick to my stomach—for real this time.

But the jig was up. “Aaron,” said Aaron’s brother. “Who is that?” He pointed at me and my heart plunged deep into the pit of my stomach.

He tried to lie. “It’s Elizabeth,” he insisted.

And it didn’t help that the real Elizabeth posted a fresh video on her TikTok just moments earlier: her in Italy, beneath a famous clock tower that was displaying the current time. And then some fans of Elizabeth had just posted their own selfies on Instagram with Elizabeth in the same spot. Drew’s investigative work was the nail in our coffin.

“Aaron, who the hell is she!?” his brother snapped again.

Aaron was frozen. He was white. I hadn’t moved in at least fifteen minutes. I wasn’t even sure if I’d blinked.

“Who is she, Aaron?” someone else asked.

He looked at me with a look that said, ‘I’m so sorry.’

Thankfully, Aaron’s mom had left for the airport two hours earlier. She wasn’t there to have her heart shattered… but I was sure that the news would reach her before the end of the day.

Aaron wasn’t able to say it, so I said it for him. “Elizabeth left,” I said suddenly, and the whole area became silent as they all turned to look at me. “She left the day before the wedding, so I took her place. Okay? Aaron didn’t want to let you all down. He didn’t want to break his mother’s heart.”

I heard a gasp, but had no idea who it came from. Aaron was now looking down at the table, overwhelmed with shame. But at least it was out in the open now… There were no more secrets… almost no more secrets. My identity was still a secret, though I knew it wouldn’t stay that way for much longer.

“Aaron?” his brother said.

After a quiet moment, he said, “It’s true.”

There was another long, long silence. “So who the hell is she then?”

I probably could have lied and said that I was just some girl. I could have pretended to be someone else for the sake of my own reputation; Aaron tried, saying my name was Layla and he met me at the resort… But I corrected him. “No,” I said. “Most of you know me. I’m his friend, Kyle.” I reached up and pulled the pins out from my wig and then removed it in front of everyone, eliciting a series of loud gasps. “There you go. The truth is out.” I looked over at Aaron and saw the deep state of shame he was in. Maybe I made it worse. Maybe he hated me for outing him. Now, his whole family knew that he’d been kissing a boy all weekend… and then there was that other thing that Uncle Herb heard…

“So wait,” Herb said. “Last night…”

“What do you want to hear, Uncle Herb?” Aaron said without looking up.

“You fucked him?” Uncle Herb asked with a condescending scoff.

“Mind your business,” I said, glaring at him. I don’t know why, but I was still using that girl voice. I’d been using it so much… it almost seemed natural now. My real voice was the unnatural one.

“So we just witnessed some sham marriage?” asked the family friend. “We paid a small fortune to be lied to?”

Me and Aaron were silent now, both overwhelmed with a sense of guilt…

But was it all a sham?

We had a marriage license. In the eyes of the Mozambique government, we were married… and that marriage license was going to be validated back home too, very soon. Sure, the name on the license was false… but it could be changed. The officiant couldn’t submit the papers until the first business day following the wedding; we could contact him and stop the file from being processed… or we could have the name changed.

“I can’t believe this was all a sham,” said one of the family members, throwing up their hands.

“It wasn’t a sham,” I said, and then came the silence again. Even Aaron was staring at me now. My heart was racing. I looked at Aaron and then I looked down at the table. “I—I love him.”

I heard the gasps but I didn’t look up. Now, the silence was nauseating. I felt like there was a thousand pounds pressing down on my shoulders, trying to crush me to death.

“And I love her,” he said, shocking everyone even more—including me. I looked at him and gasped, staring into his eyes. His face was red, but I could tell that he was telling the truth. His eyes glistened. His jaw was trembling. “I—I love you. I don’t know why, but… I do.”

The crowd was shocked, but I don’t think anyone was more shocked than me or Aaron.

And suddenly, the dread and terror seemed to flutter away. I no longer cared what anyone else at that big table though. I no longer cared if they were going to gossip about me and tell my friends about what I’d done. And when Aaron cracked a grin, I knew he was thinking the same thing.

As for what any of this meant… we still had to figure that out. I didn’t really know much yet… but I knew that this was something I wanted to explore: that relationship, and being girly. It was all new for me… being with a man… being a woman. Aaron bought me a few dresses from the shop that evening, and a pair of heels and a pair of flats. Emily came to gather her stuff, and she let us keep the blonde wig. I thought about scorning her for posting that picture with that caption, but the truth would have come out one way or another.

I was happy the truth was out. I had only been living a lie for a couple of days, but my God! It was so relieving to no longer have any secrets…

And then there was that secret that I’d been hiding for so many years, since the day that Aaron had carried me out of that burning cottage. I’d been struggling with those creeping feelings for years, trying to convince myself that those feelings didn’t belong in my head. I saw Aaron differently after that day. I’d loved him for a long time, and I thought that it was just the love of friends. Maybe that’s all it was at first… but now, it was so much more than that.

We contacted the officiant. We had the name changed, which was a bit of a process, but luckily the documents were never filed so there were no criminal offences committed. Though now, we were technically a married couple.

And I had a feeling it was going to stay that way.

THE END


E-GIRL



E-GIRL



John devoted a huge chunk of his life to trying to be a professional gamer: a pursuit that was mocked by many, including his own parents. Now, in his thirties, with a wasted decade behind him, he’s starting to realize that maybe the critics were right to mock him. He’s jobless, has no degree, and he’s single… but there is a girl.

John has played with Billie Rae online a few times. She’s sweet, funny, and the two play well together… until they discover that they live in the same city. Then, Billie Rae gets uncomfortable and ghosts John. At least that’s how it seems—and then a wealthy entrepreneur reaches out to John; he wants John on his new pro gaming team. It’s a shocking dream come true for John—and it’s an even bigger shock when he moves into the team house and meets his new teammates.

One is a beautiful, petite E-Girl. She’s sweet, funny, talented… and it turns out, John already knows her; he’s played with her many times before. His new teammate is Billie Rae. And John doesn’t know it just yet, but he might just know Billie Rae even better than he realized.
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When I saw that little circle next to her gamertag turn green, a smile came quickly onto my face. I knew I had to act fast, to invite her into a game before she joined one on her own. “Hey,” I wrote quickly. “Remember me?”

After I sent the message, I realized that I was possibly coming off as desperate, messaging her within seconds of her sitting down at her computer. I probably should have played it cool, and maybe waited for her to finish a game or two before inviting her to play with me… Now, I could just imagine her sitting there, rolling her eyes, thinking, ‘Another creep…’ She told me when we created a party together a few days earlier that guys were always being creepy with her, always hitting on her, always begging her to play with them.

And who could blame them? She was cute. She was your classic E-girl: cat-ear headphones, blush under her eyes, button-red nose, freckles (possibly fake, but cute nonetheless)… She had a stream, but she didn’t link it to me. I badly wanted to ask her for her stream name, but I didn’t want her to think that I was one of the creeps she told me about.

I had to play it cool with her if I wanted to play with her at all. Now, after sending that fast message, I had a feeling that I’d already ruined something that could have been a good gaming relationship…

And then she replied. “Hey! Of course I remember you. I’m just about to start streaming, but maybe we can play another game later.”

I replied with a simple thumbs-up emoji, not wanting to come across as too desperate. Then, I went and joined a game of my own, with no party. We never did play a game that evening; our games just didn’t line up. You know how it is: I finish one game just as she starts another. I took a short smoke break, hoping to return and see her in the lobby, but again, she’d already started another. She had hundreds of people on her friends-list; getting in with her was going to be tricky.

It didn’t happen that night. I didn’t think too much into it; it’s not like I was in love with the girl. I didn’t even know her. I played half a dozen games with her one night. But for some reason, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I just kept checking her in-game status. And my heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach when I saw her status turn from green to grey; she was offline.

Oh well… I just went on with my night.

There were other gamer girls out there—especially playing League of Legends. In fact, it was very in-vogue with girls. Pulling up the list of streamers playing the game showed thousands of them. I’d gone through pages of girls looking for her, but never was able to find her page. Maybe she streamed on a different website.

The next morning was my third day on the job, working retail at Game Stop. It was a minimum-wage job with no benefits aside from an employee discount, but for me, it was a dream job. I shouldn’t say that the employee discount was the only perk; there was one little thing about the job that was a big deal to me…

“The Fatal Attack 3 shipment just came in,” my boss said. “We can’t sell copies until tomorrow, but we can load up the demo so it’s ready for tomorrow.”

That’s right: I got to play Fatal Attack 3 before anybody else in that whole city. To me, that was a big deal. I got to experience that game before all of the guys who would be lining up in the morning to play it. To all of those guys, I was like a god. They would come in and I would be able to smile and tell them, “Yeah, it’s good.”

My boss even told me to stick around after my shift, to play it for an hour or two, so that I could give customers an honest review when they asked.

We were one of four game shops in that city. I was one of maybe a dozen people in a population of one million to play before launch. I got to hold that box in my hands and really see that artwork as it was meant to be seen.

Okay, so maybe that doesn’t seem like such a big deal to you… or to most people. Maybe you would rather be earning a decent wage, or have medical benefits or insurance or a job that would cover future education to some degree. But for me, being able to experience a game like Fatal Attack 3 before anyone else… that was worth more than any insurance plan.

Okay, maybe I shouldn’t say I got to play it before anyone else. Rick was the senior manager of the store: a young guy who started working there at sixteen. Now, at twenty-two, he was practically a pro. He knew everything about every video game. He truly had the dream job—maybe only making four or five bucks more than me per hour… but he got to set up at the conventions. He got to go to the annual Game Stop Christmas party in LA (all expenses paid). He even got a copy of Terrestrial Warriors a week before it arrived in stores, because the game makers wanted shops to start hyping the game early.

To me, Rick was like a god… and to think that he was a whole ten years younger than me, looking like a fresh-faced teenager. I suppose you could say that I was jealous.

He stayed after his shift with me to test out Fatal Attack 3’s multiplayer mode.

He was good with his hands. It almost seemed like he’d played that game before… as if he’d been playing it for years. He creamed me, round after round. I was hardly able to get a hit in on him. He knew all the tricks. “How the hell are you doing that?” I asked.

“The mechanics are a lot like Justice Man,” he said bluntly. “It almost seems like they recycled the engine… Probably because they had so many complaints about the mechanics of Fatal Attack 2. Seems like a really cheap workaround. When games cut corners like this… it never bodes well for the overall product.” And I would have liked to call him a know-it-all… but his mastery of the game suggested that he knew what he was talking about. He smoked me in ten straight bouts before putting the remote down. “Alright, I think I’ve seen enough. I should be running.” He smiled at me. “I’m going to grab a Starbucks. Want one?”

“Thanks, Rick,” I said. “One of these days, you’re going to have to teach me how you play like that.”

It wasn’t just Fatal Attack 3. We’d played a few games together in my few days at the shop, and he creamed me consistently: brutal ass-whooping after brutal ass-whooping. It didn’t seem to matter the genre: FPS, RTS… he even creamed me in the new farming simulator’s new multiplayer mode.

He just smiled at me and then took off for the night.

I stayed there until 9:00 PM when the mall was closing, in that back room, playing Fatal Attack 3 on the demo machine. Then, I pulled it out into the shop, ready for opening in the morning, and I took off for home.

I lived with my parents; I’m sure that doesn’t surprise you. I didn’t make enough to rent a place on my own. I was saving up for college; my parents told me that if I wanted to go to college, I was on my own… but they also told me that I couldn’t take out a loan; my dad didn’t believe in student loans (or college in general). “You aren’t burdening yourself for life with a useless degree.” His way of stopping me from burdening myself was threatening to kick me out of the house if I dared to take out a student loan.

I know what you’re thinking: a man in this thirties: uneducated, living with his parents, working at a video game store… maybe I wasn’t the catch of a lifetime…

All of my friends from high school were married, had kids, had good careers. Hell, Samuel Carlson was retired already; he sold his tech company at thirty-two, made twenty-two million dollars, and decided that was enough work for him.

My best friend in high school, Derek Lee, no longer talked to me. He had four kids and lived in the suburbs. Now, he had a big dad-gut and had an Instagram where he posted about barbecue accessories.

And there I was, doing the same thing that I was doing when I was eighteen: playing League of Legends. I suppose I wasn’t doing the same exact thing now… Now, I was playing much more casually: maybe four hours a night at most. Back in my twenties, I was logging fourteen hours per day, minimum. I had a dream of going pro. I was sure that I would make it onto a competitive team, play in tournaments, win my own millions.

You might be rolling your eyes right now, but those gamer guys really do make some serious bank at those tournaments. I took a trip out to San Diego to watch the Worlds, and the winning team left with eight million dollars in prize money—not a bad haul for a few guys to split up. Those guys won a few other tournaments that same year. The leader of their crew, Dizzy, posted a video walkthrough of his new home in Las Vegas: sixteen bedrooms and two swimming pools.

I wanted to be like them. I devoted my twenties to reaching that dream while my friends were courting women, studying in school, travelling the world.

In the end, I was left behind… I never made it to that level, though I’d gotten close once. I went to a tournament: they invited the top fifteen-hundred players, and I was player number-fourteen-hundred-and-eighty-eight. It was an elimination-style tournament, with the top hundred players earning a spot at the next tournament…

I finished #106. I was so close. I beat myself up about it for a long time… And then I was convinced that I could get back to that tournament to try again. But the next year, I missed the cutoff… I was ranked #1,850. I never got that chance again… But I kept trying, year after year.

I was invited to tryout for Team Razor when I was twenty-nine. I practised for twenty hours per day. They needed two new players to complete their roster. Thirty guys were invited to tryout. I made it to the final day of tryouts; it was between me and four other guys… but I didn’t make the cut. I made a stupid accident, trying to push the middle lane while the enemy team pushed bottom. My teammates yelled at me to help them stop the opposing push, but I was sure that I could divert them with my own push. I was sure that I could break them up before they reached our tower…

Nope. We lost the game and I was blamed. I didn’t get a spot on that team.

My thirtieth birthday was a sad day. It wasn’t where I imagined myself at thirty: jobless, broke, not on any team, now ranking around 9,000. There were so many great up-and-coming players, and I just wasn’t one of them.

But I kept trying.

Now, I felt like a nobody. I felt like a failure. Everyone always says to chase your dreams, but chasing my dreams got me nowhere. Sometimes, it didn’t seem like I had a whole lot to look forward to…

So when I saw her gamertag coming online that night, I did it again. “Hey, want to play a game?” I wrote quickly, before she even had a chance to join the queue. I probably looked desperate. I probably looked like one of the creeps that she told me about. Maybe I was one of those creeps… But I just felt like something had to come out of fourteen years of devoting myself to that damned video game. Maybe it wasn’t some legendary career as a pro gamer. Maybe it wasn’t millions of dollars from winning tournaments.

Maybe I could at least scrape away with a girlfriend…


2



Okay, okay—I know what you’re thinking: ‘My God, this loser sure is a sad, desperate disgrace of a human’. At least that’s how I was starting to feel about myself, especially when I saw Jeremy Erskine posting on Facebook, announcing that his wife was pregnant with their third baby. They’d just moved into a beautiful farm house in a very wealthy area. They’d clearly hired a professional photographer to take some maternity photos of them…

Meanwhile, my Facebook photo was from ten years earlier, of me holding a beer and standing next to a guy whose name I couldn’t even remember. He was black-out drunk with a penis drawn on his forehead with a Sharpie, and I had the Sharpie in my free hand. I didn’t even look the same in that photo as I did now. Back then, I had long hair and a hairless face. I had a youthful glow, full of potential. I was wearing newer clothes… now, my wardrobe was filled with those same old shirts and jeans, now tattered and worn, looking more like rags with each passing day.

That same photo was my gamer profile picture. I knew that I probably needed to update it, but I didn’t have a better picture of myself. I never found myself at those gatherings where people were taking photos—and selfies just never worked out for me. They always came out awkward… embarrassing. Now, if I wanted to have any chance with this streamer chick, I needed to have a half-decent picture.

I was shocked when she replied. “Sure, let’s play a game together. You don’t mind if I stream it, do you?”

I felt tingly all over. I blushed. My fingers trembled. It was a familiar nervousness; I played with that same nervousness when I botched that tournament… and when I botched my pro team tryout. But now, I was nervous over a girl… a girl that I didn’t even know. I knew her voice from playing with her one night, a few nights earlier. I vaguely knew what she looked like from her little profile picture. Otherwise, I knew nothing.

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“Your voice will be in the stream,” she said. “Just so you know. I don’t know how you feel about that.”

“I don’t care,” I said.

She sent me a blushing emoji, and that was enough to make me blush. Why was she sending me that? Now, she was writing a message. I could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck.

Why was I so nervous? Well, because she was out of my league. That little profile picture was more than enough to see that she was well, well out of my league. She was a decade younger than me. She had fans. She had men swooning over her.

“The stream tonight is a bit… racy. You don’t mind being, uh, associated with that. Do you?”

“Racy?” I said. “What does that mean?”

“It’s this thing I do on Fridays. I stream in lingerie. I know it sounds creepy, but it’s not like porn or anything.”

“Whatever,” I said, trying to play it cool as my heart raced and my skin turned hot. “You do what you have to do.”

Now, I really wanted to ask her what her stream was called, so I could look it up. I will admit, that while I was waiting for our first game to load, I minimized my game screen and searched through Twitch’s stream listings, looking for a girl in lingerie playing League of Legends. I searched and searched, and then our game started so the search had to end.

My heart was racing, hearing her voice in our group chat, knowing what nobody else in that game knew: the user with the screen name ‘BR-Cat’ was actually a chick in skimpy underwear, streaming for the world to watch.

I was on-edge, knowing that there wouldn’t be a game-two if I didn’t perform to my best ability. It was a ranked game, meaning the outcome of that game actually affected our records. We were both ranked high, in the top 2% of all the players in that game (and it was, at that time, the most popular PC game on the planet). I was also trying hard not to breathe heavily into the microphone, or to let my voice crack as I played with that beautiful girl…

At least, I assumed she was beautiful; she was playing in lingerie with fans watching… Surely, she wasn’t some slag. Or maybe she was… Maybe she put on the tight lingerie to compensate. Or maybe she had one of those fetish streams where she stuffed cake into her face while making her gut jiggle around…

No—that voice had a serenity to it. It had a softness that made me sure that she was beautiful.

The game was off to a rough start, and it was my fault; I was playing a tricky role called jungle. Look—the game mechanics are irrelevant; long story short, it was my job to sneak around on the enemy side, snagging as many of their experience points and money as possible—but I went a bit further than was generally advisable. I took a big risk and got caught by two of their players. I was the first one to die, giving away precious experience points and money… and then, in an attempt to catch up quickly, I got caught a second time, being killed by the same player.

It was such a rough start that our teammate playing mid yelled, “What the actual fuck are you doing, you moron!?”

We were down 0-2, and it wasn’t looking great after that. Now, they had a player who had the extra experience of two early kills. He was already two levels higher than everyone else in the game. He put those extra skill points into an ability that made him move faster, and he used that quick speed to catch one of our teammates out of position, killing him.

Now we were down 0-3, and I was blamed for that third point… because it was technically my fault for letting that enemy get that ‘overpowered’.

“I’m sorry,” I said to BR-Cat, the lingerie-clad streamer.

“It’s okay. We can bounce back,” she said. She was the only optimistic one on the team… and she was the only one outplaying the opposing player in her lane. Five minutes into the game, she scored our first big point, taking down the enemy tower in her lane before sneaking away from a five-player ambush.

I must be tripping you up with all of these game details; I assure you that they’re not important. All you really need to know is, we were losing, but BR-Cat, by female teammate, was giving us a fighting chance. She took that money from downing that tower to buy a weapon that made her stronger, and then she managed to catch one of the enemies out of position. Now, it wasn’t looking so bad.

I knew that I had to play a perfect game from that point on; I couldn’t be the reason for another lost point. I focussed hard on playing my part, intensely focussed on chipping away in that jungle area of the map. I was essentially nickel-and-diming my way back into the game—and it worked; I managed to catch one of their players attempting to sneak across the map to join in on an ambush. I slowed him and then I chipped away at him. He didn’t put up a fight; he knew I would win in a one-on-one, but he tried to pull me towards his tower, which would have killed me… but I got him before he reached that tower: a fireball to the back. I vanished before his teammates came to help. I not only got that kill, but I spoiled their ambush.

Now, it was an even game, and I was part of the rally.

After breaking up the ambush, BR-Cat was able to take out another tower. But she didn’t stop there; instead of retreating to heal up, she snuck into the enemy jungle and picked off some of their creeps, going unnoticed—because BR-Cat was smart; she knew that their ‘jungler’ was dead, still in the reincarnation queue. She was a savvy player, with great game sense; she had tabs on every player so that she wouldn’t be caught off-guard. She knew their characters; she recognized what they were buildings towards. “Their support bought a staff,” she said—and to most people, that wasn’t relevant information, but she knew that it meant their support didn’t have the cash to buy wards, which would normally be placed around the jungle to detect intruders like her. It was game-knowledge like that that made her a frightening force. The enemy assumed that she’d gone back to our base to heal up, but instead, she was grinding: gaining experience and money, and they had no clue. So when they finally encountered her again, a few minutes later, she was a few levels higher than all of them, with gear they absolutely were not anticipating. She struck them down and demolished them… and now, she was only becoming more powerful.

The enemy tried to stage five-man ambushes on her, but they all failed. And while they were making those attempts on her life, the rest of us were picking off creeps, taking out towers, inching up the map towards the enemy base.

We didn’t make it to their base before the notification came on the screen: ‘The enemy is voting to surrender’. It was only about five seconds before the vote was finished and the green letters came on our screens: VICTORY.
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It wasn’t until the dust had settled, and I heard her say, “Well played, John,” that I remembered that I was playing with a lingerie-clad streamer. I guess the intensity of the game made that little anxiety flutter away; now, it was coming back with a vengeance. I blushed. Thankfully, she couldn’t see my face… but she did hear my voice crack when I said, “It was all you, honestly.”

She giggled: a sweet sound that lifted my heart up. A moment later, I was back on Twitch, trying to look for a stream that matched the criteria: lingerie-clad e-girl, playing League of Legends, currently in queue to start a new game. There were many e-girls, many playing League of Legends—and many of them were in lingerie. A few were in the queue as well—but none of them were in parties with myself.

So where the hell was she streaming? Or was the stream over now?

“Still doing your stream?” I asked.

“Yup,” she giggled. “In fact, I should probably answer some viewer questions. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No. Do your thing.”

She definitely wasn’t lying to me; I could hear those streaming sounds: the casino-esque sound effects blinging and chiming: ka-chinging as men dropped tips, blooping as they publicly send flirtations, cheering as new subscribers joined, dining as curious boys joined the stream.

I couldn’t see the questions she was getting, but I heard her answers. At first, they seemed harmless. She was naming game characters. She said something about graduating college earlier that year. She talked about a childhood pet… and then she suddenly said, “If I had to pick, I would pick the pink vibrator.” She giggled in a flirty way as my face turned dark red. Now, I was really trying to find this stream. I tried an alternate website that was just for streamers who got too racy for Twitch, but still couldn’t find her. Where the hell was she!?

“You’d have to leave a really nice tip if you want me to do that,” she said to one of her viewers. “Okay, okay. If I win the next game, I’ll put it on. But only for one game!”

Put what on? What was she agreeing to? My heart was racing, but I tried to keep my cool. I remembered her telling me about the creeps… I didn’t want to be one of them; I didn’t want her to delete my name from her contact list. I wanted to play with her again, and not just because she was insanely good at the game.

We played three more games together. We won all of them. Each time, she was the MVP, though I did come close to getting a better score than her in that final game.

But the games were hardly relevant; it was the chatter between the games, while she was taking ‘breaks’ from streaming. “You don’t mind waiting while I have a smoke, do you?” she would say—but I was thrilled that she wanted to stop gaming and streaming. She kept her Bluetooth headset on and we would chat while she stood out on her balcony. It almost felt like I was there with her, with my own wireless headset on, standing on my own balcony, taking drags from my own cigarette. I tried hard not to ask her too many personal questions. I was still worried about categorizing myself as a stalker or a creep.

“I like playing with you,” she said to me with a smile in her voice. “You take crazy risks, and that just makes the game seem… less repetitive.”

My heart skipped a beat as I smiled. I thought that she was going to delete me over my risk-taking.

“I’ve been playing this game since I was nine,” she said. “And over the past year, I’ve really been thinking of leaving it behind for something new… maybe taking a break from it… But I’ve just put so much time into it. I would hate to just leave all of that hard work behind, with nothing to show for it.”

My skin tingled all over. It was a familiar sentiment. “I know exactly how you feel,” I told her, and then I told her about my decade of trying to go pro.

“You were at that tournament?” she said. “I was too.”

“You were!?” I said. To be fair, there were fifteen hundred people there… but to think that I would have seen her in that huge conference centre… “I didn’t realize you were trying to make this a serious career. I thought you were just a streamer… I mean—you’re good at the game, so I guess I shouldn’t be too surprised.”

“I think I used to be better,” she said. “With all the updates… sometimes I feel like I’ve been left behind.”

We talked about the game for a long while. Then, suddenly, we were talking about old friends from high school. At times, it was like talking to myself, like when she said, “My best-friend from the ninth grade just got married, and she’s pregnant now.” BR-Cat was feeling left behind, just like me. Maybe we had more in common than we both realized.

It turned out, we had a lot in common, “I mean, people out here in Alberta tend to get married young—younger than the rest of the country—but it still feels like everyone is moving forward with their lives, and I’m just stagnating in the same place.”

“Wait,” I said, heart aflutter. “You’re in Alberta? I’m in Alberta.”

“Really?” she asked.

And then there was a long silence. My heart roared up against my ribcage. Maybe fate did have a hand in the past ten years of my life. Maybe it wasn’t all a waste. Maybe it was all just leading up to this point, right now…

No—I couldn’t get ideas like that in my head; I couldn’t become some creepy stalker and ruin everything. I hardly knew this girl. I didn’t even know what she looked like. I had to play it cool. She was silent now, probably terrified that I was going to be the worst stalker of her life. Her last stalkers were probably in other provinces, maybe in other countries…

I had to play it cool.

So I cleared my throat. “Up for another game?” I asked.

“I should probably do some other stream stuff,” she said. “But, uh, it was nice playing with you, John.”

“You too…” I paused, realizing I didn’t know her name—just her gamer ID. “Um, do you mind if I ask your name?”

There was a short pause. She was probably considering her options… or maybe she was conjuring up a fake name to give me.

“It’s Billie,” she said softly. “Billie Rae. Anyway, I should go. Have a good night, John.”

She left the party, and then I returned to my computer to see that message: BR-Cat left your group. I didn’t jump back into another game. Instead, I searched for her stream. I tried to find her, so I could know what she looked like… but it was a waste of time. I spent an hour looking and finding nothing.

Maybe that was for the best. Maybe it was the universe telling me to stop obsessing over her… but it was hard to stop thinking about her. When I imagined her voice, I got goosebumps all over. I would find myself grinning, and blushing… and then I would remember her talking to her fans, talking about putting on lingerie. My mind was ripe with imagery, even though I had no idea what she looked like.

I shook my head and pushed those thoughts away.

I didn’t want to become what people online called ‘a simp’. A simp is a guy who swoons hopelessly over a woman, or over multiple women. He showers her with compliments and tries to force himself into her online presence, thinking that it might get him somewhere. A simp is a sad, desperate person… and sadly, I’d been there before, around the time I turned thirty, when my life was particularly hopeless.

I’ll tell you a little bit about it, but I hate to. It was an embarrassing time in my life, but it ended with me getting the reality slap that I probably needed to get many years earlier.

There was a girl named Wendy; I don’t think it was her real name. She posted selfies on some Reddit page, every day. “What do you think of my makeup?” she would ask in the caption. “Do I look cute today?” “Would you ask me out?” “Still waiting for the boys to notice me.” She was a stunning redhead with amazing freckles. “I’m feeling lousy. Can someone please tell me I look cute?”

I would see that she wasn’t getting any comments, and I was stunned, thinking men were crazy to not notice her… so I gave her the attention. “Beautiful, as always,” I would write. I thought I was just being sweet. She would message me back. “Thanks so much. You’re such a sweetheart.” And she made me feel like I was actually cheering her up, actually lifting her up her spirits.

She started to chat with me away from the comments sections. I told her my name and she would message me in the morning, “Good morning, John!” Soon, she wasn’t posting selfies on that Reddit page. Instead, she would send them to me for the validation she was looking for.

“You seriously look so cute,” I would say.

She would send back blushing emojis and thank me. I looked forward to our quick morning chats.

And then she started telling me about the issues in her life. I felt like she was opening up to me. She linked me to her Instagram page, where she was trying to become a model. She told me how Instagram’s algorithm worked, and I told her that I would help her by liking and sharing and favouriting and commenting everything—as much as I could. I noticed there were many other guys posting comments like mine. I asked her if she had a boyfriend, and she told me that she was single, that a few guys had broken her heart in the past.

“I would never do that,” I told her.

I found out she lived in Vancouver, because I recognized a few buildings in a few of her pictures. So I decided to make the trip out, to meet with her. We had a whole week planned together, but when I pulled up to her building, she messaged me and told me that she was ill, and the virus was contagious. “I’m so sorry, John. We’ll have to reschedule.”

But I was already there.

Two months later, I made the trip out again, ready to take her to the aquarium, to the zoo, to the boardwalk, to the theatre. But this time, she got called in to work the day I was supposed to meet her… and then she had to fly to Winnipeg for a funeral. I tried to catch her at the airport, but I couldn’t find her before her plane left.

Then she told me that she was struggling financially, so I sent her some cash…

Okay, so I’m guessing you know where this is going. There’s a reason I don’t tell people this story; because as soon as I start telling it, people plant their faces into their palms and they shake their heads, as if I’m some big, dumb doofus idiot. And yeah, I guess I was. Desperation will do that to a guy.

I sent her a few thousand dollars, thinking I would help her out of a jam…

A month later, I sent her more. Then I sent her a bit more…

And then, one night while I was feeling particularly lonely… and horny, I went to a new Reddit page and I saw her picture, being posted with a new account, posting similar captions, fishing for another man to give her the treatment I’d been giving her.

Was she a catfish or just a scammer? I never did find out… I stopped communication with her and I just accepted the losses. It’s not the proudest moment of my life… And I guess it’s even more embarrassing to admit that it happened again a few months later: another three-thousand dollars washed away before I realized I was being scammed again… this time by someone that I actually met, in person, in Edmonton. We went for dinner together, and she even gave me a kiss… I guess her scam was just much more intricate and involved.

Anyway… long story short: I knew what it was like to be desperate, and I knew that it never led to good things. Now, there was even a part of me wondering if Billie Rae was a scammer. I’d heard stories about them being on League of Legends. Guys getting their girlfriends to wear their headsets while they play. They get men to buy them loot in the game… and sometimes outside of the game. Maybe Billie Rae was just building me up, putting images in my head of some vixen in lingerie. Maybe she knew that I was in Alberta before she let that little nugget of information slip. Was it in my profile bio somewhere? Was she able to check my IP address?

That’s what being scammed three times had done to my confidence…

Okay, yes—it happened a third time. Let’s not talk about that anymore.

I no longer believed a girl could actually like me… not a girl like Billie Rae, anyway…

I shook my head, trying to expel those negative thoughts. I didn’t even know what the girl looked like! Maybe she was a troll. Maybe she just had a pretty voice. Maybe she streamed her body and kept her face out of it because she had yellow, crooked teeth and a giant hook nose, beady eyes, and a the wrinkled forehead of a seventy-year-old smoker… Then, maybe she would be in my league…

No—there was that negativity again. I’d spent the past few years trying to pull myself out from that mental rut. I was better than that. I was worth more than that…

I was just about to go to bed when my gaming inbox dinged. “If you’re around tomorrow night, let’s play again,” she wrote to me. She was already offline by the time I finished reading.

The smile on my face only lasted a few seconds. It was hard not to think about those scammers.


4



Rick was working the floor when the copies of Dance Party 2023 came into the store. It was one of the most anticipated games of the year… not my thing; I’d never been into those platform games, and I definitely wasn’t a dancer… but it was still cool holding that game in my hands four days before we would put the game would be on the shelves.

Rick was staring at the box art with a smile on his face. “Better cover than last year,” he said.

“You into those games, Rick?” I asked with a teasing grin.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Sure. Why not? They’re fun.”

I was surprised. I wasn’t even blushing. I couldn’t imagine him dancing. He just seemed like a big nerd, like me… though he was quite a bit more handsome than me. Girls were often coming in and flirting with him, though he never seemed to notice as he would push back his long dark hair from his face. He had those boyish good looks that every guy wishes they have in high-school. It was hard not to roll my eyes sometimes when the girls would come in and dart right past me to ask him about the new releases.

He looked into my eyes with a big grin. “Are you going to stay late to test this one?” he asked, holding that game up.

I laughed. “Probably not this one,” I said.

“Too manly to dance, John?” he asked with a chuckle as he turned back to unpacking the box.

“It’s just not my thing,” I said.

“What’s your game of choice?” he asked.

“Well,” I said. I usually didn’t tell people about my commitment to League of Legends. I didn’t like admitting that I wasted a decade of my life. I didn’t like getting into it; it was a sore topic… but sometimes it was hard to talk about other stuff… because I didn’t have much else to talk about at that point in my life. Most of my adult life had been spent committed to that one goal… and most people thought that goal was stupid, even back when I had the potential to go far. Now, it was especially stupid: a decade spent trying to go pro… and then failing.

“Too shy to tell me?” he said.

“Well, I’m a big fan of, uh, League of Legends.”

Then, he perked up. “No way,” he said. “Me too.”

Lots of people were into it, so that wasn’t much of a surprise. I just smiled and nodded and said, “How long have you been playing?”

“Oh, a few years, I guess,” he said. “Are you pretty good?”

“I like to think that I’m okay,” I said. I decided not to tell him that I’d briefly been in the top 1,500 globally. I didn’t want to brag… and I didn’t want to admit that I’d had a major falling-from-grace. “You?”

“I’m okay, I guess,” he said. “I’m not, like, pro or anything. Maybe we should play sometime.”

“Sure,” I said. I had a secondary account for playing casually—with no information linking me to my primary account… I didn’t need people seeing that badge of shame, showing all of my logged hours, and all of those achievements that really meant nothing… all of those skins that I earned with hours, thinking that was better than using real money… but was it really? Is time not more valuable than cash? Those skins just represented my twenties, which I no longer had.

I tried to change the subject, asking Rick if he planned on staying at that shop or if he had biggest aspirations in his life. I tried to word it in a nicer way than that, of course; I did my best not to insinuate that his job was lousy and he needed to aspire to better things. I made sure to say, “You have my dream job, by the way.”

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “I have goals, like everyone else,” he said. But he was vague about those goals, giving me no more information, and I assumed that meant, ‘Let’s leave that topic alone’. Maybe his life wasn’t quite as perfect as I assumed it was.

“Well, I plan on staying here,” I said. “My family doesn’t get it, but this is a dream for me.”

He smiled, but there was a sadness behind that smile. “This job won’t always exist, you know.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, just look at this,” he said, holding up that dance game. “Do you know what’s in this box?”

“No. What?” I said.

“Nothing,” he said. “It’s an empty box. There’s a code inside of it. You can redeem that code online—but really, the box is pointless. Even buying this is pointless—and even kind of stupid, because it’s just a matter of time before someone figures out the algorithm that they used to generate these codes, so that they can steal codes for themselves. It makes more sense to just buy yourself an instantly redeemable copy; that way you don’t risk being ripped off. The only reason people buy these physical copies is so they can wrap them and give them as gifts…”

And it was a good point. People really didn’t need to go into stores like that one for games, though lots of people still did… mostly older people who had grown up buying games in person. Now, that store also sold t-shirts and other game swag. It was more like a novelty store than a game store, but it was still primarily a game store… at least to me.

“Your nuts if you think this will still be a job in five years,” Rick said. “So start coming up with a backup plan.”

I didn’t have any backup plan. My backup plan was to go through the mall dropping off resumes, praying one place would call me back… and then not ask in the interview why I had a ten-year gap in my work history.

Well, I suppose I did have a bit of a backup plan…

I hate to even admit this to you, after everything that I’ve told you…

But in the back of my mind, I still thought that there was hope of getting back into the top rankings on League of Legends. Every now and then, I would have an incredible win streak, and I would get to thinking, ‘Maybe I could get back to that place… Maybe I still have a shot at being on one of those pro teams one day…’

“So, if you were forced to do something else tomorrow, what would you do?” Rick asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know,” I lied. I wasn’t going to tell him about my League aspirations.

“Oh, come on, John. Tell me,” he said. “ I can see that glimmer in your eye. There’s something.”

I sighed, but I didn’t tell him. I couldn’t. I respected him too much. He was like the man I wished I could have been. He was cool. He was successful. He was good at video games. Girls liked him. I didn’t want him to think that I was a loser.

“Okay, fine,” he said. “You don’t tell me, I won’t tell you.” He winked at me and then he began to unwrap one of the copies of the dance game to load into the demo machine. “I can’t wait to give this a go later.”

I thought that he was kidding about wanting to play the dance game. I thought he was just trying to get a giggle out of me, but then, that evening, I went into the back room and saw him testing it out. He turned and smiled at me. “It’s fun,” he said, without even blushing. “You should try it, John.”

“It’s not really my thing,” I said.

“They’ve really improved it this year,” he insisted. “It’s a lot of fun. I bet you’d like it.”

“I’m not a dancer,” I said.

“Oh, come on, John! Quit being so shy and just try the damned game. In fact—that’s an order, as your manager. Pick a song and dance. You need to know the game in case people ask questions about it.”

I could feel myself turning red all over. I didn’t have a choice: I had to test out the silly game, even if it meant humiliating myself in front of my boss… But I wanted him to think that I was cool, that I didn’t get humiliated by having to dance. It was, after all, part of my job description: having to test out games.

I let Rick pick the song, pretending like I didn’t care what he picked. He was going to be dancing next to me, after all. Well, to tease me, he picked Toxic by Britney Spears—and it was a sexy dance… very embarrassing, imitating the generated woman on the screen. There was one part where she bent over and shook her ass. I just stood there and laughed, accepting that I would lose points for not doing it… and then I looked over and saw Rick doing it… and nailing it with surprising accuracy. I will admit that I blushed, and he just smiled—and then he laughed at me, as if I was the one who should have been embarrassed.

I was red all over by the end of the song. Rick, as usual, creamed my score: quadrupling me. “Why are you so shy, John?” he asked. “It’s just a game. Cut loose and live a little!”

“I guess dancing has just never been my thing.”

“You weren’t so bad there for a moment,” he laughed. “Besides, one day a girl is going to want you to take her dancing. Knowing how to dance might get you laid.” He winked and laughed.

It was a good point, but I don’t think Toxic was the best starting point.

“Speaking of girls,” he said. “You seeing anyone?”

I wanted Rick to think that I was cool, so I decided to exaggerate a little bit. “I have a date tonight,” I said with a grin.

His eyes widened. “Really?”

“Really.”

“What are you guys doing?”

“We’re, uh, gaming. It’s… a LAN party.”

He had a crooked look on his face. “What’s a LAN party?”

I guess that was an old term. Was there even such a thing as LAN anymore? I was dating myself. “We’re going to, uh, get together and play a game.”

“Oh, she’s a gamer girl,” he smiled. “Good for you. Is she cute?”

I couldn’t admit I had no idea what she looked like. “She streams,” I said. “She’s pretty popular too.”

He nodded his head. “So that means she must be cute?”

“Beauty is subjective,” I said, trying to skirt around the question without having to lie.

“Well, I hope that goes well for you. You should take the demo.” He held the demo box out to me. “Take it home and impress her with your dance moves.” He winked at me. “And you can impress her by letting her play a game that’s not even out yet.”

“Is… Is that allowed?” I asked.

“As long as you bring it back,” he said. “Like—seriously, bring it back. I’m not supposed to let you take the game home, unless it’s necessary. In this case, I could lie and say that it’s necessary, that you needed a bit of education on the topic. I don’t mind pulling a few strings. You’re a cool guy, John. And I trust you.”

I felt myself turning dark red all over. Did Rick, the coolest guy in the mall, just call me… cool? I tried hard not to smile. “Thanks, but I don’t think I’m hurting to do anymore dancing today. I don’t think that’s so much her thing either.” I cleared my throat. “What about you? Seeing any girls?” I’m sure he was seeing plenty of girls.

But Rick was modest. He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders. I knew what that meant; it meant that he was seeing lots of women, getting lots of action…

Oh well. Maybe one day I would be more like him.

It seemed so silly, but I really wanted to impress him. I was so tempted to tell him about how great I once was at League of Legends. I wanted to tell him about how I was invited to a serious tournament. Maybe then he would think that I was cooler than some guy nearing his mid-thirties, with no real achievements to show for nearly two decades of adult life…

I decided to keep my mouth shut. ‘Almost’ being great wasn’t an achievement worth bragging about. I needed to do better than that.

And now, I could think of something worth bragging about: Billie Rae. No, I couldn’t brag about her yet, because she wasn’t mine… yet.
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Iwas online early, not joining into any games as I waited for her little circle to turn green. I was sitting upright, occasionally blurting out little vocal warmups like, “Unique New York. Unique New York…” I really felt like I was getting ready for a date… and it was the closest thing to a real date that I’d been on in almost five years—unless you count being on dates with scammers.

It was 9:00 PM when she finally came online. My heart skipped a beat. I’d been waiting for over two hours, just surfing the web as I tried to keep my nerves cool. I typed out a message but waited a few minutes before sending it. I didn’t want to appear desperate. “Hey there,” I finally wrote. “Fancy a game?” After I sent it, I felt like a complete idiot. ‘Fancy a game?’ What was I thinking? I may as well have written ‘m’lady’ after it! Oh God, she probably thought that I was sitting there in a fedora, scratching at the beard on my neck, sipping Mountain Dew and chowing on a pack of Doritos.

I was shocked when I got a reply from her. “Sounds like fun. You don’t mind if I’m streaming, do you?”

“Hey—you do you,” I said. I don’t know why I was putting so much effort into sitting upright. I’d even cleaned up my desk… and my room. I was wearing my nicest shirt, and I was actually wearing pants: a nice pair of jeans that made my figure look good… though I’d always found them to be a bit uncomfortable, so I almost never wore them.

It’s not like she could see me. But I still felt like I needed to treat it like a date. Besides, the excuse to clean up my room wasn’t necessarily a bad thing…

“How was your day?” I asked.

“Oh, it was okay,” she said. “Same old… busy day at work. How was your day?”

She was preparing her stream: getting her room ready. She told me that she picked up some new shelves at a hardware store, but wasn’t quite sure how to put them up. The goal was to put some video game swag on the shelves, to make her background a bit more appealing. “I want to do some under lighting… maybe with a soft pink,” she said. “But I have no idea how to do any of that.”

“If you want help,” I said. “I used to do some construction stuff with my dad.” My heart began to race. ‘Play it cool,’ I thought to myself. ‘Just play it cool. Don’t let her think that you’re one of those creeps.’

She giggled. “I might take you up on that,” she said. Now my heart was really racing. Was she serious, or was it just polite conversation?

I decided not to push it any further. “What do you think of the new heroes they released?” I asked, and now we were onto talking about the game. We chatted for thirty minutes before she booted up her stream. She warned me that my voice would be in the stream. “So be careful what you say,” she said, and I swear I could hear her winking, as if she was insinuating that I might end up talking dirty with her.

It wasn’t lingerie day on the stream now. It was, presumably, a normal day. By the sounds of it, she still had many viewers tuning in. I heard the dings and bloops and chimes of her feed. She replied to the odd comment. After our first game, she explained to me that she was required to answer questions when people asked the question along with a tip. “Sorry if it seems like I’m talking over you when that happens,” she said to me.

We were both having a smoke on our respective balconies when she asked me, “Do you have a girlfriend, John?”

“A girlfriend?” I asked, tensing up all over. “N—No. Not right now. Why?”

“I’m just wondering,” she said. “You seem like a cool guy. I’m just surprised to hear that you don’t have a girl in your life.”

“I guess it just hasn’t happened for me yet.” I cleared my throat. “And you… do you have a boyfriend?”

There was a long silence. Now, I wanted to take the question back. My hands were trembling. I felt like a thirteen-year-old in school all over again.

“Nope,” she replied. “I guess I’ve just been too busy with work and streaming.”

“Where do you work?” I asked.

“Aren’t you just full of questions today?” she said.

And again, I tensed up. I knew that I had to be careful not to push it, not to clump myself in with all of the men before me who tried and failed. “Sorry,” I said.

“We should probably get back on the stream.”

We played two consecutive games, winning both. With Billie Rae, I was lossless. I’d now played ten games with her and I hadn’t lost a single one. At first, I thought that she was just pulling me, and then, during our next break, she told me that she’d never won so many games in a row before at such a high rank. “It’s so good to have such a strong jungler,” she said to me, making me blush. “We work really well together.”

It was only a few minutes later that she was telling me about her childhood. She told me about her daddy taking her to the zoo. She told me about vacationing on Vancouver Island every summer, until she was sixteen. She cried when she told me about her mother passing away tragically on her eighteenth birthday. She was opening up to me… and I couldn’t help but think that she was really starting to like me. She trusted me to be so open with me.

And I started opening up with her. We could have chatted all night long, but her stream was still waiting, so we had to go back to the game.

We won another pair of games decisively. Then, right before we took another break, I heard her gasp. “Whoa,” she said.

“What is it?”

“My rank,” she said. “It’s gone way up. I don’t think it’s ever been this high.”

So I checked my rank too. We were both around 1,600. My skin tingled. I’d been that high before… but it had been a long, long time. Now, I had a lump in my throat. Old ideas began to flutter into my head. Old dreams resurfaced as new possibilities.

Maybe there was still a chance of going pro. Maybe some team would notice me if I could crack that 1,500 barrier. I just needed to win another five or six straight games to get there… I could do it with Billie Rae.

We went out for one last smoke break. Then, after chatting about her childhood retriever for a few minutes, she said, “I think I should probably head off to sleep. I still need to sign off with the stream and get all of the links up on my social media pages for the replays.”

“Don’t you just want to stay up for a bit longer? We could play a few more games… without the stream.” But now, I wasn’t asking because I wanted to keep on chatting with her. Now, I was asking because I wanted her to help me make my rank soar. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but I think we make a really good team. I, uh, really like you, Billie. You’re a cool girl. You’re a lot of fun to hang out with. I wish we could do it in person.”

There was a long, long silence. It was horrible… excruciating. Did I just ruin everything? Did she now think that I was hitting on her?

Was I hitting on her?

“I really had a long day,” she said to me. “Sorry. Maybe we can play again another night. Good night, John.”

And just like that, she was off. I tried to find her stream one last time, but it was hopeless: I couldn’t find it anywhere, as if she was streaming on some alternate internet that I didn’t know about.

I went to play a game without her, and suffered my first loss in three days. It was a close game, and the loss wasn’t my fault… but it was still a loss. Now, my rank was back down to 1,900. It was almost 1:00 AM now. I tried to play one more round: another loss, dropping me to 2,050.

I could feel the air being sucked out of me as I deflated. The universe decided to tease me just a little bit… and now I was just back to where I was before. It was just rubbing my decade of failure into my face, mocking me for pursuing a career as a professional gamer. I went to bed defeated, feeling idiotic—and that feeling only got worse when I realized I probably ruined things with Billie Rae too. Near the end of the night, I was practically ignoring her; when she told me about her childhood dog, I was hardly listening, just staring at my new shiny rank and fantasizing about being great again. I’m sure she noticed. I’m sure that’s why she cut me off so suddenly. And she didn’t even give me a date to look forward to: no ‘let’s play again tomorrow.’… Just, ‘maybe we can play again another night.’. It was a vague little rejection.

I ruined a good thing over some stupid fantasy that just wouldn’t leave me alone.

Rick smiled at me when he saw me the next morning. “You look tired,” he said with a grin. “Your date keep you up all night?”

I didn’t want to admit that my ‘date’ was never a date at all, and she ditched me when I became obsessed with my League of Legends ranking. So I just smiled, trying to insinuate that I had a hot night without having to lie with my words.

“I’m proud of you,” he said. “Did you end up dancing with her?”

“I didn’t get around to it,” I said.

“I’m telling you, John,” he continued. “Dancing is fun. It’s okay to look silly from time to time. Girls like it when you make yourself vulnerable.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said.

I was so wrapped up with my own stupid issues that it wasn’t until around 10:00 AM that I noticed he had a beaming look on his blushing face. “How was your night?” I asked him.

“It was good,” he said. And now, it looked like he was hiding a big smile, containing a big announcement. Maybe he’d been waiting all morning for me to ask him what was new.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Well,” he said. “I got an email this morning. It’s, uh, for a job. And I’m thinking of taking it. Just thinking.”

“A job?” I said.

“I probably shouldn’t say anymore than that. My parents taught me not to brag about an achievement until it’s actually an achievement.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, scratching at the side of my head.

“You know,” he said. “Like, don’t go bragging to people that you’ve started some weight loss program until you’ve already lost the weight—kind of like that.”

“Oh,” I said. “So you aren’t going to tell me about the job?”

“Maybe soon,” he said. “Like I said: I don’t know if I’m going to take it.”

“Would you leave here if you did?” I asked.

“I would have to,” he said. “But let’s not talk about that right now. Like I said; it was just an offer.”

I was happy for him… but also jealous, even though I had no idea what it was all about. I’d only known Rick for a little over a week, but I knew him well enough to know that if he was excited about something, it was probably something really cool. He already had an awesome life, and this was apparently something that would potentially make his life even more awesome.

Around noon, it occurred to me that his position would open up if he left. No, I wasn’t next in line to be the manager, but it would mean moving up in seniority—something that I thought wouldn’t happen for years. Carol would probably take his position, and then Andy would take Carol’s spot—and then maybe I could have Andy’s spot. It would mean a dollar raise—an extra eight bucks each day—forty bucks a week. That was enough for a few new skins on League of Legends… or maybe I could save it up so I could rent an apartment of my own one day, and stop being a bum in my parents’ house.

But like Rick said: it wasn’t something worth thinking about yet. It was just an offer, and he wasn’t even sure if he was considering it. That was his business to think about, not mine.

While he was looking at a wonderful life improvement, I had problems to think about: a life that was creeping by while I stagnated: no girlfriend, no achievements, and a job at the mall that was usually reserved for teenagers… At least it was my dream job…

At least, I thought that it was my dream job. Now that I’d been there for a week, I was starting to wonder if this really was such a great job. That morning, we were tasked with clearing all of the vintage games off of the vintage game shelf. We needed to make room for a new shipment of novelty bobble-heads. And now, there were rumours that we would soon be clearing out the Playstation wall so that we could expand our t-shirt selection. The XBOX wall would become the mixed-console wall. I was hardly working in a video game store anymore; now, it was more like some novelty gimmick shop that had a shrinking video game section. It wasn’t the video game paradise that I remembered when I was a child, and I would go into that shop and stare in wonder at the walls of game artwork, at the flashing game demos, at the gods who were the lucky chosen ones to work in that heavenly paradise…

I thought that I would be one of those gods. I thought kids would come in and look up to me the way I looked up to Game Stop workers when I was a kid. But instead, they would roll their eyes if I tried to approach them. If I walked up to them and said, “Hey kids, have you tried this new game?” They would giggle at me as if I was a complete loser. Our boss told us to push those bobble-heads, but the kids weren’t interested; the kids just wanted to browse through the T-shirts. “Does anyone even listen to these bands?” they would ask, and then they would leave the store laughing.

Our clientele was older: about my age. We mostly sold those bobble-heads to people who collected bobble-heads. I’m not one to pass judgement, but the average buyer was larger, usually either balding or with hair that hadn’t been cut in over half a decade. Many wore fedoras. They would buy every single bobble head, even if it was from some game or show they didn’t play or watch.

At the end of that day, our boss let us know that the shoe shop next door had inquired about expanding their stock room. They wanted to lease out our stock room, and my boss was now trying to figure out if we could shrink our shop to make room for a small stock area. “It would help to cut on the recent losses,” he said. And I was suddenly realizing that Rick was right: this wasn’t going to be a career. This job wouldn’t be around in five years time. I would probably never make manager—and if I did, it would be a temporary gig at best.

I had no backup plan.

And at the very end of that day, I looked over at Rick and saw that he still had that gleam in his eye and that beaming look on his face. He was still thinking about that job offer; and how could he possibly turn it down now?
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BR-Cat was online that night, but I didn’t message her. I didn’t want to seem desperate, so I played alone. I won a few, lost a few. My rank stagnated. Then, I looked at her name again on that list and thought about messaging her. A: I wanted to hang out with her and find out if I ruined my chances with her; and B: I wanted her to help me boost my rank. We won together, and now, winning was more important than ever. Now, I had that idea back in my head: going pro was quite possibly my only ticket off of this sinking ship that I was stuck on.

Rick was right: Game Stop wouldn’t be open in five years time, and I needed a backup. With no education and hardly any decent work experience, I was screwed. But if I could just go pro… if I could sneak onto a team.

See—maybe you know this or maybe you don’t, but pro teams live together. They live in team houses that are paid for by the team sponsors. Everyone has their bedroom, and the living room is like a big gaming cafe, with rows of computers where the players train together, preparing for tournaments. It was my dream to live in one of those houses.

I found myself outside, on the balcony, staring out at the city skyline. I looked out at the sea of homes. There were so, so many of them: thousands, as far as the eye could see… and I didn’t have one of my own. All of my old friends were in those homes, with their families, returning home from their careers…

I knew that my time was running out. I had one last shot at making something out of this professional gaming fantasy: one more month, and then I needed to move on. That was it. I wasn’t going to let this fantasy hold me back any longer. It had taken enough of my life away. I would take it seriously for one more month, and then I would delete the game, sell my computer, flip through the community college catalogue with my eyes closed and pick a trade at random.

This was it.

Rick announced two days later that he would be leaving. I didn’t get to see him again; our schedules didn’t line up. He had already gone onto his new job and spent his final two weeks working part time on weekends, while I worked weekdays. Without Rick, work wasn’t as much fun. My new manager, Chloe, was a growling feminist who scorned every man who came in to buy an anime poster featuring girls with big breasts. She would start every shift by taking down the new releases from the shelf, putting up the latest woke titles in their place to give them more exposure, and then she would spend the end of each shift putting the new releases back up where they belonged, because those companies were technically paying for that front-of-store exposure. She went on and on and on about TV shows I’d never heard of. She hate nothing but garlic-sauce shawarmas for lunch, giving her an odour that nobody could stand… Okay, enough about Chloe. The point is: work was no longer enjoyable at all. But the dread of spending the day with Chloe provided me with the motivation I needed in the evenings to boost my rank. I managed to inch my rank back into the top 2000.

I was no longer playing with Billie Rae, though I always wanted to message her. Now, she was out of my league, ranked 1350 and climbing a little bit every day. I was too afraid of asking her to play, worried that I would drag her rank down. But the thought of catching up to her so that she would want to play with me again… that was even more motivation to work hard.

I spent that weekend playing like I used to: fourteen hours on Saturday, and then eighteen hours on Sunday. I inched my way up, up, up. I reached 1600… and then I hit 1550. My hands were trembling from playing for so long. My eyes were sore from staring at the screen.

But it wasn’t for nothing.

My life changed that Monday morning. I woke up to a message from an unknown user. “Are you based out of Alberta?”

“Yeah, why,” I replied.

I didn’t get a response back until after work that evening. “I’m the owner of Centennial Greens,” he said. “We’re starting a professional gaming team. Two months ago, we purchased a property in Red Deer. It’s an eight-bedroom home and the renovations are almost complete. We’re looking to sign three new members to our competitive team.”

It was the moment I’d been working towards for over a decade. No, it wasn’t an established team with a trophy room and an alumni of legendary players… but it was still a team.

The message continued. “We’ve already been accepted to play in the National Qualifier. The Qualifier is in two weeks and training would start ASAP, if you’re interested.”

“Sign me up,” I said. Was it the perfect offer? No—far from it… but it was a step in the right direction. It was further than I’d ever been. Nobody had ever offered me a spot on a team. This was my chance to prove something.

I called my boss at Game Stop and told them that I wasn’t coming back into work. They told me that I couldn’t leave without giving two weeks, unless I wanted to lose them as a name on my resume references. It was a risk that I had to take.

I packed up my bags. I told my parents that I was moving to Red Deer, two hours away. They were shocked. My dad gave me the familiar spiel about gaming not being a real career. But it was just more motivation; I would prove him wrong… finally.

The top eight teams at the National Qualifier would go on to play Nationals, and then the winner of Nationals would play the World Circuit. Every tournament in Worlds had million-dollar prizes. Even if we could just win one of those tournaments…

I got into my car that night and left for my new life. I drove in the night, in the rain, moving carefully in the slow lane so I wouldn’t hydroplane off of the road and die before I could taste my fantasy.

I arrived at the mansion in Red Deer at 2:00 AM. The key box was on the door. I’d been given the code, and a room number. The code worked. The key was there. I stepped in and was struck by that new home smell—as well as the smell of computer parts and keyboard cleaning aerosol.

The place was dark, but I could see the computer room: the black silhouettes of desktop computers in that dark space. I took off my shoes and left my bags by the door, sauntering over. My heart was racing. I looked at those expensive monitors. The walls were covered in Centennial Green logos. It was a cannabis company. Monster Energy drinks had also agreed to be a sponsor. There were glowing Monster mini-fridges in the room, changing colour every few seconds. I couldn’t wait to start playing.

I couldn’t wait to meet my new teammates.
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My bedroom was upstairs, in the back corner of the house. It was a small room, like a bedroom you might find in a cheap Tokyo hotel. I didn’t mind; I didn’t need much personal space. The tiny bed was enough for me. They provided white sheets and a single pillow; it was a bit stiff, but fine for me. I didn’t get a great sleep that night, but not because the bed was lousy; I was just excited, restless, counting down the seconds until my career as a professional gamer would finally start.

Then, I woke up to the sound of laughing downstairs. I rubbed my eyes, remembered the excitement of the previous day, and then I jumped to my feet. I scrambled into clean clothes and then I rushed down the stairs to meet my team.

There, standing in the room were four guys and two girls. They all stopped and turned to look at me. There was a moment of silence before I broke it by saying, “Are you guys my new teammates?” I felt myself blushing. They were all in pyjamas, sipping coffees. They seemed like cool people: all at least five years younger than me, fit, put-together. There was one guy with a long beard and a balding head, but he still had a strangely charming look about him. “Bruce,” the bearded man said, extending his hand. “Team captain. My gamertag is Tank.”

I knew Tank! He was ranked 600, but had flirted with the top 250 before. I suddenly felt like a fanboy, trying to hide my grin. I knew that I was blushing. “Hi,” I said. “J-Rock. Uh, I mean John. J-Rock is my gamertag.”

“Cool! We’ve played before,” he said. It was true, but I was shocked that he remembered; it was almost five years earlier…

“Hi, J-Rock,” said another man. He was short, but handsome, with long black hair that looked like male model hair. I suppose, by pro gaming standards, he was a pretty boy—though to normal folk he was probably just another nerd. “Roger. Race-Star on League.”

“Race-Star!” I gasped.

He smiled with a modest, rosy look on his face. “You know me?”

“Of course I know you!” I said.

Then, I turned my gaze to the others. Franklin was the tall, skinny fellow with the glasses. He was shy, saying nothing but his name and his gamertag: Griswold Gamer. I’d never heard of him, but I didn’t want to be rude by asking his rank.

Then there was Erin, a chunky girl with black hair and bad acne, but she still had a pretty face, with long lashes and piercing green eyes. “Kitten Krusader,” she said. I’d heard of her, but she wasn’t ranked high—not even in the top 3000. I was surprised to see her there.

Next stepped up Gregory, also known as Gobbler. He had a crooked grin on his face. His body was covered in tattoos, including a neck tattoo that said, ‘Fuck Bitches’. He couldn’t have been taller than five-two. “Nice to meet ya,” he grinned.

“Likewise,” I said. I’d heard of him too, but I had no idea where he ranked.

There was only one more person in that room: a blonde with pink highlights. She was wearing one of those fluffy, baggy hoodies with the cat ears on the hood—one of those outfits that all the E-girls wear. She was wearing a tiny pair of booty shorts, showing off her big League of Legends thigh-piece.

She had big eyes… scared eyes. She was frozen. Her skin was pale… or maybe she was just very, very fair…

“Hi there,” I smiled.

“Hi,” she said softly.

“You going to introduce yourself, or what?” Gobbler said with a chuckle.

The girl cleared her throat. “We, uh, already know each other.”

“We do?” I said.

She smiled, pressing her lips firmly together. It almost seemed like she was afraid of me. “My name is, uh… Billie… Billie Rae.”

It’s hard to properly describe shock, but I’ll do my best. It hit me like a truck. It knocked the wind out of me. It left me speechless. I was looking at the girl I’d spent three weeks swooning over. I couldn’t believe my eyes—literally. I literally thought that I was imagining the woman in front of me. She was… beautiful. She was glowing. She had her makeup all pretty, her hair straightened. She had a pair of white stockings pulled up her legs.

And I suddenly remembered that she did a lingerie day each week… so, of course, I was imagining her now in lingerie. I blushed. I cleared my throat. I squirmed. I made a smile that was probably very, very lame. “Billie,” I said with a squeak in my voice. “Um, it’s, uh, nice to finally meet you in person.”

“Likewise,” she said softly.

The terrified look on her face suggested that she did not want to be seeing me. Maybe she thought that she was now going to be trapped in a house with some obsessed freak. All of her stalkers before were online, messaging her on her various social media platforms; they were never in the flesh like I was now. I almost wanted to promise her that I wouldn’t be weird… but words meant nothing. I would have to prove it with my actions…

But at the same time, she was so beautiful. I couldn’t help but imagine a scenario in which there was some gamer-house romance between us. I guess my fantasy was likely her nightmare.

“Look at the two of you,” Gobbler said, patting me hard on the back. “You’re like old besties. So, I’m guessing you’re our jungler, huh?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I guess so.” I was red all over. There was a mirror on the back wall letting me know that I looked completely flustered, like a teen boy seeing a girl in a bra for the first time.

“Finally,” said Tank. “Gris has been filling in on jungle for the past week. It’ll be great to have a pro in the jungle.”

“He’s good,” Billie Rae whispered. She looked at me with a small smile before looking away quickly. I was surprised to see how shy she was. How could a beautiful woman like her be so shy? Did she not stream in underwear? Why did I make her so uncomfortable?

“Have some coffee, J-Rock,” said Gobbler, thrusting a mug of black coffee into my hands. “We’re going to start grinding in twenty minutes. You get to show us what you can do.” He grinned.

I was tense all over. There was so much happening, so fast. And now, Billie Rae’s nervous energy was rubbing off on me. I couldn’t stop thinking if there was something that I said to her before she left me that last night that we played together. She hadn’t spoken to me since then. Did I say something awkward? Did I make her feel scared?

My station was right next to hers. They played a game while I set my computer up. They won quite decisively within twenty-five minutes. “Ready to play, new guy?” Tank asked.

A team could only have five players on it. With eight guys in the house—that made three into alternates. Therefore, we were all competing for a competitive spot. It was how all competitive teams operated. Over the next couple of weeks, we would be competing internally to decide who would get a spot on the main roster.

For me, that meant competition with the one person who was yet to show up at the house. I didn’t have to compete with Billie Rae—she specialized in a position called ‘mid’, and I played a position called ‘jungle’. Gobbler played bottom-lane as something called an ADC… look, as I’ve said before, the game details aren’t that important. All you really need to know is, I wasn’t an ADC. I wasn’t a mid-lane player. I wasn’t a support. I wasn’t a tank.

Griswold Gamer, the tall, lanky fellow I’d never heard of, was competition for Billie Rae’s mid-lane position. Erin (aka Kitten Crusader) was competition for the position as the team’s damage-dealer (also known as an ADC) with Gobbler. I would be competing for the role in the jungle. Meanwhile, Bruce (Tank) was guaranteed a spot as our team’s tank, because he was also the team captain—and part of his job was choosing who made the cut and who would sit on the sidelines as an alternate. Roger (aka Race-Star) was our team’s only support player, not having to compete with anyone—and that wasn’t so controversial, seeing as he was quite possibly the best support player in the country.

So for me, that day should have been relatively relaxing; I wasn’t competing for a spot on that roster… yet. It was my chance to get a feel for my new teammates, who would be my teammates for the next few months… and maybe even the next few years.

I’d never played with the same people quite so much. Sure, I’d joined parties before. I’d spent entire nights with the same group of people. Sometimes I played with the same friends night after night… but this was different. These were the best players I’d ever played with, and we all had our roles. Now, instead of going into a game with the simple goal of ‘winning’, we were going into games with very specific goals in mind: “This time,” Bruce, our team captain would say, “I want us all to focus hard on pushing mid-lane. We’re going to try to down their mid tower before the five-minute mark.”

It was the kind of training I’d always fantasized about, being in that room, with my teammates physically next to me…

But it wasn’t going quite as imagined. Now, I was tense. I could smell Billie Rae’s perfume. I could see her bare, smooth thighs out of the corner of my eye. Whenever I did something positive for the team, like get an early kill or steal a creep from the enemy jungle, Billie Rae would turn and look at me with a soft smile, those cat-ears perked upright on her headphones. My whole body would tingle, remembering all of those long, personal conversations we’d had before… and that would always lead to me remembering her awkwardly leaving me that one night before ghosting me… Was it something I said? Did she think that I was turning into one of her many stalkers?

Well, now I could see why she had stalkers; she was beautiful. In fact, I would go as far as saying that I’d never seen a more beautiful gamer at a high level like that. Even now, wearing her pyjamas, I was tempted to look at her body. She had the zipper down to her sternum, showing off a bit of her chest. She had small but perky breasts, pushed up in what appeared to be a push-up bra.

She was a distraction, to say the least.

We lost our first game, and it was possibly my fault. When the score sheet came up at the end, there was my name at the very bottom of the list: more deaths than kills, the lowest amount of money and experience gained in the game. I got a nervous glare from our team captain.

Then, Gobbler jumped to his feet and gave me a firm pat on the back. “He’s just nervous,” he said. “He just needs to get the butterflies out—isn’t that right, J-Rock?”

“Sorry guys,” I said, blushing. “I’m usually better than that.” I looked to Billie Rae for confirmation. She just smiled, but she didn’t defend me. I felt suddenly nervous, wondering if maybe I wasn’t quite at their level. I started getting terrible thoughts in my head: what if I dragged them down? What if I stopped this team from making it to Nationals?

And then came the replay. Bruce made us sit down and watch the whole thing, from start to finish. It wasn’t something I was used to doing… It was tedious, but also humiliating. Everyone in that room had their screen set on me as I relived my blunders. I hardly noticed those blunders during the game… I guess that’s the point of watching a replay… but it was horribly awkward, in a room full of strangers, all of them in judgemental model. My first impression had already been set, and it wasn’t a good one.

Finally, forty minutes later, it was time for another game. Now, I had to redeem myself. I had to focus on the game, not on what was happening around me…

But it was easier said than done. Now, Billie Rae was out, taking a break while Griswold Gamer took the spot at mid.

We were playing against a random team online, composed of equally ranked players. Griswold was in the zone, leaned close to his screen, determined to be the team’s primary mid-lane player… Billie Rae was now painting her fingernails next to me, with her feet up on her desk. She was humming quietly, looking cute… almost as if she was trying to tease me, trying to distract me. Her fluffy onesie was pulled high up her legs, showing more thigh than ever before… and I swear her perfume was even stronger now.

No—that was in my head.

“C’mon, J-Rock!” growled Griswold Gamer. “You need to get those!” Apparently, I missed an easy kill near mid-lane… and that enemy ended up getting a hard hit onto Griswold Gamer, forcing him to retreat while the opposing mid player continued collecting experience and money on that mid-lane.

The game details—as I’ve said before—aren’t important. All you need to know is, Griswold was working hard to do better than Billie Rae, and now, he was already pissed with me, just a few minutes into the game. Because of my blunder, he was playing from behind, grumbling under his breath. And yes, he was clawing his way back into the game with hard work. Around the fifteen-minute mark, I made another little blunder, missing an important attack on an enemy—and that enemy ended up reaching him, killing him as he was trying to escape an ambush. He died. He turned and glared at me, eyes dark, ears fuming. He said nothing… to my face. All of his words were now being grumbled under his breath.

He worked to catch up, now pretending like I wasn’t in the game. There were opportunities for us to work together, but he chose to go alone. We could have both gained experience and money from a number of little excursions, but he was convinced I would just weigh him down. Yes, in the end, he did okay. He finished second in kills, behind the opposing team’s MVP. We lost, but he still glared at me with a smug smile once it was finished, as if to say, ‘I’m better than you, no matter how many times you trip me up.’ I sunk into my seat, seeing my name once again at the bottom of that list. Maybe it was my destiny to end up as an alternate.

But I wasn’t the one to be scolded by the captain after the game. We watched the replay, and then Bruce turned to Griswold Gamer and shook his head. “This is a team game,” he said. “Selfish plays like that are going to cost us important games. You’re lucky that wasn’t an important game.”

I could see Griswold Gamer turning red, about to burst, about to scream in his own defence… but even he knew it wouldn’t go well for him, so he kept his trap shut. Then, Bruce turned to me and said, “Keep up the good work.” And again, Griswold turned red as he contemplated screaming in his own defence.

It was his turn to sit out. He went off to play games on his own, seemingly determined to prove that he could win games without us. Billie Rae (aka BR-Cat) was back in. She looked at me and smiled.

I was now responsible for two consecutive losses. I really needed to step it up if I was going to keep that spot on that team, that bedroom in that house, and that ticket to my first tournament in more years than I was willing to admit to.

The game started. I was tense, hands trembling. I focussed hard on making no mistakes. It was another sloppy start, with me getting caught off-guard—not killed, but chased back to the base to heal up, losing precious seconds of grinding time in those early minutes of the game. I saw Griswold glaring over at me, smirking, positive that whoever was coming tonight was going to be replacing me.

I couldn’t let him win.

I noticed Billie Rae buying an unusual item—one that she would often buy when we played together before. I knew this strategy of hers. I knew it involved some unorthodox tactics, floating around the map in unexpected ways… unexpected if you weren’t familiar with the tactic, that is. I knew this plan, so she didn’t even have to ask me to move into position, staying close to her. Her plan was to bait the opponent into thinking she was an easy kill. It was my opportunity to stage an ambush… and it worked. The plan went off perfectly without a word spoken between us. We played well together, thanks to many games playing together.

Now, with their mid-lane player dead, I was able to help her push the tower. We took it down before he respawned: more experience, more money, more of an advantage.

We managed to pull a similar trick a few minutes later, on the same opponent. “The enemy mid is a total noob,” Griswold chimed in from behind us, his jealousy obvious in his voice.

But the enemy mid-lane player was no noob. I recognized his name; he was a frequent player in the top 1500, probably one of the top 300 mid-lane players in the game. If Griswold Gamer had been playing that game for over a decade like me, he would have known that.

We won our first game as a team, and we all cheered as if we’d won a tournament worth a million bucks. Griswold Gamer growled from his corner, now sipping on one of the many free Monster Energy Drinks from one of the many mini-fridges.

And the timing couldn’t have been better, as a man stepped into the house, wearing a white dress shirt and freshly ironed tan dress pants. His hair was slicked back. He had a shiny gold Rolex on his wrist. Tank perked up, so we all did the same. “Mr. Tannery,” Tank said. “Nice to see you.”

“Does that say Victory?” the man, apparently named Mr. Tannery, said.

Tank blushed.

“That’s what I like to see,” the man said.

Then Tank turned to the rest of us. “Guys, this is Horatio Tannery. He’s the owner of Centennial Greens Cannabis, and the owner of our team.”

This was the man who had been contacting me online. He wasn’t at all what I expected when I found out he owned a pot shop. I guess it wasn’t a strip-mall pot shop… it was a massive chain spanning across Western Canada, and now expanding into the US states where cannabis was legalized.

He took a moment to shake our hands. We all introduced ourselves. Then, he looked at my screen and said, “Looks like you had a good game, John.” He looked right into my eyes and smiled. Now, I couldn’t see Griswold, but I was sure that he was fuming behind me.

“Thank you, Mr. Tannery,” I said.

“Call me Horatio,” he said. Then he turned to the rest of the group. “I just wanted to pop in and see how things were shaping up. I booked flights for the qualifiers today. I need to go over some details with Tank. But first, I just want to see how things are going. Maybe you guys could let me watch a game or two.” He looked around, spotted the empty chair of the jungler who hadn’t yet showed up, and sat down. There was a nervousness in the room, especially with those of us who didn’t yet know if we were on the team, or if we were alternates. Tank turned to Griswold Gamer and said, “It’s your turn. This time, uh, we’ll sub in Erin in the jungle. Greg, you can take a break.”

“Sure thing, boss,” Gobbler smiled, and then he went off to make himself a snack.

I stayed to watch the game: a complete disaster of a game, with Griswold Gamer going off and trying to be a star. He was trying hard to compensate for his previous losses, trying to single-handedly win the game in front of the team’s financier. It ended in disaster, with him being flanked three consecutive times. We call that ‘feeding’ the opponent. Now, the enemy had a player who was three levels higher than anyone else, and he was floating around the map killing everyone.

There were many red faces, but none were redder than Griswold Gamer’s face. “It’s not really fair,” Griswold said in front of everyone, including Horatio. “I had no jungle support. Kitten isn’t an actual jungler.”

“I did the best that I could…” Erin whispered, looking down with red cheeks.

It was a mean attack, though Griswold Gamer didn’t seem to see it as one. He looked uncaring as he stood there, arms crossed, feeling like the victim—and thinking everyone else would see him as such.

Honestly, it was a best-case scenario for me. He wasn’t winning any points with the team, with Horatio, or with Bruce. Horatio stood up, looking a bit uneasy—nervous that this team he’d assembled wasn’t the force he thought it would be… or maybe that was just my nervous interpretation. “Bruce, maybe I could chat with you in the office before I need to run to Calgary to catch my flight out.”

“Sure thing,” Bruce said, and then he pounced onto his feet and hurried to catch up with Horatio, upstairs, in the office boardroom that was built for team meetings.

The room was silent now. Gobbler was back with his snack, putting chips into his mouth. “What did I miss?” he asked. The tone was awkward now. I couldn’t help but feel to blame. They were all so positive when I met them that morning, and now, after a few hours of playing with me, they all looked like they were about to give up on their gaming careers.

“It’s okay,” Billie Rae said to me a few minutes later, when I was upstairs in my room, trying to find my toiletries bag in my suitcase. She was standing in my doorway. “When I showed up the other day, I was a total mess. You aren’t doing so bad—a couple little mistakes.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I, uh, don’t think they love me so much down there.”

“You’re fine. You’re just in your own head. Relax and you’ll be just fine.” She smiled. She clasped her hands at her waist. It was in that moment that I realized she’d changed into a tight little dress with a heart cutout at her chest, showing her perky cleavage. I tried not to look at her chest… or her legs, which were stocking-clad now.

“It’s nice to finally meet you, by the way,” I said, trying hard not to blush.

She stood quietly for a moment, shying her face away. “Likewise,” she said.

“Did I, uh… Say something to freak you out… the other night?” I said.

“No. Why?” she said.

“I don’t know,” I said with a smile. “I thought that maybe I scared you off somehow. We just didn’t play again after that.”

“You never messaged me,” she said with small giggle.

“You didn’t message me!” I said.

She blushed. She pressed his lips firmly together. “Well, I’m happy you’re here. I think we work well together.” She smiled, and then she sheepishly scurried off.

After a lunch break, we played four more games. I played in all four. Griswold played in two and Billie Rae played in two. We won the games with Billie Rae, bu not the games with Griswold, though that wasn’t necessarily his fault. He was still refusing to work with me in the early game to get early kills. He tried a few times to go off on his own, without warning any of us. Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn’t. He wasn’t a bad player… but he was showing a dark side of himself that just wasn’t jiving with the rest of the team.

And that afternoon, it came to bite him in the ass. Bruce went off to work on some administrative emails that he needed to reply to as team captain. There, he found an invite to a professional team scrimmage with another team from Canada. Within minutes, he had a game set up for that night, to be streamed on Twitch to about fifty thousand people or so. He also had Billie Rae send the notification out to her fans, to let them know when to tune in. It was a big best-of-three showdown: the first promotional match as a team, the start of our professional careers (except for Bruce, who had played previously on two pro teams). And as for Griswold Gamer, he sat all three games out. Bruce thought it would be better with BR-Cat on mid. Because now, it wasn’t about practising tactics; it was about winning.

Griswold stormed off and we didn’t see him that night, not even when we gathered with a bottle of champagne to celebrate our 2-1 victory over a well-established team. Bruce was the MPV in both of our wins, and our one loss was a very narrow defeat. We played well together, and that strong victory just cemented Billie Rae as the team’s main mid player.
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In the night, I heard the newcomer. It must have been close to 3:00 AM, and we’d all only been in bed for an hour, having stayed up to celebrate, polishing off one bottle of champagne, and then a whole case of beer between the seven of us. We all went down tipsy. We all went down with smiles on our faces… well, except, of course, for Griswold Gamer, who spent the night in his own room, playing games on his alternate computer.

The newcomer was quiet, sneaking up to his room, closing the door softly, and then not making another peep. I was nervous. I had no idea who it was, but I had a feeling I would recognize their gamertag… I knew most of the jungle-players in the top 2000… maybe even the top 3000. I was sure he was going to give me a serious run for my money.

But I slept well, half-drunk, exhausted from a long, stressful day. The giddiness of my first streamed victory on a team… it was historic; it was something that I would always remember. I couldn’t stop grinning, ear to ear. I must have fallen asleep with a smile on my face.

I was there in the kitchen in the morning, sipping coffee with the rest of them. Even Griswold was there, looking like a new person: calm, collected. He’d had some time to reflect… and apparently, he’d put some serious work into his gaming reputation. While we were partying, he logged an impressive twelve games in the solo-queue, winning eleven, boosting his rank to an impressive 950. Even Bruce’s eyes lit up when he saw that we had another teammate in the top 1000.

Griswold got the first game of the morning while Billie Rae was upstairs, doing her makeup. She was scheduled to stream that night. While we were drinking the night before, she explained to me that part of her contract included three one-hour streams each week. “I can’t help but feel like they just brought me in for the publicity,” she blushed. She didn’t talk much, even when we were drinking. She kept to herself, in her corner. It was so strange to think that somebody who was brave enough to stream in lingerie could be so shy around a small group of nerds. Even after a few beers, she was quiet, blushing whenever someone spoke to her. She didn’t get into any one-on-one conversations. I couldn’t help but think that my presence was making her ruthlessly uncomfortable. I remembered that last conversation we had, before she started ghosting me. I told her that I wished we could play together in person, and she got awkward and went offline. Now, we were there, together… forced together by forces out of our control…

There was a moment when I thought that I should tap out, leave that team for her sake; maybe that would be the gentlemanly thing to do. But this was my dream; I couldn’t just leave because my presence was possibly making a girl uncomfortable.

Griswold won that first game, taking the MVP position. He was beaming now, though he was still doing that thing where he went off on his own. Was he good? Of course. Was he gambling every time he did that? Definitely.

Billie Rae came in for the next game, but wasn’t quite herself. She was a bit slugging, maybe with a bit of a hangover. She missed some important shots, lost her tower early, and then found herself scrambling from behind for the rest of the match. It was a lost game. Griswold came in for the next match: another win.

Now, his rank was a glittering 875. He was smiling, beaming, making Billie Rae nervous. She had a pale look on her face. I found her in the kitchen and told her that it was all okay. “I’m just distracted,” she said. “I have to do this stream tonight, and I feel like it’s just so much to think about right now. I also have to drive to the big city tomorrow for the weekend. There’s a lot going on.”

“Just relax. You’re the better mid,” I said. “You’ll be just fine. We won that match last night.”

She stared into my eyes, looking strangely guilty. I didn’t understand that look. I had no idea what it could have meant, so I just smiled and went back to the game room.

Billie Rae was called in. She moved slowly to her computer, logged in, joined the group, and then we joined a game. It was another rough go: not a terrible game, but not a victory. It wasn’t her fault, but she didn’t do anything to help either. Griswold didn’t gloat, but the grin on his face was obvious. I couldn’t blame him; he was clawing his way back onto the team, taking advantage of Billie Rae’s bad situation.

Griswold came in, and we won.

Then, it was Billie Rae’s turn again. It was going well. We were actually in a decisively lead, with Bruce sitting the game out and Erin taking his spot. Now, Bruce was upstairs, presumably getting himself ready for the day. We took out two towers. We killed three guys without losing one… But then it took a bad turn.

“Wow,” a girl voice said behind me. I looked back, not recognizing that voice. Billie Rae and Erin were both in the game with me…

Now, standing behind me was a platinum blonde with a small button nose. She had huge dark eyelashes and a petite body. Her small perky tits weren’t in a bra; they didn’t need the support, but the lack of bra made it so her nipples were visible through her tight white shirt.

“Don’t mind me,” she smiled. “Pretend like I’m not here.”

“O—Okay,” I said, but I could smell her. She was wearing a strong perfume. I swear I could feel the warm heat radiating off of her body.

She was distracting… so I didn’t realize that Billie Rae was in the jungle, setting up for one of her classic baits. I wasn’t there to help her when the enemy arrived. I was late to rush in, and then she was killed.

I was okay… we were still ahead.

But I missed the next one again. I don’t know why, but I just didn’t hear her when she told me she was going into the jungle. My mind must have been elsewhere… maybe on the blonde that was now sitting in my peripheral vision. Who was she? Bruce was showing her everything. Was she his girlfriend? Why was he showing her that empty station? Why was she inspecting the area?

Wait… was she the other jungler?

I looked back. I saw her now with a keyboard. She was setting it up. She must have been the final piece of the team!

It was hard to believe that a girl like that could be a gamer. I mean—yes, Billie Rae was beautiful, and it was hard to believe that Billie Rae was a gamer too… but this was different. I’m not saying that this girl was sexier than Billie Rae; not at all. It was just the way that this girl presented herself: like a Barbie doll, fingers professionally manicured, wearing expensive clothes, with a little purse. Billie Rae had the whole E-girl thing going on. She did her makeup like a classic ‘gamer girl’. She wore the E-girl clothes and had gaming tattoos.

“John!” snapped Gobbler. “Can we get a ward down so that doesn’t happen again?”

“A ward?” I said. “So what doesn’t happen?”

He looked over and glared at me.

I looked at the score and realized we were down. We were losing now—and it was only about to get worse.

I heard Bruce behind me, talking to the girl. “You can play a game or two to warm up. Everyone else will be taking a lunch break soon. Would you prefer I call you Rachael, or Tuesday?”

“Either or,” she said with her girly voice.

Wait… Tuesday. There was one jungler in the top 1500 named Tuesday. I’d never played with her… I never even knew that she was a girl. She’d been on a professional team that went to Worlds. In fact, I was pretty sure that she’d won a tournament! I looked back at her. If she had won that tournament, that would explain her expensive fashion.

Then, I looked back, the enemy team was moving in to ambush Billie Rae. “Fuck,” I groaned. I tried to make it in time, but I was too late.

Now, the enemy had momentum. They used it to win.

Nobody blamed me for the loss. All eyes went to Billie Rae. She looked to the floor. “Sorry, guys,” she said.

“It was my fault,” I said, but nobody paid attention to me, because my score was fine. I outplayed the enemy jungler. I had a strong finish, despite the loss. But all the momentum came from Billie Rae’s faults… maybe they were my faults. Maybe the game would have gone differently had I been faster to react. Could I blame myself?

“I should probably stop for the day,” she said. “I still have to do that stream… I’m not even close to being ready.”

“That was a good game,” I said to her. “Minus a few little blips. We’ll get the blips smoothed out.”

She just smiled at me and then went to get ready for her stream. It was one of her lingerie streams. She had a whole setup in her bedroom; it was the reason she was given the house’s master bedroom. Part of her contract included streaming, and she needed that privacy to stream… especially if she was doing it in underwear.

That night, we had another exhibition match with another team, all set up by Bruce. It was streamed. I played jungle while Tuesday watched from behind me. It was a best of three, and we won the first and second round. “You’re pretty good,” she said to me, batting her big eyelashes.

But the wins weren’t because of me. I played average at best, matching the opposing jungler. Bruce was putting up the big numbers, and Griswold played a couple of outstanding games at mid.

Bruce had a bottle of champagne ready. He blushed as he opened it. Then, he looked around, “Where’s Billie? Is she still streaming?”

“I think she’s getting ready to leave for the weekend,” said Erin.

“I’ll go see if she wants to come celebrate,” I said, perking up at the opportunity to have one last chat with Billie before she left for three days. I wanted to make sure that things between us weren’t awkward. The tension was becoming borderline unbearable. She wasn’t owning up to any discomfort, but I could tell that there was something there: something making her want to leave that gamer house, never to return.

I went up to her room and saw that the door was half open, so I assumed it was safe to go in. I could hear her packing a bag, so I just pushed the door open and said, “Hey, Billie. We won the tournament, and we were hoping you could come down and—”

She was tense, standing there in a tight orange fishnet one-piece, with nothing covering her breasts underneath. She quickly covered her chest and gasped, and I looked away… a moment too late. Her pussy was covered by black panties, but she still used her other hand to cover her crotch. “John!” she gasped.

I jumped out of the room. “Sorry!” I said. “Your door was open, and… I thought you were packing!”

“I am packing!” she said. “I was just out using the bathroom! The door didn’t close all the way! That doesn’t mean that you can just let yourself in!”

“I’m sorry!” I gasped.

I knew that my face was dark red. I knew that I hadn’t made anything better with the blunder; now, if there was tension before, it was only going to get worse.

There was a long silence before she said, “Okay, come in.”

Now, she had a grey satin kimono over her lingerie-clad body. Her cheeks were dark red and her gaze was turned to the floor. “What did you want?”

Again, I invited her downstairs, but she declined the offer. “I have to pack to go. I can’t have a drink before driving down the freeway.”

“You could just hang out for a bit.”

I looked at her bags. They were all packed. Was she leaving for good? “You’re coming back… right?”

“I just have to deal with some things back home,” she said.

“I know today was a bit of a bust, but that doesn’t mean you’re off the team, Billie. Griswold had a good day. But you’re the better jungler. Believe me; you’re way easier to play with. Don’t leave. Okay?”

She made a small smile. “You’re sweet, John,” she said. “I’m not worried about that. It’s… It’s just personal stuff that I have to square up.”

“Okay,” I said. Then I smiled. “I’m looking forward to training with you when you’re back.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment… a long, long moment. Why was she still staring into my eyes? Why wasn’t she looking away? Did she have something to say? Was she waiting for me to leave? “John, can you, uh, close that door?”

I closed the door. My heart fluttered. Was she going to address the awkward elephant in the room now? Was she going to bring up that terrible final moment we had together before she ghosted me? “What is it?” I asked.

“There’s something that I should probably come clean about. I—I don’t really know how to say this, and I feel like you’re going to get really weird about it…”

“What is it?” I asked. Now, my heart was racing. Was she going to tell me that she had a boyfriend, and her boyfriend didn’t know that we played together or something?

She kept staring into my eyes, afraid to say anything. “Promise to keep it a secret?”

“Sure. Whatever,” I said.

She turned that gaze to the floor. “Griswold doesn’t know it, but he’s going to be the mid alternate.”

“What?” I said. “What makes you say that? I mean—I know you’re the better player on mid. But… How can you be so confident.”

“I’m not the better player,” she said. “He’s really good. But… He’s just here while I square things off back home. Bruce doesn’t even know it. I talked about it with Horatio. Part of my contract is that I’m guaranteed a spot on the main roster as long as I’m streaming: three times a week now, and then five times once the circuit starts. It’s part of the sponsorship endorsement with Centennial Greens.”

“Wait… actually?” I said.

She nodded her head, looking guilty. “He’s just filling in while I go back and forth. I might have to miss an important game or two in the pre-season—maybe early in the National circuit season. He’ll fill in for me, and then he’ll just be an alternate. We don’t have Centennial Greens as a sponsor without me on the main roster. It’s been weighing on me, John. It’s really not something I’m happy about, but they want me and Bruce to be like the faces of the team: he’s the veteran gamer that everyone knows, and I’m the fresh streamer with the big following.”

“I—I guess that makes sense.”

“But we can’t lose our pre-season matches. We need a pro mid to fill in, and nobody would agree to doing it knowing they’re just temporary.” She looked down again. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

“It’s fine. Your secret is safe with me,” I said. “But, uh, he’s going to be mad.”

“He’s not going to find out,” she said, darting her gaze up to look into my eyes. “I just… I need to play better, so he doesn’t get too suspicious when Bruce names me as the main. Ideally, Horatio won’t even have to tell Bruce to pick me over him; the goal is that it happens naturally. But after today…”

“Today was just a hiccup,” I said. “We all have bad days. Franklin’s bad day was yesterday. And honestly, he played fine today, but he’s still being selfish, making risky plays. You can’t play like that in a tournament. Bruce would never take the risk.”

She let out a small smile. “I’m glad you’re here, John,” she said softly. “I really missed playing with you.”

“And I’m glad you’re here,” I smiled. “I really thought I would come here and it would be a bunch of guys with bad B.O. It’s nice to have a pretty girl here.”

She blushed, and then I blushed harder.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’m not hitting on you. But, uh, you are pretty. You’re really pretty. And, uh, it’s honestly been distracting. I hope I’m not making you feel uncomfortable. I’m not trying to. I just… I just want you to know, I guess… I don’t know why.” I knew that I was starting to ramble, and it only got worse from there. Honestly, I can’t even remember what I said after that, but I went on for another embarrassing minute, rambling on and on, trying to dig myself out of a hole while only putting myself deeper into it. She finally shut me up by walking up to me and giving me a kiss on the lips. It was a beautiful five-second kiss that ended with her pulling her head away and saying, “I’m sorry, I don’t know why I did that.”

And how could I control myself after that? How could I keep my hands off of her? I grabbed her and threw her onto her bed. She laughed, her body bouncing playfully. I pounced onto her and pushed her arms up, over her head. I looked down into her glittering eyes. She turned red, letting out a pretty little gasp.

I knew this was a big mistake. I knew this was only going to complicate an already complicated situation… and I really had no idea just how complicated I was about to make her situation, and my situation. But now, it seemed like the damage had been done; I had nothing left to lose, so I went in for another kiss, and she accepted it.

I could feel some reluctance. She was a shy girl, no matter how she presented herself. It was a minute before she finally parted her lips enough to share tongues. When I moved my hands on her body, she grabbed my wrists to stop them. I caught myself tempted to apologize a few times, but I didn’t want to kill the mood. She was warming up… slowly. She would close her eyes, take a slow breath, and then she would allow it to go a little bit further.

“They’re going to wonder where we are,” I whispered.

“Then you better be fast,” she said.

I felt her hand reaching down into my pants. I felt her fingers wrapping around my erection. I gasped as she began to tug. I watched her face flush red. I watched her eyes glitter. “Oh my God,” I heard her whisper. “It’s… hard.”

“Why are you surprised?” I asked with a nervous little laugh.

In that moment, I felt like my dreams had finally come true in every way imaginable: all of that hard work, all of that suffering… it was all finally paying off. I was on a pro team. I was living in a gamer house. I basically had a girlfriend now too: a smoking hot E-girl girlfriend: every gamer boy’s dreams.

But the ultimate fantasy was about to hit its first big bump in the road. “Before we go any further, I should, uh, tell you something else.”

“What is it?” I asked.

She blinked a few times. She blushed and smiled nervously. “I was, uh, born a boy.”

Remember when I tried to describe what it felt like to be truly shocked? Well… I thought I knew before… Now, I was experiencing it all over again with twice the intensity. Now, I really got to feel the force a dump truck ramming me in the chest, knocking the air out of my lungs. There was hardly a moment of questioning her, because she showed me by motioning down. There it was: Hard, out from her panties, squished into that fishnet outfit, but still undeniably real.

But I wasn’t one to judge. Born a boy or not, she was hot. She was cute. She was fun to be around. “I never liked kids much anyway,” I said, and then we went back at it. We kissed, tongue and all, moving ahead like we were in a rush… because we were in a rush. We pushed our bodies hard together. I felt her erection against mine. I thought I was going to end up inside of her, and then she reached down, grabbed her cock, and she pulled her tip to my hole. “I’ve never done this,” I warned her, tensing up.

“We can take turns,” she said, and a moment later, she was inside of me. I was scrambling for something to hold onto. I gasped loudly, and she covered my mouth with the palm of her hand so that our housemates wouldn’t hear us. But that didn’t stop her from pushing her long nine-inch shaft deep into my body.

My eyes rolled into the back of my head. I trembled all over. I wondered if I was making a huge mistake, and then I looked at her face and saw how beautiful she was, and I pushed that worry away. She began to thrust up into me. I grabbed her breasts and held firmly, like a child riding a horse for the first time, terrified I was going to be bucked off.

She used every inch, and she didn’t last long: a minute of thrusting, ending with a warm gushing deep inside of me. I moaned and went limp, so she took control. She reached down, took my erection, and stuffed it into her own hole. She began to push herself against me, and soon, I had the strength to take over, fucking her for a minute until I was gushing inside of her.

I was pulsing all over with pleasure that I’d never experienced before. I looked into her face and saw the most beautiful shade of glowing pink. I had a feeling that I was going to like living in the house. It just felt like all of the pieces of my life were finally falling into place.

I remembered that my housemates were downstairs, probably starting to wonder where I went. I’d been gone for twenty minutes. Not wanting them to think that there was anything happening between me and Billie Rae, I quickly thanked her for the fun and slipped downstairs. I assumed I would see her again before she left, but she managed to sneak away unnoticed through the back door while we were all enjoying our celebration. Nobody noticed her leaving—especially not Franklin (aka Griswold Gamer), because he was a completely different person: beaming, smiling, boisterous… and drunk. He even started singing, and got everyone to sing along (it was some popular Journey song or another… it’s hard to remember, because I had a couple of drinks myself).

Seeing him with such a grand smile on his face filled me with a taste of the guilt and dread that Billie Rae must have been feeling. So I went up to see how she was doing, and that’s when I noticed that she was gone.
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There were no days off in the Red Deer team house. We all wanted to win, and we knew that meant daily work… and this wasn’t the fun kind of gaming that most people think about when they talk about playing video games. We had a rigid structure. Bruce had us practising drills, working on muscle memory. That Saturday, he had me working on perfecting a very specific sequence of skills, which involved me hitting nine different keys on the keyboard in perfect succession while also clicking on a moving target on the screen. He didn’t let me stop until I could do it seamlessly thirty times in a row—and fast, in under 1.5 seconds.

And that was just one drill. That was only going to prove useful if I ended up playing with that specific hero (and there were hundreds in the game), and only if I ended up getting all those specific items and putting my skill points into those specific skills. It was something that would probably only come in handy in 5% of the games we played… but that was the difference between being in the top 2,000 and being in the top 200.

Griswold Gamer was finding his groove. Bruce sat down with him on Sunday to discuss his selfish play style. They had a chat for over an hour before coming back down to return to playing with us. Franklin looked a bit stunned: white skin and red eyes, as if he’d been close to tears during the talk. I wondered if Bruce broke the news to him: that Billie Rae would be the main mid player… but now, Franklin was modifying his game. I was shocked when he said to me, “J-Rock, let’s take out their jungler when he goes by my ward.” I’m not sure he’d ever communicated with me directly like that.

Together, we got their jungler. Now, we were starting to jive. We were winning game after game. My rank was now 1,200: the highest it had ever been.

Tuesday subbed into the jungle and I sat out, taking a rare break. Tuesday was good… but not professional team good. I was fairly confident that she wouldn’t be much competition. We would even play five-on-five scrimmages, getting Bruce’s pro player friends to sub into the empty spots so we could play without affecting our ranks. I got to play against Tuesday in those scrims, and I outplayed her consistently.

She was past her gaming prime. And it seemed as though she was just happy to be in the house, playing every day—even if it just meant being an alternate. I suppose I would have been perfectly happy being an alternate; alternates still got to share the prize money, whether or not they played. They were important pieces of the team, and she was providing an invaluable service during those scrims. Bruce would tell her in secret what strategies to use, and he would see how I responded.

We were all improving quickly. We were getting better at playing together—and it became quickly obvious when we were matched with a team ranked in the 1,500-2,000 range. We stomped them ruthlessly, as if they were little kids playing their first ever game. It was already starting to seem crazy that I was ever in that rank range.

After playing that game for twelve years, I really didn’t think that I had anything left to learn; I thought that I was just a lower rank than the top guys because they had faster reflexes and better luck… but now I was seeing that I could be so much better.

Tuesday came into my room on that Sunday night. She had a big smile on her face. “Hi John!” she said with her cutesy voice. She stepped in and carefully closed the door behind her, insinuating she wanted to have a private conversation.

“What’s up, Tues?” I smiled.

“I just wanted to, uh, congratulate you on your big win streak.” She blushed as she looked at me. I can honestly say that no girl had ever looked at me like that before—and definitely not a beautiful woman who could have easily had a career as a model. I felt suddenly star-struck, blushing all over, remembering that she had achieved heights that I could only dream of. She’d been on tournament circuits. She’d held up trophies and cashed cheques worth nearly a quarter-million dollars. She knew the limelight that I fantasized on a nightly basis.

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ve been on a lucky streak.”

“It’s not luck,” she said. “You’re good. I watched the replay from your last game. The way that you knew to skirt around those enemy wards… I would never think to play like that. It’s just so… smart!”

I was dark red now, grinning like a fool. “Thanks, Tues. You’re not so bad yourself.”

She giggled. “I’m past my prime,” she said. “I’m just happy to be here. I missed it. You know, it’s been three years since I’ve been on a team like this.”

“Has it been that long?” I said. “I can still remember when you were playing with Fox Gaming. That was… iconic.”

Now she was blushing. My heart was racing as I discovered I could make a girl like her blush. Female attention was not something that I was used to. I’d never considered myself particularly handsome… And I had never had money or any achievements that might make a skirt wet. Now, I still wasn’t particularly handsome, and I still didn’t have any money… but in the world of professional gaming, I was someone.

“Did you hear about the interviews?” she asked.

“Interviews?” I said.

“Bruce sent out an email to our team addresses. E-Sports Daily is coming to interview all of us on Wednesday. That’s exciting, huh?”

“Totally,” I said.

But she wasn’t leaving. She was standing there, smiling, waiting to say something else. Finally, she giggled and opened the door. “Sorry, John. I didn’t mean to bother you.”

“It wasn’t any bother at all,” I blushed.

She giggled again. “You’re cute,” she said casually before skipping off. Now, my heart was fluttering. Was she… hitting on me? Was she interested in me?

I suddenly thought of my romp with Billie Rae. She probably left the house with feelings for me… feelings that were probably developing with her time away from me. My feelings had been developing for her too. I’d been fantasizing frequently about going down on her, sucking her off and making her cum in my mouth. I’d been dreaming of bending her over and filling her ass with my seed…

But Billie Rae seemed… complicated. Her shyness made her mysterious, and her situation with her streaming contract… and the fact that she would stream in lingerie, flirting with her viewers. She knew how to use her sexuality to win over an audience, and maybe she was using it to win me onto her side as well. She knew that the situation with Griswold Gamer was going to be complicated, possibly causing a rift in the house, and she surely knew that I would now be on her side, no matter what.

She came in late that night, while most of us were still awake. We’d just finished a two-hour break, and now we were gaming again, experimenting with the newest game patch that changed the stats of many heroes in the game developers’s attempt to balance the game more evenly (it wasn’t something that I would have normally paid much attention to, but Bruce was fierce when it came to the small details).

I turned and smiled at Billie Rae before turning back to the game. She returned the smile quickly before scurrying up to her bedroom. I didn’t see her again that night. Her room was dark and she was presumably asleep by the time we finished training for the night. I was excited to see her in the morning…

And it was well worth the wait. Now, she was glowing. Her skin was like gold: radiating as she smiled when I came into the kitchen to join the rest of the team for coffee. She batted her perfect eyelashes before shying her face away. “Good morning, John,” she said, looking down at her mug of coffee.

“Hi,” I said softly. “How was your trip home?”

“Complicated,” she said, pressing her lips firmly together. Everything about her seemed so complicated. And to think, it was only going to get more complicated… ruthlessly complicated. “But that’s all done now. I don’t have to go back there.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I could only assume that she was talking about breaking up with some boyfriend… maybe he was abusive or unsupportive. I decided not to prod, but it was obvious that it was something on her mind. Once we were all awake and fed and full of coffee, we migrated to the game room and started training. I was praying that Billie Rae would be back on the top of her game, but her mind was clearly elsewhere, and Griswold Gamer was still in his best form. He was winning his games, and Billie Rae was only winning about half of hers. Then came the scrimmages. Griswold’s team was downright superior in the middle, game after game. And to make matters worse for the meek Billie Rae, he was excelling at being a team player.

And to make matters even worse for Billie Rae, she had to leave at 3:00 PM to get ready for her stream. She left for two hours while we continued to practise… and Griswold was only getting better, winning MVP in a number of bouts. When Billie Rae came back, Bruce sent Griswold Gamer off for an early dinner and that’s when our worst losing streak started.

Now, I was starting to worry that maybe she wasn’t the best fit. She was a good player… but maybe Griswold was a better player. Maybe he did deserve that spot that he still had no idea he wasn’t going to get… Maybe the guilt of knowing she wasn’t as good as Franklin was dragging Billie Rae even further down.

I tried not to put myself in the middle of it. I was there to live out my dream of being on a professional team; I couldn’t end up mixed up in some drama that had nothing to do with me. I was there to do a job, to be the best jungler on the team. Billie Rae was going to have to figure her problems out on her own.

And I suppose it should have been that easy, but after a couple nights in the house, I just couldn’t help myself. While we were both sitting a game out, we ended up alone in the boardroom together. She had a look in her eye and I just couldn’t stop myself.

We kissed. We touched each other all over. She pushed me down to my knees and I fished her cock out from her panties, sinking it into my mouth. She was already hard, throbbing, and leaking pre-cum onto my tongue. She held my head by my hair and she thrusted in and out, pushing her tip to the back of my throat.

Once she had her way with me for a few minutes, I kissed her thighs, I ran my tongue down her legs, and then back up again. She turned around so that I could explore her asshole with my tongue. She moaned beautiful sounds. I stood up and penetrated her, taking her from behind. I didn’t last long… a minute at most, and then cum was pouring down her thighs.

She bent me over the boardroom table. She reached around back and grabbed some of my warm cream, using it as lubricant by spreading it all over her shaft before pushing into me. She fucked me hard before pulling out and making a mess of my back. It felt good, like warm massage oil. She even bent over me and used her body to rub it into me, pushing a finger into my asshole as a final tease for my pleasure. We kissed again and then we scurried off, saying nothing to one another, both knowing that we were technically breaking the rules…

It was in the contract that we all signed: no relationships between players. We all knew the stories: love triangles that had destroyed previously-great teams. There were even teams that had strict rules against having women on their teams, just to avoid the inevitable drama. Those teams were all labelled sexist, misogynistic… but maybe they had a good point… I had a terrible feeling that this was going to turn into drama… and that feeling was right.
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For weeks, Billie Rae and I snuck off to fuck in the various rooms of that gamer house. It seemed like every conversation we had would end in us going at it like animals. Soon, I was starting to think of it as something more serious than just gamers with benefits. I started fantasizing about more: a real relationship as boyfriend and girlfriend. Sure, we would have to keep it secret until we could have a serious discussion with Bruce about it.

But when I tried to take things further with Billie Rae, I was stone-walled. I asked her more personal questions, questions about her past, about her childhood. She just went silent. She would look away, and then I would find myself apologizing, even though the questions seemed totally innocent, like, “What city did you grow up in?” She just didn’t want to tell me anything about her past. She only wanted to talk about the present.

It just made her seem more complicated… and it also made it seem like she was hiding something—something even bigger than the drama with Griswold Gamer.

I did take her downstairs late one night to practise with her while the others slept. I wanted her to be better than Griswold Gamer, to avoid a complete catastrophe… and it helped a little bit. She seemed to be finding her game again. She started winning more consistently, putting up better numbers. She seemed to be in a calmer headspace.

But it just wasn’t enough. Griswold Gamer reached 455 rank. He was one of the top 100 mid-lane players in the game. He was the obvious choice for mid-lane. And Bruce was constantly patting him on the back, and putting him into our streamed exhibition games…

Then, Horatio from Centennial Greens came to the house. He took Bruce upstairs. They were up there for a long time. I could feel the energy in the house changing. I could feel a storm of dark, negativity flooding into the house. Horatio came downstairs and left without speaking to anyone else. Bruce came down five minutes later. He called Griswold Gamer to follow him upstairs. Ten minutes later, Griswold Gamer was storming out of the house, suitcase packed and in hand. He left without saying anything to anyone. Bruce tried to stop him. “Let’s talk about this, Franklin,” he called out from the door.

Then, Franklin stopped and turned to face Bruce from the front lawn. “You’ll be lucky if I don’t sue you’re shit team!” And then he got into his car and left.

An awful silence came over the house. Then, Tuesday asked, “What just happened?”

“I gave main jungler to BR-Cat for the tournament this weekend,” he said, looking at the ground. “Griswold was just too much of a loose cannon. His play style was too unpredictable. And if this is how he’s going to act whenever he doesn’t get his way, then, uh, I guess we’ll be bringing in a new player to fill out the roster.”

I knew the truth. I knew that that Horatio came and told Bruce that he had to choose Billie Rae. Maybe he didn’t give the full reason, but it wasn’t presented to Bruce as an option.

Later that evening, Bruce took me upstairs to let me know I would be the starter in jungle for the qualifier. “Tuesday will sit out as alternate. If you play strong, we’ll keep you in for all the games. Okay?”

I smiled. I was beaming with pride… and it should have been the proudest moment of my life… but the drama between Griswold Gamer and Billie Rae overshadowed the moment. It was weighing on everyone. It wasn’t long before players started whispering. I was in the kitchen when Gobbler nodded for me to approach him. “You think Billie Rae is fucking Bruce?” he asked me.

“What? Why?”

“I mean… come on. Franklin is one of the top mids in the world. We all know it.”

“As of recently,” I said. “Two weeks ago, he was hardly in the top 1,500. Bruce is right: Franklin is unpredictable.”

“It’s just weird to me,” said Gobbler. “That’s all I’m saying.”

But I knew that little rumour was getting around. I even overheard Gobbler suggesting to Race-Star that Billie Rae had slept with Horatio. And how could I blame the men for coming to that conclusion? The truth is: we would have probably been a better team with Griswold Gamer at mid…

I still had high hopes for Billie Rae. When she was playing at the top of her game, she was unbeatable. She was, quite possibly, the best active female in the game. I wanted her to prove everyone wrong.

But going into that tournament, she certainly was not playing the best League of Legends of her life.

It was Thursday evening when we boarded that plane, tickets paid for by Centennial Greens. Horatio was there with us, clad in a fitted suit, expensive watch, slicked back hair. He was wearing sunglasses, as if he was expecting paparazzi. Were we expecting paparazzi?

MONTREAL, QUEBEC: CANADIAN E-SPORTS NATIONAL QUALIFIERS

There were cameramen at the airport: a dozen of them, spotting us and rushing towards us. They started shooting off questions. Bruce stepped forward to let them all know that the press conference wasn’t until the morning.

My heart was racing. I looked over at Tuesday, who was quickly touching up her pink lip gloss. She was beaming, red in the cheeks, excited to get another taste of the stardom that she once had. Billie Rae was the opposite, stepping back and turning her chin down… but that didn’t stop the paparazzi from circling around to get photos of her. In fact, it seemed like they wanted photos of her and nobody else.

“Can you comment on social media posts made by your former member, Griswold Gamer?” one reporter shouted.

I knew that the game had been growing in popularity with each passing year, but I didn’t realize people cared his much. People in the airport saw the media swarm and moved in to see if we were famous. Amazingly, someone recognized Bruce and shouted out to him. That same person recognized Billie Rae and shouted to her. They both waved: Bruce with a charming smile, Billie Rae with a nervous, shy glare.

Our hotel rooms were booked by Centennial Greens. We were given four rooms, each with a pair of queen-sized beds. It was a nice hotel, less than a block from the convention centre where the three-day tournament was being held. Bruce and Gobbler got right to setting up our towers so we could do some last-minute training.

I was put into a room with Race-Star. Erin bunked up with Billie Rae, and Tuesday got her own room.

After nearly a month with the team, Race-Star (whose real name was Roger), was probably the one person I hardly knew at all. He was a chatty guy… with everyone else. But when he was with me, he would just go silent, and I would do the same. You know when you just don’t quite jive with a person? It’s not like I had anything against him or that he had anything against me… we just didn’t have that connection. Maybe it was something astrological…

“Excited?” he asked me, trying to break the silence between us as we unpacked our gear.

“That’s an understatement,” I said.

“This is your first tournament, right?”

I nodded my head, a bit embarrassed to admit it, seeing as I was the oldest on the team.

“You’ll be fine,” he said. “Just try to get the jitters out quickly. If we lose three round-robin matches, we’re eliminated.” I don’t know why he was telling me that.

“I know,” I said. It was my first tournament, but I still knew how tournaments worked. I knew that there were five round-robin matches (all best of three), and I knew that the scores from the round-robin were used to seed the quarter-finals. I knew that the top team in the round-robin round got a pass through quarters, straight to semis. Simply put, only the top seven teams advanced past the round-robin stage, and there were fifteen teams in the tournament.

I wasn’t too worried. We had Bruce, and he was one of the best players in the entire country. We had Roger, who was a fierce competitor. We had Gobbler, who was well-known in the gaming community as being extremely consistent.

But then there was Billie Rae, playing one of the most important positions. It didn’t matter how good the rest of us were; if we were slaughtered in the middle lane, there was no way to win…

As the jungler, it’s your job to float around the map. The other players all have their lanes that they stick to for a large chunk of the game; that’s where they gain their money and experience. But the junglers move around, in the jungle, from lane to lane, into the enemy side of the map… a jungler needs to be versatile and extremely aware of what’s happening all over the game map. But with Billie Rae’s recent inconsistence, I felt like I was going to need to play near that middle lane at all times, ready to help her whenever she needed help… and that meant neglecting the other teammates. Billie Rae’s rough patch affected me more than anyone else on the team.

“Do you like her?” Race-Star asked me suddenly, as I was pulling my nightwear out from my suitcase.

“Like her?” I said.

“I saw you with her the other night,” he said with a little grin. “Not to be that guy, but there is a rule against relationships in the house.”

My heart skipped a beat. I could feel myself turning pale. Did he see me with Billie Rae? Did he see us fucking? We’d snuck downstairs in the night together, a few nights earlier, and fucked in the kitchen. I was sure that I heard someone there… I even stopped ramming her to listen, but she was certain it was just the house settling. Now, I was even less sure.

“She’s hot, man,” he continued. “But remember that we have to remain professional. I’ve seen things get complicated before. That’s what ruined Team Ivy.”

I stuttered. I was about to defend myself, and then he said, “I can’t blame you though. Her blonde hair… Oh man. I’ve always had a thing for blondes. And honestly, you’re a lot better than her in the jungle—between you and me. I can see her leaving the team in a few months—somewhere she won’t have to just be an alternate.”

And I realized he was talking about Tuesday.

“I don’t have anything going on with Tuesday,” I said. “I’m not sure what you think you saw.”

He grinned. “You were just really close. She was playing with her hair and you guys were chatting… for like thirty straight minutes. Hey man—like I said: I don’t blame you. She’s hot. I used to have a picture of her as my desktop background. I just feel like it’s my duty as your teammate to remind you to keep it professional.”

“Of course,” I said. “Don’t worry about that at all.”
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Iwill try to keep the details of that day short, as they aren’t terribly relevant to the story, but I feel the need to describe the amazing sights and sounds regardless. When we arrived, the place was already packed with fans. There was a line down the street to get in. Stands had been set up in a huge semi-circle around the main stage, with five computers facing five computers, divided by a plexiglass wall so teams couldn’t eavesdrop on one another.

There were lights shining down on that stage. Crews were testing those lighting setups: flashing lights, neon lights, spotlights… Theatre-sized screens were up to show the game, where players couldn’t see them. In the heavens of the convention centre were floating booths, filled with broadcasters, streaming in five different languages. One of the massive screens was showing the main feed, which was already being streamed live—already with 100,000 viewers tuned in, and the first match was still an hour away.

We had our badges on lanyards around our necks. Seat-holders had black lanyards and we had red ones. Everyone stopped and gawked at anyone wearing a red lanyard. I made the mistake of going through the main lobby, just to see the action from the other side, and I was quickly swarmed with people who called themselves fans. They wanted signatures. They wanted pictures. I was like a celebrity. I’m not sure if they actually knew who I was, or if I was just the closest person with a red lanyard.

They wished me luck. They told me they loved me. One girl looked into my eyes and, without hesitating, asked if I was single.

I was red all over. It was an ego overload. I tried not to let it get to my head. I knew that I hadn’t achieved anything until I had an achievement to show for it. If we didn’t take one of the top three spots (meaning we either had to qualify for the A-final, or win the B-final), then we weren’t going to be going to Nationals. Three teams already has passes to Nationals, so they weren’t there that weekend… but they were surely watching from home, taking notes, sizing up their competition.

But enough about that. We were all whisked away to the press conference. We sat up on a stage for twenty minutes and asked questions while being blinded by constant flash-photography. Many of the reporters asked about me. They wanted to know how long I’d been playing, and why I hadn’t made any professional appearances before. “I never really took it seriously until recently,” I blushed.

Soon, the questions were onto Bruce and Billie Rae. The big controversy of the Canadian gaming world: why was Billie Rae given the main spot? It was during that press conference that we learned Griswold Gamer had already done a press conference, answering a set of similar questions… because he was competing. “He’s here?” Bruce asked.

“He was recruited to Team Horizon two days ago,” said a reporter.

We all fell silent. This was horrible news—in part because Griswold Gamer was one of the best mid-lane players in the world and knew Billie Rae’s play style more than any other player in that tournament—and in part because his presence there alone was enough to put Billie Rae back into that state of terror, guilt, and flustered confusion. When she was like that, she did not play her best League of Legends…

And our first game of the day was against the HGA: The Horizon Gaming Association. Griswold glared at us with a dark look in his eyes as he took to the stage. Billie Rae seemed to freeze. Her mind was suddenly elsewhere. You see, there’s a stage in competitive League of Legends where each player gets an allotted time to pick their character. When it was Billie Rae’s turn, she just sat there, not making a choice. Gobbler had to reach over and nudge her out of her state of hypnosis. “You have twenty seconds left. Why aren’t you choosing?” he said into his headset.

I believe this was what they call a ‘worst case scenario’. It set a bad tone for the competition.

We lost in just twenty-four minutes. And just for reference, a normal game usually goes longer than forty-five minutes.

Billie Rae was sadly to blame for the loss. I tried to cover her, but she kept making the same blunders, even letting herself be killed by the creeps near the beginning of the match.

It was a best of three… but game two went just as badly as game one. Let’s not even talk about game two…

Bruce was dead-silent after the games

“There are still lots of games today,” Gobbler said, trying to improve the mood. But one big opportunity was already gone… the top team got to skip the quarter final round, and the top team almost always went 5-0 in the round-robin. Now, for us, that was an impossibility.

I took Billie Rae aside and put my hands on her shoulders. “You okay?” I asked.

She smiled. “I’m fine,” she said. “I just… I didn’t expect quite so much press.”

For the next game, she came out wearing a baseball cap under her cat-ear headset. It almost seemed like she was trying to hide her face.

“Okay, guys,” Bruce said before the start of the match. “This is an easy one for us. This should be a freebie.” And it was true: Millennium Gaming was, by far, the worst team in the contest, with a couple of players not even ranked in the top 10,000. Their acceptance into the tournament was a complete mystery, and they were completely stomped (like us) in their first match.

But beating them wasn’t as easy as we thought. It was going well at first, and then Billie Rae made a fatal mistake, not being aware of the enemy on the map. She walked right into them, giving them that free kill… And worse, she was doing something called ‘pulling a camp’. It was, honestly, something she shouldn’t have been doing in that moment—and now, she not only gave up herself, she gave up that camp. When you kill a special camp in the game, you get a temporary buff to your stats. The enemy used that temporary buff to take out a tower, to kill Bruce who tried to save the tower, and then to push up into our territory—just enough that they now had the momentum.

I won’t bore you with game details. Long story short: we were playing from behind after that, and we just never caught up. We lost. And then we lost again, closing out that best-of-three.

We were 0-2 now. One more loss and that was it for us: no quarter finals, no Nationals, no Worlds. It would probably mean a rejigging of the roster for next year… if Centennial Greens even wanted to pursue another year, or if this would be chalked up as a failed experiment.

Billie Rae went to get some fresh air after the game. Bruce waved Tuesday over and talked quietly to her, away from the rest of us—but we all knew what he was saying… He was asking her if she would consider stepping into that mid spot.

Tuesday was a jungler, like me. But she had experience playing other roles. And right now, it seemed like anyone would be better than Billie Rae at mid.

We had one hour before our third match—and we had to win that match. Bruce had a big decision to make. He had two potential replacements for Billie-Rae: Tuesday and Kitten Krusader. Neither were mid specialists, but both knew the game well enough to fill in on mid in a pinch. Bruce went to Gobbler, pulling him aside. They chatted for a few minutes. Then he went to Race-Star. They chatted for ten long minutes. Now, Billie Rae was back, so Bruce was having these conversations far away, in another area of the convention centre.

Finally, he came to me. “John, can I talk to you for a minute?”

I followed him up the stairs, to the staff area of the centre, near the hallway that led to the broadcasting booths. “What is it?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what it was.

“Billie Rae isn’t playing at the top of her game,” he said. “I—I don’t really know what to do right now. I’m in a bit of a bind.”

I was silent, tense all over. This wasn’t how I wanted my pro gaming career to end: going 0-3 in the round-robin of a qualifier tournament. I knew that it was true: Billie Rae was bombing. In fact, during that break, they were showing individual stats on the main screen: stats from the first two rounds of round-robin. Down, near the very, very bottom of that long, long list—seventy-nine players who had played in at least one game so far—was Billie Rae. There were only two players lower than her, with more deaths and fewer kills. “A team is only as strong as its weakest link,” Bruce said.

I cleared my throat. “She had a rough couple of games, but I don’t think she’s our weakest link. I—I should have been there to help her during that ambush at the start of the last game.”

“You were helping at top,” Bruce said. “That’s where you were supposed to be. Don’t try to take the blame, John. Those losses weren’t your fault. Right now, we need to win our next three rounds, or we’re out.”

I felt cold all over.

“Anyway,” Bruce said. “I’ve spoken to the whole team. I’m taking a vote. I’m not voting myself; I’m putting it up to the rest of you. Right now, it’s a split decision. You have to be our tie-breaker.”

“Me!?” I said.

“Her performance at mid affects you as our jungler more than anyone else. It has to be your choice. Who would you prefer to have at mid? Tuesday, Kitten, or Billie Rae?”

I could feel myself turning white. Why was this being put on me? “You’re the captain, Bruce. You have to pick,” I said.

“I can’t pick,” he said, tensing up. He stuttered for a moment, but he said nothing else. I knew what he was saying: he had been ordered by Horatio to keep Billie Rae on the roster… but if the rest of us voted to swap her out, that was a different story. It was a loophole in the agreement, because the rest of us didn’t know about Billie Rae’s contract with Centennial Greens—as far as Bruce knew. “I need you to pick.”

He stared into my eyes. If my theory was right, and he was trying to use me as a loophole to oust Billie Rae for the rest of the tournament, then that meant he was probably hoping I would suggest giving her the boot…

But I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t crush Billie Rae like that. Maybe my feelings were getting in the way of my judgement… “We’ll leave Billie Rae in,” I said. “I think she’ll do better next game.”

He stared at me, wide-eyed and pale-faced. There was a tense silence, and for a moment, his eyes seemed to say, ‘If she fucks up, you’re the one being cut.’ My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. I tried to force a smile. “It’ll be fine,” I said.

But it wasn’t looking so fine. We were up against Force-Five Gaming, the previous year’s National champions. They were 2-0 in their first two bouts, one win away from securing a spot in the quarter finals.

We were up in three matches: lots of time to marinade in our awful state of anxiety. We were all silent: sitting, waiting…

We didn’t speak… we just waited. And it didn’t feel like we were waiting for our next game; it felt like we were waiting for our final game.
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Billie Rae was sitting right next to me. Her face was pale and her eyes were red. She’d been crying, overwhelmed with the guilt of putting the team through this. It was about to be her fault that the seven of us would be sitting the rest of the year out, possibly never to play professionally again.

She looked over at me slowly during the character selection screen. She blinked a few times. I noticed her hands trembling. “Relax,” I said. “You’ve got this. Alright?”

She forced a small smile and then she wiped her eyes.

“I’m going to have your back out there,” I continued. “We’ll be fine.”

She nodded her head slowly. I saw her take a deep breath. The pressure really was on. She didn’t just have to pull through for that game; we had to win that whole best-of-three… and then the next best-of-three, and then the one after that too. Oh, and that wasn’t all. We also had to win our quarter final match. If we won all of those games, we had a fifty-percent chance at qualifying.

“One game at a time,” Bruce whispered into his mic. I think he was talking to himself.

I hate to say it, but Billie Rae’s game did not improve. She was, once again, the first one to die, giving up valuable experience to their mid-lane player. I looked over and saw some seriously pale faces in our group. Billie Rae didn’t make eye-contact with any of us, too ashamed.

And she didn’t improve from there. She gave up another kill before becoming increasingly cautious… overly cautious, hiding behind her tower until it went down, and then she retreated into our jungle to ‘farm creeps’. I’ve said it a thousand times: the game details really aren’t important, as long as you understand that she was not helping us to win…

But we did win—not because of Billie Rae, but because Bruce went for a super aggressive strategy, buying risky items and making risky moves to attack the enemy. He got lucky a couple of times; the enemy thought they had us pinned, so they didn’t bother to purchase wards to place around their own end of the playing field. Bruce, a League of Legends genius, used this to his advantage, slipping into the enemy jungle and picking off enemies as they tried to pass through. He killed three of them before they decided to buy the wards, but now, he was powerful. While they were scrambling to ward their jungle, he pushed a tower and destroyed it. He escaped untouched and then he pushed the mid-lane tower while the rest of us were defending an enemy push up top. He became even more powerful and commanded Billie Rae to stay back, close to our base, where she wouldn’t be able to ‘feed’ the enemy. Billie Rae was embarrassed, red all over, but we ended up winning.

In the next game, I saved her from nearly being the first death of the game. I picked my champion based on the knowledge that it would be my job to keep her safe. Now, the enemy team knew that she was our weak link, so they were targeting her; that was a big mistake, because it made them predictable. When they went to kill her, I was ready, jumping in, snaring the enemy right next to our tower. The tower targeting the enemy and killed him.

I would have normally upgraded my strength with the money from the kill, but I knew they would be back for Billie Rae, so I bought wards, to get visibility on their end. I hid them in their jungle, and those wards showed us when the enemy was coming back, trying to ambush Billie Rae. Bruce came down when he saw their little red dots on his mini-map. He was ready for them, and I was there to snare them so Bruce could smash them to pieces.

We won that game easily, but again, Billie Rae wasn’t the reason we won.

And nobody on the team was relaxed yet. We were 1-2, still with two matchups left; we had to win both.

Billie Rae went for a walk. I watched her, hands buried into the pockets of her hoodie. She went down a narrow hallway that went to some storage closets, and I decided to follow her. I found her crying, in the nook of a locked doorway. She looked up at me and turned her face away quickly. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“You know,” she said. “I shouldn’t be here. This is just… embarrassing. I’m completely out of my league.”

“You’re doing fine. Are you playing your best? No—but you’re doing fine. You shouldn’t be so hard on yourself.”

“I’m at the bottom of the list, John,” she said. “I’m letting you all down. I—I should just drop out.”

“Please don’t,” I said. “This is your dream. You’re being too hard on yourself.”

“It’s your dream too,” she said, looking up into my eyes. She paused for a moment, letting her comment sink in. And it really did hit me in a powerful way: she was right, this was my dream, and if we lost because of her… then my dream would be over… because of her.

I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. I knew that she was capable of more. I’d played with her when she was totally dominant. I’d seen her outplay Griswold Gamer, who was the top rated mid player in that building. “I want to play with you,” I said. “Please don’t drop out.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment longer.

“Everyone voted,” she said. “I know because Erin told me. Bruce asked her to vote. You voted for me to stay in, didn’t you?”

I blushed and shrugged my shoulders.

“You didn’t have to do that for me, John. You don’t have to put me before your own interests.”

“I made my choice,” I said. “And I’m sticking to it. I want you to play.”

She blushed harder, biting her lip, looking away. Then, she peeked down the hallway. She grabbed my wrist and pulled me into the nook of that doorway, far away from the noise of that convention centre. Next, she shimmied her pants down, exposing her panties. She put a hand on my shoulder and pushed me down, rewarding me for my loyalty.

I was face-to-face with her bulge. She rubbed it with her manicured fingertips and then she slid her panties down to show me her cock. Her hand took the back of my head and pulled me in so that I could suck her off. I will admit that it was a nice reward. I bobbed my head back and forth, sucking her smooth shaft. I could feel it throbbing and growing. I gripped it with my hand and pulled her foreskin back so I could see that beautiful, feminine tip. I gave it a lick and she moaned.

Maybe this was all she needed to help her relax.

I tightened my grip and started to pump her. I tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue. She gasped and grabbed on tight to the nearby door handle. “John!” she whispered. “You’re going to make me cum!”

“Isn’t that the idea?” I asked, and then I bent forward and sucked her hard and fast, slobbering all over her beautiful shaft. She was rock-hard now, veins thick and pumping. I gagged when she pushed into the back of my throat, but I managed to keep going.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop, John! Don’t stop!”

With the thumb of my free hand, I reached around her. I found her tight hole and began to tease it, rubbing in circles until it felt like time to push into her body. She groaned. “Shit,” she mumbled. “Just like that. Oh God, just like that, John. Oh my fucking God, that feels so good. Yes! Don’t stop sucking my hard cock. Oh God, John! You’re going to make me cum in your fucking mouth! Oh God! Oh God!” She was getting louder and louder, tensing up harder. Her legs were shaking. A high-pitched sound was now coming out of her mouth as she tried to hold back her orgasm.

“Fuck! I’m coming! I’m coming!”

I pumped her hard and opened wide, letting her blast onto my tongue.

It took a minute to clean up. I thought we were only gone for a few minutes, but apparently we’d been gone for close to an hour. Now, our teammates were looking for us. Bruce pulled me aside. “Where were you?” he asked, red with nervousness.

“I was giving her a pep talk,” I said, blushing.

“We’re on in five minutes,” he said. “Are you guys ready or not?”

I smiled and nodded my head.

Our lateness was probably for the best. Billie Rae didn’t have time to be nervous. We were swept away to get ready, put into our seats. The tournament had been running behind, and now they were scrambling to make up time. They cut out the five minutes of press photos, telling the photographers they had to take their photos while we played, not before. We were thrust right into character selection. I could still taste cum when the game began.

I was a bit dazed, heart still racing from our little naughty act in the back hallway. I wasn’t as sharp as I probably should have been—and I didn’t even notice that Billie Rae had successfully killed the enemy mid-lane player and taken out their tower, all within the first seven minutes of the game.

The enemy tried to stage an ambush on her—certainly something they’d planned before the game even started, after seeing her low stats… but their attempt failed; Billie Rae was ready for them, with a snare trap set within range of the tower. Two enemies died trying to kill her, and she hardly even took a hit. She was outsmarting them, using the stats from her bad start as bait. By the twenty-minute mark, Billie Rae was ruthlessly overpowered, storming up that middle lane like an invincible force.

The opposing team made the foolish mistake of repeating their strategy in the next game, thinking we wouldn’t see it coming twice in a row. But Billie Rae was ready for them—and Bruce instantly recognized the pattern and acted accordingly, planning his own pushes with their failed ambushes. That second game was even faster than the first.

Now, we were 2-2, with one round-robin match left.

But now, we had momentum. Billie Rae was smiling, back into her element. Her name was now near the middle of that long list.

We were steamrolling through games now. It was 8:00 PM when we went into that final match. It was against a hard team… at least they should have been hard to beat. But they hardly put up a fight. We were firing on all cylinders: pushing the top lane aggressively, successfully ambushing in the jungle, and Race-Star was racking up kills without getting killed even once. We won both matches, not needing a third.

And just like that, we were into the quarter finals. We wouldn’t be going home early after all.

But the tournament wasn’t over yet. There were still two more days of tough games if we were going to get an invite to Nationals.
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Our quarter-final match was on the morning of that Saturday, in that convention centre in Montreal, Quebec. We were playing against FFG, Force-Five Gaming, again. We beat them the day before, but it felt a bit like a lucky win. We knew they weren’t going to go so easy on us this time. When we faced them the day before, they came into the match 2-0. They only needed to win one of their next three matches. Now, they were fighting off elimination.

And… it didn’t help that we were all feeling a bit unwell from the previous night. The excitement of our comeback turned into a few drinks into the hotel bar, and a few drinks turned into a few too many drinks. Race-Star ended up in the bathroom, throwing up all night. Gobbler met some chick at the bar; she was sixty-four-years-old with a blonde wig and stiff lip injections; they went away together and it took us all morning to find him—and to wake him up.

Erin had met a guy at the bar and gone back to his hotel with him; we still had no idea where she was; luckily, she was an alternate.

And then there was the very, very awkward wakeup call that I got… with Billie Rae. Our alarm didn’t succeed in waking either of us up. We were sharing a bed, with her in my arms, her naked body against mine. Bruce tried knocking at the door, apparently, but had no success; but the room was booked in his name, so he was able to get a key card from the front desk so he could let himself in. That’s when he saw us together.

We woke up to him roaring. “We’re late!”

We both turned white when we saw him. “It—It’s not what it looks like,” I said, jumping out of the bed, forgetting that I was ass-naked. It didn’t help that I pulled the blanket off as I jumped out of bed, revealing the fact that Billie Rae was also naked.

It also didn’t help that there was that sex smell in the air. We all know that smell—it’s a bit sweet, a but musty… it’s not necessarily unpleasant, but it’s undeniable. “We’ll talk about this later,” Bruce growled, and then he stormed out of the room.

I knew we were in trouble. I knew that talk was going to be more than just, ‘Don’t do it again.’ There was a good chance it would mean me getting booted from the team. Billie Rae was probably safe thanks to her contract that she’d made specifically with Centennial Greens, our primary sponsor. I didn’t have any special protections. I didn’t have a stream that brought in thousands of fans. I didn’t have a special connection to Horatio. Horatio only really cared about two people on that team: Bruce and Billie Rae. And there was a good chance that he would have preferred Tuesday playing jungle, since her beautiful blonde hair and big round boobs would bring in more fans than I was bringing in as a man in his mid-thirties.

“Head in the game, guys,” Bruce growled into his mic after we lost that first round. It was a best-of-five. We still had a lot of losing left before we were out. “Where’s the focus? Race-Star, I want you to push harder at the start. And BR-Cat—you need to land those creep kills. Look how many denies they got on mid.”

“I’m sorry,” Billie Rae said. She stretched out her arms, putting on her best focussed face.

But I was still thinking about being kicked off the team for fornicating with a teammate. I was dreading the awkward meeting.

I tried hard not to think about that; we had games to win.

That next game was off to a rough start. They tricked us all, ambushing me in our jungle, killing me handily before anyone could react. It was an early disadvantage that we spent the whole game working against. But we chipped our way back into the fight, getting a pick here, a tower there… Soon, it was an even game. Bruce, who was the second-highest ranked player in the whole tournament, gave us a lead after an impressive splash attack that killed three of their players at once, caught completely off-guard as they tried to escape a mid-push.

Now, Bruce was overpowered, and he was the last person the other team wanted to have an advantage. He knew how to use it… and he used it to win the game a few minutes later, pushing hard on the bottom lane while we cleaned out their top lane, mid lane, and jungle.

The series was tied 1-1. We were sent on a fifteen-minute break so they could run ads. During that break, Gobbler came up to me. “I heard you fucked Billie Rae last night,” he said with a grin, glaring into my eyes. “You cheeky fuck.” He punched me on the shoulder; it was supposed to be playful, but it hurt like hell.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I blushed.

“Why not? You should be proud, brother. She’s hot. I was going to try fucking her… but I was going to wait until the end of the season first.” He was laughing, as if it was funny.

“It wasn’t what it looked like,” I said. “I just… I want to keep things professional.”

“Is that your way of saying it was a drunken mistake or something, J-Rock?” He chuckled. And I saw it as an opportunity. Maybe if I could convince Bruce that it was just a drunken accident, that it wasn’t a romance… after all, the contract that we all signed said ‘no relationships’; a drunken fling isn’t a relationship. “We were both drunk,” I said. “It meant nothing.”

He grinned. “So if I were to go for her at the end of the season, you wouldn’t be pissed?”

I laughed, trying to swallow my feelings. “I couldn’t care less,” I said.

“Between you and me,” he whispered. “Even if we win here, I don’t think her season is going to go on for much longer. That Horatio guy is doing an open-tryout for new players—to replace Griswold Gamer… Well, I can’t help but think he’s just going to rebuild mid completely.”

He gave me another ‘playful’ punch. “So I may get a shot at her sooner rather than later.”

I guess he really didn’t know about her special contract.

“Let’s just focus on winning this next game.”

We did not win the next game. The other team came out swinging, determined to get the momentum moving in their favour. They hit us hard with coordinated attacks. Their moves were planned and practised. We made the mistake of letting them pick their favourite champions instead of trying to force them into picking less-practised champions. They bruised us up, making us very nervous going into game-four.

It was possibly our last game. Bruce gathered us around for a pep talk. He glared at me with that dark look, as if he was blaming the loss on my little fling with Billie Rae. The loss wasn’t anyone’s fault; we were just outplayed. “We can do this,” I said, turning to look away from that intimidating glare.

I had to play my best game ever. I had to play a perfect game. I couldn’t make a single mistake.

So I went into the game focussed. I bit hard on my tongue and dialled myself in.

Bruce made a rare slip-up at the beginning of the game, letting his guard down, allowing the enemy team to strike him down… and then it happened to Race-Star as well. Gobbler scrambled to go from lane to lane, trying to be present at every ambush—but the enemy just always seemed to know where we were, as if they used their early earnings on wards.

At the fifteen-minute mark, it seemed like we were doomed… and then I heard Billie Rae’s voice in my ear as she spoke into her little mic. “Come with me, John,” she said softly. I looked at the map and saw that she was on the edge of enemy territory, hidden in a shadowed nook where she wouldn’t be seen.

It seemed insane; she wanted to go into enemy territory while we were losing: a suicide mission… but we needed to take a gamble if we were going to claw our way back in.

But I’d forgotten one thing: Billie Rae was smart; she had a wicked game sense that I could only dream of having. She figured one thing out very fast: if they had wards in our jungle, then they probably didn’t have any wards in their own. And why would they? When you’re winning and pushing towards the enemy base, you don’t need to think about your own end, because nobody is stupid enough to go that deep when playing from behind.

Billie Rae knew the enemy champions well enough to know what buffs they would try to get before pushing, which meant they needed to kill certain creeps in their jungle before moving into our end to push. Look—I’ve said it a million times—you don’t need to understand the game details. Long story short, Billie Rae knew that their mid-lane player would be in that specific spot at that specific time, alone. She knew we could kill him together—and she was right.

But we didn’t just retreat after killing the enemy, like the enemy would assume we would do. Instead, we darted left to take out an enemy tower. The enemy must have thought we were insane, playing suicidal tactics… Maybe they thought we were trying to create a distraction, because that’s how they reacted; they backed up and prepared for a push that wasn’t coming.

We weren’t in the lead after taking out that tower, but we did have them scrambling, confused, on their toes. And that state of confusion was perfect for Bruce, who had ungodly game sense. He jumped on every opportunity: every little slip. Now, the enemy had their eyes on their mini-maps, watching for sneak attacks from Billie Rae and me. They weren’t watching for Bruce, who was suddenly playing a flawless game. He killed one, two, three enemies. Race-Star made a strong recovery while the enemy was regrouping to push Bruce back; Race-Star snuck in and took out a tower, and then another—and he was gone before the enemy appeared to take him out. Now, Bruce was at the other end of the map, pushing up the lane again, forcing the enemy to trek across the whole playfield one more time.

We ended up winning the game; the enemy never got that momentum back. And for the rest of the series, the enemy team remained on edge, scared to take risks, scared that Billie Rae was going to make some crazy suicide attack in areas they assumed that they were safe.

We advanced to the semi-final. An intense relief washed over us. Finally, we didn’t have to play in desperation mode. A third-place finish was still a ticket to Nationals, meaning we could lose our semi and still qualify for Nationals if we won our final.

But I’ll just skip ahead and tell you that we won our semi-final, winning that ticket to Nationals—and, not to brag, but I was the MVP in two out of four games. Billie-Rae was the MVP in our other win. Our enemy only won a single game—and it was a narrow victory.

Billie Rae and I worked like a single entity. We played that game as if we could communicate telepathically. I suppose I’d played with her enough to simply know when she wanted to strike, when she wanted to ambush, and when she needed to back off. And Bruce knew that we were the reason for that series win; he went straight to us after the game to hug us. It was a bit weird, feeling his thick arms wrapping around me, squeezing me tight. I never pegged him as a hugger… and I didn’t realize he was that strong; though I shouldn’t have been so shocked, seeing as he kept dumbbells next to his computer at the house, which he pumped between practise rounds. “I could kiss you on the lips!” he said to me.

“Please don’t.”

The relief was beyond intense. Not only did we stamp our ticket to Nationals, but I felt like I was off the hook for being caught naked in bed with a teammate. And to make it even better, Billie Rae was now smiling, finished with her slump. To be honest, I couldn’t help but feel like I helped her to get that stress out by fooling around with her—not that I was taking credit for her success… Okay, maybe I was taking a bit of credit.

We were all beaming and smiling as we went to sit for a couple of hours in the stands. Fans saw us and screamed like teen girls (many were teen girls). They wanted pictures with us. They wanted signatures. One girl handed me a drawing she’d made of me, with my headset on. She told me she’d spent sixteen hours on it. I was flustered, blushing all over.

With all the attention we were getting, I almost didn’t notice HGA stomping Pluto Gaming Corp into the ground, winning three straight to advance to that A-Final round. And guess who was the MVP in all three games? That’s right: Franklin Griswold, aka Griswold Gaming.

The rest of our team didn’t even notice HGA had won their semi; they were too busy celebrating our own victory, and I felt a bit like I took that happiness away from them when I said, “Hey guys. I think we’re up soon. We should figure out what our strategy is to face HGA.” I watched as their faces turned pale. They all looked towards the main stage, which was now emptying out. Billie Rae looked especially nervous, knowing she was going to be facing the tournament MVP in her middle lane.
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It did matter who won. Sure, both teams were guaranteed spots at Nationals in Vancouver, British Columbia, but the winner got to skip the round-robin round at Nationals: five best-of-three matches. The winner of that particular qualifier got to join the winners of the other three qualifiers in the quarter finals, which would leave eight teams battling for the remaining four spots. Now, as you can imagine, that is an enormous advantage to go into a tournament with.

Also, the winner of that final got their expenses paid by the tournament. Now, for us, that didn’t really matter, but Horatio, with Centennial Greens, would have been thrilled to find out he was getting reimbursed for all of those plane tickets. It certainly would have motivated him to continue funding that team for another year.

So, even though our ticket to Vancouver in one week had already been stamped, there was still intense pressure to win.

I won’t bog you down with the game details. I’ll just say this: we played well… but it wasn’t enough. Game after game, it seemed like we were playing just fine, and then we would suddenly find ourselves scrambling. Horizon Gaming was a strong team, loaded with powerhouse players. There was always some MVP-level player there to pounce on the smallest mistakes. In the first game, Race-Star attempted to ambush the enemy jungler and was instantly caught in a snare. Killing Race-Star was enough of a boost to give them an unstoppable momentum.

The next game, the enemy team targeted Gobbler aggressively. It was a tactic that we just weren’t expecting, and we weren’t prepared for it. They stopped him from gaining experience. They stopped him from earning money. By the twenty-minute mark, it really started to sting, not having a support that could heal us or buff us or give us visibility of that playing field. It was enough of a disadvantage that we just couldn’t keep up.

And the third game, facing elimination, Franklin decided to prove that he was the better player, that he deserved that main spot on our team. He went at Billie Rae with relentless intensity. I tried to be there each time, but he was playing a flawless game. Even with the two of us together, we couldn’t seem to control him. He was a force of nature, determined to prove that Bruce had made a huge mistake. And in that game, he made his point. By the twenty-minute mark, he was overpowered. He had more kills than anyone in the game, and more money, and more gear. He could take on three men at once without losing even half of his health. He ruined us…

We lost 0-3. For about twenty minutes, our spirits were crushed. We were all quiet. It felt like an anti-climactic end to a hard-fought weekend. We rose up from starting with two straight losses in the round-robin, and then we were so close to winning the tournament… Now, we were watching as Franklin held up his gold medal, presented by the Canadian E-Sports Commissioner. There was no silver medal to be handed out…

But then the commission came to us and handed us tickets to the tournament in Vancouver. They weren’t real tickets: just novelties to let us know that we qualified. It was a nice reminder that we achieved what we went there to achieve. We were able to smile again. We were all relieved. Sadly, we wouldn’t get to skip the round-robin in Vancouver, but we did get to compete in Vancouver.

We still had a chance at redemption, in one week’s time…

That gave us one week to practise… and to celebrate our team’s first real achievement.

Bruce surprised us all that Monday morning, after we landed back at the Calgary International Airport, when he said, “We’ll resume practise tomorrow. You guys can enjoy the rest of the day off.”

I thought that we was going to approach me when we got to the house in Red Deer, to talk about the incident with Billie Rae, but he didn’t say anything; he just gave me a look: a long look that made my heart flutter. It was like he was saying, ‘I’ll keep my mouth shut about this as long as you promise not to let it become an issue.’ Or maybe he was saying, ‘Just don’t do it again.’

Well, we did it again. It was our way of celebrating… It didn’t help that Horatio had ten bottles of champagne sent to the house—and a private chef showed up to cook everyone in the house a steak dinner. Oh, but that wasn’t all. Horatio was full of multi-millionaire surprises.

He was a rich man who was passionate about E-sports. He’d dreamed about owning an E-sports franchise like this one. Bruce told me that night after consuming a few drinks: “This is his third team. He tried to make teams in Quebec and Toronto, but they didn’t make it beyond Qualifiers, so he let them dissolve.” It was shocking news to hear: Bruce was essentially telling me that our team would have ceased to exist if we hadn’t qualified for Nationals—and he knew it. The pressure on him must have been enormous, carrying that little nugget of knowledge…

There was a knock at the door around 8:00 PM, after we’d finished eating our chef-cooked steaks. A man in a suit was standing there, hands clasped at his waist. “The limo is ready when you’re ready to go,” the man said with his chin up. It was another Horatio surprise: a limo ride to the city’s busiest bar, where the VIP lounge was reserved. Now, this was Red Deer—not some big metropolis, so it wasn’t exactly a Manhattan VIP experience, but the drinks were all paid for, desserts came to us, delivered by a local bakery that had been paid extra to make that special delivery. A photographer showed up, hired to take promotional photos from flattering angles. And finally, the night ended with Horatio showing up (around midnight) to give us all gifts: Rolex watches for the men and diamond necklaces for the women. All in all, I think Horatio spent a quarter million dollars pampering us that night. I was beginning to think he was closer to being a billionaire than we all realized.

Waiting for us back at the house were gift baskets, one in each room. Each basket was filled with personal gifts: expensive liquor bottles, soaps, gift certificates for restaurants and shops—and a note that said, ‘Keep winning.’

I wasn’t used to being spoiled like this.

I went to show Billie Rae what I received in my basket, and that’s when I saw her wearing a tiny, sparkly dress. I froze at the sight of her. That dress made her glow and shine. She looked at me, blushing. “It was in my basket,” she said. She was wearing sparkly heels on her feet, red on the bottom. She just looked like she was wearing ten thousand dollars on her body—more if you counted the diamond necklace around her neck.

“Sheesh,” I said, eyeing her body.

And I knew that Bruce had silently asked me not to do it again… but how could I resist? I couldn’t resist a sight like that. I had to have her. I had to push her down onto the bed. I had to squeeze her perky breasts. I had to grind myself against her throbbing erection. We closed her bedroom door and we went at it.

I fucked her until her ass was filled with cream, and then I let her push her erection into my body. I bounced on her lap for fifteen minutes. I bounced hard, until my cock was hard again—and then I kept bouncing until my cock was erupting again, untouched, spewing cum left and right, coating her naked breasts. One shot landed right on her erect nipple. She took my head and pulled me down, making me suck that nipple, making me taste my own ejaculation.

I badly wanted to sleep with her, in her bed, with her in my arms… but we were able to fight that temptation… after cuddling together warmly for two hours. I was able to pull myself away around 4:30 AM. I was able to return to my room where I got a few hours of sleep, feeling cold without her, but still somehow feeling like our hearts were together. When we saw each other in the morning, we were both giggly. We were both blushing, unable to stay away from each other. She snuck a kiss on me when nobody was looking. I snuck one on her when nobody was looking. During on game, she reached down and held my hand while we were waiting for our teammates to select their champions.

Those high spirits rubbed off on our game. We were playing great League of Legends. Billie Rae was once again a powerful force, often earning that MVP title. That Tuesday was great.

Then, Wednesday came—and Tuesday had a surprise… She came into the room around midday and announced that she had to leave the team. She was pale in the face, looking perturbed. “I didn’t want it to end this way, but some matters came to my attention…”

“What matters?” Bruce asked.

Tuesday asked to speak with Bruce in private, and then they went upstairs, leaving the rest of us to break for lunch. They were upstairs for a long time, and nobody knew what was happening. Now, we were down to six players on our team, which was the absolute minimum required to be considered a complete team (every team needed at least one alternate player, most had three to five).

Gobbler suggested she realized that she was never going to get a spot on the main roster, so her presence there was pointless. Maybe she’d discovered some recording of Bruce talking about it with Horatio… but my gut was telling me that something worse was behind this. Tuesday’s face just suggested something much more… sinister. When she came downstairs, she looked into my eyes. She paused for a moment, batting those beautiful eyelashes. She smiled sorrowfully and then she turned her gaze to the floor. “Goodbye, everyone,” she said. She took a minute going from player to player, hugging, crying… every player except for Billie Rae.

I tried not to think too much into it. We really needed to focus on training for the upcoming Nationals event… There were four Qualifiers each year, but there was only one Nationals, and there was only one winner at Nationals, winning that ticket to the World Circuit where the big money was waiting to be won. If we were going to have a shot at real fame and fortune, we had to win this tournament in Vancouver. We would have to beat Franklin and Horizon Gaming, as well as the other three teams that won their qualifiers—not to mention all of the teams, like ours, who made it into the round-robin event…

I had to focus hard. I had to concentrate. I couldn’t even let Billie Rae get into my head, which was hard to do, especially that evening when she did her weekly steaming-in-lingerie session. Now, I knew who she was and I could find her stream. I’d seen the replays of her in those tight, skimpy outfits. My God, she looked stunning. Tens of thousands of men tuned in to jerk off to the sight of her. No, it wasn’t pornographic. She wasn’t inserting toys into herself or flashing her breasts. She was just an E-Girl, being a little extra naughty to increase her viewership. I couldn’t blame her; she was a hustler. She was making a name for herself, and that fame was part of the reason she made it onto our team. And because of her, our team had the second biggest fanbase in the country, after just a month of existing. We had some of the biggest sponsorships. We received thousands of fan messages each day, largely thanks to Billie Rae’s beauty, and her willingness to sit in front of a live camera, dressed like a Playboy bunny. She was doing it now, upstairs, speaking sensually to her fans while she played on an alternate account, where it didn’t matter so much if she won or lost. I wanted to watch that stream…

No—I had to focus. I had to keep practising my build orders, my grinding speed. I still needed to perfect my denies; it wasn’t something I practised much as a jungler, but Bruce wanted me to swing to the middle lane whenever Billie Rae had to retreat, to deny the enemy the extra money…

But the sound of Billie Rae’s occasional giggling upstairs made it hard to focus… And then the text message from Tuesday made it even harder to focus.

“We need to talk. Can you meet me at the cafe down the street?”

“When?” I wrote back.

“As soon as you’re free. I’m there now.”

My heart was sent aflutter. I had no idea what was happening. And to make it stranger, she added, “Don’t tell anyone that you’re meeting me.”

I told Bruce that I had an important family phone call to make. We were just two days away from flying to Vancouver, and we were trying not to waste a single moment of potential training, so every excuse to step away had to be valid. And believe me when I say that coming up with a valid excuse to step away wasn’t so easy. Even if someone stood up to use the bathroom, Bruce would perk up and say, “Where are you going?” Sometimes he would even tell them to hold it until a better moment came up. No second could be wasted—but I knew that Tuesday had something important to tell me.

She was there, sitting in the back corner of the cafe, dressed unlike her usual self. Now, she was wearing a hoodie, black, with some anime girl face on the front of it. Her long black sleeves covered her hands, except for her fingernails, and her hood was on her blonde hair. She wasn’t wearing makeup; I don’t know that I’d ever seen her without makeup before, and now, I was shocked to see that she was even prettier without it. She had that natural beauty that every woman in the world wishes they had, with freckles I had no idea that she had. She motioned for me to sit, and then she smiled. “I got you a coffee. I know you guys are staying up late tonight to practise, so I made it extra strong.”

“Thanks,” I said. I looked into her eyes and saw that same sorrowful smile that she left the house with earlier. “I don’t get why you left the team. I’m pretty sure that Bruce was going to put you into a few games in the round-robin in Vancouver. I think you’re a better player than me.”

She giggled. “Oh, please,” she said. “Don’t be silly, John.”

“Regardless. I still think you should have stayed on the team. If not at the tournament, he would have played you in exhibition matches.”

“I know he would have,” she smiled. “That’s not why I left the team though, John.”

She kept staring into my eyes. I have to admit that I was feeling rather intimidated. It took me some getting used to being around Billie Rae, who was, physically-speaking, far out of my league. But Tuesday was in a whole different league—no offence to Billie Rae. Billie Rae was definitely the ideal E-Girl: every game boy’s dream chick… but Tuesday was the kind of girl who could have been on the cover of Playboy. She could have been an international supermodel. She could have made millions of dollars by simply posting photos of her face on Instagram, and sponsors would have thrown money at her. She didn’t need a gamer niche. She didn’t have to sit in lingerie to get male attention.

Yes, I can admit fully and honestly that Tuesday was, traditionally, more attractive than Billie Rae. Nine out of ten men would probably agree—but that’s not me saying that Billie Rae was any less adorable and stunning than she was.

She was quiet now, blushing, smiling. “Okay, I guess I should just come out with it,” she said. “I left for two reasons… One, if I were to stay, I would be breaching my contract, and I don’t believe in breaking promises. And two, I learned some things that just didn’t sit well with me… about certain players on the team. And… well, I think you should know what I learned so you can know what you’re being associated with. This information came to me from Franklin. He emailed me this morning, and I took some time to verify it—and it’s true.”

I could only assume that she was talking about the secret contract between Horatio and Billie Rae, but I tried my best to play dumb. I wasn’t supposed to know anything about it.

“You’re being very vague,” I said. “And you have me worried.”

She looked down at her coffee and swirled it in her mug. Her mug was nearly empty, as if she’d been there for a long time already, waiting for me. Maybe it took her a long time to build up the courage to invite me to that cafe. “I won’t lie, John. You should be a bit worried. It’s not something that I want to be associated with. It’s nothing illegal, but it’s not what I would call… moral.”

“What is it?” I asked, wriggling in my seat with anticipation. I felt cold all over, knowing there was a good chance that she was about to crush my dream. It really had seemed like things were too good to be true up until that point…

“Okay, where do I start…” she said, looking up and taking a deep breath. “So, Bruce was going to keep you on the roster for Nationals,” she continued. “But for Worlds, he was going to put me in, and you were going to become the alternate. I was told that a long time ago, before I even joined the team.”

I paused for a moment. “Wait… Why?”

“Horatio has sponsorships lined up. He has investors with interests, and part of fulfilling those interests is having certain names attached to the team. BR-Cat is one of those names. She brings in a huge viewership… Franklin somehow found a copy of her contract and sent it to me. Franklin was never going to be on the team.”

I bit my tongue, pretending to be surprised.

“They’re only keeping you on the team because they think there’s a better shot at making the World Circuit with you in the jungle. Horatio doesn’t care about winning tournaments at Worlds. As long as the team is registered, the sponsorships will go ahead. Part of my agreement was being the poster girl for the team. They were going to put me on posters, swag—all of that.”

“Well,” I said. “I suppose I can’t blame them. You’re beautiful, and you’re a well-known name in the business.” My heart felt cold. I felt sick, knowing that I was going to be thrown aside… but being an alternate on a major team was still better than working at Game Stop, even if it meant never playing another game after Nationals… Alternates still share the winnings if there are any… though it wasn’t sounding like there would be any… But I would still be pampered with the rest of the team. I would still get a paycheque like the other players…

But did I really want to be a bench warmer?

She blushed. “You’re sweet, John,” she said. “I really like you. That’s why I felt like I had to tell you all of this. When I signed the contract and made the agreement, I never really thought much about who would be the alternate… now I just feel awful about the whole thing. It’s not at all what I wanted, and you deserve to play. I had my glory days. I’m old now.”

“Are you even thirty?” I asked with a small laugh.

“I’m thirty-six, as a matter of fact!” she said, taking me by surprise.

She looked into my eyes again, making my heart flutter once more.

“So is that it?” I asked. “That’s what you wanted to tell me?” Sure, it was a shock and it wasn’t sitting well with me, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as I was expecting. I thought that she was going to tell me that Horatio had been using the team to embezzle money or something.

“Sort of,” she said. “Nobody on the team but Bruce knows… Oh, and Billie Rae knows.”

“What does she know?” I asked.

“She knew that she would get the main spot instead of Franklin, and she knew that I was going to replace you after Nationals,” she said.

“How do you know that she knew that last part?” I asked. My heart skipped a beat.

Tuesday laughed. “Well, she was there when we signed the contract with Horatio.”

My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. Billie Rae knew that I was going to be tossed aside, and she never said anything?

Now, I was speechless. I opened my mouth to speak, but I couldn’t muster up any words. I felt betrayed. I felt sick to my stomach.

“I’m sorry, John,” she said. “I know this is all a big dream for you, playing on this team. But these teams always have their share of drama. Franklin told me that he’s going to make the news public before Vancouver. I feel so bad for Franklin… He really never had a chance. Everyone thinks he overreacted, but can you imagine being in his position? He sold his condo to move out here. He gave up everything. And they were just using him… Well, I guess you might have an idea now of how that feels, though with me gone, I’m sure they will keep you on the roster… unless they can find another poster boy or girl to replace you. If I were you, I would be on high alert. If Centennial signs some high-calibre player—even someone past their prime like me—just be on high alert. Okay?”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“And do me a favour,” she said. “Stay away from that Billie Rae girl.”

“She really means well,” I said, feeling like I had to defend her, despite what I was being told.

“She comes off that way,” Tuesday said, biting her bottom lip. “But Franklin found some dirt on her, and it’s not pretty.”

I hesitated for a moment. “W—What dirt?”

“Lots of dirt,” she said. “And it’s all coming out before the tournament. It’s all stuff you’re going to be hearing at the press conference tomorrow night.”

“Like what?” I asked, feeling my skin turning pale.

“Well, for one, Billie Rae isn’t even her real name. She was born male.”

“She’s trans… so what?” I said.

“I know she’s trans, John. I’m not talking about her being trans. Let’s just say that Billie Rae isn’t her first name as a girl. She had to change it after she was caught scamming guys into buying her Amazon gift cards a couple of years ago.”

“What?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Back then, she was Taylor Rae. She was ranked in the top 2000 on League and then, when everyone found out that she was scamming guys by pretending to be into them… you know, romantically—she deactivated her account. She closed her social profiles. She even dyed her hair.”

“This all sounds crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“But it’s true!” Tuesday gasped. “And Franklin proved it. Look.” She took out her phone and showed me the evidence that was sent to her: screenshots from old social media accounts, with Billie Rae’s old pictures: her with black hair… but it was definitely her. I knew those glittering eyes. I knew that soft, petite body. But that name: Taylor Rae… she’d never mentioned it before. Then, Tuesday showed me the archived player profile of Taylor Rae, and screenshots taken by the man who claimed to have been scammed by her. In the screenshot, she was offering pictures of her body in exchange for an Amazon gift card. “She was doing it to a bunch of guys,” Tuesday said. “And she was probably selling the gift cards for cash. It’s a classic scam that’s almost impossible to trace. Now, she accepts gift cards as gifts on her stream. She’s probably selling them all. I guess there’s nothing illegal with what she’s doing… but I’m sure we can both agree that it’s not so moral.”

It was all so hard to believe.

“And that’s not even everything,” said Tuesday, eyes wide now. “When she was still a dude, she—I mean, he was caught cheating in a Starcraft tournament.” She pulled up the images on her phone. “He was kicked out of the tournament after they discovered a sex toy on him.”

“What?” I said.

“It was in the news and everything. He had a remote-controlled vibrator between his legs—maybe even up his ass. He had a friend sitting in the stands, watching the match on the screen. Whenever his opponent would prepare an attack, the friend would buzz the vibrator. Basically what happened is, someone in the stands saw the guy with the remote and got suspicious. Some famous chess player was caught doing the same thing a year earlier.” She showed me the article, and that’s when my heart truly stopped beating for a moment.

“He had to drop off the Starcraft circuit. Apparently he got a job at a Game Stop and just dropped off the face of the earth.”

“Rick…” I said, reading that name. And there was his picture: Rick, my old boss at Game Stop. I admired Rick so much… but now, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe what Tuesday was telling me… but the proof was right in front of me—and it was all about to come out.

“Uh, thanks for bringing this all to my attention,” I said. I nearly fell over as I stood up. My legs were trembling. My heart was racing. This new information wasn’t sitting well with me, churning in my gut, filling my veins with icy coldness.

I’d been having sex with my old boss. Billie Rae knew who I was this whole time, but chose not to tell me. And worse, she knew that I was going to be booted out from my spot if we won Nationals.

If I was to believe what Tuesday was telling, then Billie Rae had essentially been conspiring against me, and gladly accepting sexual intimacy in return.

“John, wait,” Tuesday said as I took a few steps away from that small cafe table.

“Bruce is going to wonder where I went,” I said, head still spinning.

“There’s something else I have to tell you,” she said.

“W—What is it?” I said. I wasn’t sure that I could handle anything else. I was already starting to think about my job at Game Stop again… which wasn’t even there waiting for me. I left on bad terms—not like Billie Rae, who had been travelling back and forth to finish out her two week’s notice, knowing that there was a very good chance the team would be dissolved and she would need to seek out a job again. If she had really cared about me, she would have advised me to do the same thing…

“John…” Tuesday went on. She turned her gaze to the table and blushed hard all over. “I really like you. And, uh, I know girls don’t generally ask boys out on dates… but maybe we could go out for coffee together, in Quebec City.”

“Quebec City?” I asked.

“I was talking to my old team captain, and he’s starting a new team for next season. It will be based out of Quebec City, and he’s starting it with his girlfriend. She plays support and he’s an ADC. Long story short, because of their relationship, they won’t have any weird no-relationship rules in their contract. I told him about you, and he likes the idea of having you in as the jungler.”

“W—What about you?” I asked.

She smiled. “Well, I’ve been playing so much on mid, with Billie Rae always doing her streams and whatnot… I’m actually getting pretty good. I thought I would spend the rest of the year practising mid. This whole thing is just an idea right now, John. But… I really like you. You’re sweet. I’d love to grab a proper coffee with you sometime… when I’m not just giving you bad news.”

“I, uh… I’ll let you know,” I said. “I just really need to figure out what I’m doing here.”

She smiled. “I’ll email you my number. I’m leaving for Quebec on Monday—so I’ll be gone before you’re back from Vancouver. But… if things don’t work out with Centennial, come to Quebec. I can get you a streaming gig that will run the rest of the season—just for some living money, or whatever. Then, maybe we can move into a new team house. It’s all just… stuff to think about.”

“Thanks, Tuesday,” I smiled. I looked to the floor, and then I left the cafe.
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Ididn’t bring up what I knew. I spent that night doing some of my own digging, trying to verify what Tuesday had told me. I found the article she showed me, and there was a picture of Rick, formerly known as T2-StarCraft, back when he played StarCraft. He was a highly ranked player, just sixteen-years-old. He went to many tournaments. I managed to find dozens of videos of him playing… and they all had the comments in the comment sections: ‘Isn’t this the guy who shoved a dildo in his ass to cheat?’ ‘Whatever happened to this tool?’ ‘If you turn your volume up loud enough, you can hear the buzzing!’

I didn’t get much sleep. Billie Rae was there in the kitchen the next morning, though I wasn’t sure that I could even call her Billie Rae anymore. Was that even her name, legally? My heart was still aflutter—and it got worse when she approached me, smiling. When nobody was looking, she grabbed my hand and smiled, saying, “Good morning, Johnny.”

“Hey,” I said. Her hand felt strangely cold. Had she been using me this whole time? Was she just trying to use me to get the team to that pro level? Why had she kept this a secret from me?

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess… I just feel a bit weird.”

“Nervous?” she said. “Are you all packed for the flight?”

“Not yet,” I said. “I should probably go and do that.” I stared into her eyes. Now, I could see Rick behind those eyes. I recognized her now, and I couldn’t figure out how I didn’t see it before; it seemed so obvious! It should have been even more obvious when I found out that she was trans. My God, there were so many clues, and I ignored all of them.

And now, she was smiling, assuming that I was still totally oblivious.

“Bruce said we can take the morning off,” she said. “I thought that maybe we could sneak away and get a coffee at that cafe down the road.”

“I don’t think that’s a great idea,” I said.

“Why not?”

I stared into her eyes. “I still have to pack.”

She giggled. “You’re a guy. How long could that take?”

I bit down on the side of my tongue. I wanted so badly to call her out—I even thought of doing it a moment later when the others entered the room. I wanted to call her out in front of everyone; they all deserved to know the truth before it came out to humiliate everyone. That news was going to come out before that press conference. It wasn’t fair that Gobbler and Race-Star and Kitten Krusader were all going to be caught off-guard by it; at least I had some warning.

And I had to think hard about what I was going to do: should I go on this trip? If I dropped out, the team couldn’t compete; we were already at the minimum number of players. Every team needed an alternate. I couldn’t let the rest of the team down…

My head was swirling. This position seemed so unfair. Bruce came into the room and eyed me for a moment. I thought about taking him upstairs to discuss my options, but I also didn’t want to call out Tuesday. I didn’t want to throw her under the bus, in case there was something in her contract about keeping her lips sealed on this whole controversial matter. But maybe he deserved to be warned too, that all of this information was coming out… unless, of course, he was in on it, with BR-Cat, and with Horatio. Then, he was just as dastardly as the rest of them…

“John?” said Billie Rae, staring into my eyes. “Is something wrong?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “There’s just… someone in my life that’s not treating me so nicely.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, I’ve been treating them like… royalty. And they’d just been using me. I guess it sucks.”

“Do you want to go and talk about it?” she asked, turning a slight shade of white.

“Not really,” I said. I stared at her, half-hoping that she would come clean to me. I wanted to think that she had it in her to be an honest girl. I wanted to think that she could be redeemed. I’d made mistakes in my life, and I would hate to think that people were judging me for my past mistakes.

But Billie Rae wasn’t coming clean. She was just playing dumb, looking innocent.

Another part of me wanted to warn her. I still had strong feelings for her, even if she was using me for her own benefit… I didn’t want her to end up being humiliated in front of the whole worlds. One-hundred thousand people would be tuning into that press conference: people from all over the world. Billie Rae already knew the sting of public humiliation; did she really deserve to suffer through it again?

I kept my lips sealed. I went up to my room to pack my things. I was going to play in the tournament. I was going to play the games, win or lose. But I made sure to find Bruce before we left for the airport. “What is it?” he asked.

“The press conference tonight,” I said.

“What about it?” he asked.

“I won’t be attending it.”

“What? Why not? You have to. It’s in your contract, John.” He narrowed his eyes and scowled at me.

“Okay, well, I don’t feel like doing it. And there’s no alternate, so you don’t have many options…”

“What the hell is going on with you!?” Bruce growled. “This isn’t like you at all, John.”

“If you want me to play this weekend, you’ll let me skip the press conference.”

“It’s not up to you.”

“Okay, so boot me from the team then, Bruce,” I said, almost grinning as I realized how much power I currently had.

He stared into my eyes. “It almost feels like you’re blackmailing me right now, John.”

“Is that how it feels?” I asked, biting down on my tongue, not wanting to lash out at him.

Now, we were just glaring at one another. He had a dark gleam in his eyes, suggesting that he was onto me. He knew that I knew something. He knew that I had been let in on the dirt that made Tuesday leave the team. Now, he was struggling to be in control. That standoff lasted a long, long time—and then it ended with silence. He didn’t give me permission to skip the conference, but he also didn’t push his strictness on me again.

It was a quiet ride to the airport, two hours away. It was a quiet plane ride to Vancouver, and then a quiet trip to the hotel. We were checking into our rooms when Gobbler said, “What the hell is this?” We all looked back to see him looking down at his phone, pale-faced. The news was out. It was only a minute before all of our phones were buzzing: our gamer friends sending us the news, in case we hadn’t already seen it.

Bruce looked up at me. His eyes were dark, cheeks red with humiliation. He now knew that I knew. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning for warmup,” he said to me. He handed me my room card and then he stormed off towards his own room to prepare for the worst press conference of his life.

Billie Rae was told to skip the press conference, so it was only the four of them on that stage, answering questions while 145,000 people tuned in to watch. “We aren’t commenting on that,” Bruce said over and over as interviewers asked about Billie Rae’s past identity, and about the phoney signing of Franklin Griswold. But the questions just kept coming—and the team was required to spend a full thirty minutes on that stage, answering questions.

Halfway through the conference, there was a knock at my door. I saw Billie Rae through the peephole. She had a hood on her head, hands buried in her hoodie pouch. Her chin was turned down, gaze on the ground. I opened the door with reluctance. “What is it?” I asked.

“Can we talk?”

I didn’t want to let her in, but I knew that we needed to find some closure, one way or another. Now, she knew that I knew everything. I had a feeling that I was about to get an apology—but it was too late. Apologies are pointless if they don’t come until the wrong doing has already been exposed, as far as I’m concerned.

She closed the door behind her and then stood awkwardly in my quiet room. “I didn’t want you to find out like this,” she said softly.

“You didn’t want me to find out at all,” I said.

She looked into my eyes for a brief moment, showing me the redness, showing me that she’d been crying. But I could only assume that she was sad because she’d been caught—not guilty about what she’d done.

“You lied to me,” I said.

“I didn’t lie,” she said. “I just… I was waiting for the right time to tell you certain details.”

“As far as I’m concerned, you lied to me.”

“I like you,” she said, almost as if she was trying to pivot the conversation.

“Bullshit,” I said.

“How can you say bullshit!?” she snapped suddenly. “You can’t just read one article and think you know everything, John! We made love—many times—did that not mean anything to you?”

“Did it mean anything to you?” I asked. I stared into her eyes and watched her dart her gaze away. “Because it did mean something to me—and that’s why it hurt so much when I found out that you’ve been lying to me.”

“For the last time, I never lied!” she said, tearing up. But the tears just didn’t seem genuine.

I looked to the floor, realizing this argument was only going to go in circles; there wasn’t going to be any resolution. She was going to hold her ground and I was going to hold mine. “I was offered a spot on another team,” I said. “I, uh, think I’m going to take it. I’ll play this weekend. I’ll do my best to get Centennial through to the World Circuit, and then I’m going to tap out. You can easily find a replacement for me once Centennial is in Worlds.”

“I don’t want to find a replacement; I want you,” she said softly. She looked up into my eyes, wiping her cheeks with her sleeves, pushing the tears away. “I guess now is a good time to tell you that you were invited by Horatio because of me. He asked me for player recommendations, and I said you.”

“When he asked for recommendations, did you already know that it was just an alternate spot?” I asked.

And there was that guilty look again. “Tuesday’s gone now,” she said. “The main jungle spot is yours.”

“But it was just an alternate spot when you recommended me,” I said. “And Horatio never told me that; you never told me that. You were just using me. You were using Franklin. You knew the whole time, and you didn’t say anything. Billie—I quit my job for this. I left my house. I could have been applying for colleges… now that will have to wait at least another year. My life went on hold for this—and it was all just a sham!”

“What do you want me to say, John!?” she cried. “I thought it would be a good opportunity for you! Yes, I knew you were going to be Tuesday’s alternate. I knew that you wouldn’t play in the World Circuit if we qualified, and I knew that if we didn’t qualify, the team would dissolve… I knew all of that, and I signed a contract promising that I wouldn’t say anything. I wanted to tell you, John! I tried to tell you… but I signed that contract. What do you want from me?”

“All I ever wanted was the truth. And all I got was lies.”

She sighed and shook her head. “You’re being so dramatic.”

“Are you even really a girl?” I asked. “Or is it just a scam?”

She gasped. She stared into my eyes, shocked. “A scam?” she said.

“I know about your past, Billie. I know about Taylor Rae, and I know about the whole StarCraft cheating controversy.”

“I never cheated!” she snapped. Then, she began to cry, so she turned away from me. “Oh God, this is so humiliating. This is such a disaster. I just want to go home and crawl into bed and cry.”

“I can’t understand how you can pretend like you’re the victim here. How can you say you never cheated? You were caught.”

“I was caught with a vibrator, John! How does that prove anything!?”

I had to roll my eyes. “It was connected to a remote that your friend was controlling.” I don’t know why I was bothering. I knew she was just going to deny, deny, deny, while acting like a victim.

She wiped her tears away. “It wasn’t cheating, John!” she gasped. “It was sexual! That ‘friend’ was my boyfriend, and we were fooling around! He wasn’t using it to warn me when my opponent was attacking; that was just some stupid theory that gained traction.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, not sure whether or not to believe her.

“It was a stupid theory that ruined my gaming career,” she said, wiping her eyes again. “I regret it every day. We were fooling around. Eric, my boyfriend, didn’t even know anything about StarCraft. He had no idea how the game worked; he didn’t know nearly enough to ‘warn’ me about attacks that were coming—and when he was caught with the remote, it wasn’t even in the stands like the article said; he was in the bathroom. He was caught… pleasuring himself. And if you don’t believe me, you can look up the police report online; he was charged for public indecency. Go ahead and look it up. I’m already this embarrassed, it can’t possibly get any worse.”

I stood there. I didn’t want to look it up. I had no idea whether or not to believe her… but her story sounded plausible. If that police report existed, I suppose it would explain that whole controversy… but that wasn’t her only controversy. What about when she was getting men to buy her gift cards?

“I was in the closet back then. I was afraid of coming out as a girl, because I was constantly in the spotlight. After I ran away from that world, I transitioned,” she told me. “I started making a new life as a girl. I was finally happy as Taylor. I couldn’t play StarCraft anymore, so I started playing League of Legends. I got pretty good. I cracked the top 2000, and then I started gaining some interest from teams. I was playing with this guy, Crash. He was in the top 100 and wanted to start a new team with me. It was good at first. We would play all night long, talking about the team we were going to start, where we would set up our team house, who we would recruit to play with us… but then, he started getting creepy. I told you before, there have been a lot of creeps in my past. Well, Crash got really creepy. He would send me videos of himself… ejaculating all over himself. If I didn’t reply instantly, he would start to freak out. He would message me constantly, and he would threaten to cut off contact from me.

“Then, after twenty-four hours of being a spaz, he would flip like a switch. He would apologize profusely, and he would send me gift cards. He’d won a few tournaments before, so he was a millionaire. He would send thousands of dollars worth in gift cards. Things would go back to normal… and then, a few weeks later, he would do it again. He would just get into this strange, aggressive, horny mood, and he would send me all of these pictures and videos. He would demand I send him videos and pictures back, but I just wasn’t comfortable with my body then. I was hardly a year into my transition… it was just too much. I told him I couldn’t start a team with him, and then he decided to make some shit up about me scamming him.”

I didn’t know what to think. She seemed to have an excuse for everything.

“Everyone knew Crash. He was like a God in the gaming community, so everyone believed him. He destroyed my reputation, and he threatened to make it so much worse if I leaked any of our conversations. But I can tell you don’t believe me… I can show you the messages, the pictures—everything. I have it all.

“I just didn’t want the drama, so I stepped away for a year. I created a new alias and played alone. Soon enough, my rank started to rise again. I started playing in those top-ranked games. I played with a lot of the same people that I knew as Taylor. I worked hard to keep my identity a secret. I suppose it was just a matter of time before it all came out.

“But I never did anything illegal. I didn’t break any rules. I’m not banned from competing. Controversy just seems to follow me wherever I go. Oh God, I can just tell that you don’t believe anything I’m saying. I could easily prove it all in a matter of minutes. I can prove to you that I’m not a liar… but what good would it really do? If you don’t believe me now, then there’s no point in proving anything. It’s obvious that you don’t really like me, so I don’t really know why I’m bothering to waste my breath right now.”

“I do like you,” I said. “But regardless of whether or not that’s all true…” I really didn’t know whether or not to believe her. Tuesday had built her up to be a compulsive liar, and a professional con artist… but that’s just not the girl that I knew. “You still brought me onto this team without telling me the reality of my position.”

“I thought I was helping you,” she sighed. “I thought that it would give you some professional exposure. I thought that some other team would scout you as soon as you played in a few games.”

That’s exactly what had happened: Tuesday and her friend had scouted me for their team. And that wouldn’t have happened had Billie Rae not recommended me to Horatio. Had Billie Rae not recommended me, I would have still been at Game Stop, dreading every day that I had to work under Chloe, waiting for the day that the store closed down due to irrelevance.

I just didn’t know what to believe.

Billie Rae moved to the door. She looked at the ground and sighed. “I, uh, guess I’ll see you at warmup tomorrow.”

I had a lump the size of a fist in my throat, stopping me from replying to her. I just didn’t know what to say.


CHAPTER 16



Iwalked into the stadium with Gobbler (we shared a room that night). The place was starting to fill up. I did my best to keep my phone off, so that I would see any of the news surrounding our team’s controversy. But the controversy news found us. We were spotted by the media. They swarmed us. They wanted to know what we thought about HGA’s press conference, and the new updates that had come out concerning Billie Rae, Bruce, and Horatio. Apparently, more information about their secret contracts had been leaked.

I could have stayed to hear more, but I wasn’t there to be thrown into the drama, so I slipped away. I just wanted to focus on playing the best game I could. I was starting my gaming career: my dream career. I wasn’t going to let the drama of others pull me down.

I tried to get away, but a few interviewers singled me out. “What do you think of the new pictures of your captain, Bruce, meeting with HGA captain, and the deal he tried to make to silence the news about Billie Rae’s past?”

I shook my head; it was hard to follow. “I’m here to play a game,” I said.

“What about the fact that you were hired to be an alternate for Tuesday?”

“I don’t care,” I said.

“Do you actually not care?” they asked.

“I actually don’t care.” I walked away.

And it was true. I actually didn’t care… What was done was done… now, I had to focus on myself. It was impossible to know who was telling me the truth, who was deceiving me, who was trying to use me for their own gain.

It didn’t matter. I couldn’t let the complicated lives of other people stop me from living out my own dreams.

I did my warmup quietly with my team. The media was there, surrounding us, even though there were seven other teams warming up in that massive room. Cameras were on Billie Rae. They were on Bruce. They were on me. It was midway through warmups when a few members of HGA showed up to watch the first rounds of the day. Franklin was there, and he was swarmed by cameras.

It was starting to feel more like we were on The Real Housewives of League of Legends, and not at a professional gaming tournament.

I tried to ignore it all. I had to focus on my first game.

And that first game was against one of the oldest teams in the country: Canuck Gaming.

It was a best-of-three, and it was off to an awkward start. During out champion selection stage, we hardly spoke. Usually, that was the time to talk strategies, but now, nobody wanted to pipe up, knowing our voices were being broadcast. It was just wretchedly uncomfortable. Bruce picked his hero without consulting the rest of us. Gobbler picked a support hero accordingly. Then, Race-Star picked a hero that did not compliment Bruce or Gobbler; it was a faux-pas that would have been avoided with a tiny bit of communication.

Billie Rae went ahead and picked her favourite mid champion, forcing me to pick a champion that complimented it, even though it wasn’t my strongest jungle champion—and it did not compliment the other teammates. It was a communication disaster—but luckily, Canuck Gaming was well beyond their prime, still made up of the same members that were on the team eight years earlier. Their mid-lane player wasn’t even ranked in the top 8000 anymore. Their team hadn’t passed the round-robin stage of any tournament more than once in the past three years. So we were still able to win… but it was close.

We were all quiet after the game. There were so many stupid mistakes, and we were lucky to have skirted away with a win.

But we made all the same mistakes, still not talking. I could tell that Gobbler wasn’t happy about the news, about the drama. He wasn’t his usual spunky self. He looked embarrassed, keeping his head down between games, when the photographers were allowed to take to the stage.

We won that next game, thanks to a bunch of dumb mistakes made by the other team—and thanks to Billie Rae playing a solid game at mid. We beat Canuck Gaming handily, but we were still quiet.

We had a two-hour break before we went to face Winnipeg E-Sports, a team making its first-ever appearance at a professional tournament. It was also our team’s first appearance, but we had team members with lots of experience; they were all brand new to the scene. They made mistakes. They should have been easy to beat… but they took us out in game-one, because we simply weren’t communicating.

“Come on, guys,” Gobbler groaned between games. “We can’t lose this one. This should be a free win.”

“Says you,” Race-Star said. “You were the one up at top when we were trying to push mid.”

“Nobody said we were trying to push mid!” Gobbler cried.

“Is your mini-map broken or something? It was pretty obvious.”

“If you don’t say the plan, how am I supposed to follow it? And what was John doing in the enemy jungle at the end? We knew they had an Evelyn. That was just suicide.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I thought you had eyes on her.”

“When did I say I had eyes on her?” he growled.

“Exactly,” Billie Rae finally chimed in. “You didn’t say anything. Nobody said anything. Nobody is talking. Nobody knows what to do. It’s just chaos.”

“I didn’t hear you talking,” Race-Star said.

“Let’s just stop fighting,” I said. “We need to win this game.”

“If we’re going to win, you need to get those early picks—and stop letting them get our buffs,” Gobbler said.

“Then stay on top of putting down wards,” I said. “That’s your job.”

“It’s not my job when I have to keep our tank healed and buffed!”

“Then maybe Bruce should be picking a champion that needs less support!” Billie Rae said.

“Why are you taking his side?” Gobbler asked. “Hoping he buys you an Amazon Gift Card?”

Billie Rae gasped.

“Greg,” Bruce said.

“What?” Gobbler said. “You’re letting John accuse me of losing that game. It just seems like you’re taking his side because you’re afraid he’s going to walk after what came out. It’s just some sort of ass-kissing contest now… and you’re happy to throw me under the bus to win those brownie points. But guess what? I’m not going to let you use me to manipulate him. I’m not playing along with your little game.”

“Greg, calm down,” Bruce growled, trying to remind him that our voices were being broadcast.

“Don’t tell me to calm down,” Gobbler said. “This whole thing is a fucking joke. I’ve never been more humiliated in my life. You know my grandmother called me this morning. Even she heard the news! This team is a literal joke.”

“Greg, calm down!” Bruce roared suddenly.

But now, it was time to pick champions. The time for coming up with a strategy had passed… It was my turn to pick first, so I picked my champion. There wasn’t much discussion; every time we started to talk strategies, it quickly turned into a fight about the ongoing controversy. Billie Rae wasn’t talking now, after Gobbler brought up the Amazon Gift Card scandal.

And I still hadn’t forgotten about her keeping my fate with the team a secret. I was still angry with her—angry enough that I saw an opportunity to get a bit of revenge…

We were winning. Bruce was playing a fierce game, being his usual self. He didn’t need a team behind him to be the best. We had good momentum… but Billie Rae was making stupid mistakes. I bailed her out of one ambush that she walked right into, and now, she was walking into another one.

A part of me wanted to just let her get killed. The extra kill wouldn’t have made much difference to the game outcome. Killing Billie Rae wouldn’t have given them the momentum they needed to take the lead. But it would have crushed her score, which was currently mediocre at best. An additional death would have dropped her in the rankings, and then, if Centennial ended up dissolving, there would be even less of a chance of her being scouted by a team. Knowing that there was a very good chance the team would dissolve after this, it made our individual scores even more important. There were teams looking to fill spots, but they weren’t going to take players who performed lousily in their last tournament appearances. They were going to go for guys like Bruce, like Race-Star—and even like Gobbler: guys who put up big numbers but lost because the weak links on their past teams were just too weak. Maybe I was even one of those worthy guys…

I didn’t let them kill Billie Rae, even though I felt like she didn’t deserve to be bailed out. I just wanted to secure that victory. I wanted to prove to myself that I wasn’t going to stoop to the same level as her: I wasn’t willing to throw someone else under the bus for my own betterment, to make myself look better.

And, I felt like she’d been through enough. Maybe she deserved some punishment for what she did, or maybe she didn’t; that wasn’t for me to decide; that was for God to decide.

I killed two of the players trying to ambush her. She got away, but I wasn’t so lucky. They killed me—but they all scurried off, injured, needing to retreat to heal. While they were healing, Bruce launched a hard attack, taking out two towers. They weren’t strong enough to fight him back—not until their two dead players respawned.

So essentially, I sacrificed myself to win the game, though the stats on the screen didn’t reflect that. Bruce took the glory and Billie Rae slipped away without the stats to show her huge blunder.

We were now 2-0 in the round-robin: one win away from guaranteeing a spot in the quarter finals. There was no free pass to the semi-finals this time. But more wins in the round-robin would get us a better seed, placing us against a weaker team in our quarter final match.

We were given another hour to break, so we went upstairs to the player lounge. All of the other players on their break looked at us, staring at us like we were a group of total losers. They began to giggle and whisper amongst one another. Our reputations were already tainted.

We tried to find a spot away from the others. We tried not to make eye-contact. We tried to remain silent, knowing there were other players eager to eavesdrop on us—and even the staff at the event.

“Did you see that the story made the front page of E-Sports Worldwide?” Race-Star said, but nobody answered him. “They have a poll up asking if we should be allowed to continue competing.” We continued to ignore him. We were all sick of the drama. “The poll isn’t looking good so far. The comments are worse.”

“Drop it!” Bruce snapped suddenly. The whole room turned silent. Now, every player in that place was staring at us. Bruce covered the side of his face with his hand. “We’re 2-0. Let’s just focus on winning one more game. We need to start communicating. We’ve gotten lucky up until this point. We’re not going to stay on a lucky streak. Let’s just win this next game so we can all relax and regroup.”

We pulled it together just enough to pull out one more win. The communication was still rough, but improving. It seemed like we were getting into a bit of a groove. We lost the first round but took the next two. Before exiting the stage, one of the players on the other team stood up and said, “You guys shouldn’t even be allowed to play in this tournament! It’s a fucking disgrace to the sport!”

“Shove it up your ass, loser!” Gobbler shouted back.

“Fuck you!”

Bruce pulled Gobbler away. “Ignore him. He’s just tilted.” For the other team, it meant being eliminated. It was their third consecutive loss, meaning they were now out of being able to make the quarter final round.

“Your team is a joke to the league!” the angry player shouted as his own teammates dragged him off the stage.

I have to admit that it sucked, knowing that most of the players at that tournament felt the same way. Very few of them thought that we deserved to be playing. They all thought Billie Rae should have been banned from competing for what she did when she was a teenager, playing StarCraft… what she supposedly did. They thought our team should have been expelled for the shady contract that screwed over Franklin—and it would have screwed me over had Tuesday stuck around.

Now, as we awaited our fourth round of round-robin, I found myself looking at Billie Rae. I watched her from across our green room. She just sat quietly, pensive, staring off into nothingness… She was probably considering her future possibilities. Maybe she was thinking about tapping out, leaving.

Bruce left the room to take a phone call. Now, Gobbler was standing up and pacing around the room. “Fuck this shit,” he said. “This is a joke. I didn’t grind for five fucking years to be treated like this. My reputation is practically ruined. At least if I were to walk away now, I can save a bit of face… Honestly, we should all walk together. Let’s face it; it’s not like we’re winning this tournament. We’re not beating Tri-Force Gaming, and we’re not beating HGA. It would take a miracle to make it past the quarters…”

“We’re not staging a walk-off,” Race-Star said.

“Well, if I go, it’s over anyway,” Gobbler said. “A team needs six players to participate. If I leave, that leaves five. Then it’s over.”

“Gobbler, go for a walk,” I said. “Let off some steam.”

“Don’t talk to me like a child,” he growled at me.

“Let’s just focus on getting a better seed,” Race-Star said, taking over as captain during Bruce’s absence. “Let’s get lunch and then we’ll all be in a better mood.”

Food was free for players. We had access to all of the food trucks. The food was actually amazing, and getting some food in my stomach really did make my mind clearer. I found myself remembering my whole conversation with Tuesday. I remembered her offer. I remembered that there was a new team waiting for me in Quebec: one built by gamers, and not by a millionaire with financial interests. It really did seem like a perfect chance to get away from the drama…

The drama was killing me. Well, it was killing everyone else—and their sour moods were taking me down with them. I hated all of that pessimism. I hated the vitriol. I hated that toxic environment. I knew that I couldn’t stay on that team, whether Billie Rae was lying or telling the truth.

And then I remembered Tuesday’s little date proposition. She wanted to see me outside of that gaming environment. She even hinted at the fact she was searching for something serious, something long-term. She knew me well enough after living with me for a few weeks… and she actually liked me enough to make that proposition.

Tuesday was really beautiful—and I was reminded that a few minutes later when I saw her face on the cover of E-Sports Weekly, fresh off the press, being circulated around that stadium. ‘A NEW TEAM?’ the headline read. And then the magazine went on to talk about all of the drama with Billie Rae and Centennial. I didn’t read the articles… but I did find myself staring at Tuesday, with her long blonde hair.

She was beautiful… maybe she didn’t attract me the same way Billie Rae attracted me, but I couldn’t deny that she was beautiful. She was a sweet, soft-spoken girl. Maybe that was better. Maybe I didn’t know much about her… but she was offering something that seemed more like stability.

I remembered something else she said: that little warning she left me with: “If Centennial signs some high-calibre player—even someone past their prime like me—just be on high alert.” It was only a few minutes later when Bruce found us and said, “I have some good news. I just got off the phone with Joker’s manager. He’s interested in coming to play with us.”

My heart fluttered cold. Joker was a former world champion. He’d competed at every major event, and won many of them. He played for Team Liquid; no team had more awards. He’d been on the cover of E-Sports Weekly many times. He had a stream that pulled in tens of thousands of viewers, even though he’d been out of the competitive scene for a few years. He was one of those past-his-prime players, coming back for a little renaissance. “He’s going to play a fill-in role,” Bruce continued. He eyed me for a quick moment before looking away with a guilty sort of glance.

And I knew why he was guilty…

Because Joker made his career as a jungler, like me.

Now, Tuesday’s warning was loud in my mind: be on high alert if they bring in another marquee player, even if that player is beyond their prime.

Bruce was going ahead with the plan, despite the drama that Tuesday and Franklin stirred up when they left. Bruce didn’t seem to really care about the controversies; he was committed to the plan, hell or high water.

“He’ll be arriving tonight. I’ll meet him at the airport and then we’ll have a group meeting at the hotel before we split up for the night.”

“Wait,” Billie Rae said. “Why are we bringing him in?”

“We need the security,” Bruce said. “We can’t be playing with a minimum roster. If just one player on our team steps away for any reason: health, personal, family emergency… that’s it: we’re out.” He eyed me again, as if he was insinuating I might leave. I’m guessing that he was still mad that I skipped out on the press conference.

But the other players on the team were happy about the new addition. There weren’t red flags going off in their minds. They were just happy to have another star player on the team, someone who could share their experience with the rest of us, like Tuesday was doing before she made her exit.

We played our next best-of-three against a team called The Maritime Gaming Association. They beat us in two quick games, but we rebounded and won our final best-of-three against the Polar Gamers. Though we would have probably been better off losing and getting a different seed for the quarter, because we were informed before leaving the stadium that we would be facing Horizon Gaming in our quarter final: a rematch against Franklin, who was surely going to do everything he could to defeat us.


CHAPTER 17



Joker was a nice guy, but that warning was still chiming in my head on repeat. He was about my age, which was nice. He was calm and level-headed. He told us about a controversy that his team was wrapped up in. “People will forget all about it after a few days. It’s not as big of a deal as you all think it is right now,” he told us. He had a way of bringing a calmness to the team… everyone but me.

But I wasn’t feeling so calm. Yes, he often played the role of tank, sometimes middle-lane, and sometimes he even played ADC—but he was primarily a jungler. His professional career was in the jungle. He was there to replace me. And I didn’t want to look like a fool by sticking around, just to be swapped out when the real action started.

I went to Bruce’s room before it was time to sleep. I knocked on the door and he answered. He stared at me for a long moment and said, “What is it?”

“Am I playing tomorrow?”

He paused for a moment. “Of course you are,” he said.

“Tell me honestly. I don’t want to look like an idiot when I’m caught off-guard.”

“Why wouldn’t you play?”

“You know why,” I said.

He sighed and shook his head. “You’re overthinking this. We needed another player, and he was the best on the market, John. It was a business move. And I get why you might be feeling a bit scarred from the whole Tuesday business. But John—that’s just business. You need to realize that this shit isn’t personal. The pro gaming industry is a business at the end of the day. What? Do you think this stuff doesn’t happen in hockey? Do you think it doesn’t happen between MLB teams? It’s a business, and you need to realize that these teams exist to make money. Sometimes that means winning games. Sometimes it means branding.”

“What are you saying?” I said, biting my tongue. I was trying to keep my cool. My focus was on winning games, not getting into the drama… but I couldn’t just ignore what was happening. It seemed likely that this was all happening to replace me.

“I’m just telling you the truth, John,” he said. “This is a business. Nothing more, nothing less. Now, that said—no, John. I’m not bringing Joker in to replace you. I’m bringing him in because he’s the best on the market right now. I’m bringing him in because we need an alternate—because right now, it’s looking like Gobbler is walking, and if he would have walked before Joker got here, it would have been the end of the line. I’m bringing Joker in because I got a call from Horatio telling me we had the budget to bring in name talent.

“And I’ll tell you one other thing, John, because I like you, despite what you think: if Horatio gives me the order to swap Joker for you, I’ll do it, because he’s my boss—and he’s technically your boss to. As for who I’m going to make the main—whoever is better. Now, between you and me—because I like you—Joker isn’t going to be taking your spot unless it’s a direct order from Horatio, because Joker isn’t what he used to be. He’s not a top player. He’s more of a streamer. And if I’m going to be swapping him in, it will be into a support role, because Gobbler just hasn’t been pulling his weight.”

Now, Bruce was staring bluntly at me. I was trying to get a read on him. I was trying to understand how I fit into this puzzle.

His eyes narrowed. “John, did you, by chance, speak with Tuesday before she left town?”

“Maybe,” I said. “I’m free to talk to whoever I want to talk to.”

“Yes,” he said. “But she’s technically not. She signed an NDA. Franklin did the same, and now, Horatio is proceeding with legal action. The details in those contracts weren’t to be discussed outside of the walls of the team house. And it’s come to my attention that Tuesday is launching a new team. She’s approached a few of our team members, trying to poach them. She’s also approached our sponsors, which is a serious violation of the contract she’s legally bound to.”

This was new information to me, and I wasn’t sure how to process it… and it was only about to get even more complicated.

“Want to know how I know that she’s poached other team members?” Bruce continued.

“How?” I asked softly.

“Race-Star came to me two days ago and showed me the text messages between them. Tuesday was offering sexual favours if Race would travel out to Quebec to be on her new team. I saw the texts with my own eyes, John. And that’s just a warning to you, as a friend, because I don’t know what she said to you. I like you. But I’ll say it again: the pro gaming industry is a business, and it’s filled with hustlers. Money makes the decisions here, not people.”

Gobbler didn’t show up at the stadium the next morning. Bruce told us that he got onto a plane early that morning to return to Alberta, to collect his things from the team house. He was leaving the team—not interested in facing Franklin on that stage. “He’s under the impression that he’s protecting his reputation,” Bruce said to us. “Joker will be filling in as support.”

Joker perked right up. He was a tall guy, with round glasses, scruffy hair, and a crooked smile. “I won’t let you down.”

Then, Bruce turned to Billie Rae. “I’m making a hard decision today,” he said. “Billie Rae, you’re going to be sitting the first game out. I’m putting Kitten in on mid.”

Billie Rae turned white, but said nothing. The news was a complete shock.

“Kitten has been putting up amazing numbers in practise. I think she deserves the shot.”

“Kitten doesn’t play mid,” I said.

“She has before,” Bruce said without looking at me. “And she will today. I’ll be honest with you all: Franklin knows Billie Rae’s tactics too well. If we’re going to beat HGA this time, we need to change things up.”

“Bruce…” I said.

He turned to look at me. “What is it?”

I wanted to remind him about Billie Rae’s contract. Was he allowed to pull her out? Was I allowed to comment on the contract that I was technically not supposed to know about? Well—everyone knew about it now, including the fans in the stands.

“Well?” he said.

I looked at Billie Rae. I saw the devastation on her face. She was unable to speak up for herself, so I felt like I needed to… but what could I say? “I think Billie Rae would be fine on mid. She’s our best mid.”

She looked at me, now turning a shade of pink.

“It might get some of the media pressure off if we bench her,” Race-Star suggested.

“But she’s the best mid at this tournament. We’d be making a huge mistake by benching her,” I insisted. “And I play better with her. I’ve never played better in my life than I have with her on mid.”

Billie Rae was now staring into my eyes, seemingly shocked that I would defend her.

“I want Billie on mid,” I said. “I have nothing against Kitten, but I don’t have the same connection with Kitten.”

“Kitten will play mid,” Bruce said firmly.

“That’s ridiculous,” I said.

“John!” Bruce snapped.

Now, everyone was glaring at me.

I shook my head. “This all just seems like a PR move. I don’t think the quarter final is the time to be worrying about optics.”

“You’re here to do a job, John. When you’re captain, you can make the decisions. Right now, I’m making this decision, whether it’s right or wrong.”

So we played without Billie Rae. I sat next to a very nervous Kitten Krusader, who had absolutely no tournament experience at all, and now she was being tasked with winning a best-of-five so we could avoid elimination, so we could all keep our jobs, because we all knew that Horatio would dissolve the team if we didn’t advance to the World Circuit.

We won the first game thanks to a faux-pas by Griswold Gamer. He tried to sneak through our jungle to join an ambush, and I caught him with a snare. Because of his failure to join that ambush, the whole ambush failed, with Race-Star killing three of their teammates. Suddenly, we had all of the experience and money that we needed to steamroll through the rest of that match.

We won our second game, with Bruce playing like a juggernaut, brute forcing his way down his lane, gaining disgusting experience and money with flawless play after flawless play.

We only needed one more win to make it through to the semi-final… but that win never came. Franklin stepped up his game and destroyed Kitten at mid in that third game: killing her three consecutive times, which was enough to make him over-powered for the rest of the game. Then, his team rallied in the fourth game to tie the series: an all-around impressive play.

It came down to that final game: an intense hour-long back-and-forth. We didn’t lose because of Kitten Krusader. It wasn’t my fault that we lost, or even Joker, who hardly knew our play-style. Amazingly, we lost that game because Bruce made a series of dumb mistakes. It happens to everyone from time to time, even the best of the best like Bruce…

We were eliminated. We weren’t going through to the World Circuit.

We were silent. The energy was simply gone. We stuck around for a few hours, doing the press conference, answering some fan questions… and then we went back to the hotel. We were stuck in Vancouver until Monday, but nobody wanted to go back to the stadium. Bruce locked himself up in his room and wouldn’t come out, but Race-Star told us that he’d been crying; they shared a room.

“I guess the team is over,” Race-Star said as we met for breakfast the next morning. “I mean, unless Horatio has some change of heart, I guess.” He was referring to the fact that Horatio had a number of failed teams in his past.

“We’ll all land on new teams,” Kitten said. “We made it pretty deep.” It was the first sign of optimism—and she even had a small smile on her face. It was nice to hear a bit of positivity; we really had made it further than anyone expected. We were one win away from making the semi finals. We were two days of winning away from making the World Circuit as Canada’s top team.

But now, we would be going home to uncertainty. We would all be on the hunt for new teams… or maybe just new jobs in general. There was a Game Stop in Red Deer, not too far from where we’d been living. I think I saw a NOW HIRING sign in the window… maybe that was part of my future.

Billie Rae wouldn’t have to worry too much; all of the drama from the weekend had a strangely positive impact on her streaming account. Her followers surged by over one-hundred thousand. Maybe it’s true: no press is bad press. She wasn’t even getting hate-mail concerning the allegations… well, not much of it, anyway. The main takeaway that the public got from all of the headlines was, ‘hey, there’s a hot E-girl who streams in lingerie!’. Nobody cared about the drama outside of those of us inside that industry.

In fact, she did her first post-incident stream on Monday night, after we got back to Alberta. 125,000 people tuned in, and she earned over $600—and it wasn’t even a lingerie stream. That kind of cash in a town like Red Deer will go a long way…

Race-Star would be fine; he posted great numbers at both the Qualifier and at Nationals. His stats had him in the top 750. Bruce was in the top 300.

Kitten had even cracked the top 1000. And, as a girl, she didn’t have anything to worry about. Many teams had gender diversity quotas, and would jump at any female on the market in the top 2000—never mind the top 1000.

My future seemed a bit less certain. Sure, I’d cracked into the top 1000, meaning I could go to the individual tournaments (if I could find a sponsor to pay for my travel expenses). There was a good chance that I would attract the attention of pro teams by playing those highly-ranked matches… but I still didn’t have the name that the others had.

That Monday night, while Bruce was outside having a cigarette, Race-Star addressed the elephant in the room: “Has anyone had offers from other teams yet?”

We were all silent… at first. Then, Kitten piped up. “Liquid messaged me about their B-team last night. They want to give me a tryout.”

“Shit! Liquid!?” Joker said, eyes beaming. “You gotta do it, girl.”

“Well, it’s their B-team,” Kitten blushed.

“Whatever. I’ve been to the B-team house. They have a pool—and a theatre room! They throw the craziest parties. It’s like living at the Playboy mansion.”

Kitten smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I’m considering it. Please don’t tell Bruce.”

“Of course not,” Race-Star said. “I got an offer from HGA.” I suppose I should now point out that HGA won Nationals and qualified for the World Circuit. “They want me to be their ADC alt, but they said I would definitely get playtime in round-robin—and maybe more if I performed well.”

“Good for you!” Kitten gasped.

Joked gave him a pat on the back. “They’re a real powerhouse this year, bro,” he laughed. “Good for you.”

Then, eyes turned to me. “What about you, Johnny?” asked Race-Star. “Any inquiries?”

I thought about telling them about Tuesday’s new team… but I remembered what Bruce told me, about Tuesday offering Race-Star sexual favours. I didn’t want to go from one sham team to another… Plus, I didn’t speak French, so living in Quebec City wasn’t exactly a dream. “Nothing,” I said.

“Something will come,” Race-Star said, and then Bruce came back in, so the conversation ended.

Billie-Rae streamed that night while we practised, though we weren’t too sure why we were practising anymore. It didn’t seem like we were working on team tactics; we were all just playing together, doing whatever we wanted—worrying more about our own ranks than our performance as a team.

The next morning, I woke up to a message from Canuck Gaming—not the best team, but they were interested in ‘chatting’. They wanted to set a date to talk. I was excited by the opportunity, even though I didn’t see them as a legitimate competitor. But I knew that members of their team got paid; they made their living playing; their sponsors sent them to tournaments: team, and individual. So maybe it was a good place to start. Maybe I didn’t need to set my sights on the world’s best team just yet.

Well, it was all irrelevant, because that afternoon, there was a knock at the door. The person didn’t wait for Bruce to answer before coming in, because the person owned the house: it was Horatio.

He had a smile on his face, and two men standing behind him holding large gift baskets. They all came in and placed the baskets down on the tables. The two helpers went to fetch more bags from the black Suburban parked on the street. “I’m just in town to congratulate my favourite group of gamers,” he said.

We were all silent. We all surely had the same thought in our heads: was he here to pull the plug? Was he there to tell Bruce that it was all over?

He shook our hands and congratulated us for a thrilling season. “I wish we could have gone to the World Circuit,” he said. “But we’ll make that our goal for next year. I’m just thrilled that we made it as far as we did. And the sponsors are thrilled too.”

“T—They are?” Bruce said. He was apparently more stunned than the rest of us.

Horatio smiled and nodded his head. “They upped their investments. You guys really put on an impressive show.” He looked at me and smiled. “I was watching some of your picks in jungle, J-Rock. That was just… awesome!”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“Well, I got the e-mail this morning from the Canadian E-Sports Federation. We have our qualifier invite stamped for next year, so I guess we need to start training. Bruce, I want to talk to you upstairs about finding a final alt to fill out the team.”

“O—Okay,” Bruce said.

“The rest of you, I came with gifts. And one other thing! There’s a contractor coming by this afternoon to look at the back yard. We’re putting in a pool, and a bar. And I think I want to redo the exterior of the house in black. What do you think? Black is cool, right?”

We were all just silent, stunned. It wasn’t at all what any of us expected. We watched Horatio take Bruce upstairs. We remained silent for a minute, and then we all approached those gift bags.

Again, they were filled with extravagant gifts: chocolates, liquor, gift cards… and then there was the expensive stuff: watches for the boys, jewellery for the girls. “Oh my God,” Billie Rae gasped, holding up a shining gold card, that looked a bit too wide to be a credit card.

“What is that?” I asked.

“It’s a certificate for… a boob job,” she said. She blushed and smiled. “It’s worth eighteen-thousand dollars.”

I had no idea if that was appropriate or not… but Billie Rae had talked about wanting to have larger breasts. She had her small perky tits from taking HRT for years. Maybe Horatio was paying for her breast enlargement because he knew it would bring in more viewers onto her stream, thus more fans for the team… or maybe he was just supporting her transition. I suppose it was something we would never know for sure, but nobody was upset about it—especially not me, because that evening, Billie Rae told me that I would get to play with them when she got them done.

In my basket, I found a stack of plane tickets and some paperwork. Horatio had booked me flights to all of the major individual championships. My teammates had tickets too, for many of the same competitions: hotels booked, credit cards to use for meals and expenses.

I nearly cried with joy, but I held back the tears, wanting to look somewhat masculine. Billie Rae ran to me and threw her arms around me, squeezing me. The others rejoiced, still stunned. We did have that obvious discussion, wondering if this meant that the team would really continue to exist, or if this was just a temporary stint to improve optics after the scandals that came out the previous week.

But really, those scandals were all blown out of proportion, and exaggerated grossly. I’d spent lots and lots of time thinking about it all. Was I upset that Billie Rae didn’t tell me that I was doomed to be an alt? Of course I wished she would have told me, but she would have been facing a lawsuit if I left the team in a fit, like Franklin did. Now, Franklin was facing a half-million dollar lawsuit, and it wasn’t looking like he was going to win. Tuesday was facing a similar lawsuit, and with the text messages that Race-Star had on his phone, it just wasn’t looking good.

Billie Rae was just keeping promises that she’d made (she told me about Franklin, and that was probably the closest she could could safely come to telling me that I was in a similar position).

Bruce was just keeping his promises too, being loyal to the man who gave him a team and was funding his lifelong dream of being a captain. And could Horatio really be blamed for the secret contracts? Like Bruce said: it was just business.

I suppose one could argue in favour or against what Horatio did. It became a regular debate in the house, whenever Bruce was away for whatever reason.

It was hard to be mad when the man was funding my career, putting me up in a house, and giving me opportunities that I’d only ever dreamed of before. And, because of him, I got to live with Billie Rae, who was also happier than she’d ever been in her life.

The odd article would come out from time to time… and interviewers would want to come to our house to talk about all of those old controversies. They were seemingly baffled that everyone stuck around, except for Gobbler. But they didn’t know the reality of the situation. They didn’t understand that one important thing: it was all business. And that was something we were all learning in that house.

I went to Japan for my first Individual Cup Qualifier. I came third out of one-hundred competitors. I scored big points. When I returned home, Billie Rae was waiting for me, in her room, in lingerie, with her new breasts. “They’re sore, so be gentle,” she whispered with a grin.

Being gentle wasn’t so easy, but I did my best—and she did her best when she was being me, gripping me by the hips, pushing deep into my body. It was fun, but it was much more fun two weeks later, when she was allowed to really go at it.

I was one of the top seeds at the first major World tournaments, and I placed second-place, winning my first $100,000. As per my contract, which was standard, 20% of that went to the team fund. But still: $80,000 went into my bank account, and that put a big smile on my face. I took Billie Rae out on some nice dates.

It was a blissful year. It often felt like a dream. But it really turned into a dream the next year, when we went to our first National Qualifiers and won, getting a spot at Nationals, straight past the round-robin stage. Then, we won Nationals, beating Horizon 3-0 in a best-of-five. We had our pass to the World Circuit.

And to complete the fairy tale, we won the Moscow tournament: a $5,000,000 prize, and a trophy that was so heavy, it took three of us to hoist it up for photos. I can assure you that I had a name after that—and Billie Rae had the respect that she’d deserved all along.

THE END


HE WON’T DO THAT AGAIN
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The West Pines All Girls’ School has never had a single male in its faculty… until now. Mr. Felix Renner is hardly out of high-school when he’s brought into West Pines to coach the school’s new chess team. He’s a bit of a celebrity at the gifted boarding school: a three-time World Junior Chess champion.

But Rae Stone wants nothing to do with him. Something about the new hire seems off. He constantly seems to be up to something. If it was up to Rae, she wouldn’t go near the new chess team, but her mentor and teacher, Ms. Addison, insists that being the captain of the chess team would make her a shoe-in to be class valedictorian.

Rae is quickly annoyed by Mr. Renner’s arrogance, and she lets a small remark slip to the new chess instructor. When Ms. Addison finds out, she demands that Rae apologize. But when Rae goes to find Mr. Renner, she sees something that she’s not meant to see—and something that confirms her suspicions: she finds Mr. Renner being naughty with one of her classmates.

And the next day, that very classmate is named captain of the chess team.

But Mr. Renner won’t be getting away with it so easily, especially after new allegations begin to circulate: rumours of his engagements with other girls who also ended up making the chess team. The girls of West Pines drum up a plan to make Mr. Renner pay for what he’s been doing: an ultimate humiliation that involves skimpy girls clothes, a wig, and some makeup.
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Miss Addison smiled at me, hands clutched behind her back, looking like she was about to make some amazing announcement. It was a look that I’d seen before, on my older sister’s face when she told me that she was getting married, on my father’s face when he announced to the family that he’d sold his business. It was what I might call: the look of absolute excitement. And that excitement was starting to rub off on me, knowing that this had something to do with me.

Miss Addison had asked me to stay after class. She wanted me to hear this news first. My mind was ripe with all of the possibilities… Was it a scholarship? Had Harvard reached out to the school to let them know that they wanted me? “What is it, Miss Addison?” I asked eagerly, trying to remain calm.

It was surely an announcement of monumental significance… No—No, it wasn’t.

“The school has hired a new faculty member,” she said. “A new coach for the chess club. Your superior grade average—and impressive intellect—would suggest that you would make a tremendous chess player. Have you played before?”

I was in shock… not because it was the great news that I was half-expecting from the look on her face, but because it hardly seemed worth the five-minutes I was losing to entertain that conversation. “Chess?” I said. “Um, I think I played a little when I was a kid. I don’t know if it’s my thing.”

“Oh, but you’re so bright, Rae!” she gasped. “You could be a great chess player. And… well, the investors of the school have shown great interest in us having a presence in the academic chess scene. A great deal of money has been put into this new program; the new chess coach is something of a prodigy, and an opportunity like this one should be reserved for the brightest and most… deserving!” She was so excited, almost bouncing like a toddler on Christmas morning.

I was silent for a moment. “Chess?” I said.

“Yes!” she said. “Oh, I love chess so much. It’s such an intriguing sport.”

“Sport?” I said. I was already bored of this talk. Now, I was eyeing the door. I wanted badly to get back to my room, so I could change into my after-school attire and meet the other girls.

“Oh yes,” she continued. “Chess is very much a sport—an intellectual sport. To be able to process so many possibilities… it’s a sport for geniuses! And Rae, I don’t like to use the term so liberally, but you, my dear, are certainly a genius. I’ve worked here for nearly twenty years, and in my entire tenure here, I’ve never encountered a student who has literally perfect grades in literally every class. It’s unheard of. And it’s important to me, as a teacher, to foster that genius, and ensure that it’s directed properly to serve mankind. Because genius like yours truly is a gift to mankind, and it should be used accordingly.”

I paused again. “With chess…” I said.

“Yes,” she said. “It’s a fantastic exercise for your brain. You know, it’s been proven that professional chess players use more of their brain than the average person! And not just while playing chess. You see, the game teaches you how to think on a broader spectrum—to anticipate, to consider all possibilities before making a decision.

“Oh, please, Rae. I really want you to consider this possibility! Mr. Renner will be arriving tomorrow and I would love for you to be present for his introduction—as a potential captain of the team, and not just our most-likely candidate for valedictorian.” She grinned, dangling that offer over my head. And it truly was a wonderful offer: to be valedictorian at one of the most prestigious all-girl schools in the country.

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head. “Did you say Mister Renner?”

“Yes, Mr. Renner. Felix Renner, there-time former world junior chess champion.” Her eyes beamed. “You know him, do you?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t know him. But—isn’t that against the rules, to have a male teaching at the school? Is there a single male on the staff?”

“Oh,” she said, pausing for a moment to consider what I was saying. “The school made a special exception. Mr. Renner won’t be here as a teacher, and that rule is only for faculty members. You see, he’s not technically a part of the faculty under his contract. I suppose you could call it a loophole that will give our institution a most tremendous advantage. Please, Rae—do consider it! I think being captain of a prestigious chess team would shine brightly on your academic resume.”

I groaned. I knew that she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. “Okay,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ll do it.” I felt like I was being strong-armed into it. I really didn’t know much about chess. I mean—I knew how the pieces moved on the board. I knew the object of the game. And, I knew that there were many people who took the game very, very seriously, Miss Addison was one of those people.

I didn’t think much of it all. It wasn’t something I thought about at all until the next day, when Miss Addison came to find me during my final class of the day. “Come on, Rae. I want to introduce you to Mr. Renner.” She took me by the hand and led me down the long boarding school hallway: a two-hundred-year-old corridor made from stone, with impressive slabs of rock forming the floor. I’d always loved the older parts of that school; it wasn’t all quite so ancient, of course. Much of the school had been rebuilt over the years, and there were many additions. But the main series of hallways maintained their former glory, with huge portraits on the walls (mostly painted) of the remarkable women who had heard their footsteps echo against those same stone walls.

We passed the trophy hallway: all of the glittering gold and silver behind UV-filtered glass panels, and the black-and-white photos of the amazing athletes who claimed those prizes. Most of those people were long-dead now, but their names lived on, and would continue to live on as long as that prestigious school remained open—and with a waitlist of over one-hundred thousand, despite the $80,000 yearly tuition… that school would probably remain open for a long, long time.

“Here we are,” Miss Addison said, taking me into the school theatre. The room was filled with staff, mostly teachers. The lights were on and flutes of champagne were being handed out. Everyone in that room was wearing their nicest dress, with their hair all done up, as if they were all there to see the pope. I’m not sure I’d ever seen such a welcoming before, and I’d been attending that school since I was thirteen: five years—and in that time, we’d been graced with visits from the likes of some very formidable people, including vice-presidents, first-ladies, Nobel prize winners, famous actresses, and best-selling authors.

Though, now that I thought about it, this was possibly the first male figure to grace us with a visit. Every special guest of the past had been some woman of legendary stature. In fact, it was rare that men were even on the campus; they weren’t generally allowed on the campus. Even fathers of the students were only allowed to visit on particular days of the year… but those were never single men, because that school had a very specific and somewhat controversial rule in not allowing students with divorced parents. I think that rule was just a lingering rule from back when the school was extremely catholic. Now, there were no Bible study classes or nuns teaching classes… but there were still many mentions of God, Jesus, and the Holy Spirit in the student handbook.

Anyway, long story short, I couldn’t help but think that the teachers were all excited by the idea of a single man of high degree being in their presence.

I couldn’t see this mysterious Mr. Renner now. I tried leaning left and right—and Miss Addison was doing the same thing, eager to see him as if he was a member of the Rolling Stones. “This is so exciting,” she said.

“I didn’t know anyone here cared this much about chess,” I said.

Miss Addison looked at me with a small scowl. “Don’t be so sarcastic, Rae. It’s not a ladylike quality.”

I bit my tongue. She led me around the room: a wide berth to circumvent the surprising crowd of excited women.

Now, I had quite the image built up in my mind: a distinguished man, bearded, tall, clad in an expensive suit. I imagined him looking Scandinavian, almost like a Viking scholar… if such a thing ever existed. I imagined deep eyes and an intense thoughtfulness.

So I was shocked when I saw the real Felix Renner. The man couldn’t have been much older than me. He had dark, scruffy hair. He was clean-shaven, though probably only because facial hair hadn’t yet started blooming for him yet. He looked a bit like a vampire, with darkish circles around his eyes, pale complexion. He looked a bit like the bloke from Pride and Prejudice… but younger and scrawnier and… okay, not at all like that handsome guy in Pride and Prejudice.

Well, I was told that the fellow in Pride and Prejudice was handsome… Mr. Darcy, I think his name was, in that movie—I never thought he was so attractive, because I wasn’t into boys. It was a secret that I kept in that all-girls school: I was a lesbian. Don’t get me wrong: I liked the idea of boys. I liked the idea of straight sex, penetration, all that… but boys just didn’t tickle that fancy, I guess you could say.

But enough about me—because this story really isn’t about me; this story is about the petite Mr. Darcy who was now standing near the stage of that theatre room, gripping a flute of champagne, looking so shy and innocent as women lined up to greet him, all blushing as if he was the pope… or maybe as if he was that handsome actor from that famous romance film (the reality was, none of these women, except for Miss Addison, had heard of Mr. Renner before they were told he would be coaching the new chess team).

This story is entirely about that man: the schemes that he hid in his dark little mind, and the girl would would expose him for what he was.
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Ihad to stand there for an hour while he had his little introduction ceremony. He blushed through the whole thing, looking so meek as he nodded his head and shook the hands of the older women. He even made Miss Tanev look old, and she was only twenty-six. It was weird to think of Mr. Renner as a ‘mister’ at all; he was basically a kid! From certain angles, I wondered if he was even older than me.

Miss Addison was a blushing mess when she went to greet him. “I’m a big fan,” she said loudly, seemingly unable to control the volume of her voice. She shook his hand in a fiery aggressive way, and Mr. Renner gasped, eyes popping out from his head as the older teacher tugged him forward, and then she apologized profusely. “I’m sorry; did I hurt your hand? Oh my God, what have I done!? I’ve damaged a maestro’s hand!”

“I’m perfectly okay, Miss Addison,” Mr. Renner said with his soft voice. “You just have a stronger grip than I was anticipating.”

Then. Miss Addison beamed with a little gasp, shocked that he knew her name… the name she’d just told him seconds earlier.

Miss Addison had nothing to say, other than the fact that she was a big fan, which she said many times. Afterwards, she rushed to get me. She took me by the wrist and tugged me with her impressive strength. “You must meet him, Rae,” she said.

Then, I was suddenly in front of him, struggling to put a smile on my face. I knew that all of my friends were getting ready to go into town. It was that one day a week that we were permitted to go to town. It was looking like I was going to miss the bus out… “Mr. Renner, this is Miss Stone. Miss Stone, Mr. Renner.”

Suddenly, Mr. Renner had a much different face than he’d been wearing the rest of that afternoon. His eyes seemed to light up at the sight of me. Maybe he’d already been told about me, about my grades, about how I was going to apparently be the captain of his chess team—though I still had never played any serious chess in my life.

“Miss Stone is one of our school’s most gifted students, and certainly a very hopeful candidate for captaincy on the chess team.”

Mr. Renner smiled brightly, looking right into my eyes. “Miss Stone, it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”

“Thanks,” I said. I was trying my best to be cordial, but I just couldn’t muster up much enthusiasm. I felt a bit like a young child being dragged by the ear. I was trying to be polite, trying to keep a good standing with the faculty… but I really could not bring myself to care about chess, especially if it was at the expense of the very little free time that I had in my senior year at that all-girls boarding school.

“May I ask, Ms. Stone—what is your rank?”

“My rank?” I said.

“I should say, your rating,” he smiled, apparently correcting himself.

“Rating?” I said. “Well, I have a 4.0 GPA.”

“Ms. Stone doesn’t yet have a rating,” Miss Addison chimed in quickly.

“No rating?” Mr. Renner asked, lowering his brow.

“I don’t play chess,” I said.

Mr. Renner looked astonished… and confused. He stared at me for a long moment, and then Miss Addison jumped forward. “She’s not currently playing chess, but she’s got great potential,” she insisted. “Think of her as a perfectly clean slate; no bad habits that she has to unlearn. She’s a viciously fast learner. She can pick up on a skill in mere minutes; I assure you! Her mind works differently than yours and mine… Well—I shouldn’t say yours, Mr. Renner, seeing as you are a man of tremendous intellect! Please forgive me for comparing your intelligence to my own.” Miss Addison didn’t seem to mind insinuating that she was not very bright. “Ms. Stone has a mind much like your own, I’m sure. She is certainly the valedictorian of her graduating class. She’s a genius; I promise you.”

“Well, I would love to see what she’s capable of,” Mr. Renner smiled.

“Okay,” I said. Now, I was trying to eye the clock on the wall. Was there still time to get on that bus? The girls were going to the mall: an excursion that happened only once a month at best. I didn’t want to miss the opportunity.

But it didn’t matter.

“Perhaps we can assess your skill level after I’ve met with the rest of the faculty,” he said.

I tried not to groan.

“Of course,” Miss Addison said. “Ms. Stone would be honoured to be assessed by the likes of yourself.”

I was biting my tongue hard now. I guess I wasn’t going on that shopping excursion. I guess the rest of my afternoon was going to be spent with Mr. Renner and the tediously boring game of chess…

I had to wait another forty minutes. Thankfully, the teachers had a staff meeting so that meet-and-greet came to an abrupt end. Miss Addison saw me to the room where the chess club would live for the remainder of the year. The room was previously unused, and hadn’t been used since I arrived at that school. It was a large classroom—part of the old structure, with cold stone floors and walls made from wood that was slathered with so many coats of stain, it was impossible to identify the grain. That room made me think of an old tavern in some fantasy story, where dwarves might gather to drink warm beer from old boots. There was even a sort of boozy smell in the air, but that was probably the centuries-old beams of wood giving off a certain amount of methanol.

Miss Addison lingered in the doorway for a moment, until Mr. Renner gave her that ‘you can leave now’ smile, suggesting he wanted to be alone with me. I would have preferred that Miss Addison stay.

I wasn’t attracted to men, as I mentioned before… at least I didn’t think that I was. I still wasn’t sure what I preferred. It had been years since I’d been in a room with a man for more than a couple of minutes. I couldn’t think of a time that I’d been alone in a room with a man—and certainly not an adult man, as an adult myself. Something about it just seemed… inappropriate, even though we were just there to talk about a board game.

“You’re not a player,” he said, and I wasn’t sure if it was a statement or a question.

“No, sir,” I said.

“You don’t have to call me sir.”

“Mr. Renner,” I corrected myself.

“Call me Felix,” he said with a chuckle.

I just stood quietly, not wanting to say ‘Felix’. It seemed too strange. No, I knew he wasn’t a teacher, and I knew he wasn’t much older than me… but I still didn’t feel comfortable addressing a staff member by his first name; it simply wasn’t how we were taught to speak with people at that school.

“It’s curious that Miss Addison would think so certainly that you are team captain material,” he said.

“Well,” I said. “I don’t think there is a single girl in this school who plays chess, so perhaps I was just chosen at random.”

“She thinks very highly of you. I believe she even said valedictorian.” He was standing tall now, staring into my eyes. He seemed strangely intimidating, even though he was so young.

I just stood and smiled. I looked around the room. The room had already been set up for the chess club, with tables arranged in a horseshoe around the room, chairs on both sides, chess boards set up: black pieces towards the walls of the room, white pieces towards the middle.

“Why don’t you sit down, and we can play,” he smiled.

“I’m not sure there is much point,” I said. “I hardly know how to play.”

“But you understand the rules, correct?” It was at this point that he sized me up, as if we were about to engage in some physical contest and he needed an idea of my physical limits… or maybe he was just looking at my body as I stood in my school attire. No… he was a professional… There was no way that he was ‘checking me out’. That was something men only did in movies and books, right?

Since hitting puberty, I didn’t have much exposure to men. Sure, we would see men when we ventured into town, but even then, we kept to ourselves, staying with our peers and our chaperones. We almost always stayed in our school clothes when we were in town, and those clothes kept us more-or-less covered, with skirts down to our shins, loose blouses covered by thick cardigans. Thick white stockings covered the bit of skin that would have been visible on our legs, and school-issued satin scarves kept our necks covered. No, these weren’t ‘sexy schoolgirl costumes’—not by any means. Makeup was forbidden. High heels were forbidden; our shoes were much like ‘clogs’. “We’ve been carefully designed to keep male attention away from us,” Laura had once joked when we were in town, at the mall. Our chaperones would even scold us if we approached boys when we were out.

Our parents paid a lot of money to ensure that we were focusing on our studies.

Anyway, I was now looking at Mr. Renner, and he was looking at me. “Well?” he said.

“Yes, I understand the rules.”

“So, let’s play.”

I was white, which meant I went first; I knew that much. I pushed a pawn forward after thinking for a moment, and he instantly moved, reaching over and smacking a little box with a timer on it. “Hit your button when you’ve completed your move.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay.”

I thought for about ten seconds and then I moved another pawn. I pressed the button. Without wasting a millisecond, he moved and smashed that button. His speed scared me, making me recoil away from him. “Your move,” he said.

I thought for a long moment. I considered all of the possibilities. He was moving pawns on the left side of the board, suggesting he had some sort of plan to get his bishop freed, probably so that he could move his queen into position. I moved again and gently pressed that button.

After six more moves, he said, “Reset the board.”

“Why?”

“You lost.” He pointed to the clock. My timer had run out.

“Oh,” I said. “But we didn’t even exchange pieces.”

“You’re too slow. You need to think faster.”

My first impression of competitive chess was that it was lame. He had a big grin on his face, as if he was certain that I was impressed by his play, but I certainly was not; I couldn’t care less. He’d been playing his whole life: training aggressively and studying as if he was trying to get some masters degree in chess. Was that a thing?

Beating someone who had never played before was hardly impressive…

But I decided to entertain him. I knew that Miss Addison was expecting me to make a good first impression, so I would try my best, for her.

“You need to have a plan from the start,” he said to me. “Even if it’s a bad plan: any plan is better than no plan.” He had a grin on his face. I wasn’t so sure that he was talking about chess.

“Mr. Renner,” I said. “What’s your idea of a bad plan? Do you mean a poor plan, or a plan with bad intention?”

He had a small chuckle. “When your goal is to dominate, isn’t the plan always of bad intention for your opponent?”

“I suppose that’s true,” I said.

“A true master understands that deception is one of the most noble traits,” he said.

“Can one not achieve his goal without having to deceive?”

“Such an innocent thought from such an innocent mind,” he smiled. “Surely, you know the answer to that already.”

“I can’t say that I do know the answers,” I said. “As you know, I’m new to this.”

“The goal is domination, Miss Stone,” he said. “You can’t defeat an opponent without dominating them.”

I stared at him for a long moment. He had that dark gleam in his eye. There was something about him that I simply did not like… but there was also something captivating about him. I didn’t know men. I knew that their minds worked differently, but I didn’t have first-hand experience with them; just the lessons we’d learned in biology, and in our sociality classes: classes designed to prepare us for life outside of academia and the professional spheres. Really, Sociality was just a more politically-correct homemaker course. There, we essentially learned how to please a partner: cooking, cleaning, baking, home designing, and that’s also where they lumped in sexual-education.

Now, we were playing a new game. I knew I needed to think fast, so I didn’t stop to think much. I moved, he moved, I moved, he moved. I saw that he was doing the same thing as before after about three moves, so I acted accordingly, knowing his next four moves were going to be the same as before—and I was right. So I set my pieces up to defend where he would think to strike. It was around the seventh move that he noticed I had my pieces defended, so he began to work on the other side of the board. I could see the weakness in my own arrangement that he was going to attempt to target, so I defended that spot too. Twelve moves went by and we hadn’t exchanged a single piece. Our paws were pushed forward, our pieces were in position. He had a grin on his face, apparently thinking that he had me beat. I quickly scanned the board, reversing it in my mind to try to see it from his position. “Am I allowed to spin the board around?” I asked.

“No,” he said bluntly.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. I didn’t need to physically spin it to spin it in my mind. I only had twenty seconds left on my timer, while he had a full minute. I decided to use ten of those seconds to plan my next six moves. Then, I went quickly: nine seconds left on the clock.

He slowed down, no longer rushing through his moves. He kept eyeing the clock. I think he was realizing that he wasn’t going to break my defences. And he was eyeing the clock so much that I began to think his goal was to run down my clock with his huge time advantage. So I just made sure to move quickly, using less than a quarter of a second on each move.

He was strangely predictable with his moves, trying inch his way into my zone. I still didn’t know the terms, but the object of the game was simple.

Finally, he pushed a rook forward and smiled, “Checkmate,” he said.

“You can’t do that,” I said.

“What?” he said. “What are you talking about.”

“If you move that rook, my bishop can see your kind,” I said. “And that would be check, right?”

He froze, staring at the board. He was seemingly stunned, not realizing that my bishop had been pinning that rook in place. He stuttered for a moment, and then his clock ran out.

“So I win, right?” I said.

His face turned dark red. He cleared his throat. He shook his head and then he produced a sort of smile that looked utterly embarrassed. And I realized then and there that he wasn’t trying to let me win; I’d legitimately stumped him.

“It’s important to win a few key games early in your development, for the sake of building confidence.”

“Are you saying you lost on purpose?” I asked with a smirk of my own.

He was dark red now. “Well, if I admitted to that, it wouldn’t be helping your confidence, now would it?” He smiled and stood up. I had a feeling that he was full of bologna… but on the same token, he was a chess grandmaster, and surely a grandmaster doesn’t lose to some eighteen-year-old girl who has hardly ever gazed at a chess board before… “I think that’s a fine introduction for today. I would agree with Miss Addison that you have great potential to be a strong player. I’m hoping to hold my first tryout tomorrow afternoon, and I would be thrilled if you would come and join me. With your intuition, I’m sure you could easily make any high-school team. You have wonderful intuition that could be fostered into something great, Ms. Stone.”

I smiled, though it was painfully forced. I was signing myself up to lose yet another afternoon to the tedious game of chess… but I wanted that shining line on my academic resume, so I agreed to be there for tryouts, thinking that I knew what to expect. But really, I had no idea.
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Finding any information on Felix Renner was not so simple, but it didn’t help that the school’s internet was heavily filtered and monitored. Many major websites were blocked, including social media websites.

I’d always been told that I had a keen intuition, and intuition is one of those things that can’t really be measured. My teachers always talked about it in a scientific sort of light, but I’d always thought of it as a sort of paranormal phenomenon. I don’t want to get too far from my story, but I’d always been interested in the paranormal. My teachers urged me not to talk so openly about it, especially with the school being religious with its values… but I was fiercely fascinated with literature on the occult, Aleister Crowley, psychics and mediums… it was a topic that was often laughed at, but I’d read about some fascinating stories in my own research.

I truly believed that a soul is more than the brain and the body. Now I’m getting truly carried away, but I suppose it’s somewhat important that I explain this so that you understand why I was so keen to trust my gut, so to speak… You see, some strange occurrences in my youth made me open to obscure ideas. I had distinct memories of an old woman living with my family; she would play with me, read me stories, and soothe me to sleep on particularly restless nights—though my parents assured me that there was no old lady in the house at any point in my development. Maybe she was a ghost, but I was urged to believe that she was a figment of my imagination. Furthermore, I learned about meditation around the age of eleven, and I was fascinated with the statistics pointing to improved intelligence in people who spent a certain amount of time each day in meditation.

Well, my own meditations became very intriguing around the age of thirteen or fourteen, when images began to come to me. I would hear voices that weren’t my own inner voice. I could see answers to mathematical problems that I’d been toying with.

By now, you’re surely thinking that I’m some sort of spooky witch girl. Well, I’m just reporting to you what I feel is necessary to report. And I could go on and on about the spookier encounters and experiences that couldn’t be explained rationally, but I think I’ve said enough for you to understand that I had good reason to trust my intuition when I felt strongly about something.

And that night, I felt strongly that there was something off about Mr. Renner. There was something about his energy: a darkness that seemed to float around him, following him like some ghostly energy… or maybe a curse. I couldn’t stop thinking about his little grin… and the way he spoke about chess… well, let’s just say that I don’t think he was talking about chess.

The next day, twenty-five of the brightest girls in the school met in that tavern-like room at the far end of the main building. The room was crowded. The girls were all blushing and giggling as soon as they saw the dark, mysterious Mr. Renner. “He’s a bit short,” whispered one girl to another.

“Oh, hardly,” replied the friend. “He’s cute.”

“Amanda!”

“What?”

“He’s very accomplished… and rich.”

Two girls were pulled into that same conversation. “Rich?” one girl asked with beaming blue eyes.

“He won a million dollars at his last tournament. Miss Addison said so.”

“Oh, what does that woman know?” said Stacy Lou, pushing back her long naturally black hair. “She once told my class that moles lay eggs.”

“Don’t moles lay eggs?”

“Of course moles don’t lay eggs!”

“Well, he is cute,” said Amanda. “Doesn’t he look like Mr. Darcy?”

“Oh yes, he does look like Mr. Darcy!”

“He looks nothing like Mr. Darcy,” growled Stacy Lou. “He looks like that little shrimpy boy who did the voices for that dragon movie.”

“Who are you on about now?” groaned Amanda.

Their conversation went on like this for quite some time. Mr. Darcy—I mean, Mr. Renner, went around the room casually, greeting each girl, and having a short conversation with them all, individually. He was wearing a white button-up, which was buttoned down somewhat to show a piece of his chest; something we were certainly not allowed to do, but I suppose the rules were different for him, maybe because he wasn’t a student (or even a member of the faculty), or maybe because he was a male.

He definitely had a charm about him. Maybe I couldn’t quite grasp it, but the other girls certainly did. Even Stacy Lou turned to melted butter when she had her turn with the chess champion. She swooned and smiled and clasped her hands behind her back, batting her big eyelashes.

I rolled my eyes, watching all of the girls. I don’t think Mr. Renner was particularly special in terms of looks or charm. I think he was particularly special in terms of gender, because he was the only male within five miles. Or maybe it was that cologne that smelled so strong; we weren’t allowed to wear perfume, so the introduction of cologne into the building was very intriguing.

He finally made his way to me. “If it isn’t my favourite little prodigy,” he smiled, standing tall.

I just stood there, forcing a smile on my face.

He cleared his throat after a few seconds went by without a reply. “Have you been studying the game? Something tells me that our bout yesterday gave you the itch.”

“The itch?” I said.

“You know,” he smiled. “A taste for the great game of chess. It’s addictive.”

“Is it?”

“Isn’t it?”

“I suppose it’s… interesting,” I said, knowing it’s what Miss Addison would have liked to hear me say.

“You’re a modest girl,” he said.

It was clear that Mr. Renner thought very highly of himself. I suppose, at his age, there weren’t many people as accomplished. And quite honestly, there weren’t many people as accomplished in general, at any age. His accolades were impressive, even if they were in a realm that I simply couldn’t bring myself to care about

“I hope you’re ready for an exciting day,” he said.

But it was far from exciting. It was long and tedious. Half of the girls in that room had no idea how the pieces on the board even moved; most of the girls were just in that room because they wanted to catch a glimpse of the school’s one and only male, who happened to be young and single and charming and covered in cologne.

I sat in front of Amanda, with Mr. Renner hovering behind me. The game didn’t last long. Amanda didn’t seem to understand the goal of the game, to keep the king protected while attacking the opponent’s kind. She was five moves in and her king was totally vulnerable, so I moved in and won.

My next game, against Trace McKay, was even more of a bore. Trace sat for ten seconds every move, pondering her next move. The clock ran out before the fifteenth move.

Next, I played Joanna Myers, and Joanna had to stop to ask Mr. Renner how the ‘horse guy’ moves.

Stacy Lou wasn’t bad; she understood the game, and even bragged about a rating of 1,400, which to me meant nothing. Mr. Renner had all of the girls sit down to watch me face off against Stacy Lou. He billed it as the ‘heavyweight match of the afternoon’. But Stacy Lou very quickly made a silly move, breaking up her pawn formation so that she could move a bishop in to pin my rook; I didn’t need that rook, since he was already pinning her queen. So I moved my knights in and the game was soon over. The girls clapped as if my victory was somehow impressive. Mr. Renner gave me a pat on the back. “I believe you’re currently lossless, Miss Stone,” he said to me. “I mean—aside from your loss yesterday, against me.” He smiled, apparently feeling the need to remind me that he was better.

“But Mr. Renner, I beat you yesterday,” I said.

“We played two games,” he blushed.

“Are you referring to the first game where you beat me on time, in which I didn’t know we were being timed?”

The girls around me giggled, and Mr. Renner’s blushing smile suddenly turned into something dark. He stood silently for a moment, with a scowl on his face. Then, he suddenly turned away and announced that the day of trials was over. He excused everyone and told me to run along.

The next morning, Miss Addison found me in my room and had a devastated look on her face. “You’re behaviour yesterday was unacceptable,” she said. But she hadn’t been there, so how could she know?

“What do you mean?” I said.

“I was informed that you were rude to Mr. Renner, trying to embarrass him in front of your schoolmates. Now, Mr. Renner is considering keeping you off of the team. He’s not sure you have the correct attitude—his own words.”

I was stunned, though I couldn’t care less about the chess team. I stuttered for a moment and then I shook my head, pulling myself from my daze. “I was hardly rude to anyone!” I gasped.

“I heard a different story.”

“From who?”

“It’s not relevant,” she said. “You must smarten yourself up, Miss Stone, or great opportunities in your life will pass you by.”

“My attitude is not the problem!” I said. “Mr. Renner is the one with an ego the size of an engorged breast!”

“Miss Stone!” Miss Addison gasped.

“Well, it’s true!” I said. “I beat him in a game and he threw a big hissy fit, like a girl.”

“Don’t speak so rudely of the man!” she growled. “He’s a grandmaster. I hardly believe that you beat him, Miss Stone, unless, of course, he wanted you to beat him to learn some lesson or another.”

“I’m telling you that I beat him,” I insisted. “I’m not saying he was playing to the best of his ability, but I assure you that he made a blunder and then I beat him for it.”

“You’re delusional, Rae,” she groaned. “Maybe it’s you with the ego the size of an engorged breast.”

“Maybe,” I said. “But regardless of who won and who lost, I have no interest in being on the chess team. It’s a boring game and Mr. Renner is not a man I’m interested in acquainting myself with.”

“How can you say such rubbish?” she hushed. “He’s a young man of tremendously high degree, with achievements that very few will ever come close to in their life. And chess is hardly boring, Miss Stone.”

“Regardless,” I said.

“I will just remind you that this school and its interests are controlled greatly by its investors,” she said. “And the investors have put a great deal of their interest in the formation of this chess club.

“By investors, do you mean our parents who pay $80,000 per year in tuition?”

“That hardly covers a dent in the costs to operate this facility, Miss Stone. Just, for instance, the skating rink—do you have any idea how expensive it is to maintain a working skating rink year-round, between the cost to keep it cold and the staff to keep it maintained?”

“I can’t begin to understand the point of that rink,” I said. “How many girls here are even part of the figure skating program? Four? Can they not hop on a bus to train at the rink in town?”

“With each passing minute of this conversation, I’m believing the rumours to be true, Miss Stone. You truly do have an attitude which needs correcting.”

“Perhaps so, Miss Addison, but even you must admit that it’s a ridiculous program! Especially if the cost is as great as you say!”

She groaned and shook her head. “I don’t know if we’re talking about the chess club or the figure skating program anymore!”

“And neither do I,” I said. “But at least figure skating is enjoyable to watch.”

“And there you go again with that attitude,” she said. “Miss Stone, I assure you that the way you’re speaking to me now is absolutely not the way a valedictorian speaks. And I will also mention to you that there are other girls with tremendous grades—maybe not quite as exceptional as yours—but their extra-curricular performance is certainly more exceptional, and one of those girls is Stacy Lou, who Mr. Renner is currently favouring to captain his chess team. Now, Miss Stone, I’ll leave you with that information so you can make of it as you will. I’ve been your cheerleader until now, but I won’t be embarrassed again if I find out your attitude remains unacceptable.”

I was silent. There she went again, dangling that valedictorian status over my head. I hated myself for wanting it so badly, but everyone knows that the valedictorian gets the best scholarships, and the better the scholarship, the lighter the debt of post-academia—and if putting on a smile meant circumventing a lifetime of student debt, then I could put on a smile and pretend to like something as tedious as chess.

But after Miss Addison left, I found myself with that familiar churning in my gut, thinking about Mr. Renner. There was something very off about him—and now I felt like I had some evidence to back up my intuition. Stacy Lou was hardly worthy of being a captain. If Mr. Renner cared at all about running a successful chess club, then the little joke I made the day before would have been water off the back of a beaver.

And if the man had an issue with a comment that I made, why did he not go to me? Why didn’t he tell me that he was unhappy with my attitude? Why did I have to hear it from my teacher? I felt like I’d been tattled on by a sibling! It all seemed so ruthlessly immature.

Or maybe it wasn’t Mr. Renner who ratted me out. Maybe it was Stacy Lou, who knew that being the captain of the chess team would possibly put her into the running for valedictorian. Maybe this was her doing. Maybe Mr. Renner didn’t care one way or another about the comment that I made…

I decided that I would find Mr. Renner to discuss the matter, even though I was told that he was taking the day off to get acquainted with the campus. I went on the hunt, not even knowing where his room was; I just knew that they’d made a room for him in another building where he could have his privacy. I knew that only left three possibilities:

	He was residing in the main building, where we took our classes (also known as the Karl Kinkaid Building). There were many empty rooms that could easily have been converted into living spaces… but that would surely be awkward, especially on his days off, when classes were in session.

	He was residing in library building. It was a large three-story structure, built thirty years after the main building. It was the second of three stone structures on the campus, also with many rooms that were mostly unused. In fact, there was the whole top floor of the library building which was being used for storing old campus documents in boxes. I’d been up there a few times over the years; it was a huge, mostly-empty space, with giant stacks of boxes pushed to one side. For a time, it was used as a dance studio (while the campus dance studio was being renovated). After that, it was used for the drama club whenever the theatre was being used for other purposes. Then, the school built a second, smaller theatre… Now, students were occasionally sent up to that top floor when they had large projects they needed to work on: dioramas, etc.

	He was residing in the administrative building. I knew little of that building, having only been inside a few times before. Students weren’t permitted beyond the front office, though once I was asked to retrieve a box of files from the dean’s office. I knew that there was an old wing of that administrative building that was rarely used. Maybe he was put up in there… If so, I wouldn’t be able to track him down so easily.



I started my hunt at the library building, thinking that was the most logical place for him to be. I went up the stairs and peered in through the window of the locked top door. The room seemed empty, so I went to search around the main building.

I should point out that I was one of very few students with that morning off. Now, most of my classmates were in biology class or math class, but I’d finished both classes earlier that summer when I picked up a number of summer courses. The plan was to pick up a few online college courses during the semester, to get a jump start on my college career, but I’d ended up breezing through those first-year classes, so now I had nothing but free time.

I walked quietly down the halls, past classes that were in session. I went up to the second floor, which was quiet. There was one class up there: an English class that was only for the international students. Twelve girls were repeating phrases within that English classroom. Once I turned the corner, the place was dead-silent.

I always felt strange walking down those desolate hallways, knowing that there was a time that the school was constantly buzzing with students. One-hundred years earlier, they accepted five-hundred new students each year, with a total capacity of three-thousand. Now, the school only entertained a total of four-hundred students. The change over the years had something to do with being more prestigious, more exclusive. Now, they only accepted the brightest and the richest… oh, and they qualified for special funding from the government if the grade average remained at a certain level, and if the population of the school remained in that very particular range. It was a range that allowed them to accept investment and tuition while also getting government benefits… So really, it was all about money…

I went up and down hallways, looking through the small door windows at the empty classrooms. I never really realized just how many empty classrooms were in that building. There were whole wings that I’d never ventured down before. It was my understanding that many of those wings weren’t at all winterized, freezing cold in the winter… so would they really put the grandmaster chess champion up in one of those rooms? Could he survive the winter with a space heater and some blankets? Or were they putting him up at some fancy hotel in town, driving him in and out each day?

I stopped at the end of a long unused hallway. I planted my hands on my hips and sighed, realizing it was unlikely that I was going to find him. Maybe the universe didn’t want me to apologize for that little joke that I made. Maybe the universe agreed with me: that it was a perfectly fine thing to say, and if Mr. Renner was offended by it, then that was his problem and not mine.

Then, just as I was about to give up, I heard a noise. It was a male sound, unmistakable—but it wasn’t speech; it was something like a groan. It was a soft sound… a distant sound, almost like a snore, coming from behind one of those doors.

I perked up and tiptoed down the hall, inching up to each window, peering into each classroom. There were so many to explore… and then I caught a trail, like a dog trying to sniff out a discarded salami. I could detect that cologne that he wore. He was close!

I moved closer and closer to that smell, making sure my footsteps were inaudible. I’m not sure why I was committed to being silent; it’s not like I was trying to sneak up on him; it’s not like I didn’t want him knowing that I was there. But I’ve explained the severity of my intuition to you, and now, my intuition was telling me to be silent, to not be caught…

And as I found myself stepping closer and closer to those disembodied sounds—whimpers and moans—curiosity turned into pure dread. I felt my skin turning cold. I stopped suddenly and caught myself staring at a particular door, about fifty feet ahead of me. There were three doors before it, but I just knew that was the door concealing this particular dread and horror.

My hands trembled. I looked back, towards the back stairwell. I could escape. I didn’t have to know what was happening. I didn’t need to see what was hiding behind that mysterious door. But curiosity pulled me closer, one little step at a time. I stopped next to the door and listened. I heard a cough… or maybe it was gagging, like someone was being choked. I felt the colour draining from my skin.

“Good girl,” a male voice grunted. And there was only a single male in a solid mile radius. That voice had to belong to Mr. Renner.

I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes.

“Like you mean it,” he said. “Like you want it.”

There was a darkness in his voice. He growled like a lion approaching his prey. I looked back to that exit again. It wasn’t too late to leave; I didn’t have to know what was happening.

But curiosity won the battle.

I leaned to the side, only for a split second—just long enough to peer through that window to see Mr. Renner, pants down, with the dark-haired Stacy Lou before him, on her knees. Her top was unbuttoned, opened wide, and her bra was pulled down to expose her young, perky breasts. Her chin was tilted up as Mr. Renner pushed his reddened erection down towards the back of her throat. A tear was moving down the young Stacy Lou’s cheek; she shut her eyes firmly, forcing another tear to join it. Mr. Renner had his hand on the back of the young Stacy Lou’s head, pulling her in, forcing her to take more of his shaft in her virginal mouth. Saliva gushed out from the corners of her lips, steaming down her cheeks to join her tears.

I gasped and covered my lips with my mouth. That gasp must have made a noise because it forced Stacy Lou to turn her head. She saw me with frightened eyes. A second later, Mr. Renner turned to see what she saw, and that’s when I moved; I moved fast. Was it fast enough? Did he see me? Maybe not—but Stacy Lou certainly saw me, and maybe she would say something… maybe she would rat me out.

I started running, reaching down to lift up my skirt so I could take longer strides. My clog-like shoes slipped on the stone floor, almost sending me toppling. I raced around the corner, just as I heard the door opening behind me: Mr. Renner rushing to see who had caught him. I kept running; I couldn’t be caught.

Now, I couldn’t even remember what I was seeking him out to speak about; it no longer mattered. I just had to get out of there. I had to tell the teachers what I saw! He was forcing himself onto Stacy Lou!

Did I just witness a rape?

Who could I tell?
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Terror consumed me. I didn’t go straight to the faculty; instead, I went to my room and locked the door behind me. I sat on the floor, pulling my knees to my chest. I suppose I should mention that I’d never seen a naked man before. I’d never seen an erection. I’d never even seen pornography before, unless you count the pictures from the Playboy magazine that one of the girls found a couple years earlier, hidden in one of the school’s old closets (presumably owned by some custodian back in the 80s).

I was trembling all over. But it wasn’t the sight of the cock or the oral sex that had me shook; it was the tear rolling down Stacy Lou’s cheek. That poor girl looked so helpless…

And yes, I felt awful for her, even though we had never exactly been friends. In fact, I might even go so far to say that of all the girls in the entire school, Stacy Lou was the one that I loathed the most. She’d always been something like a thorn, pricking me at every given opportunity. I knew that I didn’t like her much the day that I met her, four years earlier, but back then, I didn’t have a good reason to despise her… then, in the tenth grade, I was called into the office. The school principal wanted to discuss a matter with me.

He showed me my math exam and demanded an explanation. I was terribly confused. Then, he showed me the test and put down the test key next to it. The test perfectly matched the key, down to every last detail—as close as possible without being a literal photocopy. But that wasn’t my test. I assured him that the test didn’t belong to me. Well, skip ahead two days (and lots of tears, and phone calls with my parents), and the staff found a copy of the test key in Stacy Lou’s locker, along with the same blue pen that was used to make the forgery.

Also, the handwriting turned out to be a perfect match with Stacy Lou’s handwriting.

What happened was, Stacy Lou made a copy and put my name on it. Then, after the test, she snuck into the math teacher’s office and swapped my test out for the forgery. It was a setup: an attempt to knock my grade back, to lower the class average, to steal the valedictorian throne.

She was suspended for two weeks. She had to spend another month in detention, and she spent the rest of the year assisting Mrs. Digby in the cafeteria for one hour, every day, after school: cleaning tables and preparing food for the following lunch.

Stacy Lou promised it wouldn’t happen again. She apologized to me, in tears, and then it seemed like she’d turned a new leaf… though I never quite forgave her for the incident. Those tears weren’t because she was sorry for what she’d done to be, but because she was sorry that she’d been caught.

But even though I didn’t like her character, that didn’t mean that I wanted her to be raped. She was still a human being. She still deserved to have a good life, free of trauma. Seeing Mr. Renner forcing himself on her… it didn’t exactly feel karmic.

It was 8:30 PM when there was a knock at my bedroom door. The hallways were quiet; some girls had already gone to sleep for the night. Some girls were awake and studying. But nobody was up and hanging out or chatting, even though such acts were still permissible until 9:30 PM. My heart fluttered as I approached the door. I was still in the process of reliving what I saw, over and over in my head.

Now, standing at my door, was the red-faced Stacy Lou. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” she whispered, looking left and right.

I let her into my room. My skin was tingling. My heart was racing. I locked the door and then I turned to face Stacy Lou. Now, she had her hands clasped down at her waist. The room became silent.

“Are you okay?” I finally asked, breaking that terrible silence.

“I’m fine,” she said. Then, she turned and looked up into my eyes. “Please tell me that you didn’t tell anyone what you saw.”

“No,” I said. “But we should tell the principal—or the dean. Or at least Miss Addison. We need to tell someone.”

“I don’t want this to become a big thing. It’s too… humiliating. Please, Rae. Just pretend like you didn’t see anything.”

“But Stacy—”

“—Please!” she snapped suddenly. I was stunned to see her firmness on the matter. Why wouldn’t she want to go to the teachers?

“He’ll do it again,” I insisted, “to someone else. If we go to Miss Addison, he’ll be removed from the school, and this won’t happen again.”

Stacy let a tear fall down from her eye. “I’d rather this just be kept quiet.”

“Stacy,” I said. “Be rational. Think about the other girls. We can’t have a predator living in the school with us! A male predator in an all-girls school! It’s not right!”

“Keep your voice down, for the love of God!” Stacy hushed, rushing up to me. She grabbed me by the wrists and stared into my eyes. “I’m begging you to be quiet about this. I’ll do anything, Rae. Just keep it a secret.”

“Stacy… I… I don’t think I can do that,” I said. “The man will do it again.”

She let another tear slip out. “I told him to do it,” she whispered. “And I’m eighteen; I’m an adult. I can make my own decisions. He had the day off, and I wasn’t in class. Nobody did anything wrong!”

But I could tell that she was lying. She was just saying it so that I wouldn’t squeal on Mr. Renner and turn her humiliating moment into a public affair. I could understand her not wanting people to know that she’d been abused… but I couldn’t understand her being okay with me thinking it was something consensual—and worse, that it was something she asked him to do to her.

No—she was lying to me, obviously. I saw the tears coming down from her eyes. I saw her weeping, and he just continued to force himself into her mouth. I knew that what I saw wasn’t correct or consensual. “It’s not worth it,” I said to Stacy Lou. “The man is a monster. I knew it from the moment that I saw him. You know it. He’s going to do this again and again, until someone puts an end to it.”

“If you tell anyone about what you saw,” she said. “I will insist that it was my own decision to engage with Mr. Renner.”

“Well even consensual engagement is certainly breaching his contract!” I gasped.

“Maybe so—but it’s my understanding that Mr. Renner is not under a particular contract, as a binding contract would make him part of the faculty, and there are strict rules against men being part of the faculty.” She turned her chin up and wiped away the tear from her cheek. Why was she so devoted to defending this man? “He’s being paid by the school’s investors under the table. Regardless, Mr. Renner’s obligations aren’t my business or yours. And what you saw—that definitely is none of your business, so please just keep silent on the issue… for me.”

She stared into my eyes, trying not to burst into tears. I had to bite hard on my tongue. I could only pray that Mr. Renner wouldn’t do it again. “Fine,” I said. “Have it your way, Stacy Lou. But when the man strikes again—and I’m sure that he will—I pray that it won’t weigh heavy on your conscience.”

She stared back at me, but said nothing else. She turned her chin up and went to the door. She looked back at me for one final moment, and then she left, apparently with nothing left to say.

And I would love to say that the tale of Mr. Renner ended there. For me, it was certainly over (or so I thought that it was). I wrote my letter that night: one copy for Mr. Renner, and one copy for Miss Addison, as a courtesy. The letter began like this: ‘I regret to inform you that I will not be pursuing a position on the school’s chess team as my extra-curricular commitments are too many at this point in time.’ I handed those letters in the next morning. Miss Addison shook her head and said nothing as she turned away from me, possibly trying to hide her tears of shame. I gave Mr. Renner’s letter to Wanda Friedman, and had her turn it in for me.

That afternoon, when I would have otherwise been at chess club, I went to the library to work on a book report for my English Literature college prep class. It was a study on Dostoyevsky’s Crime & Punishment, which I’d already ready twice before. Now, as I read the story, I couldn’t help but picture Mr. Renner in the shoes of Rodion Raskolnikov. Mr. Renner surely seemed like the type of man with the capacity to murder innocent women with an axe, and then find some sort of moral justification for the act.

I struggled to focus, knowing that Mr. Renner was walking free after what he’d done—and knowing that Stacy Lou was there with him, trapped for an hour every afternoon with her abuser… And would he abuse again?

I found out later that night that Mr. Renner had gone ahead and named Stacy Lou as the captain of the team. I couldn’t help but roll my eyes at first, knowing just how lousy she was at chess. The whole idea of our school having a team was comical to me… though it was hard to laugh knowing who was running the club.

I couldn’t help but think that Mr. Renner had given her the captain role just to keep her quiet. It was a hush-position. And maybe that’s why Stacy Lou allowed it. Maybe that’s why she didn’t want me squealing. Maybe she wasn’t lying to me when she said that it was consensual…

Now, I was confused. I had no idea what to believe—but I knew what I saw. It was playing over and over in my head. What I saw was simply not consensual… was it?

My heart raced as I contemplated the issue. I got very little done with my Crime & Punishment report.

I’ll briefly describe the next two weeks of my life at that school for you: dreadful. Miss Addison was frustrated with me, and that frustration didn’t go away. I wanted to tell her what I saw; I wanted to give her my reasons for leaving the chess club—especially when she told me that the school was likely going to favour Stacy Lou for valedictorian. A representative for Harvard even came to the school to chat with Stacy Lou, bringing the Harvard press along with him.

It was crushing. I felt like my morals were destroying me. Whatever scholarship she was getting was supposed to be mine. And once again, I found myself wondering if Stacy Lou was telling me the truth when she said that it was consensual between her and Mr. Renner. Maybe she didn’t want me to squeal because she knew she needed that position on the chess team to bolster her academic resume. If I got Mr. Renner fired, her captaincy would come to a swift end.

Or maybe it was a deal: she lets him use her sexually and she receives the role of captain…

Even if that was the deal that they made, it was still sexual abuse; Mr. Renner was still using her for his own sexual satisfaction.

Miss Addison was disappointed in me, but she still had hopes that I would come to my senses and rejoin the chess team. She forced me to join her at the school’s first tournament, which was an hour drive in Miss Addison’s little black SUV. It was a quiet drive; she didn’t want to talk to me, still furious with me for crushing her dreams of seeing me as the chess team captain.

The chess tournament was painfully boring. We sat on folding chairs in a large gymnasium. The games weren’t being shown on screens, so we basically just sat there for four hours, watching boys and girls as they fiddled with pieces on a board and smacked timers. Mr. Renner was there, marching up and down the aisles, grinning, watching his girls. He would occasionally put his hands on their shoulders, making me recoil as if he was touching me.

Miss Addison seemed perfectly happy watching the games, even though we couldn’t even see what was happening in the games. We would just occasionally see the players shaking hands, as we had to use our best judgement of body language to try to determine who had won.

Mr. Renner’s team was playing well. It seemed like the girls were winning most of their games… maybe even all of them. There were three other schools at that tournament: two all-boy schools and a public school from the city. At the end of the four hours, our school was declared the winning team, and the results were posted on a piece of standard-sized printer paper on the wall. We had to wait fifteen minutes to get a chance to see the results.

The top five positions were all held by our girls, with Stacy Lou at the very top. “Well done, girls!” Miss Addison cheered before the girls got onto the school’s private bus to return to the campus. I stood at a distance, not wanting to get too close to Mr. Renner. “And Mr. Renner! You truly are a man of miracles!”

They chatted for another boring fifteen minutes. The sun was beginning to set and there was still an hour-drive ahead of us: another day wasted to the tedious game of chess…

Mr. Renner finally looked up at me and called me up to him, but I didn’t move. I kept my distance.

“It would be great to have you try out again,” he said to me. “It’s not too late to join the team.”

I watched as Karen Smith’s face turned pale. A competitive team could only have five players, and Karen had placed fifth at that tournament. If I succeeded in joining the team, she would be bumped. She was the only girl to lose a game (in fact, she lost two). She was, by far, the team’s weakest link. And I hate to say it, but it was no surprise; Karen was one of those students who was very good in gym class but not so remarkable with her academics. She was a woefully average student, constantly studying just to achieve a B-minus.

“I’m very okay, Mr. Renner,” I said.

Miss Addison spun to face me, eyes wide. “It’s something to consider, Ms. Stone!” she said. “You would certainly benefit from it.” Her eyes beamed with intensity, as if she was once again dangling that valedictorian status over my head.

And maybe I was considering it just a little bit. Maybe it would have looked good to win a competition or two…

“Miss Stone will spend the night considering the offer, Mr. Renner,” said Miss Addison, on my behalf. She eyed me with a glare.

“There’s a competition on the weekend. It’s possible to get you tournament ready, but it will require a good deal of one-on-one time.”

I shuddered. I noticed Stacy Lou turning to look away from me, reddening in the cheeks, because she knew what Mr. Renner meant. And was he actually suggesting that I make myself available to him sexually?

Miss Addison spent the whole drive home trying to convince me that it was the right thing to do. “Swallow your pride, Miss Stone,” she said to me. “This is about your future, not about some aversion to activities that you find to be lame.”

So, against my better judgement, I decided to show up for a tryout. I sat through the whole hour-long practise, and then I had to stay for an hour-long tryout, which consisted of me playing against Mr. Renner.

In the first game, he employed a curious strategy, which took me by surprise. Mr. Renner was fiercely focused, trying to prove to me that he was better than me, and that my earlier victory was just a sort of fluke. Then, he did it again: an aggressive strategy to defeat me, to prove again that he was superior to me. This time, he played an intensely defensive game with fast moves, forcing me to chip away at his pawn structure by making careful sacrifices; but he wasn’t trying to take my king; he was just trying to run down the clock while saving as much of his own time as possible—and it worked. I lost on time, even though I was up a rook and a knight.

“Is that how you won your tournaments, Mr. Renner?” I asked. “By playing down the clock?”

“A victory is a victory, no matter how it’s achieved,” he growled at me. “And no, I didn’t simply run down the clock in every game. I feel inclined to remind you, Ms. Stone, that I was a world champion more than once.”

“World Junior champion,” I corrected. “Or am I mistaken?”

He turned dark red. “I’m a grandmaster, Mr. Stone. I know that means very little to you, but many people—very bright people—spend their lives trying to obtain a similar status.”

“That’s very impressive, Mr. Renner,” I said, trying not to roll my eyes.

At times, I felt like I was holding back, letting him beat me so that he wouldn’t throw one of his little fits. I didn’t want him squealing to Miss Addison again… assuming that was him. “I presume you’re waiting for an apology,” I said as he set up the board for the eighth game in a row.

“An apology?” he said. “An apology for what?”

He really wanted me to say it, to acknowledge my supposed wrongdoing. “It’s my understanding that I made a comment that didn’t sit so well with you.” I wasn’t going to apologize; my sensibilities couldn’t stand the idea of grovelling to a possible rapist.

“I don’t know what you’re referring to, Ms. Stone, but I assure you that I’m not waiting for an apology.”

“Then why are we playing again? Haven’t you seen enough? Or do you want to beat me ten times in a row to prove something to me?”

“I’m simply evaluating your skill level,” he said with a small grin.

“Your a grandmaster, Mr. Renner,” I said.

“You can call me Felix.”

“I’ll call you Mr. Renner,” I scolded. “And you have enough experience with this game to know what my skill level is. You have enough information to make your consensus, Mr. Renner, and I have homework that needs to be completed before the morning. So, please, let this be our final game of the evening.”

“I’m not sure what it is that I’ve done to make you dislike me, Rae.” He was looking into my eyes.

“To me, you’ve done nothing,” I said.

“So is the distaste simply arbitrary?”

“Nothing is truly arbitrary,” I said.

“So you admit to there being distaste.”

“You’re rather obsessed with the perception of others, Mr. Renner,” I said, making my first move. Now, I was determined to copy one of his own strategies, to see how he would go about defending it.

“Everyone cares about how they’re perceived,” Mr. Renner said. “If they tell you otherwise, they’re lying. I wouldn’t say I’m any more concerned than the average person.”

“Is that really what you believe, Mr. Renner?”

“Why do you refuse to call me by my first name?”

“I don’t think it’s appropriate,” I said, continuing to copy his strategy. Now, he wasn’t seeming to react to the strategy at all, just going ahead with what seemed like the plan of running down the clock. Was he trying to force me to play his game? I stuck to that strategy, even though I felt like I needed to change course to adapt to his heavy defensive game. Like he said to me when I first met him: it’s better to have a plan than no plan, even if it’s a bad plan… or something to that effect.

“Ms. Stone, I really don’t know what I did to make you frustrated with me, but I assure you that I’m a good person, and I think if you would give me a chance, I could prove it to you.”

I bit my tongue. I wanted to scream at him. I wanted to tell him what I’d seen, but I knew better than to lash out. I knew he would deny my claims, and maybe he would even invent claims to hurt me.

“You shouldn’t leave your queen so exposed,” he said, breaking his pawn structure to take my queen. I was shocked; he opened up a perfect line for me to move a bishop in.

“Checkmate,” I said.

He froze, staring at the board. He stuttered and then shook his head. “Hold on a moment,” he said softly. “Did you just… You copied my own strategy from two games ago.”

“Yes,” I said bluntly.

“How… How did I not notice? You copied it move for move.”

“Yes.”

“My God, Rae, you really are something like a genius.”

“So am I on the team or what?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said. “I would be foolish not to put you on the team. I should even make you c—” He didn’t finish that thought. “I mean—a spot on the team for sure. I’ll have it arranged. And, uh, I’ll see you back here again tomorrow. We will practise our openings for the tournament this weekend.”

I tried hard not to groan, biting my tongue so that he wouldn’t be any more frustrated with me. “Goodbye, Mr. Renner.”

I was surprised that he accepted the defeat; he didn’t try to pretend like he lost intentionally. He accepted the humiliation of losing to a beginner… and for a moment, I thought that he was possibly turning a new leaf.

Then, the I heard the news the next morning, making me realize he hadn’t changed at all.
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Ioverheard two girls talking, and the conversation started something like this, “I saw Mr. Renner with Karen last night.”

“What do you mean?” the other girl asked.

“I went to pick up a chess board. Miss Addison told me that there were spares that I could borrow, so I could practise in my room. The door was locked, but the light was on. I was just about to knock, and then I looked in and saw them together.”

“What do you mean by together?”

“What do you think that I mean?” the accuser hushed. The conversation was quiet, and it was supposed to be private, between the two of them—but I’d always had tremendous hearing. I focussed hard. I couldn’t hear every word, but I heard enough to piece together the accusation.

“He had her bent over. She was covering her face—maybe crying… and he was going at her… you know… penetrating her.”

“Sex!?”

“Yes,” the accuser hushed, looking around to ensure nobody heard. I looked away and did my best to act casual. “I’m not so sure that it was fully… consensual,” the accuser added with a faint whisper. “I think Karen was crying.”

“He raped her!?”

“I can’t say for sure. But it looked that way.”

“This is crazy,” said the friend, shaking her head in disbelief. “You can’t seriously be suggesting what I think you’re suggesting. It’s just… impossible!”

And I had to pipe up. “I saw him with another girl,” I said, sliding into their conversation.

“What!?” they both gasped.

I nodded my head.

“Who?”

I froze for a moment. “I—I don’t know who. I didn’t see her face. But he was forcing himself on her… orally.”

“He was going down on her?”

“No, no—the other way around,” I said.

“An accusation this serious requires proof,” said the girl who was determined to maintain some innocence until proven guilty.

“I just know what I saw,” I said.

“And I know what I saw,” said the accuser.

I probably shouldn’t have chimed in. It wasn’t long before girls started coming up to me, asking, “Did you really see Mr. Renner forcing a girl to give him head?”

I turned pale, realizing that accusation would likely reach the ears of Mr. Renner, and the ears of Miss Addison. Soon, I would be known as the girl who pointed her finger at Mr. Renner, and I would have no way to prove my accusation. Thankfully, there was that other accusation, by Bianca Stilanno; everyone had heard both accusations, so I didn’t sound quite so insane—and Bianca’s story was much more graphic than mine. In her story, Mr. Renner was taking a girl hard from behind while she wept… and she named the victim; I kept Stacy Lou’s identity safe.

And to add some validity to our statements, that evening, Mr. Renner announced that I was officially on the chess team as the alternate-captain… but Karen Smith wasn’t the one losing her spot. Instead, Georgia Frederic was cut. She was shocked. “But I finished third at the tournament!” she gasped.

“My decision wasn’t strictly based on tournament results,” Mr. Renner insisted; he still had no idea there were rumours going around.

“But… But I haven’t been the worst on the team—not in practise, not in tournaments… this isn’t fair!”

Mr. Renner was looking guilty, red in the cheeks, but he stood his ground. “I came to the decision with the help from your teachers as well,” he said. “I haven’t been here long enough to know any of you too well, so I had some of your teachers assist me in making my decision. Chess is largely a game of character, so I had to consider that just as much as skill level.”

“Are you saying I have a poor character?” Bianca said, stunned.

“Nobody is saying that.”

He truly didn’t have a decent excuse. Many of us knew the truth: he used Karen’s desperation to his advantage. He knew she wanted to keep her spot on the team, so he made her pay for it with sex. He did the same thing to Stacy Lou when he found out how badly she wanted to be captain. And he would probably do it again and again, just as I predicted.

“He can’t get away with this!” Bianca growled that night when someone told her the rumours. “I lost my spot to a slut!?”

When Karen heard the rumours, she broke down crying. “He asked me to go and see him last night. He didn’t say why. Then… he told me I had to do it to keep my spot.”

“Do what?” said Bianca, clenching her hands into tight fists. “Fuck him?”

She sobbed and wiped her eyes. “We need to get this man fired—now,” Bianca roared.

“No!” Karen said, rushing over and grabbing onto Bianca’s arms, as if she was determined to hold her back physically from telling the teachers about the injustice. “Please—if the team dissolves, then I did that for nothing! I can hardly live with myself as it is!”

“Did he force himself on you, or was it voluntary?” one of the girls asked Karen, then the room turned silent as everyone waited for an answer.

But it was Stacy Lou who piped up. She was red with rage. “How can you ask her that!? Even if he didn’t physically pin her down and rape her—does that mean it was voluntary? That’s like saying black people chose to be slaves because they never tried to run away! It’s nonsense!”

“What a lousy metaphor!” one of the girls groaned.

But Stacy Lou ignored the jab. “This is Karen’s business; if she wants to go forward with what happened, it should be up to her. Otherwise, this shouldn’t be our business.”

“Easy for you to say,” Bianca hissed. “You get to be the team captain. You benefit from the team continuing to operate. Meanwhile, I’m just pushed off the team because I’m not as loose as Karen Smith!”

This fight went on for some time, until a teacher overheard the shouting and came to see what was going on. Then, we all went silent. Nobody mentioned a word of what the fight was about, so we were all instructed to return to our rooms.

The matter would remain unresolved. And amazingly, that news didn’t reach the ears of the teachers or Mr. Renner.

I competed in my first tournament, which wasn’t easy with Mr. Renner hovering over my shoulder, watching my every move, even though there were four other girls competing—including his team’s captain.

My first five opponents were hilariously lousy. I’m not sure how they ended up on competitive teams. I beat one of them in just six moves, which I didn’t know was possible. Mr. Renner explained that a mate could come in as few as four moves.

I won every single game. The later games were tougher than the earlier ones—but winning was still relatively simple. Whenever I faced an opponent who seemed to be able to think a few moves ahead, it was simple enough to employ Mr. Renner’s strategy of playing hard defence, moving fast, and winning by running down the opponent’s clock.

I saw Mr. Renner grinning when I won my first game on time, as if he was quietly taking credit for my victory. He gave me a pat on the back, sending a cold shiver down my spine. Then, at the end of that first day of play, he came to me and said, “Maybe you can come to my hotel room tonight and we can discuss strategies for tomorrow.”

I thought about what happened to Stacy Lou and Karen Smith. I didn’t want to find myself in their position. If Mr. Renner tried to touch me, I would certainly ensure that he was punished. No man could do that to me!

“I’m actually very tired,” I said.

“It’s very important,” he said suddenly. “I think we should chat for a few minutes, in private.”

I tried to find an excuse, but he was determined to make that conversation a reality. So a few hours later, there I was, at his hotel room door. He ushered me in. He closed the door behind me. I smelled whiskey on his breath and saw that he’d been picking through the hotel room’s minibar. “Sit down,” he said.

“I’d prefer to stand,” I said.

“You’re making me uncomfortable,” he said with a narrowed gaze.

“That’s unfortunate, Mr. Renner,” I said, without moving.

“So, I see your opinion on me hasn’t budged,” he said.

“Is that what you wanted to talk about?” I asked.

“I wanted to talk about strategies for tomorrow,” he said. “But I can’t possibly focus with your attitude. Your hatred for me is… distracting.”

“It’s in your head,” I lied.

“You’re a smart girl,” he said. “But you aren’t the sharpest liar. You hate me, and I’ve tried to conjure up some reasons. I haven’t thought of many, but I did think of one. Miss Stone, did you happen to come to my room a few weeks ago?”

My heart fluttered. “Not that I can remember,” I said.

“A lie is a lie, even if it’s made with good intentions.”

“And a crime is a crime, even with good intentions.”

“Do you, by chance, like Dostoyevsky, Ms. Stone?”

“Did you ask me to come here to chat about Russian literature?”

“Of course not,” he said. “But you’re making a very serious accusation right now, so I can only assume that you were indeed at my room, as I know that somebody was, though I didn’t manage to identify said somebody.”

My heart was now falling into the pit of my stomach.

“And I suppose I just wanted to bring you here to clear that all up. What you saw… What I presume you saw… that was an error in my own judgement. I assure you that there was no crime—and that, I can swear on the cross; and I should mention that I am a devout christian.”

“If I was there that day—and I’m not saying that I was—and I saw what I saw… We can accuse each other of lying, Mr. Renner, but my eyeballs do not lie to my brain; of that, I am certain.”

“But perhaps your innocent sensibilities forced you to perceive a certain visual in a certain way.”

“And wouldn’t that be convenient for you?” I growled.

“Are you a virgin, Miss Stone?”

I gasped.

“It’s a simple question,” he said. “A question to which I already know the answer based on your own perception of my apparent misdeeds. What you saw, Ms. Stone, was nothing more than a consensual act between two adults. The only ‘crime’ that I committed was surrendering to advances during a moment of particular vulnerability.”

“Advances!?” I said. “I don’t suppose you’re suggesting that you surrendered to your own advances, Mr. Renner.”

“Of course not, Ms. Stone. You know exactly what I mean.”

“Are you calling Stacy Lou a whore?”

“In retrospect,” he said, and then he carefully considered his next words, “an opportunist.”

“Mr. Renner, I didn’t expect much from you when I met you, but I certainly expected more than this. Consensual or not—and I sure hope that it’s the former for your sake—I think that you are a most detestable man.”

“On the contrary, Ms. Stone, I am just a man—and your lack of exposure to such creatures seems to have allowed your imagination to form certain expectations. As it happens, I’m hardly even two years your senior. I have the same desires, fantasies, hormones, what. have you, that every man has. I acted in poor judgement and I’m dealing with the consequences in my own way—despite doing no wrong both legally and contractually.”

“Oh please,” I said. “You and I both know that you have no contract.”

“Not a written one—of that, you’re correct. But I have certain moral obligations.”

“And are you insinuating you’ve not been in breach of your moral obligations?”

“I don’t believe so,” he said. “My only moral obligation is to create and shepherd the best possible team of chess players to appease your school’s investors.”

“Do you really believe that that’s your only moral obligation, Mr. Renner?”

Suddenly, he grinned. He stood there, staring at me, looking like he was about to tell me a joke. Was this funny to him?

“If you’d like me to prove to you that you’ve done something wrong morally, I will gladly inform Miss Addison of what I saw in your room,” I went on. “And then you will discover the full extent of your expectations.”

“Don’t be so dramatic,” he said, waving me off.

“It’s already suspicious enough that Stacy Lou is the captain of this team.”

He paused for a moment. “Why is that suspicious? She was the best player when I was timed with choosing a captain.”

“And is she still?” I asked.

“No,” he said bluntly. “But the decision was already made. What’s done is done, Miss Stone. You can prove your worth tomorrow, at the end of the day, when you will almost certainly be playing her in the final.”

“And will it embarrass you when I beat her?” I asked.

“Of course not. Don’t be silly. In fact, I’ll be cheering for you.”

“Excuse me? For what reason will you be cheering for me over your own captain?”

“I suppose I’m quite fond of the way you play. There’s something that I like about your feistiness. I guess I could say that I rather like you, Miss Stone, even if you think I’m some sort of demon from the depths of hell. I find you… intriguing.”

“Please, Mr. Renner. If you really are going to be cheering for me, it will just be in defence of your own ego. I’ve beaten you and Stacy Lou hasn’t.”

“It’s true,” he said. “I suppose that may be part of it, but nevertheless, I want you to win tomorrow. And as for what you saw, if I may loop back to that topic for one quick moment—I assure you that it’s something that won’t happen again.”

“And what about Karen Smith?” I asked.

His face turned pale. “What about her?” he asked.

“I noticed that she’s on the team still, and Bianca isn’t.”

“I explained that to the group; it was a discussion I had with your teachers, and there were concerns about Bianca’s character.”

“Do you really expect me to believe that, Mr. Renner?”

He stared into my eyes with that dark look, grin now gone… until a moment later, when he let that smirk slip again. “And there it is again, Ms. Stone: the reason I find myself to be so fond of you; you are a feisty one.”

“And you’re a lucky one,” I said, rolling my eyes. I turned to the door.

“I can’t say that I know what you mean by that,” he said.

“You do, you just aren’t sure what I may know about you, Mr. Renner. Well, I assure you that I know more than you realize.”

I left his room without saying a word more.
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The detestable Mr. Renner stood over my shoulder the entire next day, watching my every move as I defeated opponent after opponent, stamping a spot in the final, as predicted, against Stacy Lou. It wasn’t much of a final though. I immediately recognized her strategy: one that Mr. Renner had us repeat over and over during practice. It was painfully predictable, so I was fast to set myself up for an easy win. I waited until she made a single slip, and then I pounced, defeating her with a checkmate just three moves later.

Mr. Renner surprised me with a big hug. It was awkward, feeling him squeezing me tightly against him. It was worse knowing that my teammates were watching, whispering behind my back, and maybe even speculating that I’d slept with Mr. Renner.

So I made sure to say, “I loathe that creep so much,” when I was in a room with my teammates.

“I heard he slept with another girl,” said Lois Greene.

“Slept with, or raped?” asked Trisha Peet.

The girls all knew about Mr. Renner’s transgressions. But the story seemed to have evolved since I first heard it. Now, I was hearing that Karen had been tied to a table, bound by the wrists. And then a girl asked me if it was true that Mr. Renner was holding a knife when he pinned the girl I saw (Stacy Lou, whose identity was still a secret) to the ground and rammed his shaft down his throat. I felt strange, almost like I was defending Mr. Renner when I said, “It wasn’t like that at all.” I overheard rumours that the girl I saw was bleeding when Mr. Renner abused her, that she fell limp into a puddle of her own tears. “It wasn’t that bad,” I said, and I couldn’t believe that I was saying it.

Yes, Mr. Renner had done something truly awful—despicable, even… but he hadn’t committed a crime from any of the real evidence that was circulating.

My God, was I defending an abuser of women?

They continued to discuss the matter, speculating, letting those stories evolve into truly dark tales of a truly despicable man.

The newest rumours were about a girl who wasn’t on the chess team, and they didn’t sound quite so believable. Supposedly, Trisha had been seen blindfolded and tied down. Mr. Renner inserted himself into her rectum, after spending ten minutes or so inserting various objects into her various holes. “Who saw this?” I asked.

The girls looked at me with a scowl, as if I was encouraging him by giving him the benefit of the doubt. “A good source,” said Lois Greene. And a part of me wondered if she was making it up.

“Rae,” said Trisha, looking into my eyes. “Have you, by chance, spent much time alone with Mr. Renner?”

“Is this some sort of accusation?” I asked, biting my tongue.

“It’s simply a question. He seems rather fond of you.”

“I resent whatever you’re implying, Trisha,” I said.

“Trisha,” said Stacy Lou, shaking her head. “Don’t be so vulgar.”

“Vulgar? What vulgar things have I said?”

“You know exactly what you’re saying.”

I was surprised that Stacy Lou was coming to my defence… but at the same time, it was almost like she was coming to her own defence, having been with Mr. Renner. And now, I started to feel increasingly convinced that Stacy Lou was telling me the truth when she said that their engagement was consensual, which made me think that the engagement between Mr. Renner and Karen was also consensual. And perhaps this third engagement, if it was even real, was also consensual. But did that make it correct? Of course not… but the man still deserved to be treated like a law-abiding citizen, as he’d broken no laws.

The girls fought. I fought with them whenever they insinuated that Mr. Renner only gave me attention because I’d offered myself to him sexually. This went on for twenty minutes. Stacy Lou came to my aid again by saying, “Mr. Renner is giving her attention because she’s, by far, the best player on the team.” I was once again shocked into silence, but then soon brought back into the fight when Trisha suggested the possibility that I was only the best because I was getting one-on-one time with Mr. Renner, which I was paying for with my body.

Finally, one of the girls growled a new idea. “We should report him to the dean and end this nonsense once and for all. We can have a chess team without Mr. Renner.”

“I agree,” Trisha declared.

Karen, who was now in the room, looked uneasy: the same look that was on Stacy Lou’s face. The two girls had gone to great lengths to get into Mr. Renner’s good books, so reporting him wasn’t in their best interest.

An argument ensued over what should be done about the womanizing chess coach. The room became divided: Stacy Lou and Karen wanted to maintain the status quo, Trisha and Lois wanted to report Mr. Renner to the faculty. I was in the middle, not sure what to do. And soon, it came down to a vote: a democratic solution to an issue that seemed to have no end in sight. “Break the tie, Rae,” said Stacy Lou, eyeing me intensely, trying to sway me to her position.

But I certainly did side more with Lois and Trisha. Mr. Renner did not belong in an all-girl school if he couldn’t control his urges—or if the girls couldn’t control theirs. “I—I just…” I said.

“What will it be!?” Lois barked.

I would have sided with Lois and Trisha had they not been so rude to me earlier. But I couldn’t stand the idea of siding with keeping Mr. Renner around. “I don’t know!” I said. “We… We need to think of another solution.”

The next day was a quiet one. Girls whispered and let those stories grow and evolve. Now, I was wrapped up in the rumors; girls were suggesting that I’d been involved intimately with Mr. Renner. I was furious when I heard the evolving stories: stories of me spending the night in his room, stories of me giving him ‘daily hand jobs’. It was all gross and unjust.

And then, I started hearing new whisperings: an idea that was floating around and gaining steam, growing in popularity, making the girls grin and giggle. “What is it?” I asked, approaching two girls who were snickering in a corner; I just knew that they were discussing the Mr. Renner matter.

“Lois and her friends are going to feminize Mr. Renner,” I was told. The girls giggled, and I had no idea what they were on about, so I went to find Lois. I had to wait for her biology class to end before I could pull her aside.

“What is this I’m hearing about feminizing Mr. Renner?”

“It’s what we’re going to do,” she said, turning up her chin. “Since you won’t agree to us having him removed from the school, then we will punish him in our own way, with the tools we have available to us. The plan is already in motion, Rae, so don’t think of talking us out of this.”

I was speechless, confused. I stuttered and shook my head. “Feminize?” I said. “What does that even mean?”
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Of course I knew what the word ‘feminize’ meant; it doesn’t take an English major to understand it… but I wasn’t sure what exactly their plan was to ‘feminize’ Mr. Renner. I told Lois that I wanted nothing to do with it. “You’re going to get yourselves into trouble, just months before graduation,” I said. “It’s a reckless idea and it’s not worth whatever laugh you’re getting out of it.”

“Oh, poo!” she said to me. “If you want no part of it, so be it. But please don’t think of ratting us out before ratting out Mr. Renner. If you think that we’re somehow worse than him, then my judgement of you has been completely wrong.”

I rolled my eyes and tried to go on with my life. I was back into the running for valedictorian, and that’s where I wanted to stay. I didn’t need some controversy tarnishing my perfect transcript.

So I tried not to get myself involved. I didn’t even want to know what the girls were doing, so that when the faculty’s investigation started, I could honestly say, “I don’t know a thing.” That would have been the ideal world.

But the situation was far from ideal. It wasn’t long before curiosity just got the best of me. Each night, the girls would meet to discuss their plan. I would hear giggling. They would stay up late—until teachers came by to tell them to go to sleep. Then came the mall excursion; I went along on that trip, but the girls were there with a plan. They scurried off to gather the resources they needed to conduct their plan. I tried to ignore them, but it was hard to ignore when Trisha snuck away from the chaperone and went into the lingerie shop. I was there when she showed Stacy Lou her haul: sheer slips and lacy teddies. “He’ll look cute in that,” giggled Stacy Lou.

And yes, both Stacy Lou and Karen were in on the plan, as if joining their foes would somehow absolve them of their sins.

The plan seemed intricate, and it was a week later, during one of their meetings, that I decided to find out a little more, to see if this was actually some serious thing.

They were in Trisha’s room, chatting, with Stacy Lou standing at the door, on the lookout for spies. She eyed me and narrowed her gaze. “Need something, Rae?” she said.

“I was just going to see if Trisha had finished her piece of the French assignment,” I said.

“She’s busy right now.” She was acting like some mafia receptionist… or maybe like a bouncer for some illegal drug-dealer club.

“Give me a break, Stacy,” I said. “I just need to ask her a single question.”

“Fine,” Stacy Lou said. “But just let me ask first.”

Stacy Lou slipped into the room, leaving me in the hallway. I suddenly felt left out, like I’d lost friends. I didn’t want to be part of their crazy scheme… but I did want to feel like I was being included. I didn’t them to think that I was some sort of loser.

Stacy Lou came out. “Okay,” she said. “They trust you. Just be quick.”

I rolled my eyes and went into the room, slipping through the narrow opening she made for me. And that’s when I saw Trisha dressed in lingerie, with her makeup dark and… well, slutty. I froze. Her nipples were visible through that sheer garment. “You want to see my piece for the French assignment?” she asked.

“W—Why are you dressed like that?” I asked, voice cracking.

“She’s the same size as Mr. Renner,” said Karen. “It’s an outfit test.”

“Why, Rae? Like what you see?” Trisha giggled, and I blushed. I should remind you at this point that I did happen to have lesbian tendencies, and I’d never seen a girl clad in lingerie before, outside of that dirty magazine the girls found years earlier.

I stuttered again. “Are you seriously going to make Mr. Renner wear that?” I said. “He’ll never put that on.”

“Oh please, Rae—mind your business. He’ll do whatever we want him to do.”

“And why would he do that?”

“If you think we’re just going to get you caught up with two weeks of hard work, you’re out of your mind,” Trisha said, waving me off. It was hard to keep my eyes off of her nipples. It was hard to keep my eyes off of her curvy, young, tight body. Her skin seemed to glow. Her big eyelashes looked even fuller, her eyes looked bigger, her lips looked plumper.

“Just give me the French report so I can finish mine,” I said, reaching out my hand. I didn’t see the point of what they were doing. I couldn’t understand why they needed to dress Trisha up in lingerie to better know what they would do to Mr. Renner… and maybe I didn’t want to know anymore than I already knew.

So I left. But that image stayed with me. I didn’t know girls could look like… that. I didn’t know that Trisha was so pretty; I know that sounds cruel. I’m not saying that she was an ugly girl… but I had no idea she looked like that.

I went to take a cold shower, and it’s not so womanly of me to admit, but I may have touched myself while the water ran down my body. I may have pressed my fingers against my clit and rubbed with the image of Trisha in my mind. I may have made myself have one small, little orgasm—it happened fast. It happened so fast that it probably would have happened without me touching myself; the thought alone made me tingle enough.

Okay, okay, I’ve humiliated myself enough by admitting to lustful feelings, which were strictly forbidden within the walls of that school. I dealt with that little issue in my way and I did my best to sleep those feelings off.

Then, during lunchtime the next day, I overheard them talking about moving ahead with the first portion of their little plan. They gathered together around a piece of paper. Words were written upon in, but I couldn’t see what they wrote. The envelope was sealed and handed to one of the girls. Now, twelve girls in total were in on the operation. The meekest of the group, Nora Cassidy, was tasked with delivering that letter. She slipped away during class, saying she had to use the bathroom, and she went to slip that letter underneath Mr. Renner’s door.

“Now we wait,” one of the girls whispered.

Mr. Renner didn’t get that note until later that night. It was the next day that I saw the changing of his disposition. He was pale all over, with bags under his eyes: sleepless, broken… When it came time for practise, he kept stuttering. He kept gulping. He kept losing track of his thoughts. I could only assume that the letter contained some form of blackmail—something along the lines of: ‘Be present for your feminization, or face the consequences of your actions.’

His lesson was lacklustre. He sat down with me to show me a strategy that he was sure was almost unbeatable outside of the grandmaster realm. But I destroyed him quite quickly, and could only assume that he’d done something wrong. He sat there for a moment, stunned, and then he shook his head. “I—I’m sorry, I messed that up. I suppose my head isn’t quite screwed on correctly today.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I think I understood the idea behind what you were trying to do.”

His mind was really elsewhere, mentally rereading that note over and over. It really had him shook.

And later that night, the girls all gathered in Trisha’s room. I heard them giggling. I crept over to hear what they were saying. “Is the blush too much?” asked one of the girls.

“Make yourself as pretty as possible,” said Trisha. “The last thing we want is for him to be prettier than us!”

I listened for a few minutes as they discussed their own appearances. They were getting ready, as if there was a school dance, or a formal outing in town… but curfew was only twenty minutes away. So what were they preparing for?

I went to my room and waited. I heard the teacher doing her rounds, ensuring our lights were out. Then, ten minutes later, I heard the creaking of doors as girls emerged to gather in secret, to go off and enact their evil plan.

Or maybe it wasn’t so evil; maybe it was exactly what Mr. Renner deserved.
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Iwaited a few minutes before slipping out of the room myself. My heart was pounding with intense curiosity. I had to know what was happening. I had to know, even though I knew it was simply better if I had no idea. I wasn’t a good liar, and I didn’t want to have to lie when the faculty began to ask questions.

The hallways were dark. There were a few dimmed lights on in that hallway, leading to the bathrooms. We were allowed to go to the bathroom in the night… but beyond the pale light of the residential halls, the school was black. I didn’t bring a flashlight with me, so I had to give my eyes a moment to adjust. It would have been fastest to move through the middle of the school: through the newer addition along the backside, but without light, it was too awkward. I had to move along the hallways of the old residence, along the stone floor, next to the huge antique windows that let faint moonlight glitter across the floor.

My bare feet pattered against the floor.

I had no idea where I was headed. I had no trace to follow. My first presumption was that they were in Mr. Renner’s room, so that’s where I went, crossing over to the residential building: bare feet in the dewy, cold grass. The back door, as usual, was unlocked. I went through the labyrinth of hallways, but his room was dark.

I stopped to think.

Two floors down was his classroom where the chess boards were set up. That’s where I went next, taking my time so that I wouldn’t make any noise. I knew that the school employed two security guards who roamed the hallways of the buildings at night, occasionally heading outside to walk around the campus. I didn’t want to be caught, but the campus was so big that I knew a chance encounter was unlikely.

The chess room was empty as well. Where could they all be?

I stopped to think. For a moment, I had a flash of sense. “Go back to your room,” I whispered to myself. But I just wasn’t able to talk any sense into myself. I kept looking for them, going to the places where they just might be. I searched hallway after hallway. Now, my eyes were adjusted to the dark. I was moving quickly, light on my feet. I knew this was time sensitive. I knew they wouldn’t spend the whole night with him.

Then, I remembered the library. All of the girls knew that the library was the go-to place to get away from teachers, where we could have the utmost privacy, up on that top floor.

It took ten minutes to get there, slipping in through the back door. I moved to the stairs and pushed open the door. Then, I heard whispers up above. Bingo! I’d found them.

But how could I get closer?

I paused at the bottom of the steps. I heard doors closing. Then, it was silent. I crept up, one step at a time. As I passed the second floor, I heard a girl whisper my name. “What are you doing here?” she said, and I spun around, gasping.

Standing in a dark nook was Bianca, now pushing back her blonde bob away from her eyes. “You’re not supposed to be here right now,” she continued.

“I—I had to see what was happening. What are you doing?”

“I’m on watch,” she said, and then she flashed the walkie-talkie to me. It was a cheap one from a toy store, but I’m sure it did the job. They had this whole operation nailed down. “Don’t go up there, Rae. You were smart to stay out of this.” Her whisper was so quiet; I could barely hear her.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

“Honestly, this whole thing has gotten so out of control,” she said. “It started as a joke to get Mr. Renner to wear panties. Now… well… it’s so much more than that. You should just go back to your room and stay out of this.”

I couldn’t tell if she was being serious, or if she was just trying to convince me to leave, to stay out of their business in the most diplomatic way possible.

“What’s happening to him?” I asked. “Is he up there?”

She nodded her head. “He’s up there,” she said.

I took a step up, then she grabbed my wrist. “Are you insane?” she asked.

“What?”

“The girls are wearing masks,” she said. “If he identifies you, you’re in serious trouble, Rae.”

“Masks?” I said.

She showed me her mask that she would wear if she went up. “If you really want to go up there and peek in, take mine.” It was a fox mask with red eyes—looking like some traditional Japanese mask (I’d seen pictures of masks like that before). Then, once I had the mask on, she advised me to tie my hair into a tight bun, so that my hair wouldn’t give away my identity.

I must say that my heart was pounding. I really had no idea what I was going to see. “Just be fast, if your really insist on going up there,” she said.

I took a deep breath. I had my hair tied up. My curiosity was insatiable.

“I won’t tell anyone you were here,” she said. “And don’t speak. We’ve all agreed to stay quiet, so our voices don’t give us away.”

I could feel myself sweating under that fox mask. I took another deep breath. I looked up. Then, I started to ascend.

Standing at the top door was a girl in an identical fox mask. I couldn’t tell who I was looking at. She nodded at me, motioning for me to do something. Did she want me to raise my mask? I just stood there, covering my arms, as I had dark freckles that might expose me—though it was hard to see much in that dark stairwell.

After a moment, she turned to the door and cracked it open for me. She motioned her head towards the opening, telling me to go inside.

I took one step in. Now, I could hear giggling, but not much else—until I heard his voice. “Please,” he said. “I deserve a chance to explain myself.”

Nobody replied to the voice. I looked around. I couldn’t see them, but I could see their shadows against the wall of pale moonlight. I inched up, towards the bend. Now, I could see one of their backs, dressed in the matching school-issued pyjamas: the same thing I was wearing. I could see the strap around her blonde head, hair tied into a tight bun. It was hard to know who I was seeing, even with that blonde giveaway. On her face was the same fox mask, and it was on the faces of the other girls too. They stood in a semi-circle around a nervous-looking Mr. Renner, who was now clad in a silly-looking satin romper, with a little sheer skirt and sheer chest piece, showing his flat chest and small nipples.

Some of the girls giggled, but otherwise, they made no sound.

“Blackmail is illegal, by the way,” Mr. Renner said, turning to scan the identical fox faces glaring back at him. “What I did was perfectly within the confines of the law. What you’re doing now; this is a crime.”

But nobody replied. Then. I noticed the razor and bottle of shaving cream on the ground by his feet.

“You can’t seriously expect me to do this,” he said, shaking his head. “Is this not enough?” He motioned to his lingerie-clad body. “Please. I’m humiliated. Isn’t that enough?”

Then, I noticed one of the girls scribbling on a piece of paper. I knew instantly that I was looking at Trisha. She was a bit taller than the other girls, a bit beefier, with a bit more of a masculine build (and I’m not knocking her; I already told you that I touched myself to the thought of her). She presented the note without handing it over. In rough writing, it said, ‘GIRL VOICE. NOW.’

And Mr. Renner amazingly complied. He cleared his throat, he went silent, and then he said, “Like this? Is this okay?” in a soft, girly voice. It wasn’t perfectly convincing, but it was enough to make the girls giggle, satisfied.

Now, they were pointing to the razor again. They weren’t accepting anything but a full shave, so Mr. Renner got to shaving. He rubbed his body with white foam and then he began to swipe away hair, red in the face, trembling all over, as if he was about to be murdered.

And that’s all I stayed to see, I’m sorry to say. But I can tell you what else happened that night, because Bianca informed me the very next day, while we were alone. It just so happened that Bianca and I shared a first-period spare.

“They were in there until 2:00 AM,” she said to me. “I switched in around 2:00 AM, and Stacy Lou took my post. When I went in, they had him in lingerie.”

“I saw that too,” I said.

“Face, legs, chest, armpits—all shaved. He was wearing makeup. They had him in the blonde wig, not the brown one.”

“You have wigs?” I said.

“Oh, didn’t you see the wigs?” she smirked. “Oh, Rae, you were smart to stay away. You should have just stayed away altogether, though I can understand your curiosity. I thought about abandoning a few times, but my curiosity got the better of me. It was strangely satisfying, seeing him like that, after everything he did to us. You know that Miss Addison phoned my parents to let them know that I’d been cut from the chess team? That lousy whore…”

“I think it’s one of her obligations,” I said.

“Obligation or not, I had to explain it to my parents. My father is a big chess enthusiast, you know. He wasn’t happy about it.”

“You’ll get back on the team once this is all said and done. After all—I don’t know that I’m interested in being on the team anymore. This is just too dramatic for me. I don’t want anything to do with any of this.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “So you didn’t do it, then?” she asked.

“Do what?” It was a moment later when I realized she was insisting I’d slept with Mr. Renner for my spot on the team. “Bianca! Don’t insult me!”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she said. “I believe you, Rae. I know that you don’t need to do anything cheap to win a spot. You’re the best. If you had slept with him, Stacy Lou wouldn’t be captain; that much is obvious.”

I wanted to smile, feeling somewhat vindicated that she believed me… but I was still insulted that she even made the suggestion in the first place.

“I just want this to be over and done with,” I said. “Enough is enough. I think I’m going to do it. I’m going to leave the team. You can have my spot.”

“Rae, don’t be so drastic,” she said. “As much as I’d love to have your spot, I wouldn’t even get it. I’m sure that the alternate spot has already been promised to one of the other girls he slept with. I’m sure you’ve heard the rumours just the same as I have.”

“I’ve heard a lot of rumours—and a lot of rubbish,” I said. “I’ve heard everything from Mr. Renner being a pedophile to him being a serial murderer. You know as well as me that those rumours are insane.”

“Maybe so,” she said, shaking her head. “But I’m just glad that he’s being dealt with, whether he’s a murderer or not.”

“He’s been dealt with,” I said, correcting her. “He’s not being dealt with… he’s been dealt with.”

“No,” she said. “They’re doing it again tonight. That was just the start.” Her eyes flashed as my heart fell into the pit of my stomach.

“Wait… No. You can’t,” I hushed. “You girls are lucky you got away with last night. You’re insane to do that again.”

“We didn’t finish with him. We hardly did anything with him. God, he was so slow. He took nearly an hour to shave his damn legs.”

“Bianca!” I gasped. “You’re going to get into trouble. This isn’t how you want to end your senior year, while you’re still waiting to hear back from colleges.”

“What are you afraid of?” she asked. “He can’t squeal. He’ll lose his career, and he knows it. He’ll do anything we tell him to do.”

“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked. My whole body felt cold now. I couldn’t believe that this was actually happening.

She giggled. “The girls bought so much lingerie. It would be a waste to keep half of it with the tags on.”

“Then return it,” I hissed.

“You can’t return lingerie, Rae. Come on now.”

“I hate this,” I said. “I hate it so much. You’ve all lost your minds.”

“Rae, if you want to come tonight, we have more masks. They came in packs of ten, and there are twelve of us. I’ll get you a mask. I’ll talk to Trisha.”

“Then I’m guessing Trisha is behind all of this?”

“She’s really taken on the role of organizing everything,” she said casually. “She’s quite good at it, actually.”

“I can’t understand you,” I said. “I can’t understand any of this.”

“I’ll get you a mask,” she said with a grin. “Just come tonight. It’s satisfying, seeing a man like him getting what he deserves. You’ll enjoy it.”

My heart was cold. My whole body was cold. I couldn’t wrap my head around any of this.
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Night came. Curfew passed. I waited until I heard the creaking doors. My heart fluttered. I snatched that fox mask from under my bed. I considered my options. I knew that I didn’t need to go to that library. I knew that I didn’t need to get involved. I wouldn’t benefit from seeing what they were doing to the chess coach. But I just couldn’t keep myself away.

You see, the usual gossip and controversy in that school consisted of ‘So and so flirted with a boy at the mall,’ or, ‘So and so called so and so fat.’ Real drama didn’t come often. We got our drama from a list of approved TV shows and movies that were no more risqué than PG-13, if we were lucky. Remember, that school was built on Christian values…

This was far beyond anything that had ever happened within those school walls. This was a real controversy—and a real mystery. Did Mr. Renner really do what he’d been accused of doing? Did he deserve this punishment? Would he learn his lesson? How far would the girls go?

I scurried to catch up with the fox-masked girls. I heard some giggling, some whispering. Some gazes turned to look at me, but I blended right in with my hair tied into a tight bun: the same bun the rest of them had. We were in a long single-file line, moving through the dark hallways. It was cold outside: sixty seconds of frigid grass against our bare feet before we reached the back entrance to the library. Now, we were moving up the stairs. I heard a girl whisper, “We’re running late! He’s going to be here soon!”

I was near the back of that girl train. I thought about breaking off and retreating. It seemed like a matter of time before we were all caught. We were lucky to get away with it the first time…

And Mr. Renner was a very smart person; if anyone could figure a way out of a mess like this one, it was him. I’d played chess with him many times over the weeks, and he was a master at pretending to play from behind, making his opponents think that he was at a disadvantage before unveiling the truth.

Was Mr. Renner hiding some sort of trump card from us all? Was he going to make us all pay for this?

We were all in that upstairs library room. The space was ripe with whispering as girls buzzed around, setting out lingerie, setting up a makeup table. One of the girls unveiled a bright pink dildo, making the other girls giggle. I felt my skin turning cold; what were they planning to make him do, exactly? Was this simply feminization, or was it absolute humiliation?

With the blackmail, this was already illegal. We didn’t need to be adding sex crimes to the list of charges…

I crept towards the back of the room, near a dark corner where I felt a bit more safe. There was a desk there: an old oak desk with a covered front end. I figured I could hide under that desk if some security guard entered the room; there was a good chance nobody would find me there, in that small, dark space.

“He’s coming!” hushed one of the girls.

Suddenly, everyone was scurrying around the room like kittens before feeding time. I inched towards the desk, half-considering the idea of hiding there before Mr. Renner even entered the room.

The door squeaked open. Mr. Renner took two seconds to step in, pale in the face, scowling. “This ends tonight,” he said after scanning the room with a dark glare. When that glare crossed me, I felt suddenly nauseous. What exactly did he mean ‘this ends tonight’? Was that a veiled threat?

One of the girls pointed to the middle of that room where lingerie was set up: something new that he hadn’t worn the night before. Now, the girls were silent, ensuring their voices didn’t expose them. Everything was done with hand gestures: pointing, waving, and so on. Mr. Renner was a smart man and figured out the commands.

He grunted and shook his head. “You won’t get away with this,” he said, making my heart flutter cold. The other girls just laughed, seemingly thinking that they were invincible, that Mr. Renner couldn’t do anything to them. Maybe there wasn’t much he could do without the faculty learning the truth. But now, we really had to keep the truth to ourselves…

Mr. Renner slipped into that red lacy one-piece after getting completed naked in front of the girls. We all saw his clean-shaven body, glistening in the hint of moonlight that crept into the vase space. He tried to turn himself away from us girls, but we were all around the room. He turned right towards me when his boxers went down. I saw the whole length of his shaft.

My gaze snapped to it, knowing he couldn’t see my eyes. I was close, just twenty feet away. I’d never seen a naked man so close before… I’d never seen a man with no pubic hair, no body hair. I’d never seen a man glisten the way I was used to seeing the girls’ legs glisten during gym class. It was… confusing.

And then, when he was in that lingerie, I felt an awkward tingle. He pulled black stockings up his legs: skin tight against his curvy calves and thighs, leaving that tinge of skin around his upper thighs: bare, smooth, glistening skin. There was something about the way he pulled the stockings up, letting them go with a snap against the chub of his thick thighs.

I whimpered before catching myself.

There was still a bulge visible in his tight lingerie; avoiding that bulge was impossible, as Mr. Renner was quite large. He was certainly larger than what I’d seen in biology textbooks, larger than what Renaissance painters depicted when they drew naked angels and historical figures. Mr. Renner had a good four flaccid inches on David—let’s leave it at that.

Giggles were audible from every corner of the room. Now, Mr. Renner was just standing there, with posture that would have given Miss Addison somewhat of an aneurism (she was always on our backs about our posture).

The leader of our group motioned for him to stand up straight by waving her hand up, palm facing the ceiling. He got the message after a moment, standing upright, following every command because he knew his options were slim.

Next, he was reminded to speak like a girl. This message was delivered to him with a finger tap to the lips. One of the girls stepped in to mould him into position: a much more feminine stance that actually looked quite convincing. The girls giggled again.

They made him march around the room. They made him crawl on all fours, meowing like a cat (that had nothing to do with his feminization—it was just to humiliate him). Then, girls took turns spanking him on the bum. I could only assume that it was to make him feel the way a sexual abused woman felt. That was the purpose of the spanking, but it certainly wasn’t the spirit of the act. More than anything, it just seemed like a way for the girls to have a laugh.

Suddenly, one of the girls approached me and grabbed my hand, pulling me out from my dark hiding place. I stumbled and then saw that she was pointing at the dolled-up Mr. Renner. It took a moment before I realized that it was now my turn to spank him on the ass.

The fox mask concealed my dark red visage. I moved in slowly, not wanting to do it… but I also didn’t want to stand out among my school sisters. Mr. Renner looked over at me, and then he rolled his eyes and assumed the position, bending forward to expose his reddened bum. I bit hard on my tongue.

Now, I could smell the perfume they forced him to wear. I could see him up close, in full detail, with that spotlight of moonlight showing his full figure: his amazingly feminine curves, his full tush, his smooth arms and that band of skin on his thighs.

My heart skipped a beat. Mr. Renner was actually quite…

Attractive.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I knew that I just had to do it so that I could retreat to my darkened corner. I let my hand swing in. I spanked his bum, making the skin jiggle in the most hypnotic way.

I was about to retreat, then I saw two different girls motioning for me to try again, but harder. They were showing me the motion: fast, with force, they seemed to say. Mr. Renner stayed bent over. I hesitated. The smell of that perfume kept me intoxicated. I stuttered, whimpered, and then I spanked him hard on the ass, making him gasp a girly sort of sound. I watched as that bum jiggled and then settled into place.

My God, it was such a wonderful sight. The feeling of his bum against my hand, even just for that split second of contact, was so wonderful, making me tingle all over.

I felt a wetness between my legs.

I stared down at Mr. Renner, wearing that brunette wig, tense all over as his body reacted to being spanked hard on the ass.

Then, a hand grabbed my top from the back and pulled me away from Mr. Renner. It was now another girl’s turn.

I watched as girls continued to spank him hard on the bum. Each slap sent a chill surging down my spine. I just had this awful feeling that each spank was going to be recounted in some court of law, with all of us sitting there, waiting to be sentenced for some sex crime.

Mr. Renner’s face said it all: it started out with a look of frustration, then it turned into reddened humiliation… and then he just looked emotionless, as if we’d successfully broken him.

All of the giggles didn’t seem to affect him anymore. He’d retreated into his own mind… or maybe he’d left his body. I will admit that, when he was looking so humiliated, it was a bit fun; it did feel a bit satisfying, seeing him getting a bit of what he possibly deserved. But that feeling soon went away, and now I just felt guilty, and terrified of what was going to come of all this.

That night, the torture didn’t go very far beyond spanking. We made him prance around. We made him paint his fingernails. We made him rub lotions on his skin.

And then, he was handed a note that said to be there again the next night. He was also handed some tight lingerie. “Wear this under your clothes tomorrow,” the note said. His face flushed red again before we all began to sneak out of that room, heading back to our rooms so we could pretend like we’d never left.
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Ididn’t think he was actually wearing the lingerie the next day, until Stacy Lou asked him to reach up and grab the green whiteboard marker, which was resting on the very top of the whiteboard. When he reached up, his shirt pulled up ever-so-slightly, revealing a hint of black lace, which made us all giggle. He actually was wearing the lingerie, meaning he really was scared that we were going to out him to the faculty.

And if he was that scared of being exposed, then maybe he did have something to be guilty about; maybe he did do something wrong with those girls…

I will admit that I giggled a bit when I saw that he was wearing the lingerie. There was something silly about it all… and it was a bit… cute.

After I saw that he did indeed have tight lace hugging his torso, I found myself strangely distracted. I kept staring at him, even when he wasn’t talking. If he had his back to me, I would stare at him. My gaze would drift up and down his body. I would try to imagine him without that top layer on, without the slacks and the button-up. I couldn’t stop thinking of his smooth skin, his delicate curves, his impressively feminine build. I remembered what he looked like with gloss on his plump lips. I remembered his soft blonde hair, carefully brushed behind his ears. Oh, and I remembered (quite vividly) the sight of his ass cheeks jiggling with each spank.

I let out a soft whimper, and then I looked down at the chess board before me and heard Karen Smith say, “Check.”

I had to blink a few times to reassess the board, to realize that she did indeed put me into check—and I hadn’t seen it coming. I was so distracted by Mr. Renner. I stuttered, but managed to regain control of the game. I’d set a very simple trap up early that Karen had totally missed, and I’d been saving it for a late game attack; now, it was enough to pull her focus to the other side of the board while I reconfigured my defences. In the end, I won, but it was the closest I’d come to losing against one of my teammates—and to Karen, of all players (her rating was hardly above 1,000).

That night, I put that mask on again, against my better judgement. I went out with the other girls, even though I knew it was a bigger risk with each passing night. I knew that it was just a matter of time before we were busted, but I just had to see what the girls had in store for Mr. Renner. I needed to know what would happen to him.

I took that same spot in that quiet library room, in the back, behind a desk where I knew that I could hide in an instant. Then came Mr. Renner. He took off his clothes with a grumble, exposing the lingerie he’d been wearing all day. I let out one of those soft whimpers when my eyes fell upon him. Dear Lord, he looked so precious. There was something about the way that the black lingerie framed his hips and thighs that just made him look so… delicious.

I could feel my face turning dark red. I just couldn’t stop looking at him. One of the girls had a dance video loaded on her iPad. I’m not sure where she got that video, with the school’s censored internet—but it was a sexy dance video, probably to teach strippers how to dance for cash. Mr. Renner was instructed to follow the video, and it was replayed a total of five times.

By the third time, he was actually starting to get better. He was blushing all over, swaying his hips, spinning, raising his arms into the air. He was completely humiliated—and it only got worse on the fifth round, when his penis decided to become aroused against his will. He tried to hide it, but it was impossible in that tight lingerie: he had an erection.

“I think he likes being a girl,” one of the girls whispered.

The girls giggled.

Then, one of the girls rushed over to her bag of tricks. She was busy for a minute before turning around to reveal something that made many of the girls in the room gasp—including the feminized Mr. Renner. It was a long plastic penis, attached where a penis should be. Black straps hugged her bottom and her waist. That large penis wobbled in the air, and I knew that this was about to get much more illegal.

Mr. Renner was white as he stared at the girl. “W—What are you doing with that?” Mr. Renner asked in his girl voice that he was required to use. And at this point, I must say that it’s hard to refer to the character before me as Mr. Renner, as there was nothing Mr. about him anymore. Perhaps I should now say Ms. Renner, as she was quite feminine, quite pretty, and even her voice was quite convincing. I must admit that I was quite confused about the matter, even now thinking about her as a girl in my head—though there were moments that I remembered, of course, that she was really a he… so I apologize if you become as confused as I was about the whole ordeal. But I assure you that Mr. Renner and Ms. Renner are the same individual, even if I mention both separately in the same utterance.

I watched with terror as the dildo-armed girl approached Ms. Renner. She motioned for the chess instructor to turn around, and Ms. Renner obliged. My masked classmate moved up behind the shaking Ms. Renner and put her hands on Ms. Renner’s sides before sliding that long plastic penis up against Ms. Renner’s bum.

“This is highly inappropriate, even by your standards!” Ms. Renner said, but she remained still while my classmate rubbed that plastic cock up and down. Then, the classmate took Ms. Renner’s wrists and pulled them away from her crotch, to reveal that still-throbbing erection.

“She really does like it!” whispered one of the girls in the room.

Ms. Renner shut her eyes and took a deep breath. Her face was dark red. I must say that it really did look like she was enjoying this, though she was obviously ashamed to be having those feelings.

The classmate continued to tease Ms. Renner, sliding the plastic cock up and down, and even pulling her lingerie aside at one point to press the plastic tip against her puckering butthole. The girls all gasped and giggled, but no penetration occurred; it was all just teasing.

Ms. Renner remained hard: very, very hard. The throbbing was visible from across the room. The girls badly wanted to tease Ms. Renner, but nobody wanted to reveal their voice, so the room remained quiet; that energy was tense. Giggling continued. The strap-on-clad classmate reached around and ran the tip of her finger up the length of Ms. Renner’s erection, making us all gasp and blush. It was sexuality that none of us had ever witnessed before.

Then, Ms. Renner was commanded onto her knees. The plastic cock was presented before her, and her mouth was opened by a gentle push on her chin. The cock went in, and we all watched as the chess instructor sucked on that long shaft.

I lowered myself down behind that desk, watching like a feral cat from the shadows. Then, my hand found its way between my legs—and I must honestly admit that I hardly noticed, even once I began to rub myself slowly, gaze locked on Ms. Renner as she sucked that shaft. I felt a wetness seeping through my panties; that’s when I realized what I was doing.

I froze, heart pounding, remembering that we were doing something completely amoral. How could we not stop ourselves? Why was I so uncontrollably aroused?

I remained in my spot. Ms. Renner’s torture went on for another forty minutes. She endured spankings. One of the girls plucked her eyebrows to make her face look a bit more feminine. She was taught how to sit properly, and then a note was presented to her demanding that she sit properly during class—not just during our nightly sessions. She was given another lingerie outfit to wear under her clothes. And then she was given something else: a butt plug. She wasn’t told what to do with it, but the insinuation was that she was to have it inserted during class. Now, I didn’t know what the little thing was until the next morning, when I approached Stacy Lou and whispered, “What was that thing that was given to Mr. Renner?”

She knew what it was and what it was for. “Every time he sits, it will stimulate his prostate,” she whispered to me. I was afraid to ask how she knew so much about the little toy. My heart raced when Stacy Lou explained to me that a man could feel orgasmic sensations from prostate stimulation. “I’ve even heard that a man can ejaculate if it’s stimulated enough,” she giggled.

Then, during chess class that afternoon, Mr. Renner played chess against us. He was mostly silent, humiliated, knowing that all of the girls in the room knew what was under his clothes—and what was in his anus. Every time he rocked forward to analyze the chess board, he would suddenly pause and let out a small whimper. I even caught him gently rocking himself back and forth at one point, when he thought that nobody was looking, as if he was enjoying the sensation of that cone-shaped object pressing into his rectum.

I will admit that I blushed all over, imagining Mr. Renner as Ms. Renner, clad in the lingerie that was hiding beneath those garments. I remembered the sight of her hard erection, stretching that tight lingerie out as it throbbed, begging to be pleasured.

Oh God, why were these thought plaguing me? Why wouldn’t they let my mind rest? Where were these tingling feelings coming from? Mr. Renner was a man—not a woman… but I was so aggressively attracted to him… or, I should say, to her. Yes, I was attracted to the feminized version of that person, not that scumbag man who used his position of power to gain sexual access to young women. No—of course I wasn’t attracted to that creature…

But I couldn’t stop thinking of that erection, imagining myself on my knees before it, sucking it, stroking its warm length with a tight grip. My God, I just wanted to feel it throbbing; I wanted to feel it inside of me. But that erection was not part of Ms. Renner, even when Ms. Renner was dolled up. When Ms. Renner was dolled up, that erection was still very much a piece of Mr. Renner. Am I confusing you? I apologize; I assure you that I was confused myself.

I tried to imagine Ms. Renner as a proper woman, with girl parts where the boy parts currently were. I imagined Ms. Renner with breasts, and I must say that it was an appealing thought… but when I imagined Ms. Renner with a vagina, something just seemed… off. That tingling excitement simply wasn’t there with that particular thought.

Those thoughts, once again, distracted my ability to perform. When Mr. Renner told us that we would be travelling that weekend to a local chess tournament, I became instantly terrified that my performance would continue to suffer, unless I could redirect my thoughts back to where they needed to be. I was sure that I could push these thoughts away… as long as nothing more happened. I knew that I needed to stay away from those nightly meetups. I needed to pretend like they weren’t happening…

But that afternoon, after chess class, I noticed Mr. Renner out the window, heading towards the library. He was clad in a long black coat, moving quickly as if he was trying to go unnoticed.

My initial fear was that he was planning to set us up. Perhaps he was going to hide a camera in that upstairs room, so he could prove to the faculty that he was being abused. Surely, the mastermind chess master had some plan up his sleeve…

So I rushed out to follow him. As I left the main building, I watched him slip into the library. I rushed to the door, heart racing. A cold wind was blowing in, teasing up my skirt. I shivered, crossing my arms over my torso. I went into the quiet library. The librarian looked up at me, surprised to see someone at that hour. “Ms. Stone,” she said. “Checking out, or returning?”

“Just here to study, Mrs. Lee,” I smiled. I slowed my pace, trying hard to act casual—but such an act was surprisingly difficult to pull off. I felt like my legs were rigid. I felt like my torso wasn’t keeping up with my lower half as I stepped with long strides, moving away from her view, towards the back stairwell. I scanned the room to see if Mr. Renner was there.

The first two floors of that building were packed with rows and rows of literature. The second floor was where most girls went to study if they, for some reason, needed to be away from their own private rooms (and often, the library was much quieter and calmer than the residential block of our residence building). Now, the place was empty. Rows of tables and desks sat unoccupied; and Mr. Renner was nowhere to be seen, suggesting he’d slipped up towards that top floor where we met every night.

I took a deep breath. I approached the stairs that went up, and I stared up. I didn’t want to be caught, especially without my mask, without the cover of darkness, without my classmates around to have my back. But if he was plotting to trap my friends, I needed to know. I needed to be able to warn them. So I went up slowly, one soft step at a time.

I was near the top of the steps when I finally heard a sound: a soft thud; something was moving behind the door of that top floor. I bit down hard on my tongue and took one more big, deep breath. Then, I moved in, rising up to see through that small door window.

And there he was, in the back corner of the room, hidden from the view of the main stairwell door—but not of that back stairwell door. He was down on his knees, slacks and button-up in a pile on the ground. He—or I should say she—was clad in lingerie, reaching around back with that dildo, still with those black straps dangling down. She pushed the toy into her own butthole, throwing her head back and whimpering softly with her plump lips.

She had on her head the brunette wig. And now, I could see where she’d gotten the gear: an unzipped bag that was stashed in the far corner of the room; whoever was in charge of the feminization operation must have left it there.

I watched for five long minutes as Ms. Renner penetrated herself. She spent a few of those minutes trying to find a way to prop the dildo up so that she wouldn’t have to hold it while she bounced up and down on its length. It wouldn’t stand upright for her, no matter how hard she tried, though she did have a few good moments where it stayed mostly in place while she pushed her body down, pushing that toy up deep into her anal cavity.

I was transfixed, unable to move, unable to look away, feeling like I was watching this all on a television screen; it seemed impossible that this was happening in real life.

So when Ms. Renner turned and saw me in that small window, I didn’t even react. For a moment, I just assumed she was turning to look at some hypothetical camera. It was a good three seconds before I realized that she was looking at me, seeing my face. She froze and turned white.

And then I froze with horror, unable to retreat like I most certainly should have. Our gazes were locked together. She swung to her feet, pulling the toy out from her ass and hiding it behind her back. I just remained still, still unable to move from my terrified paralysis. I knew this was going to end in trouble.

“Ms. Stone, please,” she called out to me, in that girly voice. Then, she cleared her throat and snatched the wig off of her head, blushing all over. “I mean—Ms. Stone. Please. I—I can explain this.” Now, he was using his boy voice. My head was spinning with confusion. He came to the door and opened it. I should have run away, but I was too terrified to move.

He was now a few feet from my face. His cheeks were burning red. “This wasn’t what it looked like,” he said.

And still, I couldn’t move.

“I was just… I…” Of course, he didn’t have a valid excuse. The reality was obvious: he really did seem to enjoy dressing like a girl to pleasure himself. “You absolutely cannot tell anyone that you saw this. I—I promise that I’ll make you the captain of the chess team, okay? I will speak with Stacy Lou and she’ll understand, I’m sure. I’ll even speak with Ms. Addison to ensure that you have a strong reference for your academic resume. You’re interested in Harvard, correct? I happen to have connections there. I can make some calls… tomorrow. I will make the calls tomorrow and, uh, I’ll ensure you get a good interview with the right people. Please don’t tell anyone what you saw here; it was just a lapse in judgement on my part. It was completely inappropriate. Why are you even here? It’s dinnertime. Aren’t you supposed to be at the dinner hall? You could get into a lot of trouble for being here right now. Of course I won’t tell anyone that you’re here.”

“Dinner isn’t for another thirty minutes, Mr. Renner,” I said softly, finally able to break my silence.

“Oh… Of course. I—I’m sorry. My brain is… I didn’t sleep well last night. Are you… You wouldn’t happen to know much about…”

“What?” I said, wide-eyed. I took a step back and looked down, seeing that he was still clutching that dildo.

“I can only presume that you are one of the girls who comes at night,” he whispered.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. “I come up here in the evenings to study in peace.” I wasn’t a good actress… usually. But in that moment, my words came out with a strange amount of conviction. His eyes glazed over and he turned red.

“I—I didn’t realize this was a room that was ever used,” he said softly.

“It’s not often used, Mr. Renner,” I said. “Just by people who need their privacy. I suppose that category includes yourself.”

He was dark red all over now. “Please tell nobody about this.”

And then, I looked down at that long dildo again. It looked so much longer up close—and to think that he was able to push the whole thing into his body! I couldn’t stop blushing. But there was another strange feeling inside of me now: a feeling that I’d never had before, but I just couldn’t fight away. My heart was pounding viscously. I knew that I was about to make a big, big mistake, but I just couldn’t help myself. “Give that to me, Mr. Renner,” I said, holding out my hand.

It was a moment before he realized he was even still holding the dildo. He whitened all over and then, with a guilty look on his face, he handed me the sex toy, looking like a young boy who was caught with a slingshot in the classroom.

“I’m sorry,” he said softly.

“Put the wig back on,” I demanded.

He stared at me, wide-eyed. I must have been equally wide-eyed—or maybe even more petrified than he was.

Trembling, he nodded his head and followed my command. The brunette wig went back onto his head.

“Now, Mr. Renner,” I said. “Turn around and bend over for me.”

He spent a few seconds in a state of terrified paralysis—and then he followed the command. He spun around, bent over, and planted his palms onto an old table. I spent a minute figuring out how to put that device onto my body. It was relatively straight-forward, and it only needed a little bit of tightening. Whoever wore it the night before was a bit thicker than me.

Ms. Renner looked back at me. Now, the room was silent, save for the gentle sound of our hearts pounding. I placed my trembling hands onto her warm body; and she truly was warm all over! I could even see small beads of sweat beginning to form on her back.

Holding her body in place, I guided that penis tip to her rectum. I picked the lingerie out from her butt crack, and then my whole body pulsed with a sense of intense joy and excitement. I gasped, biting my lip.

I watched as the shaft slowly slipped into her tight hole, making her gasp and moan. She trembled all over. “Ms. Stone…” she whispered. “You—You cannot tell anyone about this.”

I didn’t reply; I couldn’t push words past the lump in my throat. I just watched, in a state of shock, as if I was watching from outside of my body as some paranormal entity controlled my every move.

Once I had two inches inside of Ms. Renner, I put both hands on her hips. I pushed hard, making more slide into her body. I watched with a glowing gaze, mesmerized by the sight of that ribbed toy pushing deeper and deeper. “Oh my God,” I whimpered.

“It feels so good,” she said softly, as if she couldn’t control the words coming out from her own mouth.

“It looks so tight,” I whispered to myself, not even realizing those words came out until I’d already said them.

“Oh God,” she moaned.

I pushed every last inch of that toy into her. I watched as her legs trembled, shaking hard, as if she was about to lose her balance. I tried to hold her still. Her head flew back and her mouth opened wide. “Oh my fucking God!” she cried suddenly, as if I suddenly pressed against some sweet spot. I gently pulled back and pushed in again, eliciting a similar sharp reaction.

My fascination became more intense. I stared at the beautiful Ms. Renner with parted lips. I watched as her body twitched and trembled, stretched and curved. She was in so much pleasure. She looked so satisfied, but so utterly humiliated at the same time.

I couldn’t stop. I began thrusting into her, unable to look away, even though I knew it was foolish to be doing such a thing in a room that was perfectly accessible to anyone who wanted to be there. What if one of the girls came to study? What if someone came to prepare for that night, with Ms. Renner? What if the librarian came up to see where I had gone?

What we were doing was totally foolish, but neither of us could stop.

I thrusted hard into her body, making her scream. “Fuck!” she cried. “Fuck! That feels so fucking good! Oh my God, Rae, don’t stop! Please, God, don’t stop!” She clutched the edges of the table, clinging on as dearly as she could. Her legs were buckling now, but she wasn’t collapsing. Maybe that dildo, pushed into her body, was holding her up.

I kept thrusting, pumping her hard. I reached around with both of my hands to feel her smooth, soft body. Her skin, all shaved, was so perfectly creamy. “Oh gosh,” I groaned, feeling her soft abdomen, and then her smooth thighs. Then, I reached a hand naughtily between her thighs and felt that erect shaft. I gasped, pulling my hand away at first, feeling like I’d done something absolutely taboo… but then the excitement of being naughty crept in strong, and I had to feel it again.

“You’re so hard,” I whispered, clutching it, curling my fingers around her thick girth. I pulled my hand up, feeling the contour of her bulbous tip. I squeezed hard and moaned softly. She looked back, and then our lips suddenly locked. We kissed deeply, tongues exchanging saliva.

I began to thrust harder and faster, heart pounding rapidly. She suddenly gave out, falling down to the ground—and I went down with her. Somehow, my cock stayed inside of her. I kept fucking her, now with her down on her hands and knees. I fucked her harder and harder. She fell forward, gasping and moaning, now on her stomach, face pressed against the cool floor of the old building. I pressed hands down against her back, pinning her, fucking her as hard as I could.

I screamed out loud as a pulse of energy rushed through me. I tingled between my legs, as if I was rubbing myself hard, fingers against my clit… but nothing was touching me down there. Well, maybe the base of that dildo was occasionally pushing against me: that tight strap wedging itself between the lips of my pussy… Okay, so there was some stimulation, but nothing to account for the loud screaming that was now coming out from my mouth.

Ms. Renner pushed me off of her and somehow managed to flip me over, pinning me down to the floor, pushing a hand over my mouth. Her eyes were intense, urging me to be silent. She put a finger to her lips and shook her head, as if she was quietly trying to tell me that she’d heard something. We both looked over at the stairwell doorway. Then, she jumped to her feet and pulled me up to mine. We scurried over to a nook between two old book shelves and remained silent as we listening. Now, I could hear it: footsteps coming up the stairs. How Ms. Renner heard it so long before me, I’ll never understand.

I closed my eyes and prayed that the newcomer wouldn’t find us. We remained still for a long, tense moment. Then, my gaze found Ms. Renner’s erection. There was a big glob of white cream dripping from her tip, and more white cream smushed into the bottoms of her lingerie. Did she ejaculate while I was penetrating her from behind?

She suddenly covered up, and that’s when I noticed her blushing face and tense face. She was ripe with humiliation, and I couldn’t help but giggle. “Do you like being a girl, Ms. Renner?” I whispered.

“Shush!” she said.

So we continued to wait. The noise stopped, and then the footsteps turned away and went down the stairs.

“We need to clean up this mess,” I said. “Especially that.” I spotted the little puddle of white on the floor, where Ms. Renner unloaded during our engagement.

“I’ll clean up here,” she insisted. “You go and get out of here.”

It wasn’t until I was out of the building that my original fear came rushing back to me: what if she was setting up some sort of trap to get back at us? Why did I agree to leave her alone up in that room? And now, could I warn my classmates? What would I say?
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It was another ritualistic night of spanking, forced feminization, and giggling. There was a moment when one of the girls nearly got carried away, strapping on that dildo, smearing it with lube… she was moments away from penetrating Ms. Renner in front of the whole group when another girl put a hand on her shoulder and whispered in her ear.

We didn’t want to add rape to the list of crimes we would be accountable for.

So Ms. Renner was spared from being fucked before a dozen eighteen-year-old girls. Instead, she spent an hour being dolled up and humiliated in various ways: spanked, gently whipped, forced to suck on that dildo. For the most part, it was a lot of the same from the previous night, and I could tell that some of the girls were getting bored. A few of them started paying more attention to their phones, or having whispering conversations in the corner, off-topic. A few girls didn’t even show up, apparently feeling like getting an extra hour or two of sleep was more beneficial than the entertainment of Ms. Renner’s humiliation.

The next night, only six girls showed up, including myself. There was some discussion as to what else we could do to the vulnerable chess instructor. “I think we’ve done enough,” suggested one girl.

“Surely we can think of more!” urged Karen, whose voice was undeniable, even when whispering. “I think it’s time to go ahead with phase two.”

“Phase two?” I said, even though I promised myself I would remain quiet.

The fox-masked girls looked at me for a moment, silent, and then Karen went on to clarify. “We’ll tell him to come to class as a girl from now on. No more Felix—just Felicia.”

The remaining girls giggled, but my heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. I had no idea what this plan consisted of, but Karen got right to writing out the note while Ms. Renner sat across the room, waiting to find out his fate.

It was twenty minutes before Karen presented the instructions. He read them over, shaking his head almost immediately. “No way,” he growled in that girly voice that he was instructed to always be using. “This has gone too far. You cannot do this to me!”

Karen just stood with her hands on her hips, looking strangely intimidating with her chin pointed down.

“I won’t do it. This is enough already! You’re lucky I don’t have you all reported to your dean!” He went on and on like this for a while, but it got him nowhere. Nobody folded. Nobody even spoke up. There wasn’t another word written to him. We just ended that night there, and the next day, he showed up for chess club wearing a blue dress, high heels, and a blonde wig.

The girls erupted into giggling. “Mr. Renner!” someone gasped. “What is going on with you!?” There was an air of fairness in that voice, as if the girl shouting was in on the whole scheme.

Mr. Renner, who now was displaying publicly as Ms. Renner, turned red and said, “This is, uh, who I am inside.” She said those words, in that girly voice, with a monotone drawl, as if she was reciting planned dialogue. Maybe Karen’s note told her to say exactly what she said.

The girls spent most of that class giggling as Ms. Renner went through the lecture. Then, she sat with all of us individually, playing games with us, insisting we try out the strategy of the day. She employed a strategy of her own that would easily be beaten if we properly used the instructed strategy. It was simple enough to beat her—at least I thought so. The other girls struggled, too distracted, giggling immaturely.

Then, the giggling intensified when Miss Addison came to the class and saw Ms. Renner in that blue dress. “W—What have I missed here?” Miss Addison said.

Ms. Renner flushed red. He walked over and then quietly explained to her what he’d been told to explain: that he felt like a woman inside and decided to finally express himself… or, I should say herself.

Or maybe I should say himself. To be honest, I don’t really know. With her reluctance, maybe it was cruel to call her a her… My God, I’m getting carried away again with semantics. Ms. Renner, Mr. Renner, Felix, Felicia, him, her… It’s all the same person!

Miss. Addison was white all over with shock, and Ms. Renner was red with humiliation. And then the class turned silent when Miss Addison spun to the girls and barked, “Stop your giggling this instant! This is no way to treat a member of the transgender community! You should all be ashamed of yourselves! And if I find out that any of you are teasing Ms. Renner, then I will see to it that you are immediately thrown out of this school!”

The tone in the room was tense now, and Ms. Renner had a strange little smirk on her face. It was a tiny victory for her.

Miss Addison looked right at Stacy Lou, singling her out. Then, she said, “Especially you.” I can’t say that I know what that meant, but I was intrigued nonetheless. Stacy Lou had done something; she’d been caught… but doing what?

And she knew that she was on thin ice. She became dead-silent, turning her gaze down. My heart lifted up, thinking that this possibly meant that I now had a shot at valedictorian again.

Ms. Renner cleared her throat and turned to the class. “Let’s resume practise,” she said softly.

The giggling never came back. The jolly atmosphere was gone. And the next day was even more curious. Chess class started out with a few smirks, but they quickly went away, and then it seemed like all of the girls were already over the fact that Mr. Renner had become Ms. Renner. It almost seemed like twenty-four hours was enough passage of time for the topic to become old news. And the next morning, the new news came: Karen Smith was caught with a boy in her room. He was first spotted sneaking onto the campus by one of the security cameras. By the time they found the young man, he was already naked, with his penis deep in Karen’s body. Karen was dressed like some character from some anime show (I couldn’t tell you which, since I’ve seen none). Karen pleaded with the faculty, saying that the young man was her boyfriend, as if it made a difference. The faculty had her removed from the chess team, as well as her other extra-curricular activities. Bianca was offered a spot on the team, but chose to refuse it, not wanting anything to do with Ms. Renner, so the spot went to a girl who knew next to nothing about chess, Britney Barkley.

I thought it was strange that Ms. Renner was continuing to be Ms. Renner, and then I caught Karen, one night, in the student lounge, alone, writing a new letter to Ms. Renner, with a new list of demands.

“Why are you doing that?” I said, and then she quickly flipped over the page, jumping from her seat.

“You scared me!” she gasped. “Why are you snooping around? Mind your business, Rae.”

“Haven’t we done enough to her?”

“Him,” she corrected me, with a small scowl on her face. I couldn’t understand why she was filled with so much vitriol for the chess instructor. For weeks now, they’d been torturing the poor Ms. Renner… or Mr. Renner (I still wasn’t sure what to call them). Now, I was starting to forget why we were doing any of this. The memory of seeing Mr. Renner with Stacy Lou was vague and fading, and I still had no idea the context behind their engagement. I was starting to believe Mr. Renner when he said that it was consensual—but did that really make any difference?

My head would spin when I tried to rationalize it all in my head. The situation was beyond complex.

But even if Mr. Renner did act in a less-than-moral way with both Karen and Stacy Lou, how much had to be done to the chess champion before things were considered ‘even’?

“What did she do to you?” I asked Karen. I knew it was a sensitive topic, but I just needed to know. I couldn’t stand torturing a man without knowing the reason behind it.

“You know what he did,” she growled softly.

“Actually, I don’t think I do.”

“He used me, Rae. Why are you so keen to defend the man? Is it because he’s making you the captain of the chess team?”

“I have no interest in being the captain of the chess team, and my relationship with Ms. Renner is of no concern to you—not that there is any relationship.”

“Then my relationship with him is no concern to you!” she barked.

“Well, it is a concern if you expect me to go along with this scheme any longer,” I said. “I can’t simply participate in something so cruel based on some notion that someone maybe did something bad! I don’t think that I can support this cruelty any longer, Karen, and your reluctance to divulge more information is making me wonder if there is a valid reason behind any of this.”

“How dare you!” she gasped. “I was a victim of a predator and you are standing there, talking to me like I’m some sort of… villain?”

“So he preyed on you?” I said.

“As far as I’m concerned,” she said, crossing her arms.

“Quit being so vague, Karen!” I snapped. “It’s not a subjective matter. Is he a predator or not?”

“He took advantage of me while I was in a vulnerable position?”

“And—just to put my own mind at ease—what position was that?”

“He knew that I wanted a spot on the chess team, so he willingly accepted my advances,” she said with her chin up. Her face turned a soft red tone. Her words pinged around in my head.

I had to shake my head in an attempt to process what she was saying. “Hold on,” I said. “Your advances? I thought that he made the advances.”

“Oh, don’t victim-shame me,” she said.

“I’m not shaming anyone, Karen! I’m trying to understand why I’ve supported this cause for so long! We’ve humiliated a man beyond reasonable belief, and now you’re telling me that you made advances?”

“My grades are teetering on the cusp of Ivy League. My extra-curricular resume was lacking, according to my preliminary Stanford interview. I needed a spot on the chess team. I looked up Mr. Renner online and learned about his history with sex addiction, so I… I made advances. And he accepted! And he offered me a spot on the chess team.”

“Before or after accepting the advances?” I said.

“What difference does it make?” she said, waving me off.

“A big difference,” I said. “And what is this about sex addiction?”

“Mr. Renner spent three weeks in a facility to address a sex addiction issue, and he was very public about the matter. Rae, have you even looked the man up online? His history isn’t exactly hard to dig up. You may need to circumvent the school’s internet censors, but a simple search of his name will show you everything.”

I was stunned. I remembered that off-feeling that I had about Mr. Renner when I first met him: that feeling that I needed to look him up online.

“I let him use me and he gave me the position on the chess team,” she said, chin up.

“So it was consensual,” I said, confirming my fears.

“He abused my desire to be on the team,” she insisted.

“You abused his recovery,” I said.

“There you go again with the victim-shaming.”

“I’m not so sure that you are a victim, Karen,” I said. “Did you, by chance, threaten Ms. Renner after your… engagement?”

“Define threaten,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Did you tell Ms. Renner that you would tell the faculty about your engagement if you didn’t get a spot on the chess team?”

She stared at me for a long moment. “What I said to Mr. Renner is none of your business.” But her answer said it all: Ms. Renner was innocent. His intimate engagement with Karen—and probably Stacy Lou—was perfectly consensual, and not even something that he initiated on his own.

And, assuming the same was true with Stacy Lou, then what exactly had Ms. Renner done wrong? Had I been supporting the destruction of an innocent man?

“Bite your tongue, Rae,” said Karen with a scowl. “Your holier than thou mindset is doing nobody any good. Do you have any idea with what I have to deal with every day? I go to sleep every night filled with shame for what happened with Mr. Renner.”

“But Karen,” I said. “You initiated it. He simply accepted an offer that you gave to him.”

“You’re sleeping with him, aren’t you?” she said.

I gasped. I wanted to deny the allegation… but it was unfortunately true. I had been intimate with Ms. Renner. And now, I had a guilt of my own burning inside of me. If Ms. Renner was struggling with a sex addiction issue, did I take advantage of her while she was in a vulnerable position?

I caught a glimpse of what Karen was writing: something about being a girl at the upcoming chess tournament, about wearing lingerie under a dress—and then there was something about ‘finishing up the punishment’—but Karen hid the document away before I could read anymore.

“What are you going to make her do?” I asked.

“It’s none of your business,” she said. “You said you want nothing more to do with this, so you can go away.”

After a few minutes of bickering, I knew there was no sense in arguing with her, so gave up. I left her alone to do her evil deed. I had no idea what Ms. Renner was going to be forced to do at the chess tournament… but now, that tournament was one sleep away, so I knew I was going to find out soon enough.
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When Ms. Renner entered the bus, the girls all let out small giggles, hidden behind the palms of their hands. They knocked it off quickly when Miss Addison appeared. But the giggling had a good reason behind it: Ms. Renner was not dressed appropriately.

Even Miss Addison looked a bit nervous about Ms. Renner’s super tight clubbing dress, fishnet stockings, and heels. She looked a bit like a prostitute—or maybe I should say escort, as the dress was quite expensive-looking, and her makeup was done up quite nicely. But the tightness of the dress left little to the imagination.

“Um,” Miss Addison said. “Ms. Renner, do you think that you might be… cold at the competition?”

Ms. Renner was dark red. She wasn’t wearing that dress because she wanted to be wearing it. She was wearing it because it was one of Karen’s demands. It was part of this ‘ultimate humiliation’ that Karen had planned.

Ms. Renner settled into a seat and remained silent, embarrassed, for the trip to the local contest. She turned even redder when we stepped into the hall, which was busy with people. She was, by far, the most scantily-clad in the room. Heads turned to look at her, though I couldn’t help but wonder just how many people could tell that she was actually a male under that dress. She looked more convincing than ever. She’d improved her ability to do her own makeup. She’s mastered the eyeliner. Hell, she was better than me!

I even caught a few young men looking her up and down.

Karen had a big smirk on her face, knowing more than the rest of us.

“What are you up to?” I whispered to Karen.

“Worry about playing chess,” she said to me.

“You’re going to regret whatever it is you’re doing,” I said to her.

I played my first game, winning easily within just five minutes. My second game took a bit longer: eight minutes, but I won. Then, during my third game, I stumbled. I stopped focussing when I noticed Ms. Renner across the room, away from our teammates, chatting with… a man. She was red in the face, but looking almost like she was flirting, putting her hand on the man’s shoulder, letting out a fake giggle that made me suddenly unsettled.

“Your move,” said a man next to me. I looked forward and realized I let forty seconds of my time slip away.

“Shoot,” I gasped. Then I made a lousy move without assessing the board. I lost that game, and felt rather dumb because of it, because the opponent didn’t play well—she just caught me off-guard.

And I continued to be distracted for the rest of that day, looking over at Ms. Renner, seeing her flirting with that same man. As the day progressed, I was more convinced that she was flirting. I will admit that my heart stung when I saw him put his hand on her hip. I felt strangely betrayed, as if she was… cheating on me.

My heart was pounding. My head swirled with strong emotions. I took a slow breath in and then tried hard to focus on winning my games… but I kept losing. I noticed my hand shaking. Why was Ms. Renner flirting with that guy? I wanted to go and ask what was happening. I wondered if this had something to do with Karen’s plot.

Then, around mid-afternoon, I saw the man take Ms. Renner by the hand, leading her towards the back hallway of that rental hall.

I looked at the game before me. It was just starting, and my opponent was now setting up for a long defensive battle. I didn’t want to lock into a long game, so I purposely made a risky move, sending in my queen. Maybe it was suicide. The opponent missed that easy opportunity, so I did it again: a second suicide assault, and this time I was punished. The game ended, which is what I wanted; I didn’t care about winning. I cared about knowing what the hell was happening with Ms. Renner.

I rushed across the hall to that back hallway. I found myself looking at the various doorways. I hurried to the end of the hallway and found one door that I just felt was concealing Ms. Renner and the man who took her away.

I reached for that door handle. I was terrified of what I was about to see; I knew it was going to be hard to swallow. But I needed to know.

I opened the door a crack. I poked my head in. I closed my eyes for a moment, and then I forced myself to open them, seeing what Ms. Renner’s fate was…

And there she was, on her knees, before a well-endowed and very erect teacher. She had his cock in her fist. She was licking his lip with closed eyes. The man was groaning, throwing back his head in a state of pure bliss.

Ms. Renner was performing oral on the man. I didn’t know who the man was, and I don’t think she knew either. I just knew that she was doing this because Karen was making her. Pleasing a stranger was certainly the final piece of her punishment: a punishment that she never deserved in the first place.

I wanted to run in and scream. I wanted to stop them. I wanted to save Ms. Renner from this horrible embarrassment.

But I was too late. They’d been at it for five minutes, and now, the man was finishing. He groaned loudly and reached down to grab his cock from her. He squeezed it hard and then he erupted, making a huge mess on her face with his thick load. She gasped as blasts of warm cum splashed on her nose, her cheekbone, her eye, her forehead. He had the capacity of ten men, making her unrecognizable until she finally was able to use her wrist to wipe the cum away like a windshield wiper. She coughed after swallowing the cum that ended up in her mouth.

The man grabbed her by the back of the hair and pulled her head forward so he could wipe the tip of his cock on her face: that final little humiliation.

Then, I heard the giggle behind me. “I can’t believe she did it,” Karen whispered. Two girls from our school stood with her with matching grins.

“You did this to her,” I said.

“Maybe,” Karen said. “But if you ask me, it looks like she likes it.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Well, I heard that you liked it when he had his way with you!” I snapped back. It was a mean thing to say, but it was true: I’d heard the rumour that she was moaning and smiling when Mr. Renner was taking her from behind. It was hard to know the lies from the truth, but the red face she had on now suggested that I’d heard the truth.

“I knew it,” she said. “You are sleeping with him!”

“Her,” I corrected.

She rolled her eyes. “So you’re a dyke then.”

The girls laughed.

“Maybe I am!” I said. “And if so, it’s none of your business. I will like whoever I want to like, and it will continue not to affect you.”

She had steam billowing from her ears. “We can’t all be perfect. We can’t all be valedictorians. We can’t all sleep our way to having shining references on our academic resumes.”

“I know,” I grinned. “You tried and failed.”

She snapped at me, grabbing me, trying to toss me to the floor. Her claws dug into me, and then her friends jumped in to pull her off. She still managed to take me down, starting a cat fight. I tried pushing her off, but she just kept clawing at me—until Ms. Renner came in and pulled her off. “What is this about!?” she gasped.

“Karen has been blackmailing you!” I said.

“Liar!” Karen barked.

“I’m not a liar! I caught her doing it. She’s trying to destroy you, and she expects us all to support her!”

Ms. Renner looked at Karen, who was now blushing with guilt. She pressed her lips thin and turned her chin up. “Try and prove it.”

“Match her handwriting,” I said.

“This is nonsense!” Karen yelled.

There was a long silence. Karen just stood there, looking guilty.

Then, Ms. Renner said, “I did what you wanted me to do. I didn’t mean to hurt you when we… you know. I didn’t even know that I’d hurt you.”

“You’re a teacher. You should have known better.”

“But I’m not a teacher,” Ms. Renner said, shaking her head. “I was in school just last year. I got a phone call from your teacher. I’m just here to teach chess. I was never cut out for any of this.”

Karen looked down at her feet, sniffled suddenly, and then she said, “I’m so sorry.”

There was another long silence. Then, Ms. Renner asked to speak alone with Karen. They went into a room together and stayed there for a long time. They must have talked through the issue, because they both emerged looking happy, satisfied. Now, they looked like friends. I decided not to pry. I decided not to ask how they came to terms, but I was happy to see that they’d made amends.

And I thought this would be the end of Ms. Renner. I thought that Monday would roll around and we would see Mr. Renner again… but Mr. Renner never came back. Instead, Ms. Renner showed up again, dressed now in a school uniform, just like ours. She got it from the faculty, thinking it would be more appropriate than what she’d been wearing. Seeing her dressed like us made me realize that she really wasn’t any older than us. She was just a recent grad herself, only a few months older than the older student in the room.

I went up to Karen after class. “Are you still blackmailing her?” I whispered.

“No!” she said. “How dare you accuse me of that!” She said it as if it was so far out of the realm of possibility, as if she hadn’t done it before.

I stared into Karen’s eyes. Then, after school, I found Ms. Renner and told her, “You know, you can dress as yourself again now. The girls are all past that drama.”

She smiled, blushing. “I am dressed as myself, Ms. Stone,” she said.

I paused for a moment. “Well, I did sort of have that feeling,” I continued. “But I had to make sure. You look rather… attractive. The school outfit isn’t so flattering, but I must admit that it looks quite nice on you.”

“Well, I must admit that I made a few adjustments, using my status as a non-student to get away with… certain things.”

And that’s when I noticed that she was showing a bit more knee than the rest of us. Her stockings were different too: thinner and tighter, not the bulky cotton things we had to wear. Her blouse was unbuttoned slightly, which was something we weren’t allowed to do during school.

“Well, it suits you,” I said.

“And hopefully,” she blushed, “I can suit you too.”

“Ms. Renner,” I gasped. “I heard about your little addiction. I do believe ideas like this one have gotten you in trouble before.”

“Indeed, they have,” she said, looking to her feet. “Though, since you and I last… you know… my urges have been more…”

“More what, Ms. Renner”

“Exclusive.”

“In what way?” I asked.

“For you,” she said, looking into my eyes.

It was only five minutes later that we were in the library, upstairs, with me mounting Ms. Renner from behind. But it didn’t end there. I stopped before she came, and then we traded spots. I let her take me while I lay on my back, legs spread wide. I watched as her warm, hard shaft plunged in and out. “You must pull out,” I said. “I’m not on birth control.”

“I’m not sure that my seed would be viable,” she blushed, between breaths. “I’ve been taking hormones for quite some time.”

My eyes widened. It explained a lot. It explained her soft appearance more than anything. Then, I reached out, unbuttoned her blouse, pulled her shirt open, and I saw the soft forming of lumps: breast tissue that I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed before. They were only A-cups, but still breasts. I squeezed them, making her moan.

“That feels good,” she said softly.

I felt her cock throb inside of me as she took away my virginity. “It feels really good,” I whispered. “Really fucking good. Please don’t stop. Oh God.” I let my head fall back as a surge of intense pleasure overwhelmed me. “Please, Ms. Renner—cum inside of me. I want to feel your warm seed deep in my pussy.”

“I won’t last long,” she said, breathing heavily.

“I’m ready for it,” I said.

And then I got it, deep inside of me, like a surge of warm oil. My God, it felt so amazing. It felt so tingly and satisfying. It felt like I finally knew who I was, what I wanted, and who I wanted to be with. I felt a lifetime of confusion lifting away from me: a clear head that seemed so impossible…

“Ms. Stone?” said Ms. Renner.

“What is it?” I whispered.

“I think that I love you,” she said.

THE END
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Veronica loves one thing more than anything in the world: God. A close second is the pastor at her church, Father Ogilvy, who always gives the most intriguing sermons. Veronica lives for those amazing sermons, so she’s sad when Father Ogilvy announces his retirement.

The day of his retirement turns from sad to horrifying when Veronica ventures down to the church basement to retrieve some totes for a charity event, only to meet a curvy succubus who lives in the ancient space.

The succubus is going on vacation for a week and needs someone to take over the job until she’s back. And having not been on vacation for nearly a century, she’s refusing to take no for an answer.

How bad can it be?

For one week, armed with superhuman succubus powers, Veronica will have to facilitate deals with desperate men, and punish those who break their contracts.
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That Sunday, I made sure to put on my nicest dress: a pale green dress that flowed beautifully down to my ankles, with long sheer sleeves, frilly shoulders, and a high neckline that framed my face in a flattering way.

I also made sure to wake up an hour earlier than I would normally wake up before church, to braid my hair into a fancy French-braid wrap. I probably had sixteen pins holding that fancy up-do in place.

I shaped my eyebrows, I put on my nicest perfume (an expensive gift from my mother), I shaved my armpits and legs. I even put on heels—the only pair that I owned (I’d only worn them twice before); I’d never been a big heels girl; heels attracted attention that I was never interested in getting.

And, just for that special occasion, I put on a touch of makeup. I almost never touched makeup unless it was a truly special event, and that was a truly special event. It was Father Ogilvy’s last sermon.

Usually, it was just a touch of mascara at the very most. I owned some makeup supplies from gifts, but almost never touched any of it. But today was special.

I wanted to look my best, to show him how much he meant to me and how much his words had impacted my life.

I took a deep breath and began. First, I applied a thin layer of foundation to even out my skin tone. Then, I used a concealer to cover up the dark circles under my eyes, a result of staying up late to study for Father Ogilvy’s Bible class, which I was determined to ace… I blended it all in with a damp sponge, careful not to apply too much.

Next, I added a touch of blush to my cheeks, giving them a rosy glow, though I wondered for a minute if I looked too whorish now. I’d heard someone say that blush was designed to make a girl look like she was having an ‘orgasm’… I have no idea how true that is.

I carefully brushed my eyebrows, filling them in to give them a more defined shape. I finished off my eye makeup with a swipe of mascara and a hint of eyeliner, to make my eyes look bigger and brighter.

Finally, I applied a bold red lipstick, giving my face a pop of colour. I stepped back from the mirror and looked at myself, satisfied with the result. I looked confident and beautiful, ready to face the day ahead.

As I made my way to the church, I felt a sense of nervous excitement building within me. I was ready to hear Father Ogilvy's final words, to be inspired and uplifted one last time. I was honoured to be a part of this special day, and I was determined to make the most of it.

Oh, how I loved Father Ogilvy! He was such an entertaining preacher. His sermons were so fascinating, so entertaining. Whenever he told the story of Christ being put on the cross, I would be brought to tears. When he spoke about the resurrection, I was tempted to cheer with joy. Father Ogilvy told stories much like my own father, when he would read to me at night. He would do the voices, building up tension, and then he could boom with enthusiasm that would make the whole audience perk up.

And he was so amazingly charitable. He would stay late, every day, to work with the less fortunate. He ran classes (for free) designed to help get people onto the right foot. He was a tremendous motivational speaker.

Oh, how I was going to miss Father Ogilvy. I’m not sure I’d ever looked up to anyone quite as much. “Don’t worry, Veronica,” he said to me that morning, when I saw him at the door and I began to cry. “I’m not dying; I’m just retiring.”

“But I’m going to miss your sermons, Father,” I said, clasping my hands down at my waist.

He smiled, looking rather jolly. He was an older man: clean-shaven, tall—though I wouldn’t call him traditionally handsome. He had a wife, a modest woman, on the heavier side. Oh, I’m not one to judge a person, though I did always wonder why Father Ogilvy picked her. Perhaps she was sharper in her youth, when they married. Now, she looked… well, I’m just going to say it, though I know it will sound mean: ogreish. She had big shoulders and a wide jaw. She often smelled of unbrushed teeth and unwashed armpits. Oh, I know that I’m sounding cruel, but I truly am biting my tongue, holding back on truly describing the woman. She was often there, standing near Father Ogilvy, rarely dressed for the occasion. She would wear loose jeans and an untucked T-shirt: hardly appropriate attire to wear before the Lord on His day. She was constantly sniffling, and clearing her throat with a horrible sound. Perhaps she had some sort of medical condition; who am I to judge? Only the Lord Himself can judge…

“Father Christopher is a wonderful speaker, Veronica,” Father Ogilvy said to me, speaking of the young priest who would be taking over the Sunday sermon.

“Father Christopher is tremendous. I’ve heard him speak on Tuesdays,” I smiled. “But no one can tell a story from Genesis like you can.”

“I do love Genesis,” smiled Father Ogilvy.

I made sure to sit right up front for that final sermon. I clasped my hands tightly together and watched the magnificent priest as he spoke. I laughed, I cried, I cheered. Yes, I got a few curious looks from the casual churchgoers; maybe my enthusiasm was a bit over-the-top; maybe my passion for a good sermon was a bit… intense.

It was near the end of the sermon that Father Ogilvy said, “Mrs. Gregor sadly had to return to the hospital last night. Let us all pray for a fast recovery.” We prayed, and then he continued, “As she’s unable to be here, I’m asking for a volunteer to help distribute lunches to the less fortunate.”

I sprung to my feet, throwing my hand into the air.

Father Ogilvy smiled warmly with that amazing smile. “Of course, Veronica. Bless your wonderful soul.”

I often volunteered after church, twice a week—though usually not on Sundays. But I was thrilled to have one more chance to spend a little bit of extra time around my favourite priest in the whole wide world.

When church ended, a huge crowd formed near the pulpit, not even giving Father Ogilvy a chance to dismount the staging. Everyone wanted a chance to have one last goodbye, even though we all knew that he would be back every Sunday as a casual churchgoer. I was one of the people in that big crowd, though I was hoping to be one of the last to speak to him, as I had to much to say and I didn’t want to hold up the long line.

“You really liked that, huh?” said a voice next to me.

I looked over and saw a young man staring at me, grinning as if he was trying hard not to laugh. He had his hands in the pockets of his slacks, blazer opened to show his dress shirt, which was buttoned down close to his sternum. Showing so much chest, even as a man, hardly seemed appropriate, but I forced a smile regardless; it wasn’t my place to judge. “Father Ogilvy is a wonderful speaker.”

Graham was a young man in his mid-twenties, with a rough and rugged appearance. He had unkempt, greasy hair that fell just above his eyes, and a scruffy beard that seemed to have been neglected for weeks. His clothes were wrinkled and stained, giving the impression that he didn't take good care of himself.

His eyes were what drew the most attention. They were small and beady, with a dark, sinister look to them. They darted around nervously, as if he was always looking for an escape route or plotting something. There was a coldness in his gaze, a sense that he was capable of doing harm to others if it suited him.

His body language was shifty and guarded, as if he was constantly on the lookout for trouble. He moved with a quick, furtive step, and he seemed to be always on edge. His hands were often balled into fists, ready for a fight, and there was an air of menace about him that made others uneasy.

Overall, Graham gave off the impression of a shady character with bad intentions. He seemed like someone who was always looking to take advantage of others, and someone who was not to be trusted.

“It was a big long-winded, if you ask me,” he said, rolling his eyes.

I paused. I didn’t recognize the man. Had he been to that church before?

“I’m sorry,” I said. “What’s your name?”

“Graham,” he said, and then he pulled a hand out from his pocket and thrust it towards me. I reluctantly shook his hand, though I didn’t feel good about this particular person. There was something about his grin that just seemed off… or maybe it was simply the fact that he’d insulted one of the greatest speakers to ever bless a pulpit.

“Veronica,” I said.

“I like your dress, Veronica,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said carefully.

I felt gross when he let his gaze move down my body. It was a dress with good coverage, though the area around my collarbone was sheer, and so were the sleeves, so I felt more exposed than usual. Maybe I should have worn something less tight, something less sheer; maybe this dress wasn’t as appropriate for church as I thought. Maybe I looked like a whore, and now I was attracting the wrong kind of person.

I used my arms to cover up my chest. “Are you in line to talk to Father Ogilvy?” I asked.

He looked over at the popular priest and shrugged his shoulders. “Nah,” he said.

“Are you waiting for confession?” I asked, and I will admit that it was intended to be a bit of a jab.

He laughed and shook his head. “No. I’m just mingling.”

“I see,” I said, shying my face away. Why had he singled me out? Did I look easy to him? Did I seem like some loose whore? His presence was making me tense and uncomfortable.

“You come here often?” he asked, apparently not picking up on my body language.

“Three times a week,” I said with a smile.

“Whoa!” he gasped. “Like… every week?”

“Of course.”

“I’m more of a three times a year kind of guy,” he said with a chuckle, as if skipping church on Sundays was something to joke about. I had nothing to say to him; his nonchalant attitude towards skipping church just seemed downright wrong. “Well, after you talk to your guy there, or whatever, we should go get a coffee or something. Well—it’s almost noon now; we could even get a beer or a wine or something.”

I gasped, lips parted, suddenly speechless.

He laughed. “What is it?”

“It’s hardly appropriate to talk about liquor inside of a church!” I couldn’t believe my ears.

He just laughed, not seeing the insanity of what he was saying. “Okay, then coffee.”

“I—I’m afraid that I have other commitments, Graham.”

“The volunteer thingy?” he said.

“Yes, that,” I said, biting my tongue. “The volunteer thingy.”

“You’re really into all this church stuff, huh?” he said, pushing his hands back into his pockets. That’s when I noticed he was chewing gum, which I’m pretty sure would be a sin if gum had been invented when the Bible was written.

“Nothing is more important,” I said.

“Well, some things are.”

“Like what?” I said.

“Like, what about… family.”

“Christ before family,” I said.

He rolled his eyes and shook his head. “You really think that’s what Jesus would want?”

“Whoever loves father or mother more than me is not worthy of me, and whoever loves son or daughter more than me is not worthy of me. Matthew, 10:37,” I quoted. I was quite proud of myself for getting it right without stumbling. Maybe my Bible study sessions were paying off.

He looked stunned for a moment. “That’s in the Bible?” he said. “That’s kind of messed up.”

“Because nothing is more important than Christ.”

He rolled his eyes again. Then he grinned. “Let’s talk about this more over a drink. What do you say?” His eyes scanned me again. I swear he paused for a moment to look at my breasts, which were well covered, but still apparently drawing him in. I covered my chest again with my arms.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But I’m very busy.”

“Tomorrow then,” he smiled.

“I’m busy tomorrow as well.”

“With what?”

“That’s my own business!” I said. I liked this man less and less with each passing second. He was too persistent, and he knew nothing about the Bible. Why was he even at that church? Was he just there to try to pick up girls?

I was relieved when one of the church volunteers came out from the back, saying, “Does anyone know where the extra totes are in the basement?”

I threw up my hand, because I knew from the last church fundraiser; in fact, I was the one who stored them away. “Do you need them, Mrs. Arlington?”

“Would you be so kind?”

“Want help?” asked Graham, perking up.

“No, thank you,” I smiled. “They aren’t heavy at all. It was nice talking to you.” I was scared that he was going to follow me down to the basement and pester me the whole time I hauled the totes up the stairs.

But he didn’t follow me; I managed to slip away, freeing myself from that awkward conversation. Though I wasn’t exactly thrilled at the idea of going down into the basement.

I stood at the top of that old stairwell, looking down into the dark basement of a church. The air was musty and the steps creaked beneath my feet. I tried to shake off the feeling of dread that was creeping over me, but I couldn't escape the thought that I was about to venture into the unknown.

The stairs seemed to go on forever, disappearing into the darkness below. I tried to focus on the task at hand, but my mind kept flashing images of what might be lurking in the shadows. My heart was racing, and my palms were sweaty. I took a deep breath and began to descend, one step at a time.

As I reached the bottom of the stairwell, I was enveloped by a thick, oppressive darkness. I fumbled for the phone flashlight in my pocket, and when I finally found it, I shone it ahead of me. I could see just a few feet in front of me, but beyond that, the basement was a mystery.

I moved forward, my footsteps echoing off the walls. I tried to remain calm, but the hairs on the back of my neck were standing on end. I kept my flashlight aimed ahead of me, scanning the area for any sign of danger. But there was nothing there, just rows of old storage boxes and forgotten furniture.

Despite the lack of obvious danger, I couldn't shake the feeling that I wasn't alone down there. I pressed on, determined to find what I came for. But with each step, I was more and more aware of the weight of the darkness around me, and the fear that I was about to be swallowed up by it.

Finally, I reached my destination, and I let out a sigh of relief. I had accomplished what I came here to do, but the fear that I felt in that basement would stay with me for a long time. I made my way back up the stairwell, eager to return to the light and safety of the outside world.

It was an old church, restored in some parts, but the basement wasn’t one of those parts. It was built in the 1800s, with a rugged stone foundation, with thick hand-carved beams holding up the floor above. It was built before electricity, but soon after the advent of electricity, someone had put in sconces, bolted to the stone walls. The lightbulbs in those sconces now were easily thirty-years-old, in dire need of LED replacements. They were dim, flickering—and some were just burnt out. There were dark pockets: shadows of pure blackness—not helped at all by giant stacks of storage. Some of those piles were so untouched, half an inch of dust covered everything, concealing whatever was underneath.

I went through a maze of old Christmas decorations. I turned down the hallway, stepping up onto the raised wooden floor that sat on the cold stone. I’d been down there half a dozen times in as many years. I hated going down there almost as much as I hated talking to men like Graham. Whenever I stepped into that narrow basement hallway, the same thought always entered into my head: ‘As Above, So Below’. I’m not sure where that thought came from. It wasn’t a quote from the Bible, but I’d heard it somewhere before…

What made me truly hate that basement was the constant feeling that I was being watched, but it wasn’t the same feeling that I got when I was above, inside of the warm, inviting church. Down in that basement, it never quite felt like God was with me… but instead, something else.

“I just need totes,” I said out loud, as if I was saying it to someone, so that they would leave me alone. A chill crept down my spine.

I wanted to be fast for two reasons: partially because I wanted to get the heck out of that basement, and partially because I wanted to see Father Ogilvy before he left. I had to be quick… but now, I couldn’t remember where I’d left the totes. I was sure that I put them in that nook at the end of the long hallway: a hallway, which ended abruptly, with no doors: a passageway to nothing but a stone wall.

Now, there was nothing there. I had to double-back, reaching the first old oak doorway. The door groaned on its hinges. I swear that door weighed five-hundred pounds; those hinges must have been truly powerful to hold that old door up!

The room was packed with old storage and dust. No totes.

I groaned

I went to check another room. There were a dozen rooms, all packed with storage from different decades.

Where were those totes?

As I began to lose hope, I heard something: the soft pattering off feet. I froze, listening. Those footsteps were coming from the end of that long hallway: the hallway that led to nothing. I was too afraid to turn to look down it. I tried to ignore it.

I didn’t believe in ghosts. When people die, they either go to heaven or hell; they don’t become ghosts and haunt church basements. But still, my body was overwhelmed with frightening chills.

“I just need those totes,” I whispered.

“They’re over here,” a girl’s voice rang out.

I nearly screamed. I would have jumped into the air before sprinting out of that basement had a terrified paralysis not taken over my body. I turned to look down that hallway, which was now black; the lights had gone out. Was someone pranking me?

“Come get your totes,” the female voice said before giggling in the darkness.

“W—Who are you?” I asked. My voice was broken, rattled.

“I’m the lady with your totes, now come and get them.”

“Why are you in the dark?” I asked. Now, I was starting to cry; the terror was bringing tears to my eyes.

“I find the dark comforting,” the voice said.

“Stop it!” I barked. “This isn’t funny!”

“It’s a little bit funny,” she said.

I turned around and started to run for the exit. I reached the oak doorway to the stairs, grabbed the handle, and pulled… but it was locked. “Let me out!” I cried. I pulled and pulled and pulled, making the door rattle, but it wouldn’t open. Now, tears were streaming down my cheeks.

“Would you just relax already!” the voice said, and now it sounded close, like it was just fifteen feet behind me. I was too afraid to look back.

“Please!” I begged. “I just want to go home! I just want out of here! Please, God! Help me!”

The voice suddenly hissed. “Don’t use that name down here!” she gasped.

I spun around, now feeling the warmth of her body, as if she was just feet away from me. I pressed my back hard against that oak door, palms flat against the steel bracing. Now, staring at me, was a young woman, hardly older than me.
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She was wearing a little black dress, with long brown hair that had been straightened. She had fishnet stockings on her legs, high-heels on her feet. She looked like she was about to go clubbing. Her attire was certainly not appropriate for church—though I’d seen girls like her in the church before; it was always so obvious that they were there to find themselves a desperate husband. I always tried my hardest not to judge, but it was hard to stop the judgements from entering my head when I saw their breasts half out, they thighs shining into the eyes of every man in the building, lips glossed, body sprayed with perfume from some lingerie store. Okay, I’ll say it: whores.

Now, standing before me, was one of those whores—probably a friend of Graham. Or, if she wasn’t a friend of Graham, maybe she needed to go upstairs and meet him; they would have made a fine couple.

“Why are you so scared, Veronica?” the girl asked.

“Because you’re hiding down here in the shadows like some cruel prankster!” I barked. “This is hardly funny!”

“Oh, please,” she said, rolling her eyes in a big, exaggerated way. “You’re so sensitive.”

“Unlock this door,” I said, wiping my eyes. I looked down and saw the black smears on my hands: my mascara was ruined now, thanks to this church-basement floozy. It suddenly occurred to me that she was probably down here messing around with some boy, and I’d nearly caught them. Maybe she thought she needed to reveal herself before I did catch her being naughty and sinful.

“I’ll unlock it in a few minutes,” she said. “But first, I wanted to chat with you.”

She turned and began to walk around the room, showing off more of her tight dress. That’s when I noticed that it was totally sheer, showing everything. I gasped, seeing her ass cheeks through her dress—and that’s not all that I saw; I also saw that she wasn’t wearing panties. I saw her vagina, which was smooth and hairless. I gasped, covered my mouth, looking away. She turned to me, and that’s when I noticed that even the top part of her dress was semi-sheer, showing her breasts: nipples and all.

I was stunned, horrified. I wanted to tell her that she was a blasphemer. I wanted to tell her to repent for being so sinfully indecent. But I kept my mouth shut on that matter.

“Unlock this door right now,” I said.

“But we haven’t talked yet,” she smiled.

“I’m not interested in talking; I have commitments,” I said.

“Phooey,” she said. “Fuck your silly commitments. I have something much more important for you.”

“Watch your language!” I gasped. “You’re in a church! I shouldn’t have to remind you that God is listening right now.”

She hissed again, turning her face away from me like some sort of vampire turning away from sunlight. “Stop it with that name! Have some respect!”

“You have some respect! For the Lord, and for yourself!” I motioned down at her inappropriate body.

She hissed once more, and then she smiled. “Don’t you like my dress?”

“With all due respect, you look like a prostitute,” I said.

“Oh, thank you,” she smiled, as if it was a compliment. “That was kind of what I was going for this morning when I got dressed.”

Who was this vile woman, and how had she ended up in the church basement?

“Open this door right now,” I said. “I’m done playing this game. I have to get the totes.” I gasped suddenly. “The totes! Where are those totes?”

“I already sent them up,” she said, waving me off. “Quit worrying so much about the damned totes!”

I paused for a moment. “You did?” I asked.

“Yes!” she said. “I knew that they would come looking for you if I didn’t deliver them upstairs, so I dealt with it. Now, do me a favour and give me a few minutes of your time.”

I paused. I wanted to fight with her, but I knew that she wasn’t going to give me what I wanted until I caved and gave her whatever it was that she wanted. I had to bite down on my tongue. I had to force a smile. I clenched my hands into tight fists to control my emotions, and then I said, “What do you want?”

“More than anything, I want to go on vacation,” she smiled. And she stared at me, as if I should have a reply to that.

“Okay,” I said.

“Well,” she said. “It’s not that simple for me. My boss doesn’t give me any vacation days. In fact, I don’t get any days off.”

“That’s a real shame,” I said. “But clearly, you’re off now, so you obviously get some time off.”

She smiled. “I’m not off now,” she said. “Technically, I’m still on the clock. My boss is a real prick, to be quite honest with you.”

I gasped at her language. But I didn’t lash out this time; I wanted her to finish with her little chat so that I could leave.

“I want to go away for a week—somewhere cool. I bet that sounds silly to you, but when you spend so long down in hell, the thought of being somewhere cool just seems so… relaxing.” She let out a soft sigh.

My heart skipped a beat. “It’s not funny to joke about hell,” I said.

“Oh, but it’s no joke,” she said. “That’s where I live. And yes, it’s just as hot as you’ve heard.”

“Stop it,” I said. “You aren’t funny!”

She giggled. “Oh, Veronica. You’re such an innocent little soul,” she said with that smirk. “I suppose I should just prove it to you and skip this ‘trust me’ stuff. But I don’t want to scare you more than I already have.”

“You’ve possibly lost your mind,” I said, shaking my head.

“Okay, so I guess I have to prove it,” she said. “Just prepare yourself. I know you’re going to be freaked out, but it just seems inevitable.”

She lifted her hands up into the air, and that’s when my life was truly turned upside down. The floor rumbled for a moment, making me gasp and jump. Then, cracks began to form on the centuries-old stone foundation. A hot redness glowed from those cracks, like lava was about to erupt from the ground. I screamed and backed myself against that door.

Then, little hissing creatures, black all over with glowing red eyes, began to crawl from the cracks. They looked at me with those horrible little faces. I fell to the floor and cried for God to save me.

Then, as soon as it began, it ended. The floor closed up, the red glow vanished, and now, the whorish woman was standing before me, looking strangely guilty. “I didn’t mean to give you a heart attack, Veronica.”

“How do you know my name!?” I screamed after stuttering for a moment.

“I know a lot of things,” she said. “And, for the next week, you’re going to know a lot of things too.”

“What are you talking about!?” I asked, wiping mascara-tinted tears from my eyes.

“I want to go on vacation, and the only way that I can do that is if someone takes over for me. It will only be a week.”

“This is… This is crazy! Please just let me go. I don’t want to be down here anymore. I don’t want anything to do with this!”

“Well, normally I would accept no as an answer, but it’s been nearly eighty years since my last vacation, and I’m not sure I can go much longer.”

“Pick someone else,” I said.

“I don’t have many options, Veronica. With all due respect, you aren’t exactly my first pick. I can think of a few girls upstairs who would be a better fit. Like Jasmine, who’s talking to Father Ogilvy right now. She meets the criteria, and she’s much naughtier than you; I bet she would actually enjoy the job.”

“So ask her then!”

“Well,” she said. “I would ask her… but she’s not here right now, is she?”

I paused for a moment.

“If you would go up and send her down, then I could ask her. But how could I trust you? How would I know that you’re actually going to tell her to come down? I can see right through you, Veronica. I can tell that you will just run off if I open that door. I can’t let that happen.”

My heart was pounding now. My legs were trembling. I had a terrible feeling that I was now seeing the final moments of my life. “Don’t hurt me,” I begged.

“I don’t hurt people—unless they ask me to,” she said, waving me off. “In fact, my job is quite the opposite; I give people pleasure and satisfaction—beyond what they know to be possible. They like it. You’re giving them a gift, really. And sometimes… well, it’s not all pleasuring people all the time. You’ll have to deal with the bad eggs: the fuckups who need punishing. You’ll be wearing a lot of hats, but you’ll figure it out. At the end of the day, it’s all pretty straight-forward.”

“I don’t want to do it,” I said, sniffling and wiping my eyes again.

“Oh, please just do it,” she groaned. “It’s just one week. It’s not like you have anything better to be doing. You can call in sick to work. Your boss, Darcy, won’t even care.”

“How do you know my boss’ name?”

“Keep up, Veronica!” she sighed. “I’m a succubus. I know lots of things. Look… all your crying is making me feel terrible—believe it or not. I’m not a bad succubus. I actually think that I’m a pretty nice succubus, all things considered. I just really, really need a break. Just do this for me and I’ll make it worth your while.”

“It’s sacrilege,” I said.

“Yes, it actually is that,” she blushed. “But your God will forgive you, I’m sure. And… well, look. I’m not really giving you the option. I’m just trying to be nice about it. You’re going to do it one way or another.”

“I won’t. I’ll die before I do it.”

“Well, actually no, you won’t,” she said. “But that’s a sweet sentiment. Anyway—you can start tomorrow morning. Be here at 9:00 AM, your time.”

“No,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay,” she said. “I’m just trying to prepare you for the week, Veronica. There are details that we should cover.”

“No,” I said. “Open this door. Now.”

“But don’t you want to be a little bit prepared?” she said.

“No,” I growled. “Now open this door and let me out of here!”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine. I guess some people just prefer to learn to swim in the deep end of the pool.” She waved her hand and the oak door suddenly flew open. I screamed and jumped back, dodging it narrowly.

I looked back at the woman for a horrified second before sprinting up the steps, away from that basement. I never wanted to go near it again. I wasn’t even sure how I was going to step into that church ever again, knowing that something truly evil was lurking in the basement.

I ran into the atrium and saw the skimmed-down crowd around Father Ogilvy. He turned and looked into my eyes with a smile, and then his gaze narrowed. “Veronica,” he called out to me. Then, the other girls all turned to look at me. “Are you… okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“Is this some sort of prank? It’s rather… inappropriate.”

I stared at him for a long moment before looking down to see that I was no longer wearing my little pale green dress. Now, I was wearing a tight red latex bodysuit and black fishnet stockings. I screamed and covered up. I’d never shown so much skin in my life. I turned from pale to red. Everyone was staring at me. “It’s… It’s just a joke!” I yelled. “It’s funny… right?”

The older women looked horrified. They all knew me and my family. This was so humiliating. I looked around for something to wear over that super-tight outfit. Then I remembered that there were robes in the back room, so I rushed to get one. When I came back, they were still staring at me. I had to look down to make sure another outfit hadn’t magically appeared on my body.

“I like to think that I have a good sense of humour,” laughed Father Ogilvy. “But I think that particular joke went over my head.”

The old women around him chuckled.

“But I think I get what you were going for. You’re a funny girl, Veronica. God has blessed you with a truly unique spirit.”

“I don’t know what I was thinking,” I said softly.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said. “Life is too short. But maybe next time, it could be a joke done outside of the church walls. You know… with Him watching, and all.” He motioned to the huge portrait of Jesus Christ. As I looked at that portrait, I suddenly felt a terrible burning on my skin. Steam rose from my body, as if fire was burning off the moisture in my skin. I shrieked and jumped back, behind one of the pews.

“Are you… okay?” asked Father Ogilvy.

“I—I’m afraid I’m not feeling so well, Father. I may have to pass on the volunteer opportunity that I agreed to earlier. My, uh, stomach isn’t so well.”

“It’s no worry, Veronica; you do enough. Go home and rest. It was so wonderful to see you here today.”

“Thank you, Father. Your, uh, sermon was truly remarkable. I’ll never forget it.”

But now, that horrible burning was happening all over my body. I felt steam rising from my skin. I knew I had to get out of there or I would burst into flames. So I turned around and sprinted out. The robe fell off of me, exposing that red latex outfit, but I was in too much pain to stop to grab it.

I ran all the way home, dressed like a cheap hooker, bawling my eyes out, with no idea what the hell was going on in my life.
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Icried and cried and cried.

Something terrible was happening. A demon was haunting me, meddling in my life. I instantly thought about calling Father Ogilvy and begging him to come and perform an exorcism. I had no idea if he was qualified to conduct such a thing, but I didn’t know who else to call…

But the thought of calling him and admitting what had happened was just so humiliating. I didn’t want him knowing that I’d spoken to some sort of demon. I didn’t want him thinking that I’d lost my mind. I respected that man so much; what would he think of me if he thought that I’d been chatting with demons?

The outfit kept appearing on my body. I would take it off, stuff it into the trash, and then a moment later, after the blink of an eye, it would be back on me. “No, no, no,” I whined. I tried covering myself up, but after a minute, the clothes I put on would vanish.

And it got weirder…

My hair, which had always been a dull brown colour, was now a bright shade of blonde. I rubbed my hand over my head, trying to understand what had happened. Had I accidentally used the wrong shampoo? Had I been sleepwalking and dyed my hair in my sleep?

I quickly ran to the bathroom to take a closer look. Sure enough, my hair was a completely different colour. It was golden and shining, a far cry from the mousy brown I was used to. I felt a knot form in my stomach as I realized what this change could mean. Would people judge me for my new look? Would they think I was trying to look like a slut, or an attention-seeking whore?

I began to panic. I didn't know anything about hair dye or maintenance, and I was worried I would make things worse if I tried to fix it myself. I didn't know what to do. All I could think was that I must look completely different, and that everyone would be staring at me in a bad way, especially with that red latex stuck on my body.

I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. I reminded myself that my hair was just hair, and that it wouldn't change who I was as a person.

Every time I looked at the cross on the wall, or the madonna portrait, my skin would burn terribly. I had to rush to the wall to pull both down. I had to hide my Bible, because being near it made my muscles ache.

I knew that I had a demon inside of me. I tried begging God to help me, but the mere mention of God made my throat burn as if I was drinking boiling water.

So all I could do was cry.

I went to clean the mascara off of my face. When I looked up at my reflection, there was a note written on the mirror with lipstick: ‘It’s only for a week. Relax.’

The message made me fall to the ground, trembling all over. I wept. I shook my head. I begged the entity to leave me alone. I tried covering up again, but my clothes just vanished. I even tried to be naked, thinking it would be more appropriate than the red latex bodysuit and fishnet stockings, but the outfit came back onto my body.

After six hours of exhausting weeping, I gave up. I fell onto my bed. I wanted to keep crying, but I had no tears left. I just went limp, lifeless, staring at my ceiling. I hated myself for inviting this demon into my life, though I didn’t understand how such a thing could have happened. How did God allow it to happen?

I winced; even the thought of the word God made my head ache ruthlessly. “I just want this to end,” I whispered as a final tear fell down my cheek.

“One week,” a voice said in my head. I clasped my ears with the palms of my hands.

I screamed, trying to scream the psychosis away, but the outfit remained on my body, so I knew the psychosis was still there.

It was late when my phone rang. It was an unknown number, so I almost didn’t answer it. “Hello?” I said softly, trying not to sound like I was crying.

“Veronica,” said Father Ogilvy. “I’m just calling to check on you. Are you feeling better?” The voice of Father Ogilvy was like a balm for the soul. It was deep and rich, with a gentle lilt that carried a sense of warmth and wisdom. When he spoke, it was as if he was reaching out and cradling you in his arms, soothing your fears and worries.

His words were carefully chosen, and he spoke with a slow and measured pace, allowing each syllable to sink in and resonate within you. His tone was calm and reassuring, and it was easy to get lost in the sound of his voice.

Whether he was delivering a sermon, leading a prayer, or simply speaking to someone in need, his voice was a source of comfort and strength. It was the voice of someone who had lived a long, rich life, and had seen and experienced much, but still held a deep sense of compassion and understanding.

Whenever I heard the voice of the old priest, I felt a sense of peace wash over me. It was like a warm, comforting blanket, wrapping me in its embrace and helping me to forget my worries and fears. I was grateful for his presence in my life, and I felt lucky to have such a calming and reassuring voice in my world.

“Father!” I gasped. Now was my chance to beg him for help. “I—I don’t know that I am, Father.”

“Perhaps you should check into the ER. You looked rather pale when you left the church today.”

“I—I don’t think it’s something the doctors could help me with, Father,” I said. “I think I need…” I wanted to tell him to come, but I was horrified. I didn’t want him to think less of me. It was so humiliating. I felt so ashamed of myself, for reasons that I couldn’t quite pinpoint.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“What is it, dear?” he said.

“It’s nothing. I think I just need to sleep it off.”

“Are you sure? Perhaps it’s something I could help you with.” He was giving me another chance—and I really should have jumped on that opportunity. But I was scared. I just remained still, jaw trembling.

“I think I’ll be fine, Father,” I said. “I should be going.” In a panic, I hung up the phone. I threw myself onto the bed and tried to cry, but I truly was out of tears. I just remained still. I wanted this all to end.

And then I remembered that it was only for a week. Maybe the week would fly by, and then I could forget all about this… but what exactly was expected of me for the week?
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When I woke up, I immediately threw back the blanket, praying that I would see my normal long-sleeved pyjamas… but I was instantly disappointed to see that I’d slept in that red bodysuit. Of course, I tried taking it off one more time, but it just reappeared. The terrible day wasn’t just a nightmare after all.

“No, no, no,” I whimpered.

I looked at the clock and saw that it was 8:00 AM. I remembered that demon telling me to be in the church basement at 9:00 AM, but there was no way that I was going to do that. I wasn’t going to let her corrupt my soul, no matter how hard she tried.

Well, she was trying hard; I suddenly had these strong urges to go to the church. That urge grew stronger and stronger and stronger, no matter how hard I tried to fight it. Suddenly, I found myself strangely justifying those urges. “Maybe it’s a good idea,” I whispered aloud. “Maybe I could talk to a priest about this. Maybe I could get some help at the church.”

And suddenly, I found myself en-route, walking down the street. I was four blocks from my house when I realized I hadn’t even put a coat over my latex-clad body. I suddenly flushed red with humiliation when a car slowed down next to me and the driver whistled at me. “Hot mama!” he called out.

I turned to look in the reflection of a store window, and I saw that red outfit on me—and worse: little black heels on my feet. My hair had been straightened, hanging down (not how I ever wore it), and I had dark eye makeup on. I never wore eye makeup; I rarely wore any makeup at all!

I began to hurry. Now, I really needed to get to the church to talk to a priest, before this got any worse.

Men kept stopping to ogle me. Their gazes explored my bodies. I heard whistling, cat-calling. A man at a corner asked me, “How much for an hour?”

I tried hard to hold back the tears. When I saw the church, a huge wave of relief washed over me—until I reached the large front doors, and I began to feel the sizzling heat against my skin. I remembered the horrible pain of being inside, with all of the Christ murals and crosses pointing at me. There was no way I could go inside of there! I would burn to death if I got any closer!

I backed away, tears beginning to swell in my eyes. Then, I noticed the old storm hatch that went to the church’s basement. I remembered that I didn’t feel any physical pain down there. Maybe I could just go in through the basement and then call up the stairs for a priest. Yeah—that was a great idea! A priest could come down and exorcise this demon out of me.

I went to the storm hatch and was thrilled to see that it was unlocked.

The old storm hatch on the side of the church was a testament to the building's age and history. It was made of heavy metal, with rusted hinges that creaked when opened. The hatch was set into the stone foundation of the church, and it was surrounded by moss and lichen, as if it had been there for centuries.

The handle of the storm hatch was big and clunky, and it took a bit of effort to open it. Once you managed to pry it open, you were met with a musty, damp smell that rose up from the dark hole below.

A metal ladder descended into the pitch-black depths of the storm cellar, and it was impossible to see the bottom from the opening. It was clear that the storm hatch hadn't been used in many years, and it was a reminder of the church's history and its connection to the community it served.

Despite its age and wear, the storm hatch still had a sense of purpose and importance. It was a symbol of the church's strength and resilience, and it was a constant reminder that the building had withstood the test of time and the elements. The storm hatch may have been old and rusted, but it was a proud and steadfast part of the church, and it would continue to stand there, ready and waiting, for generations to come.

I carefully stepped down, wobbling on the old oak stairs in my tiny heels. A hot breeze tickled up my legs. It was honestly quite soothing, even though it wasn’t particularly cold outside.

The relief that washed over me was unusual, unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I even let out a long sigh, as if I’d just come into a cozy cabin after running through a nasty blizzard. I pressed my back against the stone wall, feeling a strange amount of heat radiating through those old rocks.

The feeling inside of me now was almost like I was… home.

I even caught myself smiling for a moment before reality caught up with me, and I realized I was in that demon-dwelling basement.

Now, I was perked up: shoulders next to my ears, hair standing on my arms. An awful chill ran down my spine. I zipped along the wall towards the huge oak door that blocked the stairwell up to the church. I grabbed the handle.

It was a massive door, towering over anyone who stood before it, and it was made entirely of thick oak planks that had been weathered by years of exposure to the elements. The door was bound with iron hinges and had a large, rusty iron ring for a handle.

Despite its age and apparent disuse, the door was surprisingly sturdy and solid, seeming to withstand the passage of time with ease. The deep, rich grain of the oak was visible in the dim light of the basement, and it was intricately carved with intricate designs that were both beautiful and mysterious.

The atmosphere in the basement was musty and damp, and the air was thick with the scent of old, mildewed stone. Cobwebs hung from the ceiling and the walls, and the sound of rats scurrying through the shadows echoed through the room.

As I approached the door, I could not help but feel a sense of awe and reverence. It was as if the door had been there for centuries, guarding something sacred and ancient. The thought of what lay beyond it was both exhilarating and frightening, and it was easy to imagine that the door was a portal to another world, a world of secrets and mysteries.

The rock walls were hot… but that handle was scorching hot. I yelped and retracted my hand. I looked down to see steam rising up from my palm. “Ouch!” I cried, shaking off the heat.

So I looked around and spotted an old piece of burlap in the corner. It was stuck under a heavy crate—far too heavy to move—so I had to yank on it to rip off a piece: just big enough to wrap the door handle so that I could turn it.

Finally, I got the door open, but now, the air coming down from the church stung my exposed skin—and I had much more exposed skin than ever before. I screamed and jumped back, holding my hands in front of my face in an attempt to block that invisible ray of death. “Make it stop!” I whined. Then, I motioned for the door to close… and it did.

The door swung closed, as if I was able to move it with some impossible superpower. As soon as the pain fluttered away, I stood up and stared down at my hands. “Did I just… do that?” I whispered. After a stunned moment, I pointed my hand at that heavy box that was on that old piece of burlap. With a small flick of the wrist, the box suddenly moved, sliding across the old stone floor. The contents rattled and the old wooden walls of the box grumbled, moving for the first time in nearly one-hundred years. “Whoa,” I whispered.

I tried it again, this time on a box across the room. That box slid from one wall to the other. Then, I made distant doors open and close. I motioned my hand towards the old scones. By flicking my fingers, the lights all turned on, and then I was able to turn them off again.

I caught myself grinning once more.

I continued to play with my powers, feeling the thrill of discovery with every new thing I learned to do. I lifted chairs and made them dance in the air, and I created gusts of wind that swirled around the room. It was a magical experience, and I was completely absorbed in the moment.

As I played with my powers, I felt a sense of peace and contentment that I had never known before. It was as if the basement of the old church had become my own personal playground, and I was free to explore and experiment without any fear of judgment or consequence.

For nearly an hour, I lost myself in my newfound abilities, discovering new things with each passing moment. It was a magical experience.

“Having fun?” that demon woman asked.

I yelped, spinning around and clutching both hands at my latex-clad chest.

She was laughing, still in that sheer black dress, not caring that I could see her breasts and vagina through the see-thru fabric. I opened my mouth to beg her to keep her distance, but I was too petrified to push words through the lump in my throat.

“I was half-hoping you would come sooner, so I could go over everything before I had to catch my flight.” Then, I noticed she had a suitcase next to her.

“I—I just came to talk to a priest,” I whispered. “I’m not here for you.”

“Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes. “And by the way, I wouldn’t recommend talking to a priest. They tend to talk a lot about their boss, and that can get very, very painful.”

“What did you do to me?” I asked, narrowing my gaze as I stared into her eyes. Now, I was noticing that her irises were a deep red colour: a colour that I’d never seen in a person’s eyes before. It was especially startling because the whites of her eyes were so, so white—almost glowing.

“I gave you my powers,” she smiled. “You’re just borrowing them for a week, so you can stay on top of my workload while I’m gone.”

“I told you that I don’t want this!” I cried.

“I told you that I don’t care,” she groaned. “It’s just a week, Veronica. Relax. After a day or two, you’ll get the hang of it and it really won’t be so bad. I’ve been doing it for thousands of years and I survived.”

“Just take these stupid ‘powers’ away from me. I don’t want them.”

We argued for the next five minutes: a back-and-forth that led nowhere, as you can imagine. She was determined to take her vacation, and I was determined to get out of this arrangement. Finally, she said, “I’m going to miss my flight, and we’ve wasted all of this time that could have been spent discussing details—details, by the way, that you’re going to want to know once you start the job in ten minutes.”

“I’m not starting anything,” I said defiantly, crossing my arms and pouting.

“Oh, you little church princess,” she sighed. “You’re so cute an innocent; I love it. I keep trying to explain this to you: you don’t have a choice. This morning, I’m sure you felt the pull, didn’t you? Well, that’s the devil—my boss. Actually, he’s going to be your boss for the next week too. It’s just something that comes along with the powers. Whether you want to do it or not, the pull will come in the form of urges that will get harder and harder to resist, the more that you try to resist them.”

“This is crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“Listen, Veronica! I have about three minutes before I have to go! I’m trying to help you. Quit being such a stubborn little goodie-two-shoes and focus for one damn second!”

I took a deep breath and bit down on my tongue. As much as I hated to admit it, I knew that she wasn’t going to let me get out of this.

“Fine,” I hushed through clenched teeth.

And then, she explained as much as she could in three minutes.
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Iwas left with so many questions when the succubus grabbed her suitcase and said, “I’m going to be late. See you in a week!”

“Wait!” I gasped, but she didn’t wait.

“Why can’t you just teleport to your destination or something?” I called out.

“Because you have my powers!” she said. “We’re not allowed to use the powers for our own selfish reasons, unfortunately. Bye, Veronica! Have fun! See you in a week!” She threw open that storm hatch and climbed out, going out into public wearing that sheer dress. I chased her to the sidewalk and watched as she hailed a cab. People were stopping in the streets to stare at the beautiful woman in the see-thru dress. They were all stunned, shocked; old women were horrified; men were bright-eyed, snapping photos. The succubus didn’t seem to care.

“Wait!” I called out when the cab stopped. But she didn’t even bother to look back at me as she told the driver to take her to the airport.

Soon, those citizen gazes turned to me: people stunned to see another ‘whore’ coming out from that church. At least my outfit wasn’t sheer all over like hers, but I was still dressed like I was about to step onto the set of some porno. I backed up quickly, suddenly with the strong desire to be in the comfort of that warm, private church basement. I scurried down the hatch and threw the door closed, feeling the comforting heat radiating off of those stones.

I groaned, looking around, not sure what on earth I was supposed to do. I was still trying to think of some way out of this, but the only idea I could conjure up was getting a priest to exorcise the powers out of me, along with the responsibility that I’d apparently inherited from the vacationing succubus. “What am I going to do?” I wondered.

I puttered around, pacing around that dark basement. I turned on the lights with that old, clunky switch, but only a couple actually turned on, hardly lighting up a quarter of the dusty basement. It was a minute later when I had the idea to use my ‘powers’ to light up the rest. I aimed my palm at one of the burnt-out lights, and in an instant, it was glowing.

I lit the others the same way, making that basement much brighter than I’d ever seen in before. I saw corners of that basement that I’d never seen in the years that I’d been going to that church.

Next, I had the idea to use my ‘powers’ to wipe away the dust. I waved my hand from left to right, and amazingly, the dust lifted from every surface, sliding across the room until it all reached the right wall. It was all piled up in a long line, so I used both of my hands, pulling up into the air, lifting it all. I kicked my foot in the air to open the storm hatch, and then I threw all of that dust outside, without having to touch it. I closed the hatch and turned to look at the now-dust-free room. It was much nicer.

So I took a minute to reorganize the basement. There were old shelves on the back walls that I never knew were there, so I levitated boxes onto them, clearing up space. I stacked everything neatly, pushing mountains of junk into neat piles against the walls. I noticed a leaky pipe; the leak was coming from a seam where two pieces of piping met. So I used my powers to pull the pieces more tightly together, and the dripping suddenly stopped. I used the small puddle of water on the ground beneath it to ‘mop’ the floors, spreading it from one side of the basement to the other.

Then, the door to the stairwell suddenly opened, and I nearly screamed as spun to face the newcomer.

I had the strange instinct to make myself vanish—but instead of jumping around a corner, I just waved my hands up into the air, and I felt a big ‘poof’ around me. Before the person stepped into the newly-neatly-organized basement, I looked down at my hands and saw that they weren’t there. I panicked for a moment, trying to wave my arms around where I could see them; I could feel them. I could clench my hands into fists and feel my fingers against my palms; I could pull my hands in to feel my latex-clad body; I could reach up and feel my face… but I couldn’t see myself—

Because I was invisible.

And now, Father Ogilvy was stepping into the basement. He froze suddenly, seeing how clean and organized and bright it was. He looked around the room, stunned. Behind him was Sister Katherine. “Father, did you do this?” she asked.

“No,” he said. “It—It wasn’t like this when I was down here on Saturday morning.”

“It’s wonderful,” said Sister Katherine. “It’s so much cleaner. And look! Those were the Christmas decorations that they put out when I was just a child!” She was pointing to the well-organized section of Christmas decorations that I’d made.

I grinned, but remained still, half-worried they would see me if I moved.

Their gazes went right through me. At one point, Sister Katherine was staring right at me, but she was talking about the boxes behind me.

“You know what?” said Father Ogilvy. “Veronica must have done this. Of course! She was down here for so long yesterday. She was acting so strange… Maybe this was meant to be a sort of surprise. That sly girl is so full of surprises.”

Sister Katherine began to walk into the basement, towards that long hallway of doors that ultimately led to nothing. Then, Father Ogilvy reached out and grabbed her wrist. “Sister, let’s not spend too much time down here.”

“But you wanted help finding those tax documents, Father.”

“On second though, I think they may be up in my office somewhere.” Father Ogilvy seemed strangely nervous. Maybe he knew that there was a demon living in that basement. Surely, he’d been down there much more than me. That basement gave everyone the creeps—and the suddenly cleanliness of the place was probably extra-creepy.

“Are you sure, Father? We can look around here.”

“I’m not worried about it. Let’s go back upstairs.”

I realized then that I now had a chance to speak with Father Ogilvy, to beg him for an exorcism… I knew he was my only hope to get out of this succubus arrangement. But I was afraid of revealing myself in that whorish outfit. I didn’t want him thinking so lowly of me. I was too humiliated, so I remained invisible until he was back upstairs, and that door was closed.

A wave of defeat washed over me. I groaned and walked over to the wall, planting my face against the warm stones. Then, I turned to the basement and a small glimmer of hope washed over me. Maybe I could use these ‘powers’ for good, like I’d already done. Maybe I could take advantage of my ability to move objects telepathically, to levitate heavy boxes—and maybe there was even more that I could do that I hadn’t even realized yet!

Suddenly, I felt a buzzing between my breasts. I gasped and looked down. That latex outfit pushed my breasts up high in a slutty way, like an exaggerated push-up bra. I reached between my breasts and found my cellphone. Now, calling me was an unknown number. I carefully answered. “Hello?” I said softly.

“Veronica,” said Father Ogilvy. “Tell me you’re feeling better.”

I smiled. Maybe I had another chance to beg him for help. “Father!” I said. “It’s so great to hear from you! I am feeling a bit better, though there’s something I wanted to, uh, talk to you about.” As I spoke, my voice became quieter. I began to tense up, terrified to tell him what was happening to me.

“And there’s something I thought that I should talk to you about,” he said, suddenly taking over the conversation. “Yesterday, you were acting a bit off, and I thought it was because you were ill. But, I was just down in the church basement, looking for some old documents, and I saw that someone had spent a good chunk of time organizing the place.”

I was silent now, not sure if I should own up to the deed.

“That wouldn’t have been you, Veronica?”

“Well,” I said. I bit down on my tongue. How could I explain this without him thinking that I was insane? “I, uh…”

“Was it you or wasn’t it you?” he asked—and now he sounded almost angry, as if he was asking if I’d vandalized the side of the church with a can of spray-paint. I bit hard on my tongue and took in a deep breath.

“No,” I said.

“I know you were down here yesterday, getting those totes for the food drive,” he said.

“It was, uh, very clean when I was down there,” I lied.

“I see,” he said. “For future reference, Veronica, I think that the basement should probably be off-limits. I’ve always been reluctant to let people down there.”

My heart skipped a beat. Did he know about the succubus? “Why, Father?”

“It’s a dangerous place,” he said.

I was silent, terrified of what he might know. Now, I was too terrified to come clean about my situation. “H—How so?” I asked.

“It’s an old basement, Veronica. It’s one of the oldest structures in the province, in fact. There are old rusty nails, loose stones. The Lord only knows when the roof is going to cave in. For years, I’ve been trying to get them to go down and restore the place, but they said that there are issues with the foundation… Anyway, it’s a long story, but I’m going to tell the new pastor to keep people out of that basement.”

I didn’t know what to believe, so I just bit down on my tongue. “Okay,” I said.

“Anyway,” he said. “When you were down there… You didn’t see anything… peculiar? Did you?”

“No, Father,” I lied.

“Good,” he said. Then he let out a nervous sort of chuckle. “The Lord only knows what’s down there after so many years. I need to be going now. Be sure to get lots of rest, and drink plenty of water.”

I said goodbye and I hung up the phone. I looked around for somewhere to put my phone, but didn’t have my bag with me, or even a pocket. So, like a whore, I stuffed it back where I found it: between my breasts.

Now, I was right back to where I was before: freaked out and confused in that church basement, unsure of what I was supposed to be doing with my ‘succubus powers’, and still trying to figure out a way to get help from Father Ogilvy or one of the other priests.

I moved through the basement, off to try to organize some of those old storage rooms. There were many rooms that I hadn’t even looked inside of yet, and cleaning up seemed like the only good use of my time and power. So I opened one door and saw a terribly dusty room with stacks of old, broken toys, highchairs, and other children’s equipment from back when the church ran a daycare, in the 30s or 40s. I used my powers to wash away the dust. I pushed everything into the shelves on the walls, and then I neatly organized what wouldn’t stack in the shelves against the back wall. I got more water from the pipes, sucking it out magically, and then using it to scrub the floors and walls, making the stones shine.

I was satisfied. Now, I was starting to understand what the succubus meant when she said that I might even end up liking the powers. They were very handy! I felt like Samantha in that show, Bewitched. I could do a week’s work in minutes. The church was going to be so thrilled to have a whole basement that they could use.

In another room, I found a bunch of lumber: old, hand-carved, and probably leftover from some 1800s renovation. I lifted some of the lumber up, sizing it up with the height of the basement. I magically lifted up an old saw, which was rusted but still intact. I cut the lumber to size and wedged it into the main basement area, creating beams to help hold up the floor where it seemed to be sagging. Father Ogilvy suggested that the basement needed more support, so I figured I could be the one to make it happen—for free!

Next, I cut more lumber to create new shelves between my new beams. I used old nails to fasten the beams and shelves, and then I was able to even better organize that basement.

In case you haven’t yet clued in, I was quite passionate about organization. My favourite TV show was a series about a Japanese woman who organized people’s cluttered homes. There was just something so, so satisfying about cleaning up a space!

So I was eager to start on another of those rooms. I walked to the door and tried to open it, but the handle was jammed and the heavy door was wedged into the stone floor. I don’t think that door had been opened in at least fifty years. No worries! I stepped back, stuck out my hand, and used my succubus powers to pull the door open.

I thought that I was about to see another project that I could deal with in a matter of seconds. But that’s not at all what I saw.

Now, before me, was a man’s apartment, near the top floor of a high building.
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Shocked, I spun around. Behind me was the centuries-old stone basement of that church. But through that doorway was some fancy high-rise apartment, with huge windows looking down at the city… not my city. It was New York City! I could see Central Park. I could see the Empire State Building.

“Wow!” I gasped. I walked up to that window and pressed my hands against the cool glass. “Amazing…”

Now, I was looking around the apartment, at the modern white furniture, the industrial-style lamps, the chic white shag rug. There was modern art on the wall. The place smelled like a man: a fancy cologne scent that made me positive this place belonged to a wealthy man.

The fancy white apartment was located in the heart of New York City and was a true gem of luxury living. As soon as you entered the apartment, you were struck by its grandeur and sophistication. The walls were painted a crisp, bright white and the floors were made of gleaming marble, creating a light and airy feel.

One of the apartment's most striking features was its massive windows, which stretched from floor to ceiling and offered breathtaking views of the cityscape. The sun would stream in, filling the apartment with warm, natural light and giving you the feeling of being on top of the world. The windows were framed with elegant white drapes, which could be drawn closed for privacy or opened to let in the fresh air.

The main living area was spacious and well-appointed, with plush sofas and chairs in a neutral palette and a large, flat-screen television mounted on the wall. The kitchen was a chef's dream, with gleaming stainless steel appliances, granite countertops, and ample storage space.

The bedrooms were equally luxurious, with comfortable beds dressed in the finest linens and fitted with plush, downy comforters. The en suite bathrooms were spa-like, with deep soaking tubs, dual vanities, and rainfall showers.

Overall, this fancy white apartment was the epitome of style and comfort, offering the perfect blend of city living and luxury living. It was a place where you could relax and unwind after a long day, or entertain friends and family in style. Whether you were looking for a stunning place to call home or a stylish base from which to explore the city, this apartment was the perfect choice.

Behind me was a closet door, open, and inside of the closet was the church basement. “Whoa,” I whispered. I looked around the room and then jumped when I saw my own reflection in a tall mirror. I forgot that I was dressed like a whore in that red latex outfit, fishnet stockings, and black high-heels. The latex was so tight that I could see the contours of my vaginal lips. I blushed at the sight of myself; I had to admit that I looked pretty sexy, though highly inappropriate an unladylike. It was the makeup on my face that surprised me the most, making me look a bit like one of those lingerie models. My friends were always telling me that I was ‘so pretty’, but I never really believed them. “You should wear a bit of makeup,” they would say, but I always dismissed those comments. Whores wear makeup, not girls who put God before anything else in their lives.

Suddenly, I heard a voice coming from another room. Gasping, I made myself invisible. I stood still, and then listened carefully. “Please,” the man said, muffled by the closed bedroom door. “I will trade my soul for the money. I need that money.”

I walked over to the door quietly, putting my ear against it.

“Please, please,” he pleaded. “I just need one million dollars. It would change my life. It would change my daughter’s life.”

Suddenly, the door turned into a pane of glass, and I could see the man, pacing around the bedroom; he couldn’t see me. “Just one million dollars, and my soul is yours.”

His laptop was on his bed. On his screen was a website, with the headline: ‘How to contact Satan.’ I gasped.

The man looked normal. He was wearing a suit, with a loosened tie around his neck. His eyes were red from lack of sleep.

“Please—if you can hear me—just give me a sign!” he said.

I shook my head. Why wasn’t he praying to God? Why was he trying to contact the devil? Why would anyone willingly contact the devil!? I wanted to grab the man and shake some sense into him. I wanted to tell him to go straight to a church and beg for forgiveness.

“Please, let me know that you can hear me! I need this…”

Then, the glass in front of me swung open and the man spun to face me with a loud gasp. His face turned white and I just stood there, in my own state of shock. “Who are you!?” he screamed.

I remained still, worried he was about to grab a gun and shoot me.

“M—Me?” I whispered.

“Yes! You! What are you doing in my apartment!?”

I stood there, stunned, trying to think of something to say. I had no idea what I was doing there.

“Are you…” He cleared his throat and wiped his reddened eyes. “Are you… the devil?”

“No!” I gasped.

He looked me up and down. “Did he send you here?”

I paused. I had no idea what was happening, but maybe the devil did send me here. Maybe he led me into that apartment. I shuddered at the thought of being watched by the devil. I hated the devil and loved God. I wanted nothing to do with the devil.

The man straightened himself up. “O—Okay… So it worked then. I, uh, summoned a demon. You’re… a demon. So you’re here to seal the deal, right?”

“Um…” I said. Did I look like a demon? I looked over at his mirror and saw that I was still dressed like a whore… but I didn’t have red skin or a long tail or pointy horns. Why was he so sure that I was a demon?

“Well?” he said. “Can I trade my soul for the million? I really need the money.” He wiped his eyes again. “My daughter needs that operation… and I can’t remortgage this condo. I—I don’t want to move to Jersey.”

“What operation?” I asked.

“The spine correction,” he said. “It would get her out of the wheelchair.”

“Oh, the poor thing,” I said, almost crying myself. I felt so terrible, so suddenly. This man was so desperate to help his daughter that he was willing to sacrifice his own eternal soul, to give up on going into the Kingdom of Heaven, to sit by God’s side. I couldn’t imagine the suffering that this man was going through. “Is that her?” I pointed to a picture of a small girl, who looked normal, standing upright, not in a wheelchair.

The man looked at the photo on the dresser. “Yes,” he said, sniffling. “That was before she stopped being able to walk properly.”

I had this strange sense that I could just raise my hand at the photo of that little girl and fix her spine. A surge of excitement rushed through me. Maybe having these demon powers wasn’t so bad after all! As long, of course, as I was using them for good.

“I can fix your daughter,” I said. And then I smiled and lifted my hand, but a strange force suddenly began to push against me, not allowing my arm to rise up high enough. I tried fighting it, but it was like pushing a magnet against another magnet—the closer I got, the more intense the resistance. I could almost feel invisible fingers grabbing my wrist… and I knew those fingers belonged to Satan, so I retracted my hand and gasped.

“You can!?” the man said, beaming with hope.

“Yes,” I said. “I mean… I think I can.” I tried lifting my hand again, but it wouldn’t happen. Then, I blushed. I felt a strange pull from behind me, as if something was urging me to leave that room. “Just, uh, hold on for a minute.” I scurried out of the room, and then I saw a document on the man’s coffee table, before his couch. I knew that document was out of place, because it looked like a sprawled out ancient scroll, with a long pale bone, like the bone of some ghastly finger, dipped into a jar of what looked like blood. “Oh God,” I gasped. I approached the document and saw that it was a form to sign over the man’s soul.

But it didn’t seem fair. Why should the man have to suffer for eternity because he wanted to do a good thing for his daughter? Why wasn’t God helping this man, to save his soul?

Then, before I lifted up that document to take to him, I noticed something else on the table next to the document. It was an old box, filled with various items, including what appeared to be a human head.

I gasped, terrified to look in the box. I peeked over slowly and was relieved to see that it was just a wig… along with some lacy lingerie, high heels, a razor, and a strap-on dildo. I gasped again, covering my mouth. It was so wildly inappropriate! And why was it there? Was it part of that deal that the man had to sign?

I looked over at the document and read it over. Now, I can’t recite the whole thing, as it was written in legalese that was far beyond my regular vocabulary, but it said something like this: ‘Michael Walsh agrees to pass on the option of feminization and humiliation, and instead agrees to trade his soul for the health of his daughter, Megan Walsh.”

So, it was an option being given to him: he could either sell his soul to the devil, or he could… put on that outfit? The choice seemed obvious: a little humiliation vs an eternity of damnation.

I went to the man. “Good news,” I said with a smile. “I can help your daughter and you don’t have to sell your soul.”

“Really!?” the man said, perking up.

“Yup,” I said. “You just have to put on this outfit.” I tossed him the wig and lingerie. “And you have to shave your legs, and maybe your armpits too.”

He stared at the outfit, which was now on his bed. Then, he swallowed part of his pride. “That’s it?” he asked.

My heart fluttered. I remembered the strap-on that was in the box. “Um,” I said. “Basically.”

“This is all I have to do, and you’ll fix my daughter’s spine?”

“Uh,” I said. I didn’t want to promise him if I wasn’t so sure myself. “You, uh, might have to also put on a… sex toy.”

“A sex toy?” he said. “Why?”

“I don’t know why,” I said. My heart fluttered into my stomach. Suddenly, I realized that the strap-on wasn’t for him to put on; it was for me to put on, and for him to ‘accept’. I gasped when I made this sudden realization. And I knew that the devil wouldn’t let me heal his daughter until he met his end of this deranged ‘deal’.

I was red all over, standing stiff as a board. I didn’t want to engage with the man sexually; I didn’t know anything about him! And not to mention, I’d never been sexual with anyone in my life. I hadn’t even had a first kiss yet.

It was certainly a sin to engage in a sexual act with the man, even if it was just a toy going into him and not any actual part of me. The Bible is very strictly against sodomy.

But it was to save his daughter… to give her a better life… and to save the man’s soul from eternal damnation.

“Wait,” he said. “I don’t understand this. What does ‘put on a sex toy’ mean?”

“I, uh…” I couldn’t even say the words without blushing all over. “I mean, let me insert…”

I was suddenly holding that strap-on; presumably, the devil put it into my hand.

“On my God!” he gasped. “No way! I am not doing this!”

“But you have to!” I cried. “It’s for your daughter, Michael!”

“How do you know my name?” he asked, looking pale all over.

I paused for a moment. “It’s on the contract.”

“What contract?”

“To sign over your soul.”

“Give it to me. I’ll sign it.”

“No!” I cried. “If you sign it, you’ll spend the rest of eternity in hell. If you put on the outfit, you’ll be done in an hour and you’ll get to keep your soul. Don’t be so foolish, Michael!”

“Is it my choice or not!” he yelled, his voice now booming.

Was he seriously willing to trade his soul just to avoid an awkward and uncomfortable hour?

“I… I guess so. But I just can’t let you do this to yourself. You have the chance to save your daughter, and then you can pray to G—G—G…” I couldn’t say the name. My throat began to burn as I tried. “You can pray to the, uh, Big Guy, for saviour. You can be with your daughter for eternity.”

“Is it my choice or not?” he growled.

I realized I wasn’t going to win with him. He was stubborn.

I looked back at the table where his ‘options’ were waiting. Now, there was something new: a stack of money. I stared for a moment and realized the devil was sweetening the deal.

And before I could even make the pitch, Michael spoke up. “Maybe if you threw some money in too… Maybe then I would… consider it. A million dollars, and I’ll put on the costume and do… whatever.”

“And your daughter,” I reminded him. “Make sure you’re including your daughter in your deal!”

The man shook his head. “Right. Whatever.”

It almost seemed like the man’s desire to have more money was being prioritized over his own daughter. I felt suddenly sick to my stomach.

“If I fix your daughter’s spine… why do you need the money?” I asked softly.

“That’s not your business,” he said.

“I’m asking,” I said. “Just tell me.”

And he didn’t answer me… he didn’t have to. Suddenly, a screen that he couldn’t see appeared above his head. I suddenly saw him on that screen, snorting cocaine, having graphic sex with prostitutes, and stuffing cash into the lingerie of strippers hanging on poles.

I gasped. This man was the epitome of sinfulness. He had no morals. He hardly cared about his own daughter.

“One million dollars,” he said.

I bit my tongue. “A quarter million,” I fired back.

“Half a million—no less.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I couldn’t believe this man was getting off so lucky. But if it meant saving his daughter… “Fine,” I whispered. “It’s a deal.”

I reached out my hand and made the cash appear on his bed. He gasped, eyes burning bright.

“Now the outfit,” I said. “And go and shave.” I suddenly had the urge to want to punish the man for being so horribly selfish. I wanted to make this a true punishment. I wanted him to realize that he wasn’t getting off quite so easily with his sinful lifestyle.
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It took him an hour to get ready for our arrangement. He came out once, after thirty minutes, and I sent him back. “You have to put in more effort,” I said. He’d missed so many spots shaving, and his wig was hardly on nicely at all. I wasn’t about to let this guy get a bunch of free money. He wasn’t paying for his daughter’s health; that much I would give to him (or I should say, to her). But the cash—if he really wanted it, he was going to have to work for it.

The man stood in front of the bathroom mirror, looking at his reflection with a mixture of dread and resignation. He had never been a fan of shaving, but today, he was faced with the daunting task of shaving his entire body.

He picked up the razor and tentatively approached his chest, grimacing at the thought of the pain that was sure to come. He began to shave, slowly and cautiously, wincing as the razor made contact with his skin.

As he worked his way down his body, he couldn't help but feel a sense of discomfort. He was used to having a thick mat of hair covering his chest and arms, and the sensation of the razor scraping against his skin was both strange and unpleasant.

Despite his misgivings, he persisted, determined to get the job done. The process was slow and arduous, and by the time he reached his legs, he was feeling more and more frustrated with every stroke of the razor.

Finally, after what seemed like hours, he was finished. He looked at himself in the mirror, shocked by how different he looked. His body was now smooth and hairless, and while he had to admit that it looked better, he couldn't shake the feeling that something was missing.

He sighed, acknowledging that this was just something that he would have to get used to.

Finally, he emerged from the bathroom, clean-shaven, in that tight lingerie, with the wig properly on his head. I ordered him to spend at least ten minutes putting on some mascara, some lipstick, some eye shadow, and so on. He grumbled, humiliated the whole time. I was hoping to crack his thick ego just a little bit.

The man stood in front of the bathroom mirror, looking at his reflection with a mix of anxiety and disbelief. He had never been one for wearing makeup, but today, he was about to put on a full face of cosmetics in order to look like a girl.

He took a deep breath and reached for the makeup bag, feeling a wave of nervousness wash over him. He had never used makeup before and was worried that he wouldn't be able to get the look right.

He started with the foundation, carefully applying it to his face with a brush. He was surprised by how heavy and uncomfortable the makeup felt on his skin, but he persisted, determined to make himself look as convincing as possible, knowing I would ease up if he began to play along.

Next, he applied eye shadow, eyeliner, and mascara, carefully following the instructions that he had been given. He was amazed by the transformation that was taking place before his eyes, but at the same time, he couldn't help but feel like a stranger in his own skin.

Finally, he applied lipstick, feeling the weight of the strange new substance on his lips. He looked at himself in the mirror, shocked by what he saw. He looked like a completely different person, one that he barely recognized.

He groaned once more.

He took a deep breath, trying to shake off the feeling of discomfort. He knew that this was something that he had to do, and he was determined to see it through.

Then, I had new ideas entering into my head: ideas that didn’t quite seem to belong to me. Once he was fully dolled up, asking me to “get on with it”, I shook my head and told him to get down on all-fours. I materialized a dog collar, and I put it around his neck, attached to a leash. I made him crawl around.

Then, when he started groaning on about how embarrassing this was, I said, “If you don’t talk in a girl voice, the contract is over.” It wasn’t like me to talk like that. I had no idea if it was the succubus powers in me, influencing what I was saying, or if I was just so angry with the man that I wanted to make him pay for being so selfish.

“Just let me close the blinds,” he said.

“No,” I said. “They stay open.”

“But people can see in!” he cried.

“Fine by me,” I said, crossing my arms.

“You’re cruel,” he growled.

I gasped. How could he call me cruel? He was the one who was putting his own greedy desires before his daughter’s wellbeing.

I opened one of his closet doors and saw a whole arsenal of tools: whips, bondage, sex toys, and new outfits. I have no idea if I created those items with my powers, or if that was some weird closet that just happened to be in his house; I was guessing it was the former option.

I decided to take out one of the gentle whips. I made Michael bend over. I started calling him Michelle, which he clearly hated, but he bit his tongue and went along with it. “Moan like a girl, Michelle,” I said. My heart was pounding. I felt so naughty; I felt like I was… sinning. I knew I was doing something bad, but for some reason, I just couldn’t help myself.

I spanked him on the butt with a spatula-like object, making him yelp. I scolded him and told him to yelp more like a girl. I was starting to sweat, tingling all over. As the morning went on, he complied more and more. I kept hearing him whispering, “Half a million dollars. Half a million dollars.” He was reminding himself why he was doing this—and his reason wasn’t his poor daughter.

God, he made me so angry! How could he be so selfish?

I went to that closet and saw the original strap-on that was in that box. But now, I wanted something worse. I looked up and saw more options, including a strap-on with a dildo that was twice the size: thicker than my wrist and about as long as my forearm. It was red, ribbed, and almost pointed at the end. It looked like a demon’s penis.

The sight of it made me shudder all over, rattling my innocent churchgoing sensibilities… but at the same time, it seemed strangely… appropriate for the occasion. If he really wanted that money, he was going to pay for it.

I put the device on while I made Michael stand by his window. I forced him to dance like a stripper, to music that I materialized out of nothing. Then, when I walked into the room, he saw the huge penis attached to me, and he turned white.

“N—No,” he whimpered.

“Yes,” I said. “Get, uh, down on your knees and… suck it.” I had no idea where the demand came from. It was so unlike me in every possible way.

Michael turned to eye the pile of money. Had he eyed the picture of his daughter, I would have swapped out to the tiny dildo and gone easy on him. But now, he deserved the demon-dick.

He actually went down, onto his knees. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He shook his head and then he grasped it. He groaned and then he opened his mouth, allowing it in. He bobbed his head on the fat red penis. I just watched, stunned, feeling totally out of place as I stood, dressed like some BDSM whore. “That’s, uh… good,” I said, forcing those words out from my mouth.

He sucked for five long minutes. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do. This was all so horribly awkward. I hated every second of it… but he deserved it.

“Okay,” I said. “Uh, now stand up and… bend over.”

“You—You’re going to put it in me?” he said, white like a ghost.

“I, uh… I guess so,” I said softly.

He looked like he was about to vomit. But he eyed that cash again, shook his head, and he got into position. I walked up to him carefully. I looked down at his lingerie-clad body. I reached down and plucked the lingerie out from his freshly-shaved ass crack. Then, I tilted that fat demon cock down to his hole. I had to close my eyes; I couldn’t watch. This was so far beyond my comfort zone—but I just had to get it over with.

I bit my tongue and thrusted in. I heard him gasp. I felt his body tensing up. I made the mistake of opening one eye, to see what I’d done. I saw his anus, stretched, red, accommodating that impossible girth. He was trembling. His asshole was throbbing. “I’m so sorry,” I whimpered.

“It’s so tight!” he cried.

“I’m sorry!” I cried again, but I knew it had to be done, so I pushed deeper… and deeper, and deeper. I stuffed that whole red demon cock into his body.

He screamed.

“I’m so sorry!” I said again.

And then I began to thrust in and out of him. He tried to scream out like a man, and I forced him to yell like a girl. “Girly voice, or there won’t be any money!” I said. “I’m so sorry.”

He actually did it. He actually made himself sound like a girl as he cried out—in pain at first… and then those pained sounds started to sound more like moans of pleasure.

Suddenly, I wasn’t so sure that I was punishing him. He really seemed to be enjoying this. There was something so wrong about how much he liked this. And if he really was liking it… what exactly was he paying? Was he just getting money for nothing? I tried thrusting harder, trying to make it hurt a little bit—but he just liked it even more! He cried out like a girl: “Fuck yes! Fuck me harder! Yes! Yes! That feels so fucking good! Fuck me hard with that fucking demon cock!”

I looked down and nearly screamed when I saw what I saw next: the straps of that toy were gone, but the red penis wasn’t. Now, it was part of me. It was pulsing: veins throbbing. I swear I could feel it, and I could feel the tight walls of his anus all around it.

I gasped. I screamed. I pulled back and my new demon penis sprung up and slapped my abdomen before settling into place. Where did this appendage come from, and how could I get rid of it?

I snapped my fingers and made it disappear. My proper pussy was back, so I let out a sigh of relief.

Then, he looked back at me. “Is that… Is that it?” he asked with that girly voice.

He was blushing all over. I wasn’t sure what to say. Was that it? Was that really the extent of his end of the deal? I hated to think that he was getting off so easily, but he had technically suffered through everything I told him that he had to suffer through.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “You’re done. Take your money.” I was able to lift up my hand, aiming my palm at that photo. I felt a surge of energy leaving my hand, flowing into that photo, and I just knew that I’d fixed that poor girl’s spine.

A part of me felt good, like I’d done something wonderful for a little girl who deserved to have a happy life. But another part of me just felt dirty, knowing that I’d fooled around with Michael, the selfish slime-bag, and he hardly had to pay anything at all for a chuck of cash that most people could only dream of.

Well, something happened to make me feel just a little bit better about it all. Above Michael’s head appeared that magical screen that only I could see. Now, I could see Michael, six months in the future. I watched him with strippers, prostitutes, drug dealers. I watched him betting on horses and sports games. Then, I watched him begging for money at a pawn shop before being arrested for stealing copper wire from a construction site.

It wasn’t a happy ending for Michael—but at least he still had his soul. Maybe he would discover Christ in jail and become a better person, and seek salvation.

It was out of my hands now. I backed up towards the closet door that I came in through. He watched me as I opened up that door and scurried off, back into that church basement where I felt strangely warm and safe.

It took a few minutes for me to catch my breath and gather my senses. I wondered for a minute if it had been a dream, and then I noticed a pale glow coming from under another door in that basement. I went to open the door, but it was jammed shut, just like the door before it—and I knew that it was another person making an offer with the devil, and now, the devil was sending me in to negotiate.

Because that was my new job, for the next week.
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Icarefully opened that second doorway and found myself just as stunned as when I saw the New York City apartment. Now, I was looking at a dense pine forest, deep in the mountain. It was late at night, so clearly in a drastically different time zone than where I lived. Maybe I was now in Europe—or maybe even deep in Siberia.

The wind howled around me, whistling through the trees and sending leaves and snow swirling in the air.

I looked around at my surroundings, taking in the dense forest of pine trees and the rolling hills that stretched out as far as the eye could see. Everything was blanketed in a thick layer of snow, making the landscape look like something out of a winter fairy tale.

The air was cold… at least it looked cold. As I stepped onto the hard forest floor, which was covered in patches of snow, I felt perfectly warm, as if I was still in that church basement. I looked around at the blobs of snow resting on the swaying pine branches. That snow was dense, rigid, not even beginning to melt, even though it honestly felt like it was ten degrees above room temperature.

My heart began to race. I had a terrible feeling about this place. I was devoutly Christian, so I didn’t believe in notions like ‘auras’ or ‘energies’… but this place had a dark, foreboding energy. I suddenly had the strong desire to turn around and run back into the church basement. I looked back and saw the basement, between two trees, as if those trees were forming some sort of magical doorway.

Then, I heard weeping, which was turning quickly into sobbing. It was coming from a distance, echoing softly in that snowy fjord. I spun slowly to locate the sound. It was hard to see far, between the darkness and the trees. I had the idea to create some light, so I lifted my hand and waved, and then there was light: an orange glow that suddenly enveloped the whole forest.

But I must have been the only one who could see that glow, because now I could see the man who was weeping, but he couldn’t see me; he wasn’t reacting at all to the new presence of bright orange light. I stood motionless, watching the man for a long, long moment. He took a seat on a fallen tree, wiped his eyes. “I’m so sorry,” he whispered. I could hear his whisper from that far distance, as if my succubus powers had given me super hearing.

I began to step towards him, feeling a familiar sensation within me: not a sensation that came with the hellish forces that were now inside of me, but something that I’d always had in me: the desire to help the poor man.

“Excuse me,” I said softly, as I came close.

The man jumped to his feet, gasping. He spun left and right and then he shouted, “Who’s there!?” He was only twenty feet ahead of me, but he couldn’t see me. I watched him squint, trying to see through the wooded darkness; I guess that orange light was only visible to me.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” I said.

“Who are you!? Where are you!?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer him. “I’m just here,” I said, taking a few more steps towards the distraught man. He wiped his eyes and lowered himself down into a fighting stance, as if he was ready to wrestle with me, but I wasn’t scared. I knew that I had powers that could deal with any attacker. I knew that I could subdue even the strongest man with the flick of a wrist; I knew it, even though I’d never tested it.

“I told you that I’m not going to hurt you,” I said. “I just want to help you.”

I stepped closer, and he finally saw me. He gasped and fell down, onto his rear end. He scrambled back until he reached that log, and then he started shaking his head. “Don’t kill me!”

“I told you that I’m not going to hurt you,” I said.

The man was dressed in an old coat with a fur-lined hood. He was wearing sheepskin pants and dense hiking books; it all looked like it was picked from the bin behind Goodwill: tattered, ripped, stained. I wondered if the man was homeless… but he was clean-shaven, and relatively well-groomed. His jaw was chattering, proving that it was indeed cold outside.

“What do you want from me?” he asked with a low growl.

“I just want to help you,” I said.

“Are you a demon?” he asked, looking me up and down.

I paused for a short moment. I looked down at myself, seeing that red latex outfit, fishnets, high-heels… “Do I look like a demon?” I asked.

“You must be a demon,” he said.

It was in that moment that I realized we weren’t speaking English. We were speaking Russian… though I didn’t actually know any Russian. Somehow I understood him, and somehow Russian words flowed fluently from my lips. “I’m not a demon,” I said. “I’m, uh, just helping one out… while she’s on vacation.”

“What kind of trick is this? You’re playing games with me, demon!” Then, he began to say a prayer, and those words made me recoil in horror. An intense pain began to burn against my face, as if he had aimed a torch at me.

“Stop!” I screamed.

He suddenly went silent, eyes wide. “I knew it!” he said. “You are a demon!”

And now, I found myself looking back at that magical doorway between the trees. Why was I enduring this torture? This man didn’t want anything to do with me, and I couldn’t blame him.

Now, he was pulling a cross out from under his shirt. He held it out, making me yelp. I fell onto the ground and scrambled back. “Stop!” I cried.

Okay—that was all I was going to endure. I was done with him. I was done with that Siberian forest. I scrambled back and stumbled up to my feet. “Good luck with whatever your problem is,” I said, and I headed back towards that door, away from the pain of his burning words and seemingly radioactive cross.

“Wait!” he shouted out to me.

I stopped, though I’m not sure why. I looked back at him and saw him standing there, red in the face, looking utterly vulnerable.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I…” He turned his gaze to the ground. “I want your help.”

And that’s when I realized that he’d summoned me there, the same way that Michael had summoned me.

I carefully walked back to him, keeping my distance just in case he decided to pull a cross on me or shout some prayer at me. He watched me carefully, apparently thinking that I was going to grow long teeth and giant claws so that I could devour his body.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“There’s a woman,” he said, wiping his eyes again. “I… I love her. But she loves someone else.”

I stared at the man, watching him go through so many emotions. His face tensed and he twitched as he went through various stages of agony. “I’ve always loved her… but this other man… He’s just better than me.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself,” I said with a warm smile. “You seem like a great guy.”

He looked at me strangely. Then he looked down at my whorish outfit. “Well, she doesn’t seem to think that I’m so great. I told her that I loved her on Friday. She just smiled at me and didn’t answer. Then, today, I found out that she’s been seeing another man.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that. So she’s cheating on you?” I asked.

He stared at me for a long moment. Then, above his head, I could see that screen: a video montage of this girl he apparently loved. I could see why he loved her: she looked like a supermodel. She was blonde, with big lips and a Sports Illustrated Swimsuit body. In fact, I was now seeing her modelling for magazines, standing on expensive sets, before famous photographers. I saw her Instagram page, with millions of followers.

And then, I saw the man in front of me now. I saw his Instagram page, with 46 followers. I saw a chat window between them. “Hi, I’m a big fan,” he said in Russian.

“Thank you,” she replied kindly.

There was a bit of chatter before the man, named Fedor, said, “I think that I’m in love with you.”

She replied with a smiley face, and that was the end of the conversation.

I groaned. So the man didn’t actually know this woman; he was just in love with some Instagram influencer who he’d never met. She was like a celebrity crush, but Fedor couldn’t seem to stand the thought of being without her.

“I would do anything to be with her. I would have cut my arms off for her,” he said.

“Don’t be so graphic!” I cried. “There are so many girls out there. You will find someone sweet.”

“If I can’t be with her, I’ll take my own life,” he said bluntly and suddenly.

I gasped. “Suicide is a sin!” I said.

“I don’t care,” he said, wiping his tears. “I can’t imagine life with anyone else. I love her. I love everything about her. I want to spoil her. I want to give her everything she wants.”

I looked at the man. He looked so… depressing. He was clearly poor. “Do you have the money to spoil her?” I asked.

He flushed red with humiliation. “I would give her what I have?”

I bit my tongue. “Which is what?” I asked, and then I realized that I was being very, very rude. I cleared my throat and put on a warm smile. “Look, Fedor. Just delete her from your Instagram. Maybe stay off the internet for a while. Go out into the world… Put yourself out there. You’ll find another girl in no time.”

“I don’t want another girl,” he growled. “I want Bianca, or I’ll take my life. I—I’m willing to give up my soul for her.”

He suddenly pulled out that cross, just to feel it in his hand. I recoiled. “Put that away!” I cried. “Or I’m not helping you! Put it away!”

He hesitated, and then he put it away. I honestly felt bad for him; I hated telling a person to put away their cross, knowing how much security I got from my own cross, how comforted I would feel when I held it tight in my hand. My cross could get me through anything…

Too bad I didn’t have it with me now…

“So, just clarify for me…” I continued. “You’re asking to trade your soul for Bianca’s love?”

His eyes beamed and her perked up. “It’s possible?” he asked.

I groaned. I looked around. I saw a sheet of paper on a stump, beyond what he could see in that dark forest. I walked over to it. “Where are you going!? Come back!” he cried.

“Relax!” I yelled back. “I just have to check on something.”

To him, I was in darkness now, but I still had that orange light all around me. I picked up the contract and read it. It was an offer, to trade his soul to the devil in exchange for fifteen years of Bianca’s love. After fifteen years, Fedor was agreeing to be killed in a car wreck. “What!?” I gasped.

“What is it?” Fedor called out.

“Okay, here’s the deal, Fedor,” I sighed. “And before I explain the details to you, I’m going to urge you not to accept this deal, okay? Basically, the devil is saying you can have Bianca… until you die.”

“I’ll take it!” he gasped.

“Wait!” I snapped. “There’s a catch. You won’t live a full life if you accept the deal.”

He blinked a few times. “Even a single week would be a full life if I can spend it with Bianca.”

I sighed again, shaking my head. “The devil is only offering you… a few years. And then your soul will go to hell for a lifetime of damnation.”

“Deal,” he said.

“No!” I cried. I rushed up to him and grabbed him, shaking him, making him scream. I didn’t know how strong I was until that moment. I lifted his Russian body off of the ground as if he was weightless. He cried out, and then I looked to see that I had long fingernails pushing into his skin. So I dropped him, and he fell to the cold ground.

“Don’t hurt me!” he begged.

“Sorry about that,” I said, backing off. “I just think you should reconsider this whole thing. I don’t think you quite understand what eternity means.”

“I don’t care,” he said.

This went on for quite some time. I wasn’t going to let him sign away his soul, though he was determined to do it. He just wanted Bianca to love him so badly.

“The contract will make Bianca love you,” I said. “But it won’t make you love her.”

He stared at me, confused. “I already love her.”

“You’ve never even met her, you idiot!” I cried.

“I know that I love her,” he said stubbornly.

“There must be another deal you would be willing to make…” I groaned. Then, I looked over to the contract, and now, there was a box next to it: a second option.
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The contents of the box were similar to Michael’s second option. I closed my eyes and shook my head. “No, no, no,” I whispered. I didn’t want to do it again. It almost seemed like it was me being given the option, not Fedor. It made no difference to me if Fedor gave away his soul… but if he chose that second option of being completely humiliated, then that put me in an awkward position; it meant spending more time with him… and possibly having sexual intercourse with him.

But I didn’t want to have sex with a stranger. I already felt awkward enough after the incident with Michael: technically my first ever sexual experience. Was I still a virgin after what I did with Michael? My virginity was precious to me; it was a gift from God that I’d intended to keep until marriage. I suppose I hadn’t been penetrated, but I’d had sex the same way a man has sex, with a penis that had nerve-endings.

Oh, I tried not to think about it, but it was plaguing me like a brain tumour, throbbing in my head, forcing me to focus on it.

Did the devil want me to grown a penis to humiliate Fedor? It seemed so shameful, so sinful… but at least I would be saving his soul from eternal damnation.

I pulled the lingerie out from the box. Then, I noticed a note at the bottom of the box. It was a vague, mysterious note, with just two words on it: ‘Three men.’

I stood there, pondering the meaning of the message. A terrible thought came into my head, and I knew the thought wasn’t conjured up in my own brain. No—my brain wasn’t capable of stirring up such blasphemous imagery. I was seeing a dolled-up Fedor with two naked men, sexually. They were taking turns with him, penetrating him, pumping him, making him scream… I gasped and jumped away from the box.

I knew what the new deal was: if Fedor got dressed up and had sex with two men, at once, he could keep his soul and also have Bianca.

“What is it?” Fedor called out from his place in the fjord.

“It’s… another option,” I said.

“What is it? Tell me now.”

“It’s unpleasant,” I said. “But… it would mean keeping your soul.”

“Tell me! I’ll do anything!”

I approached him with the box. I smiled, blushing all over. He shook his head, becoming increasingly frustrated. “Tell me already!” he cried.

So I told him. I gave him the alternate offer, which meant keeping his soul. He turned white. He nearly puked, as if the thought of being sexual with a man was worse than being tortured in hell for eternity. “Look,” I said to him. “You have no idea what goes on down in hell. As far as you know, you’ll be getting dolled up every day for strange men—and that’s eternity! At least this way… it’s one uncomfortable day, and then you’re finished.”

“I see what you mean…” he said softly, his voice hardly a whisper.

He pondered his options. I hated that I was putting him in this position. If only I could just convince him to find a woman in his own league—someone in his own life. Why did he need to have this woman? And was this even fair to her? What was she getting out of this? Was the devil going to reward Bianca for her unwilling sacrifice?

“I will do it,” said Fedor. “I will… find two men.” He really wanted Bianca. I suppose, on the bright side, he was going to keep his soul.

He took the box and stood tall. He asked if there was anything he needed to sign, and there wasn’t that I was aware of. He let out a small smile, and then he began to hike through the woods, back towards the highway where his crappy car was parked.

I watched him go, and then I went through that doorway in the woods, assuming my job was done. I was just happy that I would have to see what came of this ‘deal’. At least that’s what I thought… but I was wrong. When I passed through the doorway, I wasn’t back in that church basement. Instead, I was in a dark, smelly Russian apartment. It was an old soviet apartment, grey, chipped walls, and old bedsheets where doors should have been. There was an old computer humming and a heater coughing and clunking in the corner.

The bathroom was small and cramped, with peeling green paint on the walls that gave everything a sickly hue. The air was heavy with the scent of mildew and mold, and the floor was slick with moisture.

The sink was old and stained, with a single spigot that dribbled out water with a loud hiss. A rusting mirror hung above the sink, its surface clouded and spotted with age.

A small tub sat in the corner, surrounded by chipped tiles that were a faded blue colour. A thin shower curtain, yellowed with age, hung from a rod above the tub, doing little to keep water from splashing onto the floor.

The toilet was wedged into a corner, its seat chipped and its bowl stained with rust. A single bulb flickered overhead, casting an unsteady light that made the bathroom feel even more dingy and oppressive.

Despite its poor condition, the bathroom was meticulously clean. The owner, Fedor, that poor Russian man who lived in an old Soviet apartment block, took pride in keeping his space tidy and presentable. He knew that it wasn't much, but it was all he had, and he was determined to make the best of it.

As he stood in the green-tinted bathroom, he couldn't help but feel a sense of resignation. He knew that he would never be able to afford a better place to live, and he was resigned to the fact that this small and cramped bathroom would be his home for the foreseeable future.

There he was, now with a wig on his head and whorish lingerie on his clean-shaven body. He turned to look at me and then he jumped, nearly screaming. He stumbled back, into the wall, grabbing at his heart. “What do you want?” he asked.

I stood, frozen, trying to process what had happened. Apparently, by travelling through that doorway, I time-travelled at least twelve full hours into the future. It was now bright outside. Fedor looked like a man who had gotten a few hours of sleep since I last saw him.

“I’m, uh… just checking on you,” I said.

“Are you here to make my humiliation worse?” he asked, voice broken. “I’ve never been so humiliated in my life. Look at me.”

“You actually don’t look so bad,” I said. And it was true; his body was surprisingly feminine in that tight lingerie. The pads in that bra actually gave him a girly sort of frame, helped by his naturally narrow shoulders and thin waist. I guess it helped that he was underfed from years of poverty. That malnourishment also made his eyes seem huge, like girl eyes—exaggerated by the mascara and eyeshadow that he now wore. “Have you been working on your girl voice?” I asked in Russian.

“Yes,” he said, blushing. “For a few days now.”

“A few days!?” I said. How much time had gone by since we met? I wanted to ask, but I was a bit afraid of him thinking that I didn’t quite know as much as I did. I liked the idea of him thinking that I was omniscient, even though the only truly omniscient being is the one true God.

“What do you think? How do I sound?” he asked in that girl voice.

I blushed. He sounded just fine. I was rather impressed… but I suppose he had good reason to make sure that voice was perfect. If he was willing to sell his soul for Bianca, then he was certainly going to do everything possible to make this sex mission a success.

“You know, you don’t have to do this, Fedor,” I said. “You could always just find another girl, save your soul, save your pride…”

He waved me off. “Don’t start again. I’m going to do it. Just promise me that I will get Bianca out of this.”

“I promise,” I said, though I wasn’t actually entirely certain how any of this actually worked. I did, however, have a feeling that I could wave my hand at a picture of Bianca and make her love Fedor, the same way I waved a hand at the picture of that little girl to fix her spine. “Okay, Fedor. It looks like you’re doing just fine, so I’ll leave you to it.”

“Wait!” he gasped. He cleared his throat, and then he continued to speak in that girl voice. “I would prefer it if you could… stay, to help make sure that I do this… correctly.”

“Oh,” I said, realizing he was asking for tips on how to be more feminine.

So I stayed for a bit. I wanted him to be successful as well, so I fixed his posture. I taught him how to sit, how to brush his hand through his hair, how to smile. I was there for a long hour, tweaking his voice and his appearance. I helped him to draw wings with eyeliner, giving him a more ‘feline’ appearance, which helped make him slightly more feminine.

“These men think that I’m a transgender,” he said. “I… I found them online.”

“It will be over quickly,” I said, though I had no idea if it was true.

“They want to take me out to dinner first,” he said. “And then drinks.”

“All together?” I asked.

He nodded his head, white all over. “Then, the night will end with the threesome. The men are actually… paying me.”

I gasped. “They think that you’re an escort!?”

He nodded his head.

Now he was adding in the sin of prostitution. “Oh boy,” I said. “O—Okay. You can always ask for forgiveness afterwards… and repent.”

He looked at me strangely. “Do all demons talk this way?” he asked.

“I’m not a demon!” I snapped. “I’m just filling in for one.”

“Oh… Okay.”

I was about to leave, but he stopped me again. Now, he wanted help getting ready… physically. “W—What do you mean?” I asked.

“I’ve never had anyone… you know.” He motioned towards his bum, making me gasp. “I have nobody to help me, and I’m not sure what to do.”

“I guess you just try to relax. It will hurt at first… but then it will get better.” I was speaking from my experience with Michael, remembering how he moaned in pain before purring in pleasure.

“Do you think it would be best to… do a test run?” he asked with a shaking voice.

“I suppose it wouldn’t hurt,” I said. Though I wasn’t thrilled that he was suggesting adding another sodomy charge to his list of sins.

“Could you… help me?”

I groaned. I didn’t want to… but I also wanted him to be successful. I felt bad for Fedor; he was a strangely pathetic man, and I had no reason to really feel bad for him, seeing as he was willing to steal Bianca’s life away from her for his own selfish pleasure. Still, I wanted the best for him, and I didn’t want this ‘date’ to be totally miserable.

So I materialized a strap-on. I put it on my body and instructed him to get into position. It was just a small penis, no more than four inches. I thought it was a good way to warm him up. He was tense all over when he planted his elbows down. He started saying a prayer, so I told him to keep his mouth shut. Then, looking away, I began to push the dildo into him, carefully. He moaned softly. “I can feel it,” he said.

“I would hope so,” I replied.

I looked carefully to ensure that I was inside of him, and then I began to slowly move back and forth. “It’s not so bad, right?” I asked, now looking down at him with one eye closed.

“It’s so… tight,” he groaned.

“You’re doing fine,” I said. “But those men will be bigger than this.”

“I can handle more,” he said, strained.

So I magically made the penis larger, making him gasp. I pumped him for another minute before he seemed ready for more. Then, I made it even bigger.

Soon, he started moaning in a way that sounded more like pleasure than pain. I felt his body starting to relax.

And now, I had strange ideas popping into my head. If I truly wanted to get him ready for a gangbang, I needed to make this a gangbang. So with the snap of my fingers, I cloned myself. I gasped when I saw another version of myself grinning ahead of me, standing before Fedor’s face. Now, between her legs, was a real cock: veiny and half-erect, slumped in front of Fedor’s lips. He gasped, tensing all over. Then, my clone reached down and tilted up Fedor’s chin. “Open your mouth,” she said. He did it, and she slid her cock onto his tongue.

I don’t think this was actually my clone; she was too confident. The smile on her face was too big to belong to me. She actually seemed to be getting pleasure out of this. She held Fedor’s head with two hands and thrusted in and out of his mouth while I pumped him from behind.

“That’s it,” she grinned. “Suck that fat demon cock. Suck the hot demon cum out of it.”

Fedor moaned.

“How does that hard demon cock feel in your ass?” asked my clone.

I looked down and saw the horrible sight that I saw with Michael: my toy penis had turned into the real deal. I could feel the inside of Fedor’s body. But I didn’t stop, because there was a tingling pleasure now that was growing inside of me; I didn’t want it to stop.

“Do you want her to burn your insides with her hot demon cum?” asked my clone.

Fedor nodded, submissive, obedient. I was actually starting to wonder if Fedor liked this.

It was only two minutes before my clone screamed out in pleasure, pulling her long, slumping demon cock out from Fedor’s mouth. She gripped it tight and then ejaculated onto Fedor’s face. I was horrified, but couldn’t look away. The cum was red, like blood, but thick like pancake batter. It was just so… shocking.

Fedor shocked me when he opened his mouth to accept the load on his tongue. I just froze, unable to pump anymore. I was completely stunned, seeing something that completely shattered my church girl innocence.

My clone giggled. “I think he’s ready for his date,” she said to me. Then she raised her hand into the air and snapped her fingers, making herself vanish. And that’s when I wondered if she was actually a demon that I’d summoned, or if she was the devil himself.

I pulled out for Fedor’s tight body, and he slumped forward. “You didn’t come!” he cried in that girl voice, looking back at me.

“Why would I!?” I gasped. “That wasn’t the point.”

“I want it,” he said with glowing eyes and red cheeks.

“No,” I growled. “Pull yourself together, you idiot! You’re only doing this for Bianca. You don’t like this!”

He remained still, stunned, and then he shook his head. “Y—You’re right,” he said. “I’m sorry. I just… I got carried away.”

“Finish getting ready for your date.” I turned around and stormed out of the room, but I didn’t end up in his crappy living room. Instead, I was in the bathroom of some low-budget Russian motel suite. I froze, looking around. Why was I here?

I could hear a muffled moaning. I could hear men chuckling with deep voices, and a few Russian slurs, along the lines of ‘female goat’, which I suddenly knew to mean ‘bitch’. I grabbed the door handle, heart pounding. I knew roughly what I was about to see. I made sure to make myself invisible before going out into the room.

Then, I saw them together: Fedor, dolled up, with two men. They had him on his knees. They were both naked and erect before him, forcing him to take turns sucking them. One of the men looked back and said, “I just heard something.”

“It’s nothing, Dmitry,” said the friend. “Focus on the bitch.”

The chuckled again and continued to receive fellatio. Fedor was dark red all over. His gaze landed on me and his eyes widened; he could see me for reasons I couldn’t understand. I put my finger to my lips, and then I continued to watch, stunned and horrified.

He went through the whole thing: sucking them before being thrown onto the bed. Next, they took turns with him: pumping him relentlessly, as if it was a contest to see who could break him first. He survived round after round before they had the idea to try to penetrate him simultaneously. He cried when Dmitry first attempted to push his cock into Fedor’s already-filled hole. It took a minute, but both men managed to get into the same asshole at the same moment. They pumped together, making Fedor scream.

I thought Fedor was in pain, and then I saw something truly shocking: his own cock became erect on his stomach, and then it began to discharge cum, spewing all over his abs.

His ‘dates’ didn’t last much longer. I’m not sure how I managed to watch for so long. I forced myself to look away. That’s when I saw Fedor’s phone on the dresser, open to Bianca’s Instagram page. I knew that he’d done enough, so I waved my hand at Bianca’s photo before rushing out of the room, back into the bathroom, which was now actually the basement of that old church.

Gasping, I threw the old oak door closed and fell to my knees. I felt like I was waking up from an intense night terror, and with nothing changed around me, it really felt like nothing more than a nightmare.

I was covered in sweat, out of breath, trembling from what I’d seen. And look—I’d never even seen an image in a Playboy magazine before. Porn wasn’t something I knew anything about. Until that moment, I didn’t think it could be possible for two penises to enter into the same hole.

I tried not to think about that now. I pulled my phone out from between my breasts and saw that it was only 3:00 PM, still Monday, as if the whole ordeal had only taken a couple of hours, and not the many days that it took for Fedor.

As a succubus, time didn’t pass in a linear way. I can’t explain it. In terms of the physics that I knew, it made no sense. It was like I could be in two different time periods at once.

I was just happy that it was all over with Fedor; his deal was done—and so was Michael’s deal. Both men got to keep their souls, so I didn’t feel too guilty. I hadn’t ruined any lives—though I had a feeling that both men were going to have a lifetime of trauma from the deals they’d made with me—and with the devil.

I took a seat on a crate, and then I noticed a scroll on the ground. I assumed it was just some old junk that had gotten separated from the rest of the junk, so I levitated it over to the pile of documents that was in the far corner. A minute later, it was back, in the middle of the floor. And that’s when I realized it was there for me.

It was a checklist. There were two different sections: Deals and Punishments. Two names were crossed off on the Deals side, with a third left, and then there was one name in the Punishments section. Fedor and Michael were crossed off. Then there was Frank with a pending deal, and Cory with a pending punishment.

I knew that this was my to-do list before I was finished for the day.

I groaned. I still had work to do.
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Frank was a relatively easy man to deal with, though it wasn’t something I want to recount to you. It was quite graphic and horrible.

Frank simply wanted money to pay a loan shark. The loan shark was going to come to cut off his thumbs if he didn’t pay up. Frank was willing to sell his soul to pay the debt off, but the devil was willing to give him another option: sacrificing his thumbs.

Frank's apartment was located in a dingy and run-down building in a rough neighbourhood. The walls were stained and peeling, and the floors creaked with every step. The air was thick with the scent of mildew and stale cigarette smoke.

The living room was cluttered with cheap furniture, including a stained couch and a chipped coffee table that was covered in cigarette burns. A small television sat on a stand in the corner, surrounded by a halo of yellowing newspapers and empty beer cans.

The kitchen was just as grim, with a single counter that was cluttered with dirty dishes and a sink that was stained with rust. A small refrigerator hummed in the corner, its door hanging open to reveal a mostly empty interior.

The bedroom was just as dingy, with a single bed that was covered in a thin and stained blanket. Clothes were strewn about the room, and a single dresser sat against one wall, its surface cluttered with empty bottles and drug paraphernalia.

Despite the squalor of the apartment, it was clear that Frank took some measure of pride in his space. He had made an effort to keep the place clean, and he had even hung a few pictures on the walls in a vain attempt to make the apartment feel more homey.

But despite his best efforts, the apartment was a testament to Frank's shady and desperate circumstances. He had gotten into trouble with a loan shark and was unable to pay back the debt, and the pressure of his situation was palpable. He was always looking over his shoulder, worrying that the loan shark would come after him, and he was filled with a sense of anxiety and fear that was almost palpable.

Despite it all, Frank remained resolute. He was determined to find a way out of his situation, and he was not going to let his circumstances get the better of him. He would fight to survive, no matter what the cost… even if the cost was his most important digits.

It seemed absurd to me, that he was willing to cut his thumbs off for $90,000, but I suppose he didn’t have any other options. Frank was poor and jobless. Even if the loan shark took his thumbs, the debt would remain unpaid and the loan shark would just end up coming back for more—maybe even to straight-up kill Frank.

Frank agreed to do away with his thumbs, and I had the option of cutting them myself, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it, so I gave that very sharp knife to Frank and let him do it himself. My goodness, it was a horrible scene—done just outside of the hospital—but Frank left that room with the cash. He also left with his thumbs on ice, hoping they could be reattached. Maybe they were reattached, or maybe they weren’t. I had a feeling the devil wasn’t going to let it happen.

Frank was checked off the list around 5:30 PM. Next came my one and only Punishment of the day: Cory.

Cory had made a deal with the devil a few years earlier. He wanted to be in a famous rock band, playing guitar. His contract was complicated (I had to read through it all when he tried to argue with me that he’d done nothing wrong). But he had indeed broken a number of clauses, which were all highlighted in glowing red plasma-like ink. “It says here that you missed a show. Part of the deal was that you can’t miss a single show, rain or shine, sickness or health.”

“It was just one show!” he cried. “C’mon, baby. You’re not going to punish me over one show.”

The home of the rich but unsavoury rock star guitarist was a sprawling mansion that was located on the outskirts of town. The exterior was impressive, with a sweeping driveway that was lined with exotic cars and a beautiful facade that was adorned with columns and intricate stonework.

The interior of the house was just as grand, with high ceilings, marble floors, and luxurious furnishings. The living room was dominated by a large sofa that was upholstered in plush velvet, and a grand fireplace that was framed by a wall of windows that offered stunning views of the surrounding countryside.

The dining room was equally impressive, with a long table that was surrounded by high-backed chairs and a chandelier that sparkled overhead. The kitchen was a chef's dream, with state-of-the-art appliances and a large island that was perfect for entertaining.

The rock star's private quarters were located on the second floor, and they were just as decadent as the rest of the house. His bedroom was a spacious and opulent space, with a large four-poster bed that was draped in silken sheets and a fireplace that flickered warmly in the corner.

Despite its beauty and luxury, the home had a dark and unsavoury air. The rock star was past his prime and had fallen into a life of excess and debauchery. Empty bottles and drug paraphernalia littered the surfaces of the house, and the air was thick with the scent of tobacco smoke and stale alcohol.

The rock star himself was a faded shadow of his former self, bloated with a wild mane of hair and an unkempt beard. He was often surrounded by a bevy of women, many of whom he had used and discarded in his quest for pleasure.

“Well, why did you miss the show?” I asked.

“I had a bit too much to drink that morning,” he grinned, as if it was funny.

I sighed, and continued to read his contract. While I read, he began to examine my body. “You’re fucking hot,” he said. “I’ve been with a lot of girls… but you blow them all outta the water, girl. You do any modelling on the side? You’re hot… I’m almost sure that I’ve seen you in a magazine or something… maybe on a website. Hold up. Don’t tell me that you do porn. I don’t watch a ton of porn, okay, but I appreciate a good porn star. Or, uh, I should say, adult actress. It’s definitely a talent to be able to do that kind of thing. Is that how I know you? You do porn?”

“No,” I said bluntly, through clenched teeth.

“Are your tits real?”

I gasped. “How dare you!?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Want to spend a night with a rockstar? I have a thing for demon chicks.”

“I am not a demon!” I snapped.

“Succubus—whatever.”

“I’m not that either! I’m just a substitute for a week,” I growled.

“Well, you’re fucking hot as fuck.”

“Keep quiet,” I growled. Then I went back to the contract. “It says here that you performed music that you didn’t write. You agreed to only use your own material.”

“That’s not true!” he gasped. “That song was inspired by Zeppelin!”

There was a note on the contract, saying that the song was a complete ripoff. “Are you sure about that?” I asked.

“It’s a nod,” he blushed.

“Well, stop playing it,” I said. “Because it’s not original enough.”

“These rules, man,” he said, shaking his head. “They’re so fucking stupid. I just wanna rock, and fuck hot girls… like you.”

“Finally, it says that you have multiple infractions concerning the sex clause. Any idea what that means, or do I have to read all these pages?”

He turned dark red. “I—I maybe had a few slip-ups.”

I skimmed the many pages of the contract; it must have taken him days to negotiate all of those terms with the previous succubus. But in that contract, he agreed to only sleep with women his own age or older. He agreed to sleep only with one woman per month, and he could only engage in sexual activity once per week. I suppose the devil was trying to keep him focused more on being a musician and less on just using his stardom to lay with girls.

Well, there was a long list of infractions: sex with underage girls, threesomes, foursomes, orgies, multiple times per day. He had sex with strangers, and he’d even collected a number of infections, which he’d passed on (knowingly) to other girls. “It says here that you’re a lousy person, Cory,” I said.

“I took some pills and got all of that cleared up. I promise I’m not an infection risk anymore.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “Regardless, you need to be punished.” I rolled my eyes. I didn’t feel too bad for Cory. His punishment was actually quite satisfying.

I made him put on lingerie underneath a dress—after shaving, of course. I made him put on a wig, and then I manifested a stripper pole in the middle of his bedroom. With a camera filming the whole thing, he did a full eight-minute strip-tease, followed by fifteen minutes of him pleasuring himself with a very large dildo, which suctioned to the wall of his bedroom. He cried out as he fucked himself, dressed like a girl. He looked so utterly humiliated during the act, and even more humiliated the next day, when the news broke: ‘Guitarist of Tribal Corps, Cory Sanderson, accidentally leaks graphic masturbation video!’

He was destroyed, unable to leave his house, in tears. I had to remind him that he had a show that night. “If you miss it, you’ll be breaking your contract again,” I warned him. “And the punishments will only get worse.”

“I can’t live like this,” he said, weeping into the palms of his hands.

“Remember this when you go to make another deal with the devil then,” I said, crossing my arms. I let out a yawn, reaching the end of my long, long day. I stepped away from Cory, through the closet door and back into that church basement. I let out a long sigh of relief. At least I was finished… for the day.

I still had six days before my time as a succubus was finished though.

It was only 8:00 PM but I was totally wiped. I didn’t even feel like I had the energy to get home to my bed. Besides, the stone floor of that church basement somehow seemed more comforting than my own bed, so I nestled into the corner like a cat, stretching out my arms and legs before pulling them into a tight ball. I closed my eyes and let myself fall asleep.

That night, I had the graphic, violent, and sexually depraved dreams of a succubus, and while I was dreaming, I was in complete bliss; it wasn’t until I woke up that I was absolutely horrified with the images and scenes that had played out in my head.

I truly couldn’t wait for this succubus sentence to be over.
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My load that next day was heavier, with five Deals and three Punishments. I had to get started early, knowing each one would take quite some time—especially if I refused to let the people simple sell away their souls to the devil.

There was one fellow named James who just wouldn’t budge. He had no interest in the alternate deal that I offered him: exile into the woods for two years so that he could get his children back from his ex-wife, who had full-custody. “Two years will go by in no time,” I told him, though I must admit that two years did sound like a long time.

“I can’t miss that time with my kids,” he said to me sadly.

“James, please,” I said. “Two years will seem like nothing when you’re spending eternity down in hell.”

“So be it,” he sighed.

“One year in the woods if you agree to share custody fifty-fifty,” I said, trying to coax him into making a deal.

He just shook his head.

And there was no changing his mind. He ended up signing the deal: agreeing to give the devil his soul as soon as he perished. I waved my hand at his custody agreement and gave him full custody of his kids, giving his soul to the devil, and ruining some poor mother’s life by taking her kids away from them.

I cried for a whole hour after that, feeling so horrible for everyone involved in that terrible contract.

I decided to distract myself next by tackling one of the Punishments: a man named Darcy who had been in a contract for twenty-five years. He’d asked for a million dollars (which was seeming to be very common). He got it, but had lost it all within five years. Sadly, he was still locked into that contract until death, and the contract said that he wasn’t allowed to leave his neighbourhood—not even to get a jar of milk or a pack of cigarettes.

Darcy's home was a small and modest cottage located on the outskirts of town. The exterior was unassuming, with peeling paint and a sagging roof. The garden was overgrown and unkempt, and the windows were obscured by heavy curtains that never seemed to be opened.

The interior of the house was just as gloomy, with dim lighting and cluttered spaces. The living room was dominated by an old and uncomfortable sofa, and a simple armchair that sat in front of a small television set. The walls were adorned with pictures of Darcy's parents and grandparents, but they only served to make the space feel more lonely and empty.

The kitchen was tiny and outdated, with a small refrigerator and a single gas stove. The cupboards were nearly bare, and the counters were cluttered with mail and newspapers.

Darcy's bedroom was located on the second floor, and it was a simple and sparse space. The bed was narrow and unmade, and the walls were adorned with a few posters and pictures that had been tacked up haphazardly.

Despite its lack of luxury and comfort, Darcy's home was his refuge from the world. He had never married and had few friends, and he spent most of his days alone, surrounded by the clutter and memories of his life.

Darcy was a sad and lonely man, and his home reflected this. He was haunted by a deep sense of isolation and regret, and he often sat for hours, staring into space and lost in his thoughts. Despite his sadness, he was resigned to his solitude, and he found a measure of comfort in the familiar walls of his small cottage.

For over a year, he’d been wandering further and further from his containment zone. After he wasn’t punished the first few times, he assumed that his contract had expired, so he’d just started living his life normally. He even took a vacation to Florida for a week.

“It’s not fair!” he cried to me when I appeared. “I don’t even have that money anymore!”

“That’s your problem!” I said. The screen above his head showed me that he spent all of that money on escorts back in his twenties, so I really didn’t feel too bad for him. Now, he was in his fifties.

His punishment was quite horrible though… I had to put him in a basement, chained to a wall, with a bucket for him to do his business, and a large box of protein bars, and two huge jugs of water. “I’ll come back for you in three months,” I said.

He was white in the face, begging me not to leave him, but there was no other choice, unless I wanted to allow him to give his soul to the devil; I wasn’t willing to do that. Three months of hell was better than an eternity in hell. For me, it was a few seconds: I stepped through the door and there he was, three-months older, bearded, pale, eyes sunken, face emaciated. I undid his chains while covering my nose (the smell was ungodly).

“Don’t mess up again!” I said to him, and then I scurried out of that basement, back into the church basement.

That day ended with a man named Jeremy, who wanted to make a second deal with the devil. Five years earlier, he had made a deal, which was well-intentioned: he saved his mother from a violent brain tumour. I read through his contract and saw a familiar deal: he had to spend three days dressed as a girl, in a brothel. The contract listed how many partners he had in that time… the page was long—let’s just leave it at that.

Now, he was back to make a new deal. “How’s your mom?” I asked.

He smiled softly. “She’s in good health. It’s great to see her enjoying her retirement.”

I admired Jeremy’s willingness to sacrifice so much for someone he loved… but I still didn’t approve of him dealing with the devil. He could have simply prayed to God… and if God still took his mother, then maybe that was part of God’s plan. Still, I could understand Jeremy’s willingness to do anything for his mom.

“What is it that you want now?” I asked.

He started to blush all over. He bit his lip and looked coyly down at the ground. “I want… to be a girl.”

I froze for a moment. “You want what?”

“When she made me a girl last time… it was so embarrassing at first… but then I started to kind of like it. By the end of that last day, I felt so good about myself. I just loved wearing those clothes!” And now, I could see a screen above his head, showing me the montage of moments over the years that he’d indulged in cross-dressing, willingly, which I’d been taught was a sin. I gasped, seeing images of him going out as a girl, in makeup, sneaking into nightclubs, flirting with men.

“All day yesterday, that’s how I was punishing people… and you’re asking for that?” I asked, perplexed.

He nodded his head, utterly humiliated. “I want breasts… and a more feminine face. I want the voice; I’ve never been able to do the voice properly. And a pussy.”

I gasped at the word ‘pussy’; it was so vulgar. I suppose it shouldn’t have shocked me after what I’d seen over the past thirty-six hours. “You’re insane,” I said.

“It’s what I want!” he cried. “I’ll do anything to have it again… properly this time. I want to be used by men! I want to feel them holding me down, stuffing me. I want them to pull my hair and spank me on the—”

“—That’s enough!” I cried. “Okay, okay. Um, maybe it can be done…”

“I’ll give the devil my soul,” he whispered.

I gasped. “Jeremy!” I cried. “Don’t be so crazy. You don’t have to do that. We can come up with something else. Um…”

I looked around for the offer from the devil, who was always listening but never exposing himself. Then, I saw the scroll next to the box. “Ah ha,” I said. “Here we go. Let’s see what we’ve got.”

I went to the box, thinking that it was going to be like the opposite of the other boxes I’d seen. I assumed I would see male clothes, and some sort of commitment to be super-masculine for some period of time… maybe he would be forced to sleep with girls, the way the men before him were forced to sleep with other men. But no; the box was filled with lingerie, makeup, high heels, stripper boots, and… glitter.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I’m not sure. Just hold on,” I said. I dug through the bag, looking for more information. Then, I found the contract. It was two pages long; I took my time reading it, even though I knew I had many other appointments to get to. My heart dropped into my stomach when I saw the caveat of his arrangement.

“What is it?” he asked again, eagerly stepping forward.

“The devil is, uh, willing to make you into a girl,” I said. “He’s even willing to make you beautiful.”

“Really!?” he gasped. “Please—I’ll take the deal, whatever it is!”

“No,” I said. “You don’t want this, Jeremy. It’s not… It’s not safe.”

“I don’t care,” he said. “It’s all I want.”

“You have to be a stripper and a prostitute,” I said. “You have to perform three times per day on stage, and sleep with every man who wants you, every day, until you die.”

“I’ll do it,” he said, without hesitating.

“Jeremy!” I cried. “You’ll be living in a brothel. Any man that wants you will get you… and you’ll be beautiful. Do you understand what that means? You won’t be able to walk!”

“I don’t care. I agree. I accept. Make it happen. Snap your fingers. Make me into a girl. I’m ready! Quit wasting time!” He was squirming like a toddler that needed to use the bathroom.

There was no talking him out of it. He was agreeing to a horrible life sentence. He wouldn’t feel so eager when the scum-of-the-earth men came into the strip club, looking for some action. When some five-hundred-pound, unwashed homeless man felt horny, Jeremy wasn’t going to feel so feminine. Why couldn’t he think this through, rationally?

But there really was no talking him out of it. I snapped my fingers and Jeremy became Jessica: one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. She had long blonde hair, huge eyelashes, large breasts, wide hips and a narrow waist. She looked like a doll. She smelled like a princess. She was beaming with excitement.

The first thing she did was squeeze her own breasts.

She thanked me. She kissed me. She ran around the room screaming with glee. And she did enjoy the gig at first; I saw her a week later when I walked back through the door, finding myself in the back room of that strip club. Three strangers were holding her down, fucking her in every hole. She was moaning with pleasure. She had two cocks in her pussy at once. She was choking on a dick. She was already covered in the dried cum of some previous stranger.

I had to walk away, unable to watch more. But as I passed through the door, I saw Jeremy a month later, now crying as some 85 year old man held her down with wrinkled hands, pumping her anally, drooling on her back, moaning with his wheezing voice. It was an awful scene.

And the devil made me see Jessica one more time, a year later: broken, addicted to drugs, once again in that strip club, taking it from two members of some biker gang. She was totally emotionless, limp, looking like a rag doll as the men passed her back and forth, filling her stretched holes with their filthy seed. I could tell that she regretted the deal, like I knew she would… but she still had a long life ahead of her, and it wasn’t going to be so pretty.

Sleeping that night wasn’t so easy after I got through with all of those deals and punishments. My God, I felt so bad for so many of them; they were all so desperate, willing to do anything—and it was usually for wishes that didn’t seem that important. And had they all gotten their way, they would have given their souls to the devil. They were lucky that I was there to make alternate deals.

I had five days left… It was still a long time, but I was starting to feel like I could see the light at the end of the tunnel.
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Ifelt like a different person, like I’d lost touch with who I was. I stayed up late that night, unable to sleep, and I began to think about my situation, and what all of this meant. I thought about God, and I wondered why God would allow me to end up in this position. That got me wondering if this was some sort of test that I was failing; maybe God wanted me to refuse the succubus sentence that had been thrust upon me… but how could I? I legitimately thought that I was trying to refuse it, but I was just stuck going through the motions.

The urge to stay in that church basement was strong. I wanted to go home, to sleep in my bed, but whenever I stepped out from that church, there was a powerful pull, tugging me back to the basement. Was God expecting me to push through those strong urges? Was it even possible to do so?

I kept telling myself that I was doing the right thing by saving as many souls as I could. After that third day on the job, I’d still only allowed one single person to sell their soul to the devil (I was still convinced that there was nothing that could be said to him to change his mind). For all the others, I’d suffered along with them to ensure that their souls would still be brought before God Himself to judge. Maybe there would be no salvation for them, but at least I’d given them the chance.

It’s not like I wanted to be torturing people. It’s not like I enjoyed shackling men up in their basements to waste away for months. It’s not like I enjoyed humiliating men in different ways…

One poor fellow, on that third day, had the option to sell his soul to the devil, or to walk into a police station and admit to a crime which he had not committed. It was a terrible crime, which gave him twenty years in prison (and again, it wasn’t something he committed). I was given a document with details of the crime and I told him what to say to the police, so that they believed he was truly the culprit. My God, it was so awful, watching him as he received his sentence. Oh, and in case you’re wondering, he reluctantly admitted to kidnapping and molesting a young girl. The real perpetrator got to remain free… In fact, according to the document that I was given, he’d sold his soul a few months earlier in order to keep his earthly freedom. My stomach churned just thinking about how awful the whole situation was—and the fact that I was involved in it: involved in the destruction of some poor, innocent man.

I suppose you may be wondering what the man wanted so badly that he was willing to go to such a brutal extreme… Well, his son was diagnosed with cancer, and he just wanted the poor boy to be better. To make his fate worse, the son stopped talking to the father, kept away from the prison by his mother. When dad got out of prison after twenty years, the son refused to have any contact, ashamed of what he thought that his dad did. I was put in the unfortunate position of seeing the man, in a homeless shelter in the year 2045, weeping, reduced to nothing… just because he wanted his young son to be cancer free.

Okay, I’ll stop depressing you now. That was certainly the worst of what I saw during my succubus sentence, though it wasn’t the most shocking (I’ll get to that). The reason I just told you that long, depressing story, is because I want you to understand how I came to that moral crossroads, wondering if I’d been doing something absolutely deplorable, sinful, and unforgivable. You can understand now why I was losing so much sleep; it wasn’t just because I was sleeping on the stone floor of an old church basement.

I woke up on the fourth morning of my sentence wondering if I should reconsider the idea of reaching out to Father Ogilvy for help. I knew that he was still coming to that church every day, wrapping up his long career, finding documents that he needed to give to his accountant, to secure his pension, to square up his taxes, and so on. I knew that I could just open that door, endure a moment of excruciating pain while I called out to him… or, I suppose, I could just phone him and ask him to come down.

But now, I only had three days left in my sentence. I felt like I’d already seen the worst of the worst. The itinerary for that fourth day was quite light: two Deals and two Punishments. If I could just suffer through three more days, I could avoid any awkward and embarrassing confrontations with the people that I admired most in the world.

So I bit my tongue and got on with it, visiting the first Deal of the day: a man in Connecticut who wanted a promotion at work. The idiot was willing to sell his eternal soul to get that fancy new job, which didn’t even pay $20,000 more than he currently made. “You aren’t serious, are you?” I asked, planting my hands on my hips.

He blushed all over when I rolled my eyes at him. “How bad could hell be?” he said with an embarrassed little smile.

I groaned. “I’m going to give you another option,” I said. “And I’m going to urge you to take it. Got it?”

He nodded his head obediently. I was hoping the devil would go easy on him, since it really didn’t seem like quite such a big ask.

A small gift bag appeared next to the soul contract. In the bag was a tube of lipstick and directions to a nearby gas station. I bit my tongue, knowing it was something humiliating, but I was still too innocent to put it together, even once I arrived at the gas station with the man. “What are we doing here?” he asked.

“I—I haven’t figured that out yet,” I said. But I had a strong urge to take him to the women’s bathroom.

The bathrooms were in a separate building, across the parking lot from that highway gas station. I closed and locked the door with the man next to me. Then, I saw the hole in the wall. I had no idea what it was for, but the man figured it out fairly quickly.

“You’re insane!” he said.

“What?” I asked.

“You actually want me to do this? This is disgusting!”

“Do what?” I asked, confused.

You see, when you’re practically raised in a church, with no access to the internet, with no exposure whatsoever to pornography or even R-rated movies, you don’t know what a ‘glory hole’ is. I just assumed it was the location of some old plumbing—maybe where the sink used to be before they moved it across the room.

I asked the man to explain it to me, and he told me that girls sit on one side and men stick their peckers through the hole.

“For what!?” I gasped.

“What do you think?” he asked, and then he eyed the lipstick tube.

It was another little piece of my innocence being taken away from me. And I had to stand there while he did it. I used my finger to coax the next man in through the hole. Then, with lipstick on his lips, the man who was desperate for a raise leaned in and began to suck the flaccid penis that was drooping through that hole.

It didn’t stay flaccid for long.

I stood there for twenty long minutes while the man sucked, bobbing his head, gagging, sweating, trembling… Finally, the man on the other side groaned, and my subject’s mouth suddenly filled with the warm cum of a complete stranger.

He cried when it was finished… but at least he still had his soul… right?

Next, I decided to tackle a Punishment: a man who had asked for a million dollars five years earlier. Part of his deal was that he couldn’t let his bank account dip below a million dollars. It was like he was given a cake that he wasn’t allowed to eat… Well, he tried investing it, but lost a huge chunk of it. So as a punishment, the devil wanted him to rob a bank, armed with a semi-automatic rifle.

It turned into a two-hour standoff with police, and then the man was caught, unable to escape like he planned to do. He was sentenced to nine years behind bars, which seemed like a lucky sentence, if you ask me. He made his own situation with the devil worse when he used a big chunk of his remaining cash to hire himself an expensive lawyer, who didn’t end up helping his case at all. He was a small, thin guy, so in prison, he quickly became the ‘girlfriend’ of two different men. Each day, he was required to pleasure them orally while wearing a wet wig that the men kept hidden inside of a toilet tank… I don’t know if that was considered part of his punishment, or just a consequence of it.

And you may be wondering why I’ve gone into so much detail about this particular man. Maybe he seems like no consequence compared to any of the other Deals and Punishments that I was facilitating as a succubus. But on that fifth day, I received a phone call from the local police department. “We’re looking to speak with a Veronica Myers,” said the deep-voiced agent. I panicked and hung up the phone, realizing that I was probably seen on bank security footage during the robbery. I had no idea how I was going to explain my presence… especially given the fact that I was wearing red latex lingerie; it must have looked awfully suspicious, as if I was there as some sort of decoy or distraction. Maybe I’d been spotted with the man elsewhere—maybe even seen in a car with him, en-route to the bank.

I probably should have stayed on that call with the cops. No—I definitely should have; I wasn’t making my situation any better by turning my phone off.

That evening, when I wrapped up my last job of my fifth of seven days, I went outside to get a breath of fresh air. Then, as I opened the basement hatch, I saw a cop car pulling up to the church. I panicked and scurried back into the basement. I rushed to the basement door and listened as hard as I could. Suddenly, I could hear everything upstairs, as clear as if there were microphones on every character in the building feeding a direct signal to earbuds in my ears.

“Is there a Father Ogilvy here?” asked one of the officers.

“No,” said Sister Janice. “What is this about?”

“What about a girl named Veronica Myers?” the officer asked.

I gasped, turning cold all over. I didn’t want to end up in prison over any of this—and I knew that the police weren’t going to believe me when I told them that I was just doing some succubus work while the real succubus was on vacation.

“We’ve been told that she spends a good deal of time here,” said another officer.

“She’s not here. What is this about?” asked Sister Janice.

“We can’t say right now,” said the first officer. “It’s an ongoing investigation.”

“Is Ms. Myers a suspect?”

“Ma’am, I’m afraid we can’t say anything. But would it be okay for us to take a look around?”

“Um—Okay, uh… Of course,” said Sister Janice, and then I heard her move out of the way.

There were more than just two officers there now; I could hear six or seven of them walking around up there, poking around all of the place. One came to the basement door, so I made myself invisible. Then, I watched him as he walked around the basement. He tried a number of doors, looking into freshly organized closets. But he was unable to open the doors that I used to do my ‘work’.

He grunted, looking defeated… though I wasn’t sure what he was down there looking for. Did he think that he was going to find me in that church basement?

I remained still until the cops were long gone, then I listened as Sister Janice rushed to the church phone to call Father Ogilvy. She told him what had happened, and then he told her to remain calm. “I’m sure it was nothing serious,” he said. “But I’ll call Veronica, to see if she can give me any more information.”

I was too afraid to turn my phone on, terrified that they would be able to track it somehow; maybe that’s how they knew to come to that church to look for me. I was on the verge of tears now, worried that I’d screwed up my whole life by not taking precautions with this succubus business.

It was another sleepless night, tossing and turning on that basement floor, wondering what was going to happen with my life once this was all over. Even if I didn’t end up being arrested for being involved in that bank robbery, my life was still never going to be the same; I wasn’t the same girl that I was before this all started. Now, I knew the horrible things that happened in the world—and not just on TV and in depressing stories.

I finally dozed off when the sun was just coming up out the lone, tiny window of that old church basement.

I was walking down a dark and dingy hallway, the sound of my footsteps echoing through the empty space. I was surrounded by cold, grey stone walls, and the air was thick with the smell of dampness and mildew. I was lost, and I didn't know how I got here.

Suddenly, I was pushed from behind, and I stumbled forward, reaching out to grab hold of something to break my fall. But there was nothing there, and I tumbled to the ground, my head hitting the hard floor with a painful thud. When I opened my eyes, I saw that I was in a jail cell.

I sat up, rubbing my head and trying to figure out what was happening. How did I end up here? Why was I in jail? I tried to remember what had led me here, but my mind was blank. I was confused and scared, and tears began to fill my eyes.

A voice boomed from the other side of the cell door, "You're lucky you're only getting ten years. Most people get life for what you did."

Ten years? What did I do? I didn't do anything! I tried to explain to the voice that I was innocent, that I had no memory of why I was here, but my words were lost in the emptiness of the cell.

I was alone, scared, and trapped. I lay down on the narrow cot and closed my eyes, hoping that when I opened them again, I would wake up from this terrible nightmare. But when I opened my eyes, I was still there, still in the same cell, still a prisoner for something I didn't do.

I don't know how long I lay there, lost in my thoughts, but eventually, I fell asleep, exhausted and hopeless. But even in my dreams, I was still trapped, still in jail for something I didn't do.

I finally woke up to the sound of footsteps, coming down the stone stairs of that old church. I jumped to my feet, gasping, and then I snapped my fingers, making myself invisible.

The door opened, and in walked Father Ogilvy. He paused, looking around that cleaned basement. I watched his face turn white, as if that basement filled him with inexplicable terror.

Father Ogilvy walked down the aisle of the church basement, his footsteps echoing off the polished concrete floor. The space was well-lit, with rows of fluorescent bulbs overhead, and spotless, as if it had been scrubbed within an inch of its life.

He ran a hand along the wall as he walked, his eyes scanning the room for any sign of what he was searching for. Despite the bright lighting, there were shadows lurking in the corners of the room, casting eerie shapes across the walls.

As he approached the far end of the basement, Father Ogilvy's steps slowed. He glanced around furtively, as if he expected someone to jump out and confront him at any moment. But the room remained silent and empty, and he continued his search.

Finally, he spotted a small key sitting on top of a filing cabinet. He picked it up, examining it closely, and a smile spread across his face. This was what he had been looking for.

He slipped the key into his pocket, his heart racing with excitement. He had succeeded in finding what he had come for, and his intentions, whatever they may have been, could now be put into action.

Without another glance around the room, Father Ogilvy turned and quickly made his way back up the aisle, eager to put his newfound treasure to use.

He stopped suddenly and pushed the key into the keyhole of an old door that I wasn’t sure that I’d ever ventured into. It was hard to know which doors I’d used and which had remained stuck in place. I’d been so busy with my succubus duties that I hadn’t even stopped to fully explore that expansive church basement.

He had to pull that door hard to make it open. Then, he looked around the room nervously before going in, closing the door behind him with another grunt.

What was he doing? What was going on?

Father Ogilvy had always been known as a man of the cloth, a true servant of God. He had dedicated his life to helping others, and his name was synonymous with charity and generosity.

People would come from all over to seek his counsel and to receive his blessings. He was loved by all, and his reputation as a kind and compassionate man was unquestioned.

But despite his good works, there were always whispers. Rumors that hinted at a darker side to his character, a side that no one wanted to believe existed. Some said that he had a secret stash of money, obtained through questionable means. Others claimed that he had been seen in the company of unsavoury individuals, involved in activities that were less than pious.

But despite these rumors, Father Ogilvy's reputation remained untarnished. He continued to perform his charitable deeds, always putting the needs of others before his own. And whenever anyone brought up the whispers, he would simply smile and brush them aside, insisting that his only concern was helping those in need.

Years went by, and Father Ogilvy's charitable works only increased. He founded a soup kitchen, a homeless shelter, and a centre for troubled youth. His name became synonymous with selflessness and generosity, and he was revered by all who knew him.

But despite all of his good works, the rumors persisted. One woman was even booted from the church after suggesting that someone from the Father’s troubled youth program came to her about sexual assault allegations; it was during that time that every priest and his mother was being accused of such vile acts. This particular young woman also happened to have a history of stealing, and lying to police, so those accusations went largely ignored.

Now, as I approached that door to see what Father Ogilvy was up to, I noticed my schedule for the day. It was the shortest list yet: just a single name…

Father Ogilvy.

My heart turned cold. Why was Father Ogilvy’s name on that list, and in the Deals column of all places, as if he actually wanted to make a deal with the devil now!

No, I couldn’t go into that room. I didn’t want anything to do with this. I was starting to think that the devil was playing a cruel joke on me. Father Ogilvy was a good man… those rumours were never true! He would never do anything like this!

I felt a tear fall from my eyes. More of my innocence was being shattered, and I didn’t even know what Father Ogilvy was doing wrong… if anything. I just couldn’t stand to live in a world where a man of the cloth would make a deal with the devil.

I walked away from that door, and then, on an old desk, I saw a document in the form of an old scroll. It was Father Ogilvy’s contract for the deal he was now trying to make.

No, it wasn’t any of my business to read it! I couldn’t let my eyes see those words… but I couldn’t continue to support and worship a man who had done something horrible… so I needed to know what it was. The devil was putting those urges into me; I was sure of it.

The devil was making me do it, no matter how hard I tried to resist.

I stood in front of the ancient wooden desk, staring down at the aged parchment in front of me. It was a contract, a pact between Father Ogilvy and the devil himself. And I had to read it.

My hands were shaking as I reached for the document, and my heart was pounding in my chest. I was scared, terrified of what I might find written on those yellowed pages.

For years, I had looked up to Father Ogilvy as a man of God, a beacon of hope and comfort in a world that was often cruel and unforgiving. And now, here I was, holding proof that he had sold his soul to the devil… or, I should say, was trying to sell his soul to the devil.

I took a deep breath and began to read, my eyes scanning the cramped, spidery script. The words were in Latin, and I had to struggle to make sense of them, but gradually, the meaning became clear, thanks to my succubus powers, which included the power to translate any language.

Father Ogilvy had promised the devil his soul in exchange for salvation from persecution. He was trading his eternal salvation for his earthly salvation, and now, he was forever bound to the forces of darkness. But what was he being prosecuted for?

Tears filled my eyes as I read, and my heart felt like it was breaking. How could he do this? How could he betray his faith and his God in such a way?

I stumbled back, dropping the contract as if it was a poisonous snake. I felt sick to my stomach, filled with a mixture of anger and disgust. And yet, despite my emotions, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of pity for the man I had once admired.

What was this all about? Why did he think that he was being persecuted? If he got what he was asking for, then he was doomed to spend eternity in hell, and all for what? He was an older man, with only thirty years left, assuming he lived to a healthy old age. Why were these years more valuable to him than the rest of eternity? Or was it his reputation that he was trying to protect?

I turned and fled the room, unable to bear the sight of the contract any longer. As I ran, I couldn't help but wonder what other secrets Father Ogilvy had been hiding, and what other deals he had made with the devil.

When I got outside, I suddenly felt cold… freezing, though there were people out in T-shirts and shorts. Some stopped to eye me, as I was still clad in that tight latex bodysuit.

With each step, that freezing sensation worsened. I was hardly able to move. I knew it was the devil telling me to go back, to facilitate that deal with Father Ogilvy. But I didn’t want him to see me… and I didn’t want to know what it was that he’d done.

But soon, the freezing was just too much to withstand. I cried out and then ran back to that church. I knew that there was no escaping that sentence. I had to finish out those final two days…

Now, I was back in front of that thick oak door, trying to build up the courage to go inside, to confront the man that was as important to me as my own father.

I did it; I pushed open the door. Father Ogilvy gasped, spinning around as he stood next to a strange scene. There, in front of me, stood Father Ogilvy, the man I had once admired and trusted. But this wasn't the kind, compassionate priest I remembered. No, this was something else entirely.

He was standing in a strange room, one I had never seen before. There was a bed in one corner, and a camera set up in another. And as I took in the sight, a cold feeling of dread settled in the pit of my stomach.

I had always heard those whispers, that there was something off about Father Ogilvy, something that didn't quite add up. And now, here I was, finally getting a glimpse of the dark secret he had been hiding.

"What is this place?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Father Ogilvy turned to face me, his eyes cold and devoid of emotion. "It's a room where I film my... performances," he said, his lips curling into a sneer.

My mind was racing as I tried to make sense of what he was saying. Performances? What kind of performances could he be talking about?

And then it hit me. The rumors, the whispers that had always surrounded Father Ogilvy, they were true. He was a monster, a predator hiding behind the guise of a man of the cloth.

I took a step back, my legs shaking beneath me. "You're a monster," I whispered.

I don’t think I would have put it all together quite so quickly had I not seen so many horrible things over the past week. A week early, my innocent perception of that room would have perceived little more than a place to sleep… maybe somewhere Father Ogilvy had been filming some vlog to promote the church on YouTube. Well, now, after seeing so many criminals, and so many terrible sights… I knew better. I knew what the stains on the sheets were. Now, I could see a box in the corner, filled with familiar items: sex toys that were like the ones I’d used to punish men, or to facilitate deals.

“Veronica,” he said slowly. “Please just stand there for a moment. I know that you think this is quite… shocking. But I assure you that everything I’ve done here has been consensual… and I can prove it. Just sit down on the bed there, and I’ll show you one of the tapes.”

“I don’t want to see a tape,” I said.

He smirked a horrible smirk, as if I’d said something funny. “Look at you,” he said, looking down at my latex-clad body. “Don’t pretend to be the innocent girl you’ve always pretended to be. When I saw you like that the other day, I just knew that you had a naughty side of your own. I realized that you and I aren’t so different.”

“Don’t say that!” I snapped. “I—I would never do anything like this.”

“I’ve providing pleasure for people,” he said. “People who don’t know that pleasure can even exist. The church… it’s an old, outdated establishment, Veronica. They’re prudes. They’re against pleasure. But God—why would he create pleasure, if not for us to enjoy? Now, some people are more resistant than others, of course… They act like you, against it… until they get to experience it. They get to see what the church has been trying to keep them away from.”

“Father!” I gasped. “Think about what you’re saying!” Then, I looked at the stack of tapes. I remembered the allegations from years before, about a young girl in his youth program. “H—How old were they?” I couldn’t even begin to count the tapes.

“Age isn’t as relevant as you think it is,” he said with a dark voice, making me gasp again. “I’m sure you’ve met eighteen-year-olds who act like children, and thirteen-year-olds who are as wise as old men!”

“You’re a monster,” I whispered.

I took a step back. Then, Father Ogilvy pulled out a gun and said, “Don’t take one more step. I—I can’t have you ratting me out. I can’t go to prison. My—My reputation. I’ve spent decades working on this reputation. Now… I have to do something that will make me terribly guilty. I’m sorry, Veronica.”

Was he about to shoot me?

No—now, he was eyeing a pair of handcuffs that were attached to that cot. My God, what had he used those for? “Put the cuff around your ankle and close it,” he said, with the gun still aimed at me. Then, I blinked my eyes and made that gun scrunch into a compacted piece of scrap metal.

Father Ogilvy gasped, jumping back. He fell to the ground and scrambled up to the wall. His hand was bleeding; I must have squished part of his skin in the crushed metal. “W—What did you do?”

Then, I noticed the closet to my right, slightly ajar. I went to look inside.

The closet was small and cramped, with shelves lining every wall from floor to ceiling. And on those shelves, stacked neatly and taking up every inch of space, were hundreds of unlabelled VHS tapes. They were simple, black plastic rectangles with no writing or markings of any kind, giving no indication of the contents within. Some of the tapes were slightly yellowed with age, while others looked almost brand new. They were all nestled together, creating a sea of mystery and intrigue, tempting the curious mind to unravel their secrets. The air inside the closet was musty and thick, with a hint of dust that danced in the slivers of light filtering through the cracks. The only sound was the soft whisper of tape against tape as the tapes shifted ever so slightly with the slightest movement. It was a world of its own, full of untold stories and untold truths, waiting for someone to bring them to life.

There were so many tapes, from so many years. My God, this monster had been doing this his entire career! “How many victims?” I asked.

He was still cowering in the corner. He tried to stand up, but I lifted my hand to hold him in place. He gasped, and now I was realizing just how powerful my succubus strength really was.

I took a deep breath. Suddenly, his contract was in my hand; the devil must have put it there.

I nervously approached the box, my heart racing as I gazed at the contents inside. It was filled to the brim with all sorts of adult toys, each one more obscene than the last. I felt a flush of embarrassment wash over me as I tried to make sense of the items in front of me. I saw a massive black dildo. I saw what appeared to be a dildo shaped to look like the erect penis of a large stallion. I bit down on my lip.

With shaky hands, I reached in and began to rummage through the contents. My fingers brushed against something smooth and round, and I hesitantly pulled it out to take a closer look.

It was a green gourd, about the size of a grapefruit, and had a glossy, almost polished finish. It was heavy in my hand, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of curiosity as I turned it over and over, examining it from every angle.

I knew I shouldn't be there, shouldn't be touching these things. But I couldn't help myself. The gourd was like a siren's call, drawing me closer and closer to the dark, forbidden world it represented.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. This was wrong, I knew it was. But I couldn't help the thrill of excitement that raced through my veins as I held the green gourd in my hand.

“W—What’s that?” asked the evil priest. “What are you doing?”

“It’s another option,” I said. “You can either give the devil your soul, or you can go through with this. This option will hurt; I’ll warn you now.”

“Let the devil take my soul,” he said.

“Fine,” I said with a grin. “But your reputation won’t be safe, just so you know. You won’t go to prison, which is what you asked the devil for. But everyone will know what you did; I’ll make sure of it. I’ll make sure all of these tapes get to the police, and they let the whole community know that you’re a monster; but I’m sure you’ll end up getting out of prison because of some technicality, some police mishandling of evidence or something…”

“No,” he said. “Then I want a new deal! One that keeps me out of prison and keeps my reputation safe.”

“You can’t have both, Father,” I said. “Pick one or the other. Life in prison or everyone finding out what you did.”

“You’re evil. You’re working for the devil!” he cried at me.

I just shrugged my shoulders. I had no choice; he had the option. “I’m just doing my job.”

Father Ogilvy struggled with his choices.

Then, for a moment I could sense a presence next to me; I was too afraid to look, but I knew it was the devil standing at my side. It was strange, being on the same side as the devil, while doing… what seemed like the right thing.

Father Ogilvy stood before the devil, his mind awhirl with conflicting emotions. On one hand, he was tempted by the offer of staying out of prison that came with selling his soul. On the other, he was horrified by the thought of succumbing to evil and losing his eternal life… though hell seemed inevitable in either case, unless he could find a way to repent and abolish his sins… it seemed unlikely.

His hands trembled as he weighed the options, his gaze flickering back and forth between the devil and the large green gourd that I held in my hands. He could feel his resolve beginning to crumble, his willpower no match for the pull of temptation.

And yet, the thought of letting me abuse him with the gourd filled him with a fear and disgust that he had never experienced before. I’m sure he could feel his heart pounding in his chest, a cold sweat breaking out on his brow as he struggled to make a decision.

His thoughts were a jumbled mess, torn between his desire to maintain the power he’d always had, and his fear of the unknown. And as he stood there, wavering between two very different paths, Father Ogilvy was filled with a sense of despair and hopelessness like he had never felt before.

“I want to keep my soul,” he whispered. “And I want to stay out of prison.”

So he’d made his choice: he was consenting to being sodomized so that he could stay out of prison, but he was accepting that his reputation was ruined. Most importantly, he was keeping his soul.

A creature stepped forward next to me. The demon loomed over Father Ogilvy, a towering figure of darkness and terror. Its skin was a sickly black, as if it had been charred by the very fires of hell itself. Ragged patches of fur sprouted from its back, matted and clumped together in a tangled mess. Its eyes were deep red orbs that glowed with a malevolent light, and its mouth hung open in a cruel, mocking grin that revealed rows of razor-sharp teeth.

Father Ogilvy quailed before the demon, shrinking back as it stepped closer and closer. He could feel its fetid breath upon his face, and he recoiled in revulsion as the stench of brimstone and decay filled his nostrils. The demon's laughter was a low, guttural rumble that echoed through the basement, and Father Ogilvy knew that he was in terrible, mortal danger.

The demon reached out a long, spindly arm and curled its fingers around Father Ogilvy's throat, its grip tight and unforgiving. The priest felt a scream building in his chest, but no sound escaped his lips as he was lifted into the air and held aloft, dangling helplessly like a rag doll in the clutches of a monster.

And as he looked into the demon's eyes, Father Ogilvy knew that he had made a terrible mistake.

Then, the demon dropped the priest, and suddenly, the demon was a beautiful woman, dressed much like me. I didn’t recognize the girl. Her skin was still tinted red, and there were small horns on her head. She was a vision of beauty and seduction, with skin the colour of molten iron and eyes that gleamed like diamonds. Her hair was a wild mane of flame, cascading down her back in a fiery river, and her lips were full and pouty, curled into a knowing smile.

She moved towards Father Ogilvy with a fluid grace, her hips swaying provocatively as she closed the distance between them. Her eyes flicked up and down the priest's form, taking in every detail, and he could feel his heart pounding in his chest as he gazed upon her loveliness.

The demon girl reached out a slender hand and ran a finger down Father Ogilvy's cheek, the touch of her skin sending shivers of desire racing through his body. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered words of temptation and promise, offering him wealth and power beyond his wildest dreams.

Father Ogilvy was powerless against her allure, his will crumbling in the face of her demonic beauty. He could feel himself falling under her spell, his soul consumed by the promise of pleasure and power. And as she drew him ever closer, he knew that he had made a terrible mistake, for the demon girl was not a creature of love, but of deceit and destruction.

She suddenly had that green gourd in her hand. “Bend,” she commanded Father Ogilvy, and after seeing the demon in her hell form, I couldn’t blame him for obliging. He bent over and closed his eyes, beginning to cry. Then, the demon woman reached over and turned on the camera. She looked at me with a grinning wink, as if to tell me that the tape she was now making was for me to do what I wanted with.

I didn’t want that tape… but I did like the idea of making Father Ogilvy pay for what he’d done to God-knows how many women over the years. He was an evil person, and deserved to be treated as such.

I stood and watched as he got what he deserved.

She pushed the tip of that gourd against his anus. She twisted and pushed and twisted and pushed, until there was penetration. He cried out, clutching those stained bed sheets with both of his hands. Father Ogilvy stood in the centre of the strange room, clutching the bed sheets in both hands. His knuckles were white with the force of his grip, and his face was a mask of terror and revulsion. The sheets were stained with something dark and unspeakable, and he could feel their rough texture against his skin, a constant reminder of the horrors that had taken place within this room.

He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling in quick, shallow gasps, and sweat beaded on his brow. His eyes were wide and unseeing, fixed upon the stained fabric as he tried to make sense of what was happening to him.

The room was closing in on him, the walls closing in, and he could feel the weight of his sins pressing down upon him. He had committed terrible acts, acted out of a desperate desire for power and control, but now he was paying the price for his corruption.

He could hear the devil's laughter echoing in his mind, taunting him, reminding him of the pact he had made. And as he stood there, clutching the bed sheets, he knew that he was truly lost, a slave to his own depravity and the devil's cruel whims.

She penetrated him deeply, making that anus stretch wider than I’d seen in my week as a succubus. He screamed loudly. I’m sure it hurt, but he did consent to it, contractually. He yelled as the demon woman began to pump that gourd in and out.

Then, she pushed it in, all the way, making it vanish into his body. I could see the lump in his stomach, where it was now lodged. But she wasn’t finished with him. Now, she was letting out her huge cock from her panties, red like the molten colour of the rest of her body. She grinned at me again before pushing her tip into the disgraced priest. She pushed hard and deep, pushing that gourd in beyond any healthy limit. He screamed again, and she was determined to get every inch of that unrealistically large cock into his body.

I should have left, but I couldn’t look away. I just wanted to…watch. I wanted to make sure he got what he deserved.

Now, I knew what he was so freaked out about the fact that I’d gone into the basement. I knew why he was so nervous about the basement being cleaned up by a stranger. I knew what had been making him so uneasy for so long.

She pumped him mercilessly. She made sure that the punishment was worthwhile. She made sure that Father Ogilvy experienced something equally tormenting, emotionally, to spending three decades in prison.

Father Ogilvy was fucked until he was limp on the ground. And to make it worse for him, he screamed out in pleasure. He ended up begging the demon not to stop. His cock became erect and he ejaculated on himself, and in his state of absolute bliss, he smeared his cum all over his own chest before the demon came, filling his ass with black cum: at least two pints of it, which poured out of him when she pulled out, leaving his ass a terrible gaping hole.

I left the room. I’d seen enough. I decided to make myself invisible, and then I went into one of the closets so that I could be alone. It was a few minutes later when I heard Father Ogilvy trying to scamper off. He came back a bit later with gasoline and a match, but his attempt to burn the place to the ground failed. I didn’t stop him, but something did… maybe God, maybe the devil.

I decided to call the police. I cried when I told them the priest was in the basement, trying to burn the place down. I made myself invisible.

He was arrested on the spot, caught with the gasoline, with the matches… and they found the bed and the tapes too, while I stood, invisible, in the corner.

One of the police officers stood at the bottom of the stairs the whole time, seemingly afraid to go in any further.

It was strange… while I stared at him, I felt like I could read his mind; I could see his past experiences. Those succubus powers were giving me a gleam into his life, and I began to wonder if it was something I could do with anyone.

The police officer stood at the entrance of the basement of the old church, his hand hovering near his chest, as if he was worried he would have a heart attack at any moment. He felt a sense of dread wash over him, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn't explain why, but he was terrified to go down there. I could read his thoughts…

The officer had been on the force for over a decade and had seen more than his fair share of dark and sinister things, but he had never experienced anything like this. He was usually fearless and unshaken, but now he felt like a scared child. That pile of tapes… it was enough to make any man a former shell of himself.

His partner, a veteran detective, looked at him with concern. "What's wrong?" she asked. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

The officer shook his head, trying to push his fear aside. "I don't know," he replied. "I just have this strange feeling. Like I shouldn't go any further into this place. Maybe we should just let that priest burn it down.”

The detective placed a hand on his shoulder, trying to calm him down. "It's okay," she said. "We've been in worse situations before. I'll be right here with you."

Despite her reassurances, the officer couldn't shake the feeling of unease. He took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves, and finally turned on the to those dark closets—the ones that they could actually open.

Another cop bumped into him from behind, making him yelp like a young girl.

Then, the officer laughed, the tension in his body slowly dissipating. He couldn't explain why he had been so afraid, but now that he was down here, he felt silly for his fear. He made a mental note to talk to someone about his sudden phobia and to not let it affect his work again.

Then, I decided to leave his mind, moving onto the next officer.

Detective John walked down the dimly lit basement of the old church, his flashlight in hand, searching for any clues that could lead to the arrest of the suspect. Despite the eerie atmosphere, he was focused on the task at hand, but his thoughts kept drifting to his two young children, who were in school at the moment.

As he rummaged through boxes filled with old books and clothes, he couldn't help but worry about his kids. He remembered how he had hugged them goodbye that morning, promising to be home in time for dinner. He hoped that they were safe, and he made a mental note to call them as soon as he was finished with the investigation.

John had become a detective to make a difference in the world and to protect the innocent, but as a father, his priorities had shifted. He was now driven by a deeper sense of purpose, and he didn't want anything to happen to his children. He had seen too much violence and tragedy in his line of work, and the thought of his kids being caught up in it was unbearable.

Suddenly, his thoughts were interrupted by a sound coming from the far end of the basement. He quickly trained his flashlight in that direction, his hand instinctively reaching for his weapon. He cautiously approached the sound, but found nothing but a loose floorboard. He let out a sigh of relief and continued his search, determined to find the evidence he needed to put the suspect behind bars.

John thought about his kids again, imagining their faces when he finally came home. He promised himself that he would make it home in time for dinner, no matter what. He was a detective and a father, and he wouldn't let anything stand in the way of keeping his family safe.

I left John’s mind, now with a bit of a grin on my face. I remembered the succubus telling me that there was a good chance I would end up liking these new powers of mine… Maybe she was right; it was strangely addicting, hopping from head to head, knowing what people were thinking. I began to wonder just what the extent of these powers were.

It was a relief, a weight lifted off my shoulders. I’d heard the rumours of Father Ogilvy, but I never could have imagined the extent of his depravity.

As I walked through the quiet halls of the church basement, I couldn't help but feel a sense of peace. The place that had once been a source of fear and uncertainty was now filled with a calming stillness. The old, tiny stained glass windows cast a warm, peaceful light onto the polished stone floor, and I took a deep breath, savouring the peace that surrounded me.

I thought back to the events of the past few weeks, to the fear and uncertainty that had consumed me. But now, with Father Ogilvy behind bars, the church was once again a place of comfort and refuge—even though I knew he wouldn’t be staying in prison, thanks to the deal he made with the devil.

The demons that had once haunted these halls were gone, replaced by the gentle spirit of hope and renewal—at least the metaphorical demons were gone; the real demon was going to be back in about twenty-four hours… but she, in a way, was doing something strangely… pure. Her job was to give people another option. In a way, her job was to save souls from eternal damnation, using the powers that she had available to her. She worked relentlessly.

Maybe some people didn’t deserve to be saved… or maybe they did. It was God’s place to judge, not mine, and not the succubus’.

I walked to the old altar, which had been down in that basement since they got the new one upstairs, fifteen years earlier. I knelt, closing my eyes and offering a prayer of thanks for the safety and peace that had returned to the church. And as I knelt there, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and gratitude for the sacrifices of those who had worked to bring Father Ogilvy to justice.

As I prayed, and said God’s name, nothing hurt or burned or screamed in my ears. The devil was letting me pray, letting me hold onto that little bit of faith that I still had.

The church was quiet once again, and I knew that it would never be the same. But as I rose to my feet and turned to leave, I was filled with a sense of hope and a belief that, no matter what the future held, the church would always be a place of refuge and strength.
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The next day was light. Two Punishments and a Deal—nothing terribly interesting worth describing until my last Deal of the day.

My final appointment of my final day was with a familiar face: Graham.

I was shocked to see him standing in his little office, lit dimly by the sunlight creeping through his closed blinds. There were boxes of files all around him. Graham's office was small, cramped, and cluttered. Bookshelves lined the walls, overflowing with dusty tomes and yellowed papers. A desk took up most of the space in the room, piled high with books, papers, and an old, clunky computer. The window was tiny, letting in a sliver of light that only seemed to emphasize the cluttered state of the room. A small plant sat in the corner, its leaves drooping as if it was just as overwhelmed by the mess as Graham was. Despite the chaos, there was a feeling of comfort in the office, as if Graham had surrounded himself with the things he loved most. The air was thick with the scent of old books, and a sense of peace settled over Graham as he took a seat at his desk, ready to lose himself in his work… But he wasn’t sitting down to work.

“Please,” he whispered to the air. “I just want to make a deal. If you can hear, me show yourself.”

I was invisible, standing at the end of the room, without him knowing. I knew that I could show myself, but I was still embarrassed at the idea of letting anyone know that I was working with the Dark Lord. So I had the idea to take the form of a reddish demon, and with the simple snap of a finger, I transformed. As I gazed upon my reflection in the small mirror on his office wall, I was struck by the horror of my appearance. My skin was a deep, fiery red, almost as if it were made of molten lava, and my eyes glowed like embers, casting a sinister light across the office. My horns were long and curved, their tips sharp as a knife, and my tail whipped back and forth, ready to strike at a moment's notice. My muscles were tense, rippling beneath my skin, and I knew that I was a formidable force to be reckoned with.

I preened, admiring the way my claws gleamed in the slivers of sunlight, and the way my wings, black as night, seemed to stretch out into infinity. I was the very embodiment of evil, a being of pure darkness, and I reveled in the fear that my appearance inspired in all who saw me.

Graham turned to see me, gasping and falling back. “N—No! It’s impossible!” he said, even though he summoned me.

I grinned, getting a bit of pleasure out of his terror.

He stood nervously in front of me, who he thought was the devil, fidgeting with his tie as he tried to steady his nerves. He had never felt so out of his depth, but he knew what he wanted, and he was willing to do whatever it took to get it.

"So, you want to make a deal, do you?" I asked with the devil’s voice .The devil's voice was smooth, almost hypnotic, and Graham felt himself nodding before he even realized what he was doing.

"Yes, I want to date Veronica," he said, his voice surprisingly steady. "She's the girl of my dreams, and I'll do anything to be with her. I’m not asking for her love… I don’t want her love unless I earn it myself. I just… I just want to have a chance at her. I want her to give me a chance.” He sounded surprisingly rehearsed, as if he’d gone over this conversation over and over in his head.

I was shocked, unable to believe the words coming from his mouth, but somehow, I managed to produce a smile: a slow, sly grin that made Graham's blood run cold. “And what are you willing to offer in exchange?” I asked

Graham swallowed hard, knowing that he was making a terrible mistake, but he couldn't bring himself to back down. "I'll give you my soul," he said, the words slipping from his lips before he even had a chance to think about what he was saying.

The devil nodded, looking pleased. “Very well, I accept your offer. But be warned, young man, once you've made a deal with me, there's no going back.” I just wanted to see if he was serious, if he was actually willing to sacrifice so much… for me! He hardly knew me. We’d only spoken once, and it was a lousy chat. He acted like a cocky asshole the whole time, making me uneasy. I swear that I caught him at least twice trying to see my cleavage through the sheer top part of my pale green dress.

He struck me as the type of guy who never wanted to settle down, who would have been pleased having dirty sex with strippers and prostitutes his whole life…

But I wasn’t exactly the greatest judge of character. I thought Father Ogilvy was the greatest man to walk the earth, and look what happened with him!

Maybe Graham wasn’t so bad. Maybe I was too quick to judge him. Maybe he was just admiring my dress when he looked down at me in the church. Maybe he had a good soul…

Graham clearly felt a shiver run down his spine, but he pushed it aside, determined to see this through. "I understand," he said, his voice barely more than a whisper.

I shook my devilish head. “You would burn in the eternal fires of hell just to go on a date with that girl?” I asked.

“I would,” he said. “She’s all I can think about. She’s the most beautiful, pure person I’ve ever met in my life. God knows I don’t deserve her… but just to spend one hour with her, staring into her eyes.” He sighed. “I would do anything for that moment.”

“Why don’t you try asking her?” I asked, perplexed—though I suppose he knew the answer just as well as I did: had he asked me, I would have turned him down. In fact… come to think of it… he had asked me.

“I did ask her,” he said. “She rejected me. I guess I came on a bit too… strong.”

“Tell me about her,” I said.

"Veronica, she's... well, she's perfect," Graham said, a dreamy look in his eyes. "She's got this smile that lights up the room, and her laughter is like music to my ears. She's got this fire in her eyes, this passion for life that's just contagious. I could spend hours just talking to her, hearing her stories, learning about her. And she's smart, so smart. She's always got something interesting to say, and she never fails to challenge me… though we only spoke for a few minutes. I know she hated my guts… but… And, oh man, she's just so beautiful. She's got these gorgeous eyes, this silky hair, and this figure that makes my heart race. I don't know how I ever got so lucky to even meet her, let alone have her as the girl of my dreams.

“For the past three months, I’ve tried to build up the courage to talk to her. I just sit there, in the back of the church, invisible to her. She just loves listening to the priest go on and on… God, I hate that priest; he just gives me chills. There’s something off about the guy. Anyway—I only went to that church because mine was closed for a week after that hurricane swept through. Then, when I saw her there, I kept coming back. Oh God, I lied to her and told her that I didn’t really go to church. I don’t know why I lied; I guess I just wanted to sound cool.”

“Why not just talk to her… and tell her how you feel… tell her what you just told me,” I said.

“I would,” he said. “But I think I botched that chance. I guess I can’t blame her. I mean—look at her! She could have any guy in the world looking like that, so why would she settle for me?

“But yes, I’ve put a lot of thought into this, and I want a chance with her. I want to take her on a date.”

I groaned. I snapped my fingers, feeling the familiar rush of power as I transformed from the devil into my true form. The air shimmered and crackled around me, my body contorting and changing, until I stood before Graham as Veronica, the girl of his dreams.

I took in my new appearance, relishing the feel of my skin, soft and smooth, my hair cascading down my back in waves. I smiled, feeling a thrill of excitement as I gazed into Graham's eyes, seeing the awe and wonder in his expression. I was his heart's desire, and now, I had the power to manipulate him to my will… but that’s not at all what I wanted.

Graham gasped, staring at me. “What kind of trick is this!?” he asked.

“I know you won’t believe any of this, Graham,” I said, and then I paused. I let out a giggle, though he wasn’t quite as entertained. “So, I guess I just won’t bother telling it all to you… maybe another time. But I don’t want you to sell your soul for me.”

“You—You’re not really Veronica,” he said.

I knew there was no way to make him believe that I was Veronica, but I figured if I could speak to him in my voice—Veronica’s voice—then maybe I could get through to him, and talk him out of making such a foolish mistake.

“Just call off the deal, Graham,” I said. “Pick up the phone and call the church. Ask them to give you my information. I’ll make sure it’s up there, with a note saying you’re going to call. Then, call me and tell me how you really feel.”

“How can I know it’s you… I mean, Veronica?” he said.

I just smiled. “I guess that’s for you to figure out.”

Then, I backed out of the room, closing the door. The urge to go back in went away, as if Graham really had called the deal off.

I materialized a note in the main office of the church. A minute later, I heard the phone ringing. I heard Sister Janice answering. I heard her giving my information.

Then, a minute later, my own phone rang. It was Graham.

I blushed when I answered it. He stuttered a bit. He asked me if I remembered having a conversation in his office. I pretended like I didn’t know what he was talking about. I figured it was easier to just make him think that he was starting off on a clean-slate with me.

We spoke for an hour on the phone. He admitted to me that he’d been going to my church for a while, and he’d been going to see me. “I hope that’s not creepy,” he said with a small laugh.

“It’s kind of cute,” I said. “Maybe a bit creepy.”

“Sorry,” he said.

Then, I heard a sound: a loud sigh of relief coming from the lips of a female. “Hey, Graham, I’ll call you back in a bit, okay?” I hung up quickly and spun around to see the succubus, in her sheer dress. She was radiating a sense of peace and happiness that I had never seen in her, or anyone, before.

"Veronica!" she exclaimed, a wide grin spreading across her face. "I'm back from Iceland! It was amazing."

She threw her bags on the floor and plopped down in the chair next to me, ready to share all the details of her trip.

"Iceland was just what I needed," she said, closing her eyes as if to savour the memories. "The natural hot springs, the glaciers, and the northern lights were all breathtaking. I relaxed, explored and just enjoyed the beauty of the country. I also went horseback riding, and let me tell you, those Icelandic horses are just as tough and majestic as they are cute," she said, laughing. "And the food! Oh, the food was amazing. I ate so much fish, lamb and skyr that I thought I would never want to eat anything else again.

"But the best part was just being away from all the stress and responsibilities of being a demon," she continued. "I was able to recharge and come back feeling refreshed and ready to take on the world again, do a bit of the devil’s bidding—you know how it goes…”

I listened to her, envious of the wonderful time she had. Her eyes sparkled as she spoke, and I could tell that the trip had truly been a life-changing experience for her.

"I'm so glad you had a great time," I said, smiling. "It sounds like Iceland was exactly what you needed."

"It was," she replied, her smile growing even wider. "I feel like a new person, and I'm ready to tackle anything that comes my way.”

I blushed when she finally set her gaze on me, looking me up and down. “I forgot how hot you look in that red outfit I made for you.” Then, she giggled. “Did you end up enjoying the work? Want to go for another week? I really wouldn’t mind checking out Siberia, if you’re down to take over again—but this time, I’ll leave it up to you; I felt bad for forcing you to do my job for a week.”

“No,” I said. “I think I’ll pass. One week was more than enough for me. I… I saw a lot.”

“What did you see?” she asked. “I just assumed you would give people their soul contracts and be done with it.”

“No,” I said. “Only one guy was stubborn enough to give the devil his soul. I couldn’t stop him.”

She gasped. “Just one!?” she asked. “That’s… impressive!”

She stood up and stretched out her arms. She was truly a beautiful woman, though I can’t say for sure that I was looking at her actual form. Maybe she was an ugly, hideous beast on the inside… But now, she had those amazing curves, that smooth skin, that long, soft hair. Normally, I would have looked away instantly, terrified of committing some sort of sin with my gaze, but now, I was intrigued. I wasn’t quite as prudish as I was a week ago. Now, I could let myself admire the beauty of a woman, even if she was mostly naked. I could admire her full breasts and her thick thighs. I whimpered when I let my gaze track down her perky breasts and hard nipples. She giggled, seeing my reddened look. “Are you a lesbian now, Veronica?”

I gasped. “No!” I said. “Heavens, no! I was just…” I cleared my throat. “You’re, uh, quite beautiful.”

“Thanks,” she blushed. “But, uh, I’m going to need my powers back. I hope you don’t mind. Thanks for working for me for a week. Be sure to come and visit sometime.” She looked around the basement and then revolted in horror at the sight of the place. “What did you do to my house?” She snapped her fingers and turned the basement back into the cluttered, cobweb infested dungeon that it once was. “Oh, and good job dealing with Father Ogilvy; all the demon girls are talking about how good you got him.” She gave me a pat on the back.

Suddenly, that basement felt cold. I felt the power being pulled from me, turning me back into a normal girl. I smiled at the succubus and then I ran out of there as quickly as I could, feeling thrilled to have my life back—and a new lease on life.

I got back to my house. I went into my bedroom, which was just how I left it, how it had always been. My bedroom was a reflection of my simple and devout nature—or, I should say, it is a reflection of my devout nature, as my bedroom is still the same, still just as it always was. Because I’m still a devout christian, and I still pray to God three times each day.

The walls are painted a soft, creamy white, and the furniture is made of light, natural wood. My bed is covered in a white cotton comforter, and the pillows are adorned with delicate cross embroidery.

A wooden cross hangs on the wall above my bed, and a small table next to it holds a candle that is always lit. I have a wooden rocking chair in the corner, perfect for quiet moments of reflection and prayer.

A bookshelf filled with well-worn Bibles and religious texts lines one wall, and a wooden rosary hangs from the doorknob. My room is filled with light, and a gentle breeze flows in through the open window, carrying with it the sweet scent of blooming flowers.

Everything about my room is peaceful and calming, a sanctuary for my thoughts and prayers. It is a place of comfort and refuge, and it reflects my deep faith and devotion to my religion.

Well, now it’s a bit different. Now, I have a laptop, which gets the internet. I no longer think that the internet is the devil’s invention. And next to my laptop is a picture of me and my boyfriend, Graham. We’ve been dating for a couple of years.

There’s something else in my room that I feel that I need to describe to you. On my desk sat a mysterious jar of liquid. It was a deep, inky black, and it seemed to absorb all of the light that touched it. The jar was made of a smooth, dark glass, and it was intricately decorated with strange symbols and runes. I had no idea where it had come from or what was inside, but I couldn't help but feel drawn to it.

Every time I sat down at my desk, my eyes would wander over to the jar, and I would find myself wondering about its secrets. Was it a potion of some kind? Was it dangerous? The thought both intrigued and scared me.

I was afraid to touch the jar, let alone open it, but at the same time, I was powerless to resist its pull. The liquid inside was so dark and still, it was as if it was hiding something, waiting to be uncovered.

I kept the jar on my desk, not knowing what else to do with it. It remained a mystery, always lurking in the back of my mind, waiting for me to unravel its secrets. Despite my fear and uncertainty, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of excitement every time I caught a glimpse of it, sitting there on my desk, hiding its secrets from the world.

I knew that the succubus put the potion there; that was all that I knew, until one day, Graham noticed it when he was over. “What does that do?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Why is it there?” he asked.

“I don’t know. It just appeared there one day, and I’ve always been too afraid to do anything with it.”

“You’ve never tried… drinking it?” he asked.

“Should I?” I asked.

We both stared at it for a long time. It wasn’t until three months later that we decided to test it, to see what it would do. Of course, we were both very open to strange ideas. Graham had flirted with making deals with the devil before, and I’d been in the shoes of a succubus. So, while we were being intimate one evening (Graham was taking my virginity), we decided to fool around and taste one drop. When the drop touched my tongue, I gained something extra on my body—just for a short period of time…

And Graham was very, very into it. I discovered something about my boyfriend that day. I learned that he liked to receive just as much as he liked to give.

The potion was a gift from the succubus, to thank me for helping her. I guess she used her succubus powers to see what could make my life better; she knew that Graham wanted a little… extra, so she gave it to me.

I would make Graham suck it, pump it with his hand—and then I would make him bend over and take it all inside of his body. I would fill him with thick cum and make him scream out in pleasure. Then, my body would return to normal and we would fuck like a normal couple again.

Maybe you think that’s all very strange, but don’t knock it ‘till you try it.

I remained good friends with the succubus. After church every Sunday, I would go down and have a coffee with her. I often thanked her for the experience she gifted to me. She really opened my eyes to the world, taking me out from my little bubble, but she did it without taking away any of my faith.

THE END
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I didn’t want to break up with Evie. We’d been together for so long. We had so many memories together. But she was just so…

Ho-hum.

I needed excitement in my life.

So I decided to cut her loose, and then I met Kitty.

Kitty is exactly what I need…

Kitty is wild, full of energy, with a head filled with crazy ideas. She’s not afraid to get into trouble, and she’s a firecracker in the bedroom. What more could a guy want?

Well, maybe she’s a bit too wild. Maybe she’s a bit too… crazy. Maybe she’s a bit too fearless when it comes to breaking the law, deceiving the police, blackmailing people, and forcing her partners to satisfy all of her crazy desires under the sheets.
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Evie was a sweet girl. She was everything most guys want: petite, mousy, funny, and loving. I swear, every day with her was another surprise: a romantic homemade dinner, a surprise back rub, concert tickets presented hours before the event. She would come to my apartment to clean while I was out, so I would come home to a sparkling pad. Oh gosh, she really was great.

I could go on and on about how great she was…

Her kindness and gentle nature always made me feel cared for and loved. No matter what, she put my needs above her own and was always eager to please. I knew I could count on her to be there for me, through thick and thin. Her unwavering loyalty and devotion to me were truly admirable, even in the toughest of times. I felt grateful to have her in my life and cherished her deeply.

Evie was a beautiful young woman with long, lustrous blonde hair that cascaded down her back in soft waves. Her large, expressive brown eyes always sparkled with warmth and kindness. She had a heart-shaped face with delicate features, including a small, upturned nose and full, rosy lips that curved into a gentle smile. Evie's lithe figure was graceful and feminine, with curves in all the right places—oh, I know it sounds so cliche, but it was true; she had those wide hips, that narrow waist, and large breasts for her small frame. Her skin was soft and smooth, with a warm, healthy glow that only added to her natural beauty.

So, you’re probably going to call me insane… but I broke up with her.

She was devastated, staring at me with a pale face, lips agape. As I watched Evie break down in tears, I felt a sharp pang of regret and guilt. Her face was twisted with pain, and her eyes were red and swollen from crying. Her long, blonde hair was disheveled and matted against her tear-streaked cheeks. She looked so vulnerable and lost, and it broke my heart to see her like this. couldn't help but feel a deep sense of sadness and sorrow for the pain I had caused her. It was a difficult moment for both of us…

But Evie just wasn’t for me. Yes, she was pretty much perfect in every way. I’m sure you think that I was totally insane, and I probably wasn’t thinking straight when I made that decision to ask her to move out of my apartment…

Evie was just so… ho-hum.

Oh God, it sounds so cruel! But it was true… Evie was sweet, caring, loving… but there was just no… spark. And I don’t mean a spark between us; I think we had that, a little bit. I just mean that she wasn’t ever spunky.

After Evie moved out of my apartment, it felt empty and lifeless. The once cozy and warm space now felt cold and unwelcoming. The air seemed to have lost its sweet scent, and the furniture was arranged in a way that seemed awkward and unfamiliar. The silence was deafening, and the absence of Evie's presence made the room feel incomplete. Her absence was palpable, and it was a constant reminder of the void that she had left behind. Even though I was the one who had initiated the breakup, I couldn't help but feel a sense of regret and longing. The apartment just wasn't the same without her… but when she was there, I still felt like I was missing something. I was missing that spark… someone to make life more interesting.

Evie’s goals in life were… let’s just say ‘predictable’. She didn’t have big dreams. She wasn’t an artist or a musician or a poet. Her only hobby was watching Netflix. Her childhood was relatively eventless. She’d never been in a car accident; she didn’t have any friends pass away; she’d never experimented with drugs; she got good grades in school and was a mediocre addition to a few sports teams before getting an office job where she had to file people’s taxes, and somehow that just seemed so fitting.

It was pretty much the only thing that she would talk about. “I had a file today that was one-hundred and sixteen pages long.”

“Is that long?” I asked.

“It’s not the longest I’ve seen,” she said. “But it was totally out of order. I spent two hours getting every page where it needed to be. Then, my boss told me that it was a corporate file, and I had to refile it. Jerry thought it was so funny, but I didn’t mind.”

It was just hard to pretend to be interested after a while. She really didn’t have anything to say. She didn’t even have a favourite band. “I just like whatever’s on the radio,” she would say, and she was always tuned into the soft-rock radio, humming along to Sting’s solo works.

It was when she started looking at real estate listings deep in the suburbs when I finally decided that I couldn’t do it anymore. It wasn’t fair to me, and it wasn’t fair to her.

So, I broke it off.

My friends thought that I was insane. One even pulled me aside to ask me if I’d gotten into drugs. “What the hell are you talking about?” I asked, shaking my head and laughing.

We were meeting over drinks, at a bar—something that I would normally do with Evie. I have to admit that it was a bit weird being in that bar, without Evie by my side… But that was another thing that I didn’t love about her; she was just always at my side, clinging to me, as if she was afraid I would float away if she let go.

“No sane person would break up with Evie, Rodney,” he said. Ryan was a tall, muscular man with a rugged, athletic build that spoke to his past as an AHL player. He never went fully pro, but he certainly made it farther than I ever made it (the coaches always told me that I was too small to get past Juniors). His chiseled features were accented by a strong jawline, piercing blue eyes, and short, sandy blonde hair that always looked slightly disheveled. Despite his imposing presence, Ryan had a friendly, approachable demeanour that put people at ease. He was always quick with a smile and had an infectious laugh that filled the room. These qualities made him well-liked by many, and he was always eager to lend a hand or offer advice whenever he could. Despite his athletic background, Ryan had a certain grace and finesse to him when he worked as a carpenter, with his dad’s company, moving with the same kind of precision and skill that he used to display on the ice.

Ryan's favourite pub, where we were now, was a quaint little place with a warm, inviting atmosphere that somehow felt more like my home than my actual home. The interior was decorated with dark wood accents and vintage posters that gave it a cozy, old-fashioned feel. Soft lighting added to the relaxed ambiance, and the chatter of patrons filled the air with a comforting hum.

The bar was lined with bottles of whiskey and ale, and the friendly bartender always knew just what we liked to order. The pub also had a small outdoor patio that was perfect for warm summer nights, where patrons could sit under the stars and enjoy a cold drink… but now, it was February, so that patio was just a mound of untouched snow.

“If you’re smart, you’ll take her back,” Ryan said. “Before someone else snatches her up.”

“Is that you’re way of asking me if you can ask her out?” I asked, narrowing my gaze. I felt a sudden pang of jealousy, as if he was trying to take something that was mine.

He rolled his eyes. “No, man,” he said. “Look at you, all tense. Your shoulders are practically touching your ears! If you ask me, it doesn’t seem like you’re over her. I just don’t get why you broke up.”

I didn’t feel like explaining it to him, knowing he wouldn’t fully understand. It’s hard to tell someone that a girl that seems so perfect is really just so… ho-hum. I just couldn’t do another night of talking about some company’s taxes. I couldn’t stand binging another Netflix special about cake decorating. Before I met Evie, I had a wild side; I went to parties, I travelled, I tried new things, all the time! But with Evie, I felt like some forty-five-year-old suburban father of three.

That just wasn’t me.

“She just wasn’t for me,” I said bluntly. I finished my drink and Ryan finished his. I was surprised when Ryan put a bill on the table and stood up, grabbing his coat from the back of his chair. “Wait,” I said. “Where are you going?”

“It’s late. I have to work in the morning.”

“Work?” I said. “But… tomorrow is Saturday. What do you mean, work? And it’s not late; it’s only ten.”

He laughed and shook his head. “Aren’t you the one who’s always in bed by nine?”

It was true… with Evie. Evie liked to be in bed early so that she could be up early. She liked the peace and quiet of mornings… but that was never me; I liked being up late; that’s when the fun stuff happens.

I sat at the bar, nursing a whiskey on the rocks, feeling like life had started to pass me by. The low murmur of conversation from the other patrons and the soft clinking of glasses did little to distract me from my thoughts. The bar was dimly lit, and the walls were adorned with old photos and dusty memorabilia, making me feel like I was sitting in a time capsule. I watched as the bartender polished glasses, his movements methodical and precise, and envied his sense of purpose. It seemed like everyone had a direction in life except for me.

As I took another sip of my drink, I couldn't help but feel a sense of regret for the things I had let slip away…

Evie…

Did I make a big mistake?

The memories of past relationships and missed opportunities swirled in my head, taunting me with the what-ifs and the maybes. The weight of my mistakes felt crushing, and I longed for a chance to do things differently.

But was I wishing to have Evie back, or was I wishing I could go back and never get involved with Evie? I wasted half of my twenties with her… I wasn’t getting those years back anytime soon.

I just wanted to be that wild, free-spirited man that I was at eighteen. My friends used to call me Rodney Rodeo, because I was ‘wild, like a bucking stallion’. Nobody called me that anymore. I was lucky to get invited out for lunch these days.

I couldn't help but smile as a memory from my younger days flooded my mind. It was a time when life was simpler and carefree. A time when I had fewer responsibilities and more time to get into trouble.

I remembered a night when my buddies and I had decided to take our antics to the next level. We had all piled into my beat-up car and driven to a nearby park, where we knew the cops never patrolled. We had brought a keg of beer with us, and as the night wore on, our inhibitions slipped away, replaced by a wild, reckless abandon.

We had stumbled through the dark park, laughing and shouting, our voices echoing through the stillness. I remembered the way the moonlight had made everything look surreal and otherworldly. The cool night air had been tinged with the smell of bonfires, and we had followed the sound of music until we found a group of strangers dancing around a fire.

Without hesitation, we had joined them, throwing our arms around each other and moving to the beat of the music. For a few hours, we had forgotten about our worries and responsibilities, and just lived in the moment. It had been a time of freedom, where anything was possible, and the future was an afterthought.

One of the girls—some hippie chick—smiled at me, and that was enough; we didn’t need to chat, to get to know each other, to know what we wanted with life.

I think her name was Faith…

Faith was a young and carefree hippie girl, with bright green eyes that sparkled with a mischievous twinkle. Her hair was long and wild, flowing down her back in messy curls that seemed to have a life of their own. She had a small, upturned nose and a wide, easy smile that made me forget about my responsibilities.

Her style was a mashup of bohemian and vintage, with flowing skirts, beaded jewelry, and oversized sunglasses. She was barefoot, apparently preferring to feel the grass beneath her toes. She was one of those girls who was always on the lookout for new adventures, and she told me about he insatiable curiosity that often led her down unconventional paths.

Faith had a free spirit that was infectious, and she never let the weight of the world bring her down. Her positivity was contagious, and she had a way of turning even the gloomiest day into a ray of sunshine. Her love of life was evident in everything she did, from the way she laughed with abandon to the way she threw herself into new experiences.

Her bright green eyes seemed to hold a secret depth, as if she knew more about life than she let on. Faith was the kind of person who left an indelible mark on everyone she met, and her spirit was truly one-of-a-kind.

She was also wild in the sack…

We knew enough: we both wanted to fuck, so that’s what we did, behind a bush. I stripped her down, ate her out, and pumped her full of cum while she screamed without holding back. She squirted on my cock, soaking our clothes, which were piled beneath us. She didn’t warn me that she was a squirter…

As I snapped back to reality, I couldn't help but chuckle at the memory. I knew I could never relive those days, but it was nice to know that they would always be a part of me, and that the wild, carefree spirit still lurked beneath the surface. I was going to find a way to bring it back out.

Well, it wasn’t coming out that night. Now, it was 11:00 PM, on a Friday night, and I was still just sitting there, still just sipping a drink, alone, not even able to muster up the courage to stand up and chat with anyone.

So, I pounded back the rest of my drink and I grabbed my coat. I could try again another night. I could resurrect that old, wild lifestyle another time, when I had a bit more energy… and maybe once I was able to think a bit less about Evie.

I left the bar.

It was a quiet night on the streets, with a hush that seemed to blanket the city. The sound of cars and people had faded away, leaving a peaceful stillness in their place. The only thing that disturbed the tranquility was the faint crunching of snow underfoot.

As I looked up, I saw that snow had just begun to fall from the sky. The flakes were light and delicate, twirling and spinning as they made their way to the ground. They seemed to dance in the streetlights, creating a magical atmosphere that was hard to resist.

The snowfall was so gentle that it seemed to muffle any sound, creating a sense of surreal quietness. The sky was dark, but the city was still illuminated with a soft, yellow glow from the streetlights. The snowfall had a way of casting everything in a new, mysterious light, making even the most mundane objects seem enchanted.

I walked down the empty street, watching as the snowflakes landed on my outstretched hand. Each one was unique, with its own intricate design, and I couldn't help but marvel at the wonder of it all. The snow was like a gentle reminder that beauty could be found even in the darkest of moments.

As I continued to walk, the snow began to accumulate on the ground, creating a soft, white blanket that covered everything in sight. The world had transformed into a winter wonderland, and for a moment, I felt all of my cares vanishing into the cool winter air.

I was walking down the snowy street on that cold winter night, my hands shoved deep into my pockets and my breath visible in the frigid air.

As I neared the end of the street, I saw a beautiful blonde woman standing there, her hair illuminated by the soft glow of the streetlights. She was wearing a long, flowing coat that draped over her slender frame, and her pale skin seemed to sparkle in the moonlight.

I couldn't take my eyes off her.

I froze.

There was something about the way she stood there, seemingly lost in thought, that drew me in. She looked like a creature of pure grace, a being from another world who had stumbled into mine.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I should approach her. But something in me urged me forward, like an invisible force was pushing me towards her. As I got closer, I could see that her eyes were a soft blue, and there was a hint of sadness in them.

"Excuse me," I said, my voice breaking the silence. "Are you okay?"

She turned to look at me, her eyes meeting mine, and for a moment, I was lost in their depth. "Yes," she said, her voice soft and musical. "I'm just…thinking."

I nodded, feeling a strange sense of comfort in her presence. "It's a beautiful night," I said, gesturing to the snow-covered street.

"It is," she agreed, a small smile gracing her lips.

We stood there for a moment, lost in our own thoughts, until finally, she turned to leave. As she walked away, I couldn't help but feel a sense of regret that I hadn't asked for her name, or even a way to contact her. But something told me that our paths would cross again, and that the blonde woman at the end of the snowy street would stay with me, like a memory I could never forget.
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Idreamed about the blonde woman. I woke up and wondered if it had all been a dream, if I never saw that girl at all…

I even went onto my computer and spent two long hours, going through every Facebook profile within a five-mile radius. I just had to find her.

I couldn't get that blonde woman out of my mind.

For days after our chance encounter on the snowy street, I found myself thinking about her, wondering who she was and where she came from. I tried to convince myself that it was just a passing moment, but deep down, I knew that there was something special about her.

Unable to get her out of my head, I turned again to social media in the hopes of finding her. I scoured every platform I could think of, searching for any trace of her, but my efforts were fruitless. She seemed to have vanished without a trace, like a dream that faded with the morning light.

I tried to let it go, but every time I closed my eyes, I could see her blonde hair blowing in the wind, her eyes sparkling in the lamplight. It was like she had become a part of my brain, an elusive puzzle that I couldn't solve.

I just wanted to see her again.

Days turned into weeks, and still, I couldn't shake the memory of her. I wondered if she was thinking about me, too, or if she had forgotten about our brief encounter entirely.

No—there was no way that she was thinking about me; she hardly looked at me for five seconds!

Eventually, I had to accept that I might never see her again. It was like she had disappeared into thin air, leaving me with nothing but a memory that I couldn't quite grasp. But even as I gave up my search, a part of me held onto the hope that one day, fate would bring us together again, and the beautiful blonde woman from the snowy street would become a permanent part of my life.

It was a month after that encounter that I realized I’d hardly wasted any time thinking about Evie. It was almost like the sight of that blonde in the street was enough to completely scrub Evie from my mind. It was like she was some sort of angel, sent down to Earth to free me from those feelings of guilt and regret, and the fear that I’d made some huge mistake. In fact, when Ryan asked me how I was doing, I just said, “Fine, why?”

“Aren’t you kind of messed up about the whole Evie thing?” he asked.

“Nah,” I said. “Why would I be? I broke up with her.”

“No,” he said. “I mean, the fact that she’s dating Dave.”

Then, Evie boomed right back into my life like a runaway train, straight into my chest. Dave was my childhood best friend… We were raised like brothers. In fact, after my dad split up with my mom, he began to date Dave’s mom, so in a weird way, we were like brothers.

Dave was always the star athlete of our childhood—even more so than Ryan—and it was no surprise to anyone when he became a professional golfer.

It was a bit of a surprise when he simultaneously finished at the top of his class in law school, becoming one of the city’s top lawyers within just a few years of graduating. Sure, he was smart in school… but I don’t think anyone saw that coming.

He was tall and lean, with a runner's build that made him seem almost weightless as he moved across the golf course. His short brown hair was always perfectly styled, and he had a smile that could light up a room.

Everyone loved Dave.

Despite his success, Dave remained humble and down-to-earth. He was the kind of person who would drop everything to help a friend in need, no matter what. He had a quiet confidence about him, and even though he was one of the best golfers in the country, he never let it go to his head.

Whenever I saw him, it was like no time had passed. We would catch up on old times, reminisce about our childhood, and talk about the future. Even though our lives had taken different paths, he was still the same person I had grown up with, the same person who had been by my side through thick and thin.

Sometimes I would watch him play golf on TV, and it was like watching a different person entirely. He was so focused, so precise, that it was like he was in another world. But even then, I could still see glimpses of the friend I knew and loved, the one who would always be there for me, no matter what, the one who promised me he would be the best man at my eventual wedding… and I would be the best man at his.

Well, now I wasn’t so sure that I would be the best man at his eventual wedding, assuming things worked out with Evie. That would just be… awkward. I’d slept with Evie over one-hundred times. I’d eaten her out. She’d sucked me off. I’d been inside of her butthole. Seeing her with another man… and my best friend… that was just… weird.

“Rodney?” said Ryan. “You okay, buddy?”

I shook my head, trying to dispel the image from my mind. It was too terrible to even consider, and yet it was there, like a nightmare I couldn't escape.

In my mind's eye, I saw Dave standing at the altar, his eyes fixed on Evie as she walked towards him in a white wedding dress. It was a scene straight out of a nightmare, and yet it felt so real that I could almost hear the wedding music playing in the background.

I knew I had to stop this train of thought, that I couldn't let myself spiral into despair. But the image was so vivid, so all-consuming, that I couldn't help but think the worst.

What if they were together now, fucking in Dave’s bed? What if they had been seeing each other behind my back all along, and I was the only one who didn't know?

What if Dave was filling her little pussy with his seed? What if she was screaming out his name?

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing thoughts. I knew that I couldn't let this fear consume me, that I had to trust my friend to do the right thing… He wasn’t actually dating Evie, right? Surely, it was some sort of mistake.

But as I sat there, alone with my thoughts, the image of Dave and Evie getting married continued to haunt me, like a spectre that refused to leave me be.

“Rodney!” Ryan said. “Snap out of it, man! You’re freaking me out!”

“Sorry,” I said, blushing. “I just… I just thought of something that I was supposed to do.”

“If you want, I can talk to Dave about it. In my opinion, it’s not right. I don’t think he should have asked her out.”

“He asked her out!?” I gasped.

“That’s what I heard,” Ryan said softly, now apparently walking on eggshells.

I just couldn’t stop imagining her, pinned on her stomach, screaming out as Dave pumped her tight, petite body. That body once belonged to me… How could she just give it to my best friend? Had she always fancied him? Has she always lusted after him?

“I’ll talk to him,” Ryan said.

“No,” I said. “Don’t. I don’t care about any of that. It’s behind me. I don’t believe in looking back.” I smiled, trying to hide the pain that was now inside of me. “Besides, I’m onto someone new now.”

He paused for a moment, lowering his brow. “Wait. You are?” he asked.

I nodded my head with a warm smile. “Well, it’s nothing serious yet. But she’s beautiful.”

“What’s her name?” he asked.

I blushed. “I don’t want to say anything yet,” I said, and that was my clever way of saying, ‘I have no idea what her name is, because I didn’t ask, like a complete idiot.’

Ryan looked worried. He kept staring at me, as if something was wrong. Finally, he asked me to go to the bar with him. He had that pitiful look on his face the whole time, looking like he was about to break even more bad news to me. It was a look that I was familiar with; it reminded me of when I was sixteen, and my high-school girlfriend, Darla, broke up with me. She told me that I was just too shy, and she wanted a guy that would take her dancing. Back then, the thought of dancing, in public, was absolutely terrifying.

Ryan went straight to the bar to get us some drinks. I turned my attention towards the game on the screen, hoping it would provide a bit of a distraction.

"Hey man, can we talk for a second?" Ryan asked, pulling up a chair next to me at the bar.

I turned to face him, taking a sip of my drink. "Sure, what's up?"

"It's about Dave," he said, his voice serious. "I know you're worried about him dating Evie—and don’t pretend like you don’t care; I can see right through that—but have you thought about talking to him about it?"

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "What's the point? They're both adults, they can make their own decisions. I really don’t care like you think that I do.”

"I get that," Ryan said, nodding. "But I think it would be good for you to talk to him, to make sure that everything is okay between you guys."

I frowned, not sure if I was ready for that kind of conversation. "I don't know, man. It just feels weird, you know? Like I don't want to be the jealous ex-boyfriend or something. If that’s what Evie wants, she can have it. I don’t want to be a wedge between them.”

"I don't think that's what it's about," Ryan said, placing a hand on my shoulder. "It's about making sure that you and Dave are still good, that you can trust him to do the right thing."

I thought about it for a moment, weighing the pros and cons in my head. Finally, I nodded. "Okay, I'll talk to him. But I'm not making any promises, alright?"

Ryan grinned, clapping me on the back. "That's all I'm asking, man. Just talk to him, and see where things stand.”

I wasn’t actually planning to talk to Dave about it; I just wanted Ryan to drop it—and now, it seemed like he was dropping it.

I was hoping that this night would be the night that Rodney Rodeo would come back, for the first time in nearly a decade. I was ready to get a bit wild. I was ready to feel the energy of my former self once again…

But as the night dragged on, the little bit of energy that I had began to fade. I turned my attention to the TV. The TV screen flickered with a hockey game, the players skating fast across the ice, trying to score a goal. The sound was muted, but the cheers and groans of the patrons watching the game made it clear that it was a close match. The lights in the bar reflected off the glossy ice, creating an almost hypnotic effect as the players glided across the rink. Despite the noise and bustle of the bar, all eyes were drawn to the game, as the players fought for the puck, each team determined to come out on top.

But I was hardly paying attention. I couldn’t even tell you which teams were on the ice. Maybe Philly. Maybe Toronto.

The crowded bar was alive with noise and energy as the band set up on the small stage in the corner. The band's instruments buzzed with excitement, ready to bring the place to life with their music. People were already getting up to dance, their movements making the floorboards shake beneath my feet.

As the first notes of the music sounded, the atmosphere shifted. The music swelled, filling the room with its sound, and the crowd began to sway in unison. The lead singer's voice was smooth and soulful, carrying the melody over the top of the instruments.

Everyone forgot about that game on the TV, which was now entering overtime.

Despite the infectious energy, I remained rooted to my seat, too nervous to join in on the fun. I watched as people laughed and danced, their movements wild and carefree. I felt a pang of envy, wishing that I could let go and join in, to feel the music in my bones and forget about my worries.

The old me would have been in the middle of the action, swinging with ladies, laughing, having fun,…

But I just remained where I was, sipping my drink and watching as the night unfolded before me. The band played on, the crowd growing louder and more frenzied with each passing moment, until the music became a living, breathing thing that filled the entire room.

Then, I just couldn’t take anymore. I decided to grab my coat and leave. I hated being so invisible, so meek, so lifeless. I began to wonder if the years that I spent with Evie had sucked all of the excitement out of me. Maybe she turned me into the dead-eyed suburbanite that she always wanted me to be. Maybe I did need to go and take her back, because we probably had much more in common than I could have realized…

No, it was too late for that. Dave had her now, and I couldn’t compete with Dave. I couldn’t compete with a lawyer who made half a million dollars each year, who competed in professional golf tournaments on national television. Why would Evie pick me over him?

I really did make a huge mistake…

At least that’s what I thought, until a few minutes later…

As I walked down the snowy street, I couldn't help but feel a sense of déjà vu wash over me. And then, as if on cue, I saw her: the beautiful blonde woman I had seen before, standing on the same street corner as last time, a snowstorm swirling around her.

She was just as striking as I remembered, with hair as bright as the sun and eyes that glittered like diamonds. Her cheeks were rosy from the cold, and the snowflakes that landed on her eyelashes made her look even more enchanting.

She was wrapped in a long, flowing coat that whipped around her as the wind picked up. I couldn't take my eyes off her, as she seemed to glow against the dark and snowy background.

For a moment, we just stood there, staring at each other across the street, the snowflakes falling all around us. I had the strangest feeling that I knew her from somewhere, even though I was sure we had never met.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do. But before I could cross the street to talk to her, a gust of wind came up and she disappeared into the blizzard, leaving me standing alone on the snowy street corner, wondering who she was and where she had gone.

“No!” I gasped.

I couldn’t let this opportunity pass me by again.

Determined to find her, I set out into the snowy streets, my heart racing with anticipation. I scanned the crowded sidewalks, looking for a glimpse of that bright hair and green eyes.

The snowfall had picked up, making it difficult to see much beyond a few feet in front of me. But I pushed on, driven by the memory of her beauty and the hope of seeing her again.

I walked for what felt like hours, my feet cold and my heart pounding in my chest. But still, I couldn't find her. The snow was falling so heavily that it felt like a wall between us, blocking me from the mysterious person that I was searching for.

Just as I was about to give up, I saw a figure in the distance, standing on the other side of the street. It was her, the beautiful blonde woman, and my heart leapt with joy.

I crossed the street, the snow crunching under my feet, until I stood in front of her. I was so close that I could see the snowflakes landing on her eyelashes, her cheeks flushed from the cold.

Without hesitation, I spoke to her. “Hey!” I said. “Remember me?”

She smiled, her nose a rosy shade of pink. “Of course,” she said.

I almost didn’t believe her. It had been over a month since I last saw her, and our encounter was so brief.

“My name is Rodney,” I blurted out. “What the heck are you doing out in the snow?”

Her lips curled into a curious smile. “Do you really want to know?” she asked.

“Kind of…” I said. “I’m kind of starting to think that you’re some kind of ghost or something.”

She giggled. Her voice was so mysterious, so enchanting. She blinked a few times. Sure, she was wearing a warm-looking coat, but she hardly looked fazed at all by that terrible weather. She wasn’t even cold, while I was wrapping my arms around myself tightly, trying to keep my teeth from chattering.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly.

“Fine,” I smiled. “So, uh, are you going to tell me what the heck you’re doing out here?”

Before she could answer, a sleek black car pulled up beside us. It lingered there for a moment, idling. The tinted windows made it impossible to see inside, and for a moment, I hesitated.

But before I could even think about what to do, the car door opened and the blonde woman stepped in, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Get in!" she exclaimed, taking my hand and pulling me toward the car. “That is, if you want to live a little bit…” She had a mysterious grin on her face. This was quite possibly a kidnapping… but how could I resist?

Without a second thought, I climbed inside, my heart racing with anticipation. The woman settled in beside me, and the car pulled away.

"Where are we going?" I asked, eager to know what was in store for us.

The blonde woman just smiled, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "It's a surprise," she said, her voice low and inviting. “Just think of it as… an adventure.”

I didn't need any more convincing. As we drove through the snowy streets, my heart beating with a sense of adventure, I knew that I was in for a night I would never forget.

The car sped on through the night, and as we rode, the blonde woman and I chatted and laughed like old friends. I didn't know where we were going, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was the thrill of the unknown and the companionship of this enigmatic woman beside me.

As the car finally slowed to a stop in front of a dimly lit club, I knew that my life was about to change. And I couldn't wait to see what was in store.
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The blonde woman stepped out, and then I said, “I never got your name.” I followed her out. Now, the snow on the ground was deep, halfway to my knees.

“I’ll give you a hint,” she smiled. “Think of something that meows and purrs.”

“Cat?” I said. “Is your name Cat?”

She giggled. “No, it’s Pussy.”

I felt the colour drain suddenly from my face, then she gave me a playful shove. “I’m fucking with you, Rodney. My name is Kitty.”

“Oh,” I said, blushing.

She was a bit spunkier than I was expecting, now giggling at her own little joke. It was actually quite refreshing. Evie would never dream of using the word ‘pussy’. Even when we were in bed together, if I dared to say something like, “I love your tight pussy,” she would shut right down, overwhelmed by an uncomfortable awkwardness that she just couldn’t shake.

“So, uh, where are we?”

“Where does it look like we are?” she asked

My heart raced with anticipation. The snowstorm had made it difficult to see, and the darkness only added to the sense of mystery that surrounded the place.

It was a club… at least, that’s what I assumed it was, because I could hear some booming music coming from inside. But honestly, it looked more like some old, abandoned butcher shop, nestled in the abandoned industrial part of town.

The club was small, almost hidden away from the world, but its lights shone like beacons in the darkness. I pushed open the door and was greeted by the sound of music and the scent of incense, which hung heavy in the air.

The place was dimly lit, the shadows flickering on the walls, and it was difficult to make out the figures that moved around me. But I could feel the energy of the place, a strange combination of excitement and foreboding that sent shivers down my spine.

The patrons of the club were a mixed group, some dressed in elaborate costumes and others in more mundane attire. But all of them had an air of mystery about them, as if they were hiding secrets that they would never share.

The music was hypnotic, a slow, seductive beat that seemed to wrap around me like a warm blanket. And as I made my way through the crowd, I could feel the eyes of the other patrons on me, assessing me, judging me, but also welcoming me into their midst, into their strange little hidden world.

It was a strange and alluring place, full of hidden meanings and secret desires. And as I lost myself in the music and the company of the other patrons, I knew that I was in for a night unlike any other.

Kitty took me by the wrist. “This isn’t our final destination,” she told me, and then she took me down towards a door. I pushed it open for her to go through first.

Now, we were looking at a narrow hallway.

The hallway was musty and dimly lit, the air thick with the smell of mildew and decay. The walls were covered in peeling wallpaper, the pattern long faded and forgotten. The floorboards creaked beneath my feet as I made my way down the hall, the sound echoing loudly in the silence. Maybe this was some sort of abduction or kidnapping… Was she going to take me down to some basement to torture me?

At the end of the hall was a door, heavy and imposing, with no visible handle or knob. I hesitated for a moment, wondering if I should turn back, but the promise of something new and exciting pushed me forward.

I pushed against the door, and it swung open with a low, groaning creak. Beyond it was a narrow, winding staircase that spiralled down into the depths below. The stairs were made of rough-hewn wood, and the steps were worn and uneven, as if they had been traveled many times before.

As I descended, the air grew colder and damper, and the musty scent became even more pungent. Strange noises echoed up the stairwell, creaks and groans that sounded like they came from the very walls themselves.

Finally, I reached the bottom of the staircase, and found myself in a large, dimly-lit room. The walls were lined with strange, unusual characters - some of them frightening and others simply bizarre. The room was filled with the sound of strange music, and the air was thick with the scent of smoke and incense.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do or where to go. But then, a hand reached out from the shadows, beckoning me forward into the heart of the secret club.

I yelped, and then saw that it was Kitty’s hand. “C’mon!” she said. “Isn’t this place cool?”

I looked around. The place was… interesting… and a bit terrifying.

There were naked women dancing on poles, but they had frightening monster makeup on their faces. The music… if you can call it that—was loud, coming and going in waves. There were red lights glowing in the corners of the room, making the place look like some sort of vampire club.

“Let’s dance!” cried Kitty, and then I was taken to the dance floor with a tug at my hand. Now, we were spinning around. She was giggling.

I have to admit that it was fun. I was letting myself cut loose.

Then, she reached down between her breasts and pulled out a small tube containing white powder. “Want to snort some off of my tits?” she asked.

“Um,” I said.

I wasn’t a druggie. I never got into cocaine, but at the same time, I didn’t want to seem like a square, so I shrugged my shoulders and blushed. “Okay. Why not?”

She leaned back before making an impressive line of white powder on her bursting cleavage. It was at this point that I realized her coat was gone; I’m not sure where she ditched it, but now she was wearing a tight black latex bodysuit. Her breasts were huge, bursting, and beautiful. The line was a bit intimidating; I didn’t tell her that it was my first time snorting cocaine.

At least I thought it was cocaine.

She snorted a line off of her own breast, and then she threw her head back. “Oh my God, it’s good stuff too!”

“It is?” I asked, feeling strange all over. Now, my body was buzzing. The lights were getting brighter. The music was slowing down.

I felt sluggish suddenly… but good… really good.

Now, I’m not going to glorify drug use. I’ll tell you the truth: there were some terrifying moments, where the men and women dressed like monsters actually became monsters. As I looked around the dark and smoky club, the faces of the people around me began to warp and twist, their limbs elongating and contorting in unnatural ways. They morphed into grotesque monsters with bulging eyes, jagged teeth, and razor-sharp claws. Their skin turned a sickly shade of green, and they snarled and growled at me like wild animals.

For a moment, I was paralyzed with fear, my heart pounding in my chest. But as quickly as they had appeared, the monsters vanished, replaced once again by the beautiful and mysterious crowd of dancers.

I blinked several times, trying to clear my head, and when I looked back, everything had returned to normal. The club was filled with people once again, swaying to the hypnotic beat of the music. But the memory of those terrifying creatures lingered in my mind, leaving me shaken and uneasy for the rest of the night.

“Are you okay, Rodney?” asked Kitty with beaming eyes. “Want to get out of here? My place isn’t far away.”

“Um—okay,” I said, half in a daze. And then it seemed like just a second later that we were out on the street, jogging. I was trying to keep up to her while she giggled.

Then, she stopped suddenly, staring at an adult toy store. The store was dark, not glowing red with neon like it certainly was during normal hours of operation. Pictures of hot girls in lingerie covered the windows, so that children couldn’t see the porn and sex toys inside.

“What are you doing?” I asked with a nervous chuckle.

“Let’s break in!” she said with big, glowing eyes.

“Are you nuts!?” I asked. “There are bars on the windows. And… It’s probably alarmed!”

“I worked for an alarm company,” she said. “Most alarms are easy to bypass.” She pushed her face to the window, peering between two old posters of busty blonde women. “Yep,” she said. “It’s a classic Arm Guard Pro model from 2009.” She giggled. “The bypass code is the same on all of them.”

Suddenly, she was looking for a rock along the side of the building.

I tried to talk some sense into her. “Kitty, stop,” I said. “This is crazy. We’re going to get arrested!”

“Oh, Rodney, don’t tell me that you’re a square like the rest of them!”

I just froze. I didn’t want to be a square. I wanted to be Rodney Rodeo, like I was when I was young. I left Evie to be more wild and free-spirited… so now was my chance to prove that I still had it in me.

“Alright,” I said. “But if I hear sirens, I’m running—and I’m a fast runner; sorry if you can’t keep up.”

She grinned. A moment later, that rock was going straight through an upstairs window. I rushed to the street, to make sure there were no pedestrians around, but that part of town was well-abandoned. Then, when I looked back, Kitty was scaling the wall with impressive agility. She pulled herself up a drain pipe, and then she managed to reach into the hole she made in the glass to unlock the window, now able to push it up. A few seconds later, she was at the front door. “Come on in, Rodney!” she called out, giggling.

She’d already deactivated the alarm and now she was locating the security camera storage, so she could disable it… and she disabled it by smashing it into pieces and putting those pieces into the toilet.

“You’re doing a lot of damage,” I said nervously.

“It’s just what we have to do so we don’t get caught,” she grinned. “Now pick out something for me to wear.”

I looked to the side at the sea of lingerie. My heart began to race.

“Pick something you really want to fuck me in,” she said, with a dark grin in her eye. My heart was racing faster than it ever did in those many years with Evie.

I walked down the little aisle until I spotted something that caught my eye: a tight nurse’s outfit. It seemed relatively safe, but also quite sexy. “What about this?” I asked.

“That’s all you want?” she said with a laugh. “You can put me in anything… and this is what you pick?”

My heart skipped a beat. Well, there was one thing that I really wanted to see her in, but it hardly seemed appropriate. “What about… that?” I asked, pointing to a super-tight anime schoolgirl outfit, complete with hair bow and stockings.

She giggled. “I knew you were a perv, Rodney,” she said, snatching the outfit. “So, you like ‘em young, huh?”

“No!” I gasped. “I just thought it was cute.”

“It’s a schoolgirl outfit,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Who wears schoolgirl outfits, Rodney?”

“It’s—It’s not like that,” I said, turning white all over.

She roared with laughter. Now, she was loud, not trying to be low-key at all. I looked around nervously. Then, she began to undress. She wasn’t shy. She took everything off, right in front of me, exposing her immaculate, curvy body. Her large breasts seemed almost weightless as they jiggled in place. Her small frame fit into that outfit perfectly… almost perfectly; her large breasts nearly burst the buttons on the little blouse.

She kept giggling. Then she looked at me with a teasing smile before saying, “Hey Rodney, I’m not wearing panties.”

I flushed red. I hardly knew this girl, and she was just giving herself to me. Was she easy? Did she do this with other guys? Or did she feel a special bond with me, like I was sure that I was feeling with her?

She spun around and giggled some more, before saying, “If you can guess the first letter of my middle name, I’ll let you put it in my ass, without protection.”

“Um…” I said. My heart was racing. I was still a bit high from whatever I snorted off of her chest. “Is it a… P?”

She shook her head. “Too bad,” she said. “You’ll have to settle for unprotected in my pussy.” She giggled once more and then she ran up to me, jumping suddenly into my arms. I hardly caught her as she wrapped her thighs around me, clinging to me, pushing her lips against mine. We kissed, and then I leaned back with a terrible question that I just had to ask.

“Hey Kitty… Are you… clean?”

She gasped. Her face turned white. She became suddenly tense. Then, that devastated look turned instantly to rage. “Are you fucking serious, Rodney!?” she asked.

She got off of me and stepped back, now clenching her hands into tight fists. “Who asks that!?”

“I—I’m sorry!” I gasped.

“It’s not cool, Rodney. I’m not some loose whore, if that’s what you’re suggesting.”

Then, she started to cry. Tears fell from her eyes. I couldn’t tell if this was some sort of prank, some sort of act. I rushed to her and put my arm around her.

“I just thought we had something together,” she said. “I thought we were… clicking. Maybe I got carried away. I just wanted you to like me… but now… you think I’m some diseased slut! Oh God, this is so embarrassing. I’ve only been with one other guy before… one time. It was when I was sixteen, and I regret it. And now, he didn’t give me anything, by the way; I’m clean.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just had to ask!”

“Whatever,” she said, turning away from me.

Then, I put my fingers under her chin. I turned to back to me. I looked into her eyes, and we kissed.

We kissed for a long, blissful minute. My heart soared. I regretted asking her that terrible question. I just wanted to be with her. I wanted to hold her. I don’t know why I thought she was some loose slut. I guess I just figured no beautiful woman like her could fall for me so quickly, the way that I was falling for her.

And I really was falling for her.

Kissing her lips turned into kissing her body. Then, she hopped up onto the counter and spread out her legs, presenting her perfect shaved slit. “Eat me out,” she whispered.

I pressed my face between her thighs. I licked her beautiful cunt. I love the taste of her warm juices, flowing out of her. She grabbed my hair and pulled me in tight. I ate her out for ten minutes as she repeatedly orgasmed against my face. Then, she jumped down to her knees and wrestled my cock out from my jeans. In seconds, my erection was in her mouth. “You’re fucking big,” she said. “I love it. I love it so much.”

She gripped my cock so tight that I nearly screamed. She began to beat it fast—faster than I could possibly jerk myself off. I gripped the counter, gasping. “Careful,” I said, through clenched teeth.

“It’s so veiny!” she cried out. “I fucking love it so much!”

She sucked it hard and fast. She pumped it with so much intensity that I yelped many, many times, but she didn’t care.

Then, suddenly, she was on top of me, pinning me down on my back, staring down into my eyes with a look that I have to admit was a bit… crazy. Her eyes beamed and she grinned, and then she started bouncing on me, screaming wildly in that tight schoolgirl outfit.

“Fuck me, daddy!” she screamed. “Fuck me harder! Harder! Harder! Oh, Daddy! Yes! Fuck me, daddy! Fuck me!”

She gripped my chest hard, digging her nails into my skin. Her butt slapped my pelvis hard, over and over. I strained. It felt good… really good. She was wild: my dream girl. She was gushing, soaking wet. She was sweating—and even drooling. She pushed back her wet hair and giggled. She looked down into my eyes with a big smile, and then she said, “I want to piss on your chest.”

“What?” I said, stunned.

“I’m going to piss on your chest.”

“W—Why?”

“C’mon, Rodney! It’ll be so hot. Please let me do it!”

“O—Okay,” I said.

It was new for me… not something I’d ever fantasized about before. She squatted over my chest. She pressed her fingers into her cunt, pulling her lips open. Then, she sprayed me with impressive force: like a hydrant being broken open. Warm piss gushed all over me for twenty long seconds, until she was empty. Then, she bent over and began licking my chest, moaning. “It’s so warm,” she said.

And a moment later, she was mounting me again, bouncing wildly.

I came. I filled her pussy with cum, but she didn’t stop. She kept bouncing, harder and harder, screaming louder. “I—I’m done, Kitty,” I said.

But she wasn’t done. She kept going, having another small orgasm, and then another one. And luckily, a car pulled up out front, taking Kitty’s attention away. She jumped off of me and rushed to the window. “The cops!” she gasped. “We need to get out of here! C’mon, Rodney!”

She grabbed my wrist and pulled me to my feet, grabbing her clothes as I grabbed mine. Seconds later, we were out the back door, rushing down the alleyway. Then, I noticed Kitty was holding a bag. “What is that?”

“I grabbed a few toys,” she giggled, as if it was no big deal.

“Kitty!” I gasped.

“Oh, relax, square. We’re having fun!”

I couldn't believe what Kitty had dragged me though, but I found myself following her lead. The thrill of breaking into an adult toy store was too much to resist. As we were leaving the store with that loot, the sound of police sirens filled the air. Panic set in as we ran down the alleyway, the police cars approaching from behind. Kitty's hand was in mine, and I could feel her heart racing just as fast as mine. I knew we had to think quickly if we were going to get out of this.

I looked back and saw an officer’s silhouette. He was pointing at us. “Down there!” he called out.

I couldn't believe we had just broken into an adult toy store, and now the police were on our trail.

Kitty took my hand and led me to a nearby door. She quickly picked the lock and pulled me inside. We were in a small storage room, filled with boxes and old furniture. We could hear the police outside, but they seemed to have lost our trail.

Kitty looked at me with a sly smile and whispered, "That was fun, wasn't it?"

I couldn't believe how much excitement she brought into my life. I just smiled and shook my head, still trying to catch my breath. I knew I shouldn't be doing things like this, but something about Kitty made me feel alive.

We stayed in the storage room for a few minutes, catching our breath and listening for any signs of the police. Finally, we heard their sirens fade into the distance. We knew we had gotten away with it.

Kitty put her arms around my neck and whispered in my ear, "Let's go back to my place. I have a few more surprises for you."

I didn't know what to expect, but I followed her without hesitation. I was completely under her spell.

We both giggled like little kids.

Then, we wet to her place, which was only a few blocks away.
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Ican’t say that I remember much of that night. I remember Kitty’s apartment, seeing it for the first time, all pink… everything was pink: bed sheets, curtains, walls, rug… I’m not sure how she managed to sleep in that room with that intense pink energy all around, but she managed to fall asleep, and she crashed hard.

I think we fucked at least once or twice. It’s really hard to say, because she pulled out another tube of white powder and insisted on snorting it with me. Then, the night was a total blur.

I woke up before her. I looked over and saw her there, sleeping, snoring loudly, drooling. She was cute with her hair all dishevelled like that. It was the first time I’d seen her in proper lighting—and she was even more beautiful than I realized under the orange glow of those nightly street lamps.

I watched her for a few minutes, trying to collect my memories of the previous night. It was hard to pull all of those memories together into one consistent timeline. I remembered the adult toy store, and then my heart sank into the pit of my stomach. Was my face going to be all over the news this morning?

I snuck away from the snoring Kitty, to the pink kitchen. There, I spotted a pink coffee maker, next to a pink kettle. Where do you even get pink kitchen appliances like that!? It took me a minute to figure out how to operate the thing, but I quickly was able to get it going.

I smiled when the coffee smell entered my nostrils: a calming smell that seemed to wipe away much of that post-drug-binge hangover. I didn’t have a tolerance for hard drugs… because I didn’t do drugs. I really wasn’t a drug-user, though I was once a big partier.

Kitty was still snoring as the coffee machine grumbled and hummed. The smell of that delicious coffee woke up my brain a little bit more, and with that wakefulness came more memories from the previous night. I had to check my phone to make sure I wasn’t on some wanted list. There was one small article posted an hour earlier, about a break in, smashed window, and some stolen items… but the article didn’t mention which store. ‘Police are investigating,’ it read simply.

I looked around that apartment again, this time feeling like I was seeing it for the first time as sunlight poured in.

It was like standing inside of a Barbie Dreamhouse. The walls were painted that bright bubblegum pink, and the furniture was all shades of pink too. There were fluffy pink cushions on the sofa, and a pink shag rug on the floor. The curtains were pink, and there were even pink flowers in a vase on the coffee table. It was overwhelming, to say the least.

The morning sun was streaming in through those old single-paned windows, casting a pink glow on everything in the room. It was as if the whole apartment was blushing. I felt a little disoriented, like I had been transported to an alternate universe—some pre-teen girl’s fantasy getaway.

But as I looked around, I realized that the apartment had a certain charm to it. It was cozy and inviting, and it was clear that Kitty had put a lot of effort into making it her own. The place was impeccably clean, with everything in its proper place. It was a far cry from my own messy bachelor pad. Sure, at a glance it seemed cluttered, but that was just because it was small. Kitty owned a lot of stuff—and much of it was unusual, like the pink tiki masks on the wall, and the pink sword above her little mantle—but it was all nearly organized.

As I took it all in, Kitty emerged from her bedroom, looking as radiant as ever. She was wearing a pink silk robe that matched the decor, and her hair was tied up in a messy bun. She grinned at me and gestured for me to sit on the sofa.

"Welcome to my humble abode," she said, with a hint of mischief in her voice. "What do you think of the place?” Kitty's pink silk robe was soft and delicate, clinging to her slender frame as she moved around the room. The robe was a pale, feminine pink, the perfect complement to Kitty's fair complexion and golden hair. As she moved, the silk caught the light, shimmering and glinting in the morning glow that filled the room. It was a beautiful, luxurious piece, the kind of thing that only added to the mystique and allure of the woman who wore it.

“It’s really… something,” I said with a smile. “I like it. How are you feeling?”

“Oh,” she said. “A bit of a headache—but I feel good. Last night was fun. I haven’t gotten into trouble like that since I was sixteen.” She giggled. “Though that was only two years ago, I suppose.”

I felt suddenly tight all over, gasping. “You—You’re only eighteen?” I asked.

She grinned, giggled, and then she said, “Do I look older to you?”

“I just… I assumed you were, like, twenty-five.”

Her eyes suddenly narrowed. The joy seemed to vanish from her face. I thought she was about to break character and laugh; I didn’t think she was actually mad… until she screamed at me. “Do you seriously think it’s appropriate to tell her a girl she looks almost ten fucking years older than she is!?”

I backed into the corner of her little kitchenette. “I—I’m sorry,” I said.

“Are you fucking serious, Rodney!? Twenty-five? Do I fucking look twenty-five to you!?”

She was yelling so loud that the neighbours—if they were home—could certainly hear every single word. The atmosphere in that pink wonderland was suddenly much darker; I’m surprised the walls didn’t suddenly turn from pink to blood red.

“I’m sorry, Kitty. It’s not that you look older. You, uh, just act more mature,” I said. “You’re very confident; that’s rare for a younger woman.”

She took a moment to catch her breath. She let the redness fade from her face. Then, as if a switch had been flicked inside of her head, she smiled and giggled. “Oh, well that’s sweet of you to say,” she said innocently. “I’ve always been told that I have an old soul.”

As if the crazy outburst didn’t happen, Kitty reached past me and poured herself a steaming mug of hot coffee. “Want one?” she asked.

“Um, okay,” I said. My body was still tense all over. I still wasn’t sure if the outburst was real or not. “I’ll have a quick coffee, and then I should probably be going to work.”

She smiled. “I’m glad you could spend the night. I’m going to see you again, right?” Her eyes beamed.

“Yeah! Of course!” I said.

She rushed up to me and kissed me on the lips, gripping my sides with her long claw-like nails. “I’m going to miss you,” she said with intense eyes.

I smiled and nodded. “Totally,” I laughed, still shaken from her little outburst.

I stepped out of Kitty's pink palace and onto the quiet morning streets, feeling the chilly air seep through my coat. I was heading to the train station, feeling a mix of emotions after last night's events. Despite her emotional outburst, I couldn't shake the feeling that Kitty could be the one.

She was cool. She was exciting. She was adventurous…

And, of course, she was insanely beautiful.

As I walked down the street, my mind wandered to thoughts of her. Her vibrant green eyes, her devilish smile, and the way she moved with such grace and confidence. I felt myself getting lost in the memories of our time together, and the possibility of a future with her.

But at the same time, I couldn't ignore the uneasy feeling in my gut. The way she had reacted when I mistakenly thought she was 25 years old was a clear sign that there was more to her than met the eye. Was that a red flag?

As I arrived at the train station, I took one last look back at Kitty's apartment building, still feeling conflicted about what to do next. I swear I could see the pinkness glowing from her little window, even though it was almost ten full blocks away now. And I was almost sure that I could see her little silhouette watching me.

I walked into the train station on that quiet weekend morning.

I noticed a sense of emptiness. The station was nearly empty with only a few people scattered around. The floors were polished to a shine, and the fluorescent lights flickered overhead. The sound of my footsteps echoed through the corridor. The few people waiting for the train were wrapped up in their own thoughts, some staring blankly at their phones, while others read books. The air was crisp and cold, making my breath visible with each exhale. It was a strange contrast to the warm and bright apartment I had just left, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness and longing as I waited for my train to arrive.

My thoughts began to wander back to Evie. I remembered standing at the platform with Evie, just a couple months ago, hand in hand. We’d just been at a Fleetwood Mac concert (not the real Fleetwood Mac, but a cover band), and we took turns singing along to every song. She knew all of Stevie Nick’s parts, and I knew all of Lindsey Buckingham’s parts.

After the show, we kept singing, even singing on that train platform as we waited for the train. Some drunken Fleetwood Mac fans (who were also at that concert) joined in. It was so silly…

It was a fun night… Why couldn’t we have had more fun nights like that one?
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It was a long day at work. It didn’t help that I was exhausted from the night before, only logging a few hours after consuming quite a bit of liquor, and drugs that were a lot more intense than just marijuana. My head pounded all day as I had to deal with annoyed customer after annoyed customer.

I worked at the customer service desk of a big department store. I basically had two jobs: facilitating returns, and taking customer complaints. The returns usually turned into complaints, because the store had a very strict return policy.

I rubbed my eyes, trying to focus on the irate woman standing in front of me. She was complaining about her online order, insisting that it should have arrived by now. My head was pounding, and I could barely keep my eyes open. I'd spent most of the night with Kitty, and I was paying the price for it now.

"I'm sorry, ma'am," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "I can look up your order and see what the status is."

She huffed impatiently, tapping her foot on the floor. I tried to ignore the pounding in my head and focus on the computer screen, but I could barely make out the words.

"I don't have all day," she snapped.

I gritted my teeth, trying not to lose my cool. "I understand that, ma'am. I'm doing my best to help you."

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I was able to track down her order and give her an update. She left with a scowl on her face, and I collapsed into my chair, feeling exhausted and drained. It was going to be a long day… and that long day didn’t end when I clocked out.

First, my train home was delayed because, apparently, some guy jumped on the tracks in some failed suicide attempt. Then, I got held up by a desperate salesman on the street; he was trying to convince me to buy life insurance, and for some reason I just couldn’t get out of that chat.

Finally, I got back to my apartment, ready to crash for the night. As I checked my mailbox, I remembered that I still hadn’t turned my phone on (work required us to have our phones off). I pulled it out from my pocket and saw that Kitty had sent me almost two dozen messages. “How’s it going?” was how they started out. Then, they turned into, “Why aren’t you answering me?” And finally, she was saying things like, “Did I do something to make you hate me? Why do you hate me? Was I just some easy one-night stand to you?”

I groaned. I thought about calling her right then and there… but I was exhausted. I figured I could just ring her later, after getting some dinner into me—and maybe a shower.

I had a long day at work and was looking forward to getting into my home, so I could relax. As I got closer to my apartment, I felt a sense of unease. Something didn't feel right. When I opened the door, I saw Kitty standing in the middle of my living room, looking furious.

"What the hell are you doing here?" I asked, stunned, inching back towards the door as if she was going to come at me at any moment.

"I've been trying to contact you all day! You never responded!” she snapped, red in the face.

I felt confused and a little scared. I didn't remember Kitty having a key to my apartment. "How did you get in here?"

"That's not important," she said, waving her hand dismissively. "What's important is that you've been ignoring me."

I felt my headache getting worse. I was too tired for this. "Look, Kitty, I had a long day at work. I'm not in the mood for this right now."

She crossed her arms and glared at me. "Fine, but you're going to have to explain to me why you've been avoiding me."

I couldn't think of a good excuse, so I just shrugged. “I was at work! I guess I've been busy. I can’t tell if you’re serious right now!”

Kitty didn't seem satisfied with my answer. She continued to stare at me, making me feel uncomfortable.

“Now tell me how the hell you got in here!”

“I picked the lock,” she said, rolling her eyes. “It was one of the easiest locks I’ve ever picked. You should really have it changed out.”

I was stunned, terrified. Red flags were waving furiously in front of my face.

Suddenly, she began to cry, breaking down, weeping. She fell to her knees and planted her face into the palms of her hands. “You hate me,” she whined. “You think I’m a total weirdo!”

“No!” I gasped. I hesitated, and then, against my better judgement, I rushed over to her. “I don’t hate you, Kitty. I just had a long day. I hardly slept last night. They make me turn my phone off at work, and I haven’t even turned it back on yet.”

She looked up at me, blinking a few times. She sniffled and wiped her eyes. Then, she let out a small smile. “Really?” she asked.

“Yes,” I assured her.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment before saying, “Prove it.”

I stuttered. “Prove it? Prove what?”

“Prove to me that your phone is off,” she said with those beaming, intense eyes.

I opened my mouth. I stuttered once more. “I—I can’t just prove it.”

“Of course you can!” she snapped, jumping to her feet. “Just show me the fucking phone, Rodney! Show me your screen. Is it off, or is it on!? Just prove it!”

“Okay! I turned it own a minute ago!” I said.

“Liar!” she scolded. “You’re lying to me!”

“Kitty! I’m serious! I just turned it on when I was checking my mailbox.”

“You’re lying to me. Let me see your phone. Who else are you talking to? Is there another woman?”

She grabbed my phone from me and started trying out various passwords. My gut truly churned when I watched her punch in the code ‘3412’, which was my password. She unlocked the phone and went directly to my messages.

“How did you know my code?” I asked, my voice a whimper.

She didn’t answer me, now reading through messages.

“Kitty!” I said. “How did you know my code?”

“Who’s Sarah?” she asked with a dark look.

“Sarah is my sister!” I gasped. It was true.

“You’re lying to me.”

“No, I’m not!” I said. I couldn’t believe this. Kitty was showing me a dark side of her that was beyond unpleasant. I just shook my head. “Kitty, I’m going to have to ask you to leave. I’m sorry. I can’t do this.”

She looked up at me, suddenly with a devastated look on her face. She turned pale white. Her bottom lip quivered. Then, she said, “Are you breaking up with me?”

“We—We were never dating,” I said.

She handed me my phone.

Now, she was crying again: tears streaming down her face. “I came on too strong, didn’t I?” she said. “Oh God, Rodney! I’m so sorry. I always do this! I just… I like you so much.” She looked into my eyes again. “I guess I should tell you that it’s, uh, that time of the month for me. My period started today. I usually get a bit crazy during my period. Please don’t dump me, Rodney. Give me another chance! I promise I’ll be better. I won’t go crazy on you again. In fact, let’s just take the next few days off. I won’t message you, you won’t message me. I’ll let you know when this period is over. Okay?”

“O—Okay,” I said, not sure that I could really agree to the terms. I just wanted her out of my apartment. I wanted to get to the hardware store to buy a new lock for my door: one that couldn’t be picked so easily. I wanted to change all of my passwords. I wanted to make my social media pages private. Maybe I needed to think about a restraining order.

“I’m so sorry, Rodney. This won’t happen again. Okay?” She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. Then, she blinked a few times, batting her big, beautiful eyelashes. “Can I make it up to you?”

“Make it up to me?” I asked, still stunned.

Then, she went down to her knees. She reached out for my fly. “W—What are you doing, Kitty?” I asked.

“I’m going to suck you’re big, fat cock,” she said with a grin. Then, a moment later, her fingers were in my pants. She gripped my flaccid shaft, making me gasp. She giggled, biting her lip.

She began to massage me. “Oh God, I forgot how big you were, Rodney,” she moaned. “It’s so fucking big… and so fucking veiny.” She squeezed it hard. “I just want you to cum in my mouth. I want you to unload your big, fat, steamy load right on my fucking tongue.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

She pulled my cock out and began to mash it, pumping it with her clenched fist. She moaned louder. She licked my tip. She turned her face to the side and pushed my growing tip hard against her cheek. “I want it so fucking bad,” she groaned. “I want your cum, Rodney. I want it in my mouth. I want to taste it. I want to swallow it. I want to brush my fucking teeth with it!”

She was strangely putting me off while turning me on at the same time. I watched her beautiful face as she began to suck my erection.

I really didn’t feel great about this, even though it really did feel great. She was amazing with her tongue, slurping my shaft, massaging every inch. But I knew that I needed to figure out how to cut her loose. I couldn’t be with her if she was going to be so unhinged…

But maybe she was telling me the truth… maybe she was just acting crazy because it was that time of the month. Maybe I needed to give her a chance. Maybe she deserved more than I was giving her… She was only eighteen, after all. She would do a lot of maturing over the next few years. If I could just withstand the odd mood swing… maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

It was worth the blowjobs.

She sucked with intensity, using her hand to pump the length that she couldn’t get down into her throat.

I normally lasted a lot longer than I did that evening… I normally held on for at least five minutes… but she knew how to mash my tip. She knew how to squeeze and twist and tug. She had me moaning within a minute, and then I was trembling all over by the end of the second minute. At the third-minute-mark, I was done, unable to hold on anymore.

She knew it was coming. She leaned back, smiling brightly. She wanted it all over her face, and that’s where she got it. Huge gushes of thick cum coated her cheeks, her forehead, her chin, her eyelids. She licked the cum off of her lips and groaned loudly. “Fuck!” she cried out. “It tastes so fucking good! Your fucking cum is so fucking delicious!” She wiped the cum with the palms of her hands, pulling it into her mouth, smearing it all over her face, ruining her pretty makeup.

“I want more,” she said with beaming eyes.

I laughed. “That’s all I have,” I said.

“I need more,” she giggled. “Make more. Figure it out, Rodney. Do you want me to pull up some porn?”

“Porn!?” I said. “I—I don’t need porn. I just need, like, an hour or two. We can go again later, alright?”

“I don’t want to wait,” she groaned. “What about a friend?” Her eyes beamed.

“A—A friend?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Haven’t you always wanted to fuck a girl with, like, one of your best friends? You guys could tag team me. You could try to fuck me at the same time. I’ve never had two cocks in my pussy at the same time! Or one of you could have my ass while the other fucks my pussy.”

“Kitty!” I gasped.

She blushed all over. “What? It’s just an idea. It’s not like it would be cheating; you would be here with me. We could even hold hands. It could be romantic.”

“That’s… not my thing,” I said.

“Would you prefer to just watch me with another man?” she asked, now looking strangely confused, as if she couldn’t figure out why I was turning down her offer.

“No!” I snapped. “I don’t want you with another man at all!”

She smiled suddenly. “Oh my God, Rodney! Are you… asking me to be exclusive? Of course I’ll be exclusive with you! I would love to be your girlfriend! Oh, Rodney! We’re going to have to much fun together, as a couple!” She threw herself at my and pressed her lips against mine. I tasted the cum… my own cum. I tried not to gag as that flavour entered my mouth.

I was too stunned to reply to her.

She kissed me again. “Can I see you again tomorrow?” she asked.

“Um… sure. Of course,” I said, trying to force a smile. It was hard to smile with that terrible taste on my tongue.
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Kitty arrived at my apartment carrying a big box full of her things. She was in a spunky, happy mood, telling me that she was moving in and reminding me that we were officially a couple. I was conflicted, but I put on a smile for her, trying to be happy and supportive. I couldn't believe how quickly things were moving with Kitty, but I decided to go along with it. Maybe the universe was trying to push me in a certain direction…

Kitty moved around my apartment with boundless energy, her pink robes and slippers barely containing her excitement. I had never seen anyone move so quickly or with so much purpose. She grabbed the box of her things and immediately started pulling out her favourite decorations.

I watched her, not entirely sure how I felt about all of this. It was only our second ‘date’, if you can call it that, after all. But then again, Kitty had a way of making things happen. She was a force of nature, and I couldn't deny how much I was drawn to her.

I guess that’s what I was looking for in a woman… right?

As I watched her hang up her pink curtains and rearrange my living room furniture, I felt a twinge of guilt. I should have been more upfront with her about my feelings, but instead, I found myself smiling and nodding along with everything she said.

"You're so quiet, Rodney. Do you not like it?" she asked, looking over at me with a concerned expression.

"No, no, it's great," I reassured her, even though it was a lot to take in. "I'm just...taking it all in.” I knew better than to get on her bad side. I knew how she could snap without any notice. And I was pretty sure that she was still on her period.

"Well, good!" Kitty beamed, moving on to her next project. "I'm so excited to be living here with you. It's going to be so much fun!"

I couldn't help but smile at her enthusiasm, despite my reservations. Deep down, I knew that Kitty was going to be a big part of my life, whether I was ready for it or not.

She left and returned a minute later with another moving box, just as pink as the one before it.

I laughed. “Where did you even get pink moving boxes?” I asked.

“You can get anything in pink if you know where to look!” she said, giggling and bounding around my pad.

I hated seeing my apartment being transformed without my consent, but I remembered that Kitty was a firecracker in the bedroom, and that alone made it worth the sacrifice.

Now, she was in my bedroom, unloading a large pink suitcase. It was filled with tight dresses and lingerie—most pink, but some white and some red and some black. She hummed a song that I didn’t recognize as she tossed the outfits into piles, sorting them before her planned closet takeover.

I watched from the doorway, feeling uneasy about it. Kitty unzipped her second pink suitcase and started unloading more dresses. There was a red satin dress with a plunging neckline that caught my eye, as well as a simple black dress with white polka dots. I also noticed a floor-length green gown that looked like something out of an old Hollywood movie. As she took out more dresses, I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by the sheer number of them. But Kitty seemed delighted to finally have space to store them all, and that made me happy too. I liked seeing her happy. I liked knowing that I was making someone smile…

But was it worth the sacrifice?

I went to make us something to eat: a frozen pizza from the freezer. It wasn’t meant to be dinner; just a snack to tide us over before I properly took her out. While I was taking the pizza out, Kitty emerged from the bedroom wearing a tight pink dress that hugged her curves perfectly. Her blonde hair was styled in loose waves that cascaded down her back, and her bright blue eyes sparkled with excitement. She twirled around in front of me, and I couldn't help but stare in awe.

"Rodney, I have a surprise for you," she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me towards the door. "We're going on a date tonight, and you're going to love it!”

“But I thought we would go out to the pub and grab some dinner.”

She rolled her eyes. “Pub?” she said. “How old are you? We aren’t going to some lame pub. We’re going somewhere fun.” She reached out and grabbed a slice of scolding hot pizza, taking a big bite without flinching, as if it was straight out of the fridge from the night before. She smiled, swallowed, and said, “Wear something nicer than that, please.”

“O—Okay,” I said. So I changed. I was starting to wonder if she was too young and wild for me. Maybe I didn’t want to be as wild as I thought I did…

I stumbled along behind her, still dazed by her beauty, as she led me out of the apartment and into the cool evening air. She hailed a cab, and we climbed in, Kitty still bubbling over with excitement.

As we rode through the city streets, Kitty chattered away about all the plans she had made for our date, and I listened, feeling equal parts nervous and exhilarated. Whatever was in store for us, I knew it was going to be an unforgettable night with this beautiful and mysterious woman by my side.

“Here we are,” she whispered.

As we pulled up to the house, I couldn't help but feel uneasy. The neighbourhood was run down, and the house itself looked like it was about to fall apart. Dogs were barking furiously in the distance, and I could see the hair on Kitty's arms standing on end.

"Are you sure this is the right place?" I asked, turning to her.

She gave me a sly smile. "Trust me," she said, taking my hand and leading me out of the car.

We walked up to the front door, which was slightly ajar. The sound of music and laughter could be heard from within. Kitty pushed the door open and we stepped inside, our eyes adjusting to the dimly lit room. The air was thick with cigarette smoke and the smell of alcohol.

I looked around, taking in the scene before me. The place was packed with people, all dressed in various shades of black. Some were dancing, while others were gathered in groups, laughing and chatting. In the corner, a group of men were playing cards, their eyes fixed on the game.

Kitty led me through the crowd, her hand firmly in mine. I could feel my heart beating faster as we approached the bar, where a man with a thick beard and a bald head was mixing drinks.

"What can I get you?" he asked, his voice gruff.

Kitty leaned in close to him and whispered something in his ear. He looked at her and then at me, and then nodded, reaching under the counter and producing a small vial.

Kitty took it from him and turned to me, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "This is going to be a night to remember," she said, taking my hand and leading me deeper into the crowd.

She took me to the bathroom: a terribly nasty place that you would not like for me to describe. Kitty poured out the contents of that vial: white powder, all along her wrist. “You first,” she giggled.

The bathroom was small and filthy, with peeling paint on the walls and a broken mirror hanging above a sink that was rusted and stained. The floor was sticky with grime, and the air was thick with the smell of mold and mildew. A flickering fluorescent light overhead provided the only illumination, casting long shadows across the cracked tiles. The toilet was old and creaky, with a seat that was loose and wobbled when you sat on it. The grimy shower stall was barely big enough to turn around in, with a rusty metal door that screeched loudly when you opened and closed it. Overall, it was a depressing and uninviting space that seemed to embody the squalor of the surrounding neighbourhood.

“You know, I’m not much of a druggie,” I said.

“Are you calling me a fucking druggie?” she asked, about to snap. I couldn’t let her snap; not there. Those people probably knew her, and they would probably protect her if they thought she was in trouble. I didn’t want to have my head beat in.

“No,” I said. “I just mean to say that I don’t really do drugs.”

“Don’t be so lame,” she said. “Just do it. It won’t kill you. It’s not like crystal!”

“O—Okay.” Peer pressure got to me. I snorted the powder: it was cocaine this time, thankfully, and not something much scarier.

She did a line three-times the size of mine, and then she let out a deep exhale. “Oh fuck, that feels good. Want me to suck your cock?”

“What!?” I gasped. “N—Not right now. Not here. It’s so… dirty.”

“Okay, your loss,” she said, rolling her eyes.

Then, she beamed with an idea that apparently excited her very much. “Do you want to suck someone’s cock?”

“What?” I said.

“Yeah!” she said. “I can find a guy and you can suck his cock. We can suck it together. It would be fun!”

“I’m not gay,” I said.

“You don’t have to be gay to like cock,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then, she giggled. “I’m not gay.”

“You’re not a guy.”

“You could dress up like a girl,” she said.

“You’re n…” I almost said nuts, but then I stopped myself, knowing better than to set her off again. “It’s just not my thing.”

“What if I told you that guys dressed like girls is, like, my biggest turn on. If you dressed up like a chick, I would probably just start squirting everywhere.” She giggled, as if it was a perfectly appropriate thing to say out loud.

“I don’t know, Kitty. It’s really not my thing.”

She stared into my eyes. “Even if it’s my thing?” she asked with a sadness in her voice.

“I—I just don’t know. I guess we can talk about it later.” I didn’t think she was actually serious.

The bathroom door swung open, and in walked a man covered in tattoos from head to toe. His presence was intimidating, and I felt a jolt of fear run through me. The man's eyes darted toward Kitty, and he asked to speak to her in private. She agreed, and they stepped out of the bathroom, leaving me alone in the filth and stench. I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was terribly wrong.

I walked to the door and peered out. Now, Kitty was nowhere to be seen. The stench of the place was intense, wafting up my nostrils. I could still hear those barking dogs.

What was this place? Was this some sort of biker party? Or was something worse happening here? Was this the house of Kitty’s drug dealer? Was I going to end up being arrested for being here?

“Big match coming up!” someone shouted.

I thought about ditching. I thought about sneaking away. I could message Kitty and tell her that something came up—some family emergency… but I knew she wouldn’t believe me. I knew she would find me.

I was jittery all over, feeling light from the cocaine.

If it wasn’t for the cocaine, I probably would have left, but that drug was giving me more confidence than I was used to having. I decided to go and see where everyone was going. They were all heading out back to see this ‘match’.

And there, I saw Kitty. She stuck out in her pink dress, surrounded by all of the rough men with their black leather clothes. She saw me and waved me over. “Come on, Rodney!” she shouted.

My heart fell into my stomach. Then, I came up beside her to see what she was watching—and it was something I didn’t want to see, something I never wanted to see.

I was half-expecting a dog fight, but this was something else: an oil-wrestling match between two bikini-clad women. Okay, that probably sounds pretty cool to most men, but this wasn’t some exhibition bout where the girls were just there to look sexy. These girls were rough. One woman only had a single eye. The other was missing a finger—and I soon saw why.

They went at each other with ferocious intensity. They clawed and bit, falling over constantly as they fought in that huge pool of slippery oil, or maybe it was sex lube.

I can’t legally tell you everything that I saw; you can’t publish certain things, you see… but I will tell you about some of the graphic violence: attempts to gouge eyes, clawing that turned into bleeding, screaming, punching—and then the biting… so much biting.

The girls both ended up naked, cuts all over their breasts. Men cheered. Then, a bell rang. I don’t know who won, or if anyone won, but the men all threw one-dollar bills into the oil and the girls began to scramble to collect them, fighting over the bigger bills that floated down in the thick bloodied goo.

I was horrified, but Kitty was smiling, giggling, as if she was a toddler who was watching a Peppa Pig puppet show.

I felt uneasy. I knew that I didn’t want to be there for any longer. One of the girls was now being taken to the hospital, and I could only assume that none of this was legal—especially with the strong smell of drugs in the air.

“We should get out of here,” I said.

Kitty looked at me. “Seriously?” she said.

“I just want to spend time with you,” I said, forcing a smile.

Then, her eyes beamed. “Really?” she asked. A devilish smile crossed her face. “You want to get frisky, don’t you?”

I bit down on my tongue. “Totally,” I said, and then I cleared my throat.

She grabbed my hand and took me away from that scrappy backyard, moments before another fight started up. Kitty took me up the stairs to an empty bedroom. She was grinning mischievously, her eyes sparkling with excitement. The room was dimly lit by a single lamp, casting eerie shadows on the walls.

Kitty closed the door behind us and turned to face me, her hands clasped behind her back. "I have another surprise for you," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

I raised an eyebrow, wondering what she had in store for me this time. She stepped closer to me and placed a hand on my chest, pushing me gently towards the bed.

As I sat down, Kitty kneeled in front of me and began unbuttoning my shirt. She looked up at me through her lashes, a wicked grin on her lips. “You work so hard," she said, “You just looked so, so tired when you came home yesterday. I thought you could use a little relaxation."

With that, she started giving me a massage, her hands working expertly over my tired muscles. I let out a deep sigh of relief, feeling the stress of the day melting away.

Kitty continued to work her magic, kneading the knots in my back and shoulders. I closed my eyes and let myself sink into the sensations, enjoying every moment of her touch.

After a few minutes, Kitty leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Are you ready for the real surprise?"

I opened my eyes to see her grinning wickedly. My heart raced as I wondered what she had in store for me next.

The big grin on her face grew and grew and grew. She was clearly excited to show me something…

She pulled out a pink, tight-fitting dress from her bag, holding it up in front of her. "I want you to put this on," she said, still smiling.

I hesitated, turning cold all over. “This again?” I asked. The idea of putting on a dress, especially in someone else's house, didn't sound too appealing to me. But Kitty was persistent, and she kept insisting that it would be fun.

“I don’t get what you like about this idea,” I said. “It just seems… silly. I would look stupid.”

“No way!” she said. “You have the figure for it. You would look so fucking hot. Oh God, Rodney; the sight of you in this dress… I might actually squirt just thinking about it.”

I figured that the dress was just in her bag as a spare… and then she pulled out the wig, making me think that this whole thing had been planned, long before our ‘date’ even started. Where did she get the wig? Was this something she’d done before?

Was this some sort of scheme to humiliate me?

“Put it on,” she said. “Please, Rodney? Please, please, please, please, please!”

“Fine!” I said, snatching the wig from her.

She helped me put the wig on my head, once my shirt was off. My heart was pounding I felt so stupid about this whole thing.

Then, she held out that dress again. “Put it on for me. Please!”

I finally gave in, and Kitty helped me put on the dress, which was a lot tighter than I expected. I felt self-conscious and uncomfortable at first, but as I looked in the mirror, I couldn't help but admit that it actually looked kind of good on me, as if she’d gone out and picked something that would properly fit my exact body, as if she’d been planning this since the moment we met.

Kitty seemed pleased with her work, grinning from ear to ear. She bounced in her place. “You’re so fucking sexy,” she growled. “Fuck. I just want to fuck your cute brains out. You need makeup.”

“Kitty,” I said. “I’m not really into this sort of thing.”

“Just play along—for me! Please!” she said.

I groaned, squirming in place. I felt so naked in that dress. I could feel the cold, musty air of that old house against my exposed skin—and I had exposed skin everywhere. She was giggling, bouncing, pulling out makeup—brushing it onto my face in a rehearsed sort of way. But that wasn’t all! She had silicone pads, to make my chest look busty and feminine. She had a razor with her, and she insisted that I slip into the bathroom across the hall to shave my legs. I didn’t want to do it, but I didn’t want to disappoint her either.

Or maybe it wasn’t so much a fear of disappointing as much as a fear of setting her off. She was so sensitive, so easy to anger. I liked her when she was fun and spunky. She was so lively, so free-spirited… but when she was upset, she was terrifying, capable of God-knows what.

I felt so stupid, letting her do that to me. I was half-tempted to tell her right there that I was done, with the feminizing and with this ‘relationship’.

And then I noticed something… first, it was a sound: a small dripping. Then, I looked over and saw it, just as a drop fell to the floor, from under Kitty’s dress.

“I fucking squirted!” she gasped.

She lifted up the skirt of her dress and exposed her soaked panties. “Oh God,” she moaned. Then, she quivered all over. Her gaze scanned me and then she reached down between her legs, rubbing her fingers up her wet panties. A moment later, another gush of fluid poured out of her. “It’s happening again!” she cried. “Fuck!” A whole pint of juice poured onto that old bathroom floor.

Okay, so maybe this did get her aroused. Maybe it wasn’t just some prank.

And now, I was aroused. I’ll admit that squirting was a bit of a fetish for me. And this girl could squirt gallons! I loved the way that she was looking at me. I’d never experienced being lusted after like that.

It was something that I never got from Evie. Evie was always so… disinterested in sex. She would look at me lovingly. She would bat her eyelashes and moan at the sight of me, but she never showed me those bulging, horny eyes that Kitty now had on.

It felt nice to be lusted over. It came with a sacrifice, sure… but all good things come at a price, right? Nobody had to see me like that… as long as it was just her.

“I fucking love you,” she said, and then she pounced on me. She rubbed herself against me, moaning. She straddled my thigh and rubbed her wet panties all over my leg, making herself squirt again. “Say it to me.”

“Say what?” I asked.

“Tell me that you love me,” she said.

“Um,” I stuttered.

“Say it like a girl.”

Kitty's eyes pleaded with me, begging me to comply with her request. "Please, Rodney, do it for me," she pleaded. "Just once, please?"

I shook my head, my heart racing. I didn't want to do it. I didn't want to wear the dress in the first place, and I definitely didn't want to speak with a girl-voice. But as I looked into her eyes, I saw the pain and frustration she was feeling, and I knew I couldn't resist her any longer.

"All right," I said, feeling my throat tighten. "I'll do it."

Kitty's face lit up with delight, and she threw her arms around me. "Thank you, Rodney," she said, planting a kiss on my cheek. "You won't regret it, I promise."

As I warmed my voice up quietly, I could feel Kitty's eyes on me, watching me closely. When I was done, she looked at me expectantly. "Now, speak," she said, a hint of excitement in her voice.

Taking a deep breath, I spoke with the girl-voice she had requested. At first, it felt strange and uncomfortable, but as I continued to talk, I found that I was getting into the role… for her.

Kitty beamed with pleasure. She grabbed me again and started kissing me. “Now tell me that you love me in your girl-voice,” she moaned.

I couldn’t do it. I wasn’t ready to say that—not even close! I never even said it to Evie, after years of living together.

“Say it!” she demanded.

“Not yet,” I said.

“Say it, Rodney!” she shouted. “Or I’ll fucking call everyone up to see you like this!” Her face was red now, steam rising from her ears.

She scared the hell out of me, so I just said it. “I love you,” I said.

She gasped, eyes glowing. She threw herself at me and kissed me deeply.

There, in that bathroom, upstairs in that strange house, we fucked. She bent over and allowed me into her soaking wet pussy. She screamed out loud as I pumped her. She begged for me to put it in her ass—something Evie never, ever allowed. I decided to do it. I pushed into her tight rectum and pumped. She screamed so loud, I was surprised men didn’t burst into the room.

“Yes, Rodney! Yes! Fuck my little asshole!” Stretch my fucking asshole, Rodney! Fuck it! Fuck it! Come in it! I want your fucking cum in my asshole! Fuck me until I can’t walk! Yes, you beautiful bitch! Fuck me!” She splashed more fluid on the ground. Now, it was slippery everywhere. There was a quarter inch of fluid on the ground!

I pumped and pumped until I came deep inside of her.

“Fuck yes!” she cried out. “I can feel your fucking cum in my asshole! Oh God, it’s so warm! It feels so fucking good. Yes, yes, yes! Oh God, yes!”

I pulled out and she trembled all over. She let out a loud moan and then spun around to kiss me again. “Tell me that you love me again,” she said.

I said it again, against my better judgement.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said, grabbing my wrist and pulling me.

“I need to change!” I gasped.

“Fuck that,” she said. “I want you to wear that on the way home. Oh God, Rodney, don’t look so embarrassed. It won’t kill you to be dressed like a girl for fifteen minutes. Get over yourself!”

I tried to think of a way to fight her without setting her off, but there was no way; she was going to get what she wanted. At least I apparently looked somewhat convincing: convincing enough that we were able to leave the house without raising any eyebrows. A few men eyed me, but not in an unusual way. One man even checked me out as we slipped out, back onto the street, just as the sound of sirens began to fill the air. “Let’s get out of here!” Kitty gasped.

And then we ran two blocks until we saw a cab. She hailed it, and we were gone, just in time.
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That day ended, as you can imagine, with a terrible, uneasy feeling swirling in my gut. I just knew, deep down, that Kitty wasn’t right for me. It should have been obvious the day that we went to that strange club, but sadly, I was wooed by her beautiful body and her sexual appetite that was just so much fun.

It was a dark, cold night. Wind whistled against the thin pane of glass. I was struggling to stay asleep, partly because of those loud wind gusts, and partly because Kitty was now sharing my bed with me, and she wriggled like crazy, all night.

But it was kind of nice, sleeping next to a girl who loved nothing more than to snuggle. Evie liked her space in bed, but Kitty wanted to be right up against me, pushed into my body, snuggling her warm bum into my lap…

So when I woke up and she wasn’t there, I knew that something was up. I blinked a few times and then rolled over, and I nearly screamed when I saw her standing there, completely naked, holding a little pink and black outfit. Behind her, I could see the clock: 3:22 AM.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m horny,” she said. I couldn’t quite see her face; she was like a silhouette, towering over me.

“What?” I said. “Now?”

She nodded. “Put this on for me. The wig too,” she said.

“Right now?” I said, rubbing my eyes with my fists.

“Now,” she growled.

My heart skipped a beat. “Kitty… I have to go to work in, like, three hours.”

“Put it on, Rodney,” she said. “And stop talking like that. Give me the girl-voice.”

I tried to argue with her, but I could now tell that she was starting to get frustrated with me, and I knew what came after her frustration. So I bit my tongue and decided to just let it happen. At least we were in my apartment now. At least there weren’t freaky biker dudes everywhere this time.

“Okay, okay,” I said. “But let’s try to be quick.”

“Put it on nicely,” she said. “Do up all the little straps.”

It was a daunting twenty minutes, getting on the little sheer outfit, which had a tight bodysuit, black lace around the breast cups. She also handed me matching pink bows to tie into my blonde wig hair, to make pigtails, and then she handed me black stockings to match the black lace embellishments. I felt silly, but I knew it turned her on.

I looked over and saw that she was rubbing her pussy aggressively, moaning, hunched over. It wasn’t the sexiest pose, but it was somehow very arousing to think that she was masturbating while staring at me. “You look so fucking hot,” she growled. “Fuck! I’m squirting! I’m squirting!”

She dripped all over my bedroom floor… our bedroom floor. I felt uneasy about this, but the excitement of having spur-of-the-moment sex soon became my primary emotion. She jumped on me, legs wet, and we began to kiss. She reached down and pushed my erection into her wet cunt. We fucked for a minute until she suddenly jumped off of me.

“Let’s switch roles!” she said with a giggle.

“What does that mean?”

A minute later, she returned to the bedroom, now wearing a long strap-on dildo. She giggled.

“No way, Kitty!” I said.

“Please!” she begged. “Please, please, please!” She begged like a little child, clasping her hands together and making her eyes super big and glossy. “I’ll do anything. You can gangbang me with your friends if you do this for me!”

“I don’t want to gangbang you with my friends! And I don’t want you to be okay with that idea!”

“I can call one of my friends,” she said with a smile. “You can fuck us both. I can think of a few cute girls.”

“Kitty!” I gasped.

“Rodney, just do it. Bend over for me. You’ll like it. I bought the best dildo, made just for girls with prostate glands.” She giggled. “It will make you cum like you’ve never cum before.”

“Jesus,” I said, shaking my head. “I—I just don’t want to do that. Not right now.” I wanted to buy myself some time.

She suddenly had that pissed-off look in her eye. She stared at me, red-faced, for a long moment, and then she stormed off. When she came back, she was holding an A4-sized printout of me, dressed in her tight pink dress, wig on my head.

“Do you actually want me to send this to your friends!?” she asked.

“What the fuck!?” I gasped. “Why do you have that!? When did you take it?”

“I have a video too,” she said, turning up her chin. “It was just going to be for me, to finger myself to… but if you’re going to be an asshole, maybe you deserve having your family see it!”

“You’re insane!” I yelled.

She gasped again. “Fine! Then I will send it! Fuck you, Rodney! You’re such a selfish piece of shit!”

She turned around and began to storm off. I jumped to my bare feet, running across her impressive puddle of squirt. I grabbed her and she spun around. “Don’t touch me!” she cried. “You’re hurting me! Ouch! Get off! Stop!”

I let go of her, but she kept going.

“Ouch! Why are you doing this, Rodney! Ouch! Stop it! This is rape!”

“Would you be quiet!?I gasped, panicking.

“You’re raping me, Rodney! You’re fucking raping me!

“Shut up! Shut up!” I gasped. “Fine! Fine! Just do what you want with that… thing!”

She stopped suddenly, a big smile now on her face. “Aw,” she said, as if she was a new person. “You’re so sweet. You’re going to have so much fun. You’re going to want to do this every night. Okay, okay—get on the bed. Hands and knees. I promise I’ll be gentle at first.”

I was shaking all over, waiting for the cops to pull up to the building. Surely, one of my neighbours heard the commotion… and the word ‘rape’ being yelled over and over. And a part of me wanted the cops to come, so they could save me from this humiliation.

No—I didn’t want anyone to see my like that, not even the cops. I just closed my eyes, assuming the position that she wanted me in.

“That’s a good girl,” she giggled, crawling up behind me. She spanked me on the ass, giggling. The spank hurt quite a bit.

“Ouch!” I cried out.

“Oh, quit being a pussy, bitch,” she said. She spanked me again, giggling louder. Then, she slapped my ass with her hard dildo. She roared with laughter. She grabbed my ass cheeks with both hands and spread them wide.

“That hurts, Kitty,” I moaned in the soft girl voice that she insisted that I use.

“You like it. Just admit it,” she giggled.

“Please… just don’t go deep,” I said, terrified. My heart was pounding. Fear was quickly consuming me. I closed my eyes and tried to collect myself, trying to control my breathing.

She spanked me again, making me yelp. Then, I felt the tip. I felt her trying to push in. I heard her spit, and then I felt the glob on my butt cheek, missing by about five inches. She pushed it to my hole with that long plastic cock. She mashed it around my rectum. She groaned and strained. I felt that hard pressure. I bit down on my tongue, clutching the bed sheets.

I felt her pushing in.

“Oh God!” I screamed out in that girly voice. “I—I can feel it inside of me!”

She just giggled. She kept pushing until she was deep, deep, deep inside of my body. “Oh God!” I moaned again.

“Good girl,” she giggled. “You’re a real slut.” She spanked me on the ass. “I fucking love how much of a slut you are. Tell me how badly you want this fat cock in you. Tell me how badly you want me to fill your slutty hole with cum!”

I just groaned, straining, clenching hard to try to stop her from penetrating my vital organs. Now, she was pumping in and out. “Say it, slut! Fucking say it or I’ll tell everyone you fucking raped me!”

“I want it!” I screamed. “I want you to fuck me! I want you to come in me! D—Don’t stop fucking me! Please! Fuck me!” I hated saying it, but I had to keep her under control. I closed my eyes as she became more aggressive. She pushed in deeper and deeper. She slammed down harder. I screamed out. I cried. I was beginning to sweat…

And then, what she said would happen… happened. It started to feel nice. I felt a pulsing of pleasure, and it was quickly growing, growing, growing. I moaned loudly.

“Take it, you dirty whore!” she cried out. “Take it in your slutty asshole, whore! Take every last inch of this big, fat cock.” She grunted with each pump, pushing as deep as she could. Now, she was pushing me down, claws in my back. It hurt… but I liked it. I didn’t want it to stop. I felt so submissive, so weak… but it was nice to relinquish control. It was nice to give in, in a strange way.

I let her fuck me until I had no energy. I went limp on that bed. She reached around to grab my cock. She began to play with it: massaging it, pumping it, squeezing it… until she milked it like it was some nipple on an animal. Cum oozed out of me, and she giggled as she stained those pink bed sheets. “Good girl. Good slut.”

She took my cum with the palm of her hand and wiped it on the flat part of her tongue. She moaned. “It tastes so fucking good.”

I just stayed limp, unable to move as she skipped away, humming merrily. She was only gone for a moment before she got back into bed, snuggling up against my body. She fell asleep almost instantly, purring like a kitten… as if nothing had happened… as if she hadn’t revealed to me that she’d secretly filmed us together, as if she hadn’t blackmailed me into satisfying her strange sexual desires.

I was still tingling all over in pleasure, but in that moment, I knew that I needed to get the hell out of that relationship.
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The next few days were filled with ups and downs… intense ups, and horrifying downs.

Kitty was always around… unless she wasn’t, but somehow that was worse. When she was gone, I felt even more on edge, feeling like she was watching me… because she was.

I was on my phone when I noticed a new app had been installed. It was a tracking app, to let her know where I was. I was too afraid to delete it, worried it would let her know. Then, I found a small black device in my nightstand, right next to my bed. It looked like it had a small mic… but I really had no idea what the heck it was.

I stashed it back, worried she would notice that I’d moved it.

It was a Thursday when I went out without my phone, to meet up with Ryan at a bar. He asked me why I hadn’t replied to his message, and I told him I forgot my phone at home. He laughed, but soon, he wasn’t laughing. He kept asking why I hadn’t been around. He asked why I looked so tired. He even asked me, “When did you start shaving like that? Did you trim your eyebrows?” He laughed. “You kind of look like a girl with your eyebrows like that, dude.”

I couldn’t tell him the truth, but it seemed like he was on the verge of figuring it out. He wasn’t laughing now; now, he was looking at me with a concerned gleam in his eye. “What the heck is going on with you?” he asked.

And before I could tell him, a hand landed on my shoulder. I spun around with a gasp, seeing Kitty there with a big smile on her face. “Rodney!” she cried out. “What on Earth are you doing here!?” She planted a big kiss on my cheek.

Ryan giggled. “Who’s this, Rodney?” he asked.

I stuttered. I felt uneasy, with a cold sweat on the back of my neck. Why was she there? Was she… stalking me?

I stuttered, and then I introduced Kitty to my friend, Ryan. Kitty gave Ryan a big hug, squeezing the life out of him. She gasped and then he laughed. “She’s a keeper, buddy,” he said to me. I just wanted to tell him that he was wrong—she wasn’t a keeper. I badly wanted to get rid of her, but I had no idea how I was going to do it. She had those pictures… that video. What would stop her from going to the police and telling them that I was the one who broke into that adult toy store?

“I’m his girlfriend,” she said. “I’m sure he’s told you all about me.”

“Actually, he hasn’t,” Ryan said, and I nearly kicked him in the crotch under the table. “I didn’t know you had a girlfriend.” Ryan laughed, looking at me.

I knew that Kitty was going to be boiling with rage over this. But now, she was holding it together, keeping that smile on her face.

“You didn’t tell me you were going out after work,” she said to me.

“I actually didn’t have work today,” I smiled.

“What?” she asked, looking into my eyes, looking distraught for a moment before smiling again. “You didn’t tell me that you had the day off.”

I looked down to see her sparkly dress. It looked expensive… maybe stolen. I hadn’t seen it in her closet before. It looked like something one would wear to Cinderella’s ball. I had to admit that she looked stunning. Her heels were in sparkly shoes as well. Her makeup was perfect: lips glossy, cheeks rosy. She looked like a super model.

“W—What are you doing out?” I asked.

“I’m just out with some friends,” she smiled. “Had I known you would be going out, I would have said we could go out together.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I guess I should have thought of that.”

“Yeah,” she giggled. “You should have.”

She looked at Ryan again, lingered for a moment, and then she left, slipping towards the bar.

“Man, she’s hot,” Ryan said.

I wanted to tell him that she was insane, but I was afraid she’d put a listening device on me. She had me extremely paranoid, unable to relax, no matter where I was.

When I got home, my punishment was waiting for me on the bed: a French maid outfit, blonde wig, white stockings, black heels, satin gloves… and a long, long strap-on dildo. “Put it on,” she growled from the corner. She’d been waiting for me, still in that sparkly dress.

“I’m sorry about tonight,” I said—but she didn’t let me finish.

“Put it on. Now.”

“I can explain.”

“You left your phone here on purpose,” she said. “You don’t want to talk to me. You hate me.” She began to cry.

“I don’t! I just… Look, Kitty. We should talk. Maybe we can… go to the kitchen and sit down for a minute.”

“Not until you put it on,” she growled, pointing to the outfit. “If you insist on humiliating me, then I’m going to humiliate you.”

“I didn’t try to humiliate you! In fact… I was going to tell Ryan tonight, that, uh, we were a couple.”

“Liar,” she said. “You were going to tell him to hook you up with some slut, behind my back.”

“That’s not true!”

“Put it on!” she barked.

I was so scared of her, so I followed the command. I got myself dolled up—and it wasn’t a fast process. I spent the next hour getting that wig perfect, doing my makeup, putting on all of the little accessories. She just sat there and watched, brooding, getting angrier and angrier.

Then, my humiliation reached a new climax when, against my wishes, my cock became erect. There was just something about the tightness of the satin outfit, about the feeling of the short skirt ticking my thighs, the tight lace hugging my chest… I liked it. I hated how much I liked it… but I liked it.

“Oh God,” I said, trying to hide that erection.

She beamed when she saw it. “You look so… fucking… hot.” She moaned and shuddered all over, her gaze becoming lost as if the sight of had completely hypnotized her. I stared at her for a long moment. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; it was like her brain had shut off. She was just… ogling me, almost drooling.

“K—Kitty?” I asked. I had to ask three times before she snapped to life.

“H—Huh?” she said. “What? What is it? What’s happening?” She looked around. And that was the moment that I realized Kitty was truly crazy.

And I mean insane. She belonged in an institution. I was fairly sure that she couldn’t control her emotions or her desires. She needed to be medicated. Now, her brain was malfunctioning. The sight of me in that maid lingerie just crashed her system.

I walked over to her. “Let me make it up to you,” I said.

“Okay,” she whimpered softly.

I took the dildo between her legs and stood it up carefully. Then, I climbed onto her lap and lowered myself down. I put my hands gently on her shoulders and looked into her eyes. I could hear the dripping: her juices pouring out of her, soaking through her panties, and falling off the edge of the chair, onto the floor. She couldn’t control her body physically.

I started to push myself down, pushing through the pain of penetration. She just sat there, stunned, silent, hypnotized. I began to bounce gently, smiling at her. I was putting on an act, keeping her in that hypnotized state. In that moment, I realized that I had just as much power over her as she had over me… I just needed to figure out how to put it to use.

But I knew that I was onto something. I knew that I could use this against her. I just had to figure out how.

I smiled. “Do you like fucking me?” I asked in that girly voice.

She whimpered, and then she leaked another pint of fluid onto my bedroom floor. “I—I like it a lot. You’re a dirty slut. I like dirty sluts.” She grinned, eyes still glazed over.

“I’m your little slut,” I said.

She smiled. “I want to watch you getting fucked by a big black guy,” she said. “ I want to see two big black guys fucking you until you’re lifeless.”

“I would love that,” I moaned.

“I want to be behind you when they’re fucking you. I want to try to cram my fat dildo between their cocks, into your tight hole. I want to stretch your slut hole so wide… I want to watch them cum all over your whore face. I want them to pull your hair. I want them to spank you so hard that you’re bruised the next day, unable to walk. Oh God! I’m coming! I’m coming. Oh fuck! Fuck! Oh God!”

She trembled all over: an orgasm unlike anything I’d ever seen. She screamed so loud. She tensed up so hard. She shook all over, and then she went limp, as if she was dead… but her eyes were still open.

I stood up and stepped away from her. “Kitty?” I whispered.

She remained still, as if she was asleep. I just stood there, worried that I’d killed her. I went to the bed and crawled under the covers. I watched her, half under the sheets. It was thirty minutes before she finally blinked and shook her head. “W—What’s going on?” she asked.

“Are you okay?” I asked nervously.

She looked at me with a wide-eyed look. “Me? I’m fine,” she said. “When did you get home?”

I just stared at her, not sure what to say, not sure if I should ask her if she knew about this ‘condition’ of hers.
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She was her happy, spunky self again the next morning, humming and skipping through my apartment—or maybe it was our apartment (I still wasn’t quite so sure). When I got out of bed, she pranced over to me and kissed me warmly on the cheek. “Good morning, Honey Bun!” she said with a giggle.

She did a little spin in the middle of the kitchen, like an elegant ballet dancer, and then she poured me a steaming mug of coffee. Her jovial spirit put a small smile on my face, even though it filled me with a deep dread, knowing that a person could be so… bipolar.

And I’m not even sure one can really call it ‘bipolar’. When her mod flipped, she didn’t just become depressed; it was something much, much scarier. When she was in a bad mood, she became vengeful and angry—potentially violent… and maybe even deadly. She had a devil inside of her that could wake up at any moment, constantly plotting.

I wanted to apologize for the previous night, meeting with Ryan without telling her that I was going out… but I was afraid to remind her. Maybe she’d forgotten all about it, and it was better to let sleeping dogs sleep.

“How are you, uh, feeling?” I asked.

“I feel great! How are you feeling?” she asked, eyeing me with her intense gaze. I noticed her looking down at my mug of coffee for a moment before looking back into my eyes.

I forced a smile, now worried that she’d put something into my coffee. She wasn’t crazy enough to poison me… was she?

“You know what would be fun?” she said suddenly.

“What’s that?”

“If you got dolled up. We could have, like… a girlfriends day!” Her eyes beamed with that terrifying electricity.

My stomach swirled.

“Aren’t you going to drink your coffee? I made it just the way you like it,” she said, eyeing that pink mug again.

“Um,” I said. “Yeah…” I took a reluctant sip. My skin shivered. It tasted… fine.

“I put an outfit out for you,” she said. “I think it will really suit you. Also, help yourself to my makeup. I set it up on your desk. I hope you don’t mind, I moved that big gaming computer of yours; you shouldn’t be playing video games anyway; they’re bad for your brain.”

I knew I didn’t have much of a choice. I had to keep her calm and content until I could figure out how to cut her loose.

While I dolled myself up, I tried to think of some plans. I knew that she had dirt on me—probably on her little pink laptop—but she also had that printed picture, possibly more. I needed to figure out where she kept that content. I could destroy it and then break up with her…

But how could I figure out where she kept it?

Figure my situation out was difficult. Even when Kitty left the apartment to buy pastries from the bakery down the street, I was too afraid to poke around, worried she had hidden cameras watching my every move.

I was like a prisoner, with a twisted psychopath as my cellmate. No, she wasn’t a cellmate, because she wasn’t trapped like me. She was more like a twisted, psychotic prison guard, creating her own rules.

Her tight orange dress actually didn’t look too bad on me. It pulled in my ribs and shoulders and waist, but flared slightly at my hips, giving me a feminine figure that was actually rather convincing. And now, with winged eyeliner, I was able to create a similar feminine look on my face.

I knew that I had to make myself convincing, and unrecognizable, because Kitty was going to be taking me out. I knew she was going to show me in public—possibly as a way to humiliate me for what I did to her the night before… or maybe just because it was a part of her weird, intense feminization fetish.

When I was finishing up, she returned from the bakery. She poked her head into the bedroom and her eyes glowed. “You look so…” She paused for a moment before whispering the last word: “hot.”

She couldn’t control herself. She rushed up to me and grabbed me, throwing me onto the bed. Before I could even react, she was pulling up my dress and yanking down my panties. She scrambled to find a dildo in the nightstand, and seconds later, she was pushing a toy into me. I bit the pillow and closed my eyes.

She really just could not control herself.

At least it felt… nice. She knew how aim that toy, where to push. I could only assume that she’d done this before with other guys. She managed to hit that sweet spot, making me cry out in pleasure. She pumped hard, clenching that dildo with a tight fist.

She made me ejaculate onto my bed, and then she pulled the toy out. She licked my gaping rim. She moaned, and then I looked back and saw that she was fingering herself. She kept licking and fingering until she unleashed a torrent of fluid onto my bedroom floor.

Then, it happened again: she was dazed, frozen in place, seemingly hypnotized, unable to move.

“Kitty?” I asked, but she didn’t reply.

Her brain had shut off, and it stayed that way for about four minutes. Then, she finally shook her head and cleared her throat, looking around the room, confused, seemingly wondering where in the world she was.

I just went to the kitchen to drink more coffee (pouring a new mug because I just wasn’t so sure about the one she’d given me). She came out of the bedroom, rubbing her eyes. “Good morning,” she said with a smile, and then she eyed me. “Oh my God, you look so cute in that dress! Did you put it on for me?”

I stared at her for a long moment, trying to figure out if this was some sort of prank. Or did she really had some sort of mental condition?

We went out together, to the mall, with me dressed like a girl. She made sure to bring me into the busiest stores. She paraded me through the food court. She picked out clothes for me to try on: the tightest, skimpiest outfits—and then she would walk up to complete strangers—men and women—and ask them if they thought I looked good.

As I stood, blushing, she would ask the men, “Would you date her?” She even asked one very red young man, “How badly do you want to fuck her right now?” The man rushed off, confused and freaked out. I wanted to tell Kitty to knock it off… but I was so scared of her.

She took me into a lingerie store and said, “Buy whatever you want. Fill a cart. Buy it all! We’re going to party tonight.”

“It’s expensive,” I said. It was a high-end shop, with fancy mouldings and tiny outfits that were made of the fanciest fabrics. One little outfit had a $450 price tag on it, near the front of the shop. “Let’s buy something from somewhere cheaper,” I suggested.

Then, she opened her purse and showed me cash: tons of cash. It was obviously stolen, bundled in stacks. I wondered if she’d gone to rob a bank that morning when she told me that she was going to a bakery. Or maybe she broke into an ATM…

She made me buy four-thousand dollars’ worth of lingerie, trying much of it on in that store. We were there for hours. She slipped into a changing stall with me and sucking my cock while fingering herself. She splashed on the changing room floor, and then spent a few minutes dazed and confused.

She was really starting to scare me: the strange episodes, the mysterious cash, the blackmail, the intense mood swings.

I really needed to get out of this relationship.

I spent the rest of that night trying to come up with a solution to my conundrum. After many hours of pondering, I realized I needed help. I needed to tell Ryan about my situation, so that I could have someone to help me figure out this horrible problem.

But there was no way that I could meet with Ryan without her knowing… and possibly listening. And then, I got an idea.

The next morning, when Kitty handed me another mysterious mug of coffee, I ‘accidentally’ dropped my phone straight into the mug, putting on a good act: gasping, running to the sink (which I’d pre-filled), dumping out the contents, and then pretending to be shocked that the sink was filled with water.

Kitty rushed over and tried to rescue my phone, but it was too late; the device was fried.

I planned the timing of it all, knowing that Kitty had to go to work for the day (she had a part-time gig at a construction supplies distribution office). Now, she would have no way to track me.

After she went to work, I went out, without my coat (I assumed there was some sort of device hidden in my coat). I got on a bus and headed straight to Ryan’s house. I took a strange route, heading first into a very desolate part of town

I arrived at a desolate subway station, my footsteps echoing off the tiled walls. The sound was eerie, like a ghost town. The station was empty except for a few scattered pieces of litter and graffiti on the walls. The dim fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting shadows on the cracked pavement. It was a lonely place, devoid of life. As I looked around, I couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. The silence was oppressive, and it seemed as though the station was holding its breath, waiting for something to happen. I wondered how long it had been since anyone had been here. Had it been days? Weeks? Months?

I made my way to the platform, the sound of my footsteps ringing out with every step. I looked up at the train schedule, but it was blank. The station seemed abandoned, like it had been forgotten by the world. The feeling of isolation only grew as I waited for the train. It was as though I was the only person left on the planet. As I waited, I couldn't help but wonder about the people who had used this station before me. Who were they? Where had they gone? Why had they left? The station was a mystery, and I was fascinated by it.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, a train pulled into the station. It was old and battered, covered in graffiti and rust. But it was a welcome sight. The doors opened with a hiss, and I stepped inside. The train was just as desolate as the station had been. There were only a handful of people on board, all of them looking as though they had been traveling for days. They looked tired and disheveled, like they had been through some kind of ordeal. I wondered where they had come from and where they were going. I found a seat and sat down, looking out the window as the train pulled out of the station. I moved from car to car, until I found one that was totally empty, so I could know for sure that I wasn’t being watched.

Yet still, somehow, I felt like there was a dark gaze following my every move.

I was taking extra precautions, in case she was following me.

It took ninety minutes to get to Ryan’s place, and I caught him just in time, as he was leaving for work. “Hey brother! What are you doing here? Don’t you have work today?”

“I’m skipping today,” I said. “In fact, I need to borrow your phone to call my boss.”

He looked worried for me, and I couldn’t blame him, seeing as I looked like crap. After I got off the phone with my boss, he pointed out the smeared makeup on my face. “That looks like mascara, dude,” he said.

“It is,” I said.

And then, I told him everything. He turned white at first, and then he burst into a fit of laughter, thinking that I was joking with him—and then he turned white again when he realized I was serious, and that I was struggling. “Wait,” he said. “She really has pictures of you?”

“Yes,” I said. “And she’s going to ruin my life with them.”

“Well…” he started. “Why did you put on the dress and the wig?”

“Ryan!” I snapped. “Let’s not get into that now, okay? I was just trying to make her happy. It’s a long story, and now I need help. I need to get out of this. I’m half-considering staging my own death and starting a new life in Poland.”

“Don’t be so dramatic,” he said, rolling his eyes. “It’s not that big of a deal. So people will see you dressed like a girl… They’ll laugh, and then they will move on with their lives.”

“You’re not helping me,” I groaned. “The pictures are… sexual in nature.”

He chuckled and shook his head. “Rodney,” he said. “I get why you’re freaked out. But look… You’re worried about how people will react. Well—this is how they’re going to react: the same way that I’m reacting now. And it will be embarrassing for a couple of days. Some guys might giggle when they see you for the first time. Your parents might want you to explain what you explained to me… and then life will go on. Here’s the thing, man… People—they don’t care about you. They don’t care about me. People only care about themselves, alright? Now, if you’re afraid of people thinking that this is something you’re actually into… I get it… but who cares? The moment you stop caring, she won’t have any power over you.”

I lingered for a moment, taking in what he was saying. It was true; she really didn’t have anything on me, other than that looming humiliation. And was that looming humiliation really so much worse than the humiliation at the mall? Was it really so much worse than being taken by surprise by her, without any notice? Was it really going to ruin my life?

“I’m glad I came to you,” I said to him.

He reached out his arms and gave me a surprising hug. “Dump the crazy bitch,” he said with a laugh in my ear.

And in that moment, I had the confidence to do it. I just needed to confront her. I needed to bite my tongue and swallow my ego.

I was going to do it.
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Iyelped when I saw her in the apartment an hour later. She was sitting in a chair, facing the door, with a scowl on her face. “Where were you?” she asked with a low growl.

“I thought you were at work.”

“I took it off,” she said. “I followed you, but you were up to something. You weren’t going to work. You went somewhere else. I lost you at the train station. So where did you go, Rodney? Tell me, or all of those photos are being leaked.”

“Then leak them,” I said, waving my hand at her. “I’m sorry, Kitty, but I’m done. This relationship is over. I tried. I tried my best.”

Her face turned white. Her eyes grew bigger than I’d ever seen them. “W—What?” she said, suddenly stunned.

“When you’re happy, you’re a great girl to be around; you’re fun and exciting… But when you’re in a bad mood, you’re just… scary! I can’t take it anymore. I’m constantly walking on eggshells with you. I can’t do it anymore.”

“You’re dumping me?” she asked with that stunned look.

“Yes,” I said bluntly. “I… I want you to move out.”

She stared at me for a long, long moment. Then, she stood up slowly. She turned her head down. Her eyes became dark. She glared into my soul with a terrible look, and then she said, “Go get changed.”

“What?” I said.

“Put on some lingerie. Do your makeup. I want your hair in braids.”

“No,” I said.

“Do it,” she growled. “And lube your little asshole, because we’re going to get rough.”

“No!” I snapped. “I won’t do it!”

“You will,” she said. “You aren’t leaving me. We’re… going to have fun. We’re going to fuck like animals. You’re going to like it.”

“No, Kitty,” I said. “We’re finished. This… is finished. Move out. Pack your stuff. I’ll even call a moving company for you.”

“No!” she screamed. “No! No! No! This isn’t happening!”

She grabbed a potted plant and threw it across the room. It smashed against the wall. She screamed a terrible scream, and then she started coming towards me. From behind her, she revealed a knife.

“Kitty!” I gasped. She was rushing me now, about to stab me in the face. I moved fast, rushing out of the apartment and slamming the door in her face. I held it shut with all of my strength. She screamed from the other side.

Now, one of my neighbours was staring at me, pale faced. “W—What’s happening?” he asked.

“She’s nuts,” I said. “Call the police. Now!”

He ran into his place to phone the cops, and I just held that door shut, keeping that lunatic trapped inside.

She started pounding the door with her fists. Then, she began stabbing the door with her knife. “I’m going to kill you!” she screamed. “I’m going to fucking murder you! I’m going to cut your fucking head off!”

I held that door for fifteen long minutes, until the cops arrived and had me move aside. They were ready for her, grabbing her as soon as they opened the door. She tried stabbing all of them before they managed to wrestle the knife away from her. They pinned her to the ground. It wasn’t long before the place was crawling with cops: at least twenty of them, called in to help with the psychotic woman.

I just watched, stunned, hardly able to speak. It was a good twenty minutes before I was able to muster up some words: enough to give the police my statement. It was revealed to me, by a police officer, that Kitty was on the province’s most-wanted list for more than forty crimes over the past three months: crimes including attempted murder, bank robbery, assault, possession of a deadly weapon, and so on, and so on.

“She’s looking at thirty years,” said one of the cops. “That’s my best guess. She literally shot a cop. Luckily, it was just in the leg.”

The police cleaned out my apartment, and hers. They took everything, including her laptop. They found those incriminating photos and took them as evidence. I will admit that I was embarrassed when I saw the cops chuckling at the photos… Oh well, it was like Ryan said: they would have a laugh and then move on with their lives.

It was a day later when I got a call from a contact that came up as unknown. I was surprised to hear Evie’s voice when I answered. I guess Kitty had gone through my contacts and deleted all of the women.

“It’s, uh, nice to hear your voice,” I said.

“I heard what happened,” she said. “With, uh… that girl. Ryan told me about it.”

“Yeah. It, uh… got kind of crazy there,” I said with a nervous laugh. “But that’s all done with. They aren’t giving her the option of bail.”

“That’s good,” she said softly.

I asked her about her new boyfriend. Then, she told me that things didn’t work out with Dave. “I guess it just wasn’t really meant to be. He just wanted to go on crazy adventures, all the time. You know me… that’s not really my thing.”

“Yeah,” I said. “And I don’t think it’s really my thing anymore either.”

I heard her smiling. We ended up talking for an hour, speaking like new friends, but also like old friends at the same time. I felt like I understood her on a whole new level now… and maybe I understood myself better too.

It was an hour into our conversation when she said, “Ryan told me about… the pictures.”

“The pictures?” I said.

“The ones she took of you.”

I turned dark red. I wanted to find Ryan and slap him across the face. “Yeah… those,” I said with a nervous laugh.

“So, uh… Did you like that?” she asked.

“Did I like it?” I asked.

“You know… dressing up like that… Did you like it?”

“Oh,” I said. “Um… I don’t know. It was… different.” To be honest, I did like it, and I didn’t want to lie to Evie and tell her that I didn’t, just because I wanted to preserve some reputation.

“Because… I’ve always kind of had this fantasy…” I could hear her blushing. “I was always too afraid to tell you.”

“A fantasy?” I said, perking up. It was a word that I’d never heard come from Evie’s lips.

“Well, I know it sounds silly, but just the thought of you, in lingerie… It’s always been a kind of… turn on.”

I was tingling all over. “Well, uh, I still have a ton of lingerie here in my place. They didn’t take it as evidence.”

Evie came over that night, and by the morning, it seemed like there had never been a break in our relationship.

Of course, I apologized like crazy. I felt so stupid for breaking up with her. She was perfect in every way. And, it turned out, she wasn’t ho-hum at all; she was just hiding that exciting side of her because she was afraid of what I might think of her.

I guess things do happen for a reason. I guess there was a reason for that crazy bitch to come into my life, to shake things up.

THE END
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Owen Baker has tried everything to quit smoking—everything except for hypnosis. His hopes aren’t high when he goes into Dr. Sandra Lee’s office, but he’s willing to try anything. Dr. Lee is supposedly the best in the business, after all.

The session is short, lasting only five minutes, but amazingly, Owen seems to be cured. His urges to smoke don’t return, and he suddenly has a new lease on life…

But he can’t help but notice a strange new problem: episodes of lightheadedness that always seem to end with the intense urge to rest. He’s experiencing hours of lost time. And even stranger, people on the streets are starting to recognize Owen, asking him strange questions like, ‘Why aren’t you dolled up today?’ and making creepy comments like, ‘Last night was a lot of fun.’

Maybe Owen has a female doppelgänger running around town… or maybe Dr. Lee did something sinister when she had Owen under her hypnotic trance.
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I’d been on that waitlist for seven months. “We just had a cancellation. Can you make it in today?” the receptionist asked me over the phone.

“I’ll be right there!” I said, springing to my feet.

Hypnosis was my last resort. I’d tried everything else: patches, vaping, dipping cigarettes into apple cider vinegar so that they would taste rancid when lit… I’d read all of the books on quitting, and I’d even had a few health scares that should have helped—but nothing worked. I would continue to get up in the morning, craving a cigarette, no matter how desperately I wanted to stop.

“Is it possible for you to be here in one hour?” asked the receptionist.

“No problem,” I lied. The clinic was over an hour from my house, and now, I was still in my pyjamas. I was still in bed. I even wondered for a moment if I was still asleep, and this was all some sort of dream. It really did seem too good to be true, but I usually didn’t have nice dreams; I was one of those people who only ever had nightmares.

I jumped out of bed and rushed to the bathroom to get ready. As I brushed my teeth, I looked at myself in the mirror. My clothes were outdated and ill-fitting, a stark reminder of my poor income… I’d been fired from my job at the recreation centre because my boss got sick of me showing up, smelling like cigarette smoke. Then, I got fired from my job at the daycare because I was caught smoking a cigarette outside, on the little playground (I made sure the wind was blowing the smoke away from the kids, of course).

The only job I was able to get was washing dishes at an old pub, making minimum-wage. Those damned cigarettes were holding me back from everything in life, it seemed…

Even my clothes took a hit. My once-white shirt was now a slight tone of yellow, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that was from the cigarette smoke.

I sighed and decided to push those thoughts aside. Today was about quitting smoking, not worrying about my appearance.

After a quick shower, I walked over to my closet to pick out an outfit. I settled on a pair of faded jeans and a t-shirt, nothing too fancy. I hastily put on my shoes and grabbed my wallet and car keys. As I rushed out the door, I couldn't help but glance back at my small apartment.

It was a tiny one-bedroom apartment with a single window that faced the street. The paint on the walls was starting to peel, showing the blue that the previous tenant had made every single wall in the house. My furniture was old and worn out, and it probably smelled like cigarette smoke. But it was home, and I was grateful to have a roof over my head… I guess.

I hurriedly made my way to the car and drove off to my appointment. As I drove, I mentally prepared myself for the hypnosis session. I knew it wouldn't be easy, but I was determined to quit smoking for good. I will admit that I was a bit scared, not knowing what to expect. I didn’t love the idea of relinquishing control to some therapist, letting her dabble around in my brain, picking through my thoughts. I didn’t know much about hypnosis, but from the research I’d done online, I knew that a good hypnotherapist could make a patient say just about anything.

I liked to think of myself as a private person. I didn’t often share details about my life with anyone. I couldn’t help but wonder if the hypnosis would even work, or if I would be too guarded, to resistant, too scared to reveal the thoughts that I had stashed away in my head.

I arrived at the hypnotherapist's office, and as I stepped out of the car, I took a deep breath. This was it. I was ready to finally kick the habit.

I had one last smoke. I savoured it. “I’m not going to miss you,” I whispered to that terrible stick of poison right after an unpleasant coughing fit. “I can’t wait to throw all you little fuckers straight into the trash.”

As I walked into the office, I felt a sense of calm wash over me.

Today was the day that everything would change.

I was struck by how different that clinic looked from any other doctor's office I had been to. The decor was hip, trendy, and modern, with sleek black and white furniture and abstract art on the walls. There was a strange statue of some African tribeswoman, doing some sort of strange dance.

“Hello there,” said a soft voice across the room. She was sitting on a large yoga ball, with a tiny white desk in front of her. I guess she was the receptionist. “You must be Owen Baker.” Her voice was so calm; I wondered if I’d walked into some cult meeting.

She greeted me with a warm smile and directed me to the waiting area. As I sat down on the plush couch, I noticed that there were no outdated magazines or medical pamphlets. Instead, there were interesting books and magazines on wellness, self-help, and personal growth.

The room had a pleasant aroma, a mix of lavender and eucalyptus. Soft instrumental music played in the background, adding to the peaceful atmosphere.

As I waited, I took in my surroundings. The hypnosis clinic had a peaceful and calming ambiance, which made me feel comfortable and at ease. The lighting was soft, and the decor had a minimalist feel, with a few carefully chosen pieces adding to the overall vibe.

The hypnotherapist came out to greet me, and I couldn't help but notice her stylish outfit and big, cult-like smile. She led me to a private room that had a comfortable recliner and soft blankets. The room was dimly lit, which added to the calming effect… at least, that’s what it was supposed to do. In all honesty, they’d swung the pendulum way too far in that other direction, making me truly feel like I was about to be initiated into some strange cult. “Neat place,” I said, looking around.

She didn’t reply, just staring at me with that weird smile. Then, after a long, silent moment, she said, “I want to tell you about hypnotherapy.”

The hypnotherapist explained the process and the benefits of hypnosis, and I was eager to start, to get it over with. She was an older broad, with wrinkles around her eyes and silver hair styled in a short bob. She wore a white lab coat, but it was her calm demeanour—or maybe I should say, her cult-leader demeanour—that caught my attention. Her blue eyes were clear, but her extreme calmness made me feel like I was being hypnotized just by being in her presence.

But I reminded myself that she was the best. She was world-renowned, with a stellar reputation that preceded her. Her name was spoken with reverence in the medical community, and patients from all over the world sought out her services. She had trained with some of the greatest minds in hypnotherapy and had developed her own unique approach that was both effective and highly sought after. Her reputation was built on years of experience and a proven track record of success in helping patients overcome their personal struggles…

At least that’s what her website said… Maybe it was all bullshit. It’s not like anybody looks into it. It’s not like any normal person has ever heard of a ‘Trance Master’ award… In fact, when I first read it, it sounded like total rubbish… so I looked into it. Here’s what the website said:

Introducing the "Trance-Master" award, an annual recognition given to the best hypnotherapist in the world. This prestigious award is presented to the hypnotherapist who has shown exceptional skill in the art of hypnotherapy and has made a significant impact on the field.

The Trance-Master award is the ultimate recognition in the hypnotherapy community, and it is highly sought after by both established and up-and-coming hypnotherapists. It is awarded based on a variety of criteria, including the number of successful sessions, patient satisfaction, and contributions to the field of hypnotherapy.

The award is presented at an annual gala event, which is attended by the top hypnotherapists in the world. The winner receives a trophy that is made of crystal and shaped like a pendulum, which symbolizes the hypnotic trance that they have mastered.

In addition to the trophy, the winner of the Trance-Master award is also given a significant monetary prize and is featured in various publications and media outlets. The winner's name is also added to a prestigious list of past winners, which includes some of the most respected and successful hypnotherapists in history.

The Trance-Master award is not only a recognition of the recipient's talent and skill, but it is also a celebration of the power of hypnotherapy to transform lives. The award serves to inspire and motivate hypnotherapists to continue to push the boundaries of the field and to help more people achieve their goals through the power of hypnosis.

Blah, blah, blah. I didn’t care about what awards she’d won. I just wanted her to end my smoking habit. I was even willing to pay the $5,600 price tag for that ninety-minute session; that’s how desperate I was.

Jimmy, my buddy, thought that I was insane when I told him how much I was paying. He thought I was a downright lunatic when I told him that results weren’t guaranteed, and that there was no refund if the session failed.

But… I was desperate. So I got settled onto that black leather couch. I got into the position that she wanted me in. I took deep breaths when she told me to take deep breaths. I looked into her intense eyes every time she told me to look into her intense eyes.

She began to speak in a soft, soothing voice, "Owen, take a deep breath in and slowly release it. Let your body relax and sink into the chair. You are in a safe and comfortable place."

I found myself resisting the suggestion, feeling hesitant about letting go of control. My muscles tensed up, and I struggled to relax. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being put under someone's spell.

"Imagine that you are walking down a path in the woods," she continued. "The path is peaceful, and the birds are chirping. You feel calm and relaxed. You are in control of your thoughts and feelings."

I tried to imagine the scene as she described it, but I couldn't fully immerse myself in the experience. I was too nervous and self-conscious, feeling like I was being tricked into doing something I didn't fully understand. I knew that I needed this… I knew that I needed to give in.

But I was so scared… scared of what she might find if she started poking around in my head.

"Now, imagine that you are holding a balloon in your hand," she said. "This balloon represents your addiction to smoking. You have the power to let go of the balloon and release the addiction. You can choose to be free from it."

As she spoke, I found myself becoming more hesitant. I couldn't fully let go of my addiction, feeling like it was a part of me that couldn't be easily discarded. I wanted to be free from it, but I didn't know if I was ready to take that step.

“No,” I whispered. I was shocked that I said it out loud.

“Let it go, Owen,” she said.

I bit down on my tongue.

"Take a deep breath in and slowly release it," she said. "When you open your eyes, you will feel calm and refreshed. You will be ready to face the world with a renewed sense of energy and purpose."

As she finished her statement, I opened my eyes, feeling like nothing had changed. I laughed and looked over at her, “Okay, so when are we doing the real thing?”

She smiled. “That was it,” she said. “Thank you for coming in today. I hope that your life is better after today. In fact, I know it will be better.”

“Wait… Are you fucking serious right now? That was what I paid six grand for!?”

“Your time is up,” she said. “Be sure to come back in a month for your followup.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head. “That was not hypnosis. You just told me to imagine popping a balloon! I could have done that in bed. I drove halfway across the province for this!”

“I’m sorry, Owen,” she said. “I’m sure that the receptionist explained the process to you over the phone when you booked your appointment.” She turned up her chin and smiled, and in that instant, I realized that this whole thing was just a scam to rip off desperate people like me…

And worse! She was ripping off grieving people too. There was a woman in the waiting room bawling her eyes out because she’d miscarried a baby. How could someone seriously sleep at night after taking advantage of grieving mothers?

“You’re a sick woman,” I said to her, glaring into her eyes with a scowl on my face. I couldn’t help it; I just couldn’t stand what she was doing to people.

“I think you should see yourself out,” she said, giving me an identical glare right back.

“I think you should have your license revoked,” I growled.

“And why is that?” she asked, starting to tense up. It was the first time she didn’t look quite so calm and tranquillized, as if whatever pot she smoked before I arrived had worn off.

“You’re just taking people’s money. I paid for ninety minutes, and I haven’t even been here for five! Now you’re saying I’m done!? You didn’t do shit!”

“It doesn’t always take a lot to get a desired result,” she said slowly, as if she was explaining herself to a four-year-old. “Now leave, before I call security on you.”

I stormed out of that building, hands clenched into tight fists. I was muttering swear words under my breath. The more I thought about it, the more I became convinced that the hypnotherapist was a fraud. How could anyone have the power to hypnotize someone so easily? It all seemed too good to be true. Did she really win that award? I looked up the award before the session… but maybe I should have tried to find some proof that she actually won it.

I drove through the streets of the rundown town. The heavy traffic and the chaos that seemed to dominate the city was particularly overwhelming. Cars were honking and weaving in and out of lanes, pedestrians were jaywalking and shouting, and the buildings on either side of the street looked especially old and decrepit, seemingly closing in on the streets, eating up lanes, forcing all of those cars into just a couple of congested lanes…

The streets were narrow, with potholes and cracks in the pavement. The buildings were rundown, with peeling paint and broken windows. The sidewalks were littered with trash and debris, and the air was thick with the smell of exhaust fumes. Someone honked at me, for seemingly no reason. I leaned out the window and shouted back at her. Then, she screamed at me and said, “You probably have a small cock, asshole!”

I still don’t know what I’d done… dumb cow.

As I drove through the streets, I noticed the different businesses that lined the sidewalks. There were small mom-and-pop stores, fast-food restaurants, and check-cashing places. The signs on the buildings were faded and peeling, and the neon lights were flickering. A homeless man was taking a piss right on the road, with his pecker loosely flopping left and right as he ran his hands through his dirty hair. I looked away, disgusted and annoyed.

The people in the town seemed to be in a rush, hurrying to get where they needed to go. It was as if time was of the essence, and there was no room for slowing down or taking a moment to appreciate the world around them… though, to be fair, there wasn’t much to appreciate in that lousy town.

As I pulled into my driveway, I felt a sense of disappointment. I had hoped that the hypnotherapy session would be the key to unlocking my potential and helping me overcome my addiction to smoking. But now, I was left feeling more confused and frustrated than ever.

I went inside and sat down on my couch, still brooding over what had just happened. I felt like I had wasted my time and money on a therapy session that was nothing more than a scam.

But as I sat there, I realized that I hadn’t had a single cigarette since the session. It had been two hours—and I should clarify that they were two extremely frustrating hours.

And not once did I have the urge to smoke…

But surely now that I was thinking about cigarettes, I would want to grab one.

That urge never came. In fact, the thought of smoking was… off-putting.

Hold up… Did the hypnosis actually… work?
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Night came. I still didn’t have the urge to smoke. It was already a new record: six hours without a cigarette between my lips; I didn’t even make it that far when I was chewing that gum.

Were the urges gone?

I thought for sure that I would wake up with one of those familiar urges. I usually had a smoke in the middle of the night (it was rare that I made it through eight hours of sleeping without waking up for a nicotine fix).

But there were no urges that morning.

Over the next few days, I began to notice a significant change in myself. The urges to smoke that had been a constant presence in my life for years were suddenly gone. I felt more energized and focused than I had in a long time.

I could breathe better, almost instantly.

At first, I was a bit skeptical. I couldn't believe that the hypnotherapy session had been so effective. But as the days passed, I became more and more convinced that the session had done exactly what it was supposed to do - break my addiction to smoking.

There was not one single urge to smoke.

I found that I had more time and energy than ever before. I was able to focus on my work and hobbies without the constant distraction of nicotine cravings. My sense of taste and smell had improved, and I felt more confident in my ability to stick to healthy habits.

I was amazed at how much my life had changed in just a few short days.

As the weeks and months passed, I continued to feel more and more like my old self - before I was a smoker. I had more energy, better focus, and a renewed sense of purpose. I knew that I had made the right decision to seek out the help of a hypnotherapist… Maybe I owed the woman an apology. I skipped out on the followup session, worried there would be a guard there to escort me away if I showed up.

I decided to send her a card. I went to the dollar store, picked out a nice thank-you card, and inside, I wrote, “I’m sorry for yelling at you.” I mailed the card that day, and I will admit that it made me feel a little bit better about snapping at the old broad.

Yet I was confused, remembering back on that appointment, which only lasted five minutes. How was she able to break my addiction with so few words? She just told me to pop an imaginary balloon… that was it… and that was enough to make me quit a twenty-year addiction, cold-turkey, with no withdrawals whatsoever. It just seemed too good to be true.

I don’t want to bore you with so many details, but I do want to tell you how quickly my life improved.

I dropped off some resumes to find a new, better-paying job, and for the first time ever, I was well-received. I got a new job, making almost double what I made washing dishes. When I took the bus or the train, people didn’t move away from me. In fact, strangers would start chatting with me. A young, pretty woman even started chatting with me one afternoon, and I left the train with her phone number.

I was smiling more often. I even started going to the gym, finally able to exercise for more than ten minutes without getting winded.

Life was great.

I had no complaints…

Until one day, as I was leaving the gym, a large, muscular man walked up to me with a grin on his face and said, “Don’t feel like playing today?”

I stared at him for a moment. “Sorry?”

“We had fun yesterday,” he said. “I’d love to do it again.”

“Do what again?” I asked.

I searched my memory, but I couldn't place him. I shook my head and apologized, but he just laughed and said, "No worries, man. We had a good time, though, didn't we?”

I was sure that he was talking to the wrong person. Maybe I looked like someone else…

But it almost seemed like he was talking to a girl. Maybe he was guy—I’m not one to judge.

I didn't know what he was talking about, but his tone made me feel uneasy. I looked at him more closely, taking in his appearance. He was wearing a tight-fitting tank top that showed off his muscular arms and a pair of gym shorts that hugged his thighs.

His skin was tanned and smooth, and his face was chiseled and handsome. He had a bit of stubble on his chin, and his hair was short and styled in a messy, just-out-of-bed look. He was a large, gym-toned man with bulging muscles and a stern expression on his face. He was the kind of guy who looked like he could bench-press a car and not break a sweat.

Despite his impressive physique and good looks, there was something about him that made me feel uneasy. The memory of our supposed time together was a complete blank to me, and I couldn't help but feel like there was something off about the whole situation.

I brushed that particular conversation off, but then, the very next day, something weird happened again. I was approached, in the street, by a thin man with a long moustache. He winked at me and then he said, “No dress today? It’s a shame; you looked so cute last week.”

“Last week?” I said. “Dress? What are you on about?”

“Oh, sorry,” he said, turning red. “I might have the wrong guy.”

It was a quick encounter. The man scurried off, embarrassed, and I was just left feeling strange, and uncomfortable. I was starting to wonder if I had some doppelgänger running around town, flirting with men, wearing women’s clothes. That’s certainly how it seemed after it happened for a third time. I was walking down the street, minding my own business, when another stranger approached me. He was a tall, thin man with dark hair and an unsettling glint in his eye.

"Hey there, why aren't you dressed like a girl?" he asked, grinning at me. There was a certainly terrifying bluntness about that question.

I was taken aback by the question. He had the wrong person. "Excuse me?" I said, trying to keep my voice calm.

"You heard me," he said, getting closer to me. "You're supposed to be dressed like a girl, but you're not. What's the deal? You’re normally dressed like a girl.”

I shook my head, feeling confused and unnerved by the stranger's behaviour. "I have no idea what you're talking about. You've got the wrong person," I said, trying to walk away.

But the stranger didn't let me go. He kept following me, insisting that I was the one he was looking for. He was getting more and more agitated, and I could feel my heart rate starting to rise.

I tried to stay calm and rational, but the stranger's behaviour was becoming increasingly erratic. I didn't know what to do, and I started to feel like I was in danger.

Eventually, I was able to break free from the stranger and escape. I was shaken by the encounter, and I couldn't help but wonder what had set him off. It was a disturbing reminder that there are some truly unstable people out there…

But he was saying something that I was hearing more and more: men who were convinced that they’d seen me as a girl, or been with me as a girl.

It happened again a couple of days later. “Hey man, do you have a twin sister?” asked a man with a nervous grin. He was staring into my eyes. And this encounter was especially odd, because I was forty minutes from my home, running an errand in a rougher end of town.

“Someone asked me the same thing the other day,” I said. “Why do people keep asking me the same thing?”

“There’s a girl who looks just like you,” he said. “I’ve seen her a few times down here. She’s really… something.”

“Something?” I said. “What does that mean? What does something mean?”

“I don’t know,” the man said. Then, he laughed. “She’s, uh… outgoing. Let’s just leave it at that.”

“No,” I said. “I don’t want to leave it at that. People keep telling me about this girl. It’s starting to get annoying.”

“I don’t know, man,” the older fellow said. “She just comes through here sometimes, flirting with everyone she sees. She just… looks a lot like you. But, of course, she looks like a girl, and you’re clearly not a girl.”

I finished my errand, starting to feel more and more uneasy about this doppelgänger who had seemingly come out of nowhere. I tried to convince myself that it wasn’t a big deal.

But it got weirder… a lot weirder.

I was walking down the street, lost in my thoughts, when a young woman approached me. She was tall and thin, with long red hair and a fierce expression on her face.

"You!" she shouted, pointing her finger at me. "You ruined my relationship! You stupid fucking whore!”

I was taken aback by her sudden outburst and couldn't help but feel confused. "What are you talking about?" I asked, trying to keep my voice calm.

"You know exactly what I'm talking about!" she said, getting closer to me. "You were the one who came between us, and now he's gone! You think you can just get dressed up like a girl and seduce guys… It’s fucking weird! And you should be ashamed!”

Now, people were turning to look. I felt my skin turning red. I had no idea what this woman was on about.

I shook my head, feeling more and more bewildered by the moment. I had no idea what she was talking about, and I couldn't help but feel like there was some sort of mistake.

“You just spread your legs like a whore, not caring who you’re hurting.”

"I don't know who you are," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "I've never met you before in my life. And I don’t know who your boyfriend is… And I don’t dress up like a girl!”

But the woman didn't believe me. She kept shouting and pointing, her anger growing with each passing moment. I could feel the eyes of the people around us, watching the scene with growing interest. I tried to walk away, but she followed me, screaming at me, making sure the audience of strangers grew exponentially by the minute.

Eventually, the woman stormed off, still shouting and gesturing. I was left standing on the street, feeling more confused and bewildered than ever.

People were staring at me, and I just stood there, pale-faced for a moment before shouting, “What do you all want?”

It was one of those moments that would have left me really, really wanting to smoke a cigarette… but now, those urges were gone. Instead of craving a smoke, I began to feel strangely lightheaded, like I needed to sit down.

It was a sensation that came over me often, since my hypnosis session. It almost seemed like that hypnotherapist had replaced my cravings for cigarettes with borderline flu-like symptoms. I almost felt feverish, now wanting to get home as quickly as possible. So that’s what I did.

And as soon as I got home, I went to my bed to have a nap, even though it was only 2:00 PM. I’d never been a napper… not until I quit smoking. But they say that napping is a healthy thing to do.

I found myself in a strange dream, where I was no longer myself but a woman. I looked down at my body and was surprised to see that I had long hair and curves that were foreign to me. But before I could process what was happening, I noticed that every stranger I saw had a look of intense desire in their eyes.

Men and women alike were drawn to me, drawn to my feminine form. They approached me with open arms, trying to touch me or kiss me. I was taken aback by their aggressive behavior, but I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement at the same time.

As I walked down the street, the strangers continued to approach me, trying to get closer and closer. Their faces were a blur, and their words were garbled, but their intent was clear - they wanted me.

I tried to run, but they were everywhere, closing in on me from all sides. I could feel their breath on my skin, their hands reaching out to touch me. It was a feeling of both terror and exhilaration, and I didn't know how to escape.

Finally, I woke up, my heart racing and my body covered in sweat. I looked around the room, relieved to see that I was alone. It had all been a dream, but it had felt so real.

As I tried to make sense of what had happened, I couldn't help but feel disturbed by the dream.

Now, it was 10:00 PM. I napped for a full eight hours. My whole sleep schedule was destroyed. I had to work in about eight hours, but I knew that falling back asleep was impossible.

I went to my bathroom to have a shower. That’s when I noticed some abnormalities. There were drips of water around my sink, as if someone had been splashing around in it. Some of that water was tinted black, as if it had ink in it. As I went to wipe up that water, I noticed something on my fingernails: small flakes of white, as if I’d accidentally dipped my hands into paint, but failed to get all of the paint off before it dried on. It wasn’t so easy to pick off either.

And then, as I showered, I noticed similar bits of white on my toenails, particularly near the cuticle. I worked hard to scrub it off, not wanting anyone to think that I’d been painting my nails… because I hadn’t been painting my nails.

Emerging from the shower, I noticed another abnormality, something that just didn’t add up: my ears were pierced. No, I wasn’t wearing earrings, but there were little holes. I was sure that I’d never gotten my ears pierced before.

And the strangeness continued. I stepped out from the bathroom and suddenly smelled the strong scent of perfume: an undeniable female smell. I went around my apartment, smelling it everywhere. I assumed it was coming from one of the neighbours… but it was particularly strong in my bedroom, which was in the corner of the building.

I didn’t like what was happening.

I tried to remain calm about it all, spending the night on my couch, watching TV because there was nothing else to do at that late hour. Honestly, the hours seemed to fly by quickly… unusually quickly.

At one moment, it was 2:00 AM… Then, it was suddenly 6:00 AM. And I could chalk it up to getting lost in the show that I’d been watching, but there was one detail that needed to be explained: I was in different clothes.

Yes, they were my own clothes, but they weren’t the clothes that I was wearing… at least I didn’t think that they were. To be honest, I never paid much attention to what I was putting on in the morning; I would just grab whatever was at the top of the pile. Now, I was wearing a green sweater and blue jeans, which wasn’t a combo that I ever wore (they were colours that really didn’t match).

But I brushed the anxiety away, assuming I was just experiencing a small blip.

I walked to work, lost in my thoughts, when I noticed something strange happening. Men kept glancing at me, as if they knew me, but I didn't recognize any of them.

At first, I thought it was all in my head, a figment of my imagination. But as I walked further, I noticed that it was happening more and more often. Men would turn their heads as I walked by, or they would stare at me from across the street.

I couldn't help but feel uneasy. I had never seen any of these men before, but it felt like they knew me. It was a strange and unsettling feeling, and I couldn't shake the sense of paranoia that was creeping in.

I tried to brush it off and keep walking, but the feeling of being watched was becoming more and more intense. I could feel eyes on me, even when I couldn't see the men who were watching.

Finally, I arrived at my workplace, feeling relieved to be off the street. But even there, I couldn't shake the sense of being watched. I felt like I was being scrutinized, like every move I made was being watched and analyzed.

It was a strange and disconcerting experience, and I couldn't help but wonder if it was all in my head. But as the day wore on, and I continued to feel the eyes of strangers on me, I began to wonder if there was something more to it. Maybe there was some sort of strange energy that was following me, or maybe there was a group of people who had it out for me.

Whatever the cause, I knew that I needed to be careful. The feeling of being watched was all-consuming, and I couldn't shake the sense of unease that it brought. I walked home, keeping my head down, trying to avoid the glances of strangers. It was a relief to be home, but I couldn't help but wonder when the feeling of being watched would return.

I just assumed that I was anxious and tired. And then, I showed up at my gym, to get a small workout in before I crashed for the night.

“I’m sorry,” she said, holding her hand out, palm facing me, telling me to stop. “You need to go.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Too many complaints. Honestly, you’re lucky we don’t call the cops for what you did. Not get out! Your membership is over here.”

“What!?” I asked. “What are you even talking about right now? I didn’t do anything!”

“I’m going to give you ten seconds to leave the premises, and then I’m calling the police.”

“This is crazy!” I said. “I swear I didn’t do anything! Can you at least tell me what it is I’ve been accused of doing?”

“It’s too vulgar,” she said, crossing her arms. “And the advances you made on our clients… It’s unacceptable.”

“Vulgar? What are you talking about?”

“Stealing clothes from the women’s changing room… pushing yourself onto men who are trying to workout… bartering for sexual favours. People come here to workout. This isn’t some filthy brothel!”

A large man came out from the back, arms bulging, scowl on his face. “Get out,” he growled, and that was a man that I wasn’t about to argue with; he had the strength to crush a skull with a single hand.

I stumbled out of that gym and hurried away from the building, not wanting to have my head kicked in. Three staff members stepped out to stare me down, warning me not to come back. “This is some sort of mistake!” I yelled. “I didn’t do any of that stuff! You’ve got the wrong guy!”

I didn’t even make it home before a stranger called out to me, “Hey beautiful! Getting dolled up tonight?”

“Leave me alone!” I shouted.

I was living in a nightmare. I had no idea what the hell was happening to me. It almost was starting to seem like someone was playing a cruel prank on me. I was on the verge of tears, tense all over with intense anxiety.

It was one of those moments where I would have killed a man for a cigarette, back before I quit smoking. Now, I was getting that drowsy feeling: that lightheadedness that made it hard to walk in a straight line. I stumbled into my apartment, rushed over to the couch, and then I crashed with a dull thud, fall asleep instantly.

I found myself in another strange dream, where I was getting dressed up like a girl. It was a feeling of excitement and anticipation, as I painted my nails and picked out the perfect outfit. I sorted through a drawer filled with panties: lacy panties, satin panties—and even whorish crotchless panties. I put my hand into the drawer to feel all of those fabrics, and then I moaned gleefully, my hair standing up on the back of my neck.

I looked like a princess with my blonde hair and bangs.

I had to pick out a dress: something cute, something tight, something perfect…

I sorted through the options and then landed on the most perfectest of them all:

The dress was a vision of pink, with soft, delicate fabric that shimmered in the light. It was a piece of clothing that could make anyone feel like a princess, and I couldn't help but be drawn to it.

As I picked it up, I felt a sense of excitement coursing through my veins. It was the kind of dress that made you feel like you were living in a fairy tale, like anything was possible.

I slipped it on, feeling the fabric brush against my skin. It was soft and cool, clinging to my body in all the right places. I twirled around, feeling like a ballerina in a music box.

The dress fit me perfectly, hugging my curves and making me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. Oh God! I loved that feeling so much! I moaned out with pleasure, as if the feeling of that fabric was enough to induce an orgasm. It was the kind of dress that made you stand up a little straighter, that made you feel like you could conquer anything.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but smile. It was a feeling of pure joy, a moment of perfection that made all of the struggles of life fade away.

The pretty pink dress was more than just a piece of clothing - it was a symbol of hope and happiness, a reminder that sometimes, the smallest things can bring us the most joy.

I wanted to put on a different dress… something even more perfect than the pink dress.

I found a white dress: small and petite, with a short skirt. It went perfectly with the black heeled booties that I had my eye on.

I felt giddy with excitement as I put on the dress and twirled around my apartment. I was filled with a sense of joy and freedom, as if nothing could stop me from being myself.

I looked in the mirror and was amazed at how beautiful I looked. My hair was styled perfectly, my makeup was flawless, and my outfit was on point. I couldn't help but giggle with delight, feeling like the most beautiful woman in the world. “Princess Ophelia,” I whispered in a girly voice. Then, I giggled.

As I skipped around my apartment, I felt a sense of lightness and freedom that I had never felt before. It was like I had shed all of the baggage and expectations of my everyday life and was able to be completely myself.

The dream skipped ahead, as dreams do, and I was suddenly in a club, filled with people dancing, drinking, laughing. The music was loud and the lights were low. I swirled into the room, feeling amazing in my cute white dress. All eyes quickly turned to me. I could feel the men ogling me, devouring me with their eyes. I caught myself winking at them… and then worse: I would walk up to them and brush my fingers over their cocks. I would bite my lip and stare into their eyes, watching as they became hypnotized by me.

Then, I would giggle, thrilled that I had so much power.

I danced with men. I sang along to songs. I drank shot after shot after shot. I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair. Oh God, I was having so much fun.

Then, as dreams do, everything skipped ahead. I was in the bathroom with a man. He had his hands on me. He was kissing my body. Then, I went down to my knees. I grabbed his big, fat cock, and I began to pump it, aiming it at my face. “Come on me,” I said to him. “Fuck my face and come on me.”

He groaned and I squeezed harder.

“Fucking come on my face!” I screamed.

And then, I was suddenly awake, in my apartment, gasping for air. I rushed over to the mirror and was relieved to see that I was not a blonde woman; I was just myself.

I sat on the edge of my bed, feeling lost and confused. The strange dreams that had been haunting me for weeks wouldn't stop, and I couldn't help but wonder if I was losing my mind.

As I thought back on the dreams, I couldn't shake the sense of unease that they brought. They were so vivid and strange, and I couldn't help but wonder what they meant… and if they were related at all to the strange accusations from strangers.

I was still too afraid to go anywhere near that gym.

And then there were the looks on the street - the glances from strangers that seemed to follow me everywhere I went. At first, I had thought it was all in my head, but now I wasn't so sure. It was like there was something out there, watching me, and I couldn't escape it.

I felt a sense of panic rising in my chest. What if I was having a mental breakdown? What if I was losing touch with reality? It was a terrifying thought, and I didn't know what to do.

I tried to push the thoughts out of my mind and go about my day, but the sense of unease wouldn't go away. Every person who looked at me, every strange dream that I had, seemed to be a sign that something was wrong.

As the day wore on, I found myself growing more and more agitated. I couldn't focus on my work, and I felt like the world was closing in on me. It was a feeling of complete helplessness, and I didn't know how to escape it.

I knew that I needed help, but I didn't know who to turn to. It was a feeling of complete isolation, and I couldn't help but wonder if I was the only one who had ever felt this way.

As I lay down to sleep, I couldn't shake the sense of fear that was consuming me. It was like I was trapped in my own mind, unable to escape the strange dreams and the constant feeling of being watched.

Then, I remembered that hypnotherapy session. Now, it seemed like a long-distant memory: almost three months earlier. But I couldn’t help but feel that woman had done this to me. When she went into my brain to fix my smoking addiction, she must have broken something. She must have crossed some wire with some other wire and created this whole catastrophe.

I remembered that she had a no-refund policy… but that didn’t mean that she had a no-corrections policy. This was possibly all her fault, after all, and maybe she would be inclined to address the issue if it meant avoiding a lawsuit.

So I called the office. I waited on hold for forty minutes before I finally got to speak to the calm receptionist with the cult-like tone in her voice. “I really need to talk to the doc,” I said.

“She can only speak to you if you have an appointment,” she said.

“It’s important. She messed me up and I need her to fix me, alright? It probably won’t take more than ten minutes.”

“I’m afraid I can’t facilitate that,” she said with an unnervingly calm smile in her voice. “Is there anything else I can help you with today?” For a moment, I wondered if I was talking to a robot.

“Please,” I said. “Just listen to me. Weird things have been happening since I was in a few months ago. She did something to me. I—I don’t know what, but I’m sure she knows. Please just go and get her.”

“I’m sorry, sir. I can put you on the waitlist, but I should mention that you will have to pay for the appointment.”

I took a deep breath and launched into my last attempt at a plea. "I need to see Dr. Lee as soon as possible. It's an emergency. I'm having these strange dreams and I can't shake the feeling of being watched. Please, is there any way you can fit me in? There must be something you can do for me!”

The receptionist didn't sound convinced. "I'm sorry, sir, but Dr. Lee's schedule is completely booked for the next year. You'll have to go on the waitlist like everyone else.” Her voice was finally starting to lose that cult-like fairness. She was getting annoyed with me. I wondered if the doctor told her about my outburst after my session.

I felt a sense of panic rising in my chest.

A year?

I couldn't wait that long. I needed help now. "Please, I'm begging you. Is there anything you can do?"

But the receptionist was firm. "I'm sorry, sir, but there's nothing I can do. We have a long waitlist, and Dr. Lee's schedule is completely full. You'll just have to wait your turn like everyone else."

I hung up the phone, feeling a sense of despair and hopelessness. How was I supposed to wait a year for help? The dreams and the feeling of being watched weren't going to go away on their own. And worse: all of those strange accusations. Did they have something to do with all of this?

No, it wasn’t possible. Those accusations were just absurd! If they were even remotely true, that meant that I was blacking out and living some sort of second life as a woman. It was just impossible. I didn’t have women’s clothes. I didn’t have makeup. I didn’t have nail polish or women’s shoes… and I didn’t look anything like a woman!

I went to the closet to grab my laundry bin, to take it down to the basement of the building to run a load. There, I noticed a box. I opened it nervously. Then, I screamed (much like a girl, mind you) when I saw the disembodied head staring back at me. I fell back and scrambled away from the severed head before realizing that it was the head of a mannequin, wearing a long blonde wig…

“W—What the hell?” I said. Why was this in my apartment? Who put it there? Why was it hidden in a box?

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach.

I knew what this meant, and I knew that it was not good.

I stared at it in disbelief. I didn't remember buying it, and I couldn't imagine why I would ever need a wig like this. It was like a piece of someone else's life, something that didn't belong to me.

And then it hit me. What if I had worn the wig before, during one of my blacked-out episodes? What if there were parts of my life that I couldn't remember, things that I had done or said that were beyond my control?

The thought was terrifying. It was like a ghostly suggestion that I was living in two worlds: one that I knew, and one that was hidden from me. It was a feeling of being lost and out of control, unable to remember what I had done or who I had been.

As I stared at the wig, I couldn't help but wonder what other secrets my life held. What other things had I done that I couldn't remember? It was a feeling of uncertainty and fear, and I didn't know how to escape it.

That damned doctor did this to me. I was going to sue her. I was going to end her career! How could she do this to a person!?

How could I prove it? How could I even afford a lawyer to try?

I put the wig back in the box, feeling like I was burying a piece of my past. I should have just thrown it away, but I was afraid to mess with it, as if it was some cursed, possessed thing that would be easily aggravated. I figured I could just leave it alone; maybe the police would need it as evidence one day…

Then came one of those anxious moments that would have normally been satisfied with a cigarette or two. A lightheadedness washed over me and I stumbled over to my bed before I fell down like someone suffering from intense narcolepsy. Within seconds, I was out cold… and then came the dreams—dreams that were now all too familiar—dreams that I wished would go away.

I suppose they were nightmares, even though I was perfectly content, satisfied, and happy while they'd played out.

I found myself in a strange dream, trapped in my own body as if I was possessed. I was at the mall, dressed up like a girl, and men were flirting with me, touching me, but I was unable to control what was happening.

It was like a nightmare, a feeling of being stuck in a body that wasn't mine, unable to stop what was happening around me. I could feel the touch of their hands on my skin, and it made me feel sick, like I was living in a world that wasn't my own.

It was so realistic. One man even cupped my ass and squeezed. I wanted to spin around and slap him, but I was possessed by an entity that liked being touched, fondled, groped. I turned around and grabbed him by the cock, massaging, squeezing. “Want to fuck me?” I asked the man.

He bit his lip and looked down my body. “I want to pound your pussy so fucking hard,” he growled.

“I have a cock,” I said. “But you can suck it if you want. Or you can just fuck my asshole. It’s up to you.”

I had no control over what I was saying. I was just stuck there, watching…

The man took me into the mall bathroom. He pushed me to my knees and forced me to suck his cock, and I had to suffer through every second. The dream just wouldn’t end. It was so awful….

But at the same time, there was a strange sense of enjoyment that I couldn't explain. It was like I was living a double life, one where I was trapped in my own body, unable to control what was happening, and another where I was a different person entirely, able to flirt and tease without fear or shame.

I let the man ejaculate on my face while I roared with laughter. “Yes!” I screamed. “Cum on my fucking face! Cum on my fucking face!” I had no control over the volume of my voice. I felt every hot, gooey blast

As the dream went on, I found myself growing more and more confused. It was like I was living in two worlds, unable to reconcile the person I was with the person I wanted to be.

I went straight back into that mall and got right back to eyeing strangers, grinning at them, inviting them over to talk to me. I let them touch me. I touched them.

And then the dream was over, leaving me feeling lost and uncertain.

Thank God it was over. I couldn’t take anymore…

I went to my bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror, looking into my own eyes. Then, I noticed a slight black smear under my eyes. I tried to rub it away, but it was stuck there, stained. It took fifteen minutes to scrub it away.

What was it?

I sat alone in my apartment, staring out the window at the bustling city below. It was a feeling of unease that I couldn't shake, a sense of uncertainty and confusion that seemed to follow me wherever I went.

As I thought back on the strange dreams that had been haunting me, I couldn't help but wonder… were they real?

It was like I was living in two worlds - one that I knew, and one that was hidden from me.

But what if the dreams were real? What if they were actually happening? What if I was putting that wig on that was in the closet, and heading out in the world? It was a terrifying thought, and I didn't know how to make sense of it.

I tried to shake the feeling of uncertainty, to convince myself that the dreams were just that: dreams. But there was a part of me that couldn't let go, a part of me that was horrified of the possibility of something more.

No—it was impossible. Sure, there was a mysterious wig in my apartment… but a wig isn’t enough to transform a person. It’s not like I could just slap a blonde wig on my head and turn into a woman who could go into public and seduce men. In my last dream, the man was convinced that I was a real woman; he even mentioned my ‘pussy’.

What if there was more than a wig in my apartment? What if the rest of that ‘disguise’ was hidden around?

I searched through my apartment, my heart racing with fear and uncertainty. I didn't know what I was looking for, but there was a sense of urgency that I couldn't shake. I knew that I could answer these horrible questions in my head if I could just confirm that there was nothing more than that strange wig.

As I rummaged through my front-hall closet, I stumbled upon a box that I didn't recognize. I opened it, and to my horror, I found it filled with dresses, skirts, blouses, and lingerie.

Lace, satin, latex. One outfit even had a crotch hole for ‘easy access’ during intercourse. “My God…” I whispered.

But that wasn't all. As I dug deeper, I found a container of makeup: lipstick, eyeliner, blush—everything that a woman might use to enhance her beauty—or what a man might use to disguise himself as a genuine woman.

My mind was racing. I didn't remember buying any of this, and I couldn't imagine why it would be in my apartment. It was like a piece of someone else's life, something that didn't belong to me.

“No, no, no,” I whispered.

And then it hit me: what if I had worn the dresses before, or used the makeup? What if there were parts of my life that I couldn't remember, things that I had done or said that were beyond my control?

The thought was terrifying. If that stuff was real, then the dreams were possibly real. And if the dreams were real, then that meant that I’d been with men: I’d sucked off strangers. I’d allowed men to push their fat, erect cocks into my asshole. Men had ejaculated onto my face, into my mouth. I could even remember one horrible dream where I rubbed the warm cum all over my chest and crotch…

But it wasn’t a dream.

I put the dresses and the makeup back in the box. My hands were trembling. I was short of breath. I felt like I was going to faint.

My apartment was a complete disaster. I had spent the last twenty minutes tearing through my things in a frantic search for something, anything that would give me a clue to what was happening to me.

I prayed that the existence of that girly attire was just some sort of coincidence… but how else could it be explained?

Clothes were strewn all over the floor, drawers were pulled out and emptied, and papers were scattered everywhere. It was like a storm had ripped through the place, leaving chaos and destruction in its wake.

As I looked around, the air was thick with dust and the smell of sweat. I could feel my heart racing with fear and desperation.

I was getting light-headed. I felt like I needed to lay down and close my eyes… but I didn’t want it to happen again. I didn’t want to live through another one of those dreams… which weren’t dreams at all, but hours of my life that I had no control over, and very little memory of.

It was a scene of pure desperation and helplessness, a place where something terrible had happened and the aftermath was all that was left. As I tried to put things back in order, I felt that lightheadedness growing, begging me to move to my couch, to close my eyes for just a minute…

But I tried to fight it. I couldn’t let it take me. I couldn’t succumb to it again.

Suddenly, I blacked out, face-planting into the hard, cold floor.


3



Istood before my mirror, blonde hair on my head. I was carefully putting lipstick on my lips, humming a cute little tune. My eyes were already done: eyeliner, mascara, and a soft blue eyeshadow that had a bit of a 90s vibe to it.

I was happy with how I was looking, but I wasn’t quite finished. Next to me, a video was playing on my laptop: a makeup tutorial video.

“Hey everyone, it’s Kiera, your favourite beauty influencer here, and today I'm going to be showing you how to create the perfect everyday makeup look.

“First things first, you want to start with a good base. Make sure you've got your moisturizer on and then apply your favourite primer. This will help your makeup last all day and prevent any creasing or fading.

“Next, it's time to apply your foundation. I like to use a beauty blender for this, but you can use whatever tool you prefer. Just make sure to blend it in really well, especially around your jawline and hairline.

“After that, it's time to cover up any blemishes or dark circles with concealer. I like to use a lighter shade to brighten up the under-eye area and then a shade that matches my skin tone to cover any blemishes.

“Now it's time for the fun part - adding some colour to your face! I like to use a peachy blush on the apples of my cheeks and then add some highlighter to the tops of my cheekbones, the bridge of my nose, and my cupid's bow. Here’s a little trick: blush on the top of your nose. I know it seems weird, but stick with me. It’s, like, the cutest little detail ever. See? Isn’t that so adorable?

“Lastly, it's time to add some colour to your lips. I like to use a neutral pink shade for an everyday look, but you can use whatever colour you like best.

“And there you have it - the perfect everyday makeup look. Just remember to have fun with it and make it your own! Thanks for watching, and I'll see you in the next one.” She blew a kiss at the screen and then, for some strange reason, I blew a kiss back.

Now that I knew this wasn’t just a ‘dream’, I felt more present. I was more aware of what was happening. I wasn’t drifting in and out quite as much. I was conscious, but still entirely out of control. I was still stuck watching every minute, helpless. I almost wished that I could go back to the way it was, where the whole ‘dream’ was nothing but a blur, with a few strange memories here and there.

I didn’t want to know what I was going to end up doing.

I looked at myself in the mirror, still not quite believing what I was seeing. I had spent hours getting ready - doing my makeup, putting on my blonde wig, and picking out the perfect dress.

The blonde wig had long, straight hair with delicate, wispy bangs that framed my face. It was made from soft, silky fibres that felt surprisingly natural against my skin. When I put it on, it transformed me into someone else entirely, someone who was more confident, more beautiful, more alive.

And now, looking at my reflection, I realized that I really did pass as a woman. My makeup was flawless, my hair was perfect, and my dress was cute and stylish… though short and skimpy.

It was a moment of both excitement and fear, a realization that I could be anyone I wanted to be, that I could live a different life if I chose to.

But even as I grappled with these conflicting emotions, I couldn't help but feel a sense of confidence—confidence that I absolutely was not used to having… confidence that didn’t belong.

I had this alien thought in my head: feeling like anything was possible, and I was finally free to be whoever I wanted to be. But that’s not who I wanted to be! I wanted to be myself, not some blonde slut.

And I really was dressed like a slut. That dress was tiny, with a skirt so short that my ass was out to anyone who wanted to see it.

But my God! The frilly white shoulders of the dress felt so amazing against my skin. The sheer fabric was so light and airy. I felt so free, even though my whole body was on display. But whatever was in control of my body simply didn’t care that I was totally exposed.

Before leaving the apartment, I watched myself head into the kitchen. I dug into the far end of my medicine cabinet, producing a small orange pill bottle. I took three of those little pills. What was I taking?

Then, I went back to the mirror, looking at my chest through that sheer fabric. I watched myself as I cupped my own chest, squeezing my non-existent tits. What the hell was I doing? Why was I now massaging my pecs?

I tried hard to wake myself up from that dream… No—it wasn’t a dream. It was a hypnotized state. I knew that I could take control of my body again—I just didn’t know how to do it. I tried straining. I tried focussing as hard as I could, trying to overpower the poltergeist that was in control.

And for a brief moment, I managed to make myself stop. I managed to override that hypnotic programming. I forced myself to look down at my hands, seeing that I’d painted my nails a soft white. “No,” I managed to say, as if I was trying to talk some sense into myself. “You aren’t doing this.”

But the feminine pushed back. The girl inside of me was determined to go out and have her fun, using me against my will. After a few seconds, I was on the street, humming that cute little tune under my breath. And within a minute, I was smiling at strangers, winking at me, and even twirling around as the soft breeze tickled my skin.

People stopped to look at me, probably thinking that I was high on ecstasy. I just giggled, not caring what they thought. But where was I going?

I stopped at a street corner of a busy intersection. A man stepped up next to me, clutching a briefcase. I looked at him, staring right into his eyes. I tried hard to force myself to look away, but that female demon that was in control was too powerful.

Finally, the man looked over and returned the smile. “Good morning,” he said.

“That suit looks super hot on you,” I said.

He blushed, tensing up all over. Then, he laughed nervously. “Um, thanks. I, uh, like your dress too. It really suits your figure.”

“You can fuck me in it, if you want,” I said.

His eyes grew wide. The light turned green and he scuttled away, tense, nervous, probably thinking that I was a prostitute. And honestly, I was starting to wonder if I was a prostitute. Maybe that’s what I’d been doing during those black-outs: selling myself to any man who wanted me. After all, I afforded that wig and those clothes somehow.

The feminine inside of me spotted a hefty man across the road. I crossed when it was clear, and approached him directly. “Hey, big boy,” I smiled. He turned to look at me, looking me up and down, seeing through my sheer dress.

“Can I help you?” he asked.

“I’m working,” he said. He was organizing a fruit stand outside of a busy grocery store.

“When do you go on break?”

“Why?” he asked, narrowing his gaze.

“I bet you have a big, fat cock,” I said. “I’d love to suck you off.”

He turned white, freezing. He stuttered, and then he looked around. “I, uh, need to head inside.” He rejected me, scurrying off.

And now I knew why so many people recognized me, and why I’d been banished from so many shops and venues.

Next, I arrived at a rundown gas station. It was a sad and sorry sight, like a relic from a bygone era. The pumps were old and rusted, with peeling paint and faded signs. The building itself was made of weathered wood, with a sagging roof and broken windows. There was a flickering neon sign that read "open", but it was clear that the place had seen better days. The lot was empty, with only a few scattered pieces of trash blowing in the wind. It was a place that was forgotten and ignored. I went through the door, and then the cashier sprung to his feet. “No,” he said. “You get out! Out!” He had a thick Middle-Eastern accent. “Get out or I’m calling the cops.”

My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t know what I’d done, but I had some terrible ideas.

I just grinned at him. “If you let me stay, I’ll make it worth if for you,” I said.

“This isn’t a brothel!” he shouted. “You carved that hole into that bathroom wall! Do you know how much it cost me to patch that hole!?”

Oh God—what had I done? Was he telling me that I’d made a glory-hole in his gas station bathroom?

I couldn’t help but wonder just how many times I’d been out as a girl. Had this been going on since the day of the hypnosis? That was months ago now… Just how many men had I been with in that time?

I ran off, being chased away by the gas station owner. And a normal, sane person would have gone straight home to hide away in shame, but the whore inside of me wasn’t satisfied—or even fazed by the humiliation. She just went on to the next place: a downtown mall that was busy with businessmen, now getting off for lunch.

The downtown mall was a bustling hub of activity, filled with businessmen and women who were out on their lunch break. The air was thick with the smell of food, coffee, and the hustle and bustle of people going about their day. For a moment, I felt invisible, almost relieved to be in a big crowd where everyone had their own lives and their own problems.

Amidst the crowds, there was a small barbershop, where men in sharp suits were getting their hair trimmed and styled. The barbers were skilled, their scissors and clippers moving with precision as they transformed their clients' hair into perfectly groomed styles.

Outside the barbershop, the mall was a flurry of activity. People hurried past, clutching bags of shopping, talking on their phones, and rushing to make their appointments. The sound of footsteps echoed off the polished tile floors, and the hum of conversation filled the air.

There were restaurants and cafes, with the smells of fresh food wafting out into the corridors. The bright lights of the mall illuminated the faces of the people who hurried by, each with their own purpose and destination.

I stood in the middle of that busy place, near a large water feature, which occasionally misted me with a pleasant moisture. I looked around slowly, scanning. And it was a moment before I realized exactly what I was doing: looking for a target.

I was like the Predator, or the Terminator, scanning all of the potential victims in that area, trying to pick out one that was bound to cave to me. I stood in the middle of the bustling mall, my heart racing as I scanned the crowds of people, looking for the perfect 'victim'. Dressed as a girl, with my blonde wig and cute dress, I felt more confident and alive than I ever had before.

As I looked around, I searched for someone who looked like an easy target, someone who might be flattered by my attention and willing to indulge my growing addiction to male attention. It was a dangerous game, but one that I couldn't resist.

And then I saw him: a man in a sharp suit, his eyes scanning the shops and stores around him. He looked confident and successful, and I knew that he would be the perfect person to approach. There was just something about him: a cockiness that showed on the grin on his face. I watched him as a pretty young woman passed him, and he turned around to stare at her bum, even licking his lips as his eyes bulged slightly from his head.

He almost seemed too easy.

But in that moment, I wanted someone easy, someone who wasn’t going to reject me, because my hunger for cock was growing. I was practically squirming, trying to resist the urge to simply throw myself at a random man, to rip down his pants, to plunge his cock into my mouth. I knew doing something stupid like that would get me arrested, but if I couldn’t find a man to take me soon, there was a good chance that I would end up in the back of a police cruiser, being added to some sex offender list.

As I made my way over to the sharp man, my heart pounding with excitement and fear, I could feel the eyes of the people around me on me. But I didn't care. All that mattered was the rush of adrenaline that came with the pursuit.

And as I approached him, my mind already racing with thoughts of what might happen next, I felt a sense of freedom and power that I had never known before. Finally, his gaze looked up, meeting mine. He paused for a moment as I grinned.

The sun beamed down through one of the skylights, seeming to cast a golden spotlight right on him, like the universe was handing him to me as a sort of divine gift.

I stopped in front of him and let him scan my body. I bit my lip and said, “Lunch break?”

“Want to get lunch with me?” he asked.

He was tall and lean, with chiseled features and a confident stride. His hair was dark and styled perfectly, and he wore a sharp suit that fit him like a glove.

I caught a whiff of his cologne: a musky, masculine scent that was both alluring and powerful. It made my heart race even faster, and I felt a surge of desire that I couldn't ignore.

Our eyes met, and for a moment, I felt like I was under a spell. There was something magnetic and intoxicating about him, something that made me want to surrender to my every desire.

It was a dangerous game, but one that I couldn't resist in that hypnotized state. I took a deep breath and stepped closer, feeling the heat of his body as we stood face to face. And even as I felt the thrill of the chase, I knew that I was playing with fire, and that there would be consequences to my actions. “Fuck lunch,” I said. “I just want you to bend me over and fuck me.”

His eyes beamed. He stuttered for a moment before letting out a nervous laugh. He looked around, trying to decide if he was being pranked, and then he looked back at me. “You serious?”

I nodded my head.

He didn’t need much convincing. He grinned, and then he said, “Lead the way, beautiful.”

I led him through the mall. It wasn’t a mall that I’d ever been in before… at least that’s what I thought. I knew the way through it. I knew to go upstairs, and then I found the hallway that went down to the service closets and storage rooms. I took the man down a long back corridor, and then we found the storage room of a shoe store, filled with shoe boxes.

The room was cramped and cluttered, with rows of dusty cardboard boxes stacked haphazardly against the walls.

The only source of light was a single flickering bulb that cast eerie shadows on the walls, making it difficult to see what was stored in the boxes. The air was musty and thick, with the smell of old leather and dust.

The room was filled with the sounds of scurrying rats and the distant hum of the mall's HVAC system. The only thing that broke the silence was the occasional creaking of the floorboards as we made my way through the maze of boxes.

Within moments of being in that room, I was undressing. I took off that tiny white dress and then turned to the man, naked.

“Oh shit,” he said, looking down. “You’re trans.”

I nodded my head with a smile. “You don’t have to touch it if you don’t want,” I said softly in that feminine voice. “Or, if you want, you can suck it and play with it. It’s up to you.”

He hesitated for a moment before coming up to me. He put his hands on me, caressed my skin and then he leaned in, kissing me on the neck. His musky cologne filled my nostrils. I let out a soft moan. His lips moved down my body. He found my nipples and began to suck.

I cannot begin to describe the intensity that came next; my nipples were insanely sensitive, making me tingle all over. He sucked hard, making them swell, becoming erect. I reached down and gripped his shaft through his black slacks. I grabbed hard and pumped, feeling the blood rushing into his member.

And again, I tried hard to regain control of myself, of my life. I tried to right the ship that was my body, but the feminine ghost that was commanding me would not relinquish control. I tried so hard, but it was a pointless fight, leaving me feeling mentally exhausted as I was forced to watch like a prisoner in my own body.

I watched as I dropped to my knees, as I fished out his erection, as I sucked his cock. I watched as he began to face-fuck me, thrusting in and out of my throat, grunting and groaning. I felt everything: every warm, throbbing vein. I felt his bulging tip. I felt him grabbing my hair and pulling. Luckily, I had about ten bobby pins holding my wig on, but that just made it hurt when he pulled.

I moaned.

“I fucking love it when you fuck my face,” I said, looking up at him, with saliva all over my lips and chin.

He pushed his veiny cock back into my mouth and used me like a fuck-toy for another few minutes.

Next, I was on my hands and knees. He mounted me from behind. He penetrated me with his finger, pushing far into my asshole. Then, he stuck in a second finger. I moaned in pleasure as a terrible dread consumed me.

I was about to be fucked by a man, and I had no control over it.

He stepped in close, sliding his saliva-slicked cock between my ass cheeks. He groaned a loud groan, and then he spat, adding a bit more saliva to make it a bit more slippery. I felt his gob of spit trickling down my ass crack.

I felt his hands gripping my hips. I felt his tip finding my hole. Then, I closed my eyes as he pushed into me, filling my tight asshole with a fat, throbbing cock.

He pumped me, relentlessly. He was a man with no regard for his partner, me. I screamed out loud, feeling my insides being stretched mercilessly. It would have been nice to be eased into it, but the whore controlling my body was perfectly fine with what she was getting.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he growled, gripping me hard with both hands. He plunged fiercely down into my body. I felt his huge cock ripping into my insides.

It hurt, but there was an intense feeling of satisfaction. I stopped trying to fight. I let him own me. I went limp and gave in to the dominating presence of the powerful man. It was strangely freeing, letting go, even if it was just for a few minutes… He only lasted a few minutes.

But those few minutes were enough to satisfy all of the intense, powerful urges that had driven me to putting on that wig, that makeup, that little dress. It was all worth it. In that moment, I felt the exact same that I felt after a long, stressful day, when I would light up a cigarette and allow the smoke to fill my lungs.

In that moment, I knew that the hypnotherapist traded in my smoking addiction for a new addiction: one that was much more dangerous and certainly much more shameful. She took away my desire for cigarettes and replaced it with a desire to be owned and dominated by men.

Satisfied, with an ass full of a stranger’s cum, I made my way home. I walked in the door of my apartment, showered, retrieved some nail polish to remove the white from my fingernails, stashed away the wig and the dress, and then I sat on the toilet and pushed the cum out of my body. A minute later, I went to the floor where I blacked out, settled down, closed my eyes, and then I opened them again.

And then, it was just as if I hadn’t gone out as a woman. It was as if the whole thing was like a dream… but now, I knew that it wasn’t.
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Icouldn’t keep living like that. A week went by, and in that week, I must have blanked out ten times, losing easily twenty to thirty hours of my life. Sometimes I would be present and conscious (but out of control), and sometimes I would just be completely oblivious to what was happening, and I would wake up confused and frightened.

One particular instance put me over the edge, making me realize I needed to address this issue before it went any further. I woke up in my bed, in the middle of the day, with a sore ass, and there was a puddle of cum on my mattress that suggested four men had ejaculated inside of me. The soreness suggested the same; and maybe they tried to be inside of me at the same time.

I was lucky that I wasn’t infested with STDs! I was lucky that I hadn’t come across some angry person who figured I was better off dead.

Now, I couldn’t go out in public; it seemed like I was recognized everywhere I went. The moment I stepped outside of my apartment, people would look at me. I started running all of my errands on the other end of town, but even there, gazes would turn to me and eye me questionably. And the strangers continued approaching me. “If you want to get dolled up tonight, I’ll make it worth your while,” said one stranger into my ear, as I stood and waited for the train.

Another stranger told me that I gave him the best blowjob of his life. “Whenever I masturbate, I think about that blowjob,” he said with a smirk.

I was reduced to tears, rushing into a bathroom and locking myself in a stall. It was horrible, having absolutely no control over my life, knowing that I could slip into that state of unconsciousness at any moment.

It seemed to happen whenever I was stressed out about something: whenever I would normally turn to cigarettes.

I tried throwing out the wig, the clothes, and the makeup—but somehow, I would get my hands on new stuff. I would see the charges on my credit card: purchases at the mall, at wig shops, at makeup stores, and so on. And each time, the haul would be hidden somewhere else in my house, as if my feminine identity was trying to keep it hidden from my male identity.

I eventually stopped throwing it out, realizing I would go broke if that alternate persona kept spending money to replace it.

A truly frightening moment came when I got out of the shower one evening and saw, in the mirror, that I had lumps on my chest: the forming of breast tissue, pushing out, giving me something between an A-cup and a B-cup. I felt sick—so sick that I puked in the toilet. My nipples had doubled in size. I looked like I had the body of a teen girl, and there was a soreness in my chest, as if those ‘breasts’ were still growing.

Then, I remembered the pills. I rushed to the medicine cabinet and rifled through it until I found the strange orange bottle. I searched the name online and found that they were estrogen pills.

How long had I been taking them? Where did I get them?

I threw them in the trash, but the next day, they were back: a new bottle. While I thought I was sleeping, my second persona must have gone out to retrieve a new bottle. A week later, my breasts were noticeably bigger. My testicles were noticeable smaller. I was losing muscle mass, gaining fat on my hips and in my thighs. I was transforming into a woman, against my own will.

One afternoon, I woke up to the smell of toxic bleach. I scanned my whole apartment for the source of the smell, then, in the mirror, I saw that the smell was coming from my head. Now, I was blonde. My shaggy hair was now more sand-toned, matching that wig. In a panic, I rushed to grab my electric razor. I plugged it in, turned it on, and then something stopped me, like an invisible hand gripping my wrist, not allowing me to shave my head.

I tried hard to fight myself. I was determined to sabotage the female apparition that was taking over my body—but she was stronger than me. She fought me until I was exhausted… And then came one of those terrible moments of lightheadedness. I went to lay down, and then I blacked out, off to be a whore against my will.

I remember flashes of that particularly blackout. I remember being with a man and a woman, possibly a couple. We were in the back room of a club, all naked. My cock was in the mouth of the woman, and the man’s cock was in my mouth. I sucked him until he came on my tongue, and then the woman forced me onto my hands and knees while the man held me in place. She pushed her fist into my asshole and plunged. She told me that she wasn’t going to stop until I was ejaculating—and she succeeded in making it happen after fifteen sore, brutal, intense minutes.

And I knew it wasn’t a dream because I couldn’t walk for a day; the pain was too intense in my ass.

I spent that painful day trying to phone Dr. Sandra Lee, the hypnotherapist who cursed me with this horrible condition. I only got her receptionist, who kept telling me I had to wait on the waiting list, which I was already on. “You don’t understand,” I said. “This is an emergency.”

But she didn’t care.

I decided to go into the office, to try to force my way in to see Dr. Lee, which turned out to be a mistake. The receptionist told me to leave after telling me Dr. Lee was busy. “But it’s an emergency,” I said.

“I know that,” she said with a groan. “That’s what you said on the phone. But it’s not really an emergency. You aren’t dying. It’s as much an emergency for you as it is for anyone else, and everyone else is on the waiting list. Now please leave.”

I fought with her. I argued and then I started yelling. She told me that she was going to call security. “Fine! I dare you to call security! Do it!” I shouted.

And then she did it. Worse, she took my name off of the waitlist and told me that I wasn’t welcome to return. “You can’t do this to me!” I shouted.

But before I was pulled away, I caught a glimpse of the schedule on her desk. I saw the list of names. I saw that she had a 3:30 PM appointment in a day with a woman named Iva Claire. I even saw Iva’s phone number and address as the security guard’s arms wrapped around me. I took mental note of that address, and then I was pulled away.

Now, I had a plan: a desperate plan, but I was desperate. I got into my crappy little car and started up the clunking engine. I drove across town, my hands sweating on the steering wheel as I tried to steady my nerves. I knew that what I was about to do was crazy, even dangerous, but I was desperate. I needed to borrow her identity, her life, and if this failed, I had no other options. If I couldn’t get back into Dr. Lee’s office, then I would suffer from this debilitating illness for the rest of my life.

As I drove, my mind raced with thoughts of what might happen. What if I got caught? What if the woman recognized me, like so many other people? What if she called the police? What if I was making a huge mistake?

But even as I felt the weight of my fears bearing down on me, I couldn't stop myself. I was driven by a sense of desperation and a need for change, to rid myself of this feminized curse, and I knew that there was no turning back.

When I finally arrived at the woman's house, I parked my car down the street and tried to steady my breathing. I knew that I had to be careful, that I had to move quickly and decisively if I was going to get what I needed.

As I made my way up to the door, my heart pounding in my chest, I felt a sense of fear and anticipation that I had never felt before. I was stepping into the unknown, risking everything for a chance to fix my fucked-up life.

And even as I felt my mind starting to unravel, even as I began to lose my grip on reality, I knew that I had to keep moving forward. There was no turning back now, no second chances. This was it, the moment of truth.

The rough, poor residential part of town was a stark contrast to the glitz and glamour of the city's more affluent areas. The streets were littered with trash and debris, and the buildings were old and run-down, with cracked sidewalks and peeling paint.

The houses were small and cramped, with old cars and broken-down bicycles littering the yards. The air was thick with the smell of exhaust and pollution, and the sounds of barking dogs and shouting children echoed through the streets.

There was a sense of hopelessness and despair that hung over the neighbourhood, a feeling that life here was a struggle, a battle that was fought every day just to survive. And even though there were signs of life and vitality in the occasional community garden or children's playground, the overall feeling was one of sadness and neglect.

She answered the door after the second knock. She only opened the door a crack, careful not to allow me access to her home. “Can I help you?” she asked softly.

I was instantly taken aback by her stunning freckles. I had freckles like her when I was young, but they’d faded over time. Iva’s were bold and beautiful, and they made her seem so stunningly innocent, filling me with a terrible guilt for what I was about to do to her.

Iva was a beautiful young woman, with long dark hair and bright, almond-shaped eyes. She had a delicate face, with high cheekbones and full lips that gave her an air of sophistication and elegance. But despite her beauty, she looked worn down by life's hardships. Her hair was unkempt, and her clothes were threadbare and old, with patches and tears here and there.

Iva's home was rundown and in disrepair, with peeling paint and a sagging roof. The windows were old and foggy, with cracks that let in the cold winter air. Inside, the home was small and cramped, with mismatched furniture and an air of neglect.

“Well?” she said.

“Iva Claire?” I said, trying to muster up a smile. It's hard to say exactly how Iva could afford a hypnotherapy session with Dr. Sandra Lee, one of the most expensive therapists in the province, given her apparent poverty and rundown living situation. However, there are a few possibilities.

One possibility is that Iva was able to obtain the funds for the therapy through a charitable organization or government program. It's possible that she was referred to Dr. Lee by a social worker or other professional, who recognized the need for her to receive the therapy and helped her obtain the necessary funds to pay for it.

Another possibility is that Iva may have sacrificed other basic needs or necessities to be able to pay for the therapy. For example, she may have foregone buying food or other essentials in order to save up for the session with Dr. Lee. This would be a risky and potentially dangerous decision, but it's possible that Iva felt that the therapy was worth the sacrifice.

It's also possible that Iva may have received financial assistance from a friend or family member who recognized the importance of the therapy for her well-being. This would be a more fortunate scenario, but it's certainly possible that Iva was able to find someone who was willing to help her pay for the expensive therapy.

As I peered into her home, I noticed a black lacy piece of lingerie resting on the back of a sofa chair, and the sight of the outfit made my heart race. I suddenly couldn’t help but wonder if she’d whored herself out to make that money. Maybe she’d reduced herself to being a prostitute, just to gather the funds to see Dr. Lee, to rid herself of whatever was bothering her.

Given Iva's poverty and rundown living situation, there could have been a number of issues that she might have wanted to address with hypnotherapy from Dr. Lee.

One possibility was that Iva was dealing with stress and anxiety related to her financial struggles. She may have felt overwhelmed by her circumstances and the constant pressure to make ends meet, which could have been affecting her mental health and well-being. Hypnotherapy could have helped her to manage her stress and anxiety, allowing her to feel more calm and centred even in the face of difficult circumstances.

Another possibility was that Iva may have been dealing with trauma or other emotional issues related to her past experiences. If she had experienced abuse, neglect, or other traumatic events, this could have been affecting her current mental health and well-being. Hypnotherapy could have helped her to process these experiences and move forward in a more positive and healthy way.

Finally, it was possible that Iva may have been struggling with a specific issue or habit that she wanted to change. For example, she may have been struggling with an addiction or unhealthy behaviour that was holding her back from reaching her full potential. Hypnotherapy could have helped her to overcome this issue, giving her the tools and techniques she needed to make positive changes in her life.

Ultimately, there were many potential reasons why Iva might have sought out hypnotherapy with Dr. Lee, and it was difficult to say for sure what her specific goals might have been. Regardless of the reason, I was about to take the opportunity away from her, at least for a period of time. Sure, she could have rescheduled. She could get back onto that waitlist, and maybe they would even bump her up to the top of the list once they realized what I’d done… I tried not to think of who I was hurting to get what I needed. My own situation was increasingly desperate. It was only a matter of time before I ended up dead: beaten to death by some stranger who was less than excited to be hit on by some trans whore.

“Do you need something?” she asked.

“I’m with Dr. Sandra Lee’s office,” I said, producing a warm smile. “We tried to reach you over the phone, but we may have the wrong number in our system.”

“I just got a call an hour ago from your office,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “Confirming my appointment for tomorrow.”

“Right, well, I’ve actually come here to tell you that Dr. Lee is unwell and will have to reschedule. Like I said: I tried calling, but the number in our system was for some downtown laundromat.”

She had a confused look on her face. “She’s sick?”

“Yes,” I said. “About an hour ago, in fact—she started coughing and felt lightheaded. I’m sure it’s just a flu, but she’s going to take a few days off to rest. Then, we’ll call you about rescheduling.”

As I stared at her, I took note of all her features. I examined her long brown hair, her dark freckles, her blushing cheeks. I was going to need to recreate her look.

“Should I call the office now to reschedule?” she asked softly.

“No! No, no, no, don’t do that. The office is closed for the day. You can call on, uh, Tuesday. That will be the best time to call. I’m really sorry about this, but we’ll make sure to get you in right away to see Dr. Lee.”

“O—Okay,” she said.

I smiled, nodded my head, and backed away slowly. The guilt inside of me was strong.

Next, I stopped at a thrift store, to find an outfit.

I stepped into the shop, and was immediately struck by the musty smell of old clothes. The place was dimly lit, with flickering fluorescent lights overhead that gave everything a sickly, yellow hue. The aisles were narrow, and there were racks of clothes crammed together, leaving barely enough room to move. It was the perfect place to buy an outfit that some poor girl would have worn.

The clothes themselves were old and tattered, with faded colours and frayed edges. Most of them looked like they had been worn for years and then discarded, their owners moving on to something newer and better. There were rows of threadbare t-shirts, faded jeans with holes in the knees, and worn-out sneakers with scuffed soles.

Despite the shabby appearance of the clothing, there was a certain charm to the thrift store. There was a feeling of discovery in finding something that was one-of-a-kind, something that had a history and a story behind it. I could picture the person who had worn each item, wondering what their life was like and why they had given it up.

As I made my way through the store, I sorted through the clothes, pulling out a few girly items that caught my eye. But as I looked more closely, I began to see the flaws and imperfections - a stain on a shirt, a tear in a pair of pants, a missing button on a jacket. It was clear that these clothes were past their prime, and I was left wondering who would want to wear them.

I felt a wave of strange sensations washing over me. As my fingers grazed a satin dress, I paused. I looked at the dress and then my body tingled all over. It was a surprisingly cute little dress for that particular store: short, ruffled, with lace sleeves and a low-cut top. I picked it up and felt my body tingling all over with excitement. I wanted to wear that dress…

It was almost like that feminine demon was trying to force herself out of me, trying to take control even though it wasn’t her turn. I didn’t want to put that dress down. I wanted to feel it against my skin, all around me.

I wasn’t there for cute dresses. I needed a tattered outfit that would make me look like Iva.

I forced myself away from the cute outfits and found some more appropriate attire. I found a sweater that was gently worn. Then, I found the perfect pair of jeans:

The tight jeans were made of a soft, stretchy fabric that had been worn just enough to fit the curves of the body perfectly. They were a deep, dark blue, with just a hint of fading at the seams and knees that suggested they had been gently worn over time. They hugged the body in all the right places, accentuating curves and creating a flattering silhouette. The waistline sat just above the hips, drawing attention to the narrowest part of the waist and creating a feminine shape. The fabric was soft and pliable, with just enough give to allow for easy movement.

As I looked more closely, I could see the fine details that made the jeans so special. The stitching was tight and precise, creating a clean and polished look. The back pockets were placed just right, drawing attention to the curves of the buttocks and creating a flattering look from every angle.

Despite being tight, the jeans were still comfortable to wear. The soft fabric felt good against the skin, and the waistband was snug without being constricting. The slight stretch in the fabric meant that the jeans moved with the body, creating a sense of ease and fluidity in movement.

I’d never looked at clothes like that before. Now, I felt almost hypnotized, analyzing the tiniest details of the clothing in that store. And it really did seem like I was hypnotized. Hardly realizing it, I spent two hours in that shop, sifting through nearly every single rack, feeling so many different fabrics against my skin.

And in that moment, a strange realization came to me: the feeling of the feminine attire was satisfying in the same way as a cigarette. While I was allowing myself to indulge in feeling clothes and trying on dresses (yes, I tried about six different dresses on), those lightheaded sensations stayed away. It was almost like I was getting my fix without having to blackout and allow that demon-whore to take me over.

To test my new theory, I bought more than just the tattered disguise that I would wear to Dr. Lee’s office. I also bought a few cute dresses, a skirt, and some panties. I brought everything hole and put it on my bed. I satisfied those urges again by putting the clothes on my body, letting out a sigh of relief, as if I was taking a long drag from a smoke after a long, tedious day.

I fished some lingerie out from my closet. I put it on and sat in it while I watched television. For the first evening in months, I didn’t have one of those strange episodes. I didn’t slip into that feminine state of mind.

Maybe I was onto something. Maybe there was hope for me if Dr. Lee couldn’t help me out.

Maybe I could control that other side of me more than I realized.

It was the next morning when I started to feel that lightheadedness coming on, right after I got off the phone with my now-ex-boss (he told me that I was no longer needed at work). I felt compelled to run to my bed, to rest, but I fought that urge and instead ran to the closet and pulled out my bag of feminine clothes.

As I dug through the bag filled with dresses and skirts, I couldn't help but feel excited by the possibilities. There was a delicate, floral-print sundress with a full skirt that swished as I moved, and a classic wrap dress in a rich, jewel-toned blue that would be perfect for a night out.

There were also several skirts to choose from, each with its own unique style. One was a flirty mini-skirt with a ruffled hem and a bold, graphic print, while another was a more demure midi-skirt in a soft, pastel hue. There was even a maxi-skirt with a daring high slit, perfect for making a statement at a summer party.

Oh God, the fabrics felt so fucking good against my skin.

In addition to the dresses and skirts, there were a few tops and blouses to mix and match. One was a sheer, lacy blouse that would look great with a pencil skirt, while another was a crisp white button-up that would be perfect for the office.

Each of the outfits was cute and stylish in its own way, and I couldn't wait to try them on and see how they looked. As I pulled each one out of the bag, I imagined all the different occasions where I could wear them - a casual brunch with friends, a romantic date, or even a fancy gala.

It was a few minutes before I realized the urge to pass out had gone away. I’d successfully fought it back, keeping control over my body. But to keep it away, I knew that I had to indulge, just a little bit. So I put on a black dress. I put on black heels. I put that wig on my head, and then I put on a touch of makeup. My God, it really was like smoking a cigarette… or five.

I relaxed into my couch, perfectly aware, perfectly conscious, perfectly in control.

And then I eyed the clock and saw that it was nearly time to go to my appointment, which was actually Iva’s appointment.

I hated to get out of that dress, but I knew that I needed to dress the part. I put on the used sweater and and the worn jeans. At least the clothes were comfortable—and tight. I’d come to love the feeling of tight clothes against my skin; there was just something so, so satisfying about it.

I put on the girly sneakers I picked up at that same thrift store. Then, I found the brunette wig I picked up on the way home. I completed the outfit with the sheepskin jacket (also from the thrift store). And then came the makeup.

I looked through my search history and found which YouTube channel my alter ego used for makeup tutorials. I found the perfect tutorial to create a fake-freckle look.

“Hey everyone, it's your girl here, back with another makeup tutorial! Today, we're going to be creating a super trendy look with fake freckles. If you've ever wished you had a cute smattering of freckles on your face, but don't actually have them naturally, this tutorial is for you.

“To start, I'm going to use a lightweight foundation and apply it evenly all over my face. This will create a smooth, flawless base that will help the freckles look more natural.

“Now, we're going to create the freckles using a technique called "dotting." I'm going to use a brow pencil in a warm, golden brown shade, which will create a natural-looking freckle color.

“Taking the pencil, I'm going to start by dotting it lightly across the bridge of my nose, and then gradually work outwards towards my cheeks and forehead. I'm making sure to vary the size and placement of the dots, so that they look as natural as possible.

“Once I'm happy with the placement of the freckles, I'm going to use a small brush to blend them in slightly. This will help to soften the edges and make them look more like natural freckles.

“Next, I'm going to add a bit of dimension to the freckles by using a slightly darker shade of brown. Using the same dotting technique as before, I'm going to add a few larger dots on top of the smaller ones, focusing on areas where the sun would naturally hit the face.

“Finally, I'm going to finish off the look with a light dusting of bronzer and a bit of mascara. The bronzer will help to give the face a sun-kissed glow, while the mascara will add definition to the eyes.

"And there you have it! A trendy, freckled look that's perfect for summertime. Give it a try and let me know how it turns out!”

I followed the tutorial to a tee, and the results were impressive. I couldn’t help but wonder if Iva had learned to do her own makeup by following that exact same tutorial, because I really did look like her. I spent a few minutes practising my voice. I’m not sure how I was able to speak so convincingly like a girl when I was in that hypnotized state, but with some practise, I was able to get something decent—something that I was hopeful that Dr. Lee would buy (and more importantly, her receptionist who guarded the door into that mystical therapy room).
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As I got into my car and started the engine, I couldn't help but feel a sense of desperation wash over me. I was on my way to Dr. Sandra Lee's office, but I wasn't going as myself - I was going as Iva Claire, the young woman whose identity I had stolen. God, I felt so bad for stealing her identity and the time slot that she’d waited months for… But I needed it more than her, or anyone.

It wasn't a decision I had made lightly. But I was desperate. I needed Dr. Lee's help again, this time to cure me of a new addiction to men that had taken hold of me. And I knew that if I went to Dr. Lee as myself, she would turn me away—if I could even get through the door before security apprehended me.

As I pulled into the parking lot of Dr. Lee's office, I could feel my palms starting to sweat. This was it, the moment of truth. I had to go through with this, or I would never be cured of this new addiction.

I kept my head down and tried to blend in with the crowd, hoping that no one would recognize me. But every time someone looked my way, my heart would skip a beat.

I took a deep breath and got out of the car, making my way into the building.

As I walked into Dr. Sandra Lee's office, I couldn't help but feel a knot form in my stomach. I was disguised as Iva Claire, but what if someone saw through my disguise? What if Dr. Lee knew who I really was and refused to help me?

But I had to take the chance. This was my only chance to see Dr. Lee again, to beg for her help in curing me of this new addiction that had taken hold of me. I couldn't let it go any longer.

As I approached the receptionist's desk, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. I kept my head down, hoping that no one would recognize me. But the receptionist simply looked up and smiled, and asked for my name.

"Iva Claire," I said, my voice trembling slightly. I don’t even think I spoke as loud as a whisper.

The receptionist nodded and handed me a clipboard with some forms to fill out. As I took the clipboard, I couldn't help but glance around the waiting room, trying to see if anyone was staring at me. But everyone seemed to be minding their own business, lost in their own thoughts.

I quickly filled out the forms, trying to keep my hands from shaking too much. When I handed them back to the receptionist, she gave me a warm smile and told me to take a seat.

As I sat down, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I had made it this far, and no one had recognized me yet. Maybe I could really pull this off. I was close—closer than ever before. There was hope for me… but I still didn’t know what I was going to tell the doctor.

But I knew that the hard part was yet to come. I had to face Dr. Lee and beg for her help. And I had to hope that she would still be willing to help me, even though I was using a false identity.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves.

As I sat in the waiting room, I couldn't help but feel like every minute was an hour. The clock on the wall seemed to tick by at an excruciatingly slow pace, mocking me with its steady rhythm. Tick, tock, tick, tock, tick….

I tried to distract myself with a magazine, flipping through the pages with a restless energy. But I couldn't focus on the words or the images - my mind was consumed with worry and fear.

What if Dr. Lee recognized me? What if she knew that I was really Owen, and not Iva Claire? What if she turned me away, refused to help me?

Every time someone walked through the door, my heart would skip a beat, and I would hold my breath, hoping that they weren't here to see Dr. Lee. But they always were, and I would sink back into my seat with a sense of defeat. And every time someone came through the door, I was partly terrified that it would be the real Iva Claire, there to expose me as a fraud and a criminal.

The minutes stretched on, seeming to go on forever. I could feel the sweat on my palms, the tightness in my chest. I wanted to get up and leave, to run away from this nightmare. But I knew that I couldn’t. I needed Dr. Lee's help, and I had to see this through.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the receptionist called Iva’s name. I stood up, feeling like my legs were made of lead, and made my way to the door. It was time to face Dr. Lee, to beg for her help, and to hope that she would be willing to give it to me.

Her office was somehow different than I remembered. There were large plants in every corner of the room. The roof seemed somehow higher, and the walls seemed tighter, as if they were closing in on me.

“Take a seat,” said Dr. Lee with a smile on her face. “Let’s get into it right away. I imagine you’re relieved to finally be here with me.”

“Yes,” I said softly.

“Are you nervous?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

"Well," Dr. Lee said, as I sat down across from her in her office. "It's nice to see you again. How have you been feeling?"

I tried to keep my voice steady as I responded, doing my best to imitate Iva's soft tone. "I've been okay," I said. "But I've been struggling with some issues lately."

Dr. Lee leaned forward, looking at me with a concerned expression. "What kind of issues?" she asked. “Related to your brother again?”

I took a deep breath, and then launched into the story that I had practiced in my head a hundred times. I told her about my recent struggles with anxiety, about how I had been having panic attacks at work, and how I had been unable to sleep at night. And then, I began to segue into the real issue: the blackouts, the strange urges to seek out men.

Dr. Lee listened attentively, nodding her head in all the right places. When I was finished, she leaned back in her chair and looked at me thoughtfully.

"Well, I think I can help you with that," she said. "I've developed a new process that I think could be very effective in treating what sound like very troubling episodes. It's a form of hypnosis that I call 'reprogramming therapy.'"

She went on to explain how the process worked, how she would put me into a deep state of relaxation, and then use a series of carefully crafted suggestions to help rewire my brain, replacing negative thoughts with positive ones. It all sounded very generic, but I knew how powerful she was, so I remained optimistic. She gave me this illness, so surely she could also take it away.

"It's a very powerful technique," she said. "And I've had a lot of success with it in the past. I think it could be just what you need to overcome your episodes."

I listened to her words, feeling a sense of hope rising up within me. Maybe this was it! Maybe this was the key to curing me of my new addiction—whatever you might call it.

Now, she was staring into my eyes, with a slight grin on her face. There was a silence in the room.

“First, I’m going to lead you into a simple, relaxed state of mind. Relax into the couch. Close your eyes. Listen carefully to my words, and we’ll work on clearing your mind.”

“Okay,” I whispered. It was hard to relax, knowing that I could slip at any moment, especially if she was going to hypnotize me. What if I ended up telling her who I really was? Would she call the police and have me arrested for identity theft?

"Good," she said, her voice soft and soothing. "Now, I want you to imagine yourself in a calm, peaceful place. Somewhere that makes you feel safe and happy. It could be a beach, a forest, a mountaintop… Anywhere that brings you a sense of serenity."

I closed my eyes, and tried to follow her instructions. I imagined myself standing on a quiet beach, with the sound of waves lapping at my feet, and a warm breeze blowing through my hair. It was peaceful and calm, and I felt myself relaxing.

"Good," Dr. Lee said, her voice a gentle whisper. "Now, I want you to focus on your breathing. Take slow, deep breaths, and feel yourself sinking deeper and deeper into relaxation."

I did as she said, taking deep breaths in and out, feeling the tension slowly melting away from my body.

"Very good," Dr. Lee said. "Now, I want you to picture a door in your mind. Do you see the door, Iva?”

“Yes,” I whispered. I could see the door very clearly, in fact, as if it was really there in front of me. There was something about Dr. Lee’s words, something about the way that she spoke. It wasn’t necessarily the words that she chose, but it was the tone of her voice; it almost seemed to resonate in my head, as if she was speaking directly into my ear. Dr. Lee's voice was a thing of profound intensity. It was a soft, soothing whisper that seemed to wrap around me like a warm blanket. But there was an underlying power to it as well, a sense of authority and control that commanded my attention and held it fast.

As she spoke, I felt myself slipping into a trance, my mind completely focused on her words. It was as if nothing else existed in the world; there was just me, and her voice, and the sense of calm and peace that came with it.

And yet, there was also a subtle undercurrent of danger to her voice - a sense that she could take me anywhere she wanted, and that I would have no choice but to follow. It was a feeling of vulnerability and submission that was both terrifying and exhilarating.

In that moment, I realized just how skilled Dr. Lee was as a hypnotherapist. She had a way of weaving words together that was both hypnotic and persuasive, drawing me deeper and deeper into a world of her own making. It was both thrilling and frightening at the same time, and I couldn't help but wonder what she was capable of doing with that power.

“Now, Iva, I want you to sink deeper into your state of relaxation. Can you still hear me? Are you still with me?”

“Yes,” I said softly.

“Okay, good. Now, tell me your real name.”

My heart fluttered. My stomach turned. Why was she asking for my real name? Was she onto me?

I wanted to lie to her, but I was incapable of lying. She had control over me. “Owen Baker,” I said.

“And why did you steal Iva Claire’s name and identity, Owen?” she asked with that calming voice.

My heart raced. It was a feeling that I now knew all too well: being trapped in my own body, watching and listening as my body acted against my will. “I stole her appointment, to see you,” I said, hypnotized.

“Identity theft is a crime, Owen,” she said. “It’s a serious crime. Do you understand the severity of what you’ve done?”

“Yes.”

“Do you understand that I could call the police right now and have you arrested?”

“Yes.”

“So what is it that you really want?” she asked.

My heart was pounding ferociously. I had no control. I wanted to get up and run, but I couldn’t move a single muscle.

“Whenever I’m stressed out, I blackout.”

“What happens when you blackout, Owen?”

“I become a different person. I put on a wig and women’s clothing, and makeup. I go out and seduce men.”

“What do you do with these men?”

“I beg them to fuck me. I beg them to let me suck them off.”

“And when do these blackouts end?” she asked.

“Once I get what I want,” I said bluntly.

“And this started after our appointment, did it?”

“Yes,” I said.

“And you think that I did it to you, Owen?”

“Yes.”

“What makes you think that?”

“It’s the only possibility,” I said.

“I didn’t do that to you, Owen. In fact, I record all of my hypnosis sessions. Your particular session was only five minutes long, like most of my smoking cases. Would you like me to play back your session for you, so you can hear for yourself?”

I was silent, trembling all over, still wanting to get up and run out of that room before I ended up being arrested. She went to her computer and loaded up my last session. She played it. She let it run from start to finish; it really only was a few minutes long. She even played back the part where I yelled at her and accused her of being a scam artist.

“Are you still smoking?” she asked me.

“No,” I said.

“Good,” she said. She paused for a moment, as if considering her words carefully. "Well, Owen," she said, her voice soft and soothing. "It's possible that your addiction to smoking was simply a mask, a way of hiding from something deeper and more profound. Something that you may not even be fully aware of yet."

She leaned forward in her chair, her gaze fixed on mine. "It's not uncommon for people to use vices like smoking as a way of numbing themselves to difficult emotions. But when we take away that crutch, those emotions can come rushing to the surface. And sometimes, they can take unexpected forms."

I felt a sense of panic rising inside of me. Was she suggesting that I was gay? That I was some kind of pervert? Was she suggesting that I secretly loved going out and finding men to fuck my brains out?

But Dr. Lee seemed to sense my discomfort. "Don't be afraid, Owen," she said, her voice soothing. "There's nothing wrong with who you are. We all have different desires and urges - it's what makes us human. And if exploring these urges is what you need to do to find happiness and peace, then that's what we'll work on."

She leaned back in her chair, a small smile playing at the corner of her lips. "But for now," she said, her voice slipping back into that hypnotic whisper. "I want you to focus on the present. On this moment, and the possibilities that lie before you.”

As Dr. Lee's words echoed through my mind, I felt a terrible sense of panic rising up inside of me.

Could it be true?

Was I gay?

The thought was terrifying… not because I had anything against gay people, but because it would mean that everything I thought I knew about myself was wrong.

For as long as I could remember, I had been attracted to women. I had dated plenty of them, and had never even considered the possibility that I might be interested in men. But now, with Dr. Lee's words ringing in my ears, I couldn't shake the feeling that there was something inside of me that I had been ignoring… something that I didn't want to face.

No! It was impossible. I wasn’t attracted to men. Even now, as I sat in that office, I could muster up the image of a woman in my mind and get a certain satisfaction from it—a satisfaction that I couldn’t get from thinking about a man. I loved the idea of being with a woman, romantically. I loved everything about women: their curves, their soft hair, their delicate nature. In fact, I loved women so much that I couldn’t help but love the idea of being one myself…

I froze up suddenly as that thought entered my brain. I allowed it to resonate for a moment, even though I badly wanted to chase it away. Was that thought my own, or was it implanted in me by the hypnotherapist?

Now, I was thinking about men again, but not in a romantic sense. I wasn’t romantically interested in men… but I did enjoy the thought of being dominated by them. I thought back on all of the sexual experiences that I could remember with men, over the past couple of months. I let out a soft whimper, remembering the intense satisfaction of being used by a horny man: being pumped and filled… It was a terrifying thought. But at the same time, there was a part of me that felt a strange sense of excitement at the thought. A part of me that had always been curious about what it would be like to be with a man, even though I had never acted on it consciously.

As I sat there in Dr. Lee's office, I felt like I was on the edge of a precipice, looking out into an uncertain future. But one thing was certain - things would never be the same again.

Dr. Lee studied me for a moment, as if weighing her words carefully. "Owen, I believe that you may be experiencing what we call gender dysphoria. It's a condition where a person's gender identity doesn't match the sex they were assigned at birth. It's a complex issue, and one that can be difficult to come to terms with.”

I felt a sense of shock wash over me. Was she suggesting that I was transgender? The thought was somehow both terrifying and exhilarating. Could it be possible that all of these confusing feelings and urges that I had been experiencing were simply the result of being born into the wrong body?

But before I could even begin to process what she was saying, Dr. Lee continued. "It's also possible that you're bisexual - that you're attracted to both men and women. These are both valid identities, Owen, and ones that we can work on exploring together."

As I sat there, stunned and uncertain, Dr. Lee's words echoed through my mind. Could it be possible that I was both transgender and bisexual? It was a lot to take in, to say the least.

Dr. Lee's voice was soft and gentle as she spoke, but her words hit me like a ton of bricks. "Owen, I believe that you stole Iva's identity because, deep down, you wanted to be a girl like her. You were drawn to her, and to the life that she lived, because it represented something that you were craving: a chance to be someone else, someone different."

I felt a sense of shame wash over me as I heard her words. Was it true? Had I really been so desperate to escape myself that I had resorted to stealing someone else's identity? It was a painful thought, but at the same time, there was a strange sense of relief in it, like I was finally starting to understand what was going on inside of me.

Dr. Lee leaned forward in her chair, her gaze fixed on mine. "But Owen," she said, her voice soft but firm. "You can't run from who you are. You can't escape your own identity, no matter how hard you try. And in the end, it will only lead to more pain and confusion. It’s possible that when we took the crutch of smoking away from you, your body no longer had a coping mechanism to hide from your deepest feelings and desires, so it started to manifest a second identity.”

I felt sick, but still frozen, still unable to move from the spot where I was hypnotized. She still had control over me. And it seemed like she was still trying to decide what to do with me.

“Owen, when I snap my fingers you will regain control of yourself. But first, I want you to imagine a doorway, in your mind. I want you to slowly approach this doorway. On the other side of the door is your true self: the person you want to be more than anything else in the world. And on the other side of that door, there is no judgement: no self-judgement and no judgement from others. Once you’re on the other side of that door, you can be whoever you want to be, whether that’s a man, a woman, a homosexual, a bisexual, or a heterosexual. Step through that doorway.”

I did as she asked, feeling a shockwave of warm energy flowing through me. Then, she snapped her fingers. I suddenly felt control returning to me. I looked into her eyes, seeing that she was watching me closely with that dark grin.

“You—You’re not going to call the cops, are you?” I asked.

She laughed, shook her head, and then she pointed at the door. “You have thirty seconds to get out of this building before I call the police.” Her demeanour had changed completely. Her tone of voice was no longer soothing or hypnotic. Now, she clearly remembered the way I spoke to her after our last session.

I scurried out of her office, past her receptionist, and I headed straight to my car, heart pounding. The rest of that day was filled with uncertainty, worried that the police were going to show up at my door at any moment.

I sat on the edge of the bathtub in my small bathroom, staring at my reflection in the mirror. It was like I was seeing myself for the first time… or at least, seeing a part of myself that I had never really acknowledged before. I was still dressed like Iva, still with those fake freckles and that reddened nose.

Dr. Lee's words echoed through my mind - about being transgender, about being bisexual, about stealing Iva's identity because I wanted to be a girl like her. It was all so much to take in, and I didn't even know where to begin.

But as I sat there, my mind racing with thoughts and questions, a part of me felt like a weight had been lifted. Like maybe, just maybe, there was a reason for all of the confusion and pain that I had been feeling.

I looked down at my hands, still shaking with emotion. I spent a minute trying to collect myself, trying to catch my breath. I could feel a lightheadedness coming on, and I wondered if it was going to end with one of those blackout episodes.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself, and began to remove the makeup that I had put on earlier. As I wiped away the last traces of foundation and mascara, I felt strange, like I was washing away a piece of me. Without the makeup there, I just felt… bare. It felt like something was wrong and out of place.

I looked back up at myself in the mirror, feeling a strange sense of anticipation. There was a whole world of possibility out there, and for the first time in a long time, I felt like maybe, just maybe, I was ready to start exploring it.

I grabbed my makeup and put a touch of mascara back on, and suddenly that lightheadedness fluttered away. An intense satisfaction filled me and then the muscles in my tense body seemed to relax all at once. I let out a soft sigh of relief. The feeling only got better when I retrieved a gentle piece of lingerie to put over my skin.

It felt good, but it wasn’t quite appropriate to wear out. This time, I wasn’t going out to find some easy target; I wasn’t going out to find a man who could fuck my brains out and satisfy deep-down desires that had been festering for years—maybe even decades.

I rummaged through the box of dresses and skirts, trying to find the perfect outfit for the night. I had already put on my makeup and styled my hair, feeling more beautiful than I ever had before. It was like something inside me had clicked into place, and for the first time, I felt like the person I had always been meant to be.

As I tried on different clothes, I pondered different names for my new identity. Iva had been a good name, but it didn't feel like me. Maybe something more classic, like Elizabeth or Victoria. Or something more modern, like Madison or Peyton.

The excitement was growing by the second. I couldn’t stop smiling. I tried biting my lip to keep the smile away, but it didn’t help much.

I settled on Madison, liking the way it sounded when I whispered it to myself. It felt like a fresh start, a chance to be someone new, someone better.

I slipped on a tight-fitting dress and admired myself in the mirror. It hugged my curves in all the right places, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement. It was like I was a new person, free to explore a whole new world of possibility. Oh God, that fabric was so amazingly soft on my skin; that feeling alone made all of this uncertainty worthwhile.

As I stepped outside, the cool night air sending shivers down my spine, I felt a sense of fear and excitement wash over me. I was scared of what people might say or think, but at the same time, I was excited to show off my new self to the world. Dr. Lee gave me this gift, whether or not I deserved it.

And as I walked down the street, feeling the eyes of strangers on me, I knew that this was just the beginning of my new life as Madison. A life that was beautiful, exciting, and full of endless possibility.

THE END
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Mike wants the best for his pregnant girlfriend, Kara. Pregnancy has been tough for her, with constant pain and nausea. Some mornings, she looks like she’s on the brink of death.

In a desperate attempt to make her feel normal, he takes her out on a date, to the carnival. It’s a fun time until an episode of gruelling pregnancy pain ruins it all. Mike can’t take much more, but Kara’s about to get some relief after the carnival’s fortune teller hears Mike saying that he wishes, more than anything, that he could take on that pregnancy for his girlfriend.

In the morning, life changes in the most dramatic way possible.
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Ireally did hate seeing my girlfriend in so much pain, every day. I felt like such a bum, watching her every morning as she barfed in the bathroom. I would try to stroke her back or hold her hair, and she would just push me away. “I’m sorry, but the thought of being touched right now is just… repulsive.”

She had many strange pregnancy symptoms. Her legs would ache randomly. She was pissing constantly. She would even pee in her pants with no warning. I will admit that I giggled the first time she cried out, “I’m pissing myself!” If I could go back in time and take that giggle back, I would.

Kara was over it, and she was only three months in.

And every day seemed like some new symptom: new aches, new pains, new nauseas, new discharges.

The worst symptom was her complete lack of sex drive. Around the six-week mark, her desire to have sex vanished. If I touched her, she would shudder all over. “I just can’t be touched right now,” she would say.

I tried my best to be understanding, but after four weeks without sex, I began to realize just how impossible the next eight months or so were going to be. I couldn’t live without sex!

I tried talking to her about it. “We need to find a way to make it happen,” I said to her.

“I just can’t think of that right now,” she groaned. She hadn’t gone three full hours without suffering from some pregnancy-related ailment. I felt terrible when I heard her puking, when I heard her groaning, unable to sleep as she tossed and turned. And then came her inability to control her body temperature. She was always putting on sweaters, turning up the heat, turning our house into a furnace. Then, she would put on old movies and she would sit there and cry hysterically, overwhelmed with intense pregnancy emotions. Every single movie brought her to tears, including Die Hard, which I watched while she was using a massage device to massage the forming blood clot in her leg.

The food cravings were starting up too. Each night, she would send me to the store to fetch something new: ice-cream, chips, meat, fish… and then I was nearly puking when she sat on the couch and ate a whole jar of pickled herring.

Her breath smelled like pickled herring when she looked at me and said, “I’m suddenly super horny… like, uncontrollably horny. We need to fuck right now.”

“What?” I said, stunned.

She was like a possessed woman, crawling on top of me, pinning me down, rubbing her plump body all over me. She kissed me and licked me and mashed her body firmly against mine, moaning softly. She peed in her pants but was too horny to care. I felt the wet, warm pee seeping through her dress, seeping through my pants.

It was only the second time in our ten-year relationship that Kara performed oral sex. She sucked me off for ten minutes, moaning blissfully. She normally hated oral. She told me that it hurt her jaw and it ‘just felt awkward’. Well, now she was so horny that those weren’t issues for her. And now, I was quickly learning that some of my girlfriend’s pregnancy symptoms weren’t so bad. I had read online, after all, that during the second trimester, women tend to become much hornier as their negative symptoms go away.

But Kara’s negative symptoms just weren’t going away. She was still puking constantly. In fact, while she was sucking my cock, she puked suddenly, covering my shaft and balls and thighs in pickled herring chunks, ice-cream, and nacho-cheese corn chips. The smell was ungodly. And for once in my life, I was no longer in the mood.

But she was still horny. She went to the bathroom to puke a couple more times. I showered off. And then we fucked. And look—I don’t want to get too vulgar… but she displayed a new symptom while she was bouncing on my lap, cowgirl style: farting. She just couldn’t stop farting loudly, with each bounce. At first, she was embarrassed. Then, she was too horny to care.

Yes, pregnancy is a very strange thing indeed. Nobody can truly prepare a man for life with a pregnant woman, because every pregnancy is truly different. Some of Kara’s pregnancy symptoms were classic, some were totally unique to her. For instance, she suddenly developed a sleep-walking and sleep-talking condition. She would get up at the same time every night, go to the kitchen, and babble on about the strangest things. “Tom Brady went fishing with Jared Leto. They had a picnic with the squirrels. Ten years! Ten years! It’s only been about three weeks since the deluge.” That wasn’t even the strangest nonsense I heard her mumbling.

Many times, I had to guide her back to the bed, ensuring she was safe. I started locking the doors after one particularly embarrassing incident, when I woke up to my phone ringing. It was my neighbour, an old Chinese man named Lee, calling me to tell me that Kara had broken into his house, and she was trying to force herself on him sexually. “She’s deranged!” he shouted in his thick accent.

When I went to get her, her eyes were still closed. She was babbling about her grandmother’s lavender farm. “It’s on an island in the Caribbean, totally populated by mermaids. Have you ever tasted lion milk? It’s supposed to cure even the worst hypoglycaemia.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said to Lee, and then I got Kara back into bed.

I’ll tell you one more strange pregnancy symptom before I move on with my story. It wasn’t the strangest symptom, but it was probably the worst. Once every two or three days, Kara would become paralyzed by a debilitating pain. The doctors suggested that the baby was possibly crushing one of her nerves. One moment she would be fine; the next, she would be on the ground, screaming for help, reduced to tears.

God, I felt so bad for her.

Those episodes would last about fifteen horrible minutes: fifteen minutes of screaming agony. Because of those episodes, Kara had to leave work. She freaked out too many customers during those painful moments.

And in case the pain wasn’t bad enough, the episodes also came with the humiliation of urination; when she was screaming in pain, her bladder would release. Poor girl. She would come home crying whenever it happened.

Once she was off work, there was a whole new problem: boredom.

The doctors told her that she needed to take it easy. Because the baby was pushing on her nerve, it was important that she didn’t move too much. She was practically put on bed rest, still with about six months of pregnancy left.

After three days at home, Kara was reduced once again to tears. “I just don’t think I can do it,” she cried. “I don’t think I can make it through the rest of this pregnancy.”

“The sickness and stuff should go away soon,” I said, remaining hopeful. “That’s what the internet said.”

“The internet doesn’t know shit, Mike!” she cried. “It’s only gotten worse since this all started.”

“Well, what are you suggesting?” I asked. I was half-afraid of her answer, worried that all of this agony had her considering the unthinkable: an abortion.

“I don’t know,” she said, wiping her eyes. “But something has to give. You don’t understand what I’m going through!”

“Look, babe,” I said. “I would do anything to take this pain away from you. I wish I could somehow take it on so you didn’t have to suffer through it. But I can’t. That’s not how it works, so we’ll just have to figure out a way to get you through one day at a time.”

She took a long, deep breath in.

And then, that night, I watched her as she screamed in pain: another terrible episode that lasted another terrible fifteen minutes. The episode ended with her laying limp on the ground. When I went to pick her up, I saw that she’d peed. Urine soaked her dress and was all over the floor. Before I even had her up to her feet, she threw herself at me, kissing me like a drunk chick at a bar. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m just so fucking horny right now!”

Oh yes, pregnancy is a strange, strange phenomenon. Of course I had sex with her, happily satisfying that one little pregnancy urge. I was used to the leaking, the discharges, and the farting. In fact—and not to be too vulgar—it was almost a bit of a turn-on.

Seconds after I ejaculated inside of her, she passed out on the bed. She snored loudly, arms and legs sprawled out in every direction. I poked her. “Kara?” I said. She was naked, cum pouring out of her pussy. Normally, she went to the bathroom to tidy up, to make sure she didn’t get a UTI. Now, I was doing it for her, using baby wet-wipes from the empty nursery to wipe her gushing cunt.

Okay, maybe I’m being too graphic, but I’m trying my best to paint a picture of this particular pregnancy. It was a wild ride, to say the least, and it was about to get a whole lot wilder.
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As I mentioned earlier, Kara had taken an early maternity leave. Since then, she had been in full-on nesting mode.

The next morning, I woke up to a spectacular sight.

Every inch of the room had been reorganized. The furniture had been moved around, and there were new decorations hanging on the walls. I walked over to the couch and sat down, taking in the new surroundings. One whole side of the house was a stack of boxes: baby strollers, car seats, high chairs, and so on…

And then there was the list on the fridge, laminated, with filled in check-boxes: crib, bassinet with a mattress and sheets, a changing table with a changing pad, diapers, wipes, baby clothes (onesies and sleepers), swaddling blankets, a nursing pillow, breast pump, bottles and formula, a baby carrier or sling, a stroller or infant car seat with a base, a high chair or booster seat, a baby bathtub and baby wash, a diaper bag, pacifiers, burp cloths and bibs, a baby monitor, infant toys and books, nursing bras and comfortable postpartum clothing, maternity pads and nursing pads, and postpartum recovery items (such as witch hazel pads and perineal spray, etc). “Jesus,” I whispered.

“I still have to pick up a few more things,” Kara said from behind me, startling me.

“When did you get all of this?” I asked, baffled.

“This morning. There was a ten-percent-off sale at East Coast Babies.”

“How much did this all cost?” I asked.

“You don’t want to know,” she said with a blushing smile.

"How much did you spend on all of this?" I asked again, trying to keep my voice calm.

Kara looked up at me, a fire in her eyes. "What does it matter?" she snapped back.

"It matters because we had agreed to set a budget," I said, my frustration growing. "I don't want to be blindsided by unexpected expenses. We said we wouldn’t spend more than two-grand on everything… I can see the price tag on that crib! It says $2,220!”

“It’s the best crib!” she cried. “It’s convertible!”

“I don’t even know what that means, but I have a feeling we don’t need it.”

"I don't need you to micromanage my spending," Kara replied, her tone sharp. "I know what I'm doing, and I don't need you to tell me what to do."

I was taken aback by her response, but I knew better than to back down. "We're in this together, Kara. We need to make responsible financial decisions for our family."

"I'm not a child, Mike," she said, her voice raised. "I'm perfectly capable of making decisions for our family without your permission. I'm not going to apologize for taking care of our child."

I could see that Kara wasn't backing down, and I realized that I needed to approach the conversation differently. "I understand that, Kara. I just want to make sure that we're on the same page about our finances."

She softened slightly, but her tone remained firm. "I know you do, and I appreciate that. But I'm not going to be talked down to or treated like a child. We need to be equal partners in this, and that means trusting each other to make decisions for our family.”

She stared into my eyes. I looked back around the room. “I, uh, guess we needed most of this stuff anyway, right?” I felt like I was surrendering, even though it meant eating into the small amount of savings that I’d managed to accumulate over the past few years.

That was another one of Kara’s strange pregnancy symptoms: a complete lack of judgement. I know it sounds mean to word it in such a way, but it was just the honest truth. She would do strange things, like a person who had failed to develop an understand of social cues, things that she never did before. I caught her picking her nose when we were in the grocery store. In that same grocery store, she told one of the employees that she looked like she was getting fat—but she said it in a totally blunt way, as if she was just pointing out a fact.

When parking the car one afternoon, she drove it right into the wall, smashing the headlights. She didn’t even flinch (no, she didn’t hit the wall hard enough to jolt the baby, just enough to break the lights); she just walked away from the car as if nothing happened, as if it didn’t matter.

‘Pregnancy brain’ is what the internet called it: Pregnancy brain is a phenomenon that many pregnant women experience, in which they feel like their memory and cognitive abilities are not as sharp as they usually are. It is characterized by forgetfulness, difficulty concentrating, and feeling easily distracted or disorganized.

The exact cause of pregnancy brain is not entirely clear, but it is thought to be related to the hormonal changes that occur during pregnancy. The surge in hormones, particularly estrogen and progesterone, can affect the brain's chemistry and structure, leading to cognitive changes.

While pregnancy brain can be frustrating for some women, it is generally considered a harmless side effect of pregnancy. It is not a medical condition and does not pose any health risks to the mother or baby.

The good news is that pregnancy brain is usually temporary and tends to improve after the baby is born. In the meantime, there are some things that pregnant women can do to help manage the symptoms, such as making lists, using reminders and alarms, and practicing mindfulness and relaxation techniques.

Overall, pregnancy brain is a common experience for many pregnant women, and it is important to remember that it is a normal part of the process of creating new life.

Well, I was ready for her pregnancy brain to sort itself out.

I was ready for most of those symptoms to sort themselves out. There were only two pregnancy side-effects that I appreciated: some of the food cravings (like when she would suddenly be desperate to get fried chicken) and the intense flare ups of her sexual urges.

I would be remiss if I didn’t tell you about the time in the mall, when she was suddenly overwhelmed by one of those intense urges. She asked me to help her with a maternity dress in the changing room, and then she went at me, grabbing me cock through my pants. She kissed me deeply, moaning—and yes, peeing. But now, she knew to anticipate her little pee-pee problem; she’d already taken off her panties, so the pee just ended up in a puddle on the ground—with some splashing onto my shoes.

She spun around and planted her palms against the changing room wall. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me harder than you’ve ever fucked me before.” She swayed her plump pregnant ass from side to side. I took my erection and pushed it into her wet hole. White pregnancy discharge gushed out of her, running down her leg. I still had no idea what that discharge was, but she assured me that it was nothing to worry about.

I pumped her as she moaned, uncontrollably. I was shocked that an employee didn’t come in to stop us. She gushed more discharge and peed more pee. The changing room was practically drenched by the time we were finished. She insisted on me coming on her face. “I’ll ruin your makeup,” I said.

“I don’t give a fuck,” she said. “I need it. I need it so badly.”

I’d never ejaculated on her face before. Sure, I’d asked her if I could many times, but she’d always told me that the idea grossed her out. Now, she needed it. So she went down to her knees and took my erect shaft in her hand. She pumped it, opening her mouth. “C’mon, Mike. Fucking cum on me! Cum on me! I want your fucking cum all over my face!”

“Shh!” I hushed, looking around that small, cramped changing room.

I gave in. I came, ejaculating all over her pretty, pregnant face. Cum dripped down her cheeks, her nose, her eyelids. She moaned, smearing it around with the palms of her hands. “Fuck yes,” she whimpered. “Oh God, yes.”

“We need to get your cleaned up before we get kicked out of here,” I whispered. I found some paper towel and that was enough to clean up some of our mess. The wet carpet was an issue that the staff of that store would have to deal with.

We were both giggling the whole way home, clutching hands. We’d been together for ten years… and I couldn’t remember the last time we had fun like that together. My God, we would have just been teenagers, skipping school together, fooling around. Sometimes I forgot how young we were when we first started dating…

Kara looked at me with a mischievous glint in her eye, and I knew that I was in for a wild night. We had only been dating for a few weeks, but I was already head over heels for her. She was an emo chick back then: black razored hair, dark eye makeup. I was a wannabe emo kid, but my parents wouldn’t ever buy me the right clothes, and my mom was absolutely against me letting me grow my hair longer than an inch, and she told me, “No child of mine is dying his hair black.”

So, I felt like I got my emo fix from Kara.

"Come on, let's go on an adventure," she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me out of the restaurant where we had just finished our meal. We were naughty teens, skipping the bill because we had no cash. We left some change on the table as a tip; I guess we weren’t so bad.

We ended up at an outdoor music festival, surrounded by people dancing and singing along to the music. Of course, we had to sneak in, climbing the fence; it was an eighteen-plus event and we were just seventeen… and we had no cash to pay the cover. Kara was fearless, jumping into the crowd and pulling me along with her.

I remember feeling both exhilarated and nervous, as we danced and laughed under the stars. My mother was phoning me relentlessly, panicking because I wasn’t home in time for dinner; that wasn’t like me. I’d always been straight-edge. Kara took my phone when I was about to answer it, and she hid it between her breasts (she had large breasts for her petite size). “No phones,” she grinned.

Kara had a wild side, but I was a hopeless romantic, and I couldn't help but fall deeper in love with her. I just adored the way she would look at me with her flashing eyes and her long grin.

As the night went on, we snuck away from the crowds and found a quiet spot to sit and talk. We shared stories and dreams, and I felt like I was getting to know her on a deeper level.

I remember feeling so grateful to have her in my life, and I knew that no matter what adventures we went on, I wanted to be there with her. She was the yin to my yang, and I couldn't imagine a life without her. Oh God, that sounds so corny… but it was the truth. “No matter what happens… we’re staying together,” I told her.

“Deal,” she said, and then she reached out her pinky. We locked digits and then we both giggled, falling back on the grass and looking up at the stars.

Those were good times…

By the time we were both twenty-one, working full-time jobs, that spark was starting to fade. We rarely found time to go out and have ‘adventures’ like we used to. We had real financial responsibilities, like paying rent, buying groceries, covering the bills. Kara had been kicked out of her home by her parents after she was caught with a dime bag full of cocaine when she was eighteen. I moved out with her, against my parents’ wishes. To survive, we had to take life more seriously, and that meant sacrificing some of that zest for life.

Kara cut her hair into a short bob. She dyed it brown too, because it was the only way she could get the manager position at her work. She took her trendy black clothes to a trendy consignment shop and bought a few new items that seemed more professional. Don’t get me wrong; she was still cute, and she was still Kara… but my fantasy girl had always been that daring little emo chick. It really did seem like she was gone…

To save money, we stopped drinking, we stopped using recreational drugs.

I remember the day that Kara told me she was pregnant like it was yesterday. We were twenty-two. We were both terrified, but also overjoyed at the idea of starting a family together.

Unfortunately, our excitement was short-lived. A few weeks later, Kara started experiencing severe cramping and bleeding. We rushed to the hospital, but there was nothing the doctors could do. We had lost the baby.

The days and weeks that followed were a blur of sadness and grief. We had been so excited for this new chapter in our lives, and it felt like it had been taken away from us before we even had a chance to begin.

As the reality of what had happened sunk in, our outlook on life changed. Now, the spark really seemed to be gone. We hardly had romantic moments. We almost never had sex. Kara would spend entire days in bed. That went on for over a year; she just couldn’t pull herself out from her funk.

And during that time, I did something bad… I hate to even admit to it, but during a particularly dark moment in our relationship, I created a Tinder account. I started chatting with a few girls—one in particular. Her name was Megan, and we spoke daily for three months. I kept her a secret from Kara… and then, one day when I was sleeping in, Kara borrowed my phone and saw the messages.

We split up for a whole month. I went to stay on a friend’s couch. Like a complete idiot, I went to meet up with Megan, thinking that I could jump from one relationship into another; I figured it might be a way to soften the blow of the breakup. But Megan wasn’t quite as she seemed online.

She was quite chubby—about ninety pounds heavier than her Tinder photos suggested.

We met at a local coffee shop, and I could tell right away that Megan was a little bit different from the type of girl I was used to dating. She was unable to maintain more than a split second of eye-contact and had a quiet demeanour that made it hard to get a read on her. She wasn’t at all the girl I’d been speaking with online. It really did feel like I’d been catfished.

Megan's physical appearance was hard to ignore, but not in a good way. She had red hair that was frizzy and unkempt, with freckles that dotted her face like a rash. Her eyes were a dull green, and her face was round and unappealing. I swear she’d used Photoshop to enhance all of her online photos—and that was all I could think about through that entire date… that, and the fact that this was the girl who I ruined my relationship with Kara over.

As we sat down and started chatting, I could feel the awkwardness between us growing. We didn't have a lot in common, and the conversation felt stilted and forced.

I tried to make small talk and find common ground, but it just wasn't clicking. I could see Megan fidgeting in her seat, and I knew that she was just as uncomfortable as I was.

After what felt like an eternity, we finished our drinks, and I offered to walk her to her car. As we stood outside, I knew that I had to say something, but I didn't know what to say.

"Thanks for meeting me today," I said, trying to keep my tone light.

Megan smiled weakly, but didn't say anything.

"It was nice to meet you," I added, feeling like I was grasping at straws.

She nodded and walked away, and I was left standing there feeling awkward and relieved all at the same time.

I went home and thought about Kara. I remembered that beautiful young emo girl that I fell in love with… and even the adorable brunette that I stayed with into our early-twenties. I wanted her back so badly. I wanted to turn back the clock and take back the stupid thing that I’d done.

I had never been more certain of anything than I was of my love for her, and the idea of losing her was unbearable.

In the months that followed, I tried everything I could think of to win her back. I wrote her letters, sent her flowers, and left messages on her phone. I even tried to talk to her in person, but every time I saw her, I felt tongue-tied and nervous.

It wasn't just that I missed her, it was that I knew that we were meant to be together. I could see a future with her, a life filled with love and laughter and all the things that truly matter. I just needed her to find a way to forgive me for what I’d done…

As time went on, I started to realize that my grand gestures weren't going to be enough. I needed to show her that I was committed to making our relationship work, no matter what.

So I started to focus on the little things. I made sure to text her every day, even if it was just a quick message to say hello. She ignored 99% of those messages, but I remained persistent. I remembered the things that she liked, and made sure to surprise her with little treats or thoughtful gestures.

It wasn't easy, and there were plenty of times when I felt like giving up, like when I found out that she was going on dates with a guy we both went to school with, Mikey Brewster.

Mikey posted pictures of them together on social media: smiling, laughing. They went to sporting events together, movies, restaurants. Seeing those photos tore me up inside… especially when he posted the one of them sharing a kiss, on the lips. Oh God, seeing that image destroyed me. I hate to admit it, but I considered doing terrible things to myself. I really couldn’t imagine a life without her, and it seemed like she could imagine one just fine without me.

She seemed… happy with him.

But I soon learned that the happiness was just a phoney social media trick. One of Kara’s friends reached out to me and told me that she was miserable with Mikey, that she was constantly talking about me—and it apparently made Mikey furious. The friend told me that Kara got drunk and tried calling me to come her her, and they all had to fight the phone away from her. “She said the highlight of her day is when you message her,” the friend told me.

So I kept messaging her, even though I never got a reply… until one day, when I did. “Let’s get coffee,” she said.

I couldn't let go of the one person who made my life feel complete.

We started to talk again. We went on a few dates, and it felt like we were picking up where we had left off. She broke things off with Mikey. And then she asked if I wanted to come and live with her in her apartment again, like old times. That horrible blip in our relationship was over.

I made sure to never take our relationship for granted again after that. Our sex life went back to normal. I made sure to spoil her whenever I got the chance. I fought hard at work for a raise, so that I could treat Kara to the life she truly deserved.

For the next six years, our relationship was sailing smoothly. We hardly ever fought. We treated each other with respect. We always chose to spend time together, whenever it was possible. Some of our friends called us ‘codependent’, and maybe that was true, but it didn’t matter to me; they could call us whatever the hell they wanted to call us.

We were happy.

And then that pregnancy hit, and we entered into the second truly rocky patch of our ten-year relationship.
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Her mood shifted dramatically that night, when we returned home from the mall, giggling, laughing. Everything seems so jovial, and then her expression turned dark. She glared at me for a long moment, and then she suddenly started crying. “You never romance me anymore.”

I thought for a moment that she was joking. Then, when I made the mistake of giggling, she turned even more emotional. “You’re such an asshole!”

I knew that it was just a pregnancy mood swing, but I still had to navigate with caution. I had to try to calm her down and bring her back to reality. “We have lots of fun together,” I reminded her carefully.

“Not like that. When was the last time we did something exciting like that?” she asked.

“Well—we did it today, didn’t we?”

She rolled her eyes and then she wiped the tears from her cheeks. “It just seems like… you don’t love me anymore.”

It was hard not to roll my eyes. I knew it was the hormones talking, but I tried to hold my ground. “I love you more than anything. I wish I could find a way to prove it to you.”

“If your really loved me, you would treat me like you loved me more often!” she cried, and then she stormed into the bedroom and locked the door. She cried hysterically, as if her mother had passed away unexpectedly.

“What the fuck…” I whispered to myself. Again: I knew it was just the intense hormones surging through her, but I still had to find a way to deal with her. I still had to figure out how to calm her down. I was legitimately worried she was going to try to hurt herself. Hell, even the intense state of distress that she was in was potentially harmful to the baby. Stress can trigger a miscarriage, and Kara did have a history of miscarrying…

“Please calm down,” I said at the door.

“Go away!” she screamed. “I don’t want you here!”

I knew that it was just the hormones talking, but I also knew that I needed to be there for her. So I took a deep breath and tried to stay calm as I knocked on the door.

"Kara, please let me in," I said, my voice gentle, but firm.

There was a pause, and then I heard the lock click. I opened the door and saw Kara curled up on the bed, her face streaked with tears.

I sat down next to her and took her hand. "What's going on, Kara?" I asked.

She sniffled and wiped her nose. "I just feel like you're not as romantic as you used to be," she said, her voice shaky. "I feel like you don't understand how I'm feeling right now."

I squeezed her hand and leaned in to kiss her forehead. She dodged the kiss, scowling at me.

"I'm sorry that you feel that way, Kara. But I want you to know that I love you, and I'm here for you."

I could see the tension starting to ease from her body, and I knew that I was on the right track.

"I know that things have been tough lately, with the pregnancy and all," I said, trying to find the right words. "But I want you to know that I'm committed to making this work, no matter what. And I'll do whatever it takes to make you feel loved and supported.” I felt like I was reading from some script. It really didn’t feel genuine, even though I really did mean those words. I could tell that she was picking up on that same fakeness.

Kara looked up at me, her eyes still red and puffy. But I could see a glimmer of hope there, and I knew that we would get through this together. “So you’re going to take me on a sweet date?”

“Of course,” I said with a smile.

“And it will be fun… like old times?”

“Yes. Absolutely,” I said.

“Tomorrow?”

“Sure,” I said.

She smiled and wiped her tears away. “Good,” she said. “I can’t wait.”

So, I had to spend the rest of that night planning a special last-minute date. And while I tried to put that date together, I realized that Kara possibly had a point: it really had been a long time since we’d been out on a proper date. I couldn’t remember the last time that I planned something like that. Even when it came to ordering flowers, I found myself lost; the florist that I used eight years earlier was no longer operating, so I had to figure out where I could pick up flowers after work.

And it was challenging.

I was determined to plan the perfect date for Kara, something that would make her feel loved and appreciated. But as I sat at my desk, trying to come up with ideas, I couldn't seem to think of anything that would be good enough.

I wanted to do something romantic, something that would take her breath away. But I also knew that Kara was feeling stressed and overwhelmed with the pregnancy, and that she needed something that would help her to relax and unwind. Dates that involves physical activity were probably out of the question. Kara became easily overwhelmed when she was far from the security of the house, so it had to be a date within a certain radius of the house. We lived in the suburbs, so there weren’t a ton of options remaining on the table.

After hours of brainstorming, I finally settled on a plan. I would make her a homemade dinner, complete with all of her favourite foods, and then we would watch her favourite movie together.

As I started to put the plan into action, however, things didn't go quite as smoothly as I had hoped. The dinner took longer to make than I had anticipated, and by the time we sat down to eat, Kara was already feeling tired and cranky.

I tried to keep the mood light, cracking jokes and pouring her a glass of wine. “I can’t drink wine, silly,” she said. I don’t know why I hadn’t thought of that…

So she drank water instead, and there’s nothing romantic about water.

But as we watched the movie, I could see that she was barely paying attention, her mind still caught up in all of the stresses and worries of the pregnancy.

As the night came to a close, I couldn't help but feel disappointed. I had tried so hard to make things special for her, but it felt like I had fallen short. I didn't know how to make things better, or how to help her to feel less overwhelmed.

We didn’t fuck that night. The moment she got into bed, she rolled away from me and said nothing—not even a simple ‘I love you’.

I felt like shit, to say the least… So the next day, I tried again. I spent my whole day at work trying to come up with some sort of romantic date to make up for the failure the day before.

There was a fair in town. It wasn’t too far from the house either. It seemed like a risk, knowing that it meant Kara being on her feet for an extended period of time, but it also seemed like the only chance to get her out of her latest funk.

Those hormonal funks were killing me. I couldn’t help but feel like I was being transported back to that terrible time where our relationship was strained. Our relationship hardly survived the miscarriage all those years ago; what if it couldn’t survive this tumultuous pregnancy?

The date started off okay.

Kara's face lit up as we approached the entrance to the fair. Even though she was four months pregnant, she was determined to have a good time, and I was determined to ensure she had a good time.

We took it slow, walking hand in hand and taking breaks whenever Kara needed to rest. But even with all of the pregnancy symptoms, she seemed to be enjoying herself.

We stopped at the food booths and indulged in all of our favourite fair treats: corn dogs, cotton candy, and ice cream. We played some of the carnival games, and even won a stuffed animal that we decided to name “Baby." We both giggled at the name. “Hopefully ours is cuter,” Kara said. The toy was cheap and a bit creepy.

As we walked around, I could feel Kara's hand squeezing mine, a silent reminder that she was grateful for this moment. She was so focused on enjoying herself that I could see the worries and stresses of the pregnancy fading away, at least for a little while.

As the sun started to set, we found a spot to sit and watch the fireworks display. Kara snuggled up next to me, her head resting on my shoulder.

"This has been perfect," she whispered, her eyes fixed on the fireworks exploding overhead.

“Totally,” I said.

And that’s when things took a turn.

She was now having one of those episodes, reduced to screaming agony. I put my hand on her, heart now pounding. Every time she had one of those painful episodes, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was going to be the end of the baby. People were looking at us. The crowds nearby went silent. I turned to them and tried to smile. “It’s just a pregnancy cramp,” I said, hoping they would go away. Their gazes put extra pressure onto Kara.

“Are you okay, baby?” I asked softly.

“It hurts!” she cried.

“Let’s get you home.”

She shook her head. “I can’t move! It hurts so badly!”

I rubbed her back. This was one of the worst ones yet, and it seemed to last forever. Strangers approached. “Should I call an ambulance?” one man asked.

“I’m a nurse,” said a woman. “Let me check her heart rate.”

I knew Kara hated the extra ‘attention’ that she was getting, but she was in too much pain to ask them to go away. I didn’t know what to do, so I let them surround her. They tried to help, making her increasingly uncomfortable. Then, finally, the episode came to an end. She wiped away her tears and said, “I think I’m fine.”

Her skin was pale now. She was hardly able to stand upright, as if all of the energy had been sucked from her body. “Let’s get you home,” I said softly.

“No,” she said with defiance in her voice. “I’m not going to let this ruin another fine night.” She wiped more tears away. “Can we please just stay?”

It was a bitter-sweet moment. She was having fun with me and she didn’t want it to end. But I was terrified that we were pushing her too hard.

I took her on a gentle ride: a little gondola that circled around the fairgrounds. We held hands, but she was still gently crying. “I’m so sorry for ruining the night,” she said to me.

“You didn’t ruin anything,” I said. “I’m sorry you have to go through this.”

Next, we sat at a distance and watched as a band took to the main stage. They had a couple hits on the radio that we recognized, but, of course, we couldn’t dance.

Then, around midnight, I noticed a glowing tent that I hadn’t noticed before. Kara noticed it too, pausing to read the small sign posted out front. “Oh my gosh,” she said. “It’s a fortune teller! Oh, Mike! Wouldn’t that be so much fun? We can get our fortunes told together!”

I bit my tongue. I hated the idea of giving some grifter my hard-earned money, especially after Kara spent so much on brand-name baby gear. But I wanted Kara to be happy, so I took her to the tent. I eyed the price on the sign. “Thirty bucks!?” I said.

“Is it too much?” Kara asked with a saddened look.

I bit hard on my tongue. “No… It’s fine,” I smiled. “Let’s do it.”

And, by the way, that was thirty-bucks per person.

As we stepped inside the fortune teller's tent, we were enveloped in a cloud of sweet incense and the sound of soft music. The space was dimly lit, with only a few flickering candles casting a warm, orange glow.

The air was heavy with the scent of rose petals and sandalwood, and I could see a haze of smoke swirling around the small table in the centre of the tent. It was covered in a vibrant purple cloth, and was surrounded by pillows and cushions for comfortable seating.

On the table were various trinkets and tools: a crystal ball, a deck of tarot cards, and small bowls filled with herbs and oils. A black cat sat perched on the edge of the table, her yellow eyes watching me warily. I thought that cat was fake at first, and then I saw it blink.

The fortune teller herself was seated at the table, her long hair cascading down her back in a tangle of curls. She wore a flowing, bohemian dress and a multitude of silver bangles on her wrists. I would simply describe her as a complete stereotype, making it hard to take her even a little bit seriously. Though one thing that made her a bit less than the typical gypsy fortune teller was her age; she couldn’t have been older than twenty-one. The heavy cloths draped on her made her look so small and fragile and young, like we were about to have our fortune told by a child.

She beckoned us to sit, and we obliged, sinking down onto one of the cushions. Kara and I both giggled, looking at each other with big, silly grins. As she began to shuffle the tarot cards, I could hear the rustling of her clothing and the jingling of her jewelry.

“You’re pregnant,” said the fortune teller with a grin, even though it was fairly obvious; Kara had been bumping for weeks already.

Kara nudged me with her elbow, and looked at me with beaming eyes, as if to say, “See! She is the real deal!”

I tried not to roll my eyes.

“It hasn’t been an easy pregnancy,” the woman continued.

“What pregnancy is?” I asked, unable to help myself.

“This one has been particularly hard,” she continued. “But I have good news for you both: it ends with happiness and joy, and a beautiful, healthy baby.”

Kara grabbed my hand and squeezed. I could feel her transferring the joy into my body. It was nice to see her so happy, even if it was such a silly endeavour.

“Do you want to know the gender?” the fortune teller asked with a grin.

“No,” Kara said. “We want it to be a surprise.”

The fortune teller smiled. “I think you will be surprised,” she said.

Now, she wasn’t talking anymore. Was that it? Was I paying sixty bucks for that?

Now, the fortune teller was looking at me. “I have some bad news,” she said.

“Really?” I asked, trying to play along.

“Financially, you’re about to meet… let’s call it a dead end. There will be some struggling, for many months.”

“Why?” I asked.

“That’s for you to discover,” she said. “But you can be prepared by cutting back now.”

I looked at Kara with a grin. “See?” I said.

She rolled her eyes.

“It’s going to be very hard, but it will be worth it in the end. It will be a big sacrifice for a beautiful life.”

She was being so vague: a typical fortune-teller trick. Anyone could interpret her words in any way, and relate what she was saying to their own life. I think I let an eye-roll slip.

“But you,” she said to Kara. “You’re going to finally get the relief you’ve been looking for. The pain will stop. You’ll finally be able to relax.”

“That would be so amazing,” Kara whispered.

I could only imagine that the fortune teller saw Kara having her painful episode earlier in the night; everyone saw it.

The fortune teller went on with some vague nonsense. “Your future holds great promise and many opportunities. Keep your eyes open for new adventures and be open to new experiences, as they will lead you to greater happiness and fulfillment. Embrace change and trust that everything happens for a reason. Remember to follow your intuition and trust in your own innate wisdom, as it will guide you towards the path that is right for you. The universe is on your side, and you have the power to create the life that you desire.”

I fished out the gash, grumbling under my breath. Kara sauntered around, and then she left the tent to get some fresh air, leaving me alone with the fortune teller.

“What is it that you wish?” she asked me suddenly.

“Excuse me?”

“What is it that you wish for in this world?”

I laughed. “A billion dollars and an indoor swimming pool,” I said sarcastically.

“Is that really what you want, Mike?” she asked. And then I paused. Did I tell her my name? Did Kara mention it?

“Um, well, isn’t that what everyone wants?” I laughed nervously, feeling suddenly on edge.

“Tell me what you truly desire, Mike. What is that you want more than anything in the world. Don’t be shy. Just say it. Say the first thing that comes into your head, because more often than not, that’s the truest.”

“Alright, uh…” I thought for a moment. “I guess I just… want Kara to be happy… and healthy. I mean—I want the baby to come out healthy and all that… but…”

“But what?” she said, eyes flashing. I noticed her cat staring at me with those glowing yellow eyes. I wondered again if the cat was real or fake.

“Well, she’s struggling… It’s hard to see her in pain. I just wish I could take that pain away from her. I wish I could be the one to have to suffer; not her. She’s suffered enough.”

Suddenly, there was a grin on the fortune-teller’s face. She was silent, possibly with some evil idea in her head.

“Well, it’s not like there’s anything anyone can do about it,” I said. “I just hope that the bad symptoms end soon.”

“For Kara, they will,” she smiled. “You’re a brave man, Mike. I wish you all the best.”

I haded her the sixty bucks, reluctantly. “Thanks a lot,” I replied sarcastically. Maybe that was what she meant by financially struggling; she was practically robbing me.

At least Kara was happy. She was tired, but giddy, beaming the whole way home. She had that sparkle in her eye, finally satisfied, finally feeling like we’d rekindled our romance, at least for a night.

I’d love to say that the night ended with fucking, but when we got home, the pregnancy symptoms kicked in. The carnival corn dog came up in the worst way possible. Kara developed a fever and had to crawl into bed. I tried to comfort her, but it was hard because I was busy cleaning up puke.

I kissed Kara on her sleeping forehead and then I rolled into bed next to her. I ticked one more day off of my pregnancy countdown. My God, I couldn’t wait for that pregnancy to be over with.
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The morning sunlight glared violently against my eyelids. I groaned and rolled away from that aggressive light. Then, I felt my stomach turning, cursing me for rolling over, as if I had a violent hangover… but I hadn’t sipped a drop of alcohol.

I figured I was coming down with something… and it was feeling like food poisoning, maybe from some food at the carnival. I groaned.

I hated being sick more than anything. I always dreaded catching that annual flu that always went around.

“Kara…” I tried to call out, but there wasn’t much volume in my voice. I was going to need her help getting to the toilet. “Kara! I need you!” But my voice was still hardly a whisper.

Finally, I was able to pull myself to the edge of the bed, and that’s where I barfed, onto the floor next to the bed. “Oh God,” I moaned. Then, I noticed a long strange of Kara’s hair in my face. She was always shedding little hairs—especially after she started bleaching her hair blonde. But this was a lot of hair—this was a lot more than just a few shed hairs. I was suddenly worried that this was a new pregnancy symptom: hair loss.

I tried rolling the other way, hoping it would help to settle that nausea. And there, waiting for me, was more of that hair. I pushed it off of my face, groaning. It was everywhere. I tried grabbing it—and then I felt it tugging on my head, as if it was… my hair. “What the hell?”

I forced myself to sit up. “Kara!” I called out.

Then, I heard a man screaming.

My body froze. My mind went to horrible places as it tried to come up with a reason for a man being in our house… and why was he screaming? My mind came up with a dark theory: a man came in to find Kara’s lifeless body, and he was screaming at the sight of her. Well, that didn’t really explain who the man was or why he was in our house.

Maybe he was an intruder, and Kara was attacking him. Maybe she was in danger now. I tried to get up to my feet, but I wasn’t as mobile I should have been. I felt swollen all over. My feet hurt. I groaned as the nausea flared up again. “Kara!?” I screamed.

“Mike!?” the male voice screamed.

So this person knew me. His voice was strangely familiar, but I couldn’t quite place it. I waddled to the bedroom door, grabbing the door handle with a firm grip to stop myself from toppling over. I let out one more loud groan.

“Kara, where are you?” I called out. “Are you okay?”

“What’s happening!?” the man shouted.

I stumbled into the hallway just as a man stumbled out from our bathroom. He stopped and stared at me. I tensed up all over, ready to fight the intruder… and then I realized that I was looking at myself. “W—What’s going on?” I said, stunned.

Then, I turned to see the hallway mirror. But something was off. The person in the reflection was wearing a nightgown that I didn't recognize as my own, and had long blonde hair that cascaded down their back. I was staring at Kara… but I was looking in the mirror.

For a moment, I felt a sense of confusion and disorientation. Who was this person standing in my hallway? It wasn't until I caught sight of the unmistakable curve of a pregnant belly that the reality of the situation hit me like a ton of bricks.

I was looking at myself, but not as I knew myself. I was in Kara's body, pregnant and hormonal and completely unprepared for this sudden shift in reality.

I stumbled back, feeling a wave of panic rising in my chest. This couldn't be happening. It was impossible.

“You’re me!” the man screamed. And, when I say the man, I mean Mike… me. But it wouldn’t make much sense if I said ‘I screamed’ would it? Because I didn’t scream it; Mike screamed it, and I wasn’t in Mike’s body anymore.

“This is a nightmare,” I said confidently. “Make it end. Make this nightmare end.”

“Why am I you, Mike!?” Mike screamed.

The standoff was tense. We were both pale, shocked, afraid, waiting for that nightmare to end… but it wasn’t ending. “What the fuck is happening!?” he yelled.

“I don’t know!” I cried.

And then the standoff came to an end as the nausea returned with a vengeance. I pushed past him and fell in front of the toilet. I empties out the contents of my stomach, and then I heaved for ten minutes, trying to get out puke that simply didn’t exist. The whole time, Mike paced the hallways, “This can’t be happening,” he said over and over and over.

I retched again, my stomach heaving as I clung to the porcelain toilet bowl. Every muscle in my body was tense, every nerve on fire with panic and confusion.

How had this happened? How was it possible for me to be trapped in Kara's body, feeling the nausea and exhaustion of pregnancy, experiencing the hormonal fluctuations and mood swings that I had always thought were beyond my understanding?

As I wiped my mouth and tried to catch my breath, I felt a wave of despair washing over me. What if I was stuck like this forever? What if there was no way to undo what had been done?

I had so many questions, and no answers. All I knew was that I had to find a way to make sense of this, to understand what was happening to me and how to move forward. At this point, it was clear that it wasn’t a dream; it was simply too realistic, and it was going on too long, refusing to end. Sometimes you just know that you aren’t in a dream, and this was one of those times.

I rolled over onto my back, staring up at the bathroom ceiling. It took me a moment to catch my breath. I put my hands onto my pregnant stomach, feeling the hard bulge of my belly… Kara’s belly.

For now, all I could do was rest, and hope that the worst of the morning sickness had passed. As I leaned my head back against the cool tile of the bathroom floor, I tried to focus on my breathing, tried to calm the racing thoughts in my head.

Suddenly, Mike was in the doorway. It was so surreal, seeing myself from another body. I looked shorter than I thought I would look. He had a lost gleam in his eye, his skin pale, lips parted. “What’s going on?” he said frantically.

“You tell me,” I groaned.

“You’re me… and I’m you,” he said.

“I got that much,” I said. “But why?”

“That’s what I want to know!”

This went on and on. We were both in shock, and while that shock lingered, we were stuck in a loop.

“My feet hurt,” I said. “And my head hurts. I need you to help me back to the bed. And I need water.”

But Mike—or, I should say Kara—was lost, trying to figure out what was happening. “This can’t be happening,” she said with my voice.

“Help me, damnit!” I said, reaching out an arm.

She jumped. Then, she helped me to my feet and got me back to the bed. She plugged her nose when she smelled my puke. “Ew,” she said. “Clean that up!”

“I can’t!” I barked. “I’m too weak. You’re going to have to do it.” I groaned and rolled over, closing my eyes, hoping to will the returning nausea away.

“This can’t be real,” she said.

“It’s real! Get over it already! Stop being so hung up on what’s happening, and let’s come up with a solution. We need to figure out how to… reverse this.”

“How could this have even happened?”

I thought for a moment, trying to think of how such an impossibility could have occurred. It all clicked into place, like pieces of a puzzle finally falling into their rightful places. The fortune teller. She must have been the one to cause this, to trap me in Kara's body and leave me to fend for myself in this new and unfamiliar world.

The memories flooded back, all of the moments and signs that I had missed before. The fortune teller's knowing smirk, her mysterious words of prophecy. It all made sense now.

I was angry, of course, and scared. But I was also determined to find a way to fix this, to get back to my own body and leave this nightmare behind me.

I knew that it wouldn't be easy. But at least now I had a starting point, a clue to follow. And I was grateful for that.

As I looked down at my swollen belly and felt the life stirring inside of me, I knew that I had a responsibility, both to myself and to the tiny life growing inside of me.

But I also knew that I had to find a way to fix this, to find a way back to myself and to the life that I had known before.

And I was willing to do whatever it took to make that happen.

“We need to go back to that fortune teller,” I said.

“You think she did this?” Kara asked.

“Yes. 100%. There’s no other explanation.” Maybe it seemed far-fetched… but how else could one explain such an impossible phenomenon? We were dealing with a magical situation, and magical situations require… magic. That fortune teller was surrounded by ‘magic’. Her whole shtick was her magical ability. She told me that Kara’s pain was about to come to an end; obviously, this is what she meant. “We need to go back to her and get her to reverse this,” I said. “We’ll go as soon as I feel like I can take ten steps without barfing everywhere.”

“It never happens,” Kara said. “Assuming it’s the same for you as it was for me, you’re sick all the time.”

I blinked a few times, having a hard time believing that this nausea could linger around endlessly for the unforeseeable future. “It never ends?” I said.

“Never,” she clarified. “Literally never. I just learned to live with it.” Then, she suddenly cracked a smile. “In fact, this is the first time in four months that I haven’t been sick. My God, it feels so good.” She let her head fall back and she took in a breath of fresh air. She looked so happy. And seeing her with that big smile of relief made me feel happy, even though I was deathly sick.

“Maybe you could get me a few Tylenols,” I said.

Then she glared at me with a fierce look, fire in her eyes. “No,” she said. “No Tylenol. No pills. We agreed that we weren’t going to use anything during the pregnancy.”

“Just for the muscle pain,” I groaned. “Just so we can get to the carnival to see the fortune teller.”

“No,” Kara said firmly. “I’m not getting you a Tylenol. I went four months without painkillers. You can do a few hours.”

I bit down on my tongue.

“Just… give me a few minutes then. I’m so… tired.” And suddenly, I was tired enough that I could have fallen right back asleep… so that’s exactly what happened. I put my head on the pillow and I heard myself snoring before I even dozed off.

And then, when I woke up, I saw a very strange—and rather shocking—sight. There stood Kara, still in my body, at our bedroom mirror, staring at himself. He was naked, legs spread into a wide stance. He was looking down at himself, hands busy between his legs. I blinked a few times, trying to figure out what was happening, and then that’s when I heard him whimper, “Oh—that feels good. Oh, shit…”

Kara was masturbating.

He threw his head back and laughed, eyes closed. “Okay,” he said softly. “Shit.” I could hear the sound of his fist jerking: a sloppy sound. He was using some form of lubricant; maybe actual sex lube or maybe just spit. He moaned and groaned. I wanted to interrupt, but I was strangely fascinated. Kara was exploring my body, apparently satisfying some curiosity that she just felt she had to satisfy.

I watched for a couple of minutes. I watched his skin turning red. I watched his muscles tensing up. Then, I heard him groan loudly. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” I saw the white splattering the mirror. I let out a giggle, and then he spun around, gasping, red in the face with humiliation. He was still coming. He tried to squeeze it off, apparently not knowing how it worked, but that just made it shoot further, spraying our bed. “I’m sorry!” he cried. “I was just… I wanted to know…”

“I don’t care,” I giggled. “Jerk off all you want. You may as well while you’re stuck in my body.”

“I’ll clean this up. I just wanted to see what it felt like… You know, so that I know for you.” Then, he scurried off nervously, leaving me laughing in that bed.

But he had put an idea into my head. I suddenly wondered what it might be like to explore Kara’s body while I was inside of it.

So a few minutes later, while Kara was off brewing a pot of coffee (thinking that coffee would help me to get out of bed), I carefully slid my hand into my robe. My hand was trembling, knowing that it was doing something naughty. I felt like I was violating Kara, even though I’d touched her a million times before, and I’d just caught her touching my body.

I couldn't help myself. The opportunity was there, and the curiosity was overwhelming. So, with a sense of guilt and excitement, I started to explore Kara's body.

I tried to be quiet, not wanting to alert Kara to what I was doing. But as I ran my fingers over the soft curves of her pregnant belly, I couldn't help but gasp at the tenderness and sensitivity of her skin.

Every touch sent shivers down my spine, and I could feel a warmth spreading through my own body. It was an intimacy that I had never experienced before, a sense of connection that I had never felt with anyone else.

As I continued to explore, I discovered new sensations and new pleasures, marvelling at the beauty and complexity of the human body. And even though I knew that what I was doing was wrong, I couldn't bring myself to stop.

It was a moment of pure indulgence, of giving into the desires of the body and forgetting about the consequences. And even though I knew that I would regret it later, in that moment, it was worth it.

My fingers came up, cupping Kara’s tender breasts. They were so soft, so full—but also sore. I had to be careful; squeezing hard made my whole body clench with pain. I let out a small whimper and a gasp before bringing my fingers to my puffy nipples. The slightest touch hurt; the sensitivity was off the charts. I yelped, just from the slightest brush of a fingertip against the tip of the nipple.

Now, my curiosity was surging. All of these feelings were familiar in a way, but also so, so different. Of course, like everyone, I’d experienced skin sensitivity before, but never quite like that. Even though it hurt to squeeze my breasts, it still somehow felt… nice. There was something satisfying about it, almost like I could massage away the pain if I was careful enough. And the rest of my skin was sensitive too. When I ran the palms of my hands down my belly, I tingled all over—sometimes with discomfort, but sometimes with something more exciting.

My fingers pushed further down. I felt the soft tickle of Kara’s pubic hair, and then my heart bounced. Suddenly, I remembered that Kara had something that I didn’t have, and I think every man wonders what that thing feels like. Yes, I’m talking about pussy.

I pushed my fingers lower and lower, down into my panties, which were already damp with the white, gooey discharges of pregnancy: a substance that was almost cum-like, but more creamy. That thick fluid was warm. It was stick on my fingers. I could feel it against the lips of my slit: a strange, slightly uncomfortable feeling.

My heart was racing now. I looked to the door, making sure Kara wasn’t coming back. I didn’t want her to see me doing this, even though I’d caught her masturbating with my body.

I gently stroked my fingertip up and down the length of that slit. I knew that slit well; I probably knew it better than Kara after ten years of fucking her and fingering her and going down on her. I’d seen that pussy from close up, from angles that Kara couldn’t possibly see without using a camera. I’d spread that hole open and pushed my tongue in… but I’d never experienced it like this.

The tingling was instant. My knees clamped together hard. I let out a noise from my mouth; maybe you could call it a moan, maybe you could call it a whimper. I bit down on my lip, realizing almost instantly where this could go. I’d gotten the tiniest taste of the sensitivity of a pussy. “Shit,” I whispered.

I looked to the door again. I glanced around the room, my heart pounding in my chest. I needed to make sure that I was alone, that there was no chance of Kara walking in on me and discovering what I was doing.

The house was quiet, the only sound the distant hum of the air conditioner. I couldn't hear any footsteps, couldn't sense any presence beyond the closed door.

Taking a deep breath, I turned back to the mirror and took in the sight of Kara's body once more. It was a strange feeling, being trapped in this new form, but there was also a sense of fascination and curiosity that I couldn't deny. I pulled down that white robe, revealing the glowing skin of that curvy, fertile body: those plump tits and puffy nipples. My God, Kara was truly radiant…

With a sense of reckless abandon, I began to explore again, running my fingers over the soft flesh of Kara's breasts and feeling the heat rising in my cheeks. It was a moment of pure indulgence, a chance to forget about the outside world and simply enjoy the sensations of this new body.

But even as I gave into the pleasure and the thrill of the moment, I knew that I was taking a risk. I knew that there was a chance that I could be caught, that Kara could discover what I was doing and the consequences would be dire.

And yet, in that moment, it was worth it. The feeling of being alive and present in this new body was too intoxicating to ignore, too powerful to resist.

I reached down and began to rub my new clit. Heat rose through me. I tingled all over. I bit my tongue to stop myself from crying out as I felt true pleasure for the first time. “Fuck,” I muttered. I rubbed harder, making that pleasure more intense.

“Did you say something?” said Kara in the doorway. I stopped what I was doing, and then, thinking fast, I pretended like I was rubbing my belly under those soft covers. “I think I’m going to puke again,” I lied.

“I’ll grab a bucket!” she gasped, and then she ran off, giving my heart a moment to settle. That was too close. I got carried away.

It was fifteen minutes later when I mustered up the energy to pull myself out of the bed. I forced myself to eat a few crackers, and then I felt almost normal—only a little bit like I was going to barf my guts out at any moment.

While we were putting on our boots, I got to experience something Kara was all too familiar with: I pissed myself. It happened while I was bending over to tie my shoe. Suddenly, a warmth began to form between my legs, soaking into my jeans. “Oh my God!” I yelped.

Kara, in my body, just giggled, covering her lips. “It’s not so much fun, is it?”

Now, I had to change—and Kara only had that single pair of maternity jeans. I tried to put on a pair of my own jeans, but even those didn’t fit on my pregnant body: my belly was too big and my legs were too short. “Just wear a dress or a skirt,” said Kara.

I stared at her, unimpressed, dreading the idea of dressing like a chick, even though I was stuck in the body of a chick. I stared at the tiny garment that she was now holding up. It was floral, with lacy bits around the sleeves and chest. I took it from her, reluctantly. I swear the thing weighed less than a pair of socks. “I’m not wearing this,” I said. “I’ll just wear the robe.”

“I’m not being seen out wearing a robe,” growled Kara. “Right now, you’re representing me. You’re lucky I’m not forcing you to do your hair and makeup.”

“We’re not going to be seen by anyone; we’re just going to drive straight to the fair.”

“The fair? You mean the busiest place in the entire province right now?”

I blushed. Now I wanted to wear the dress even less. People were going to see me…

No, they were going to see Kara. It’s not like people knew that I was stuck in her body, or that Kara was stuck in mine. So, biting my tongue, I snatched the little dress and put it on my body. I had to wriggle into it, grunting, squirming, not quite as mobile as I was used to being because of that stiff baby bump.

We climbed into the car. We were going back to the carnival, back to the place where our lives had been turned upside down just the night before.

No—our lives weren’t turned upside down; this was just a… blip. It was just a momentary glitch that we were going to easily fix, and then it would be something we could simple laugh about.

I was still feeling sick, but I couldn’t help but enjoy some of the new sensations that came with pregnancy. I ran my hands over that belly and smiled, a sense of wonder and amazement washing over me. “There’s really a baby in here,” I said, sure that I could feel the tiniest little movement. It’s really hard to describe that feeling, of having a human life inside of your body.

And there was more: my sense of smell was heightened. The cologne on Kara (my own cologne) smelled totally new and refreshing. It was so intoxicating—and then came the smells of the town; sure, some were off-putting, but when we drove by the restaurants, I felt like I was in some foodie heaven. I felt like a dog, able to smell Italian food coming from two blocks away, able to smell the savoury burgers of our favourite burger joint.

It was kind of like having superpowers.

And then the sun even felt different as it beamed down on my skin, making me tingle all over. I really felt like I was… glowing.

Yet there was still that dread… Every movement felt strange and unfamiliar, and I couldn't shake the sense of disorientation and confusion that had been with me since the moment I woke up in Kara's body. Every time I saw myself in the mirror, my heart would stop for a brief moment, and the same terror would enter my mind: what if this couldn’t be reversed?

But as we drove back to the carnival, I felt a sense of determination settling in. We were going to see the fortune teller again, and this time we were going to demand answers. We were going to demand that she undo the curse that she had put upon us, and set things right once more. I was going to get my body back, and I was going to get rid of these terrible pregnancy symptoms—like the nausea that was now building up again, broiling deep in my gut, making me want to sink deep into my seat.

I let out a long groan.

“You okay?” Kara asked.

“I’m… fine,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she said. “We’re almost there. We’ll find that tent and get her to undo this. Then you won’t have to suffer anymore.”

And then it hit me: the fortune teller had given me exactly what I asked for. She’d taken Kara’s pain away from her and put it on me… exactly as requested.

I could feel my heart racing with anticipation as we approached that carnival.

The thought hit me suddenly, like a bolt of lightning in the middle of a storm. What if I stayed in Kara's body? What if I took on the burden of her pregnancy, so that she wouldn't have to suffer through the debilitating symptoms?

It was a crazy thought, I knew that… But the more I considered it, the more it started to make sense. After all, I was in this body now, taking on those pains. And Kara, for the first time in months, was smiling. She seemed so relaxed, so free, so relieved. I couldn’t take that away from her…

And if there was a chance that I could spare Kara some of the pain and discomfort of this pregnancy, then maybe it was worth it.

But as I thought more about it, I realized that it wasn't just the pregnancy symptoms that I could take on. What about the pain of childbirth itself? What if I could spare Kara the agony of labor and delivery?

The thought made me shudder, but there was a part of me that was curious to see it through. I loved Kara more than anything, and if there was a way that I could protect her and make her life easier, then I was willing to do whatever it took.

“Pull over,” I said.

“We’re almost there. Can’t you hold it for a minute? Or are you about to pee?”

“No,” I said. “Just… pull over. I want to talk to you for a minute.”

She looked over at me, pausing for a moment. “What is it?”

Then, I explained to her what I’d said the night before to the fortune teller, while she was out of the tent.

“Mike…” she gasped. “This isn’t your pain to take on. It’s not your burden.”

“But it’s our child,” I said. “And you suffered through the first half of the pregnancy… maybe I can suffer through the next half. You can finally get some relief. I want you to be happy, Kara. I hate seeing you in pain.”

She was silent for a moment, eyes wide. I think she was actually considering my offer. She stuttered and then she cleared her throat. “It would be… nice,” she said softly. “Just to get a little break… Maybe not four and a half months, but even just a few days would be… amazing.”

I smiled. “Then maybe we should look at this like a gift. I can take this on for a while, and then we can switch back when we’re both ready.”

She blushed all over. It was weird seeing myself blush like that. Is that really how I looked when I was flustered? I looked so… childish and innocent.

She stuck out her hand, and it took me a moment to realize that she was asking to shake on it: entering into a mutual agreement. “But one thing,” she said, retracting her hand before I took it. “If you’re going to be me for the next little while, you have to be presentable whenever you go out. I don’t want people thinking that I’m some slob. That means makeup, nice clothes, hair done in the morning—no matter how sick you’re feeling.”

“I’ll just spend the next four months at home,” I grinned. “It will give me a chance to catch up on a few shows. Maybe I can even start working on that graphic novel I’m always talking about.”

Kara was now shaking her head. “No way,” she said. “You’re not just bumming around. I have appointments and dates with my girlfriends. There’s the baby shower—and you’ll have to go out and get all of the decorations for that.”

“What!? Why can’t you do that?” I asked.

“Because I have to work, dummy!”

“Oh…” I said suddenly, realizing she was right: I had a job. There were still lots of responsibilities that needed to be upheld. “Right. Well… We’ll figure it out.”

“I want the baby shower to be awesome,” she said with narrowed eyes. “I don’t want people thinking I just called it in. That reminds me; you need to go meet with the florist this afternoon.”

“What florist?”

“For the baby shower!” she barked. “And then my auntie’s in town tomorrow. You’re supposed to get her from the airport and take her to lunch.”

I groaned. I hated Kara’s aunt. She had nothing nice to say about me. Kara's aunt was a thorn in my side, a constant source of irritation and frustration. She was an older woman, with short hair and a thin body, and she always spoke her mind, whether anyone wanted to hear it or not.

I had never gotten along with her, from the moment we first met. She always seemed to have a snide comment or a cutting remark, something to remind me that I was not good enough for her niece.

It wasn't just her words, either. It was the way she looked at me, with a disdain and a disapproval that made my skin crawl. It was like she saw right through me, like she knew all of my flaws and my weaknesses and was not afraid to use them against me.

And the worst part was, she was always around. Whenever we visited Kara's parents, there she was, sitting at the dinner table and glaring at me from across the room. It was like she had a sixth sense for my presence, and she always seemed to make her presence known.

I had tried to make peace with her, at first. I had tried to be polite and friendly, to show her that I was a good person and that I loved her niece. But nothing I did seemed to make a difference. She remained stubborn and unyielding, a constant obstacle in our relationship.

It was like she was trying to sabotage us, to break us apart and keep us from being happy. And even though I knew that I shouldn't let her get to me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anger and frustration every time I saw her.

She was like a dark cloud hanging over our heads. “Can’t your mom pick her up?” I said.

“Mom works tomorrow,” said Kara. “Plus, I promised I would pick her up and take her to lunch. It’s not a big deal. Just don’t say anything rude. She means well, Mike; you know that.”

I rolled my eyes. “You know how I feel about her.”

“Get over it. You aren’t you right now. You’re me. And if you’re going to be in my body, you’re going to get along with my aunt, and my mom, and my friends. And if that’s something you can’t do, then let’s just go to that fortune teller right now and reverse all of this, because I’d rather be sick than have all of my relationships ruined.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever!” I said. “I’ll be nice. And the same goes for you. If you’re bored to death at work, you can’t just quit—and you can’t yell at my boss.”

She turned red. “Are you calling me a quitter?”

“I know you, Kara,” I said. “You aren’t a quitter, but you’re stubborn.”

“Do you really want to get into this fight right now?” she growled. Then, she shook her head, letting out a deep breath. “Let’s just… go home and figure out a plan, alright?”

It was strange hearing Kara being the level-headed one. I don’t think I’d ever heard her say those words: ‘let’s figure out a plan’. That was usually my thing. But now, she seemed to have a calm grip on this whole situation. Meanwhile, I was just… cloudy. My head was filled with a strange mixture of dread, anxiety, and a little bit of excitement.

As we turned around and started towards home, I started crying. It was just a little whimpering at first, overjoyed that Kara was feeling better, free from the pains of pregnancy… and then I started bawling my eyes out for reasons I couldn’t quite explain.

Kara stopped the car. “Mike?” she said nervously. “Are you… okay?”

I couldn’t reply. I just kept crying. I felt a wave of intense emotion wash over me. It was like a dam had burst inside of me, and all of the feelings that I had been holding back came flooding to the surface.

I tried to keep it together, tried to keep the tears from spilling over. But it was no use. The emotions were too intense, too overpowering.

And so, there in the car, I broke down crying. I couldn't explain it, couldn't understand why I was feeling this way. It was like my whole body was aching with a sense of loss and longing, a feeling of being disconnected from everything and everyone around me.

Kara tried to comfort me, of course. She held my hand and stroked my hair, whispering words of love and support. But it only made the emotions worse, made the tears flow harder.

I felt like I was losing control. The pregnancy hormones were wreaking havoc on my mind and my emotions, and I couldn't escape the overwhelming sense of sadness and despair.

It was a scary moment, one that left me feeling vulnerable and exposed.

And then, I looked over and saw Kara giggling, as if she thought the whole thing was funny. My God, I suddenly felt so angry. I couldn’t believe she could laugh at me when I was so vulnerable—so I lashed out at her. “Wipe off that fucking grin!” I barked. I was so furious, I almost wanted to grab her and shake her. But I bit my tongue.

Then, I started laughing. Suddenly, the whole situation just seemed so hilarious.

Kara wasn’t laughing. Now, she was inching away from me. Her eyes were wide. She was finally getting a taste of pregnancy emotions from the other side. Now, she knew how I felt every time she would have those wild hormonal episodes.

“Let’s just, uh, get home and make up a plan… okay?” said Kara.
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The first part of Kara’s plan involved me learning to do my own makeup. “I can’t do it for you everyday,” she said.

I watched as Kara expertly applied mascara to my eyelashes, her hands moving with a deftness that I could only envy. She was in my body now, and I was in hers, and it was all so surreal and strange.

But as she moved on to the next step in the makeup routine, I started to get a little annoyed. She kept giggling and making silly jokes, and it was starting to wear on my nerves.

"Can you take this seriously?" I asked, trying to keep the frustration out of my voice.

Kara looked up at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "What, you don't like my teaching style?"

"It's just...this is serious business, you know? I don't want to look like a clown. Just teach me how to do some basic look. Keep it simple. I don’t need to know how to do… wings, or whatever you called them.”

“I wear wings at special events… like baby showers. They’re sexy.”

“Just don’t make me look like a clown.”

Kara's giggle turned into a full-on laugh. "You won't look like a clown, I promise. You'll look beautiful, just like me. Of course—because you are me!” She laughed again. I don’t know why her laughter was getting so on my nerves.

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn't help but feel a sense of warmth and affection for her. She was always so carefree and happy, always finding joy in the little things. I was still so happy to see that she was free from the nausea and body pains—nausea and body pains that I was starting to get terribly accustomed to.

And as she continued to guide me through the makeup routine, I started to relax and enjoy the experience. It was strange, being in her body, but there was also a sense of novelty and adventure to it all.

By the time we were finished, I had to admit that I looked pretty good. Kara had done an amazing job

I was shocked when she took a wipe and cleaned it all off. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“We’re going to do it again, and this time you’re going to pay closer attention. Because you weren’t paying attention at all.”

My heart fluttered. I was losing interest… not that I ever had much to begin with.

"Okay, first things first. You need to start with a primer to make sure your makeup stays put all day. Here, use this one."

"Wait, what does primer do?"

"It makes your skin smooth and helps your makeup go on evenly. Trust me, it's a game-changer."

"Okay, got it. What's next?"

"Next, we're going to apply foundation. This will even out your skin tone and give you a flawless base for the rest of your makeup. Here, let me show you how to blend it in."

"This is so weird… I never thought I'd be learning how to put on makeup. Please just never tell anyone about this.”

"Well, get used to it. From now on, we're going to be the prettiest couple in town.” She giggled. And then, I noticed she had mascara on.

“Hey!” I snapped. “Do not put makeup on my body!”

“What?” she said. “It brings out your eyes, don’t you think?”

“Men do not wear makeup!”

She rolled her eyes. “Get over it. It’s just a touch of mascara. Lots of guys do it, and you just don’t notice. Maybe you’ll start to notice now.”

I groaned.

“Worry about being beautiful as me; that’s important. If you can focus for a minute, you’ll have no problem being the hottest pregnant chick in town.”

"I don't know about that.” I took a deep breath. “I'm really still getting used to being in your body. It's a little strange. It’s hard to think of much else.”

"I know, it's weird. But we'll get through it. And I promise, by the time we're done, you'll feel like a whole new person."

"I hope so. I don't want to look like a clown."

"Don't worry, you won't. Just follow my lead and you'll be fine. Okay, now it's time to add some eyeliner. You're going to use this liquid eyeliner to make little wings on the corners of your eyes."

"Wings? There you go again with the wings…”

"See how I have these little flicks of eyeliner on the edges of my eyes?” She was showing me a photo that I kept of her next to our bedside. “Those are wings. They make your eyes look bigger and more dramatic."

"Okay, I think I see what you mean. How do I do it? Just show me quickly.”

"Here, take the eyeliner and start at the inner corner of your eye. Then, draw a thin line along your lash line, getting thicker as you go towards the outer corner. Then, when you get to the outer corner, flick the liner up and out to create the wing."

"I don't know if I can do this. I'm not very good at drawing straight lines."

"Trust me, it's not that hard. Just take it slow and steady, and if you mess up, you can always wipe it off and start over."

"Okay, I'll give it a try."

"That's the spirit. And remember, practice makes perfect. The more you do it, the better you'll get."

"I can't believe I'm doing this.” I tried to do it… and the result was… impressive. I paused for a moment. Then I blushed and cracked a smile. “That’s not half bad. I actually look kind of… hot.” I giggled.

She giggled too. “That's the power of makeup, my dear. It can transform you into anyone you want to be.” She jumped to her feet, now tingling with excitement. It was kind of disorienting, seeing my male body acting so… feminine. "Okay, next up, we need to pick out an outfit. You can't just wear anything, you know. We need to find something that flatters your body and makes you look cute.” Her voice almost sounded feminine now, even though it was my voice. It was like her intense feminine energy was seeping into my male physical self.

"I don't know if I can do this. I'm not very good at fashion."

"Nonsense, anyone can be good at fashion. It just takes a little practice and a good eye. Now, let's see what we've got in the closet."

We rummaged through Kara's closet, pulling out dresses and blouses and skirts. I had to admit, I was a little overwhelmed by all of the options. How was I supposed to know what looked good and what didn't?

But Kara was a patient teacher, pointing out the different colours and patterns and explaining how they would work with my body shape.

"Okay, let's try this one on," she said, holding up a flowy sundress. "I think it would look great on you."

I slipped the dress on over my head, feeling the soft fabric against my skin. It was a little tight around the chest, but it fit pretty well otherwise.

“Jesus, my tits are huge,” she said, walking up to me and grabbing my boobs suddenly. I gasped.

“Those are tender!” I gasped, pushing her hands away.

“Oh. Sorry,” she said. “I just can’t believe how huge they are. They used to fit in that dress just fine.”

“It’s pretty tight,” I said.

"Well, you look gorgeous," Kara said, beaming at me. "I knew this would look good on you."

"I don't know about that," I said, feeling a little self-conscious.

"No, seriously, you look amazing. And with the right accessories and shoes, you'll be a total knockout."

"Really?"

"Really. Now let's pick out some jewelry to go with it. I have the perfect necklace in mind…"

Kara opened up her jewelry box, revealing an array of necklaces, bracelets, and earrings. Each piece was delicate and feminine, the kind of jewelry that I had never really paid much attention to before.

"Okay, let's see what we've got here," she said, holding up a silver chain with a tiny star charm. "This would be perfect with the dress."

"That's pretty, I guess,” I said, admiring the delicate pendant. I looked over and saw myself in the mirror. I felt embarrassed, but I really did want to admire myself. I really did look cute… though it wasn’t me. Surely, there was nothing embarrassing about wanting to admire my own girlfriend (because the girl in that mirror was Kara, not me). Yet still, I felt so flustered and awkward about it. I hated seeing myself like a girl, even if it wasn’t myself.

My God, does that even make any sense?

"Here's another one," she said, picking up a beaded necklace with pink and purple stones. "This would add a pop of colour to the outfit."

"That's nice too."

"And last but not least, we have these earrings," she said, holding up a pair of dangling silver hoops. "These would be perfect for the beachy vibe of the dress."

"I don't know, those look a little heavy."

"They're not that heavy, trust me. And they'll look amazing on you. Here, let me put them in."

She gently inserted the earrings into my pierced ears, and I couldn't help but feel a little thrill of excitement. It was like I was a whole new person, someone who cared about fashion and beauty and all of the things that I had never really paid attention to before.

"There, perfect," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "You look amazing."

And as I looked in the mirror, I had to admit that she was right. I looked beautiful, with the dress and the necklace and the earrings all coming together to create a stunning look.

It was a strange feeling, being in Kara's body and wearing her clothes and jewelry. But it was also kind of exhilarating, a chance to step out of my comfort zone and try something new.

“Shit!” Kara said suddenly. “It’s already three. You have to go.”

“I do?” I said, heart skipping a beat.

“Yes,” she said. “You have to meet the florist. Here, take my phone. The address is in the schedule. It shouldn’t take long. Make sure to pick out cute flowers. I want blue and pink. Make sure she knows it’s not a gender reveal. And I don’t want dyed roses! Got it? She’s going to push dyed roses because they’re expensive. I want something more subtle.”

I was overwhelmed, hardly listening. She was pushing me out the door. “You’re going to be late,” she said. “Get going!”

I was swept away before I could process what was happening. There I was, behind the wheel of the car, with the directions chirping on my phone in the cupholder.

The florist was downtown, on a busy intersection. I had to park four blocks away and walk—and four blocks, when you’re pregnant, is a long hike. It felt especially long because of the gawking eyes: men turning to look at me in that super tight dress. I couldn’t totally blame them: my breasts were bursting out of the top of that dress.

I couldn't help but feel like everyone was staring at me… because they were. I was used to being invisible, just another guy on the street, but now I was the centre of attention. Women stopped to ask me how far along I was. An old woman stopped and asked if she could feel my belly. Then, a man stopped me and chatted with me awkwardly for a moment before asking, “Why isn’t there a ring on that finger? Daddy not sticking around?” He had a terrible grin on his face.

I skirted away from him. Now, I felt like I needed to get around to properly proposing to Kara once our lives were back on track. I couldn’t help but wonder just how many guys were hitting on Kara when I wasn’t around. The last thing I needed was for some handsome hunk to come by and sweep her off of her feet.

I tried to walk with confidence, keeping my head up and my shoulders back, but it was hard. Every time someone looked at me, I felt a twinge of embarrassment and shame, almost as if people would recognize me, as if they would know that I was actually Mike and not Kara.

But I had a mission to complete, and I wasn't going to let a little bit of attention stop me. I made my way to the florist, trying to focus on the task at hand.

I went in, overwhelmed instantly by the smell of flowers. My nostrils tingled, but I stopped myself from sneezing, knowing a sneeze would mean pissing myself—and this wasn’t the place for that. I tried to convince Kara to let me buy some adult diapers but she got furious at the suggestion. “I’d rather have to change ten times a day than put a pathetic diaper on my body,” she said. “Don’t you dare put a diaper on my body.” I had to respect her wishes, which meant I had to be extra careful not to sneeze or cough.

“Kara!” a woman called out. I looked over and saw a very young brunette girl coming out from the back room. “Right on time for our meeting. Why don’t you come back with me? My God! Look at you! You look so stunning. You’re only sixteen weeks? You have the bump of a thirty-week woman!”

I blushed, not sure if it was a compliment or an insult. I was afraid of speak, worried Mike’s voice would come out from those lips, even though it hadn’t happened yet.

“This way, this way.”

The young florist woman was small and delicate, with long brown hair that cascaded down her back in soft waves. Her face was heart-shaped, with large brown eyes that sparkled in the sunlight. She wore a simple green apron over her white shirt and jeans, and she moved with a graceful ease as she arranged flowers in the vases.

She took me into a big back room, filled with young flowers growing in pots. It was bright and humid, with greenhouse plastic overhead, fogged—but I could still pinpoint the sun. The intense warmth and humidity was actually kind of soothing, helping my nausea. I took a deep breath of that fresh air.

“Let’s talk baby shower,” she smiled. “Now, I have a great idea for you. It would be a tiny bit more expensive than what we originally discussed, but the impact would be… amazing. So just hear me out—and look at this.” She skipped over to a shelf and pulled down a bouquet of flowers: pink and blue, soft hues. “What do you think?”

“Perfect,” I said, hoping to make this a very fast appointment.

“Really?” she said with beaming, excited eyes.

“Sure,” I said. “I think that’s fine.”

“And you said you wanted something consistent, so would this be for the full order?”

“I guess so. How much would that be?”

“Nine-hundred,” she said. “Like I said: a bit more than we discussed—but imagine the impact! Five-hundred dyed roses, pink and blue… It’s going to be so cute!”

“Wait,” I said suddenly. “Did you say dyed roses?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “They’re dyed white roses, of course. Roses don’t grow pink and blue quite like this. It’s a standard practise.”

“No, no,” I said. “Anything but dyed roses.”

“But the impact of the roses… You didn’t even know they were dyed!”

“Kara will know,” I said, and then I paused, realizing what I’d said.

She looked at me strangely. Then, she let out a small giggle. “But you didn’t know!”

“I mean… Mike. Mike will know that they’re dyed.”

“Would he care?” she asked, suddenly looking confused.

“He’s really into that stuff,” I said, feeling tense all over.

“Will he be at the shower?”

“No,” I said. “But… He’s really particular about these sorts of things. Let’s just do… something else.”

“Tulips?” she asked. “I mean… tulips are tulips. They’re the colours you want, but… don’t you think they’re a bit… ho-hum? I just want your baby shower to be perfect, Kara.”

I was squirming. She was doing a good job of pushing me towards the roses. Maybe Kara wasn’t right about this. Now, the florist girl was holding up a pair of tulips, and they really didn’t have the same elegant impact. “You’re only saving about a hundred bucks going with tulips, so if this is about money… I’m not sure. I guess it’s your call.” Then, she eyed the big, magnificent roses. You really couldn’t tell that they were dyed. Why was Kara so against them? They seemed to elegant and spectacular. Hundreds of them would just seem so impactful. But the tulips… they almost seemed juvenile.

Why did I care about the flowers? I just needed to do what Kara wanted me to do; I wasn’t there to ask questions.

The florist showed me a few different ways to arrange the roses, making them look so amazing. I’d never cared for flowers before, but now… They were just so pretty! When she arranged the tulips, it just looked like some old lady’s garden. It was okay, I guess…

“I think you want the roses,” smiled the florist. “It makes no difference to me; I make about the same commission regardless. I just want you to have the perfect baby shower.”

Why did I care?

For some reason, I cared. This baby shower needed to be perfect. It was Kara’s first baby shower. We couldn’t bring a child into the world after some lacklustre baby shower! “Give me the roses,” I hushed. “I’ll take the roses.”

The florist smiled. She won. I was sure that Kara was going to be thrilled when she saw them…

No—she wasn’t going to see them, because she wasn’t going to be at the baby shower. I could just tell her that I bought something different. Maybe she would see pictures later and be a bit miffed about it… but then she would also see how beautiful the roses were

“How did it go?” Kara asked.

I smiled, blushing. “Great,” I said. “Flowers are ordered; that’s all dealt with.”

“What did you settle on?” she asked, beaming eyes.

I paused for a moment, heart fluttering. “A mixture of flowers. She showed me the arrangements. They’re all very nice.”

“That’s great,” she smiled. I hated lying to her. “What did it cost?”

“Nine-hundred,” I said.

Then, she flipped like a switch, gasping. “You spent what!? Our money! You can’t spend our money so freely like that!”

“It’s important!” I gasped.

The argument intensified. I won’t bore you with the details, but we went back and forth for a good ten minutes before I realized it was a familiar argument, but now, Kara was taking my usual side and I was taking her usual side. I could see her usual perspective and she could see mine. But now, I had a hard time understanding my usual perspective. I couldn’t understand why she didn’t think the flowers were important. She couldn’t understand how I justified spending almost a thousand dollars on flowers. “The baby shower will be beautiful,” I said. “That’s all that matters.” I decided then that I would definitely hold back on telling her that I bought dyed roses.

“That’s not all that matters!” she barked.

And then, I managed to bring the argument to an end in the most spectacular way: by breaking down into hysterical tears. They came from nowhere. “Just admit it!” I cried. “You don’t even love me!”

She was blindsided, not knowing what to do as I fell to the ground and began to weep. It was a minute before she came in to put her hands on my shoulders. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

I was quickly discovering the power of female emotional instability.

But then, later that night, I discovered another hidden power of the pregnant body: sudden insatiable horniness. We were getting ready for bed and I looked over at Kara. She was naked, about to put on a pair of sweats before getting into bed. I eyed her cock, which was my own. I wondered for a moment what it would feel like, inside of me—and then one thought led to another. Suddenly, I was tingling all over, squirming as if I had to pee. “Fuck me,” I said, unable to control my own words. “Fuck me right now.”

“What?” Kara said.

I bent over and shimmied down my panties as fast as I could, as if there wasn’t a second to waste. “Please, Kara,” I said. “I—I need you to fuck me.”

I felt my face turning red with humiliation. “Never mention this in your life,” I said. “But I need it. Please… Just… Do it.” I turned around and spread my legs, bending over our bed. I looked back at her, seeing her standing stunned. It was a moment before she noticed her throbbing erection. She looked down at it with a gasp, learning suddenly that a man can’t control his physical arousal. The sight of that throbbing cock made me shudder all over with excitement. “Oh my God,” I whimpered.

“Oh my God,” Kara said. “Look how big it’s getting!” She was fascinated by her penis… until I pulled up the skirt of my long dress and she saw my ass and my dripping pussy. Then, she got to learn what it felt like to be a man, to feel the surge of testosterone that comes with the sight of a perfect, fertile woman.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. Now, her cock was rock hard. She came up to me and put her hands on my ass. I whimpered.

She caressed me and then she put her fingers against my pussy. “You’re so wet,” she whispered.

“Just fuck me, Kara,” I said.

She stuck a finger into me, making me yelp. She moaned, feeling around inside of me. Then, she rubbed my clit in small circles, making me melt into the mattress. “Oh God, Kara,” I said. “That feels so fucking good. Please don’t stop. Oh God.”

She bent forward and began to lick me out. After ten blissful seconds, she leaned back and said, “I can’t believe I’m putting my face into my own pussy! How gross is that!”

“Keep doing it,” I begged, and then she didn’t hesitate. Her mouth went back in and she kept licking. Her tongue explored every piece of my cunt, making me tremble and leak. Then, I heard her gasp—and a second later, I knew why: I was pissing on her face.

“You bitch!” she gasped.

“I can’t help it!” I moaned. I couldn’t cut it off either. I pissed until I was empty, and the floor was soaked with urine. “Please just keep eating me out.”

I didn’t want the pleasure to end. She leaned back in and licked me out some more, paying special attention to my clitoris. I guess she knew her way around a clit, because she was working miracles with that tongue. “Oh God, Kara, don’t stop! Oh my fucking God, please don’t stop! Fuck! That feels so fucking good… Right there. Oh, yes! Don’t stop!”

A moment later, she was standing next to me, cock in her hand. I looked at her strangely, and then she stepped forward, stuffing my mouth with that cock. I gasped, grossed out. I didn’t want to suck a cock! But… I suppose she wanted to know how it felt, and she had just spent almost fifteen minutes eating out a pussy, so it was only fair.

At least it was my own cock. At least I knew where it had been, and I knew that it was clean (I was there when she showered fifteen minutes before). So I sucked it. I showed her how good it felt, hoping that it would inspire her to do it more often for me once we were back in our own bodies. I sucked hard, bobbing my head along the length of her rigid shaft.

To be honest, I never really realized how big I was. I had a really big dick! She couldn’t even get it all in my mouth. I was gagging when she tried. She started thrusting. “Oh God,” she groaned. “Just like that, baby.”

I sucked hard, moving my tongue around. I was determined to make it feel amazing—as good as it possibly could feel. If she was in total euphoria, she might be more inclined to suck cock more often.

Maybe I could even make her cum…

No! I didn’t want to taste cum. I wanted to feel the euphoria of a female orgasm, and I wanted to know what it was like to be pretty and pampered… but there were some female experiences that I was fine not having; tasting male ejaculation was one of those experiences.

“In my pussy,” I whispered as I wiped my lips.

Kara didn’t need convincing. She walked around me, rubbed my cunt with the palm of her hand, and then she pushed her tip against my quivering hole. I let out a loud moan. I was ready for it. I bit down on my lip.

She penetrated me. I gasped. It was exactly how I thought it would feel… and it was nothing like I thought it would feel at the same time. It was intense euphoria, it was totally overwhelming. I had to give up all my power, all of my control. Now, Kara was dominating me. I had to give in.

“Fuck me, baby,” I moaned. “Fuck my pregnant brains out.”

She followed my command. She used me like a cheap sex toy, pounding and pumping me from behind, pinning me against that bed. She rolled me over so that she could see my plump pregnant tits and bouncing pregnant belly. She squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples, making me moan. Then, after I pissed everywhere again, she pulled out and sprayed my pregnant belly with her warm cum. I moaned loudly, a bit annoyed that she’d pulled out and made a mess on my clean skin. But the pleasure was intense… I couldn’t be bothered to chew her out.

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whispered. It was a weird thing to say, seeing as she was saying it to herself. But it still felt like a compliment.

I blushed and smiled, and then we kissed.

The pleasure was short-lived. Horrible nausea came minutes later, and I spent the next hour in the bathroom, hugging the porcelain toilet.

I remembered seeing Kara in that same position, groaning, crying, arms wrapped around that cold porcelain bowl… Now, I remembered why I told that fortune teller that I wanted to take that pain away from her… but now, I was half-regretting it. This pain was a lot… too much. I was reduced to tears. Kara tried to comfort me, of course, but the feeling of her touching me made me revolt with horror. I don’t know why, but the feeling of being touched was just so uncomfortable. I barked at her, but I didn’t mean to be mean. She scurried away, red in the face, leaving me alone in my misery.

“Let me know if I can do anything,” she said softly from the other room.

But I just had to do it on my own. I just had to accept that horrible pain.
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The next week was beyond brutal. I was so close to giving up so many times—ready to run to that fortune teller to have all of this reversed…

And then I would see Kara, in my body, so happy, so relaxed, living without pain and nausea for the first time in so long. I would bite my tongue and tell myself that I could do it: I could keep suffering so that she wouldn’t have to.

It came with a few… benefits. Kara, seeing me in pain, would treat me nicer than she’d ever treated me before. In all honestly, I think she was mostly just doing it because she was afraid of me lashing out when my hormones flared up. Maybe I did get a little bit fiery whenever I was in a bad mood, so I can’t blame her for going the extra mile to keep me satisfied and happy.

Or maybe she was just doing it because she’d discovered the joys of sex as a man. Now, she knew the pleasure of a male orgasm, and her own new hormones were telling her to work hard for another romp in the bedroom. She would treat me like a princess all day, and then when it was nighttime, she would make her move. I would walk into the bedroom and see her naked, erect, waiting for me on the bed.

Usually, I would groan. “I’m tired, Kara,” I would say. She would try various forms of begging for sex, pleading with me, along the lines of, “I promise it will feel good.”

Sometimes I would give in, sometimes I would just get angry. But I knew that she was right: it almost always felt really, really good. I loved the feeling of going limp, submissive, and letting her dominate me, thrusting, pumping, filling me with her warm seed. Okay, I always loved it, and never wanted it to stop… so I can’t quite explain why I was always rejecting Kara, telling her that I was tired, telling her that I wasn’t in the mood… maybe because I was always tired, and I was hardly in the mood, even though I knew it would feel good.

I guess sex as a female is a lot more complex than can easily be explained. There were so many intricacies involved, and I always wanted the mood to be perfect, for it to be romantic. I really wanted to make her work for it, though I knew she was already working so hard to keep our little family together.

One night, when she was begging me for sex, I said, “I don’t want to have sex… but I do want you to go down on me.”

She stared at me strangely. “Why don’t you just want sex?” she asked.

“I don’t want you inside of me right now,” I said. I was feeling some new pains down there, and penetration was the absolute last thing that I wanted. “And I don’t want to have to deal with cum being inside of me, or having to clean it off of me. Just go down on me, and then… maybe I’ll jerk you off before we go to bed.” I groaned, squirming to find a comfortable position where the baby wasn’t crushing a nerve in my body.

Kara was willing to take whatever she could get. She pulled my panties down, spread open my legs, crawled in, and then paused. “Ew,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“There’s just… a lot of stuff coming out of you.”

I strained to look down. “What stuff?”

“It’s like… white.”

“It’s just pregnancy discharge.”

“It’s so thick. It almost looks like… cum.”

“Get over it!” I said. “And don’t say ‘ew’! That’s so rude!”

“It’s not rude,” she said, standing up. “It’s just… the truth.”

I growled, biting my tongue. “Go down on me right now,” I said. “If you really love me, you’ll do it. If you just want to make me feel like shit, then never mind.” I crossed my arms, groaning, extremely offended, even though it was technically her body we were talking about. She should have been free to say whatever she wanted about her own body… but I felt strangely defensive.

“I don’t want that stuff in my mouth!” Kara cried.

“You’re such an asshole!” I said, and then I felt tears starting to form in my eyes. She turned red, wide-eyed. She knew what was coming, and I knew it too; it wasn’t something that I could control. She could control it, but she had to think fast, to beat my hormones to the punch.

“Fine!” she said. “I—I’ll do it. Whatever. It’s not that bad, I, uh, guess.”

She went down, slowly, apprehensively. She pushed her face between my legs. I heard her groan. She hesitated… Then, I felt her tongue; she started eating me out, despite the discharge. She licked up and down, stroking my slit. It felt nice.

“God, that feels good, baby,” I whispered. I spread my legs wider for her. She licked harder, eventually getting over her disgust for my discharges…

And then, I made it worse for her—not on purpose, but let’s just say that she made me feel relaxed. I let out a loud sigh, and then the floodgates opened. I pissed on her face, and it was a few seconds before I even realized that I was doing it.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But don’t stop. It feels so good.”

She battled through the squirts of piss and the leaking white cream. She was a real trooper, determined to pleasure me—and she succeeded in giving me a beautiful pregnant orgasm, making my fertile pussy quiver before I bellowed out in euphoria.

I returned the favour as we sat and watched a romance movie (which I picked and desperately wanted to watch, for reasons I couldn’t quite grasp). I reached over and jerked her off, making me cum all over herself.

Then, as it came time to go to sleep, that nausea returned, on cue. I spent hours in the bathroom, puking, wishing this pregnancy would just come to an end…

But that was the last truly awful bout of nausea that I had. No, it wasn’t the last bout of nausea or the last time I puked… but that nausea seemed to be getting better. I woke up the next morning with a curious amount of energy.

I had no issues getting out of bed; I was even up before Kara. I went straight to the kitchen, making breakfast for both of us. The smell of coffee didn’t make me violently ill, for the first time. Instead, it made me want to drink a nice, warm, steaming mug of coffee. I found myself skipping around the place, humming, full of life.

I felt so good; I just wanted to get out of the house and feel some fresh air for the first time in days. So, after Kara went to work, I got dressed up. I was tempted to put on baggy boy clothes, but I’d promised Kara that I would put forth my best foot in terms of maintaining a good image. So instead of baggy clothes and a ball cap, I spent an hour putting on some makeup, styling my hair, and picking out an outfit. None of Kara’s pants fit, so I had to pick out a dress.

I tried on a few, and I really did find myself enjoying the process. There was something very satisfying about feeling those different dresses against my skin; I can’t quite explain that feeling, but it was a new feeling: something you don’t experience as a man. The fabrics were so soft, so comforting. The dresses were all tight in the belly, and the breasts (my boobs were still growing noticeably every day). But there was an airiness on my legs; I was bare in places that I was used to always being covered. It felt strangely taboo, but exciting.

I caught myself smiling a few times, like when I was putting on red lipstick. Okay, so maybe there was something fun about making myself pretty. Maybe the thought of going out and turning a few heads was a little bit exciting. I wanted to look as good as possible. I wanted to feel… like a woman.

I knew it was the hormones, so I tried my best not to freak out over these new feelings that I was having. I was experiences thoughts that belonged to Kara; nothing to worry about… right?

I went to the mall. I was nervous to enter that large public space, especially when I saw, from afar, how busy it was… but that nervousness also added to the excitement. I took a deep breath and walked slowly.

When I entered, I was immediately met with looks: looks from both men and women, making me freeze up. Some were looking at my bump… mostly the women. But the men, their eyes seemed to drift elsewhere: my legs, my face, my bum… but mostly my giant pregnant tits.

I smiled back at a few people. The men blushed. My heart raced.

I had no goal in mind; I was just there to be out, to experience being pregnant in a positive way—not just the nausea and pain that was always there. Now, I was getting the other side of it: the beautiful, glowing pregnancy that so many women talk about.

It was nice, going through the mall, being complimented constantly. I was met with smiles no matter where I went. When I entered stores, people would move aside for me. When I went to the food court, people let me budge them in line, and nobody protested when I accepted the offer. Everyone wanted to treat me like a princess.

Sure, there were awkward moments too, like when the group of old ladies wanted to take turns rubbing my belly… but otherwise it was a charming, sweet day out.

But the most awkward moment of all came near the end, when a man approached me. “Please tell me daddy isn’t in the picture,” he said. He was a surprisingly handsome man, wearing a suit.

I smiled. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m in a relationship.”

“Is it serious?” he asked. “I mean—clearly… but still, I would love to take you out to lunch. You never know… I would kill myself if I didn’t ask.”

He was tall and lean, with broad shoulders and chiseled features that seemed almost too perfect. He was impeccably dressed in a tailored suit, with a crisp white shirt and a tie that matched his piercing blue eyes.

His hair was styled in a neat, swept-back look, and his hands were adorned with expensive watches and cufflinks. As he drew closer, I could see the slight glint of a gold chain peeking out from under his shirt collar.

He had a confident swagger in his step, and a charming smile that seemed to come easily to him. I could tell that he was used to getting what he wanted.

He went on to compliment me, calling me beautiful, insisting that I was the prettiest woman he’d ever seen. I blushed all over and tried to dismiss myself from the conversation, but he was persistent. “How’s about this: one coffee?” he said with a big smile. “And to make it worth your while, I’ll buy you something: a beautiful dress for your beautiful pregnant body. Anything you want.”

I blushed harder. Okay, so maybe it was a bit tempting. It’s not like a coffee had to be a date, and I could twist his arm into buying me something that I couldn’t quite afford. Kara was always complaining that she didn’t own anything nice…

But was it worth it?

“One coffee,” I smiled. “That’s it. And it’s not a date, okay?”

He grinned big. He took me to the Starbucks in the mall. He bought me an $11 latte. He sat me down and told me, for fifteen minutes, how beautiful I was. I kept blushing. “Stop,” I said. “I told you, I’m taken.”

“I would kill to be that man,” he said, looking me up and down. “I bet he has no idea how lucky he is.”

“You’re hardly being appropriate,” I said with pink cheeks.

“I hardly care,” he said. “I know you’re not mine, and you probably never will be mine… but just being able to stare into your eyes for a few minutes… it’s making my day… my whole week.”

Okay, so he was being charming. I couldn’t stop blushing and smiling. I wasn’t used to getting compliments like that. Of course, I was terrified, realizing what Kara likely met on a regular basis. If she’d been in her body and been approached by this handsome, charming man, maybe she would have picked him over me… Hell, maybe she would have been stupid not to! He seemed to have everything going for him…

He took me to a nearby store—one of Kara’s favourite shops, which we always avoided because of the price tags—and he told me to pick out anything. I picked out a dress, and then gasped in horror when I saw that it was $390. “Don’t worry about that,” he said, snatching it from me. “It’s yours.”

I blushed all over. “You really can’t do that,” I said. “I would feel terrible.”

“It’s hardly anything for me,” he smiled.

Damn him and his charm and riches…

I will admit something now, something I hate to admit but it’s just me being fully honest: I felt a tingle. I felt that tingle all over as I stared at the man. I felt emotions that I wasn’t used to, and a part of me was tempted to take the man’s hand and find a private place with him. A part of me was tempted to take his phone number, so I could meet him again.

I resisted those urges, of course; I wasn’t going to cheat on Kara, no matter what. But I feel that it’s important that I be honest with you because that was the first time I felt an attraction for a man. And that attraction scared me to death. I wondered for a moment if I was gay, and then I had to remind myself that I was in a woman’s body, with a woman’s emotions, and with a woman’s brain. I was biologically female, so it only made sense that I would be attracted to men… right?

I fought those urges, took my new dress, and I scurried home.

But I couldn’t stop blushing. I couldn’t stop beaming and humming and skipping. I was so lost in those new emotions that I didn’t even realize it had been twenty-four hours since I felt any nausea, any pain… and it wasn’t until the next afternoon that it truly hit me: those negative symptoms were gone!
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Iwas careful for the next few days, sure that that nausea was going to sneak back up on me, so I never got too far from home… but it wasn’t coming back; it really seemed like I was in the clear. Overnight, that pregnancy went from a nightmare to something more like a fantasy. I suddenly had energy—more energy than I was used to having, even as a man. I wasn’t quite as mobile as I was used to, but I was constantly positive, constantly tingling with a small sense of euphoria.

And with that new energy came a whole new sex drive. I went from having sexual cravings every blue moon to having them constantly. I found it hard to control myself. The moment Kara was home from work, tired, dragging her feet, I would throw myself at her. One night, when she didn’t seem in the mood, I decided to dig out some lingerie that I’d bought for her a few years earlier. I put it on, knowing how I would react, seeing a beautiful blonde wearing it. And I got that exact reaction. Kara’s eyes lit up, and then she came at me: hungry, erect, ready to fuck. She took me to the bed and made love to me, pumping me, making me gush, filling me with her warm cum. And then I got her to commit to a second round after a good deal of begging (which also involved me getting down to suck her cock, making it hard again).

It was a couple of days before she really took notice. “Are you feeling better?” she asked. “You’ve seemed totally… different, lately.”

I smiled. “I definitely feel good right now,” I said with beaming eyes. I was starting to love every moment of being pregnant: the intense sexual euphoria, the amazing way that everyone treated me when I was out in public—and even the tiny little kicks that I would feel a few times a day were somehow so strangely satisfying.

“So, if the nausea and pain is gone, we should go find that fortune teller and have her switch us back,” Kara said, perking up, ready to be done with working. After so many years, she finally got a taste for my job. I’d always told her how tedious and miserable it was, but I always could tell that she didn’t quite believe me.

Now, she believed me. She was always sore from long days at the desk, mind lost from suffering through menial task after menial task.

But I wasn’t quite ready to go back to that. I didn’t want to go back to that tedious job while Kara got to stay home, humming and skipping around, happy… It hardly seemed fair after the many weeks that I’d just suffered through. It only seemed fair that I would get to enjoy at least some of the fruits of my sacrifice. “I’m still getting sick; it just usually happens while you’re at work,” I lied. “Believe me; you don’t want this back right now.”

She believed me. She hadn’t forgotten the pain and dread of being sick. I felt bad lying to her… but it was true: how could I really know if that pain and nausea was truly gone? Maybe it would come back… Maybe this was just a little moment of relief: the eye of the storm.

My guilt was worse the next day, when Kara groaned and shuffled off to work, and I got myself dolled up to go to the mall again. I just wanted to experience being out, being noticed, being sexy and radiant. I loved the looks, the compliments, and the princess treatment. I loved the feeling of the open air touching my skin.

Plus, Kara wanted me to get my hair done. “We need to have beautiful hair for the pregnancy photos,” she said to me. “And it always takes a good month or two for a haircut to grow on me.”

She booked me an appointment at that mall. Now, I’d only ever gotten my hair cut as a man before. I wasn’t expecting the experience to be much difference… but boy, was I wrong!

I made my way to the hair salon at the mall, feeling nervous but excited for my appointment. As I pushed open the door, I was greeted by a bright and inviting atmosphere that immediately put me at ease.

The salon was spacious and well-lit, with large windows that let in plenty of natural light. The walls were painted in warm, earthy tones, and the floors were a glossy dark wood that gleamed underfoot.

The scent of lavender and vanilla filled the air, and soft jazz music played in the background, adding to the relaxed ambiance. I walked up to the reception desk, where a friendly young woman smiled at me.

"Hi there, can I help you?" she asked.

"I'm Kara, I have an appointment at 2 pm," I replied, trying to sound confident.

The woman checked her computer screen and then gestured to the seating area.

"Please have a seat, someone will be with you shortly," she said.

I settled into one of the comfortable chairs and took in my surroundings. The salon was busy, with several stylists working on clients, but everything seemed to be running smoothly and efficiently.

I admired the decor, which was tasteful and modern. The mirrors along the walls were large and framed in sleek black, and the lighting was perfect, casting a warm glow over everything.

As I waited, I felt my nerves begin to calm, replaced by a growing sense of anticipation. I couldn't wait to see what magic the stylist would work on my hair.

The salon experience was amazing, and so much more than a trip to the barbers. I was pampered. They gave me sparkling water and massaged my scalp. They rubbed lotions on my face and made sure that I was relaxed. Then, they spent over two hours carefully cutting my hair, dying it, massaging my scalp again. My God, I was in heaven. Now, I could see why Kara was always blowing her paycheques on the salon.

I was sad when it was over, but I kept the momentum going. I went to get my nails done, and I discovered that a manicure was a whole lot more than just a Korean woman painting toenails. They massaged my feet, they rubbed warm oils and lotions, they put me in a massage chair, soothing me into a relaxed state for a blissful hour. They gave me a manicure on the house: another bit of princess treatment because of my bulging pregnant belly.

Life was so grand. I was totally into this pregnancy now, not wanting it to end.

The next month—the sixth month of that pregnancy—was, by far, the best month that I’d had in a very, very long time. The only downside was lying to Kara, telling her that I was still sick whenever I was home alone. I even had to pretend to be sick when she was home a few times, just so that she wouldn’t want that pregnancy back. I wasn’t ready to give it up. Besides, part of my promise was that I would take on the pain of child-birth—not just the nausea and soreness of pregnancy; child-birth hadn’t happened yet, so…

Still, I felt guilty, especially when I was out and people were treating me so nicely, and I just knew that Kara was stuck behind that desk, working that tedious job, trying to make sure we still had an income. It didn’t help that I was blowing so much of that hard-earned money.

As a woman (a pregnant woman in particular), my outlook on finances was totally different. I found myself justifying purchases in the strangest ways, getting completely emotional when I thought about passing up on things that I wanted. I found myself fighting with Kara over purchases, like the bottle warmer that I bought for $300. I felt bad, knowing that was all of the cash she was working to earn… but those purchases just made perfect sense in my mind.

But I knew what it was like to be a man; I’d been a man for the vast majority of my life, after all—so I knew how to make it up to Kara: with sex.

I put out, big time. I put on lingerie and sprayed myself with perfume. I was always ready for her. Sure, it was nice for me too—but I made sure that it was always a gift to her. I would get on my knees. I would suck her cock, sometimes even letting her cum in my mouth. I bent over for her. I did whatever position she wanted, and she was very much into experimenting, knowing that she would only get to be a man for a little bit longer. She fucked me doggy-style, missionary, cowgirl, reverse-cowgirl—and then a dozen other positions we’d never tried before. I let her cum on my face, in my mouth, in my pussy—and yes, even in my butthole (she really wanted to try anal one day, so I let her, even though she’d never let me try it as a man before). I let her use my body like a sex toy, thinking it would make up for stealing the prime of her pregnancy away from her.

Then, one night, while we were making love, I reached a new pregnancy milestone. Kara was fucking me, bent my chest, sucking on my gigantic tits—and then she suddenly gasped and spat.

“What is it!?” I cried.

“You’re lactating!” she gasped.

I looked down and saw that milk was oozing from the nipples she’d been sucking.

We both froze. There was a strange tension in the room, and then we went right back to fucking. Horny and curious, Kara leaned in and kept sucking, now wanting to satisfy that overpowering curiosity. She sucked milk from my titties. She even swallowed it. And my God, did it feel good! It felt so satisfying, like she was taking a pressure away while also stimulating my titties in the most pleasurable way possible.

Kara was strangely fascinated by the lactating. It wasn’t even a full day later when she came up to me, from behind, and grabbed my breasts. She squeezed them, and I melted into her, moaning. “That feels nice,” I said—and it was true; getting a pregnant breast massage is a pleasure unlike any other.

She made sure that my breasts were out of my top. Then, she pulled towards the nipples, making milk spray in thin streams. She kept going, milking me as if I was a cow. “Don’t stop,” I moaned, biting my lip. She kept squeezing—and then I felt her erection against my backside, throbbing. I pulled up my skirt and shimmied down my panties. She used my white goopy discharge as lubricant, pushing into my creamy pregnant pussy. Then, she fucked me while she milked me—and I will tell you quite confidently that she did not last long at all. It wasn’t even a minute before she was ejaculating inside of me—and my body replied with a torrent of urine; I pissed myself, drenching our floor and our legs.

We both giggled, blushing all over. We were both so vulnerable, exploring Kara’s pregnant body. I felt so guilty for being the one who got to enjoy it first-hand while Kara was forced to work every day—but I just couldn’t bring myself to let it go. I wanted to have those amazing sensations forever.

And they only became more intense as that belly got bigger. In that seventh month of pregnancy, my breasts seemed to double in size; now, they were bigger than my head. My belly was huge, making it hard to walk. Sleeping was uncomfortable too… but the positives still very much outweighed the negatives.

The orgasms were otherworldly. I was having at least five beautiful orgasms each day—three with Kara, and at least two while she was out. I began to experiment with her vibrator and discovered whole new worlds of pleasure. I ruined a few sets of bed sheets before I wisened up and started masturbating in the bathtub.

A minute of vibration against my clit would make me squirt everywhere. A few minutes and I would lose control of other functions as well, but I won’t get too graphic.

I would sit and massage my own nipples. I would milk myself, spraying breastmilk across the shower, in complete ecstasy as my breasts tingled with pleasure.

I wasn’t ready for any of this to end.

But the guilt was getting worse. I hated telling Kara that I was still getting sick during the days; it wasn’t true, and hadn’t been true for months. The guilt of lying was starting to eat me up inside. Every time Kara asked me how I was feeling, I felt like a fraud, like I was betraying her trust.

I knew I needed to come clean, to tell her the truth. But every time I tried to say the words, my throat tightened and my palms started to sweat.

What if she was angry with me? What if she didn't believe me? What if she thought I was making fun of her, or mocking her experience?

I couldn't bear the thought of losing her trust, or hurting her in any way. But at the same time, I knew that I couldn't keep lying to her. It wasn't fair to her, or to me.

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. Maybe it was time to just be honest, to tell her the truth and deal with the consequences.

I walked into the bedroom, where Kara was lying on the bed, reading a book, still in my body…

She looked up as I entered, her eyes bright and curious.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I—I need to tell you something,” I said.

“What is it?” she asked, perking up.

But I couldn’t do it. I tried. I tried to push out those words, but they didn’t come out. “I’ve been sick all day,” I lied. “And I really need you to rub my shoulders for me.”

She smiled and obliged, and while she rubbed, I just felt guiltier and guiltier.
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Karma is a real bitch.

I was greedy and decided to keep that experience to myself. I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t bring myself to let it go. Well… the universe made sure that I got what was coming to me.

First, it started with contractions. They were painful, but I was able to function normally… at first. But the pain got worse and the contractions got closer together. Now, the pain was debilitating. I had to wait for Kara to get home from work, so she could take me to the hospital. “The baby is coming early,” I groaned.

“It’s going to be okay,” she said.

The pain was on another level, but they wouldn’t give me an epidural at the hospital; they told me that I was too far along and that it wouldn’t be safe. “You’ll have to deliver naturally,” the doctor said to me.

Okay, so that was only a small part of my cosmic punishment. The next part came just an hour later… shortly after Kara asked me what I’d been up to earlier that day—and I made my last lie. “I was at home, sick,” I said.

And then, a pregnant woman I met at the mall earlier that day recognized me and approached me. She started talking with a big smile on her face, in front of Kara. “How funny is it that we run into each other at the mall, and then here we all, giving birth together!?” she said.

“The mall?” Kara asked.

“We see each other at the mall all the time,” the woman said with an oblivious smile. “We even got massaged together the other day.”

Okay, so the woman had become a friend of mine. We were pregnant together… and I never told Kara about her because I didn’t want her to feel like she was missing out… because she was.

Now, Kara was fuming. She looked at me with so much rage, biting her tongue.

Next, the doctor came in to make it worse. It was the same doctor that I’d seen just a few days earlier for my checkup. She started going down my pregnancy history. “No nausea for four months—that’s great,” she said.

“What do you mean, no nausea?” Kara asked, stunned.

I blushed and produced a smile.

She was very, very angry with me—and I can’t blame her. But I was about to get my punishment, in the form of twenty-six hours of natural labor. I passed out multiple times because of the pain. They never were able to give me anything for the pain; I just had to take it all. I’d never been through so much agony in my entire life. It was absolutely brutal: so bad that even Kara said, “I’m so happy that I’m not you right now.”

I won’t describe the graphic and painful details of childbirth; I’m sure you’ve heard all of that before. Well, imagine the worst you’ve heard and multiply it by at least five. By the end, I was hardly alive. I was hardly able to hold the little baby that came out of my body.

“That’s what you get for lying to me,” Kara whispered into my ear later that night. The next morning, I woke up in my bedroom… but that’s not where I fell asleep. I sprung up and looked around, and then I saw myself in the mirror; I was back in my body.

I gasped, feeling my body all over with my hands. Then, I saw that I had a wristband on, with my name on it: it was from the hospital, where Kara currently was with our baby.

So I rushed to the car and zoomed to the hospital. I got to the room and saw her there, breastfeeding the baby with a smile on her face. She looked up at me and beamed. “Everything’s back to normal,” she said.

Of course, I spent a good deal of that day apologizing to her. She forgave me, but my punishment wasn’t over; it wouldn’t be complete for another two years.

Life was perfect with our new baby. Kara was happy and I had a renewed love and respect for her, after experiencing life as her. She had a new respect for me, and she treated me like gold whenever I returned from work: blowjobs, hand jobs, lingerie—any position I wanted. I tried to return the favour as best I could, now knowing what felt good as a woman.

And then came the second pregnancy.

Kara was throwing up one morning in that first month, and I said, “It’s too bad we can’t swap places again.”

Her eyes became bright. Then, she arranged to make it happen: she tracked down that fortune teller, who was just a few towns away. We went on a trip and paid the fortune teller a visit. Kara worked out the details, and I just had to agree to the terms, even though nothing was in my favour: it was my punishment for stealing the experience of her first pregnancy from her.

I got to take over the pregnancy until the end of the pain and nausea, then we swapped roles. Finally, when it was time to give birth, I had to sub in again to endure the horrible pain of childbirth. And yes, it was just as horrible the second time…

But now, Kara got to experience the true joys of being pregnant, so some of that guilt washed away.

It's been two years since the body-swap with Kara, and life has never been better. Our daughter and son are the light of our lives, and every day is filled with new adventures and new discoveries. We’re a family now… it seems so crazy to even think that’s a reality…

Kara and I are closer than ever before. We weathered the storm of the body-swap, and we came out on the other side stronger and more in love than ever. We laugh together, we cry together, and we share in the joy of our children. We understand each other on a deeper level. I know her feelings and she knows mine.

As I look around our home, I can't help but smile at the memories we've made together. The living room where we danced to our favourite songs, the kitchen where we cooked together, the bedroom where we made love and conceived those kids…

We've come a long way since that fateful night at the carnival, but I wouldn't have it any other way. The journey may have been difficult, but the destination was more than worth it.

As I hold our baby boy in my arms, watching our daughter play with her toys on the floor, I can't help but feel a deep sense of gratitude for all that we have. I know that there will be challenges and struggles ahead, but I also know that we'll face them together, as a family.

And as we live out our happily ever after, I know that I'll always cherish the memories of that wild and crazy adventure that brought us to where we are today.

THE END


STUCK IN A DRESS



UNTITLED



Ethan’s sister, Sophia, just got her hands on a very valuable dress, worth about seven-thousand-dollars. It’s being lent to her by her fashion school, for her to photograph and study and eventually replicate for her final project. Sophia and her friends spend hours ogling the dress, trying it on, admiring the seams and fabrics—but Ethan doesn’t get the hype; it just looked like an ordinary dress.

Goofing around one night, he decides to try the dress on. It’s just supposed to be a joke—but the zipper gets stuck. He tries everything, but that zipper won’t go down. Ethan is stuck in that dress.

From awkward moments with strangers to flirtatious photoshoots, Ethan's journey to get the dress off takes him on a wild ride—one that he won’t soon forget.
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Ididn’t get what was so special about that dress. My sister and all of her friends gathered around it like it was the freshly born Baby Jesus. They gasped and gawked and took turns gently feeling it with their hands, as if it was going to give them magical powers.

“It’s… so amazing,” said Sophia, my sister. “I can’t believe they want me to wear it.”

I rolled my eyes from across the room. I kept my opinions to myself, because I knew that I was the odd one out in the room; I knew that they all saw that dress as a piece of pure sparkling gold, glittering with diamonds, worth every penny of its $7,400 price tag.

That’s right: $7,400. The dress was so expensive, it even had its own website. I was on that website now, trying to figure out what made that dress so special. Was it made with unicorn skin?

‘Introducing the breathtaking "Midnight Muse" dress, designed by the iconic fashion designer, Sophia Laurent. This dress is the epitome of elegance and sophistication, making it the perfect statement piece for any formal occasion. Crafted from the finest materials, the "Midnight Muse" dress boasts unparalleled quality and comfort, ensuring you feel as good as you look. The strapless bodice highlights your décolletage and shoulders, while the fitted silhouette accentuates your curves in all the right places.

‘But what truly sets this dress apart are the exquisite details. The cascading ruffles on the skirt create a mesmerizing effect as you move, and the delicate train adds an extra touch of glamour. With a concealed zipper at the back, the "Midnight Muse" dress fits like a glove.

‘Sophia Laurent's impeccable craftsmanship and keen eye for design are evident in every stitch of this masterpiece. As you slip into the "Midnight Muse" dress, you'll feel like a true work of art. Don't miss the opportunity to own (or rent) this unforgettable dress and make a lasting impression at your next event.’

Big deal.

I looked at the dress for a few seconds; it seemed like something my sister—or any of her friends—could have easily made. They were all in fashion school together, so to them, getting to touch and feel that dress was like a film school student getting to see a Quentin Tarantino movie before its release.

Sophia and her fashion school friends were gathered around the Midnight Muse dress, gawking at its supposed stunning beauty. I could see the supposed admiration in their eyes as they examined the supposed intricate details and marvelled at the supposedly luxurious fabric.

Sophia, who was always impeccably dressed, looked particularly captivated by the dress. She was wearing some kind of designer outfit that I couldn't care less about, but the dress was supposedly even more impressive.

Her classmates, all of whom were dressed in the latest fashion, were equally entranced by the dress. They discussed the supposed exquisite craftsmanship, the supposedly delicate ruffles, and the way the dress supposedly glowed under the light. It all sounded like meaningless fluff to me.

I couldn't help but feel a little out of place amidst all of this supposed glamour. My wardrobe was pretty basic - mostly jeans and t-shirts - and I didn't have the same supposed eye for fashion that my sister and her classmates possessed. Nonetheless, I could see that the dress was supposedly making a big impression on them.

“I—I just feel like I’m learning so much, just from looking at it!” said Mia. Mia was one of Sophia's friends from fashion school. She was a self-professed fashion geek who wore thick glasses that magnified her eyes. She always seemed to be the one with the least to say in their group conversations and often faded into the background.

Despite her lack of confidence, Mia had an eye for detail and would always notice things that others didn't. She was particularly adept at spotting the subtle nuances of fabrics and patterns that went over my head.

Mia's fashion sense was quirky and unique, with a preference for bold colours and unusual combinations. Her outfits were often a little too avant-garde for my taste, but I couldn't deny that she had a distinctive style. That wasn’t a good thing; I swear she often dressed like some cheap circus performer—literally wearing puffy striped pants and purple shoes. Some might call it a fashion statement; I call it a desperate cry for attention…

However, whenever Mia spoke, it was as if she was trying too hard to impress everyone. Her comments always sounded rehearsed and lacked any real substance. I could tell that Sophia and the other friends were just humouring her, but I didn't have the heart to do the same.

The dress was their latest assignment, which I believe was also their final assignment for the year. They were expected to study the garment and then create a mock presentation to ‘market’ the dress. Their project could be in the form of a website or a pamphlet. It was apparently a big project, though it sounded like something anyone could whip together in an afternoon. But no—the girls were talking about hiring a professional model. They’d already sent out feelers for a professional makeup artist. One of the girls had been on the phone with a film equipment company, discussing the rental of a studio and a dozen lights.

I guess there was a reason that they were in fashion school and not me…

Well, Sophia asked me to be at their little ‘meeting’ because I knew web design, and they wanted to make a ‘landing page’ for their project. I was humouring them, even though my plan was to just slap together a quick WordPress page; it wouldn’t take more than thirty minutes.

I spent most of that meeting on my phone. None of that information really pertained to me anyway. I looked through the news, my Instagram feed—and then even my Facebook feed (and I almost never went on Facebook). The girls were still ogling the dress, taking turns feeling it, taking turns looking at the seams with a thick magnifying glass.

Ninety minutes into the meeting, the mood changed… well, my mood changed.

Now, the girls were taking turns trying on the dress.

They each basked in the moment, like NHL players taking turns hoisting the Stanley Cup. They would take the little dress over to the storage closet, change in the dark, and then emerge. And I quite enjoyed this part of the meeting, because that dress was tiny and revealing—and some of those girls were perfectly sexy.

Lucy was one of Sophia's friends in the fashion school. She was tall and beautiful, with a body that seemed to stretch out forever. Her chestnut hair fell down her back like a waterfall, and her green eyes could cut through anything. I’d always had a bit of a crush on her and her thick, watermelon-crushing thighs. I’d always fancied an Amazon woman.

As she tried on the Midnight Muse dress, it was clear that it wasn't quite made for someone her size. The dress was tiny, made for a girl like my sister (our family had short, skinny genetics). It wasn’t made for a girl pushing six feet, with speed-skater thighs. On Lucy, the dress looked more like lingerie. I felt myself turning red as I glared at her.

The skirt didn’t even cover her big ass. The girls all giggled as she spun around; I nearly choked on my gum.

Despite the awkward fit, Lucy managed to carry herself with a confidence that was borderline arrogant. She strutted around in the dress like she was walking down a runway, and Sophia and the other friends were eating it up. Fuck—she was stunning.

As Sophia and the other friends fawned over Lucy's appearance, I found myself admiring her from afar. I knew it was foolish to have a crush on someone who was so far out of my league, but I couldn't help it. Maybe it was the dress that was casting a spell on me after all.

“Are you getting any ideas?” my sister asked, and it was a moment before I realized she was talking to me.

“Huh? No! Of course not!” I said.

She stared at me strangely, and then I realized that she wasn’t talking about ‘sexual ideas’, she was talking about website ideas. “Oh,” I said. “Um, yeah, I’ve got some ideas. I can run them by you in a bit.”

Another part of their big final assignment was to attempt to recreate the dress. They had to make five ‘clones’, as close to the original as possible. Now this seemed like a proper use of the fashion students’ time.

Next, a tiny little asian girl named Stacy put the dress on. It was a bit big on her, and the black fabric made her pale skin appear ghostly. But in a way, it made her sexier. The way it accentuated the dark circles around her beady eyes… I’m not sure what the appeal was, but that dress did seem to have a certain kind of magic to it, no matter who was wearing it.

Finally, Sophia’s chubby friend, Erin, attempted to put the dress on, even though the other girls tried to talk her out of it. “The fabric really isn’t forgiving,” Sophia said politely, which was her way of saying, ‘Your fat ass is going to rip the most expensive dress any of us have ever touched.’ Erin went into the closet and emerged five minutes later with a desolate look on her face, dress in her hand. “I don’t think I need to wear it on second though,” she said, which was her way of saying, ‘I couldn’t get it on.’

The girls took the dress from her and spent the next few minutes inspecting it for damage. One of the girls wiped sweat from her forehead after going over every seam. “It seems okay,” she whispered. Now, Erin was blushing off to the side. I must say that I felt a bit bad for the girl, but she really shouldn’t have ever tried to put that dress on. It was made for someone fifty pounds lighter than her.

The meeting dragged on and on. I was given five minutes to talk about my website ideas, and the girls hardly listened, their attention being pulled by that little black dress. After I gave my little piece, they said, “That all sounds fine,” and then they went back to admiring the soft fabric of that little dress.

Okay, so I can’t expect a bunch of 19-year-old fashion-school girls to care about web design… but I did sit through two hours of their mundane crap; they could have at least pretended to care about my thing for a few minutes.

I was Sophia’s ride home, so I had to wait until the end of that meeting before I could leave. I went back to my phone as they discussed sewing techniques, trying to figure out how to match the seam pattern; it was all gibberish to me.

"Hey, guys, take a look at the seam near the skirt of the dress," Sophia said, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Lucy leaned in closer, her gaze focused on the dress. "Hmm, I think it's French seams," she said, running her finger along the stitching.

Mia shook her head. "No, I don't think so. It looks more like a flat-felled seam to me."

Sophia furrowed her brow, deep in thought. "I see what you mean, but I'm pretty sure it's a French seam. Look at how delicate the stitching is."

They all debated back and forth, each one offering their own opinion on the matter. As they examined the dress from every angle, I couldn't help but feel a little lost. I didn't know the first thing about sewing techniques or seam types, so I stayed quiet and just watched as they analyzed the dress with an intensity that was almost comical.

Finally, after several minutes of debate, they all seemed to come to a consensus. "It's definitely a French seam," Sophia said triumphantly, looking at me for confirmation.

I nodded, not wanting to admit that I had no idea what they were talking about. "Yeah, I can see that now," I said, hoping that my lack of knowledge wasn't too obvious. “Should I put that on the website?”

A few of the girls giggled. I didn’t get an answer, so I assumed that wasn’t a detail they wanted on the website.

The final order of business was to decide who would keep the dress for the next two weeks.

"Okay, now that we've all had a chance to try on the dress, who gets to keep it for the next two weeks?" Mia asked, looking around at the group.

Lucy and Sophia both spoke up at the same time. "I want it!" they said in unison, then looked at each other and giggled.

Sophia was the first to make her case. "I need it for both our final project, and my spring assignment. I'm doing a whole series on haute couture, and the Midnight Muse dress would be perfect for it."

Lucy raised an eyebrow. "But I have a gala next weekend, and I was planning on wearing it. I've already got the perfect shoes and jewelry to go with it.”

“You can’t wear it out!” the girls gasped.

“Why not?” Lucy asked, wide-eyed.

“Well, for starters, it doesn’t even fit you right,” Sophia groaned under her breath.

“What? It fits me fine!” Lucy snapped.

Mia looked thoughtful. "Well, what if you two shared it? Like, Sophia could have it for a week, and then Lucy could have it for a week?"

Sophia and Lucy both looked hesitant at the suggestion. "I don't know if that would work," Sophia said. "I need to make sure that I have the dress for the full two weeks so that I can get all of my sketches and designs done."

Lucy nodded. “And… I guess don't want to risk anything happening to the dress while it's in transit between us. Fine, you can have it… but I’m wearing it to that gala. I’ll come by an hour before and I’ll drop it off an hour after.”

“Deal.”

After a few more minutes of debate, they finally came to a decision. "Okay, Sophia gets to keep the dress for the full two weeks," Mia said, looking around at everyone for confirmation.

Sophia looked thrilled, and Lucy looked a little disappointed. But they both nodded in agreement. "Okay, that sounds fair," Lucy said, trying to sound gracious.

I could not have cared less.
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Idrove the car home, but otherwise, to Sophia, I was a ghost. She didn’t even talk to me, too obsessed with the black dress that was in her hands.

“I don’t get what the big deal is,” I said. “It just looks like a normal dress.”

“It’s a masterpiece,” she said, without looking away from it.

“I’m sure that you own five dresses exactly like it,” I said. “I don’t own anything remotely like this.”

But it wasn’t true; I’d seen Sophia in black strapless dresses—and they looked exactly like that one. Maybe the ‘seams were more professional’ on this dress, but what difference did it really make? It’s not like anyone could see that. I’m sure I could go to the thrift store, grab a random dress, tell Sophia and her friends that it was made by some celebrity fashion designer, and they would ogle it just the same.

“This is a fashion designer’s dream,” Sophia said, turning her gaze down to that dress. Her eyes sparkled as she gently squeezed the black fabric in her hands. “It’s… a dream come true.”

“No kidding,” I said.

“They only make about fifty units,” she said. “So, yeah, you can buy one for seven-thousand or so… but it’s worth easily double that.”

“If it’s worth double that, why don’t they sell it for double that?” I asked.

“Quit being an ass, Ethan,” my sister growled. “Just because you don’t get it, doesn’t mean it’s stupid.”

“I just think it looks the same as dresses you already own—and I’m pretty sure you’ve never spent more than fifty bucks on anything in your life.”

“I’m not going to sit here and explain the difference to you,” she said before going on to explain the difference to me. "You know, Ethan, this dress is not just any dress. It was designed by a world-renowned fashion designer who is known for her avant-garde creations."

I nodded, pretending to understand. "Uh-huh, and what makes it so special?"

Sophia rolled her eyes. "What makes it so special is the craftsmanship. Look at the way the ruffles are perfectly aligned, and the way the fabric drapes so elegantly. It's a work of art."

I shrugged. "I guess it's okay. But it's just a dress, right? I don't see why everyone's getting so worked up over it."

Sophia looked exasperated. "It's not just a dress, Ethan. It's a statement. It's a symbol of haute couture and the pinnacle of fashion. Wearing a dress like this is like making a statement without saying a word."

I still didn't quite get it. "So... it's like wearing a sign that says 'I'm fashionable'?"

Sophia shook her head. "No, it's more than that. It's about expressing yourself through what you wear. It's about showing the world who you are and what you stand for."

I nodded, trying to seem convinced. "Okay, I think I get it now. It's like wearing your personality on your sleeve."

Sophia gave me a small smile. "Something like that. I guess you just have to have an eye for fashion to really appreciate it.” Somehow, that felt like a jab.

I just smiled and nodded, still not quite sure what all the fuss was about.

When we got home, she rushed the dress up to the guest room—not her own room, because she was worried that there was too much ‘foot traffic’ in her own room. That guest room had been previously used as a nursery by the people who owned the place before us, so there was a hook on the ceiling for a mobile. Now, Sophia used that hook to hang the dress in the middle of the room, turning that guest room into the Midnight Muse room.

It was late at night, and the house was quiet. Everyone had gone to bed, but I couldn't sleep. I probably had too much coffee during that long meeting (one of the girls brought everyone venti-sized Starbucks, myself included).

Unable to resist my curiosity any longer, I made my way to the guest room where Sophia had hung the dress. As I walked into the room, I could see the faint outline of the dress hanging on a hook that was previously used to hold a mobile over a baby's crib.

I approached the dress slowly, taking in every detail. The way the fabric shimmered in the dim light, the delicate ruffles cascading down the front, and the way it seemed to glow even in the darkness.

Okay, so maybe I couldn't deny that it was a beautiful dress, but I still didn't quite understand why it was such a big deal. Was it really worth all the hype and admiration that it had received?

As I stared at the dress, lost in thought, I suddenly heard a creaking sound. I froze, thinking that someone had woken up and caught me in the act, even though I wasn’t doing anything wrong.

But as I turned around, I realized that it was just the old wooden floorboards creaking under my weight. I let out a sigh of relief and turned back to the dress.

That's when I noticed something strange. The hook that the dress was hanging on looked like it was starting to come loose. It was tilted slightly to one side, and I could see that the screw that held it in place was loose.

Without thinking, I reached up to adjust the hook, trying to make sure that the dress wouldn't fall off and get damaged. But as I did so, my sleeve caught on the hook, and I suddenly felt a tug.

Before I knew it, the dress was coming off the hook, and I was stumbling backwards, trying to keep it from falling to the ground. But it was too late. The dress slipped out of my grasp and crumpled onto the floor in a heap.

I felt my heart sink as I looked down at the dress. It was still beautiful, but now it was also crumpled and disheveled. I didn't know what to do. “Fuck,” I whispered, scrambling.

Suddenly, I heard footsteps in the hallway outside the room. Panicking, I quickly grabbed the dress and hung it back up on the hook, trying to make it look as if nothing had happened. It didn’t look quite right. The ruffles didn’t seem so perfect anymore… I’m pretty sure that seven-thousand-dollar dresses aren’t meant to be dropped on the floor so carelessly.

But surely, for that kind of money, one should expect a bullet-proof dress that won’t even pop a stitch if you use it for police dog training.

I waited for the footsteps to pass, with my body pressed against the wall. Then, I approached the dress again. I ran my fingers down the seams, trying to see if there were any popped stitches showing in that moonlit room. The dress seemed fine as far as I could tell.

I gently took it off the hook to inspect it closer. I felt that soft fabric in my hands. Okay, so maybe it did seem magically soft. Maybe it really did seem more luxurious than any fabric I’d ever felt before. I’m sure the fabric cost a thousand dollars per roll…

And now, I had a silly idea in my head.

What if I tried it on?

At first, I dismissed the idea as ridiculous. I mean, I'm not exactly the type of person who would wear a dress. But then again, what harm could it do? It's not like anyone would know.

I rubbed the soft fabric between my fingers, my heart pounding in my chest. I couldn't believe that I was even considering this. What would Sophia say if she caught me wearing her prized possession?

But as I looked at the dress again, I couldn't resist the temptation. It was like a siren's call, luring me in with its beauty and elegance. I just had to try it on, just once, to see what it was like. I wanted to see what the big fuss was about… Actually, I really wanted to prove that there wasn’t anything worth fussing over; it was just a dress.

And, maybe I wanted to know what it was like to wear something worth more than twice as much as my own car.

I took a deep breath and reached out to touch the dress. The fabric was soft and cool to the touch, and I could feel the delicate ruffles under my fingertips. It was like nothing I had ever felt before.

As I held the dress up in front of me, I couldn't help but feel a little ridiculous. What was I doing, trying on a dress in the middle of the night? But at the same time, I felt a rush of excitement. It was like I was breaking all the rules and doing something daring.

Finally, I made up my mind. I was going to try on the dress. Just for a few seconds, just to see what it was like. And then I would take it off and hang it back up on the hook, and no one would ever know.

Taking a deep breath, I slipped the dress over my head and felt it settle around me. For a moment, I felt a little silly and self-conscious.

But still, I decided to entertain this silliness for a moment. I did a little spin in front of the mirror, but the dress began to slip off of my short, thin frame; it wasn’t zipped up, so the dress remained loose around my chest.

Sophia used that room to store more than just that dress; it’s where she kept many of her fashion supplies, including her selection of bikinis that she made for her previous year’s mid-term project. There were pads in those bikinis, so I fetched a couple, stuffing them into the chest of that dress. I giggled and shook my head. “This is so fucking stupid,” I whispered to myself.

“Then why are you doing it?” I replied to myself.

“Mind your own business,” I said with a laugh.

It was all just fun…

But now, the pads were falling out. Because the dress was unzipped, the front of the dress remained loose. I groaned and decided to attempt to zip it up. I knew I had to be careful. I knew that I couldn’t rip that dress.

I took a deep breath in so that I was a touch thinner. With an awkward grip, I pulled the zipper up and up and up, one tiny inch at a time. I felt the dress squeezing my sternum, pushing air out from my lungs. I was terrified of breathing out—worried my chest would expand and rip that dress into two pieces.

Why was I doing this?

I took a deeper breath in, feeling my face starting to turn red. I hadn’t breathed properly in almost sixty seconds… but I was close. I almost had the zipper all the way up.

Finally, I managed to pull the little zipper into its little housing: a tiny black fabric flap designed to hide it away.

The whole zipped hid away in a discreet flap that perfectly and seamlessly caressed across my back, as if the dress was just painted onto my body.

The skirt wasn’t so tight; it was ruffled and poofy, sticking out away from my hips, giving me a ballerina-esque silhouette. I spun around, giggling, feeling silly, but maybe I was starting to appreciate that dress just a little bit. Maybe I could understand the craftsmanship that Sophia went on and on about.

No, fashion wasn’t my thing and I would probably never truly understand it, but at least now I had an inkling of what the girls thought was so special.

Now, I knew it was time to hang up the dress. It was time to be done with this silliness. So I strained to reach back to grab that little zipper…

But I couldn’t reach it.

As I stood there in the guest room, still wearing that Midnight Muse dress, a wave of panic washed over me. I had been so caught up in the moment that I hadn't even thought about how I was going to take the dress off.

I tried to reach around and unzip the dress, but to my horror, I found that the zipper was stuck. It was like it had fused together, and no matter how hard I tugged and pulled, it wouldn't budge.

My heart sank as I realized that I was trapped in the dress. How was I going to explain this to Sophia and her friends? How was I going to get out of the dress without damaging it?

I tried to remain calm and collected, but my mind was racing. I tugged on the zipper again, harder this time, but it was no use. The dress was simply too tight, and the zipper was stuck, stubborn. It wasn’t going to move from its tiny fabric flap.

I started to panic. I couldn't stay in the dress forever, and I didn't want to damage it by trying to force my way out. I tried pulling the dress up over my head, but it was too tight and wouldn't budge.

In desperation, I started to fumble with the little hook and eye closures that ran down the back of the dress. But they were so small and fiddly that I couldn't get a good grip on them.

I felt a sense of defeat wash over me. I was trapped in the dress, and there was nothing I could do about it. I tried calling out for help, but my voice came out as a strangled whisper.

As I slumped against the wall, feeling defeated and embarrassed, I knew that I had made a huge mistake. But there was nothing to be done about it now. I was stuck in that expensive Midnight Muse dress, and I had no idea how I was going to get out.

I knew what I had to do: I had to call my sister. I needed her to help me with the zipper.

I knew that I had to do something. But the thought of going to Sophia for help was humiliating. I mean, how could I explain this to her? How could I possibly admit that I had gotten stuck in her dress like some sort of idiot? Would she believe me if I told her that I was just doing it as a joke? Who jokes around alone?

I thought about it for a moment, weighing my options. On the one hand, I could try to get out of the dress myself, but that seemed like a lost cause. On the other hand, I could go to Sophia and ask for her help, but that would be even more embarrassing.

I looked down at the dress, feeling a sense of defeat wash over me. It was a beautiful dress, no doubt, but now it had become a prison. And I was the only one to blame.

But then a thought occurred to me. What if I just left the dress on and pretended like nothing was wrong? I mean, it was late at night, and no one was around. Maybe I could just wait until morning and then figure out a way to get out of the dress without anyone knowing.

The idea seemed ridiculous, but at the same time, it was also tempting. I could just stay here in the guest room, wearing the dress, and no one would ever have to know.

But then I realized that I was being foolish. I couldn't stay in the dress forever, and eventually, someone would find out. And the longer I waited, the more humiliating it would be to ask for help.

With a sigh, I knew what I had to do. I had to go to Sophia and ask for her help. It was embarrassing, sure, but it was also the only way out of this mess.

But then, just as quickly as the thought had occurred to me, I changed my mind. I couldn't bring myself to go to Sophia and admit what I had done. It was too humiliating, too embarrassing.

I looked down at my dress-clad body. “What the fuck was I thinking?” I groaned.

Instead, I decided to try to get out of the dress myself, no matter how impossible it seemed. I would try every trick in the book, every method I could think of, until I was free from this prison of fabric.

And if all else failed, I would just have to suffer the consequences of my own stupidity. It was a tough decision to make, but it was also the only one that made sense at the time.

So first, I went to my room, tiptoeing down the hall, heart pounding, terrified at the thought of being seen by a family member in that little black dress.

I had an idea. In my room, there was a nail where a picture once hung. It was a twisted, small nail—and I thought it would be perfect to hook that zipper. But first, I had to push a chair up to it. I carefully climbed the chair. I knew I had to be extra-cautious. That little nail could snag the dress and ruin it completely. I just had to get it through that tiny zipper hole… It was like playing the most intense game of Operation ever. The consequences were intense: a seven-thousand-dollar dress being gambled. My sister would kill me if I ruined it.

I took a deep breath. I pushed myself up onto my toes. I leaned back, feeling the nail gently touching my back. I had to be so, so careful. I moved around, trying to get that tiny nail to hook that tiny zipper.

My God, I tried everything! I tried guiding the zipper. I tried flexing my shoulders in a thousand different ways. I stood on that chair until 2:00 AM! But I wasn’t able to hook the zipper.

I needed a new plan.

So next, I got a coat hanger. I untwisted it and then bent it into a hook that I could use to reach around my back. After twenty minutes of trying, I managed to hook the zipper… but nothing I could do could tug it down.

I groaned.

“Come on!” I cried.

I kept trying.

Now, it was 3:00 AM. Time for a new strategy.

Down in the downstairs office, there was a loose floorboard with a small flooring nail poking up. I figured I could lay on my back and slide that nail into that zipper hole. Then, I just had to slide my body down the length of the board to pull down the zipper.

Nope.

It was 4:00 AM when I gave up on the floorboard nail idea.

The sun was starting to creep over the horizon. I still hadn’t slept.

My heart was still pounding. And worse: I was sweating in that dress now.

I needed to figure this out as soon as possible.

I tried the coat hanger again. I tried the nail on the wall again. I tried to shimmy out of the dress a thousand different ways, but it was cinched too tightly to budge. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I cried.

I had to face the reality: I was stuck in a dress.
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Ishould have confessed to my sister. I should have come clean and asked for help. I just needed someone to pull the zipper down, after all… But I just couldn’t handle the shame and humiliation. No man wants his sister to see him in a dress.

So instead, I went and put on a sweatshirt and some sweatpants, over the dress. I stuffed the poofy, frilly skirt into the pants. The pants bulged awkwardly, no matter how I tried to arrange the skirt. I knew that I couldn’t let Sophia see my like that—or anyone.

So I went to sleep, under the covers, in my sweatsuit that was over that dress.

I woke up to screaming. My sister was flying through the house. “Where is it!?” she cried.

My heart was racing before she burst into my room without knocking. “The dress!” she shouted. “It’s gone! Please tell me you’re just hiding it as a prank.”

That should have been my opportunity to get her to unzip it for me. So much trouble could have been avoided… but I couldn’t stand the idea of humiliating myself. “What dress?” I asked, playing dumb.

“What do you mean, what dress!?” She took a deep breath. Her face was dark red.

She had tears streaming down her face.

"Ethan, what did you do with my dress?" she screamed, her voice rising in pitch.

“You think I took it!?” I gasped. I tried to play dumb, but Sophia was having none of it.

"Don't play dumb with me, Ethan! I know you took it! You're the only one who could have!"

I felt a pang of guilt as I looked at her, so distraught and hysterical. But I still couldn't bring myself to confess. Not yet, anyway.

"Sophia, calm down," I said, trying to sound reasonable. "I didn't take your dress."

But Sophia was beyond reason. She started to pace back and forth, waving her arms wildly. "You're lying, Ethan! I know you are! And now my dress is gone! What am I going to do?"

I felt terrible, but at the same time, I couldn't confess. So I just stood there, feeling helpless, as Sophia continued to rant and rave.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Sophia stopped pacing and turned to face me. "Ethan, please. If you took my dress, just give it back. I won't be mad, I promise."

I felt a lump form in my throat as I looked at her, so desperate and pleading. But I still couldn't confess.

"I'm sorry, Sophia," I said, feeling guilty. "I really don't know where your dress is."

Sophia let out a cry of frustration and stormed out of my room, leaving me feeling even more guilty and helpless than before.

When she was gone, I rushed to the bedroom door and closed it. I had to push a chair under the knob in case she came back. I looked at myself in the mirror. My thighs were puffed out from that ruffled skirt concealed under my sweatpants. “What am I going to do?” I groaned.

The next thirty minutes was spent trying to find an outfit to conceal that dress. I had to get to class before 10:00 AM, but I couldn’t go looking like I had pantaloons on.

Luckily, I had an old pair of biking shorts that were stretchy but firm. They squished that expensive skirt down against my thighs, so that I could slip on some baggy jeans.

I walked across campus, feeling more self-conscious than I ever had before. I was wearing tight bike shorts under my pants to try to hide the fact that I was still wearing the Midnight Muse dress, and I could feel it pressing against my skin with every step I took.

As I walked, I tried to think of different ways to get the dress off. Maybe I could find a seam and rip it open? Or maybe I could find some sort of lubricant to loosen the zipper?

But as I thought about it more, I realized that these ideas were all too risky. I didn't want to damage the dress, and I definitely didn't want to get caught trying to destroy it.

So I kept walking, feeling more and more desperate by the minute. I had to get the dress off, and soon, or else I was going to be stuck in it forever.

As I made my way to my web design class, I started to think of a new plan. Maybe I could cut it off of my body, destroying it. Then, I could hide the dress somewhere where Sophia would find it—somewhere I would never go, so she would never associate me with the destroyed dress. I thought about it for a moment, trying to come up with a good hiding spot. Maybe I could stash it in a locker at the gym, or maybe I could leave it in one of her fashion classrooms after hours.

But as I thought about it more, I realized that this plan was also too risky. What if the school forced Sophia to replace the expensive dress? What if she had to face the consequences for the dress’ destruction?

No, I had to come up with a better plan. I had to find a way to get the dress off without damaging it, and return it to Sophia without her ever knowing what had happened.

As I walked into my web design class, feeling more and more anxious, I knew that I had a long day ahead of me.

I knew that I was going to have to ask someone for help with the zipper—but even the thought of asking a complete stranger was horribly humiliating.

After my class, I found myself walking down a crowded street, still trapped in the dress. I could feel its soft tightness on my chest—still with those breast pads pushed into the top (after zipping it up, I wasn’t able to get them out).

I had been trying to think of ways to get out of it all day, but so far, nothing had worked. I’d even spent thirty minutes in the college bathroom, trying to reach that zipper like a contortionist.

As I walked, I noticed a woman walking towards me, carrying a large shopping bag. She looked friendly enough, and I thought about asking her for help. I could get her to unzip the dress, and then I could scurry off. I’d never seen this woman before and I would probably never see her again; so what was the harm?

But as she got closer, I started to feel nervous. What if she laughed at me? What if she thought I was some sort of weirdo? I couldn't bring myself to do it.

So I just kept walking, feeling more and more defeated by the minute. I knew that I had to get the dress off, but I also knew that I couldn't do it alone.

I needed help.

As I walked away from the woman, feeling embarrassed and ashamed, I knew that I had to keep trying. I had to find someone who could help me, no matter how uncomfortable it felt.

But at that moment, all I wanted to do was go home, crawl into bed. I rarely wanted to cry in my life, but this was one of those times—especially when I got home and saw Sophia on the couch, weeping into her hands.

“Did you get in trouble?” I asked.

“I didn’t tell anyone,” she said between whimpers. “Nobody knows that it’s gone… nobody but me.” She wiped the tears from her eyes.

My God, seeing her like that filled me with so much guilt. I begged myself to come clean to her, before I ended up ripping that dress by accident… but I just couldn’t do it.

“I’m sure the dress will turn up,” I said.

She glared at me. “Why would it turn up? Someone stole it. Someone came into the house and took it.”

“Who would do that? Why wouldn’t they take anything else?” I asked. I don’t know why I was challenging her hypothesis; I should have been happy that she no longer thought I had anything to do with the dress’ disappearance.

“I don’t know, Ethan,” she sighed. Then she looked up, suddenly wide-eyed. “Maybe it was one of the girls… in my group.”

“Who?” I asked.

“I—I don’t know who… but they all wanted to have it. They all knew that it was at our house. They all know what it’s worth. Oh my God! One of the girls took it! Those bitches!”

“You don’t know that,” I said, tingling all over. I should have just let her think one of her friends did this; it was a theory that took me off of the hook completely… well, sort of.

“It’s because you’re always leaving the back door unlocked!” she growled at me. “Mom’s always telling you to lock the door and you never do!”

She was referring to my smoking addiction. Yes, I was an occasional smoker (like, one cigarette every two days), and I often slipped out at night to smoke… and yes, sometimes I forgot to lock the door.

Now, Sophia’s eyes were even wider. “Lucy!” she gasped. “Lucy was here last week when mom told you to stop leaving the back door unlocked! We were working on her mid-term together. Oh my God, she did this!”

“Sophia…” I said. “Don’t be so quick to accuse your friend.”

She shook her head and waved me off. “Don’t defend Lucy, Ethan. I know you have the hots for her. It had to be her. I mean—did you not hear her at the meeting last night? She wanted to have the dress so badly… Or Mia! She was talking about needing to wear it, even though the school told us we can’t use it personally.” She growled and groaned. “I can’t believe this. I can’t believe one of those girls did this!”

Before I could defend her friends more, she stormed off. I was terrified that she was about to start making phone calls, about to start destroying her friendships with baseless accusations. I had to get that damned dress off and I had to get it off fast.

Then, I had an idea.

What if I disguised myself as a girl? I could put on a wig and some makeup, and then ask a stranger for help. Maybe they wouldn't recognize me, and I could finally get the dress off without feeling like a complete idiot.

The more I thought about it, the more it seemed like a good idea. It was risky, sure, but what choice did I have?

I thought about what I would need to pull off the disguise. I didn't have a wig, but I could probably find one at a costume shop or something. And I had seen enough makeup tutorials on YouTube to have a basic idea of what to do. I could steal some of Sophia’s makeup while she was out.

It was crazy, but it just might work.

I felt a sense of excitement and nervousness as I thought about the plan. It was risky, sure, but it was better than walking around in the dress forever. I had to try something.

So I made my way to the nearest costume shop, my heart pounding with anticipation. I was about to do something crazy, something that I never would have imagined doing just a few days ago.

But I had to do it. I had to get the dress off, no matter what it took.

So off I went, ball cap on my head, baggy hoodie over my torso. I buried my hands into the hoodie pouch and had a quick cigarette to ease some of that horrible tension that was pounding inside of me.

I’d almost been stuck in a dress for twenty-four hours now…

I pushed open the door to the costume shop and stepped inside, feeling a bit nervous about what I was about to do. The shop was filled with racks of clothing and shelves of accessories, and in the corner, there was a display of wigs.

The air was heavy with the scent of old fabric and dust. The store was dimly lit, the only illumination coming from a few flickering fluorescent lights overhead.

The shop was cluttered and disorganized, with racks of clothes and shelves of accessories piled high. Old costumes hung from the ceiling, casting eerie shadows on the walls. It felt like I had stepped into a different era, like I was in a place that time had forgotten.

The wigs were displayed on a wooden stand in the back corner of the store. They were arranged haphazardly, and some of them looked like they had been there for decades, covered in a fine layer of dust.

As I walked through the store, I could hear the creaking of floorboards beneath my feet, and the sound of my own breathing. It was quiet, almost too quiet. It felt like the kind of place where ghosts might linger.

I was doing my best to look casual and nonchalant. I didn't want the shop owner to suspect that I was planning to dress like a girl.

I scanned the wigs, looking for one that would be the right colour and style for my disguise. I picked up a blonde one and examined it closely, trying to figure out if it would work.

"Can I help you find something?" a voice said behind me, making me jump.

I turned around to see the shop owner, a middle-aged woman with a friendly smile.

"Oh, no thanks," I said, trying to sound casual. "I'm just looking for a friend."

The shop owner nodded and went back to rearranging some clothing on a nearby rack. I let out a sigh of relief, glad that she didn't seem suspicious… at first. But every time I looked back, she was eyeing me. She would look away quickly. Did she know the wig was for me?

I continued to scan the wigs, trying to find one that would work for my disguise. I picked up a few different ones, examining them closely and holding them up to my head.

As I searched, I started to feel more and more nervous. What if this whole plan was a mistake? What if I got caught? But then I remembered how desperate I was to get the dress off, and I knew that I had to keep going.

Finally, I found a wig that I thought would work. It was a short bob in a light brown colour, and it looked like it would fit my head well.

I brought it up to the counter.

“That’s a beautiful piece,” she said. It was a moment before I realized she was talking about the bundle of hair in my hands.

“It’s just for a costume… for a friend. Uh, my sister’s friend, actually. They’re in fashion school together and asked me to pick it up on my way home from school.” I don’t know why I felt like I needed to give her so many details, but my heart was racing and I felt like I needed to say something.

She just smiled, staring into my eyes. There was a long, terrible silence. Then, she grinned and said, “Would you like some makeup as well?”

“Makeup?” I said. My heart fluttered.

“I could help you, if you’d like,” she said softly. “I’ll show you how to pull off a cute, convincing look.”

“It’s not for me!” I snapped suddenly, heart pounding. “It’s for my sister’s friend; I told you that.”

“Oh. Alright,” she said with a tone of disbelief. But maybe this was a chance I needed to take. She clearly didn’t believe me; she seemed to think that I was some sort of cross-dresser. And if she already thought that, maybe I could just pretend like she was right, show her the dress on my body, and ask her to take it off for me.

But my pride was too strong. I was too humiliated. I couldn’t stand the thought of exposing myself to her, so I just bit my tongue, paid the sixty bucks for the wig, and I scurried off, wanting to get as far from there as possible.

My parade of humiliation wasn’t quite over yet. The worst was still to come.

I returned home. The house was quiet, empty. I searched each room to ensure that I was alone; I wasn’t going to take any chances.

Then, I waited—making sure nobody was going to return home suddenly to grab some forgotten phone or wallet. I had to be sure that I was alone in the house before I snuck into my sister's room to steal some makeup.

Sophia's bedroom was bright and colourful, with a large window that looked out onto the backyard. The walls were painted a soft shade of pink, and there were posters of fashion models and designers hanging on them.

The centrepiece of the room was a large, four-poster bed, covered in a fluffy white comforter and dozens of decorative pillows. On the nightstand next to the bed, there was a small lamp and a stack of fashion magazines.

In one corner of the room, there was a vanity table covered in makeup and beauty products. The mirror was surrounded by a string of fairy lights, making the room feel more youthful and whimsical.

Next to the vanity, there was a closet with sliding doors. The doors were covered in stickers and magazine cutouts, and when you opened them up, you were greeted by row after row of clothes, shoes, and accessories.

The room was always clean and organized, with everything in its place. Sophia was meticulous about keeping her space neat, and it showed.

I felt guilty for going through my sister's things, but I was desperate to make my disguise work. I found a tube of foundation and a bottle of mascara, and then made my way back to my room to get started.

As I sat down in front of my mirror, I felt a wave of nervousness wash over me. I had never put on makeup before, let alone tried to make myself look like a girl. But I was determined to make it work.

I started with the foundation, squeezing a small amount onto my finger and then rubbing it onto my face. I had no idea if I was doing it right, but I hoped that it would at least cover up the light scruff on my face.

Next, I opened the mascara and tried to figure out how to apply it. I had seen girls do it plenty of times, but it was harder than it looked. I ended up getting it all over my eyelid, and I had to wipe it off with a tissue and start again.

It took me a while to get the hang of it, but eventually, I managed to get the mascara on my lashes without getting it all over my face. I looked at myself in the mirror and was surprised by what I saw.

With the wig on and the makeup applied, I looked like a completely different person. It was weird, but also kind of exciting. I felt like I was living on the edge, doing something that I never would have dared to do before. My heart was racing. I puckered my lips, and then I caught myself grinning.

Okay, so maybe it was a bit of fun—not the dressing like a girl part, but the sneaking around and doing something… naughty part.

But I couldn't dwell on that feeling for long. I still had to get the dress off and figure out a way to hide it. And I had to do it all without getting caught. It was a crazy plan, but it was the only one I had. So I took a deep breath and got ready to hit the streets.
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Imust have stood at the living room window for forty minutes, staring out, terrified to step out into the world in that disguise. I lost count of the times that I sauntered over to the mirror, to look at myself, to try to determine whether I truly looked like a girl or not.

No—it didn’t matter if I looked like a girl; that was irrelevant. It only mattered that I wasn’t recognizable—and I wasn’t. I didn’t recognize myself, so there was no way a complete stranger would know who I was, even if he or she had seen me once or twice around town before.

My heart was racing; I just couldn’t bring myself to leave that house.

I kept coming up with reasons not to go out. “I need an outfit!” I said to myself. “ I can’t go out in my own clothes. Someone might recognize my clothes.”

So I went to my sister’s bedroom. I kept the biking shorts on, to keep the skirt pressed down. Over top, I put on a light pink sweater and a pair of tight jeans. The clothes fit nicely, and the fabrics were actually quite pleasant on my skin; I guess that shouldn’t have come as a surprise, seeing as my sister prided herself in keeping an inventory of the finest fashion.

I reshuffled my hair a dozen different ways before I was happy with it. I had another cigarette: a rare second smoke—but I needed to take that edge off.

This was absolutely crazy. I was really going to walk out into the world as a woman.

But it only had to be for a few minutes. I just had to find a stranger, as them to unzip my dress, and then I could go on with my life as if none of this had ever happened.

I didn’t go out the front. I snuck out the back where my neighbours wouldn’t see me. I crept into the alley and darted down, racing, heart pounding. I had to get far, far, far away from my neighbours.

I darted across the road, going down another alley. I just had to get as far away as possible.

I was four blocks away when I finally felt some relief, but it was short lived. I stopped and turned to see people, walking this way and that way, on their way to work, buzzing in and out of cafes and bakeries. My body froze when the first set of eyes found me. A man was looking at me, only for a few seconds, but it was enough to turn my blood into ice.

And then a woman noticed me. She smiled at me, but I couldn’t help but think that smile was an attempt to stop herself from bursting into laughter. I was just waiting for someone to shout, ‘Oh my God, look! It’s Ethan, dressed like a girl!’

For a moment, I thought about bailing on this plan. I could run back home and hide. Maybe I did just need to cut that damned dress off of my body.

No—I’d come this far. I’d paid sixty bucks for the wig and I’d spent an hour dolling myself up. Now, I had to commit.

I walked down that crowded street, legs stiff, trying to blend in and not draw attention to myself. The wig was itchy on my head, and the sweater I was wearing to hide the dress was making me sweat. It was way too hot for a sweater.

I felt like everyone was staring at me, like they knew that I was up to something. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I was constantly second-guessing my plan.

But then I saw her: a woman walking down the street with a friendly smile on her face. She looked like she wouldn't judge me, like she might be willing to help. There was just a calming aura about her.

I only needed her for thirty seconds.

I took a deep breath and walked up to her, trying to act as normal as possible.

"Excuse me," I said with a high-pitched tone, my voice shaking slightly. "I was wondering if you could help me with something."

The woman looked at me curiously, but didn't seem alarmed.

"What do you need help with?" she asked.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling embarrassed. But then I knew that I had to be honest.

"I'm wearing a dress," I said, my face turning red. "And I can't get it off. I was wondering if you could help me unzip it."

The woman's eyes widened in surprise, but then she laughed.

"Well, that's certainly not something you hear every day," she said. "But sure, I'll help you."

I pulled the sweater up to reveal the dress, and the woman reached around me to try to find the zipper.

She was a tall and slender woman, with long blonde hair that cascaded down her back in loose waves. She had bright blue eyes that sparkled in the sunlight and a friendly smile. She was dressed in a simple white blouse and black pants, with a pair of comfortable sneakers on her feet. She didn't look like she was into fashion or makeup, but she didn't look like she would judge me either.

She pulled on that zipper. “Careful,” I said. “It’s a very expensive dress.”

“It’s not really moving,” she said.

“Keep trying,” I said. I didn’t come this far for nothing. I finally had someone helping me. I’d suffered through far too much humiliation…

But it wasn’t working. “I can’t make it move, darling,” she said.

“Please keep trying,” I said with a racing heart.

But it was no use. The dress was too tight, and the zipper was stuck.

The woman tried a few more times, but then she gave up.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I don't think I can get it off either."

I felt a surge of panic, realizing that my plan might not work after all. But then I remembered something.

"I have an idea," I said, reaching into my pocket. "Do you have a bobby pin?"

The woman looked confused, but then she dug around in her purse and produced a bobby pin. I’d seen a trick to fix tricky zippers online, and now, I was walking her through that same trick…

She put the pin through the hole and tried to pull in various directions.

“I’m sorry, love,” she said. “That zipper is stuck.”

I groaned.

I wasn’t ready to give up. Now, I needed to find some lubricant to rub into the zipper. So my next stop was the drug store.

I was determined to get the dress off, and I knew that I needed to try everything. So I made my way to the personal lubrication section, looking for something that might help with the stuck zipper.

As I browsed the shelves, I could feel the eyes of the other customers on me. I felt self-conscious and embarrassed, but I knew that I couldn't back down now. The lubricants were surrounded by condoms. The onlookers probably thought that I was some crossdressing whore—maybe they thought that I was a literal escort. But I’d read online that sex lube works on tricky zippers—so I just had to bite my tongue and commit.

Finally, I found a small bottle of lubricant that looked like it might work. I picked it up and made my way to the checkout, trying to avoid eye contact with the cashier.

But as I reached the front of the line, the cashier looked up and saw me. She had a puzzled look on her face, like she wasn't quite sure what to make of me.

"Is this everything?" she asked, eyeing the bottle of lubricant in my hand.

I felt my face turn red as I nodded, handing her the bottle and my money.

“I know you,” she said.

Finally, I looked up at her and my heart sank. I knew her. She graduated high school with me. Her name was Katie.

I stuttered. I wanted to run out of that store, crying. I should have looked away from her before she could get an even better look at my face, but I was locked in place.

“Y—You do?” I asked softly.

She nodded her head, grinning. “I just can’t figure out how I know you.”

I swallowed, a sense of relief washing over me. I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m here a lot,” I said, turning my gaze down.

“No, that’s not it. Look at me,” she said.

Reluctantly, I looked into her eyes.

“I know you,” she said firmly. “I know that I know you.” She was chubby and blonde, with a round face and a bubbly personality that made her popular with everyone in school. She was a really smart girl, and I thought that she went off to some Ivy League college, so I wasn’t sure what she was doing now, working in that drug store.

Despite her weight, she was always outgoing and confident, never letting anyone get her down. She was the type of person who could light up a room with her smile, and she had a contagious energy that was hard to resist.

“Maybe I don’t know you,” she said finally, and then she turned to her computer screen.

As she rung me up, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I was one step closer to getting the dress off.

Next, I was back on the streets, holding a bottle of lubricant, trying to find someone who could help me. It was an awkward few minutes before I finally bit my tongue and approached a stranger. She was a bit awkward about the situation, but she tried to help me. She squeezed some lubricant onto the zipper and wriggled it: side to side, up and down.

It was no use; the zipper was stuck. “I don’t know; it must be snagged on a thread,” she said.

“Try tugging harder,” I said, now willing to do a tiny bit of damage to the dress just to free myself from it. Sophia had, like, ten sewing machines; she could fix a small rip.

But even pulling hard, the girl couldn’t get it to budge. “It’s no use,” she said. “But it’s a beautiful dress. It’s really cute on you.”

I quickly covered myself back up with my sweater. “Thanks for trying,” I said, blushing all over.

I was still determined. I’d suffered enough humiliation. It was time for that dress to come off. I walked down the road until I found a shop that did wedding dress alterations. I went in, biting my tongue.

The older woman who worked at the dress alteration shop was a tiny, bird-like woman with grey hair pulled back into a tight bun. She had sharp, beady eyes that seemed to miss nothing, and a stern expression that made her seem unapproachable… so I almost turned back.

Despite her somewhat intimidating demeanour, there was an air of elegance and refinement about her. She moved with grace and precision, her hands moving swiftly as she worked on the dresses that was on the counter.

Her shop was small and cozy, with rows of dresses hanging from racks and bolts of fabric stacked neatly on shelves. The walls were adorned with vintage sewing machines and antique tools of the trade, and there was a faint smell of lavender in the air.

Despite its size, the shop felt spacious and open, with natural light filtering in through the windows and reflecting off the white walls. There was a sense of calm and order to the space, as if every piece had its own place and purpose.

As I approached the counter, the older woman looked up and eyed me with suspicion.

“What can I do for you, dear?” she asked.

“I have a bit of a silly problem,” I whispered. “I’m, uh… stuck in a dress.”

I bit my tongue, swallowed the last of my pride, and then I pulled up my sweater to show her the black strapless dress that was still glued to me.

She saw the dress and her eyes softened.

"Ah, the Midnight Muse," she said, her voice softening. "A lovely piece.”

“You know it?” I asked.

“Of course I know it! It’s a masterpiece. And how did you end up with it?”

“It’s my sister’s,” I said. “I tried it on. Now it’s stuck on me. She doesn’t know where it went and I need to get it back to her.”

"Don't worry, dear," she said, patting my hand reassuringly. "We'll have you out of that dress in no time."

She was much friendlier than she first appeared… but friendliness doesn’t help to get dresses off of bodies. She tried the zipper. She tried to wriggle the dress up around my body. I closed my eyes, humiliated as the old woman manhandled me. She tried pulling it up and she tried pulling it down, and she tried twisting it. She tried everything that I’d already tried.

“My, oh my,” she said. “It’s really stuck on you.”

“Please just get it off,” I said.

She tried more ideas. She tried to use a little tool, much like a shoe-horn, to pry it off of me. She tried the zipper again. I asked her if she could cut the zipper off and then sew it back on when she was finished. “No, no,” she said. “Not with these beautiful French seams; I would never be able to match that.”

“You have to do something!” I said.

“Let me think,” she said, and then she sat down, staring at me. She made me take off the bike shorts. She made me stretch my arms out.

But now, she was more concerned about the dress than me. “We can’t damage the dress,” she said firmly. “It’s a piece of art. Under no circumstances can we cut it or modify it.”

“But it needs to come off,” I growled.

“It looks so lovely on you,” she said.

I bit my tongue. “Focus, please,” I said.

“There’s no way,” she said, shaking her head. “Well… there is one way.”

“What? Tell me.”

“It’s not something that I can do… right now. But I can order the piece.”

“Piece? What piece? What are you talking about?” I asked.

“The middle of the dress; it has that that middle-piece; it’s Egyptian satin. The threading is a special satin threading—which I have—but I don’t have the machine attachment to replicate it. I could remove the threading and then we could essentially alter it on your body, making it slightly bigger by taking out the back. Then, you should hypothetically be able to slip out without needing to unzip.”

“Okay,” I said. “So take it off now and then fix it when the part comes in. I’ll pay for it.”

She shook her head. “No,” she said. “It has to be on your body when I make the alteration. We call it a live-alteration. It’s the most accurate way to ensure that the seams are matched.” She tried explaining it to me, but I didn’t really understand it.

“So what you’re saying is, I’m stuck in the dress.”

“For about five days,” she said. “Maybe sooner if the piece comes in sooner.”

I groaned.

“I won’t charge you. I’ve been meaning to get that piece for my machine for a long time. This is the perfect excuse to pull the trigger.”

“I can’t wear a dress for five days!” I said.

“Whatever you do, don’t damage that dress,” she said. “It’s a real masterpiece. Don’t try to get it off again or you’ll end up ripping it. If you rip that zipper, that dress is as good as trash.”

My heart was now somewhere in the pit of my stomach. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She put her hand on my shoulder and stared deep into my eyes. “Please,” she said. “This dress is important. You have to just wear it for a few days. Don’t worry about sweating in it or anything like that; it’s made with forgiving fabric; that can easily be cleaned. Just worry about keeping it intact. I will get this dress off of you. Okay?”

“Fine,” I said.

“And get rid of these,” she said, snatching my bike shorts away from my pile of clothes. “You’re lucky you haven’t already ruined the dress with these stupid things.”

“I need to hide the dress!” I cried, reaching for the shorts, but she held them away from me like a a big kid keeping a basketball away from a toddler.

“No more hiding it,” she said. “You’ll just damage it.”

“You don’t understand,” I said, heart pounding. “I can’t just be in a dress.”

She was looking down now at my hairy legs. I wondered if she knew that I was a man yet.

“Then put on a robe. But nothing that will smother the dress. You can’t just smother a masterpiece like this; especially the skirt. Someone spent months on the frills and pleats of this skirt. Do you understand?”

I wanted to cry. She put my clothes into a bag and instructed me to go home. I’m not sure why I followed the command.

I walked out of the alteration shop, feeling defeated and embarrassed. The woman had told me that I would have to wear the dress for nearly a week, until she could get the right tool to get it off. And to make matters worse, she had told me not to cover it up with clothes, or I would risk ruining it…

So there I was, walking down the street in broad daylight, wearing a strapless black dress and a wig, with makeup on my face. I felt self-conscious and exposed, like everyone was staring at me—because they were. Now that I was in that dress, I was turning heads left and right. I looked like I was on my way to a cocktail party for the stars, surrounded by people who had hardly been out of bed for a couple of hours.

I tried to walk with confidence, keeping my head held high and avoiding eye contact with anyone who passed by. But I could feel their stares on me, their judgment and their confusion.

As I reached my house, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I could finally be alone, away from the prying eyes of strangers.

How was I going to keep the dress hidden for a week? I couldn't wear it around the house, and I couldn't risk someone coming over and seeing me in it.

I paced back and forth, trying to come up with a plan. But no matter what I thought of, it seemed like a risk.

I was heading up to my room when I heard Sophia's voice from behind me.

"Ethan? Is that you?"

I froze, feeling a sense of panic wash over me. I turned around slowly, trying to think of something to say.
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Sophia was standing in the doorway to the living room, looking at me with a mixture of confusion and horror.

"What are you doing?" she asked, her voice trembling. “Why—Why are you wearing my dress?"

I tried to come up with a lie, but my mind was blank. I knew that the jig was up, that there was no way to explain this away. I wanted to collapse. I wanted to cry. But more than anything, I wanted to invent a lie that would exonerate me… but I had nothing.

"I...I got stuck in it," I stammered, feeling my face turn red.

Sophia's eyes widened in disbelief. "What do you mean, you got stuck in it?”

“I, uh, put it on last night and… I got stuck in it. I’m stuck in the dress.”

She just stared at me, eyes wide, lips parted.

I nodded, feeling the weight of the shame and embarrassment settling in. "I know, I know. It's ridiculous. I didn't mean for this to happen."

Sophia shook her head, looking at me with a mixture of disbelief and disgust. "I can't even deal with this right now," she said, her voice shaking. "You need to take that dress off and give it back to me. And then we need to talk about this."

“It won’t come off,” I said. I could feel my skin turning red. “I’ve tried everything. I—I even went to an alteration place, and she said it will take a week for her to get whatever tool she needs to get it off.”

“Ethan!” she barked. “Please tell me that you’re fucking with me right now! I’ve been in a state of panic all day over this fucking dress!”

My sister rarely ever swore. In fact, I wasn’t sure I’d ever heard her curse before in my life, so I was very shocked as I stood there.

“And what the fuck is on your face? Is that my makeup? Where did you get that wig? What the hell are you doing!?”

I tried my best to explain, telling her the truth, but the truth didn’t help to ease her rage. She was turning redder and redder. She stormed up behind me and tried the zipper. She groaned and strained. But she couldn’t get the dress off. “You’ve got to be kidding me!” she yelled. “Do you have any idea what this dress is worth!?”

“Yes.”

“I need the dress!” she said. “We have a model coming on Wednesday for a photoshoot. She needs to wear this dress! Get it off!”

“I can’t,” I said. “I’m sorry!” I was so humiliated. I’d gone to extremes trying to avoid that humiliation, but all I’d succeeded in doing was making the humiliation worse. Now, not only had I been caught in the dress, I’d also been caught in makeup and a wig—and it really didn’t seem like Sophia was buying my whole story, as if she was considering the possibility that I stole the dress because I wanted to wear it, because I wanted to feel like a girl in it. And if that is what she thought, how could I blame her? The evidence certainly pointed in that direction. Now, my whole plan, in retrospect, seemed so outrageous; what the hell was I thinking, dressing up like a girl to get someone to unzip my dress? It just seemed so desperate, and so… stupid.

Sophia and I spent the whole night trying to get me out of the dress, but nothing worked. We tried soap and water, baby oil, even gently cutting the zipper fold with scissors, but nothing budged that damned zipper.

Sophia was growing more and more frustrated by the minute. "I can't fucking believe this," she muttered, pacing back and forth, steaming. "How did you even get yourself into this mess?"

I shrugged helplessly, feeling a sense of shame and regret wash over me. "I don't know. It was stupid. I shouldn't have done it.”

“We all tried on the dress just fine. It didn’t get stuck on any of us,” she growled.

“I know!” I whined.

Sophia sighed, rubbing her eyes tiredly. "Well, we're going to have to figure something out. You can't just wear that dress forever.” So we kept trying. She had me stand there, arms extended. She walked around me, prying her fingers into every tiny opening, hoping to wriggle something loose. “You’ve really screwed me, Ethan,” she whispered.

I knew she was right. It seemed like there was no way out of this mess.

As the sun began to rise outside, Sophia finally gave up. "I don't know what else to do," she said, her voice defeated. "We're just going to have to wait for that alterations woman to get the tool she needs to fix this.” Sophia fell down on her bed and let out a loud groan.

I nodded, feeling a sense of resignation settling in. It looked like I was going to be stuck in that dress for a while longer.

“And, just asking, but we can’t just cut it off and sew it back together? I mean—you’re supposed to be a pro at sewing, right?”

“It’s not that simple!” she snapped, suddenly full of energy. “I’m not going to sit here and explain it to you for the thousandth time. I get that you don’t get what’s so special about this dress; you’ve made that very clear. You made it abundantly clear when you took the dress as some sort of mean joke. This dress was designed with unheard-of precision. I’m sure you know that a piece of clothing is made of made pieces of fabric, sewn together… Well, that’s true of this dress too, but it was put together in a way that it actually seems like it’s just one piece of fabric. One single cut, and that quality is ruined forever.”

“Alright, I get it,” I said, shaking my head, looking out at the morning sunlight. “But I have class in the morning. I have lectures all week that I can’t miss.”

“Then you’re going in the dress,” she said firmly, glaring at me with dark, brooding eyes.

I laughed and shook my head. “I’m obviously not doing that.”

“Ethan—yes, you are,” she said. “Because we can’t remove the dress. And you aren’t damaging it. If you damage it, even a little bit, I’m on the hook for it. I don’t have that kind of cash, and neither do you. So yes, you’re going to wear it. You aren’t going to smother it with your cheap jeans or your pilled sweaters. You’re going to wear the dress carefully until that alterations woman gets the piece for her machine.”

“You’re nuts,” I said. “I am not going to school like this!”

“I’m not telling you to go to school!” she snapped back. “Where you go or don’t go—that’s up to you; I couldn’t care less. But you aren’t taking that dress off, and you aren’t covering it up!”

My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. Sophia just stormed off to go to sleep for the night, leaving me with that panic and dread and despair.

“A few days…” I whispered to myself. It wasn’t really a whole week; I think the woman said five days, and it had already been one day. I made it through one; I could make it through a few more. I just had to treat it as if I was sick.

But I really couldn’t miss those lectures. I was pretty sure that there was a quiz coming up that week too, which I couldn’t miss if I wanted to maintain a decent grade average.

Suddenly, I thought back on that day. I’d been out for hours as a girl, and nobody looked at me strangely; I pulled it off and managed to slip by, under the radar. It’s not like they took attendance at school—and it’s not like you had to show credentials to get into class… Maybe I could just show up for class as a girl, sit in the back, take in the lectures, write a quick quiz, and nobody would know the difference.

Well, I knew people at school. When I was out on the street, those were all strangers; the students in those coding courses were my peers; they knew what I looked like and they knew my name.

But maybe I could become unrecognizable enough that they wouldn’t have any idea who I was; it’s not like I had a face tattoo. I could put on some sunglasses. I could use Sophia’s makeup to create a more dramatic disguise. It was at least worth a shot…

I only slept one hour before my early alarm went off. I usually slept through a few alarms before actually getting up, but today, I needed all of the time that I could get.

I spent the next few hours carefully transforming myself into a girl. I watched makeup tutorials online, learning how to apply foundation, blush, and lipstick.

"Hey guys, it's Kari Lee Ann, and welcome to today’s makeup tutorial! Today, I'm going to show you how to achieve a look that's perfect for any occasion, whether you're going to school, work, or just hanging out with your friends."

Kari Lee Ann grinned at the camera, her bright pink lipstick popping against her porcelain skin. She had a contagious energy.

"Now, the first thing you want to do is prep your skin. That means washing your face, moisturizing, and applying sunscreen. Trust me, you don't want to skip this step! It's the key to a flawless complexion."

She held up a bottle of sunscreen and made a face. "I know, I know, sunscreen can be greasy and gross. But this one is actually really lightweight and absorbs quickly, so you won't even notice it's there."

Next, she moved on to foundation, applying it with a sponge in quick, sweeping motions. "Remember, less is more with foundation. You want to create a smooth, even canvas for your makeup, but you don't want to look like you're wearing a mask."

She added a touch of blush to her cheeks, smiling at the camera. "Blush is my secret weapon for looking awake and alive, even when I've only had three hours of sleep. Just a little bit on the apples of your cheeks—and a touch on the tip of your nose—and you're good to go."

She finished off the look with a swipe of mascara and a coat of bright pink lipstick. "And there you have it! A simple, natural look that's perfect for any occasion. Thanks for watching, guys, and don't forget to subscribe for more makeup tips and tricks!"

I spent a long time on my eyes, applying dark eyeliner and mascara to make them stand out. I became far too familiar with all of Kari Lee Ann’s little catch phrases as I binged video after video.

Next, I turned to my hair. I had my wig from the costume shop, and I spent a long time styling it just right. I pulled it back into a tight ponytail, leaving a few wisps of hair framing my face.

As I looked at myself in the mirror and paused. A tingle crept through my whole body. I actually looked like a girl… a somewhat awkward and uncertain one, but a girl nonetheless.

I took a deep breath and checked the time. I was running late. I had to get to school… but was I ready? Did I look unfamiliar enough?

I took another deep breath and headed out the door, feeling self-conscious and exposed. But I was determined to make it to that lecture. I couldn’t let this embarrassing blip put my whole life on hold.

I grabbed a pair of Sophia’s big sunglasses on my way out. Yes, I put a ton of effort into my eye makeup, but every layer helped. I was perfectly happy to pile disguise over disguise, if it meant being less and less recognizable.

As I walked down the street, I tried to walk with confidence, holding my head high and avoiding eye contact with anyone who passed by. I could feel their stares on me, their judgment and their confusion, but I refused to let it get to me. Maybe they could tell that I was really a man, maybe they couldn’t; it didn’t matter—as long as they didn’t recognize me.

By the time I arrived at the lecture hall, I was frazzled, tingling all over: teeming with nerves.

People were looking at me—I was sure that wasn’t just in my head. But the question was: why were they looking? Did they recognize me? Or did I just stick out like a sore thumb because I was dolled up in a seven-thousand dollar cocktail dress? There were a few other girls there, but none of them were dolled up like me. In fact, I don’t think any of those girls were even wearing makeup.

Did I overdo it? Maybe; but I had to be unrecognizable—and I had to wear that dress. The look I went with just happened to compliment that dress. If I’d gone with a more subtle makeup look, it would have been even stranger, because it wouldn’t have made sense with the dress.

I tried to ignore the looks. I was there to listen to that lecture. I’d gone to great lengths to hear that lecture, so I wouldn’t fall behind. I wasn’t going to let a few giggling faces ruin everything. I focussed hard… but it was hard to focus when even the lecturer kept pausing to look at me. It didn’t help when he looked right at me and said, “I don’t think anyone’s ever gotten so dressed up for one of my classes before.”

Suddenly, everyone was looking at me. People were giggling. I bit my tongue and tried to remain unfazed. I just let a small smile slip and then relief came when the professor carried on with his lecture.

I had three classes that day, and they were all filled with looks, giggling, and remarks that I pretended not to hear. “Is it fashion week?” someone asked me. “I was going to wear the same thing!” one man called out to me. “I guess it’s a good thing that I went with this instead!”

I honestly had no idea if they could tell who I was. Nobody called me out by name. I didn’t get any text messages (I had my phone in a tiny purse that I snagged from Sophia’s bedroom closet). I tried my best to stay away from my friends, but I saw a few of them looking over at me; none of them said anything—and surely my friends would say something if they knew… right?

As I walked through the crowded hallway, I felt a pair of eyes on me. I looked up to see a man staring at me from across the room, his gaze locked on me as if he couldn't look away.

I tried to ignore him and keep walking, but the feeling of his eyes on me was unsettling. It was like he could see right through me, see the dress I was wearing and the wig on my head.

But I told myself I was being paranoid. I had been walking around like this all day, and no one had questioned my disguise. Sure, there were a few comments here and there… but nothing that suggested I’d been compromised.

I was just being silly.

Just as I was starting to relax, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around to see the man standing there, his eyes still fixed on me.

"Excuse me, miss," he said, "but I couldn't help noticing you. You're really beautiful."

My heart sank as I realized what was happening. He thought I was a woman… or maybe he was playing a prank on me.

The man was tall and muscular, with a thick neck and broad shoulders. He had dark hair that was styled in a messy, windswept look, and a five o'clock shadow that gave him a rugged, masculine edge. His eyes were a deep shade of blue, and they seemed to sparkle with a mischievous energy. He was wearing a tight-fitting t-shirt that showed off his impressive (or maybe I should say intimidating) biceps, and a pair of faded jeans that hugged his muscular thighs.

I felt a mix of emotions: embarrassment, confusion, and a strange sort of flattery. It had been a long time since anyone had hit on me, and I couldn't deny that it felt good in some weird way, even though he wasn’t hitting on me; he was hitting on my disguise.

But then again, he wasn’t hitting on any of the other girls in that crowded university hallway; he’d singled me out.

I had to put a stop to it.

"Um, actually, I’m in a bit of a rush,” I whispered, and then I tried to dart away, but he blocked me from leaving.

The man's face fell as he realized his mistake. "Oh. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to offend you or anything."

"It's fine," I said, trying to sound as casual as possible. “But I should be going.”

“You really are beautiful. That dress is… wow.”

I felt like a fraud, a fake. And worst of all, I couldn't help but wonder: did I really look like a woman? Was I really that convincing?

The man didn't seem to want to let it go, though. He kept staring at me, his eyes lingering on my chest and my hips.

"So, uh, do you want to grab a drink or something?" he asked, his voice a little too eager. “I know you said you’re busy—but we can do it another time. I’ll get your phone number.”

I shook my head, my heart racing. "No, I don't think that's a good idea. I'm sorry."

The man looked disappointed, but he didn't push it any further. He turned and walked away, leaving me standing there, feeling more exposed and vulnerable than ever.

I couldn't believe what had just happened. It was one thing to dress up like a girl in the privacy of my own home, but to be out in public like this, to be mistaken for a woman… it was all too much to handle.

I made my way out of the building and into the cool afternoon air, my mind racing. I didn't know how much longer I could keep up this charade.

As soon as I was home, I phoned the old woman at the dress alteration shop. “Please tell me that piece came in,” I said.

“Oh,” she said with a small gasp. “I completely forgot to place the order. I’ll look into it now.”

“You forgot!?” i gasped.

“I’m sorry. I’ll be sure to place that order today—as soon as I’m back from my dinner break.”

I tried not to unload on the woman. She was so nonchalant about forgetting to order the machine attachment… but for me, that meant at least an entire extra day stuck in a dress.
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Iwas thrilled that night when I got the email from my professor.

Subject: Class Cancellation

Dear students,

I am writing to inform you that tomorrow's web design class has been cancelled. I apologize for any inconvenience this may cause.

Please use this time to work on your projects and catch up on any assignments that you may have missed. I will be available via email if you have any questions or concerns.

Thank you for your understanding, and I look forward to seeing you all in our next class.

Best regards,

Professor Smith

I turned off my alarm and went straight to bed, eager to catch up on lost sleep. But I was still rudely awakened the next morning—in a much, much worse way than waking up to an alarm.

I screamed when I saw all of their faces: Sophia and four of her friends from fashion class. Two of them were scowling, furious to see me in that expensive dress, sleeping in it as if it was some cheap pair of pyjamas from Walmart. Two of the girls were giggling at the sight of me. Now, I wasn’t wearing big sunglasses or makeup or a wig; they could all see who I was. I was sure that Sophia had filled them all in on what happened, and maybe a few of them had even come to their own conclusions.

“You let him sleep in it?” Mia asked, pushing her glasses up her nose.

“What other choice did I have?” Sophia asked with a growl. “It’s stuck on him.”

“Did you try baby oil on the zipper? That’s how Ms. Jones does it in class.”

“We tried everything a thousand times,” Sophia groaned. “The only way is to cut it off.”

“Can, uh, I get some privacy?” I asked. “I’m sleeping here.” I was blushing all over, but the girls didn’t care; they acted like they didn’t even hear me speaking.

“I’m sure I can wriggle the zipper down,” said Lucy. “Sit up, Ethan.”

I felt so awkward sitting up, letting the blanket fall to my lap, exposing my dress clad chest.

“Is he wearing breast pads under there?” Mia asked with a giggle.

“Oh my God. Are you?” Sophia asked. I never told her that I slipped in the pads before zipping it up. Now, I was an even darker shade of red. I decided to keep my mouth shut while the girls giggled at my expense.

They took turns trying to pull down the zipper. They tried baby oil, lubricant. Mia even took out a magnifying glass to see if she could find a thread that was caught in the tiny mechanism.

After an hour, I said, “Can you guys please leave me alone?”

“No,” Sophia said firmly. “Today is the photoshoot, and if we can’t get this dress on a model, then you’re our model.”

The girls all stood with arms akimbo, staring at me, eroding whatever was left of my self-confidence.

“I’m not a model,” I said softly.

“You are today,” Sophia growled. “And you better be a damned good one too, because this is part of our final grading.”

“I don’t know how to model,” I said. “Trust me—you’re better off finding an alternative.”

“There’s no alternative!” snapped Mia. “You have the fucking dress on, you moron!”

Lucy put her hand on Mia’s shoulder in an attempt to calm her down.

“Ethan,” Sophia said calmly and slowly. “It’s not up for debate. We have lights rented. We have a makeup artist showing up in one hour. We have the photographer from noon until three. We’re shooting you in that dress. Now get out of bed so we can get you ready.”

There was something about the way they were all looking at me, glaring into my eyes. The energy in that room was tense, and I had to face the reality: there really was no getting out of this. This was my punishment for doing something that I knew I shouldn’t have been doing.

I was shuffled into the back of Lucy’s car, squished between Mia and Sophia. Lucy drove, and two other girls sat up front. “Where are we going?” I asked, but they all ignored me and proceeded to talk about their assignment as if I wasn’t even in the car with them.

Their collective anger towards me made me feel small. I sunk into my seat, and then I was jabbed by Mia who was scowling. “Don’t slouch,” she said. “You’re crushing the pleats and ruining the ruffles. And keep your back off of the backrest. You’re going to end up wrinkling the dress.”

She was surprisingly scary for a tiny little chick with glasses.

"Listen up, Ethan," she said, her voice low and serious. "I don't want any nonsense from you today. This is a professional photoshoot, and we need to take it seriously. You're representing our school, our program, and you're wearing a dress. So you need to be on your best behaviour, do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling chastened. "Yeah, I understand. I'm sorry, Mia."

She glared at me for a moment longer, then turned back to the front of the car.

"Good," she said, her voice softening slightly. "Now, let me go over the photoshoot etiquette. When we get there, we'll meet with the photographer and the other models. You'll be assigned a spot on the stage, and you'll need to stay there until your turn is over. Don't move around too much, and don't speak unless you're spoken to. And most importantly, don't mess up. We only get one chance to do this, so we need to make it count. The photographer is only going to be there for three hours. I know that sounds like a lot, but we have to get a lot of perfect shots in that time frame. If you’re screwing around, you’re going to screw us all over.”

I listened to her instructions, feeling more and more intimidated by the minute. This was going to be a long, stressful day. she continued, her voice growing angrier and more intense with every word. "And another thing," she said, her eyes flashing with anger. "If you embarrass us in any way, I swear to god I will never forgive you. This is not a joke, Ethan. This is serious business, and we're counting on you to represent us well. So don't mess it up."

I nodded, feeling more and more intimidated by her rage. I had never seen Mia like this before, and I didn't know how to handle it.

"Okay, okay, I get it," I said, trying to sound as contrite as possible. "I won't mess it up, I promise."

Mia glared at me for a moment longer, then turned back to the front of the car, her lips pressed into a thin, angry line.

I felt a sense of relief wash over me as she stopped speaking. I knew that I had to do everything in my power to make sure that the photoshoot went smoothly, or else I would never hear the end of it from Mia, or my sister—or any of those girls.

As we drove towards the warehouse, the tension in the car was palpable. Mia glared at me constantly, and Sophia sat silently beside me, her hands clenched in her lap; she refused to look at me at all. I couldn't help but feel like I was in way over my head. If I hadn’t been stuffed in the middle seat, I might have tried to escape at a red light…

The area of town we drove through was dark and desolate, with broken-down buildings and boarded-up storefronts lining the streets. It was the kind of place that made me feel uneasy, like something was lurking just beyond the shadows.

When we pulled into the warehouse, I was surprised to find that it was bustling with people. The space was cavernous, with high ceilings and exposed pipes running along the walls. Models were strutting around in outrageous outfits, photographers were setting up lights and backdrops, and stylists were buzzing around, fixing the hair and makeup of at least a dozen models. Some of them turned to look at me; some admired the dress on my body. But strangely, none of them wasted more than a few seconds of focus on me.

Mia led us over to a corner of the room, where we met with the photographer and the other models. She immediately went into professional mode, introducing us to everyone and explaining our roles in the shoot.

Sophia stood beside me, her hand resting on my shoulder. "You're going to do great," she whispered. But I could see the worry in her eyes, and it made me feel even more nervous.

A young woman with a professional makeup belt came and grabbed me by the hand. “I love your dress,” she smiled, and then she pulled me away from my sister.

As I stepped into the dressing room, the makeup artist told me her name was Lily. She seemed to be in her mid-thirties, with a no-nonsense attitude and a headful of curly hair. I could tell that she was talented, but the idea of her applying makeup to my face made me feel incredibly self-conscious, even though I’d already done it before. This was different; this was a professional setting, with consequences that were far-reaching.

As she sat me down in front of her mirror, I couldn't help but feel conflicted about the situation. On the one hand, I knew that I had no choice but to go through with this photoshoot. On the other hand, the thought of being made up to look like a girl was making me feel more anxious by the minute. I’d been through it before, but this was different; people here knew who I was.

"I have to be honest with you," I said to Lily, feeling a knot forming in my stomach. "I'm not actually a girl."

Lily just chuckled and patted my hand. "Sweetie, I can see that. But don't worry, we'll make you look beautiful regardless."

I nodded and tried to relax as she went to work, picking out shades of eyeshadow and lipstick that would complement the dress. As she worked her magic, I couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. Would anyone be able to tell that I was actually a guy? Would I be able to pass as a girl in these photos?

And were these photos going to end up being posted online? Would they be on the school website? Would Sophia and her friends post them on their social media accounts? Would people see those photos and know they were looking at me?

After what felt like an eternity, Lily finally put down her brushes and declared that she was finished. "All done, darling! You look absolutely stunning," she said with a smile.

I looked at myself in the mirror and was surprised by what I saw. The makeup made me look more feminine than I ever thought possible, and I felt a strange mix of pride and discomfort. My eyes looked so… big. My lips looked so… plump. I brought my fingers to my face, to see if my skin really felt as smooth as it looked.

Lily then led me back to the main area, where Sophia was waiting with the photographer.

As we waited for our turn on the set, I couldn't help but feel like an imposter. I was dressed in a tight black dress and high heels, my hair styled in loose waves, and my face painted with makeup. I felt exposed and vulnerable, like everyone in the room could see right through me. They all knew who I was; and many knew that I wasn’t actually a professional model.

When it was finally our turn to step in front of the camera, Mia barked out orders, telling us where to stand and how to pose. I tried my best to follow her instructions, but I felt stiff and awkward. The dress was tight around my chest, making it hard to breathe, and the high heels made it difficult to stand. I wobbled, making Mia groan. I was red with humiliation. Now, a dozen other models were stopping to watch—maybe because I looked like a fool, or maybe they were just waiting for their turn on the stage.

As the photographer snapped away, I felt like I was in a dream. The noise and chaos of the shoot swirled around me, and I felt like I was watching it all from a distance. But then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw a man staring at me.

He was tall and muscular, with dark hair and piercing eyes. He looked like he didn't belong there, like he was too rugged and raw for the polished world of fashion. But as he stared at me, a slow smile spread across his face.

I felt a shiver run down my spine, and I tried to ignore him, focusing on the camera in front of me. But I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. The man kept staring at me, and every time I looked up, his gaze was locked on mine.

As the shoot went on, I felt more and more uncomfortable. The dress was starting to chafe against my skin, and the makeup was starting to smear. And every time I looked up, the man was still there, still staring at me with that creepy smile.

“Let’s take a quick break. Can we get her makeup fixed?” Mia called out.

I was pulled away by Lilly. It only took her a minute to fix my makeup, and then I was sent off, but I didn’t know where to go. I felt lost in the pandemonium of the photoshoot.

Then, I was suddenly grabbed, pulled to a new set, told to pose this way and that way. I was scared of letting people down, so I did it—but I didn’t see Sophia, I didn’t see Mia, I didn’t see Lucy or any of the girls from Sophia’s class; I didn’t even know who this photographer was.

But I must have posed for three-hundred pictures.

“Damn,” the male photographer said. “That dress is really hot on you.”

I was flustered, blushing all over. Then, Sophia found me. “We’ve been looking for you. Where have you been? C’mon!”

I was pulled this way and that way. My head was spinning. I felt at times like I was going to faint.

People kept telling me that I was beautiful, hot, sexy, gorgeous, stunning… I wasn’t used to those terms of endearment, if they were even genuine or not.

Finally, when the shoot was over, and we were packing up to leave, the man approached me.

"You were great up there," he said, his voice low and gravelly. "What's your name?"

I felt a lump form in my throat, and I tried to back away, but he moved closer, trapping me against the wall.

"I said, what's your name?" he repeated, his eyes burning into mine.

I felt a sense of panic rise in my chest, and I blurted out the first name that came to mind.

"Avery," I said, my voice shaking.

The man smiled again, his eyes gleaming.

"Well, Avery," he said, leaning in close. "I think we should get together sometime. I could make you into a real star.” That’s when I noticed his camera bag at his side. He was a photographer—one of many at the event.

“I’m not really a model,” I whispered, looking around for my sister.

“I can change that,” he grinned.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I should be going.”

“Please,” he said. “While you’re here, while you’re done up… just let me take a few photos of you. They’ll be the best photos you’ve ever seen; I promise. We can submit them to vogue. You’ll be famous.”

“I don’t want to be famous,” I said, heart racing.

He smiled. “Well, then you can just have beautiful photos to remind you of how stunning you are. One day, when you’re old and in a nursing home, you’ll look back and say, Wow! Is that really me?”

I was red all over. I looked around again for my sister. Now, the man was motioning for me to follow him. Normally, I wouldn’t just follow some random stranger. I wouldn’t just go along with some random photoshoot because some stranger insisted… but now, all dolled up, I felt strangely submissive.

We went to the stage that had been so busy just minutes before. Now, it seemed abandoned, as if nobody had touched it in years. He told me to pose. The scene was now lit by only the sunlight bleeding through the cracks in the walls.

As the photoshoot progressed, I found myself feeling more and more comfortable in front of the camera. The photographer, whose name was Chris, was clearly smitten with me, but I didn't mind. It was a strange feeling, being desired in this way, but it was also thrilling. He kept shouting out to me: “That’s fucking hot! Just like that!” and “You’re a fucking natural! Holy shit! These pictures are amazing!”

I kept blushing, though I wasn’t so sure why.

After a few poses in front of the backdrop, Chris suggested we take some photos in a private area of the warehouse. I hesitated for a moment, but then agreed. As we walked through the maze of corridors and rooms. A sense of excitement built up inside me.

When we finally arrived at the private area, Chris started snapping photos immediately. He was full of ideas and suggestions, and I found myself getting lost in the moment. It was like a strange surreal dream, being dolled up like a girl and posing for a photographer who was so taken with me. It should have felt like a nightmare… but it didn’t. I was actually having fun.

But as the photoshoot went on, I couldn't ignore the fact that I was living a lie. Chris had no idea that I was actually a man, and the guilt was starting to weigh on me. I knew that I couldn't keep this up forever, and that eventually the truth would come out. But for now, I decided to enjoy the moment and let myself be swept up in the excitement of it all.

I kept looking around for my sister and her friends, but they were nowhere to be seen. “I might have to go find my group,” I said to Chris.

“Nonsense,” he said. “You’re done for the day. I heard them release the models.”

“But I have the dress. I, uh, have to get it back to them.”

“Don’t worry about that, beautiful,” he said, and then he snapped another photo.

He showed me some of his photos, and I was stunned… I actually looked… beautiful.

As the photoshoot went on, the tension between Chris and I continued to build. His compliments and suggestions grew more flirtatious, and I found myself responding in kind. I had never felt so alive, so wanted.

As the shoot progressed, we found ourselves drawn closer and closer together. Our poses became more intimate, our bodies pressed up against each other as Chris captured the perfect shot. I could feel his breath on my cheek, his hands on my waist, and I knew that I was playing with fire.

But I couldn't help it. The rush of adrenaline, the thrill of the unknown, it was all too exciting to resist. So when Chris suggested that we take a break, I found myself agreeing all too eagerly.

We made our way to a quieter part of the warehouse, where the lighting was dim and the air was heavy with tension. And then, before I knew it, Chris was kissing me, his hands running through my hair as we lost ourselves in the moment.

It was reckless, dangerous, and oh so exhilarating.

As Chris and I pulled away from each other, we both looked a little shocked at what had just happened. It was as if we had both been caught up in the heat of the moment, unable to control our desires.

For a moment, we just stood there, catching our breath and staring at each other in silence. I could see the desire in his eyes, the same desire that I was feeling in my own body. And I knew that I wanted more.

So I took a step closer to him, placing my hand on his chest and feeling his heart racing beneath my palm. He looked down at me, his eyes dark with desire, and then he leaned in to kiss me again.

This time, it was different. It was slower, more deliberate, and somehow even more intense. His hands were all over my body, caressing me through the dress and making me moan with pleasure. And I found myself responding in kind, my own hands exploring his body as we lost ourselves in each other.

I reached my hand down, pushing my fingers towards his crotch. I felt him: his throbbing, hard erection in his pants. I gasped. He bit his lip. Then, he nodded, giving me the green light.

I gently pulled down the zipper of his fly (one zipper I could get down). Out came his huge, throbbing erection. I gasped again. My heart was racing with taboo excitement—and terror. What was I doing? Why couldn’t I stop myself?

I gripped his shaft hard and began to stroke it, making him groan. “Does that feel good?” I whispered.

“It feels fucking amazing,” he growled. Then, he put his hands on my ass and squeezed, making me moan. A moment later, I found myself on my knees, staring up at his towering shaft of flesh and veins. I pulled it down, pointing his reddened tip to my lips. I opened wide, closed my eyes, and then I was sucking him.

I slid my tongue back and forth, enjoying his manhood. I felt so humiliated. My masculinity had been completely stripped from me—but in that moment, I didn’t care. He dug his fingers into my hair and pulled my head in firmly to his crotch. He growled, throat-fucking me for a moment before releasing me.

I stood up. I grabbed his saliva-slicked cock. I turned around and I guided it underneath the skirt of my expensive dress. I pulled my borrowed panties aside and pushed his tip between my butt cheeks.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing… but he did the rest: thrusting into me, penetrating me, stealing away my virginity.

He thrusted hard, making me moan. I grabbed onto an old chair and held on for dear life. He pumped hard, using every inch of his fat cock as he rammed my tiny virgin asshole. “Oh God, Chris, don’t stop!” I yelled. “That feels so fucking good!”

He grunted with each thrust, pushing deeper and deeper, exploring the inside of my body with that veiny piece of meat.

“Oh fuck!” I cried. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! It feels so fucking good!”

“You’re so fucking tight!” he growled.

“Fucking cum in me, baby.”

“I’m close,” he moaned.

“Fucking cum in me!” I screamed. “I want your fucking cum in me! Cum in me! Cum in me!”

A minute later, he pulled out, gasping for air. He stumbled back, and I was just left… confused—so close to an orgasm. My cock was tingling.

At least… I thought that I was short of an orgasm.

We broke apart, both of us panting and gasping for breath. We knew that we couldn't keep going like this, that it was too dangerous, too reckless. But in that moment, we didn't care. All that mattered was the feeling of being desired, of being wanted by another person.

“You need a wipe for that dress?” he asked.

“Why?” I asked.

“It’s a bit of a mess,” he chuckled.

My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. “What do you mean, it’s a mess?” There was a thick lump in my throat now.

“Well, I’m not going to get you pregnant,” he said. “So I pulled out.”

“Y—You what?” I said. “You came?”

He chuckled again. “Yeah. I came on you. Sorry. We can wipe it up. I’m sure it’ll come out in the wash.”

I spun around, frantic. Then I rushed to a nearby mirror and saw the horror that Chris had created: my whole backside was streaked with white cum. “Oh my God!” I gasped.

“Relax,” he said. “It will come out. It’s just cum.”

My head was spinning. Now how was I going to explain a back covered in cum to my sister?

And it got worse…

There was cum dripping from inside of my skirt… because the ass-fucking made me ejaculate. Chris must have pushed against some sweet-spot, because my cock was dripping with thick white ooze, and that same ooze was mashed into the inner pleats of that dress.

“We ruined it,” I gasped.

Then, before Chris could chuckle at my expense again, I ran off. I had to clean that dress before Sophia and her friends saw what I did to it. I didn’t have time to wrap my head around what I’d just done with a man. I didn’t have time to think about how I’d just lost my virginity. I rushed around to find a bathroom, and then I locked myself inside of one. I ran the water warm, and then I scrubbed. I wasn’t able to reach most of my back. But in the mirror, I could see cum.

I was covered in a man’s cum, with no way of getting it off. A normal person in this scenario would take the dress off to clean it—but that wasn’t an option for me.

No—I couldn’t let Sophia see me like this.

I had to get out of there. I had to find my own way home. If Mia or Sophia saw me like this, I would never live it down.

I could hear activity in the hallway now. “Any idea where she went?” a voice called out. I recognized it as the voice of Lucy. I had a crush on Lucy; it was bad enough that she’d seen me dolled up; if she saw me covered in cum, my life was over.

So I turned to the warehouse window. I pried it open for the first time in a decade. I wriggled through the opening carefully and then I landed on my feet outside. Without looking back, I hustled towards the street, determined to get far, far away from that warehouse.
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Ididn’t go home, because I didn’t have the means to clean that dress at home. I had to go to that dress alteration shop. The old woman was my only hope.

When I arrived at the shop, the older woman who had helped me before was there, and she looked at me with a mix of curiosity and concern. "Is everything alright, dear?" she asked, her voice gentle and soothing.

I blushed furiously, feeling ashamed and embarrassed. "I...I spilled pancake batter on the dress," I stammered, feeling like a child caught with their hand in the cookie jar. "I need help getting it off before my sister finds out."

The woman looked at me for a moment, then shook her head and smiled wryly. "You really are something, aren't you?" she said, but there was no malice in her tone. "Come on back and let's see what we can do."

I followed her to the back room, feeling like a naughty schoolboy. She took a look at the dress, then disappeared into another room, coming back with a bottle of some sort of solvent. She was about to apply it to the sticky mess on the dress, and then she paused. “Pancake batter, huh?”

I closed my eyes and prayed for this moment to end quickly. “Can you clean it off or no?” I asked.

“How exactly does one end up with pancake batter on their back?” she asked.

“Just clean it off. Please. I’ll pay you.”

“It’s fine,” she said. “I’ll clean it. But you… You need to stop getting yourselves into these situations. Playing around like this… it could be dangerous.”

As she worked, we chatted a little, and I found myself telling her about my experiences over the past day. I told her about the photoshoot. Of course, I didn’t tell her about Chris; I was never going to tell anybody about that. She listened with interest, nodding along and occasionally offering words of wisdom.

When she finished, I thanked her profusely, feeling a sense of relief that the dress was once again clean. But as I was about to leave, she stopped me with a gentle hand on my arm.

"Listen, dear," she said, looking at me with a kind but serious expression. "I know you're in a tough spot, and I don't mean to judge. But you need to think about what you're doing here. You can't keep living this way forever. You need to find a way to be true to yourself, even if it's hard.”

“What does that even mean?” I asked, feeling cold all over.

She just smiled at me. “His cologne rubbed off on you,” she said softly.

Oh God. I didn’t think the humiliation could get any worse; but this was about as bad as it could get.

“If I were you, I would spray the dress with some perfume as soon as you get home, before you see your sister.”

“T—Thanks,” I said. I tucked my head down and rushed out of that shop, back out into the streets were dozens of strangers could see me completely dolled up.

The next few days were mostly spent in a state of misery.

I found myself in a constant state of worry and anticipation. Every moment, I felt the tightness of the dress on my skin, reminding me that it was still there, still stuck. The days dragged on, each one feeling longer than the last. Everywhere I went, I got looks. I would only go out dolled up—and honestly, I was getting pretty good at doing my hair and makeup. But the prettier I made myself, the more looks I got.

In the mornings, I would wake up to find that I had shifted in my sleep, and the dress had twisted around me. I would spend hours trying to adjust it, to make it more comfortable, but it was a fruitless effort. During the day, I would try to distract myself, immersing myself in my classes and my studies, but the dress was always in the back of my mind, partly because of those looks that I was always getting… and the comments. Each day, a new guy asked me out on a date, stripping away a little bit more of my masculinity; I was always surprised that there was anything left.

I tried to avoid my sister and her friends, knowing that they would be able to sense my discomfort. Instead, I spent my evenings holed up in my room, listening to music or watching TV, anything to keep my mind off of the dress.

But the girls always found me. They needed to see that dress for their projects. If they couldn’t have the dress without me, then they were determined to have it with me. One night, they even made me to go to Lucy’s house. I sat in her bedroom for six hours while she studied the dress and wrote a paper on it. At first, I thought it might be an opportunity to get romantic with her, to build towards asking her on a date…

But it was just too emasculating, especially when she asked me to pose for her, to show off the dress’ ‘unique femininity’. It didn’t help that Lucy ended up asking me if I was gay—and then she asked if I was transgender. “I won’t tell your sister,” she said with a grin.

“I’m not.”

“So you just put the dress on… as a joke?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said firmly. I guess it didn’t help that I was dolled up in a wig and makeup.

As each day passed, I grew more and more impatient, counting down the hours until the alterations woman would finally have the tool she needed to remove the dress. It felt like an eternity, but I knew that the end was in sight, and I clung to that hope like a lifeline.

My patience had worn thin, and I couldn't take the waiting anymore. I needed to know if the tool had arrived. I picked up the phone and called the alterations woman, my heart pounding in my chest as I waited for her to pick up.

"Hello?" she answered.

"Hi, it's Ethan," I said, my voice shaking a little. "I was just wondering if the part you were waiting for came in yet."

There was a long pause, and I could hear the sound of papers rustling on the other end.

"I'm sorry, Ethan," she finally said. "It still hasn't arrived. I'm doing everything I can to get it as soon as possible, but there's only so much I can do."

My heart sank. Another day of waiting, another day of feeling trapped in this dress.

"Okay," I said, trying to keep the disappointment out of my voice. "Thank you for letting me know."

I hung up the phone and sighed heavily. It seemed like this nightmare would never end.

I was beginning to lose count of how long I’d been in that dress. It was long enough that I was called to another fashion class meeting with Sophia, Mia, and Lucy—along with eight of their classmates. They made me stand at the front of the room, modelling the dress the whole time they talked: more punishment for putting that dress on when I should have just stayed away.

They would take turns walking up to me, poking me, prodding me, as if I was a mannequin. They would bark at me if I sat down or tried to talk.

And I was at that meeting when my phone rang. I saw that it was the old woman and I perked up. I was so excited that I put the phone to speaker-mode when I answered it. “Is it in!?” I asked. The girls all gathered close to hear the good news.

But it wasn’t good news. There was a silence. There was a suddenly shift of energy, from good to horrible. “I, uh, just got off the phone with the manufacturer. The order never went through. There was a glitch, so they’re going to run it again.”

“What?” I said, stunned, pale. “What does that mean?”

“Another week, at least,” she said.

“No,” I said.

The girls all groaned and fell into their chairs. It was the worst possible news. Well, it was the worst news for the girls. But there was a strange tingling inside of me.

I tried to sound disappointed as I thanked the old gal and hung up, but secretly, I was ecstatic. Another week of wearing the dress? That sounded like a dream come true. I wasn’t ready to let it go; I wasn’t ready to lose that soft, tight fabric that had been against my skin all week.

I knew I shouldn't feel this way. I should be desperate to get the dress off and return to my normal life, but for some reason, the thought of taking it off was beginning to fill me with a sense of sadness and loss. Once that dress was off, I would never feel that wonderful feeling of being complimented. I would never been flirted with or hit on. It would be back to life as normal. It meant no more getting dolled up, no more makeup tutorials, no more hair irons and curlers.

I was going to miss it all. But luckily, I still had at least another week in the dress.

As I hung up the phone, I knew that I was in deep trouble. This dress was becoming more than just a piece of clothing that I was trapped in. It was becoming a part of me.
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Iwoke up the next morning, half-smirking as I already had a look in mind. I’d already looked into some different makeup styles, and I was excited to try out a smokey-eye look that I saw on Pinterest.

Then, I sat up, stretched out my arms, and then I noticed something fall to my lap. It was one of the breast pads. I paused and stared at it, and then I noticed that the top of my dress was loose.

I gasped.

I jumped to my feet and ran to my bedroom mirror. I spun around and saw that the zipper was half down. It must have snagged my mattress in the night and been tugged down while I was wriggling. “It’s off!” I gasped. With a bit of shimmying, I was easily able to slip out from the tight black strapless dress. “Oh my God, it’s off!” I cried out.

I ran around the room, naked, hardly able to contain my excitement. Then, I rushed to the mirror again, looking at my skin, which was dark red where the dress had been hugging me.

First, I went to the shower and enjoyed one of the warmest, soapiest, longest showers of my life. It felt so good to be clean.

I put on my normal clothes, but somehow, they just seemed… off. I looked so frumpy, so plain, so… not myself. I stared at myself for a long moment, trying to convince myself that I looked fine, but I really looked like I was missing a part of me.

I took the dress in a bag to the old woman who worked at the alterations shop. She gasped when she saw me. “It’s off!” she said.

“It came off in the night,” I said, speaking quickly, as if I was telling her that I’d won a million dollars in the lottery.

“That’s amazing!” she said. “And the dress… is it intact?” She instantly grabbed it from me. She inspected it. “My God, it’s in perfect condition. It’s a miracle!” she said.

I let out a sigh of relief.

“It smells awful though,” she said, recoiling as she got her nose a bit too close. “Give me an hour to freshen it up.”

“You’re the best,” I said. I was brimming with energy. I went off to get a coffee; I got one for her too. I was skipping, humming—and then I had an embarrassing moment where I spoke to the barista at the cafe in my girl voice. It was surprisingly hard to break that voice.

The dress was waiting for me when I returned, cleaned, looking brand new. “There it is,” the woman smiled. “Ready to go.”

“I owe you my life,” I said, and I grabbed the dress.

“I pulled a tiny thread out of the zipper,” she said. “It wasn’t even a thread from the dress itself. It was green. Long story short, it shouldn’t get stuck again. But… if you do want to put it back on, maybe don’t zip it up all the way; just three-quarters of the way, to be safe.”

I blushed all over. “I’m not going to put it on again,” I said.

But that was a lie, though I thought that it was true. I thought that I would hand the dress over to Sophia and that would be the end of this humiliating saga. But when I got home, she was still sleeping. The house was quiet.

I went to my room and held that little black dress up to my body. I caught myself smiling and blushing, staring into the eyes of my own reflection.

“She doesn’t have to know that I got it off,” I whispered.

The next part of their big final assignment was getting photos of the dress in a fashion-show setting. The girls had already staged a mini-fashion show, with over forty guests. The plan was for me to wear the dress, since it was stuck on me; but if they knew that anyone could wear it, they might choose a proper model.

So I put the dress on. I zipped it up all the way, despite the advice I was given. I tested the zipper, and now it worked fine. I could get the dress on and off just fine…

But Sophia didn’t need to know that. Mia didn’t need to know. Lucy didn’t have to know.

Maybe I could just enjoy being in the dress for a little bit longer, before it was taken away from me. I caught myself smiling, bright red, glowing.

The truth was: I couldn’t wait for the fashion show. I couldn’t wait for another excuse to put on heels and makeup and a wig. I couldn’t wait for everyone to be looking at me, for men to be ogling me.

Okay, so maybe I didn’t quite learn the lesson that I was supposed to learn. Maybe I should have come out of this whole experience as a more honest, open person. But there I was, lying all over again, as if I’d learned nothing…

But that’s not entirely true; I did learn something: something very, very valuable, about myself. In fact, I learned more about myself from that experience than any other before it.

Look—I was going to come clean to Sophia sooner than later. I was going to make sure Mia got to use the dress for her event, and I was going to make sure the girls all got their time with the dress. But I decided that this could be my payment for making their little website for them.

This was my time to have a bit of fun.

THE END
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Garth and Andy are roommates, living together in a house that they share with Donnie and Jennifer. But when Donnie and Jennifer have a big, ugly fight and storm out of the house, leaving their belongings behind and the rent unpaid, Garth and Andy are left to pick up the pieces.

With no way of contacting Donnie or Jennifer, Garth and Andy struggle to cover the full rent and find a replacement roommate for the empty room. But Andy is not one to wait around and decides to start selling the couple's belongings to make some quick cash.

As Andy delves deeper into selling off Jennifer's clothes, he realizes that it's a profitable hustle. He convinces buyers that the clothes are expensive designer fashion by removing the tags and claiming that they were used for fashion photoshoots. But to make the lie more convincing, Andy needs to create fake modelling pictures with Garth's help.

As the money starts rolling in, Garth is tempted to join in on the shady business. But as they continue down this path, they both realize that it's a dangerous game to play, with consequences that could jeopardize their friendship and their future.
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Donnie left without paying rent, two days before rent was due. He didn’t tell us when he was coming back, just that he was on a ‘mission to save his relationship’. A few days earlier, Jennifer, his girlfriend (also our roommate), left without paying rent too, leaving Andy and me on the hook for the whole $2,400.

“Bastard,” Andy growled as we stood together in line at the bank. We both used the same bank, and now, we were both there to dig into our savings accounts so that we could cover that month’s rent. “How could he just leave without paying his share?”

I rolled my eyes. “It’s not like it’s the first time.”

Donnie and his girlfriend, Sandra, were in a toxic on-again-off-again relationship. They would fight viciously for a week, split up for a week, reconnect and then spend a week fucking loudly in their upstairs bedroom. It was a terribly cycle that had been going on for many months. Andy and I had convened to discuss the issue a few times, coming very close to sending them both out…

But Donnie was one of our childhood besties…

And Jennifer… well, let’s talk about what made Jennifer a special addition to our house.

You’re about to think that I’m a real loser, a real creep—and maybe you’re right, but at least hear me out. Jennifer was a smoke-show. Jennifer was hot. Jennifer had the body of a certain curvy Sports Illustrated swimsuit model. In fact, Jennifer was an aspiring model, and she was often photographing herself in swimwear. She turned the room she shared with Donnie into a makeshift photo studio, with ring lights and tripods. They painted one of the walls a soft pink colour and had custom LED lights made that spelled out her name in cursive lettering.

After her photoshoots, she would come downstairs to hang out, often still wearing whatever she was modelling. She would lounge around the house in tight swimsuits, her big boobs jiggling and bouncing with every step she took. And she had no issues when it came to cleaning; she was happy to vacuum and sweep and mop and dust… and sometimes she would do all of those things in a bikini; that alone was worth keeping her around in the house.

In fact, it was Jennifer’s thick, beautiful body that made Andy and me decide that she could stick around with Donnie, despite the constant fighting that rocked the house at least once every few days.

Well, now they were both gone.

The fight that sent them away went a bit like this:

While Jennifer was sleeping, Donnie had installed a tracking app on her phone. He was convinced that she was cheating on him. Jennifer, a few days later, found out that Donnie was spying on her, reading her messages, and tracking her every move. They fought like hungry dogs, and then Jennifer left and said, “I’m never coming back!”

“Where are you going!?” Donnie screamed.

“I’m going to my grandma’s house!”

“Your grandma lives in Europe!”

Jennifer slammed the door and was gone. She’d left her phone behind, not wanting Donnie to track her. The next morning, Donnie left for Europe to find her. Donnie left his phone too—not because he was afraid of being tracked, but because he was a forgetful man who had never been able to get his affairs in order.

So we had no way of reaching either of them. We had no idea when—or if—they were going to come back. We didn’t even know which continent they were on.

“This is so typical,” Andy growled as he returned from the bank teller with five-hundred dollars. I had to take out the other five-hundred. We didn’t split rent evenly four ways; I had the biggest bedroom, so I paid the biggest chunk. Donnie and Jennifer split a room, so they paid less.

“We’ll get the money back when they’re back,” I said.

“If they come back,” Andy groaned. “And you know Donnie; he’s going to try to argue that he shouldn’t have to pay since he wasn’t here. You know what? Enough is enough! I’m throwing their stuff to the curb. I’m putting an ad up today for a new roommate. I refuse to ever go through this again.”

It stung, taking five-hundred dollars out of my own savings account, knowing that work was scaling back my hours.

I got into Andy’s little sedan. He fired it up after a bit of clunking, and then we returned home. Andy was still furious. He stormed across the room and grumbled loudly and constantly. “You know what I think?” Andy said suddenly.

“What’s that?” I asked from the couch where I was slumped, feeling sapped of all my emotional energy. There’s something very exhausting about spending money unexpectedly and getting nothing from it.

“I think Donnie used Jennifer. I think he whored her out.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“He would send her down here to clean up in her underwear all the time, knowing that it was making us want to keep her around. He knew that we were thinking of kicking their asses out. He played us.”

“That’s an insane theory,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Would you let your girlfriend clean up in lingerie in front of your roommates?” Andy asked with an inquisitive glare.

“She was never in lingerie.”

“What’s the difference between lingerie and bikinis?”

“There’s a big difference… intent. I don’t think Donnie was whoring out Jennifer to trick us into letting them stay.”

“I’m selling their stuff,” Andy said. “They aren’t paying rent, then they aren’t residents here—which means all of the stuff in that room up there is ours.”

“Just calm down,” I said. “Why don’t you go write out a letter and then delete it before sending it. Isn’t that what they say to do?” I asked, cracking a small grin.

That grin infuriated Andy. “How can you not be angry right now?” He had a stunned look on his face.

“I am angry!” I said. “I’m so fucking angry. But what can we do? They left. It is what it is.”

“We can start by selling their belongings to cover what we just had to spend,” he said firmly.

“Let’s just wait and see if they come back. Give them a few days. Alright? Just try to relax.”

But a few days went by with no sign of Donnie or Jennifer. Then, a few days turned into a few weeks.

I looked around the living room, feeling overwhelmed by the piles of boxes and bags that belonged to Donnie and Jennifer. "I don't think we should throw their stuff away just yet," I said to Andy. "What if they come back for it?"

Andy's expression hardened. "It's been two weeks, Garth. I don't think they're coming back. And we have to cover their share of the rent now. We can't afford to keep their stuff here indefinitely."

"But it just doesn't feel right to throw it away," I countered. "What if they had a family emergency or something? We don't know what's going on in their lives."

Andy let out an exasperated sigh. "Garth, they didn't even tell us they were leaving. They just up and disappeared without paying their share of the rent. We don't owe them anything. And, by the way, we do know why they left: they had a spat… another spat. If we don’t get a new roommate in here soon, we’ll be paying all of next month on our own too.”

I felt a twinge of guilt at Andy's words, but I couldn't shake the feeling that we were doing something wrong by throwing away Donnie and Jennifer's things. "I understand where you're coming from, but can't we at least wait a little longer? Maybe they'll come back for it."

Andy threw up his hands. "Fine, but we can't wait forever. We need the space and we need the money."

I could feel the tension between us mounting. Andy was always more practical and business-minded, while I tended to be more sentimental and empathetic. We often clashed over things like this, and it was starting to wear on me. Now, we were having this same argument twice a day; it didn’t help that Donnie and Jennifer’s things were everywhere.

"But what if they do come back?" I pressed. "What if they're just going through a rough patch?"

Andy shook his head. "Garth, I don't know what to tell you. We can't just wait around forever. We need to take care of ourselves."

I knew he was right, but I couldn't help feeling like we were making a mistake.

I’m going to admit something that will not make me sound like such a savoury person, but it’s the truth nonetheless; I missed Jennifer’s body more than I missed her money. I looked forward to her post-modelling routine of cleaning up the house and cooking dinner, wearing whatever she’d been wearing in front of the camera. She was so free and open with her body; she had no issues prancing around in a micro-bikini, tits bouncing, nipples trying to pierce through the thin fabric of her top. My God, I probably would have paid her half of rent for her if she was just around to bless that house with her Godly gift of a body.

What can I say? I was a twenty-four-year-old male. I was single. I hadn’t had sex in two years. My prospects were nothing at all like Donnie’s girlfriend.

And Andy could pretend like he never cared about any of that—but he was a liar. In fact, the first time we discussed evicting them, it was Andy who brought up Jennifer’s little ‘shows’ as a reason to keep them around. Andy liked watching Jennifer even more than me. Donnie even threatened to kick Andy’s face in once when he caught Andy staring directly at Jennifer’s bikini-clad ass.

Andy and I were both guilty of looking past the red flags because we were too preoccupied staring at Donnie’s half-naked model girlfriend. Maybe Andy was right about Donnie whoring her out; maybe the two of them knew exactly what they were doing. Maybe the whole ‘breakup’ was even staged as a way to get out of paying rent. It seemed like such a wild conspiracy theory… but they did get out of paying a thousand bucks.

Well, then why did they leave all of their stuff behind? Their phones alone were worth about a thousand bucks.

With each day that passed, the tension grew in the home. Now, it really was looking like we would be paying for Donnie and Jennifer again. I hated the thought of getting rid of their stuff. But what else could we do? We didn’t have a basement or a storage unit. I wasn’t going to pay to store their stuff for them… But could we really just throw it out?

A few mornings later, I woke up to the sound of rustling coming from Donnie and Jennifer's bedroom. Confused, I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and got out of bed, making my way to the closed door. I hesitated for a moment before knocking softly.

"Andy?" I called out. "What are you doing in there?"

There was a pause before Andy's voice responded, "Oh, hey, Garth. Just looking for some things to sell.” He spoke so nonchalantly.

My heart sank as I realized what he was doing. "What? You can't just go through their stuff like that. That's not right."

Andy emerged from the room, holding a jewelry box in his hand. "Why not?" he asked. "They left without paying their share of the rent. We need to cover our losses somehow. Besides—I spoke to my lawyer cousin; she said that we legally own their stuff. Okay, well, she said it’s more complicated than that… but it basically sounds like we can do whatever we want with whatever they left behind.“

"That's not how it works," I said, feeling angry and betrayed. "We can't just steal their stuff. Donnie is one of our best friends—or have you forgotten? You can’t just steal from your best friend.”

"It's not stealing," Andy said, sounding defensive. "We're just taking some things to sell. They left us in a tough spot, Garth. We need to do what we can to survive."

I shook my head, feeling sick to my stomach. "I don't want any part of this, Andy. We can't just take their things without their permission. It's not right."

Andy sighed, looking disappointed. "Fine, suit yourself. But I'm going to keep looking for things to sell. We need to make up that rent money somehow. If you want to use your savings, you can go for it.”

I watched in disbelief as Andy disappeared back into Donnie and Jennifer's room, closing the door behind him.

I sat on the couch, watching as a stranger came to the door to pick up some jewelry that Andy had sold online. I couldn't help feeling a surge of jealousy as I saw the wad of cash exchange hands.

Maybe Andy had a point. Maybe it would be nice to get some money out of this bad situation. But I couldn't shake the feeling that we were doing something wrong. It wasn't our place to sell Donnie and Jennifer's belongings without their permission.

As the stranger left with their newly purchased goods, Andy walked back into the living room with a grin on his face. "See, Garth? I told you we could make some money off this stuff."

I forced a smile, but inside, I felt conflicted. "I don't know, Andy. It still feels wrong to me. We're taking advantage of someone else's misfortune."

Andy shrugged. "They left us in a bind, Garth. We have to do what we can to make up the rent money."

I knew he had a point, but it didn't make me feel any better. As Andy started to count the cash from the sale, I couldn't help but feel a little jealous. It wasn't fair that he was benefiting from this situation while I was still struggling to come to terms with it. It really doesn’t pay to take the high ground…

Later that afternoon, I caught Andy in that upstairs bedroom again. Now, he had all of Jennifer’s bikinis spread out on her bed. “What the hell are you up to now?” I asked.

“I looked some of these brands up,” Andy said. “Do you have any idea what some of these bikinis are worth? This one—this red one here—is worth four-hundred bucks! It’s still got tags on it.”

“Have you thought that maybe Jennifer will be pissed if you sell it?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t give a flying fuck what she thinks.” He had a grin on his face: one of Andy’s characteristic grins. Andy was a shorter fellow, standing at around 5'6" with a lean, athletic build. His face was angular, with high cheekbones and a strong jawline. He sported a bit of scruff on his chin and upper lip, which added to his rugged charm. His hair was a dark brown, cut short and styled into a messy, tousled look that always seemed to be in need of a trim. He had bright blue eyes that sparkled with mischief and a mischievous smile that hinted at his rebellious streak. Although he wasn't conventionally handsome, there was something about his rugged, rough-around-the-edges appearance that drew people to him.

“I don’t like this,” I said.

“I know,” he said, shaking his head. “You’ve made that clear. Rent is due in a week. I don’t have the cash in my savings. I’ve been left no choice. You want my advice? Sell a few of these with me. Maybe we can even sell some of Jenn’s vibrators. There are weirdos who buy shit like that, right?”

“What!?” I said.

“Yeah,” he laughed. “In the closet, I found four different vibrators.”

“Jesus,” I said. “This is just… invasive.”

“They’re gone, Garth!” he yelled suddenly. “Get it through your head! They’ve left! They’re not here anymore! This is just crap they left behind. We have to get it out of here one way or another.”

Andy was right; it was time to accept the reality: Donnie and Jennifer were gone. This stuff really was ours. I bit my tongue and took a deep breath. “I don’t know how to sell a bikini,” I said. “But give me their phones; I can probably sell those.”

“Already did it,” Andy said casually. “Nine-hundred for the pair.”

“What!?” I said.

He nodded his head with a smile. “And that green bikini next to you; someone’s picking it up later. Sold for two-twenty,” he smiled.

“How many things have you sold?” I asked.

“About twenty-five hundred worth.”

I gasped.

“I’ll share it with you… seventy-thirty, since I’ve been doing the work.”

“Donnie and Jennifer are going to come back and kill us,” I groaned. But I couldn’t resist the money; Andy showed it to me, and it was a large stack that would cover our rent, and more.

I caved. I joined his terrible scheme. We emptied out that big closet. Jennifer left behind hundreds of outfits. I felt so terrible sorting through it, searching online to see what was the most valuable, and then posting pics online… but they really didn’t leave us with much choice.

Going through Jennifer’s stuff became like our job. I want to say we were going through Jennifer and Donnie’s stuff… but 99% of the stuff in that house belonged to Jennifer. Most of it was content she’d been gifted from photographers and art directors: outfits she got to keep after photoshoots.

Andy even ended up selling one of those vibrators online for forty bucks. He advertised it on some fetish website as ‘heavily used, vaginal, anal, not cleaned, still smells.’ I gagged at that description. We used that forty bucks to dine on large pizzas for three straight days.

Then, one day, I walked into the room and saw Andy wearing a tight dress, with a blonde wig on his head. He was taking photos of himself in Jennifer’s full-length mirror.

I froze, watched for a moment.

“Just a minute,” he said to me, holding out his hand, telling me not to ruin his shot.

“What in the hell are you doing, Andy?” I asked.

“Potential buyer wanted to see how it fits,” he said.

“Why are you wearing a wig?”

“To complete the effect,” he grinned.

“I can’t believe this,” I said, and I started laughing. But even my laughter didn’t faze him.

“Laugh it up, Garth,” he said confidently. “But you and I both know that I look fabulous.” He let out one of his trademark grins.

I couldn't help but chuckle at the sight. The dress was clearly too small for him, hugging his curves in all the wrong places. But at the same time, I couldn't help but notice that he had a decent figure for the dress. It was an odd combination of ridiculous and strangely alluring.

"You look ridiculous," I said, shaking my head. "I can't believe you're actually doing this."

"What? I'm just trying to make a sale," Andy said, twirling around in the dress. "What do you think? Do I pull it off?"

I rolled my eyes. "You look like a cross-dressing clown, Andy. Take it off before someone sees you."

Andy pouted, but eventually relented, changing back into his regular clothes. "Fine, but I still think we can make a decent profit off this dress. It would fit you better than it fits me. It’s definitely too small for Jennifer; that’s probably why she never wore it.”

“How do you know it’s too small for her?” I asked.

“Because her clothes all fit me fine,” he said, taking off the wig. “But that dress was too small. I’m guessing I’m about the same size as Jennifer.”

“How the hell do you know!?” I asked, shaking my head.

“How do you think I’ve sold half of this stuff?”

I was in shock… but the biggest shock came later that day.

I walked into the living room and froze. Andy was standing in front of the camera again, wearing a one-piece bathing suit this time. The suit hugged his lean, toned frame, accentuating every curve and muscle.

"What are you doing now?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I found this bathing suit in Jennifer's things," Andy said, turning to face me. "I thought I'd try to sell it online."

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Andy looked ridiculous, wearing a woman's bathing suit and striking a series of poses for the camera. But at the same time, I couldn't help but admire his body. He was lean and toned, with just the right amount of muscle definition. It helped that he’d shaved away all of his body hair, making him look… convincing—at least from the neck down. He had some pads on his chest, giving him a realistic rack. He kept his chin high to stay out of his pictures. I sauntered over to see the photos he was taking. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“It, uh, fits you really well," I blurted out, before I could stop myself.

Andy grinned, striking another pose. "Thanks, I work hard to keep in shape."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment. I couldn't believe I was admiring Andy's body like this. It was wrong, on so many levels. Maybe I was just missing my Jennifer fix. I was used to seeing her walking around the house half-naked, just like Andy was now… but of course that was different.

"Uh, yeah," I stammered. "Well, I'm not sure anyone's going to want to buy a used bathing suit, Andy."

Andy shrugged. “They will when they find out its a four-hundred-dollar designer suit that’s only been worn once, and not even in the water.”

I watched as he continued to pose for the camera, feeling a strange mixture of admiration and discomfort. This whole situation was getting weirder and weirder by the day.

It was a minute before I noticed that Andy had shaved off his facial hair. He hadn’t shaved since he was fourteen and got his first whiskers. “You’re taking this way too seriously,” I said.

Later, I saw him posing in a blue dress.

It was a strange, strange sight to behold. He took about a dozen shots of himself, not caring that I was giggling off to the side. But he really didn’t look that bad in the dress. The pictures could have easily been a girl in a dress… and he was sending them to strangers! And those same strangers were buying the clothes.

I couldn’t be mad about it. Andy went out and bought a case of beer for us to share. He didn’t mind me drinking it, even though he was doing almost all of the work. I’d sold an old laptop and some of Donnie’s video game collection—but Andy had been tackling the big ticket clothing items—and lots of them.

Andy and I were drinking in the living room, trying to unwind after a long day of work. But as the night wore on, Andy seemed to be getting more and more restless.

"You know what would be hilarious?" Andy said, his words starting to slur. "If we put you in one of those dresses and took some photos to sell it online."

I rolled my eyes. "No way, dude. That's not funny. I’m not doing that.”

Andy rolled his eyes. "You're such a stick in the mud, Garth. Come on, live a little."

But I wasn't having it. I knew Andy could be impulsive and reckless when he was drunk, and I didn't want to get caught up in one of his crazy schemes. I wasn’t nearly as careless as him. I didn’t have the confidence to just shave my legs and put on a dress the way he could, without it bothering him.

"I'm not doing it, Andy," I said, standing up from the couch. "I think it's time for you to go to bed."

Andy scowled, but didn't protest. I was just about to head to bed myself when I heard a knock at the door.

I opened it to find Andy standing there, holding a red cocktail dress in his hands.

"Come on, Garth. Just one photo," he pleaded. "We need the money, and I promise it'll be funny."

I hesitated for a moment, feeling torn. On the one hand, I knew it would be humiliating—and I didn’t want photo evidence of my humiliation. On the other hand, Andy had been doing all the work. “It’s too small for me,” he said. “But it would fit you.”

I groaned. I bit my tongue. Maybe the liquor had a bit of an influence on what happened next…

"Fine," I said, finally giving in. "But just one photo. And only as a joke."

Andy grinned, pulling out his phone to take a picture. I turned my back to him as I changed into the dress. It was tight, but the fabric was stretchy and forgiving. It was remarkably soft—feeling like nothing at all. I reached down to pull the red skirt over my butt. I felt so strange in the outfit, but I tried to remember that this was all just a joke.

I turned to face Andy, with an unimpressed look on my face. His eyes lit up.

"Perfect. Now give me your best model pose."

I tried to get into it, striking a fierce pose and pouting my lips. But inside, I felt uncomfortable and uneasy. This wasn't who I was, and I didn't want to get caught up in Andy's reckless behaviour.

I reluctantly agreed to pose in the red cocktail dress… but I will admit that it ended up being kind of fun. We both laughed hysterically. We were joking around like we did when we were just young teenagers. For a while, I stopped caring about how I looked. Then, Andy showed me a few of the pictures, and I was blown away. I actually looked… okay, as long as my boyish face wasn’t showing in them. “You’re definitely selling this dress,” he laughed.

“This is humiliating,” I groaned.

“Why?” he laughed. “There’s nothing wrong with being hot.” He winked at me. Now, I could hardly tell if he was joking or not… I was pretty sure that he was.

As we were finishing up the photoshoot, Andy said, "Hey, let's take some photos of you in this swimsuit too."

I hesitated. "I don't know, Andy. I don't think that's a good idea. Let’s wrap this up.”

"Come on, Garth. It'll be fun. And we might be able to sell it for even more money. It won’t fit me, but it would fit you. Jenn has these fake tit pads in her closet that I’ve been using. I’ll gram them for you.”

I wasn't convinced, but before I could object, Andy had already disappeared into Jennifer's closet, rummaging through her things.

He emerged with a bright yellow one-piece swimsuit and a long blonde wig.

"Here, put these on," he said, tossing them to me.

I felt ridiculous as I slipped the wig on and put on the swimsuit. But as soon as I looked in the mirror, I had to admit that it actually looked pretty good on me. The colour complemented my skin tone, and the cut accentuated my lean, athletic build. I laughed. “I always knew I would look better as a blonde.”

“We’re all hotter as blondes,” Andy laughed.

Andy took a few photos of me in the swimsuit, laughing and cheering me on. For a moment, it felt like we were just two friends goofing off, having fun. But then I remembered the real reason we were doing this: to sell Jennifer's things for profit.

I still didn’t feel good about the reality, getting rid of stuff that never belonged to us… but what else could we do? We needed to empty out that room so we could rent it out, and the other option was throwing it all away. It’s not like we didn’t try to reach Donnie and Jennifer; we tried messaging them constantly; they were gone.

So maybe I needed to let the guilt go. I needed to worry about myself.

“Alright, that’s enough,” I said. I took the yellow bathing suit off. I quickly put my sweats back on as Andy scrolled through his selection of photos. “Damn,” he said. “You’re really hot in some of these, dude. You have a gift for this.”

“Let me see,” I said, grabbing the phone from him.

My skin tingled cold when I saw myself. It helped that the fake breast pads looked remarkably breast-like. It helped that the wig looked remarkably real; hell, the wig was probably worth more than any of those outfits.

“We make a couple of cute chicks,” Andy laughed. A minute later, he was passed out on the end of my bed. Apparently, he was much drunker than I realized. So I sat up and looked through those photos, tingling all over, struggling to process what I was seeing.

He knew angles. He was briefly in photography school before dropping out to pursue more sensible ventures. It’s not like I actually looked like a girl; he just knew which angles to shoot me from. And when I zoomed in on the pictures, the illusion was ruined. I could see my leg hair—and what girl has leg hair?

But was that the only real difference between my legs and a woman’s legs? A shave?

And then there was one picture: a close-up of my face. I thought for a moment that it was a picture of a girl. Surely, Andy had some sort of filter turned on with his camera to smooth out my skin. There was something about the way the blonde wig hair covered my face, hiding my masculine features…

I put that camera away and pushed those thoughts out from my head. It was just silly nonsense. I was half-drunk and overthinking everything. I needed to get to sleep.

So I fell down onto my bed and closed my eyes, too tired and buzzed to remember that I was still dolled up in that feminine swimwear.
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Iwoke up to the sound of Andy whistling as he buzzed through the house. It was a week after our little photoshoot. I hadn’t done another since, but Andy had been doing them daily. He really had turned this into his job, even taking days off of his actual job to focus on selling Jennifer’s stuff. And who could blame him? In two weeks, we’d made about eight thousand dollars. Some of that money was invested back into the crazy operation. He bought himself a subscription to some photo editing software. After selling Jennifer’s ring light, he bought himself his own ring light—and then a second so that he could make his lighting more ‘dynamic’. Our living room had been turned into a little studio, sometimes for selling things like electronics, but mostly for selling clothes. Andy had even purchased a white photography backdrop.

“At what point do we use this money to rent a storage locker?” I asked. “And just move the rest of their stuff into storage?”

“Hell no,” Andy said with a narrowed gaze. “I’m not hauling all of their stuff to a storage locker. And what? We’re supposed to rent the van? We’re supposed to spend the day loading it and unloading it? We’re supposed to sign the forms and put our name down on the storage rental? Hell no! I refuse to turn this into my problem.”

I didn’t mind doing the work; it wasn’t that much stuff… half of it had been sold already, and we probably didn’t even need to rent a truck; I’m sure we could get it all in two loads in Andy’s car.

But. Andy didn’t actually care about the work… He wanted to keep selling the goods, to keep turning a profit. Who could blame him? He only had to spend a couple of hours each day to make triple what he would make at a normal eight-hour shift. And, well, maybe he did have a bit of a point: it wasn’t our job to deal with Donnie and Jennifer’s belongings. At this point, we just needed to get them out of the house so we could bring in a new roommate.

“I miss having her around,” Andy said. It took me a moment to realize that he was talking about Jennifer. Andy was still in makeup, his blonde wig now on the coffee table. He was returning from the door where he just exchanged a cocktail dress for ninety dollars. The woman purchasing the dress looked very confused when she saw Andy, all dolled up with a wig cap covering his hair.

“Why?” I said. “You hated her.”

“I hated her personality,” he said, raising one of his fingers into the air. “I didn’t hate her. She was hot. It was nice having her around. We should be sure to make our next roommate a model like Jennifer.”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s creepy. No woman will want to live with a couple of dudes. The only reason Jennifer was okay staying here was because she was with Donnie.”

“I just miss it,” he said, cracking himself a beer and sinking into the couch. “Watching TV just isn’t the same without her walking around.” Then, he grinned, staring at me. “Maybe you could walk around, the way she used to. Clean up a little. Remember how she would clean the house in her bikini?”

“Fuck you,” I growled, rolling my eyes.

“Oh, c’mon, Garth. Cut out the ego.”

“I can’t tell if you’re serious right now.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Why? You make a pretty girl. I have the pictures to prove it.” His grin grew larger.

“You better delete those pictures,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Why? You look hot in them. You sold the shit out of that bikini and that dress. Hell, if you would do that more often, we would have a lot of cash.” Then, Andy’s eyes beamed and his smile grew. “In fact, maybe we could buy that house together.”

“What house?” I said.

He pointed out the window.

The little bungalow across the street was a charming, quaint house with a white picket fence and a small front porch. The exterior was painted a cheerful shade of soft blue, with white trim and shutters. The roof was made of red tiles, giving the house a cozy, homey feel.

As I gazed at the house from the living room window, I couldn't help but feel a bit of envy. It was the kind of house that I had always dreamed of owning: small and cozy, but full of character and charm. But home ownership had never seemed like a reality before.

"Check this out," Andy said, interrupting my thoughts. He handed me his phone, which was open to a real estate listing for the bungalow across the street. He had already been planning this, though he’d never mentioned it.

"We could buy this house, fix it up, and turn it into a vacation rental," Andy said excitedly. "With the money we're making from Jennifer's things, we could easily afford the down payment."

I looked at the listing, feeling a mix of excitement and trepidation. It was a big step, buying a house together. But at the same time, it was an opportunity to turn our financial situation around, to invest in something that could potentially bring us a steady stream of income. It was a way out of our dead-end jobs.

But it seemed too good to be true.

"It's a cute house," I said, handing the phone back to Andy. "But they would never give us the mortgage, regardless of whether we could swing the downpayment.”

Andy grinned. “Of course they would give it to us. That’s what a mortgage broker is for.”

“They’re going to ask where we got the money, and when they realize it’s not from our jobs, they’re going to stop us in our tracks.”

But Andy was still grinning, as if he’d thought all of this through. He tapped on his head, as if to say that he had it all planned out—but he didn’t give me any more details. “We just need that down payment, Garth,” he said. “And now, we’re only about twelve-thousand shy.”

I couldn't help but laugh at his enthusiasm. It was infectious, and for a moment, I felt like maybe he was right. Maybe we could take on this new challenge together, and come out on top.

“Twelve thousand,” I laughed. “Jennifer doesn’t have twelve-thousand dollars of stuff left. Maybe a couple grand… We sold the good stuff already.”

“Half of the stuff we’ve sold, we didn’t advertise the brand. We just listed it and sold it as a high-end item.”

“What are you saying?” I asked.

He turned up his chin, ready to dish out his plan. “It’s simple,” he said. “We go to thrift stores and garage sales, buy a bunch of clothes, and sell it online as if it’s brand name, expensive stuff.”

Oh, but Andy was already one step ahead of my eye roll. He dashed to the closet and then returned with a big plastic bag, filled with bikinis. “I sold two of these today,” he said. “One-fifty: sixty for this blue one and eighty for this red one.” He held the bikinis up. “The girl is picking them up tonight. Guess what I spent on this whole haul?”

I looked at the bag, with the floral print and the big red thrift store logo on it. Then, I looked up at Andy. “What?” I said.

“Twenty dollars. I have no idea what any of this is worth, but if you put it online and say that you got it at Nordstrom or Saks… girls will pay just about anything for it. Like this red one—I said I got it for five-hundred, and wore it once.”

“Oh,” I said, nodding my head. “So you’re lying.”

“Of course,” he said with a guiltless smile.

“So you’re going to con your way into buying a vacation rental,” I said.

“You’ve always been such a pessimist,” he said.

“I’m not being a pessimist. It’s just the truth: you’re lying to people and taking their money. It’s worse than stealing someone’s stuff and selling it without telling them.”

He groaned. “So I’m in this alone,” he said. “That’s what you’re saying.” He stood up and shook his head, disappointed. “Fine. Well, I’m still going to buy that house. Sadly, because I’m just one investor with one job, they’re going to want a bigger downpayment. I think she said twenty-five percent with my financial status.”

“She?” I said, pausing for a moment.

Andy nodded his head. “That’s right. She. I already met with the mortgage broker. We’re already pre-approved, you and me—together. I put down your name and gave them your social security info. I gave them your last few paystubs. I worked everything out. But it’s fine, Garth. I ran a second pre-approval with just me. I knew there was only a fifty-percent chance you would be interested. Oh, and in case you’re wondering… six-thousand.”

“Six thousand what?” I said.

“That’s the estimated income a vacation rental would bring next door. Of course, it would require about ten grand in renovations to get it to where it needs to be… but then it would bring in six-thousand, each month, on average. More in busier months and less in the off-season.”

“You… really looked into this, huh?” I said.

He nodded his head. “Now, if you don’t mind, I have money to make. And—by the way—from now on, we aren’t splitting anything. I bought this stuff with my own cash.

Andy put that wig on, stretched out his arms, and got right back to modelling. A new bikini was on his body a moment later, and his camera was set up on his tripod. He took a few dozen shots, unfazed by the fact that I was watching. He blew kisses at the camera, giggled like a teen girl, and posed like a Victoria’s Secret model.

As Andy finished up his photoshoot, I knew that I had a decision to make. I could either stand my ground and refuse to participate, or I could join him in his questionable business practices.

As I watched him pack up the thrifted swimsuits, I couldn't help but think about our financial situation. Before all of this, we were struggling to make ends meet… Now, there was a real prospect of owning the little bungalow across the street. It really seemed too good to pass up.

"Okay, Andy," I said, finally giving in. "I'll do it.”

Andy grinned, clapping me on the back. "That's my boy. We're going to make a fortune together."

I couldn't deny the rush of excitement I felt as we set up our online listings and started selling the thrifted clothing. And as the money started rolling in, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. We were finally making progress, finally getting closer to our goal of buying the little bungalow across the street—a goal that I didn’t even know that I had until that very afternoon.

But at the same time, I couldn't shake the feeling that what we were doing was wrong. Lying to people, deceiving them for our own personal gain… it went against everything I believed in.

As we continued to sell thrifted clothing, I found myself struggling with my conscience. Was it worth sacrificing our integrity for the sake of financial stability? Could I really live with myself knowing that we were deceiving people and taking advantage of their trust?

The questionable ethics stopped me from worrying so much about the emasculating humiliation of what Andy was making me do. He made me shave: my face, my legs, my crotch—everything. He made me tuck my balls into my body, which was horribly uncomfortable—but it made the swimsuits look better in the pictures, like they were actually on women.

Andy had a few tricks to make the cheap, used swimsuits look more valuable, using Jennifer’s jewelry and some sundresses that we never ended up selling. “A big part of creating the illusion of value is in the pose,” Andy said to me, and then he demonstrated the difference between a ‘flat’ pose and a ‘dynamic’ pose.

It wasn’t until three days later that I truly stopped to look at myself in the mirror. I was wearing a bit of makeup, and that blonde wig. My body was shaved all over, smooth, and glistening with baby oil that Andy had rubbed all over me. His theory was essentially: “If girls look at the pictures and see that we’re hot, they think they will be hot if they buy the items.” Maybe it was true… because it was working. Women would show up at our door and pay us almost one-hundred bucks per bikini—and I’d looked many of those bikinis up online and saw that they weren’t even worth twenty bucks new.

But part of Andy’s plan involved removing tags. In the ads, he would write that the tags were removed because the items were used in photoshoots. Then, he would lie and say that the bikinis were Dolce and Gabbana, or something similar. It was horribly unethical—and we were caught once by an angry girl. The day after she bought a bikini, she came back, discovering the same exact model online at the Gap. Andy tried to tell her that the Gap had just released a knockoff version, and he refused to refund the girl. I listened to her scream for forty minutes, threatening to call the police.

“Just give her the money back,” I hushed to Andy, but Andy remained firm.

She stormed into the house, her face contorted with anger. Her fists were clenched at her sides, and she was breathing heavily as she approached Andy.

"You sold me a used swimsuit for $200!" she yelled, thrusting the garment in his face. "This is outrageous! I want my money back."

Andy smirked, unfazed by her anger. "I'm sorry, ma'am, but all sales are final. I can't give you a refund."

The woman's face turned red with rage. "You lied to me! You said this was a designer swimsuit, worth hundreds of dollars. But it's just a used piece of crap from the Gap!"

Andy shrugged. "I'm sorry, ma'am, but I can't control the market. If someone is willing to pay that much for a used swimsuit, then who am I to stop them? And again, the Gap just knocked off Louis Vuitton.”

The woman glared at him, clearly not satisfied with his response. "This is ridiculous. I demand my money back, right now."

But Andy refused to budge. He stood his ground, insisting that all sales were final, and that there was nothing he could do to help her.

As the woman stormed out of the house, still fuming with anger, I couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt. We were taking advantage of people, deceiving them for our own personal gain. And I knew that it was only a matter of time before someone else came along, demanding their money back—someone who would be angry enough to actually call the cops and have us shut down; it’s not like we had a business license for what we were doing. We were talking all payments under the table, to avoid taxes. Everything about this business screamed scam.

But at the same time, I couldn't deny the allure of the money we were making. It was a difficult choice. I chose to stick with the money. “Let’s just be more careful from now on, okay?” I said.

Andy just rolled his eyes. He really wasn’t fazed, and that scared me. “Put on that floral bikini we picked up this morning, and let’s shoot a quick set.”

I felt conflicted. I thought about putting an end to this gig before it went any further… but then I looked out the window at that amazing little bungalow. Once we owned it, the shady business could stop; we could just run that little vacation rental like a proper business, earn enough to survive, and that would be the end of the dressing up and deceiving people.
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Two more weeks went by. We had all of our cash in a bag that we kept hidden in the storage closet upstairs, across the hall from Garth and Jennifer’s bedroom. Now, we’d officially sold about ninety-five percent of their belongings, and our operation was almost entirely revolving around hawking thrift items for outrageous prices.

Our workflow was smooth. We’d worked out many of the kinks and had it figured out so that we could do most of the real work before noon, so we would have afternoons free. We were both still working our regular jobs, only because we needed to be employed so that the bank would give us a mortgage once we had the down-payment. As soon as we had that bungalow, we both planned on quitting immediately. While we were at work, we would both just sit on our phones and manage our listings.

When we were home, we were dressed up. It was the first thing we did when we got out of bed: shower, shave, makeup, hair. We would meet in the kitchen as if it was the staff break room before the start of a shift: groggy, ready for coffee. For the first couple of weeks, we would be red with embarrassment as we revealed ourselves, all dolled up, to one another. But now, it was just business.

“I like your eyeliner like that,” Andy said to me.

“I like that pink eyeshadow,” I said to Garth. “Can I borrow that tomorrow?”

“Sure thing. Mind if I use your lash glue? I ordered some on Amazon, but it hasn’t come in yet.”

“No problem.”

“And that polish on your nails? Is that the same stuff you bought on Monday?”

“No, I got it yesterday—also from Amazon.”

“Oh. Can I borrow it? I think it would look better with my complexion.”

“Sure.”

It was just business. We would have a coffee and get right to work. I would photograph Andy and he would photograph me. We’d upgraded our breast pads; now, we were using breast forms that sealed to our skin and looked insanely realistic. They were the same models that actresses would use on film shoots when they had to do nude scenes but didn’t want to show their real breasts.

Now, the weather outside was nicer. Andy had the idea of going down to the beach in the morning, before the crowds showed up, to take better photos with natural light and actual beach backgrounds. The idea was to make the photos look as professional as possible, so we could send them to potential buyers as ‘proof’ that these bikinis were truly used for professional modelling shoots—and then they would be less likely to ask why tags had been removed.

There were some humiliating moments, like the morning when the group of college boys came up to us and asked us if we wanted to go hang out with them at the mansion they were renting. Most mornings, random men would approach us and try flirting with us, as if we were real models. It was so embarrassing… until it wasn’t. Like everything, it was something that I just got used to. Andy insisted that it was flattering. “I would hit on you too,” he said with a grin.

“Knock it off,” I growled. I wasn’t unfazed like he was. None of this ever seemed to bother him. Sometimes he would even let strange men flirt with him, giggling and putting on a girl voice, as if he got a kick out of people thinking he was a girl. For me, there was no entertainment value whatsoever; it was just humiliating. I didn’t want anyone thinking that I passed for a girl… unless they were buying a bikini.

The trips to the thrift store were embarrassing at first too. We would spend hours in those stores, trying on bikinis as confused employees watched from a distance. I’m sure that the employees assumed we were a strange gay couple who were into weird crossdressing play. Andy told me not to worry about what anyone thought, but it was hard to ignore the looks and the giggling—even when I tried to remember how much cash we were making.

We had a duffle bag with fifteen-thousand dollars in it. We were only a few thousand dollars short of being able to put in an offer on the house, which was still for sale across the street.

Andy would stay up at night, standing at the window, staring at it with glowing eyes. I wondered how long he’d been dreaming about a better life as a homeowner, as a business owner… Sometimes I would wake up in the night and I would catch him working: putting on bikinis at 2:30 AM, photographing himself with the tripod.

He brought in a lot more money than me, so I’m not sure why he always insisted that I help. He seemed perfectly capable of handling everything on his own, and my resistance was only a hinderance to the whole scheme. I suppose he needed my name on the mortgage if the bank was going to go ahead with an approval…

We arrived at the beach early in the morning, armed with a dozen different thrifted swimsuits and Andy's camera. The plan was to take photos of each other modelling the swimsuits, as usual. But as we started taking photos, something shifted.

At first, it was just business as usual. I would pose in a swimsuit, Andy would snap a few photos, and then we would switch places. But as the morning wore on, something changed. We started to let loose, to have fun with the photoshoot. For the first time, I really didn’t feel like I cared that people were stopping to watch. When a guy came over and flirted with us, I just giggled. Maybe I was finally starting to feel more like Andy: more goal-oriented, more carefree.

We started posing in silly poses, making each other laugh. Andy put on a pair of sunglasses and started striking ridiculous poses, while I pretended to be a surfer catching a wave. And as we continued to take photos, I couldn't help but feel a sense of closeness between us. We’d always been good friends, but now we were like best friends. We spent every hour of every day together, and now we had this crazy scheme bonding us closer together.

But as the morning wore on, that closeness started to feel like something more. I found myself stealing glances at Andy, watching him as he posed in the swimsuits. And as I watched him, I couldn't help but feel a sense of attraction towards him.

It was a dangerous feeling, one that I couldn't ignore. I knew that we were just roommates, just friends. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the way that I felt. And as we continued to take photos, I found myself wanting to touch him, to kiss him.

Don’t be too quick to judge me! Andy had gotten some work done to look better. He’d gotten injections into his lips: temporary injections that made his lips more pouty and girly. “It only lasts a month or two,” he told me. And then that breast form he was wearing had amazing curves, like he had the breasts of a supermodel.

Yes, he was hot when he was all dolled up—and so was I. It was our job to be hot. We had it worked down to a science. But it’s not like we were hot. It was the wigs, the makeup, the breast forms, the bikinis… It’s not like I wanted to make a move on Andy; I wanted to make a move on the illusion that he was presenting.

But at the same time, I knew that it was too risky, too dangerous. If I acted on my feelings, everything could fall apart. We could lose our friendship, our home, everything that we had built together.

As the days went by, the tension between Andy and me continued to grow. The photoshoot on the beach had opened up something between us, something that I couldn't ignore.

I found myself unable to resist Andy's charm and magnetic personality. I couldn't help but feel drawn to him, to the way he moved, to the sound of his feminine laughter. And as we continued to work together, modelling thrifted clothing, the tension between us grew stronger and stronger. It was especially hard to ignore whenever he needed help zipping something up, or tying a string at his back. It didn’t help that he often put on perfume, to ‘enhance the feminine atmosphere’. He told me that every little detail made a big difference… But the perfume only seemed to exist to confuse my brain.

One day, as we were getting ready for a photoshoot, my heart raced as I saw Andy step out of his room wearing a particularly tight black swimsuit. The suit hugged his curves in all the right places, accentuating his feminine features and making him look even more attractive than usual.

I found myself unable to look away, my gaze lingering on Andy's body. And as he caught my eye, he couldn't help but smile, a playful glint in his eye.

"Like what you see?" he teased, striking a pose.

I felt my face flush with heat, a mixture of embarrassment and desire. I knew that I shouldn't be feeling this way, that it was wrong to be attracted to my friend and roommate. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the way that I felt.

As we started the photoshoot, the tension between us grew even stronger. I found myself unable to resist the way that he moved, the way that his body looked in the swimsuits. And as we posed together, I couldn't help but feel a sense of desire, a sense of longing. I wanted to feel our bodies pressed together. I wanted to feel his plump lips against mine.

It was a dangerous feeling, one that could tear us apart if we weren't careful…

But to my surprise, it was Andy who made the move, while we were on the beach. I asked for help changing into a new bikini. I was behind a rock, where we usually changed, out of sight from the rest of the beach. When Andy came in, he came in with his lips. His arms came around me. He pulled me close. He kissed me. I melted. I put my hands on his sides and felt down his slender body.

For a moment, I was kissing a girl: a beautiful supermodel-tier girl with long blonde hair and perky breasts. Then, only five seconds later, I came to my senses and pushed him back. He had a stunned look on his face—and a bulge between his legs. I had a matching bulge. We were both erect. Our hearts were pounding. We stared at each other for a long minute, and then we turned away from one another.

We went right back to work, as if nothing happened… but the tension was undeniable. Now, we were working silently. Andy wouldn’t tell me how to pose, and I would say nothing at all when it was my turn to take the photos. We wrapped up within the hour and then we piled into Andy’s car to head home, still not speaking.

Once home, we both went to our rooms and we didn’t see each other again that day.

I kept replaying the kiss in my head. My heart would race with excitement and terror each time the memory played back. I actually kissed Andy… I kissed my friend… I kissed my roommate.

No—he kissed me. But it was just… a mistake. Yeah—that’s how I had to think of it: as nothing more than a mistake, a quick error of judgement. I stood in front of the mirror in my bedroom, staring at my reflection. I could still feel the heat of Andy's kiss on my lips, could still feel the way that his hands had moved over my body.

It was all so confusing, so overwhelming. I had never felt this way before, never felt this kind of attraction towards another man. And yet, here I was, standing in front of the mirror, trying to come to terms with what had happened.

Part of me wanted to believe that it was just a mistake, that Andy hadn't meant to kiss me, that it was just a moment of passion that would pass. But another part of me couldn't deny the way that I felt, the way that my body responded to his touch.

I tried to convince myself that nothing would change between us, that we could continue to be friends and roommates, that we could just forget about what had happened. But deep down, I knew that it wasn't that simple.

There was a connection between us, a spark that had been ignited, and I couldn't just ignore it. I had to confront my feelings, to figure out what this attraction meant, both for me and for Andy.

No—that’s the last thing I needed to do. I just needed to ignore it and forget that it ever happened. I needed to pretend like everything was normal and that nothing had changed… so that’s what I did. The next morning, I arrived in the kitchen, showed and dolled up, ready for work. Andy was there, pouring coffees. He looked at me quickly with a smile before handing me my mug. “Lots of work to do today,” he said casually. “The sooner we get started, the sooner we can wrap up.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

“We have eight appointments this afternoon,” he said. An appointment was a customer coming to buy an item.

“Sounds good.”

“Busy day.”

“Yep.”

And just like that, it seemed like we were going back to a normal work schedule, as if nothing had changed at all…

And then Andy handed me my first outfit of the day. “What the hell is this?” I asked, holding up the tiniest satin romper. It couldn’t have weighed more than a sock, with lacy bits and frilly bits. It wasn’t a bikini.

“Designer lingerie,” he said with a grin. “Last night, I hit up a few yard sales. At one, I found a huge box of old lingerie. The guy sold it to me for ten bucks. We’re going to make a fortune with it.”

“Ew!” I said. “Used lingerie!? Who will buy that!?” I gasped and looked down at the crotch of the outfit, and I swear I could see dried cum there. I was horrified, so I threw the outfit onto the ground.

“Don’t be such a prude,” Andy said, rolling his eyes. “I ran it all through the wash.”

“There are cum stains on it, Andy!”

“Stains,” he said. “Not cum. A stain is just a stain. You’ll survive. Do you have any idea what someone will pay for top-notch designer lingerie? And to them, it’s only been used for professional photoshoots.”

“But that’s a lie!” I gasped.

“What else is new!?” he retorted. He tossed the brunette wig at me (now, we had five different wigs that we used, depending on what ‘style’ we were going for). “I bet you I can sell this romper for one-hundred bucks.”

“How are you going to sell it with the cum stain?”

“I’ll paint it later,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I have black dye in my room.”

I groaned. I fought with Andy for the next fifteen minutes before finally caving. Then, disgusted and groaning, I put the romper onto my naked body. It was tight all over, and tiny—somehow feeling even more revealing than the tiniest bikini—maybe because it was slightly see-through. I felt so vulnerable as I posed in the living room.

Andy had the nice camera now—one he’d invested in to get higher-end photos that could pass as legit modelling photos. “People need to believe that these were done for some adult magazine or something,” he said to me.

I shuddered all over, but did my best to achieve the look he was going for. He got down low, shooting from new, artsy angles. I curved my back in ways that I’d never bent before, posing like a cat on the couch, glaring at the camera like some sort of sensual adult model. I hated it, but Andy seemed happy with what he was getting. “Hot,” he kept saying. “So hot.”

“Just take your pictures,” I groaned.

“We’re getting gold,” he said. “Twenty cents for the outfit… What a steal!” He snapped more photos.

Next, he had me put on a super tight pink romper.

I slipped into the pink romper, feeling the fabric stretch tightly across my body. It was snug and form-fitting, showing off every curve and contour. I had to stuff my balls hard into my body to make the bulge vanish.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel a sense of apprehension. The romper was cute and flirtatious, but it was also daring and risqué, revealing more skin than I was used to showing.

I turned around, checking out my backside in the mirror. The romper hugged my curves tightly, accentuating my assets in all the right places. I had to admit that I had a nice ass.

I knew that Andy was watching me, his eyes burning into my skin. And as I turned back to face him, I couldn't help but feel a sense of tension between us, an unspoken attraction that hung heavy in the air. We still hadn’t talked about that kiss. Now, I had a weird feeling that he was thinking about that kiss.

The romper was a little bit too much, a little bit too daring for my liking. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the way that I felt, the way that my heart raced with anticipation as I posed.

As he looked at me with hunger in his eyes, I couldn't help but feel a sense of apprehension, wondering where this attraction between us would lead. It was dangerous, risky, but at the same time, I couldn't just ignore it.

I kept posing, outfit after outfit, before telling him that I wanted a break. I put on a pair of sweats and a sweater, covering up my practically-naked body, and now, Andy was putting on a daring French maid outfit. My heart raced when I saw his bare thighs, that tiny frilly skirt hardly covering his slight bulge from his tucked cock. I forced myself to look away, focussing on my job as a photographer.

I began snapping photos. He was good at posing; over the weeks, it had become a real skill. He could make all of the flirty faces and put his body in all of the sexy positions. He wasn’t afraid to sprawl himself out, spreading his legs, touching himself in suggestive ways.

Next, Andy modelled an ‘ anime cat bikini’, complete with cat ears and a tail. The bikini hardly covered anything and was mostly see-through. He wore it with confidence, grinning, standing with perfect posture. My God, Andy could have probably passed as a legitimate model with the modelling skills he’d developed over the past few weeks. I felt so awkward taking those photos, feeling like they were so inappropriate… but they really were hot.

He got down on his hands and knees, posing like a cat. He crawled towards me as I took photos. Then, he reached out and grabbed the waistband of my sweatpants and gently pulled down. I froze as my pants went down my thighs. I watched as his manicured fingers reached back up, picking that pink romper out from my crotch, letting my shaft fall down. It took my balls a moment to fall out from the cavity where they were lodged.

I let out a small gasp. With a whimper, I was able to say, “What are you doing?”

But she didn’t reply. Now, she was reaching for my cock with those painted fingers. I could hear my heart racing as I stood there, frozen, Andy in kitty lingerie beneath me.

“A—Andy,” I said.

And then, she leaned in with her fat lips. She puckered her mouth around my shaft and I felt the warm embrace of her tongue against my genitals.

She was sucking my cock.

I just stood there, shocked, horrified, unable to believe what I was seeing, what I was feeling. I felt her tongue slurping up and down, gliding around the bulbous tip of my shaft, making me tremble all over. Her eyes were closed, refusing to look up at me. And I did the same thing, closing my eyes and turning my head up in an attempt to avoid any awkward eye-contact.

It felt nice. It felt really nice.

It had been a long, long time since a girl had sucked my cock. My God, it felt so good.

I let out a long, elated sigh. “Just like that,” I whispered. I tensed up all over. My anxiety began to flutter away.

I looked down for a brief moment, thinking that I was going to regret it, and it was the exact moment that she looked up, right into my eyes. We both paused. I thought that would be a moment of regret, but she looked so fucking beautiful. I just stood there, stunned, and then she leaned back in and continued sucking me. This time, I watched. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her while she bobbed back and forth.

I was rock-hard, fully erect in her mouth. She was pushing her head far, pushing my tip into her throat. Her tongue tickled my tip. “Oh God,” I moaned.

A moment later, she was on her hands and knees, back facing me, bum waving in the air. She reached back and picked her lingerie bottoms out from her butt crack, exposing her puckering asshole. I moved in, unable to control myself. I put my hands on her hips and she moaned. Then, I pushed my tip to that hole. She let out a beautiful sound, like a whimper and a moan combined.

Then I penetrated her, pushing deep into her tight body. She trembled all over, almost losing her balance. “Fuck,” I heard her tiny voice cry out. I felt the walls of her rectum closing in on me. She was so amazingly tight… so I didn’t last long.

I pumped her harder and harder, and I must have only lasted a total of twenty pumps before the elation got the better of me, tingling hard, overpowering. I groaned and then I spilled my seed into her body. She gasped and cried out, “I can feel you coming! I can feel it! Oh my God, I can feel your cum!”

I couldn’t stop coming. I must have unleashed a pint of thick, gooey cream into her body before I pulled out and let it spill down her thighs.

With a loud gushing fart, she pushed out a huge amount of that cum. It splattered all over the floor behind her, and she let out one last moan of elated pleasure. I heard cum dripping on the floor, oozing off of her stretched rectum. She panted, red all over, and then she looked into my eyes and said, “Garth… you have to try that.”

I felt myself turning red. “Let’s clean up.” I rushed away to get a roll of paper towel, but Andy wasn’t willing to let it go. “Seriously. That was… unlike anything I’ve ever felt in my life. You need to feel that. You need to try it.”

“I don’t want to,” I said, turning away from him. “I just want to get the pictures we need, okay? Let’s not get side-tracked.”

All of the awkward humiliated rushed up and caught up with me. Now, this was torture. Now, being with Andy was just horrible: a reminder of that awkward kiss, and now a reminder of that awkward moment we caved and had hard-core gay sex together. It wasn’t something we were going to forget. And now, I wondered if it was going to end up being a wedge between us that would end up forcing us apart before we could truly go into business together.

Luckily, we had a long day ahead of us, taking pictures and selling clothes. The last customer came at 9:00 PM to pick up her bikini, handing us crisp twenty-dollar bills with a smile on her oblivious face. Andy skipped over to the kitchen and then returned, clad in French maid lingerie. “Let’s celebrate,” he giggled, and then he skipped over to me and dropped to his knees in front of me.

I jumped back. “Are you crazy!?” I said. “We’re not doing that again!”

“Why not?” he said. “It felt good. And as of now, we have enough for that down-payment.”

My skin tingled all over. I had to admit that Andy looked hot from that angle, in that lingerie. But I had to turn him down. I couldn’t let this become a ‘thing’. We weren’t roommates-with-benefits. We weren’t going to screw around on the side.

“Cut it out,” I said to him. “Go wash off your makeup.”

“I think you would like it if you tried it,” he said, and it was a moment before I realized he was trying to convince me to bend over so he could fuck me in the ass.

“Shut up,” I said, flushing red all over. It was bad enough that I’d penetrated him and ejaculated into his body. “We’re never doing that again, not with me on my knees, not with you.”

He rolled his eyes and shook his head, laughing casually as if it wasn’t that big of a deal; it was how he reacted to everything—but this was actually a big deal. This was a potentially friendship-ending big deal. Guys don’t just screw around together. How could we have a normal relationship now, knowing what we’d done? Why was he just able to scoff at it, like he hadn’t done anything unusual?

For him, it seemed like it was like nothing happened, and we were going ahead with business as usual. The next morning, he was in the kitchen, sipping coffee, with a smile on his face, ready to put on more lingerie, take more photos, and sell more junk to unsuspecting buyers.
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Itold Andy that I wasn’t feeling great. It wasn’t entirely a lie. I mean—my stomach was fine; physically, I was just fine. But my mind was a mess with anxiety. I needed a break from getting dolled up. I needed a break from being dressed like a girl. I needed a break from having makeup on my face. I needed a break from all of the stress and craziness of this whole scheme.

Now, we had enough for that downpayment—just barely enough, but Andy had pushed the goalposts. Now, he wanted to have enough cash for the downpayment and for the renovations. He was doubling down on his hustle. He’d spent a thousand dollars on used lingerie on eBay. It was from some seller in Czechia. I thought that Andy had lost his mind, and then a week later, the shipment came. The man dropping it off hauled in ten large boxes. Apparently, Andy bought it from some porn company; it was all their retired outfits, totally worthless. Thousands of little outfits, all complete with cum stains that Andy was positive he could scrub out. He even pulled out a lace romper that had clearly been used in some bukkake scene. I gagged at the sight of it, all white and crusty when it should have been black…

“That’s fucking disgusting,” I said.

“Well, that one is probably garbage… I’ll give you that. But I mean—c’mon! Look at all of this! We’re going to make a fortune.”

“This is gross,” I said, shaking my head. “You really plan to sell this stuff to women? You’re going to make them think that it was only ever used for some innocent photoshoot? Dude! There’s so much cum and other shit on this stuff. Hell—there’s probably literal shit on some of it!”

“I’m going to wash it.”

The box stank of bodily fluids. None of that stuff had been washed; it was literally scooped from a trash bin at a porn studio. Some executive at the studio probably thought there was some pervert out there who wanted to smell filthy, used lingerie… and Andy was that pervert. “A thousand outfits for a thousand dollars,” he said. “Find me a better deal than that.”

I shuddered all over, and he got straight to washing the outfits. A few things ended up being ruined by the washer. A few of the lace outfits shrunk so much they wouldn’t have fit a sixty-pound anorexic. Only about sixty-percent of that haul was salvageable… but Andy was still convinced that he’d gotten a great deal.

He didn’t mind putting the outfits on his body. The cum stains didn’t bother him. In fact, when I asked him why it didn’t bother him, he said, “It’s actually kind of hot when you think about it.”

I just shuddered all over.

He spent his whole day by the washer, running load after load, trying on outfits as they came out of the dryer. I caught myself watching from across the living room. There was a mirror near Andy, and he would check himself out in each outfit, modelling for himself, pouting his big, puffy lips. I will admit that there were times where I became mesmerized, remembering our romp a week earlier, where I got carried away and pushed my cock into his asshole and pumped him until he was having an unbelievable screaming orgasm…

Now, ideas were coming into my head. A part of me wanted to do it again. I wanted to pin Andy down in that little outfit he was now wearing: a white satin slip with a tiny ruffled skirt. I wanted to pull that skirt up, reveal his round, smooth ass. I wanted to plunge my hard cock deep into his body and make him scream again.

I shook my head and expelled those thoughts.

Then, Andy looked at me. He was holding up a tiny two-piece cow print lingerie set. “I’m pretty sure I’ve seen the porn that this was used in,” he said with a giggle.

At this point, I should point out to you that Andy had been changing over the weeks: slowly, but noticeably.

Over the past few weeks, I had noticed that his voice had started to sound different, higher-pitched and more feminine. And his body seemed to be changing too, becoming more slender and curvy.

At first, I had dismissed it as just a natural shift in his body, something that happened over time. But as the changes became more pronounced, I couldn't help but wonder if there was something else going on.

I had heard about hormone pills that people took to transition from one gender to another, and I couldn't help but wonder if Andy was taking them secretly.

It was a dangerous thought, one that I didn't want to explore too deeply. But at the same time, I couldn't help but wonder if this was the reason behind Andy's transformation, if there was something deeper going on beneath the surface. Or if it was just the clothes that he was wearing, and the way he was doing his makeup.

“Are you going to take my picture for me?” he asked, now wearing that tiny cow print two-piece. But now, I was noticing something different. Andy wasn’t wearing the breast form; it wouldn’t have fit with that tiny two-piece anyway… but even without the form, Andy had lumps. At first, I thought that he had slipped some pads onto his chest to create the illusion of breasts, but once we started shooting from various angles, I noticed that there were no pads. Then, at one point in the shoot, Andy pulled the top down briefly to adjust it, and I noticed that his nipples were fat and swollen, puffy like the nipples of a woman. He covered himself back up and smiled, ready to continue the shoot.

I was afraid to ask him if he was becoming a woman.

But it sure seemed that way. That night, he spent an hour in the bathroom bleaching his hair. He said that he was just doing it because the wigs made him itchy. “I don’t mind having chick hair for a while. I’ll just wear a hat when I go out.” He’d spent two hours earlier carefully cutting his shaggy hair into a short girl’s cut—something a bit longer than a pixie cut and a bit shorter than a bob. He’d also put some time into shaping his eyebrows. And I swear he’d gone to get another round of lip injections.

Andy was transforming before my eyes.

And there was something about the way that he looked at me whenever I caved and put on one of his lingerie outfits. His gaze would stick to me and his eyes would glow. And one afternoon, I even caught him trying to hide a throbbing erection. I knew that he wanted me to fuck him… and I wanted to fuck him—but I wasn’t going to cave again. I wasn’t going to allow that awkward tension back into our lives.

Okay—that was the plan, but that’s not how it turned out.

During a shoot one afternoon, while I was dressed in a skin-tight leopard jumpsuit, Andy couldn’t control himself. He put the camera down and came at me, throwing himself at me, pinning me down onto the couch while he kissed me. At first, I tried to push him off, but then my urges got the better of me, and I caved. I kissed him. I let him touch me all over. I touched him all over—and even felt his soft breast lumps that were new and tender, making him moan. The moment was a blur; I’m not even sure how my cock ended up out and inside of his tight asshole. He bounced on me, moaning loudly. His cock was erect, holding up the tiny schoolgirl skirt that he’d worn twenty minutes earlier for his own photoset.

Again, I didn’t last long. I ejaculated deep inside of him, feeling his tight anus clenching my shaft. He shuddered all over and then fell down on me. Then, he lifted up his hips, letting me slide out, and with a loud gushing fart, he pushed the cum out, all over my abdomen. Next, he used his ass to smear the cum around on me. In that same blur of taboo excitement, I reached out and gripped his cock and pumped it, tilting it down thirty seconds later when he was moaning. I made him unload on my slippery cum-slicked tummy.

And then came my senses. I gasped and pushed him off of me. “You pervert!” I said. “You came on me!”

“You jerked me off!” he said with a big grin.

“I need to shower. This is disgusting.” I stormed off and showered my body clean—and then I showered two more times to ensure there wasn’t a drop of cum on me.

Andy, once again, was not fazed. He went right back to work. While I was showering, he knocked out another two outfits—and even made a sale online: some poor fool who was willing to pay a hundred bucks for the leopard print jumpsuit, even though it was now more used and cum-stained than ever.

Andy spent five minutes cleaning off the cum. The outfit was in rough shape; I would say it was worthless… but it was making us money.

“Everything you wear sells instantly,” Andy said to me. “You have a gift, Garth.”

I have to admit that I didn’t really want to let the leopard print jumpsuit go. I saw the photos and they were the best I’d taken yet. I loved the way the tight bodysuit felt on my body…

But I was totally fine to let it go later that night when Andy found the porn video that it was originally used in. I don’t want to gross you out with the details, but it was called ‘Triple Anal Kitty’. Three penises in one hole, and that hole ended up bulging out at the end. I gagged, thinking that same outfit had been on my body earlier. Now, some poor fool was paying one-hundred bucks, thinking that it was some hardly-touched designer lingerie worth hundreds…
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Andy’s advances were becoming more brazen. It seemed like he no longer had boundaries. He would just walk up to me and make a move—and usually, I had the strength to turn him down. But I had urges of my own that weren’t always so easy to fight.

It was the middle of the night when she woke me up, wearing super-tight pyjamas—not even lingerie… but there was something so sexy about the way that she wore them so confidently. She batted her eyelashes from the doorway, with a grin on her face. “What is it?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. She just came to my bed, crawled in, rolled on top of me, and started kissing me. And I was so shocked and disoriented that I didn’t know what to do, so I let it happen. I made love to Andy, kissing her plump lips and grinding my erection against her soft, smooth body. She slipped beneath the bed sheets and began sucking me off. I relaxed into the bed. She sucked me to completion. Then, she crawled back up and our lips met. She transferred my cum into my mouth, taking me by surprise—but I didn’t reject it. I pushed it back into her mouth, and then she swallowed, giggling. She licked the tip of my nose in a playful way, and then she rolled me over, on top of her. I giggled, getting lost in the playful moment.

Then, she pushed on my shoulders, making me sink down beneath the covers. There, I saw that her erection was out, throbbing, begging to be sucked. I didn’t want to do it… but I didn’t want to spoil the moment either. My head was racing. The smell of perfume sent my mind racing. I was confused. My heart was pounding. I didn’t know how to process any of this…

But still, I did it. I opened my mouth and accepted her in, and was shocked when it somehow didn’t feel at all… gay. It was like I was with a woman, pleasuring a woman. The smell was feminine. The smoothness of her skin was feminine. Her moans were feminine.

And then she came, and somehow that was feminine: girly globs of white goo gushing into my mouth. It was a sweet flavour—somehow feminine too. I crawled up and did to Andy what Andy did to me, transferring the cum into his mouth. He pushed it back into mine and we both giggled as I swallowed. Then we kissed, snuggled tight, and fell asleep together.

When I woke up, I woke up with all of the shock and outrage that I should have felt the moment Andy showed up at my door. I stormed out from my room and headed straight for the shower. I spent a long time cleaning myself off, feeling violated, taken advantage of when I wasn’t fully awake.

Oh, but it got so much worse. Andy found a way to take advantage of me on a whole new level. It was a new low, even for him, and it left me deeply humiliated and ashamed.

It happened that night.

Andy convinced me to put on a pink frilly and super girly mini dress, along with the blonde wig and one of our breast forms. I was freshly shaved, with my makeup done up the best it had ever been. I looked good—even I was impressed and blushing all over.

Andy was still dolled up in his previous outfit: a similar mini dress, with a similar blonde wig. In fact, we looked a bit like twins, and we joked about it, giggling like a couple of teen girls.

Then, there was a knock at the door. Andy told me to answer it; it wasn’t the first time I’d answered the door as a girl. I hated doing it. I hated being seen like that, especially with the risk that whoever was there was there looking for me. Of course, I checked the peephole to ensure that it wasn’t some family member or friend. I assumed it was going to be a customer, there to buy lingerie.

Instead, two young, fit men stood on the doorstep.

“Two guys are here,” I said to Andy.

“They’re here for a purchase,” he said in his girly voice.

So I answered the door and put on a smile. “What are you boys here for?” I asked in my own girly voice.

They grinned.

“Come on in, guys,” Andy called out from behind me. “Get comfortable.”

I was confused as the men brushed by me. I looked to Andy. Andy was blushing. She told me that she had to go find what they came for. “Just entertain them while I look for it.”

So I sat across from the men, who had made themselves comfortable on our couch. I asked if they were buying gifts for their girlfriends. “Do you want gifts?” one of the men asked me, and the question took me by surprise. In fact, everything they said left me feeling confused. They kept smirking, grinning, chuckling… Andy came back with drinks. “Here you boys go,” he said. And then he handed me one too. “I made yours extra strong.”

“W—Why?” I said.

Andy sat down and sipped at her own drink. “Just relax,” she whispered. “It’s easy money.”

My heart had never raced so fast. I became silent as Andy entertained our ‘guests’. My ears were ringing. I was so anxious, I can’t even tell you what they talked about as we sat there for the next ninety minutes. It wasn’t long before one of the men took his shirt off, casually, as if it wasn’t a big deal. He was obviously trying to show off his big muscles. Then, before I could react, one of the men was sitting next to me, with his arm around me. I just froze.

I should have stormed out of there. I should have gotten far, far away from that scene. And I definitely should not have been nervously sipping the drinks that Andy was bringing me. Finally, I got Andy into the kitchen, away from the men, and I demanded an explanation. “What the fuck is going on right now?” I hushed.

“Easy money,” she said with beaming eyes.

“Why are they still here? Why aren’t they leaving?”

“Don’t hate me.”

“I already hate you,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Just pretend to be into it,” he said. “And then, at the end of the night, you just have to suck one quick dick.”

“What!?” I snapped, horrified. “I’m going to kill you.”

“A thousand bucks, and all they want is a blowjob. We’re like the highest-class escorts. Most whores have to suck fifty dicks to make that kind of cash!”

“I’m not a whore!” I said. “And you aren’t my pimp!”

But Andy wasn’t fazed, as usual; it was just about making cash. She grinned and shrugged her shoulders. “You’re good at it,” she said, raising her eyebrows. “These guys are horny; they won’t last five minutes. You suck your boy off, we get a thousand dollars, they go home… You can use that money on whatever you want. I was thinking a new stove for the vacation rental, but if you’d rather splurge on yourself, I won’t judge you.”

“I will not suck a stranger’s cock!” I said. I had my hands balled up into tight fists. I was ready to punch Andy in her pretty face.

I don’t know why, but I decided to play along a little bit. My plan was to act sick when the night took a romantic turn. If Andy wanted to suck both men off—so be it. I could just sit around for a bit and earn my share of this terrible money…

When I returned, the man instantly pulled me in, snuggling me against him. I tried my best to smile, pretending like he was my ‘boyfriend’. I cuddled into him and let him gently caress my skin. Andy kept giving me drinks, and I kept stupidly drinking them.

Soon, without even realizing it, I was letting the man touch me in private places, and I was letting him guide my hand down to his own private places. He leaned in to kiss me. I dodged the kiss, so he sucked on my neck. His stubble tickled me, making my skin turn cold.

I wanted to run. But now, I was strangely afraid of disappointing this stranger. I don’t know why I cared; maybe it was the booze, or maybe I just had a terrible habit of being a people-pleaser.

I let him massage my cock. I guess he was fine with the fact that I was ‘trans’; he made a few comments about how much he loved that I was trans… I let him kiss me. I let him put his tongue into my mouth.

Now, it was my time to leave. I tried. I tried to tell the man that I wasn’t feeling well. But suddenly, he had me on my back. I turned my head to seek help from Andy, but Andy was well ahead of us, already on her knees, with a thick, veiny cock in her mouth.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

I felt the man’s erection. The moment was slipping away from me. I’d gone submissive, unable to fend for myself. I was like a rag doll. He was kissing me all over. He was naked, though I’m not sure when he stripped down. He had my skirt up. I had an erection, though I’m not sure why—probably just from all the groping and rubbing.

He climbed up and dropped his crotch down towards my face. I was smothered, unable to escape. In that drunken moment, my only escape seemed to be to give him what he wanted. So I did it; I opened my mouth and I sucked him. He thrusted in and out of my throat, making saliva gush down my chin and cheeks.

I was horribly uncomfortable, the last bit of my masculinity being stripped away from me as I was taken by that burly man. He gripped my head with both of his hands and plunged deeper and deeper—even making me puke a little bit at one point.

While I was struggling to catch my breath, he flipped me over. “What are you doing?” I said… at least I thought I said it; maybe my voice wasn’t loud enough to be heard. Now, he had me pinned on the couch, on my stomach, and he was picking my panties out from my butt crack. I gasped. I wanted to tell him to stop, but that submissiveness was still overpowering me. I bit down on my tongue. “Oh God,” I managed to say, shutting my eyes.

And then the man was inside of me, pushing deep, stretching me wide. I gripped a couch pillow with one hand and a cushion with the other. I bit down on a mouthful of pillow in an attempt to push away the pain.

I was being fucked by a man. And he was going hard, grunting as he forced himself deep, pinning me by pushing down on my arms. My whole body was rattled with every thrust, every deep penetration. “Oh my God!” I screamed.

I looked over and saw Andy, on her back, legs spread wide as her man plunged her tight hole.

I closed my eyes and tried to gather myself. A moment later, I looked up and saw that our partners had changed places. Now, Andy’s date was fucking me and my date was deep inside of her.

And it got worse.

After being fucked relentlessly for ten minutes, I looked up to see both men there. Andy was limp across the room, lost in some state of euphoria from being used and abused. The men wanted to take me together. They took my legs and bent me in uncomfortable ways. I moaned and groaned, but they didn’t care. They got me how they wanted me: with me on one man’s lap, with the other man coming in between our legs. My God, it hurt so bad when they tried to push into me together. That little hole wasn’t meant to stretch so wide, but they made it work with lots of willpower.

I screamed and they didn’t care. They fucked my hole until I was stretched and gaping, with thick white cum pouring out of my tiny abused hole.

The men left the money on the table and chuckled on their way out the door. Andy was still limp, reeling in her state of euphoric bliss.

I was limp for a long time—not even able to speak.

It was ten minutes before Andy helped me to my feet and took me to the shower. She helped to get me washed off, and then she helped me to the bed. She asked if I was okay, and I was hardly able to reply.

There was tension between like never before. I was furious with her, and she was red with guilt. But she smiled when she showed me the money. “They left a good tip,” she said softly. I didn’t care about the tip, or the money.

I wanted my pride back. I didn’t want this shame, of feeling like some easy prostitute. Now, I felt betrayed, thinking that Andy had only been romantic with me because she was grooming me to be a prostitute with her; it was all just part of her big money-making scheme. She was just constantly scheming up ways to make dirty money.
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It was a week later when Andy asked me if I wanted to put in an offer on that house. “We’ll do fifteen-percent down,” he said. “That leaves us about ten thousand for the initial renovation.”

For the past week, I’d been working with Andy, reluctantly. I would model the occasional outfit that she couldn’t fit in, and then I would take pictures of her in that skimpy, used, cum-stained lingerie. I would help facilitate some of the sales, and I even had to deal with a few angry clients who demanded to know what the stains were when they found them.

The work was honestly hell, deceiving people, taking their cash… but it seemed like there was a light at the end of the tunnel. Once we had that vacation rental running, we didn’t have to do this anymore… At least I thought that was the plan.

But I made the mistake of trusting Andy one last time. And it was my own fault for putting any faith into Andy, who was determined to deceive everyone. Her brain was like that of a rat. She was showing her true colours, but didn’t care what anybody thought of her.

I should have seen the red flags and just taken my half of the money—or even a third, if it meant cutting Andy out. Instead, I went to the bank with Andy.

Andy insisted we both dress up as girls. She insisted that we would get a better deal if they thought that we were a marginalized trans couple. Maybe she was right, because the mortgage broker insisted that she was ‘pulling strings’ to make the sale work for us.

Amazingly, we were approved, so we put in the offer, and that night, the offer was accepted.

We celebrated with champagne, and then one thing led to another. Andy and I fucked all night, taking turns with each other… but had I known what Andy was up to, I would have never let her near my body.

I was starting to think that she was only transitioning to get sympathy from unsuspecting victims. Nobody questioned her ethics. It was like she’d discovered a way to be totally invincible.

“We get possession in two weeks,” Andy said, teeming with excitement. I was excited too. We both doubled down on selling the rest of our haul. We moved business online and sold quite a bit on eBay and similar websites. We sold thousands of pieces of used lingerie, costumes, swimsuits, dresses—whatever we could get our hands on.

Before leaving our rental, Andy pulled one last trick, pretending to be ill when the landlord came by for the inspection. The landlord was not happy with the state of the house and was going to keep our deposit, but Andy had it all planned out. He’d already had the asbestos planted in the house. He hired a company to come and take asbestos samples, after telling the landlord that his doctor told him he had the symptoms of asbestos poisoning. Then, when the samples came back as positive, he threatened to sue for a million dollars. Of course, the landlord quickly refunded the money and allowed us to leave the house without even having to mop or sweep or pick up the empties littered all over the back yard. It was just one more way that Andy was able to take advantage of an honest person.

I just passed it off as Andy’s typical behaviour… I didn’t think that she was taking advantage of me too.

The renovations started the minute we moved in. Our plan was to reside in the basement while we rented out the upstairs; at least I thought that was the plan. Andy was in charge of the renovations; she had experience with carpentry and restoration. Her dad owned some big fire and flood restoration company, so she had access to resources.

I thought my job was going to be the administrative side of things: posting ads, finding renters… But that was never in the plan for her.

At first, I would notice little things that were different from our plan. Walls weren’t being painted colours that I thought we’d agreed on. Furniture was being delivered that I didn’t remember choosing with her. A crew came in to instal an LED display in the living room, making it look like some high-end club more than a vacation rental. Then, a contractor came in to instal small rooms, chopping up the large family room. The rooms had curtains for doorways. I asked Andy what that was for, and she lied to me, telling me that it was for large families. “So everyone will have a bedroom.” Each little cubicle room had a bed.

It was a month into the renovation that I realized nothing was as it seemed. A small pool was put in out back, wired with LED strips. There were bars installed all around: at the pool, in the living room, and one in the basement.

“Are you turning this house into some sort of club?” I asked when the walk-in closet was converted into a small bedroom, also with neon lights and LED strips.

Andy blushed. “Well, I thought we could consider doing some long-term rentals instead of just vacation rentals,” she said. And I was livid that she’d made the decision without me. I’d already done a ton of work, making a website, getting approved for the VRBO listings, and so on… But Andy was doing her own thing… and her thing was far more sinister.

She kept lying to me, and I kept buying it… until I came home one day to meet our two new roommates, a pair of women with dark brown hair. They were in the process of loading their few things into their new upstairs rooms.

The women were gorgeous: fit, young, wearing hardly anything on their slender bodies. One girl was in a tiny bikini, and another was in what appeared to be lacy lingerie. Andy blushed when he introduced the girls as Lulu and Nicolette. I pulled Andy aside and demanded to know what she was thinking. “What?” she said. “I thought we agreed that we both missed living with Jennifer. Well, I found two girls with the same spirit. And they’re willing to pay good money to live here, Garth… Like, really good money.” Her grin grew larger. I was furious, but when she told me that they would be paying us a thousand bucks each per month, I relaxed a little bit.

The girls had friends come to the house often, every night, always male. They would take their friends to their rooms and sometimes they would fuck so loud that we could hear them in every room of the house. At first, I thought the girls were just loose women… and then, I caught one of them accepting cash from one of the men, and I realized that Andy had rented the house out to a couple of prostitutes.

She denied the accusation when I confronted her. “If they’re doing that, it’s beyond me,” she said. I knew she was lying a few days later when the third girl moved in: a beautiful blonde with a very large rack. She was bubbly, giggling constantly, bouncing around the house in her tight bikini. She seemed to know the other girls well, as if they’d worked together before. They all drank heavily at night, and then the clients came. The three of them were busy with men every single night. The many sounds of fucking became the regular symphony of the house, and then, one afternoon, I caught the girls giving Andy her ‘cut’. In an envelope, they handed her what looked like over three-thousand dollars; that stack of cash was huge. I gasped and pulled Andy aside, demanding an explanation.

“Rent,” she grinned.

“Quit bullshitting me,” I said. “You’re doing something shady here and you know it. Now fess up. What’s this all about? Where did you find these girls?”

Andy blushed and looked around before taking me into one of the many bedrooms of the house. “Look… You like money, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer. I should point out, at this point, that Andy still had me modelling occasionally. The lingerie scheme was ongoing, to make supplementary income, to help finance the ongoing renovations, which now exceeded twenty-thousand dollars.

“I don’t like illegal activity,” I growled.

“It’s not illegal. It’s under-the-table,” she insisted with a big grin.

“You made this house into a brothel,” I said. And I said it only half-serious, until I saw Andy’s guilty smile, and I realized that Andy had literally turned that house into a brothel. She’d renovated it to be a a perfectly functioning brothel where whores could live and meet their clients. I don’t know why it took me so long to put it all together.

“Garth,” she said with a whisper. “I’ve found people that will pay an arm and a leg for you. I know how you feel about it, so it’s no-pressure… but think about it. I wouldn’t even take a cut; it would be like a gift to you.”

I gasped. “Are you trying to turn me into a whore!?” I was stunned.

“Why do you have to use such harsh language? It’s a valid profession, and it’s good money. And as soon as the cam rooms are done, the money is going to be insane. The girls have all agreed to cam for four hours per day, and we get a fifteen-percent cut of everything—every tip.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“You’re special though, Garth,” she said, putting her hands on my shoulders. “You have something none of the girls have, and it’s worth a lot of cash. I’m going to do it; you should do it with me. The odd client, the odd cam show. We’ll live like queens.”

I felt sick. I could see the gleam in Andy’s eyes, suggesting that this plan had been in the works for months. This wasn’t just something that happened; every little detail was meticulously planned out the moment Jennifer left behind her expensive clothes. I couldn’t help but wonder how long Andy had been waiting for an opportunity to jump on.

“This is illegal,” I said.

“Who cares?”

“I care.”

“Well, stop caring,” Andy said, shaking her head.

“If you want to leave, then leave,” she said, eyeing the door. “I can have your name taken off the mortgage in the next hour.”

Now, she was threatening me, threatening to leave me with nothing—not even a roof over my head. My heart fluttered with terror. I thought about the option she was giving me. If I left, I had nothing. All of my money went into that house, that renovation. I no longer had a place to live if I couldn’t live there. I didn’t even have a good reference on a rental application.

But I couldn’t stay there. I couldn’t just let Andy’s corruption win. I fought my feelings. I entered into a crisis. I needed more time to think about it.

And, foolishly, I decided to give Andy’s plan a try. I decided to swallow my morals for a little while, just to see if it wasn’t as bad, as Andy suggested. It was Friday night when we had our ‘house-warming’ party, which was advertised to all of the men from the nearby college campus. The goal of the party was to flirt with and seduce the boys, to make them crave us so that they would become clients. Andy made sure there was plenty of cocaine and alcohol. He made sure I got dolled up like a ditsy blonde whore. Men flirted with me all night, telling me how beautiful I was, which was kind of nice, but it didn’t sit well with me. The girls found clients, taking them up to their rooms, fucking wildly and loudly while everyone else partied hard downstairs.

Andy, the whole time, was charging for drinks. She didn’t have a liquor license, of course, and her prices were about double what the local clubs charged. She told me in the morning that she’d made over two grand in liquor sales, and another five-hundred for a blowjob she performed near the end of the night. “He came so fast,” she said. “Easiest five-hundred ever. Did you make any cash?”

“No,” I said.

She looked stunned. “But those guys had deep pockets.”

“I’m not a whore, Andy!” I said.

“You think you’re better than me!?” she barked back. It turned into a fight, like every conversation we’d had in the past month. We were always fighting; the tension was horrible.

Unable to take anymore, I decided to leave. I packed up my bag and I left the house, headed for a hotel until I could find a new place to rent.

I took a few things with me, of course. I took some makeup, some outfits, and a wig. I was leaving that house, and I was leaving that ‘whore life’ that Andy had tried so hard to create for me. Yes, I was leaving the money too; I was leaving that booming illegal business that was bringing in thousands and thousands of dollars each week.

To make my situation especially terrifying, I had no job; I quit as soon as we moved into that new place, as soon as I no longer needed to be employed for the mortgage approval. I had no income stream, and hardly any cash in my bank account. I had no idea what I was going to do…

But I knew that I couldn’t let Andy get away with what she was doing.

Yes, Andy was my friend. I cared for her, even thought she did live her life like a rat. I didn’t want to hurt her, but I couldn’t let her get away with her subterfuge. So after I looked into the consequence of operating an illegal brothel, I contacted local law enforcement. I felt bad doing it, not even giving Andy a heads up. The house was raided. Andy was arrested. The girls were told to scram. Andy was given a quick sentence later that week after a short stint in jail: two months of prison time. She was being sent to a special prison that was mostly female and trans inmates; it had a gentle reputation, and some people even said it was a lot like going to a resort… but I still felt bad.

I knew she would only serve a single month before being released on good behaviour.

But our province had a very convenient law that existed for special circumstances, much like that one. A homeowner gains full control of a property if the co-signer is in a provincial or federal prison. So for that month that Andy was behind bars, I gave her a little taste of her own medicine.

I sold the house.

I sold more than the house. I also sold the furniture. I sold the closets that were filled with outfits Andy had purchased for her whores. It was a fire-sale, everything sold for what it was worth: almost nothing, because it had been used by whores. I sold every last thing in that house, including the appliances. The new owner had already moved in before Andy was released from prison.

Andy was in shock. She wanted to kill me. She might have tried had I not given her half of the cash: thirty thousand for her, and thirty thousand for me. “I don’t have to give this to you,” I told her.

She grumbled and refused to say thank you.

“I’m hoping you use it to get your life on track—nothing illegal.”

She grumbled again, red in the face. She wanted to lash out at me, but she also wanted to keep that cash. “What are you using your half for?” she asked through clenched teeth.

“I’m buying a small vacation rental,” I smiled. “A real one. I’ll need to save up a bit more though… and I need to find a job, so that the mortgage gets approved. It will take some time.”

Andy bit her tongue. She looked around and took a deep breath before pushing her long blonde hair off of her face. “May I come along with you?” she asked. “And go into business with you?”

She was biting her tongue. I probably shouldn’t have given her the chance, but Andy was still my friend. She had her issues, but I think she learned her lesson after the whole prison incident. Plus, as bad as Andy could be… she was still very, very pretty, and she often wore very little as she pranced around the house; it was something that I wasn’t so sure that I could live without.

And I did enjoy the nights where we would fool around together. Sure, from time to time I would have to redirect her away from her crazy ideas. Sometimes I would see that evil gleam in her eye and I would worry that she was going to return to her bad ways.

But for the most part, she did her best to be good. We opened a successfully little AirBnB business that was rented out almost consistently. It made a few thousand bucks a month, which was enough to focus on it full-time. Andy ended up finding her own income stream after she started posting her many photos online. Brands would pay her money to advertise their products, and then she was even paid a few times to model clothes. She convinced me to model with her for one of those shoots, and it was actually kind of fun.

Being a girl in general was kind of fun. Andy was doing it full-time. She admitted to me that she’d been taking hormone pills for eight months. I wasn’t quite so ready to be a full-time lady. It was fun from time to time, especially in the sheets with Andy, but I liked being a boy too. I guess I just liked to have it both ways. Nobody told me I couldn’t have it like that.

I was a bit mad at Andy when I found out that we’d won an award together, as the province’s ‘Most Successful Trans Couple.’ Andy had signed us up for it, telling the company sponsoring the award that we were indeed a couple. The award was a trophy and a cheque for a thousand dollars.

“What?” Andy blushed. “It’s not illegal.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. I have to admit that I did like Andy’s shiftiness sometimes; it definitely gave her character. Sometimes, someone’s flaws are what make them special.

And maybe Andy was right… maybe we were a couple.

THE END


THE FLUFFER



THE FLUFFER



Caleb is handsome, fit, and charming. On the surface, he’s every woman’s dream… but he’s broke, on the verge of homelessness, and unable to find a job because his illegal immigrant parents never had him registered: no birth certificate, social security number—nothing. He’s looking at a lifetime of working under the table for cash, and the prospects are slim.

Until a kind, old man overhears him asking for employment in a hardware store. “I have a job for you,” the old man says with a gentle smile. He gives Caleb an address and tells him to be there in the morning. The last thing Caleb expects is to be holding a microphone for a hardcore adult film shoot.

But money is money…

It’s not a dream job, but it beats scrubbing gas station bathrooms. But the expectations at Caleb’s new job seem to grow by the day. Soon, he’s told that if he wants to keep his job, he needs to take on a new duty: fluffing the talent.
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I’d had my share of shitty jobs—some of the worst jobs you can think of.

I've worked as a dishwasher at a greasy spoon diner, cleaning toilets at a rundown gas station, and even spent a summer laying asphalt in the blistering sun. One of the worst, believe it or not, was my brief stint as a door-to-door salesman.

I remember walking through endless neighbourhoods, knocking on doors and trying to sell people things they didn't need. I'd carry around a heavy bag full of cheap, useless crap and try to convince people to buy it. Most of the time, they'd slam the door in my face or tell me to get lost. But every once in a while, I'd get a pity sale from someone who just wanted me to leave them alone.

It was a soul-sucking job that left me feeling empty and hopeless. But I stuck with it for a few months, until I couldn't take it anymore.

See, the problem is that I wasn’t a resident of the country, even though I was born there. My parents were illegals, immigrants from Poland. They birthed me at home, in secret, and they kept me a secret from the government my whole childhood. They were convinced that if they tried to have me registered, they would be deported. I was eighteen when I found out that I didn’t even have a birth certificate or a social security number or anything; I was nobody to that country, and that meant that I couldn’t get a real job, or even a fucking driver’s licence.

So when my parents were actually deported, I was truly fucked. I probably should have just gone back to Poland with them, even though I didn’t speak a lick of Polish.

For three months, I was homeless. I couldn’t rent an apartment because every rental wanted ID. Finally, I was able to find a pot smoker who was willing to rent me his closet for two-hundred bucks a month. The closet was just big enough for a small mattress. I paid cash to live there, of course, and I could only take on jobs that would pay me with cash.

After quitting the door-to-door salesman gig, I got a job cleaning at a Chinese supermarket. The place was infested with rats, and it was my job to make sure the rats weren’t around when the health inspectors were. The owners of the market had me carry out some of the most degrading tasks, like when they made me crawl through a small hole into the damp, mouldy crawl space, so that I could stuff a bug bomb into a cockroach nest. I’ll never forget the feeling of all those tiny legs crawling over me—and then I nearly died from the bug poison getting into my lungs.

So I quit that job and got a new job working with some Mexican illegals. We would stand on the street corner at 6:00 AM together. Random cars would pull up and we would get in without asking questions. Sometimes it was normal work: cleaning up construction sites or helping unload trucks… and sometimes it was downright illegal work, like delivering drugs to clients. We would do whatever we were asked to do, no questions asked.

After the cops busted that crew up, I went in search of a new job, and that new job came to me totally by chance. I was just walking down the road, going shop to shop, asking store owners if they needed help, when a customer at a hardware store overheard me. “You want work?” he asked.

“What do you got?” I asked.

“All you have to do is hold a stick.”

“That’s it?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “I mean, sometimes you have to hold it for a few hours. It can be hard on the arms… but you look like a fit kid. I’m sure you can handle it.”

“It has to be under the table,” I said.

“Obviously,” the man said. “We pay cash at the end of each day.” He handed me a card with a phone number and an address. “Be there tomorrow morning, ready to work.” He was an older man, probably in his late 60s, with a kind face and a gentle smile. He was wearing a faded flannel shirt and worn-out jeans. He seemed like a normal guy. He definitely didn’t seem like the type of guy to be involved in anything illegal or corrupt or amoral.

He didn’t warn me at all what I was about to get into.

I showed up at the house, which was deep in the suburbs. It took me three busses to get there. I was wearing my best flannel shirt, which had a few stains and a few tears. I was wearing my best pair of jeans, which had a rip in one knee and a torn back pocket.

I expected the old man to answer the door, not a topless blonde with perky tits. I froze at the sight of her, but she didn’t even seem to notice the fact that her breasts were out. “You the new boom boy?” she asked with a soft smile.

“You’re naked, lady,” I said, stunned.

She giggled. “Come on in. Mario will show you where to stand.”

“Stand?” I said. I stuttered and then I cleared my throat. The woman turned around, revealing her bare ass. She walked back into the house, and beyond her I could see two more naked girls. There was a man setting a big camera up on a tripod and another man putting lights up on stands: big lights with white sheets clipped in front of them to soften the shadows in the room.

It took all of ten seconds for me to realize that I’d been hired to help film pornography.

“Tanner’s soft again!” someone shouted. “Where are the fluffers!?”

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. The living room was like something out of a dream, or a nightmare, depending on your perspective. The walls were painted a sickly shade of green, and the furniture was a mishmash of old couches and armchairs, all covered in plastic.

There were lights set up in every corner, casting a harsh, yellow glow over everything. And in the centre of it all was the main attraction: a king-sized bed, covered in satin sheets and fluffy pillows. It was like a shrine to hedonism, a place where all your wildest fantasies could come true.

A very ripped man walked into the room, penis flaccid. He looked left and right, arms akimbo. He had a frustrated look on his face. “Anyone?” he called out. “I’m on in five minutes and I still have to eat something!” He had a thick Boston accent and a tattoo on his arm that said USA FOREVER.

A young woman, no older than eighteen, rushed up to him and dropped to her knees. “I’m sorry, Mr. Reznic. I had to take a phone call.”

“We’re on a tight timeline,” the man growled as the woman gripped his cock and began to massage it. Suddenly, the man was holding a sandwich. He began to eat while the girl jerked him off.

I just stood there, stunned. I’d never seen anything like this before.

“You!” the cameraman yelled from across the room. I slowly looked to see him staring at me. “You the new boom boy?”

“Um,” I said. “I don’t know. Am I?”

“You need to set up your mic. Plug straight into the camera, alright? We don’t have time to sync this stuff in post.”

I rushed over. I’d been thrown into the fire before with new jobs. It had never been this hard to focus though, with so many naked people fluttering around me. There were other cameras being set up in other rooms of the house; they were filming multiple scenes at the same time, producing huge amounts of pornography.

As I picked up my boom pole, I heard a woman having a loud orgasm in the other room. “Fuck yes!” she cried. “Oh, fuck yes! Right there! You’re going to make me squirt! Of fuck! I’m squirting! I’m squirting everywhere! Fuck yes!”

I just stood, pale, overwhelmed. I guess now is a good time to point out that I was still a virgin.

I've never had much luck with women. While I've had my fair share of crushes and fantasies, I've never been able to find anything real. Every attempt at a relationship has ended in disaster, with me walking away feeling even more alone than before.

I remember my first crush, back in middle school. Her name was Emily, and she had long brown hair and a smile that could light up the whole room. I thought about her all the time, dreaming of the day when I'd finally work up the courage to ask her out.

But when I finally did, it was a disaster. She laughed in my face and told me she wasn't interested. I was crushed, my heart shattered into a million pieces.

And it only got worse from there. In high school, I fell for a girl named Sarah. She was smart and funny and beautiful, and I thought she was the one. But when I told her how I felt, she looked at me like I was crazy and told me she didn't see me that way.

After school, I had a string of failed attempts at relationships, each one ending in bitterness and resentment. I started to think that maybe there was something wrong with me, that I was cursed to be a perpetual virgin forever. I was skinny in school, but I managed to bulk up after graduation… it didn’t seem to matter. Girls looked at me the same—kind of like how they were looking at me now as I stood holding that microphone on a pole. The naked and half-naked women could all tell that I was out of place there, and they were all wondering how I ended up with that gig.

There was no orientation, no training session. A group of men wearing sunglasses and buttoned-down blouses stormed into the room. “Let’s roll!” one of the men shouted, and then the place became quiet.

“Get that boom in!” someone yelled. I lifted up that microphone and held the mic over the bed, where the camera man was filming. Suddenly, someone yelled, “Action!” and then a young man with big muscles walked into the room. He was humming. He hopped onto the bed and let out a loud sigh of relief. “What a long day at school,” he said.

He closed his eyes, smiled, and then he pulled his shorts down, revealing a very large erection. “God, Chloe was so hot in that dress,” he said. He started jerking himself off. “I want to fuck her so bad, but she would never get with a virgin like me.”

Then, an older woman walked in. She was blonde with big bolt-on tits. On her body was a skintight dress. “Frankie!” she shouted.

The young man gasped. “Sorry, mom!” he cried.

“I told you if I caught you jerking off on my bed again, there would be a punishment!”

“I’m sorry, mom,” the young man said.

“And what are you doing? You’re not even using lube. You’re going to damage your big, beautiful cock. Let me at least show you how to do it properly, Frankie.” And a moment later, the mother character was on the bed with the young man, squeezing lubricant onto his erection. She jerked him off while staring into his eyes, and then they began to kiss. It was very perverted… but also very cheesy.

I just stood there, stunned, unable to believe that I was on a porn set, watching real, live sex. I watched the woman as she sucked the young man, and then she mounted him and bounced on him before he flipped her over and rammed her against that bed while she moaned and screamed.

My job really was very simple: to hold the microphone over their heads.

The director called cut once they had enough footage of the couple fucking. Then, that young blonde woman rushed into the room and grabbed the man’s hard cock. She began to pump it, twisting her wrist, massaging him. Now, we weren’t filming. I had no idea what was happening.

“Faster, fluffer,” one of the ‘cool’ men in the sunglasses shouted. “We have to flip the set in ten minutes.”

“Okay!” the young girl said. And she pumped faster.

“Okay, okay, I’m ready!” said the young man.

And then everyone rushed back into their positions. “Camera rolling? And action!” shouted the director.

The young man stuck his cock back into his ‘mother’, fucked her for ten seconds, and then he pulled out and sprayed her with cum. He groaned loudly, clenching his long erection as he pulsed long streaks of white goo across her naked mature body.

“And fade to black… and cut!” the director called. He checked his watch. “Alright team, good work. Print it and flip the set. I want to be filming in thirty minutes! No slacking off! Keep up the good work.” He took his friends away to another room to film another scene that was ready to go.

That house was like a porn factory. My heart was racing. My head was spinning. I’d worked a lot of jobs before, but none of them were quite like… that.

“You need to get closer with that mic, son,” said the older camera operator. He had a beard and heavy bags under his eyes. His eyes appeared to be closed, never actually open, with heavy, fluffy eyebrows lurking overtop. Now, he was taking apart his camera, removing a small SIM card from the side, placing it in a plastic container, and then putting a new one in its place. Next, he changed the lens.

“Big scene coming up. You’d better hook up to to the recorder, and get that slate ready.”

“I don’t know what that means,” I said.

He groaned. “Aren’t you a film school kid?”

I shook my head.

“That’s how desperate we are right now, huh?” he groaned. Then, he showed me what he meant. He quickly showed me how to use the recorder, how to hook the boom mic up to it, and how to prepare the slate: the clapboard that was used to sync up the sound with the picture in editing. It was overwhelming in the moment, but all things considered, it was fairly straight forward and easy to catch on. I was ready to film the next scene once the director was back.

That was my new job. It was the weirdest job I’d ever hard, but it was by no means the worst. In fact, it was actually a pretty good gig. The work was easy. The hours were long, so the pay was good. At the end of each day, the old man who hired me would show up and hand out wads of cash. I was shocked when he handed me two-hundred bucks for an eight-hour shift on that first day. “Thanks, kid,” he said.

“No. Thank you,” I said. I’d never made so much in a single day before.

“Just do us all a favour and don’t tell anyone about what we’re doing here. Technically, we need permits for this kind of thing, but that’s just not profitable.”

“I understand,” I said, standing up straight.

He looked me up and down with a smile. “How big are you?”

“How big?” I asked.

“You know, your dick.”

“Oh. I—I don’t know. It’s normal.”

“Hm,” he said. “Show me.”

“I’d, uh, really rather not.”

“Fine,” he said. “I was going to say I could get you in front of the camera with a hot chick. It was just an offer—makes no difference to me. Finding dudes isn’t hard at all. Most of these guys work for free—at least with the amateur stuff. You sure you don’t want fuck a hot blonde on camera?”

“I’m okay,” I said, feeling small and meek and strangely innocent. Innocent wasn’t a feeling that I was used to; I’d been employed as a drug runner before. I’d delivered crystal meth to a prostitute, who OD’d that very night. My innocence was long behind me… at least I thought.

“Just be on time tomorrow,” the old man said. “Be reliable for me and I’ll make it worth your while.”

The next three months was something like a dream… a very strange dream, but a dream nonetheless.
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Iwant to move on with my story, but I’m sure you’d like to hear a few stories from the sets I worked on. I could easily just say, ‘I filmed porn every day for three months,’ but that would be boring, wouldn’t it? Besides, it’s probably important that I tell you a little bit about that old man’s company, and the kind of business that he was up to.

He filmed kink porn: special porn for special audiences. He operated under two dozen different company names, and I have no idea if any of them were actually registered companies or just invented titles that he slapped on the front of his movies.

There was a lot of those ‘incest’ themes. Of course the actors weren’t actually related, but they would often pretend to be brothers and sisters or mothers and sons, sometimes even fathers and daughters. Those were the scenes they had me doing at first, while they figured out if they could trust me. Then, they moved me onto some stranger fare. I’d filmed over one-hundred films before they brought me upstairs.

Upstairs, the films were a bit kinkier. Upstairs, we filmed lesbian scenes and the odd gay scene. I will admit that being in the room during those gay scenes was a bit uncomfortable. I wasn’t gay and didn’t love to watch a man being dominated by another man. I found myself looking away constantly, though I got burned a few times when my microphone dipped down into the scene. They scolded me and told me if it happened again, I would be out. So I had to watch whatever we were filming.

I can’t say that the scenes were always ‘hot’… at least not for me. I felt bad for some of the girls that came through that house. Many were professional porn stars who really didn’t seem to care what they were told to film or who they were told to film it with. But some of the girls who came through there were desperate, needing cash, reluctant to part with their innocence.

I watched a man in his eighties with an eighteen-year-old girl, dressed in pigtails and braces. The poor girl cried before the scene, and she cried after it too. She possibly even cried during it, but it’s hard to say for sure because the old man had her smothered with his old, wrinkled body as he thrusted into her.

And then there was the ‘old man gangbang’ scene that we shot… A similar young girl with pigtails and braces, with five very old men who took turns with her. Watching that scene was soul crushing. I felt terrible at the end of the day when the old man would show up and hand me my cash. There were days that I considered quitting, not wanting to be a part of that industry… but the money was good and the work was easy; how could I turn it down?

“Are you free this weekend?” the old man asked me at the end of that second month.

“Sure. Why?” I asked.

“We’re filming some scenes down at another property. We need a good sound guy that we can trust.” He said it quietly, as if he didn’t want anyone else on the set to hear.

“Okay, sure, whatever.”

He gave me the address. It was far away, in the industrial part of town.

Now, you’ll have to use your imagination to think up what we filmed there, because I can’t promise you that it’s even legal for me to describe it in certain places. Technically, it was all consensual. But in that old warehouse, I saw things that I could have gone my entire life without seeing, things that no living soul should have to witness. Let’s just say that there's a warehouse on the far end of town, a place that most people try to avoid. It's a place of shadows and secrets, a place where the air is thick with the stench of sweat and desperation. This is where they film the dark, taboo scenes, sinful, the kind of stuff that most people wouldn't even dream of.

As I stepped inside, I could feel the weight of the darkness bearing down on me. The walls were black, the floors were slick with God-knows-what, and there was a faint humming sound coming from somewhere deep within the bowels of the building.

The set was unlike anything I had ever seen before. There were cages and chains and whips and ropes, all laid out in a way that made my skin crawl. There were women and men dressed in leather and latex, their faces obscured by masks and hoods. And there was a smell in the air, something musky and primal, that made me feel like I was trespassing in a place where I didn't belong.

I spent a month filming in that horrible place. I came close to quitting a few times, but the pay was good: double what I made at that suburban home. I’d never had so much cash in my life. I was working every day, earning cash and spending nothing.

The last scene I filmed in that place was between three girls. Two of the girls had the third chained to the floor, legs spread open. They stuffed a thick toy into her rectum—and by thick, I mean thick. The thing was thicker than my bicep and almost as long as my arm. She screamed out in pain, trying to sound like she was having an orgasm—but I could see the tears streaming down her face. I’ll spare you the rest of the details.

Finally, when I was handed my wad of cash, I caved and said, “Is there any way I can go back to doing sound at the house?” I was trying not to break down; I’d seen far too much in that warehouse: scenes that would haunt me in my sleep at night.

The old man stared at me, unimpressed. “It’s hard to find guys who will work here,” he said. “We don’t need another sound guy at the house; that’s an easy position to fill.”

“I just… I think I’ve seen enough here,” I said, trembling. I couldn’t watch another girl being punished like that. I’d seen too many girls leaving that studio to go to the hospital, and I’ll spare you the details as to why.

“You quitting on me?” he asked.

I bit my tongue. “I just don’t think I can work here, on this set. Don’t you have something else?”

“I asked you before. You want to act? You look young. With a bit of makeup we can make you look younger. You can fuck some old ladies.”

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. “Can’t I just do sound?” I asked with a soft voice.

He groaned. “I told you, brother. We don’t need another sound guy outside of this set.”

He took a deep breath. “There’s another house,” he said. “But we don’t need a sound guy there.”

“There must be something,” I said.

“You can act,” he said. Then, he paused. His eyes widened and he nodded his head slowly. “There’s one other thing, actually.”

“What is it?” I asked, perking up.

“Well, it might make you uncomfortable. But I have a location where we shoot some special kink stuff. We need a fluffer there.”

“A fluffer?” I said, feeling myself turning red. “I—I don’t think I could do that. Besides, all the other fluffers are hot girls. I’m… not that.”

“You’d be fluffing guys who prefer dudes,” he said. “And some girls too.”

I felt a coldness seeping into my veins. I tried to speak, but now there was a lump in my throat. I’d watched the fluffers many times before. They were always ready to jerk the guys off, getting them hard, bringing them close to orgasm. I didn’t want to touch another man on his penis. I wasn’t gay. But I did need the work, and I did want to get out of that warehouse; my soul couldn’t handle the extreme hardcore content anymore.

“I don’t think I can do it,” I said softly.

“Fine,” the old man said. “Then you’re officially terminated. It was nice working with you, Caleb.” He gave me a pat on the shoulder and then he turned away.

“Wait!” I gasped. I thought of all the money that I’d made. For the first time in my life, I actually had savings. I actually had a decent place to live. I felt like I had some security.

He stopped and stared at me. “What is it?” he asked.

“I—I’ll do it,” I said with a coldness filling my heart. “I’ll do the fluffer thing.”
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Now, perhaps you think that I was losing my mind. Or perhaps you’re thinking that I was, deep-down, a homosexual. But I promise you that I was only attracted to women, and that never changed.

The adult film industry has a way of chipping away at a person’s innocence. My idea of humiliation had morphed over the months. My idea of normal and weird had shifted in a dramatic way. I’d been desensitized to a degree. Watching people fuck was no longer so strange and scary. Whenever there was a relatively vanilla scene happening in front of me, it didn’t feel much different than standing around and watching a baseball game on TV.

So the thought of arousing a man before a shoot wasn’t quite as horrible as it would have been a couple months earlier.

The location was out in the country. I had to catch a ride with the camera guy: a young fellow who drove a sporty convertible. His name was Lars, and he was a Swedish immigrant. He would speak to me in Swedish, as if I could understand him, and then he would roar with laughter, and then he would look at me strangely, wondering why I wasn’t laughing with him.

As we drove down the winding country road, I couldn't help but marvel at the beauty of the landscape. Rolling hills, verdant fields, and quaint little villages passed by in a blur, each one more picturesque than the last.

And then, as if by magic, we came upon the mansion. It was a three-story English cottage, nestled into the hillside, with a thatched roof and walls of honey-coloured stone. The windows were tall and narrow, and ivy crept up the walls, like a lover seeking entrance.

Lars parked the car and we made my way up the winding path to the front door.

“Nice place,” I said.

“Can you imagine?” said Lars, smiling at me. “Living here? One day, for sure. We just have to keep moving up.” He gave me a playful punch to the elbow. My heart was still pounding hard. I was more nervous than the first day I stepped onto that first porn set. I had no idea if I was going to be able to do my job.

We walked up to the thick oak door. Lars pushed it open, letting the studio light pour onto our faces.

As I entered the mansion, I was struck by the grandeur of the place. The ceilings were high, the walls were adorned with tapestries, and the floors were made of polished hardwood.

But it wasn't just the beauty of the mansion that took my breath away. It was the sense of history, of a life lived to the fullest, that permeated every corner. It was the smell of old books and leather, the creak of the floorboards underfoot, the whisper of ghosts in the rafters.

I made my way up the staircase, marvelling at the intricate carvings and the stained-glass windows. And when I reached the top floor, I found myself in a room with a view of the countryside that was nothing short of breathtaking.

It was a place of peace and tranquility, a refuge from the hustle and bustle of the world outside.

It was so beautiful, I hardly noticed the scene that was being filmed at that very moment: a well-endowed man fucking a beautiful blonde woman from behind. He was pulling her braids, forcing her head back. I couldn’t believe the size of the man! His cock must have been eleven inches long! And the woman—her body was perfection. Her breasts were natural, large, bouncing perfectly. Her tush jiggled with each deep penetration. Her pouty lips moaned as she gripped the edges of the expensive couch in front of her.

The film crew was different than what I was used to. Instead of rusty old lights and a single chunky camera, this crew was equipped with high-end gear: a camera that was probably worth over one-hundred thousand dollars, with a lens the size of my head—and there were two cameras, filming simultaneously. Each camera had a crew of three men. The sound guy had a recording box the size of a coffee table, on a cart, with tons of cables and blinking lights. The lights in the room were huge, mounted with soft-boxes and diffusers—not just sheets of paper clipped onto them.

And I have to point out that the actors were beautiful here—not that they weren’t hot at the warehouse or the house in the burbs. These actors were different, looking like movie stars, glowing, with skin like some dermatologist’s wettest fantasy.

The director seemed far less sleazy, dressed in a suit, watching a personal monitor. There was also a director of photography, a script supervisor, an art director, a props master, half a dozen PAs, three makeup girls, a hair girl, a playback specialist with a huge computer rig, and a stills photographer. I’d never seen such a massive crew of people.

And there weren’t scenes being filmed in every room; everyone was focused on one single scene. One of the PAs rushed over to me to tell me to walk more quietly. At the previous locations, nobody gave a shit if you made noise while they filmed. But here, obtaining perfect sound was vital. This was a high-end production, with a huge budget.

They made me stand still for twenty minutes, until the director called cut. Then, a fluffer girl rushed in to get the man ready for the finale. While she was jerking him off, a man in a suit approached me. “Caleb, right?” he said.

I nodded my head slowly. He smiled. “Let me show you to your office.”

“My office?” I said.

He nodded his head. “Workplace, shop… whatever you want to call it.” He led me down a long hallway to a large room with a nice view of the garden out back. Now, there was a crew setting up cameras and lights in that garden, preparing for the next scene of the day.

“Can I get you anything? Food? Water? Sparkling water?”

“Um, I’m okay,” I said.

“Breakfast? There are a few meals left from the morning catering.”

“Catering?” I said.

He laughed. “We cater three meals a day. Did you eat before you came? You don’t have to do that. We’ll take care of you here.”

My heart lifted up high in my chest. I wasn’t used to this kind of treatment.

The man pointed to a laptop. “That will be your work computer. You can take it home if you need to. We set it up with Netflix and Disney and a few other apps, so you can entertain yourself between scenes. The door there goes to your bathroom. You can use the tub or the shower, or the steam room—it’s all yours while you’re here. And the bed there—feel free to rest whenever you want, as long as you aren’t needed on set.”

“I can sleep here?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Of course. It’s important you stay rested. You’re an important part of the team here.”

I felt rosy all over, trying not to smile too much. “Thank you,” I said. “Can I, uh… sleep here overnight?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s your office. Do what you want.” Then, he laughed. “In thirty minutes, I’ll send the first actor your way, okay? You know the drill.” He left, but I really didn’t know the drill. I had no idea what I was supposed to do—but now, as I looked around the office, I could see my ‘supplies’. There were dozens of bottles of lubricants and oils. There was a massage table next to the garden window. There was a stack of dirty magazines, and a huge jar of breath mints.

I checked everything out. The bathroom was huge, with a tile floor and modern fixtures. I pressed the button next to the little steam room door, and the glass cube quickly filled with steam. I blushed all over. Was this really all for me? And all they wanted me to do was keep actors aroused?

I looked through drawers and then I found a welcome package: a huge basket filled with chocolates and other goodies, and a card that said, ‘Welcome to the team, Caleb.’ I couldn’t believe the stark difference between this magnificent place and where I’d been working for the past two months.

There was a knock at the door. Before I could respond, the door flew open and a naked man stormed in. “I’m so sorry I’m late,” he said with a gay twang in his voice. “I went to get lunch and time slipped away from me. You can be quick, right? Just the usual stuff for me—it usually works just fine.” He put his hands on his hips and waited for me to service him.

My heart skipped a beat. I had to act fast, even though I really didn’t want to touch another man’s cock.

He was big, even flaccid. He had stubble around his crotch. I stared at him and then I cleared my throat. “Sorry, I’m, uh… new. What exactly do you need from me?”

He stared at me strangely. “Fluff me,” he said. Then he chuckled.

I hesitated, filling up with cold resistance. I really didn’t want to have my first relatively-sexual experience with a man. I stared at his long shaft.

“I know you’re new, but I’m really late. I don’t want to get in shit again.”

“Alright,” I said, biting my tongue. I had no choice; I had to act fast. So I did what I’d seen girls do. I dropped to my knees and I reached out and grabbed his dick with my hand. I tried not to cringe. I tried not to grimace.

“Is there something wrong? Do I smell?” he asked with that gay flare in his voice.

“No,” I said. I tried to put on a smile. “I’m just… tired, and a bit overwhelmed.”

“You need to get me up, man,” he said. “If I’m any later, they’re going to fire my ass.”

I gripped him tight and tried to pull him quickly, but he seemed uncomfortable. It felt dry. I remembered all the lubricants, so I rushed to grab one. I gushed a big glob into my hand and then I coated his shaft. It was too much, now dripping down his thighs. “Shit. Sorry,” I said.

He took a deep breath. He was staring at me, which made it even more awkward.

“Try calling me Daddy. That usually does the trick.”

I cleared my throat, feeling my face turning red. “Get, uh, hard for me, Daddy,” I said.

“Yeah?” he said, getting into character. He took a few deep breaths. “You want it, baby?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I said, feeling robotic. And now, I could actually feel his shaft beginning to throb. It was almost horrifying enough to make me drop him. But I persevered. “I, uh, want you to get hard for me, Daddy. I want your, uh, cum all over my face, Daddy.” I squeezed him harder and tried desperately not to cringe.

“Fuck,” he growled. And then, within seconds, he had a hard erection. “You’re kind of cute. Are you gay? Please tell me you’re gay. We should do a scene together.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, releasing him. “I like girls.”

“Damn,” he said. “Well… you’re hot. If you ever want to try it with a guy, let me know.” He winked at me. “Mind oiling me up?”

“Oh. Sure,” I said. I rushed to get the massage oil. I squirted it all over his huge shoulders. I had to reach high to get his whole body. I coated him and made him shine, and then the assistant director barged into the room. He paused, looked at the muscular actor’s erect penis, and let out a sigh of relief. “Oh good, you’re ready to go. Come on.”

I followed them both, with a bottle of lubricant in my hand (fluffers always carried lube with them). The scene was outside, in the garden. An insanely beautiful brunette with bangs was waiting there, on a bed covered in flowers. Her breasts were out of this world: round and perky, with erect nipples. Her skin glowed like no woman I’d ever seen before.

“Fluffer,” the assistant director said to me. “Go make her nipples harder, please. We shoot in thirty seconds, so hurry.”

I rushed over to the beauty and froze in her presence. She looked right into my eyes. I felt like peasant before a goddess, a princess of gods. She smiled and my heart melted. “Is it my nipples?” she asked. “They keep going soft.”

“I’ll, uh, see what I can do,” I said.

“Try massaging them with a bit of oil,” she said. “I prefer coconut, if you have it.”

I knew it was in my room, so I rushed into the house, burst through my office door, and then I sprinted back with coconut oil. With trembling hands, I rubbed it into her breasts, feeling her hard nipples against the palms of my hands.

“Are you nervous?” she asked with her seductive voice.

“N—No,” I said.

“You’re shaking,” she smiled.

“Fluffer!” someone shouted. I turned and saw that the male actor was softening, so I rushed to him and dropped to my knees. I must admit that it was humiliating, jerking a man off in front of two dozen people. It was even more humiliating when I had to say, “Get hard for me, Daddy,” in front of all those people—including that beautiful brunette… But they understood that it was just my job.

The man got rock-hard. He looked into my eyes and smiled. “You sure you’re not gay?”

I knew it was my job to keep him aroused, whether I wanted to or not. “We’ll see after you’re done your shoot,” I said with my best teasing voice. I felt so fake and awkward, flirting with a man… but it made his face light up. It got him excited, and that’s exactly what he needed to stay hard with that beautiful woman.

I stood nearby while he fucked her for thirty minutes on that bed of flowers. It was a vanilla scene—something I was not used to.

Over the past couple of months I’d seen extreme insertions, triple-anal, questionably legal acts between man and beast, and everything in-between—but never a vanilla sex scene, until now. He fucked her in many positions and then the director wanted a cumshot to the face. I got down on my knees and jerked the man off for two minutes while calling him Daddy. Then, when he was ready, he rushed into position. It was quite awkward when the director told me to call out to him while they were filming. “Keep calling him Daddy,” he said, so I stood nearby and said, “Come for me, Daddy.”

Some of the crew members were giggling, but it was just part of the business; I’d been on sets where the girl fluffers had to do the same thing for the male performers.

After the cumshot, I was told that I could take an hour to rest up before I was needed again. While I was in my room, wrapping my head around what had happened, the old man who hired me walked in. “Caleb,” he said. “How are you settling in?”

“It’s… interesting.”

“You’ll get used to it,” he said, waving me off. “That’s the thing with these higher-end stars; most of them are gay. It’s just a reality of the business. A handsome fellow like you—if you refuse to act, then this is the perfect job.”

I blushed, taking in the strange compliment.

“It won’t just be men, Caleb,” he said. “We’re a lot more detailed here. It’s a much broader job than what you’re used to seeing the fluffers do at the warehouse.”

I wanted to ask him what he meant by that, but I was still so overwhelmed.

“You like the office? Everything okay for you here?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Alright. Well, I heard you did a good job with Matthew this morning. The director was saying he actually stayed hard for the whole thing; that’s a first for Matthew.”

I blushed again. “Good,” I said.

“Keep the scenes running smoothly and I’ll make sure you’re paid well.”

I smiled and nodded, and then he left.

Twenty minutes later, there was another knock at my door. “Come in,” I said, perking up. I was half-dreading having to touch another man on the cock, but it really wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. The actors were all clean. It helped that the men were shaved and smooth all over.

But this wasn’t a man; it was a woman, wearing a skintight bikini. She smiled at me and said, “Are you Caleb?”

“Y—Yes,” I said.

She giggled. “Cool. Nice to meet you. I’m Claire. They need me wet for my next scene. Mind helping me out?”

“O—Okay,” I said. “You can, uh, use the shower, or the steam room. Or I can drizzle some oil on your body, if you want.”

She giggled again. “Not my skin, silly,” she said. She motioned down to her pussy before shimmying her panties down. Her pussy was smooth, pink, beautiful. I cleared my throat.

“Oh,” I said. “And, uh, how would you like me to… you know…”

“You have a vibrator? If not, you can just massage it. I would do it myself, but I have these nails drying, and they don’t want any paint chips for the closeups. You know how it is.” She showed me her glistening white fingernails.

“Okay. Just sit down, and, uh, get comfy. I’ll… I’ll make you wet.” I felt red all over as I rushed through drawers, trying to find something to use. I know that I’d seen some sex toys, but I couldn’t remember where.

Finally, I found a whole bin of toys and chargers. I grabbed one and tried the button on it. It buzzed hard, so I rushed it over to her. She spread her legs for me, smiling casually. “Thanks so much,” she said as I gently pressed the toy against her clit.

“Does, uh, that feel okay?” I asked.

She nodded. “It’s nice.” She relaxed into the chair and closed her eyes. “God, I hate this prick that I have to do this scene with.”

I kept my mouth shut. I didn’t want to get involved in any of the drama.

“He’s such a know-it-all. And he fucks like a robot. I don’t know why they hire him so often. I mean—I get that he’s got a huge dick and big muscles… but he’s just toxic. I can’t even remember his stupid name. Oh right, Tony. Tony couldn’t get a girl wet if he had twelve hours and a vibrator.”

I laughed, feeling nervous and awkward and totally out of place. My face was inches from a famous pussy. Her perfect labia was right before me, quivering as I pressed that vibrator against that little bean.

“God, that feels nice,” she said. “Do me a favour and tell me how pretty I am.”

“You’re gorgeous,” I said.

She moaned.

“You’re, uh, super hot, honestly.”

“Fuck,” she moaned, nestling her crotch harder into the vibrator. “Stick a finger in me. Is it wet in there yet?”

I hesitated. I’d never been inside of a woman before—not even with a finger. But I knew I didn’t have much of a choice.

I gently pressed my finger into her and she moaned softly. It was warm—and wet. “I think you’re wet,” I said.

“Wet enough?” she asked.

“I—I don’t know. What’s wet enough?”

“They want me dripping. Just finger me for a minute. Tell me how pretty I am again.”

“You’re really pretty, Claire,” I said. “You’re stunning. You’re one of the prettiest girls I’ve ever seen.”

“Aw, you’re too sweet,” she said.

“It’s true,” I said—and maybe it was. “And your boobs are… amazing.”

She grabbed her bikini top and pulled it down so I could see her naked breasts. “You like them? They’re new.”

“They’re amazing.”

“Fuck,” she moaned. “I like you, Caleb. You’re way better than that last guy. Oh God, and that finger feels good. You’re hitting my G-spot perfectly. Don’t stop.”

I saw a drop of fluid trickling out of her. Now, her lips looked perfectly damp. I wanted to keep fingering her and vibrating her clit.

I fingered her faster. I felt her pussy contracting around my finger. She moaned a sweet sound. “Yes!” she said. “If only Tony felt this good.” She reached down and grabbed my wrist, stopping me. She pulled me away and I stumbled back, blushing all over.

“I’m soaking,” she laughed. “Don’t get so carried away, Caleb.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” I said.

“Ew! Don’t call me ma’am. Talk about a boner killer!”

“I’m sorry,” I said, flushing.

“Thanks for getting me wet,” she said.

As she left the room, Tony came in. He grunted as he made his way to the massage table. He grunted loudly as he flopped onto it, on his back, flaccid penis out in the open. “Make it hard, honey,” he said with a deep voice.

I stood there, horrified at what I knew I was about to do. I knew that I didn’t have much time to think about it. My options were simple: get him hard and keep that job and all its perks, or refuse and go look for a new job elsewhere. Seeing as I had nowhere to go, the choice seemed easy.

So I squished some lubricant into my hand and got to work, biting down hard on my tongue so I wouldn’t cringe in front of him.

It turns out that it’s true: the big male players in the adult film industry all prefer men. They struggled to get aroused with their insanely beautiful female costars. It didn’t matter how stunning, how stacked, how curvy the girls were—most of the men just wanted to be touched by another man.

And I have to admit that it felt awfully strange to be arousing men so that they could make it with some of the most insanely beautiful women in the world. But it was definitely awkward.

Tony stared right into my eyes the whole time I massaged blood flow into his thick, veiny penis. “You like that, honey?” he kept asking with his deep, growling voice.

And I had to pretend like I liked it. I had to put on a smile. I had to say awkward things like, “It’s so big,” and, “You have such a nice cock.”

“Want to suck it, honey?” he asked.

“Maybe after,” I said to him—and I found myself saying it to lots of guys that first week, teasing them. They knew that it was just my job. Sure, some of them were hopeful that I was actually gay and would put out later—but none of them got angry when I politely turned them down. “I’m sorry, I’m actually straight,” I would have to say to them.

“You had me fooled,” one man said to me with a chuckle. “Want to fuck anyway?”

“No thanks,” I said politely.

On my third day at that new house, something truly horrifying happened. “Fluffer!” the director yelled near the end of the scene. They needed me to get the actor close to orgasm so he could ejaculate on the beautiful blonde’s face. So I ran in. I dropped to my knees and did my job, gripping him and stroking him while everyone watched and waited patiently. It was business as usual for me—and I was getting used to it… but I made a mistake; I gripped him a bit too tight and stroked a bit too fast.

Well, it was more his fault than mine; he didn’t warn me or try to stop me.

He bellowed out and then suddenly ejaculated onto my face. I was slow to turn my face away, releasing his shaft—but he was in the mood, horny, enjoying the moment. The director screamed. There was a collective sigh from the crew. The cumshot of the scene was ruined—on my face instead of the face of the beautiful blonde actress waiting on the bed.

I finally scrambled away, but that gigantic porn-sized load was already dripping down every inch of my visage.

“I couldn’t help myself,” the porn star chuckled.

The director was furious—at the star and at me. “You just ruined a ten-thousand dollar scene!” he barked. “Now we have to fake it. Goddamn it, someone get the prosthetic and the cum-blaster.”

They retrieved a silicone cock that looked more or less real, and they ran a tube through it, attached to a machine that shot out a cum-like substance. They had to film the ending with an extreme-closeup of the fake penis tip shooting fake cum on the girl’s face. But the director wasn’t happy when he watched the footage back at the playback table. “We can’t use this! This is trash!”

I felt so guilty, like I’d done something wrong—but how was I supposed to know the man was about to cum? I was the one who should have been angry! I had jizz on my face! It was on my lips. I could taste it.

Worse, they now had me jerking the actor off to get him close again. I sat there for thirty minutes jerking him—and doing more than that. “Finger my ass,” he said to me. “It will help.” I put on a rubber glove and fingered him while I jerked him off… but he wasn’t getting close. “I just need a few more minutes,” he said.

The director asked to see my cock. I blushed all over. “Why?” I asked.

“Are you big? Can you just cum on the girl’s face for us?”

There was a ton of pressure. I caved and showed the director my shaft. He thought for a moment and then he asked if I would go and shave to look the part. I didn’t want to do it; I wasn’t a porn star and never wanted to be in porn… but there was a whole crew standing there, staring at their watches, dying to be done for the day.

The pressure got to me. They sent the female fluffer into my office after I was finished shaving. She dropped to her knees and got straight to work, making me gasp. “Oh wow,” she said. “You got hard real fast!” She’d hardly touched me and I was already rock-hard.

I was red all over. I didn’t want to tell her that I was a virgin, and she was the first girl who had ever touched my cock in an intimate way.

A part of me was upset that I was losing my first intimate moments in such a commercial setting. They rushed me out onto the set, put me in place, got the cameras in. The actor who was supposed to be ejaculating on that girl’s face was standing against the wall, arms crossed, grumbling because they docked a thousand dollars off of his pay for the blunder.

I felt so awkward with all eyes on me. The fluffer girl came in and started jerking me off again. She even used her mouth, sucking my shaft, making me tremble all over. The porn star blonde sat in front of me, ready for the moment we were all waiting for. My heart was pounding. She batted her big, thick eyelashes and smiled.

“I can feel it coming,” said the fluffer girl. I’m not sure how she knew, but it was true: I was getting close.

The blonde porn star quickly grabbed my cock from the fluffer. The fluffer darted off the set. “Action!” screamed the director. The cameras moved in. The porn star jerked me sensually. “I want your fat load on my fucking face,” she said in an amazingly sensual voice.

I groaned. I started to erupt. The porn star gasped, taking the first shot to the nose, the second to the chin, and the third to the lips. Then she leaned in and plunged my ejaculating cock into her mouth and sucked the rest out of me. She opened her mouth to show me the pool of white on her tongue.

My heart was racing.

They quickly shuffled me out and got the male co-star back in to finish out the scene. He pushed his cock into the porn star’s mouth, coating his shaft in my cum. Then, he did something gross: stroking himself with his hand and then licking my cum off of his fingers. The director growled, not impressed with the move.

After he called cut, he pulled me and the male porn star aside and chewed into us. “If you want to have your little relationship, keep it off the set!” he said.

“We’re not in a relationship,” I blushed.

“Whatever you want to call it. Keep it professional or I’ll have you both fired!”

“Yes, sir,” said the porn star. I wanted to ensure that this humiliation would never happen again, so I approached the female fluffer. I asked to talk with her in my office. She came in with a smile on her innocent little rosy face. “What is it, Caleb?”

“You knew when I was going to, uh, cum,” I said. “How could you tell?”

She giggled. “You really are new, huh?”

I blushed and bit my lip.

“I’ll show you. It’s actually easy. Okay, take off your pants.”

I was hesitant, but I wanted to learn. I took my pants off. She squirted some lube into the palm of her hand and dropped to her knees. She got straight to work. I gasped. “You—You don’t have to do this.”

“How can I show you if I don’t?” she asked.

She knew tricks. She twisted her hand in ways that felt so, so good. She would pull from the base to the tip with hard pressure, clenching with a sort of throbbing pattern, and then she would mash my tip with her fingertips, rolling side to side. I did not last more than a minute before I felt the climax approaching.

“Okay,” giggled the fluffer. “So put your hand right on your tip. Grip it tight. Feel that? It is twitching—not throbbing. When you feel this twitching, you have to stop right away.”

I focussed hard, trying to feel what she was feeling. It was twitching, jerking itself gently, but not to the rhythm of my heartbeat. “I feel it,” I said.

“Want me to finish you off while I’m here? I don’t mind,” she giggled.

“No,” I said, stepping back. “That’s okay. You don’t have to do that.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “It’s, like, two more strokes. Makes no difference to me.”

“I’m okay. Thank you for your help.” I quickly pulled up my pants and she just stared at me strangely.

“Whatever,” she said. “See you tomorrow.” She giggled and skipped off. For her, this really was just a job; she had it worked down to a science. She treated my cock the way a plumber looks at a pipe; it was just work. And I was trying to get into that same mindset. It wasn’t so easy, especially when it came to getting the female stars aroused.
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Ilost my virginity on the first day of my second week on the job. The director wanted the actress wet and warmed up. I’d learned that ‘warmed up’ meant stretched to accommodate the very large male stars that acted in those high-budget porn shoots. I had tools for the job: different sized dildos and lubricants and vibrators; it had always been enough for the previous scenes. Normally, girls would sit there and read magazines or check gossip news on their phones while I got them warmed up.

But one girl, a famous porn star named Billie-Sue, didn’t want me touching her with a dildo. “I’m allergic to latex,” she said. “Silicone, latex—it will make my pussy red and swollen.”

“So, should I just use my fingers?” I asked.

“I hate being fingered,” she said. “Just fuck me. But don’t cum in me. I’m pretty sure I’m ovulating. Alright?”

I stood there, stunned, terrified. She was beautiful—don’t get me wrong. She was way, way, way out of my league. “W—What?” I said.

“Just fuck me,” she said.

She truly was stunning, with long brown hair and perky natural breasts, which were now out because her robe was open. Did I want to fuck her? Of course… but I was a virgin, and I was really hoping that my first time would be with someone special. I’d held onto my virginity for so long… I couldn’t just lose it to someone who was basically a stranger, who was going to turn around and take it from another man a few minutes later.

But she wasn’t giving me many options. She was already bent over that massage table. “Fuck me, fluffer,” she said. “I’m on a tight schedule.”

“I think I have a latex and silicone-free dildo somewhere here.”

“I hate dildos. They’re cold and dry; it’s like fucking a corpse. Just fuck me. Your cock works, doesn’t it?”

“I—I don’t know if I’m allowed to do that,” I said, my voice cracking.

“Says who?” she asked. “I’m asking you. You’re starting to make me feel self-conscious. I don’t have diseases, fluffer. Just fuck me already.”

She pulled up her robe, exposing her perfect pink pussy. She wriggled her bum in the air, presenting herself, luring me in.

I caved. I gave her what she wanted. I was already erect, which she noticed. She gasped when I penetrated her. “Wow! I wish my fucking co-stars would get this hard.”

I began to thrust into her tight body. She pulled out her phone and began surfing gossip news. I thrusted slowly, trembling all over. I was losing my virginity in the most cold, sterile way possible… but at least it was with a knockout babe.

She checked the time. “We still have a few minutes. C’mon, fluffer. Stretch me. Go deeper than that.”

I pushed in deeper. I felt her getting wetter, warmer. She wasn’t moaning or anything; she was completely silent, just scrolling through her phone.

“Does this feel okay?” I asked.

“It feels fine,” she said casually, without looking away from her news story. “I can’t believe they’re bringing Brandy back for another season. It’s going to be a shit show.” She was reading about some reality show. “Mind going a bit harder? I need to be wet in, like, thirty seconds.”

I tried fucking her harder, but now I was afraid that I was going to cum. I bit down on my tongue and tried to think of non-erotic thoughts. I thought about bills that I owed. I thought about my parents, and if I would ever be able to see them again. I thought about my grandmother, who called me twice a week and thought that I worked as a TV repairman.

But those thoughts weren’t enough. I felt the orgasm coming and I knew holding back was hopeless. I quickly pulled out and turned away, ejaculating all over the floor of my office, which was also my home (I’d been sleeping on the bed every night since arriving at that house).

She looked back and gasped. “Did I just make you cum!?” she said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

“Oh my God!” she gasped. “That’s, like, so cute! Do you actually think that I’m pretty, fluffer?”

“Um…” I said. “I mean, yeah… you’re really hot.” I felt my skin turning red.

“I just assumed you were gay like every other guy here,” she laughed. “Aw; that’s so sweet. I honestly can’t remember the last time I made a guy cum. The gay fluffer boys always have to do it for me.” She planted a kiss on my cheek. “Thanks, boo. You successfully made me horny.” She walked out of my office with a confident strut, leaving me swirling.

I was no longer a virgin. A little bit more of my innocence had been stripped away from me.

I didn’t like what this job was doing to me. It was taking something beautiful—sex—and turning it into some cold, factory, sterile business. With each passing day, I was becoming more and more desensitized.

I hated the person that I was becoming. Men would walk into my office, and I would instantly squirt lube into my hand and I would get straight to jerking them off. I would rub their bodies with oil. I would even shave their balls and pubic hair for them.

Some stars needed me to jerk them to completion, so that they would last long in their scenes (usually gay porn scenes). I would milk them and then clean up the mess while they went out to fuck other dudes in the ass.

I felt so dirty, so worthless. I was being paid to perform sex acts, mostly on men—so I was basically a prostitute. I felt so much shame, every time I would have to walk over to the sink and wash cum off of my hands.

The money was good, but this wasn’t a life.

I was living in that house, with no vehicle to take me away, even for a break. They had me working seven days a week. We were all being paid under the table, so the producers didn’t have to follow any labour laws. When I approached the old man who hired me and asked him when I would get time off, he told me, “I can have your position filled by the end of the day by someone who doesn’t mind working every day. It’s not like we have you working crazy hours, Caleb. Some days you only work for two or three hours.”

It was true; the hours were easy. Some days I was done working before noon.

But I had no life outside of that job. Most of the crew members had cars, and homes they would go to when shooting was finished. But me—I was just stuck in that house. There weren’t even busses that went that far out into the country. Sure, I tried to get away, taking long walks down the rural roads… but can you really call that a life outside of work?

I had no friends in that house. Nobody talked unless they were talking about work. A few of the girls talked about gossip news and some of the men talked about nights out at gay clubs… but I couldn’t relate to either group.

There was an aura of shame that lingered in the place. Camera guys, lighting guys, producers, PAs, directors, sound techs… none of them talked. Some didn’t even take off their sunglasses. They all used fake names, even with one another. When a scene was finished, that shame aura was particularly strong and overpowering. People would just clean up their stations without saying a word.

A person needs social interaction in their life… and a person needs to have exposure to prospects of the opposite sex. In that house, my only ‘prospects’ were porn stars and the other fluffer.

Candy was the fluffer’s name, though it wasn’t her real name. I never knew her real name. Everyone knew me as Caleb, but probably assumed that was a fake name too.

Candy was cute. And I’ll admit that I related to her more than anyone else, because we had the same job, she was about my age, and from time to time, we would chat. She was spunky, often wearing her hair in pigtails. She would wear denim overalls, or sometimes pyjama onesies that a young kid might wear. But sometimes, with the straight male stars, she would change into super skimpy lingerie to try to get them aroused. She would giggle constantly, even when she was jerking men off.

She’d been doing the job for a long time. She had no boundaries. So it was hard to consider her as a potential girlfriend when I would occasionally look over and see her bent over for a massive, muscular man who was using her tight pussy to get himself aroused for a scene. To her, it was just business, but to me, it just made her seem… like a whore. I suppose I couldn’t really judge, as I would occasionally have to arouse the female stars in similar ways.

Still, Candy seemed to like me. She liked that our live were relatable, so she tried to create a relationship the only way she knew how to: with sex. She came into my room after hours one evening, wearing the tight lingerie that one of the porn stars wore earlier that day. It looked good on her—I won’t lie. She had her hair in pigtails, and she was giggling. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought we could fuck… for fun!” she said. And then she jumped into my arms. Her energy was high—too high for me. She kissed me and then pulled away to giggle. “Do you like me, Caleb?”

“Um, sure,” I said.

It didn’t help that she smelled a bit like cologne, probably rubbed onto her from one of the male porn stars. She leaned in to kiss me again.

“I like you,” she said with beaming eyes. “We should get to know each other. Want me to suck your cock?”

I was frozen, shocked, not sure what to say to her. She got right down to business, pulling out my shaft and sucking it. She moaned. “You get hard so fast,” she giggled. “That’s such a nice change from the actors.” She sucked me and pumped me, using all of those tips and tricks that she’d showed to me over the weeks I’d been living and working in that porn factory house. It felt good, but it also felt so… professional.

“I don’t know if we should be doing this,” I said.

“Why not?”

Somehow, being physically intimate seemed less intimate than just sitting around and chatting. I guess that’s what working in a porn factory does to a person. “Would you rather just get right to fucking? Fine by me!” she shimmied her panties down and jumped into my arms again. She wriggled her bum down, standing my cock up with her fist until my tip was pushing into her lubricated cunt. She held on tight to my shoulders and bounced herself off of my lap, giggling wildly. I held her firmly so she wouldn’t fall. I caved and enjoyed the sex… but it was far from intimate.

I came inside of her and she had one or two orgasms—possibly fake. Then, she giggled and cleaned herself up. She asked if I wanted to hang out, and I agreed, so we went up to the big entertainment room, which wasn’t being used. We sat together for the next hour, but we had nothing to say.

And that was just the way it was in that house; nobody ever had anything to say. Personal lives remained private. The only thing anyone knew in that house was sex.
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It was a Friday evening when there was a knock at my door. I wasn’t expecting anyone and work was finished for the day. We shot six different scenes earlier in the day, and I was tired and ready to rest. My wrist was sore from one particular man who was struggling to get into the mood; I must have jerked him off for two hours before he was ready for the creampie scene…

Now, standing at my door was a freckled young blonde with beaming eyes. She stood there with a nervous look on her face, saying nothing as I stood and waited for her to say something.

I didn’t recognize her, but I could tell that she was an actress; she was wearing one of the white robes that all of the girl performers wore around the house. “Can I help you with something?”

“Are you the guy fluffer?” she asked. “I mean—the guy who does fluffing? They sent me to the girl fluffer, but, uh, that’s not really so much my thing.”

“You need a fluffer?” I asked curiously.

“We’re filming a test scene upstairs,” she said. “I mean—I think that’s what they called it: a test scene. I don’t know. I’m new here. And, uh… they told me to see the fluffer. Is that you?”

“They need you wet for the test scene?” I asked, letting out a sigh. I thought that I was done for the day—but sometimes this happened. They were often shooting ‘test scenes’ upstairs. Sometimes that was just the producers convincing young women to sleep with them, and sometimes they really were testing girls out to see if they were worthy of being in an actual scene.

“Um,” she said, lingering in the doorway. “I guess just hard.”

“Hard?” I said. “Okay. I have a few different tricks for that. Some girls prefer I use my hands, others prefer the nipple stimulators. They can be a bit intense though. I’ll show you what they look like.”

“Not my nipples,” she said, blushing.

“Oh,” I said. “They want that swollen pussy look? They’ve been asking for that a lot lately. Alright; I have a thing for that. It pinches a bit, but it usually works just fine.”

“No,” she said. “My, uh, penis. I’m… trans.”

“Oh.” I froze.

She opened up her robe for a second to show me her long flaccid penis, and my heart skipped a beat. I’d seen a lot over the past three months. I’d seen four penises crammed into a single hole. I’d seen illegal things with animals. I’d seen men in their nineties with girls who weren’t old enough to drink in most provinces. I’d filmed scat scenes, pissing scenes, fisting scenes, and even pregnant milking scenes. I watched a ninety-year-old man suck milk from a nursing porn star’s breasts… But strangely, I’d never seen a beautiful, convincing young woman with a penis.

“It, uh, works like normal?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “I normally don’t have a problem getting it up, but, uh… I guess it’s just stage fright. This is my first time. I’ve never done anything like this before. They want me to be with a woman, and… well, I’m not that attracted to women usually—nothing against the girl upstairs; she’s lovely. It’s just… not my thing.”

“No worries,” I said before clearing my throat. “That’s why I’m employed here.” I put on an awkward smile. “Just relax on the couch and I’ll get everything working for you.”

“Thanks,” she said. She put down her little purse. She walked over to the couch and shed her white robe, revealing her curvy figure, squished into an amazing pink bodysuit. There was a hole made in the bodysuit for her cock, so now, her flaccid penis was hanging out in the open. She covered it with her hands, reddening all over as she waited while I fetched the lubricant.

“I’m so sorry,” she said softly. “Were you sleeping?”

“No,” I said. “I wasn’t doing anything. Any allergies?”

“Not that I know of,” I said.

“Some girls are sensitive to the spermicidal stuff.” I walked over and took my position on my knees, between her legs. I had to push her thighs open and gently move her hands away from her cock. She looked away, reddening even more, “Oh God,” she whispered. “This is so embarrassing.”

“Don’t sweat it. It’s my job.” I looked at her shaft. My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t believe such a thing was attached to such a woman. It threw a wrench into my brain. My mind refused to compute what I was seeing. I cleared my throat again, reminding myself it was just a job.

I squished some lube into the palm of my hand and rubbed my hands together to warm it up. I gently took her flaccid member and began to massage. I could feel that she was tense all over; part of my job was getting the talent to relax. “Just take a deep breath,” I smiled. “You’re going to do just fine.”

Her bodysuit was so pink that it threw a pink glow into her hair, making her hair appear pink. She cautiously opened her legs wider and closed her eyes. She bit her lip. “I’ve never really been with a stranger like this before.”

“It’s weird at first, but you get used to it,” I said.

“I just really need the money, and—oh wow, you’re, uh, good at that.” She took a deep breath in as I began to use one of the techniques Candy showed me, twisting and pulling at the same time, stretching her shaft towards me, pulling her foreskin tight towards the centre of my chest.

I smiled. My head was still spinning. When I looked down, I could see a thick, hardening cock, which belonged to a man. But tilting my gaze up, there was a beautiful blonde woman.

“So they have you doing a scene with a girl?” I asked.

She nodded her head, pressing her lips thin. “Yeah. I’ve never really been with a girl before,” she said. “I mean—I’m a lesbian, I guess. Transbian, I think some people call it. Oh my God, that feels… okay. Wow. You’re, uh, good at this.”

She was getting hard… and big. Her cock appeared to be a normal size when it was flaccid, but now it was growing, stretching, reaching a length that I just did not anticipate. She was just as big as the male porn stars, but her body weighed half. She was slender, with curves, but she couldn’t have weighed more than 110 pounds.

I jerked her fasted, twisting and pulling: all of the tricks in the book. Now, she was throbbing: rock hard.

“I think you’re ready,” I said, letting go of her.

She remained still, grasping the couch with both hands, eyes wide, panting slightly.

“T—That’s it?” she asked.

“Is that all you need?” I asked. “Did they want you oiled up or anything?”

“Uh—I… um… I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“I’ll come upstairs with you and bring a kit,” I said.

She sat there, stunned, apparently struggling to come to terms with what had just happened. She looked down at her cock and stuttered before saying, “It’s so hard.”

“If it gets soft, I can get it back up before you shoot,” I said, rinsing my hands at the sink. I grabbed my little pouch that contained various lubricants, a vibrator, a dildo, portable nipple vibrators, and sanitary supplies like wipes and creams. I accompanied the nervous trans girl up the winding staircase, down the hall, to the large room where they were getting ready to film that trans-on-girl scene.

I was struck by the sheer amount of pink in the room. The walls were a soft shade of bubblegum, the curtains were a darker shade of fuchsia, and the bed was a riot of hot pink sheets and pillows.

The room was lit with a soft, warm glow, the kind of light that makes everything look more beautiful and inviting. And in the centre of it all was the bed, a veritable throne of desire, adorned with satin sheets and plush pillows.

The crew was small, but focused. There was the director, a wiry man with a keen eye and a quick wit. There was the camera operator, a woman with long, dark hair and an artist's touch.

The makeup girl took the trans chick aside and fixed up her blush. It was a minute later when I was asked to get her rock-hard again. It didn’t take long: a few pumped and a gentle tip-massage.

Then, I stood with the rest of the crew while the filming started.

The trans girl was nervous. “Try to relax, Harper,” said the director.

Harper, with her big erect cock, took a deep breath and tried to stop herself from trembling. They had her paired with an absolute knockout: a black-haired asian girl with enormous breasts and a fat butt. The scene cut the fat, going straight into a blowjob. The asian girl sucked the trans girl’s large penis with her hands and knees planted firmly on the bed.

“Moan a little bit, Harper,” the director said. “Remember: you’re enjoying this.”

Next, they made Harper suck the asian girl’s nipples while the asian girl fingered herself. It was a typical lesbian scene—but that large, erect penis made it hard to look away from. It was so… fascinating. I simply could not wrap my head around how that was possible.

They had to pause filming so that I could rush in and get Harper hard again. I jerked her for about thirty seconds, and then I zipped out so they could keep the scene going. Harper kept apologizing. She was dark red and starting to sweat. Her hands were trembling. This was her introduction to pornography. This was the beginning of the stripping of her innocence; I was already more than three months into the destruction of my innocence.

The asian girl got onto her hands and knees. Harper was behind her. The asian girl reached back with both hands and pulled her pussy open, making it gape. Harper just sat there, frozen. Then, the director shouted at her to fuck the porn star.

After a tense moment, Harper did it: she pressed her thick penis into the asian girl’s tight cunt. Harper closed her eyes. For a moment, she looked so ashamed, so devastated. It wasn’t a sexy look, but the crew didn’t seem to notice or care; they still moved in for their naughty closeups.

“Fuck her lights out!” the director shouted.

And now I felt wrong as I watched. The look on Harper’s face made the whole scene feel tense and wrong.

Harper even shed a single tear at one point while she was ramming the Asian’s girl’s tight pussy.

The director had her switch holes, anally penetrating the asian girl. The asian girl cried out loud as Harper used every last inch.

The fucking went on for thirty minutes. Harper was struggling to cum, but the director was happy to use the time to film from various angles, getting many closeups—especially of that thick cock sliding in and out. This particular film was about that trans penis, which was impressive to everyone in the room.

“Fluffer!” the director yelled when he was finally ready for the cumshot. I rushed in and did my job, jerking her off. Her cock was coated with a thick, clear fluid: real discharge from the female actress. I’d come to know the fluids of women over the past month, and that particular fluid only existed when a woman was genuinely aroused. I looked over at the asian girl and saw that she was blushing. I think those orgasms—at least a few of them—were very real. Real orgasms were rare on porn shoots…

I twisted and jerked and massaged her tip until I felt that twitching. “Good luck,” I smiled, but she struggled to return the smile. She crammed her cock back into the asian girl and pumped a few times before pulling out for the messy cumshot: a pearl-necklace style ending, with cum all over her neck and chest and breasts.

Pleased, the director called cut and told everyone to head off and enjoy the rest of the evening. I skirted off, feeling awkward in that room. Sure, I normally felt a little bit awkward at the end of a shoot, like everyone in the room, but that tension was different. This was Harper’s first porn shoot, and it didn’t seem like something she wanted to be doing. She was so red with shame, so flushed with humiliation. I felt bad for her as she appeared to be holding back tears. I didn’t want to be around to see anymore.

I went to my room and cleaned my hands at the sink. The smell of Harper’s perfume was still on me: a unique scent that was actually quite pleasant. I towelled off my hands and turned towards my TV. I was going to turn in for the night, and then there was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” I called out.

Harped stepped in slowly. Her eyes were red. She sniffled and then caught her breath. “I, uh, think I left my bag in here,” she said softly. She looked around and then spied it next to the couch. “I’m sorry to bother you.”

“It’s no bother,” I said, watching her carefully. “Are you, uh, okay?”

She nodded her head and snatched up her purse. “Thanks for your help today.”

“No problem,” I said. I watched her sniffling as she went to the door.

“You sure you’re okay?”

She nodded her head, and then she was gone. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to see her again. I’d seen many girls perform their first and last porn scenes in the same day; the business definitely wasn’t for everyone. Clearly, it wasn’t for Harper. I knew that shame that was on her face all too well. Now, she would probably live with that shame for a long, long time before she finally forgot about it.

But it turned out that Harper and I had more in common than I realized. I went out an hour later, to get some fresh air, and I saw her standing there, at the end of the driveway, pacing back and forth, still sniffling.

I watched her for a minute before approaching her. She turned to me and then wiped her eyes. She quickly turned away.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“My, uh, ride isn’t showing up,” she said.

“Oh,” I said. “Are you able to call them?”

“I tried.”

“You could call a cab,” I said.

She smiled sadly. “I, uh, can’t afford that. I think I’m just stuck waiting until I can get my friend on the phone.”

“You’re welcome to wait inside,” I said.

“I don’t know if I want to be in there right now,” she said, sniffling again.

I nodded my head slowly. “First time on set, huh?”

She nodded her head. “First time for a lot of things,” she said softly.

I paused for a moment before realizing that she was talking about her virginity. “That was your… first time?” I asked.

She nodded her head slowly. “I needed the money,” she said. “And now they’re not even going to pay me.”

“What? Why not?”

“They said they don’t pay for test shoots. They told me that I would have to sign on for a real shoot, and then I can start getting paid.” She wiped her eyes. “But I can’t do that again. That was so… humiliating.”

“You did good. I don’t think you have anything to be embarrassed about.”

“That’s kind of you to say, but that was hell,” she said. “I’m not a porn star. I don’t know what I was thinking. They told me they would pay me. They even picked me up and drove me out here.” She wiped her eyes again. “Oh God, what was I thinking?”

A cold wind picked up. I couldn’t believe that she was enduring the cold in her tiny outfit. She didn’t even have a coat on, and she had no idea how long she was going to be waiting. “Come wait inside,” I said. “You can take a shower and rest for a bit while you wait for your ride.”

She stared at me, clearly considering the offer. She hesitated for a moment, pressing her lips thin. Then, she took a deep breath. “I just… don’t know if I can go back in there.”

“It’s up to you,” I said.

She caved. After a minute of pondering, she decided to follow me back to the house. She kept her head down. Her cheeks were red. She went straight into my bathroom and closed the door, getting straight into the shower, probably desperate to clean the pussy discharge off of her cock—and all of the girly sweat that got on her when she was fucking the asian porn star.

I just sat in my room, listening to the sound of running water as I tried to focus on my TV. She took a long shower. She must have been standing under that water for forty minutes. It didn’t bother me; I wasn’t paying for the electric bill.

I had just finished making some tea when Harper emerged from the shower, wrapped in a towel. She looked different somehow, more vulnerable and raw than I had ever seen her before.

"Thanks for letting me use your shower," she said, her voice soft and hoarse.

"Of course," I replied, my heart pounding in my chest. I hadn’t forgotten what I’d seen between those legs. I knew that she’d been born a man… but it was hard to believe it as I stared at her now. Her face looked so amazingly feminine… But there were no surgery scars, no signs of modification.

We sat in silence for a moment, sipping our tea and lost in our own thoughts. But then, Harper spoke up.

"I'm sorry about earlier," she said, her voice catching in her throat. "I just...I didn't expect it to be like that. It was my first shoot, and I don't think I want to do it again."

I could see the pain and embarrassment in her eyes, and it broke my heart. “I felt the same way after my first day. But, like you, I just needed the cash.”

“It’s different,” she said softly. “Being in front of the camera. I mean—I’m not saying it’s not bad being in your position. But whether I like it or not, that movie is going to be online forever. I’ll always be wondering if my family has seen it—because they’ll never tell me.”

“They made me go in front of the camera once,” I said, and then I told her the story of the actor unloading on my face without warning.

“Oh my God,” she said. “Okay… that sounds bad.”

“But it’s not always bad,” I said. “You get used to the shameful stuff. Everyone here knows that it’s just for money.”

“And for you, the only people who know you’re doing this are the people here. When the film goes live online, I have to deal with the whole world. I’m sorry… I’m not trying to play the victim. I guess I just didn’t think any of this through—and now I’m stuck here. I assumed they were going to drive me home when they told me they would pick me up. It’s almost like they don’t want me to leave.”

"Why don't you stay the night?" I said, my voice low and gentle. "You can wait for your ride, and we can talk more if you want."

Harper looked at me, her eyes shining with gratitude. I couldn't help but feel my heart skip a beat. She was still wrapped in a towel, but something about the way she moved, the way she carried herself, made my heart race.

I gave her my bed. “They come in and change the sheets every day, just like a hotel.”

“Do you live here?” she asked me.

“Kind of,” I said. “I mean—I haven’t gone home in a month and nobody has said anything. I’ve stopped paying for my place in town. So… yeah, I guess I just live here.”

“And they feed you and everything?”

I nodded my head. “They’ll feed you too. In the morning, we can just go to the kitchen and grab a meal. They have a twenty-four-seven caterer working here. Midnight snacks—whatever you want.”

Her eyes glowed for a moment. That’s when I noticed that her lips appeared to be dry. Her skin seemed tight to her bones, showing years of questionable nutrition. I wondered if she was homeless; there was no question that she was living in poverty, pushed into this gig by extreme desperation.

“Where do you live?” I asked her.

“Downtown,” she said.

“Where downtown… if you don’t mind my asking.”

She stared at me blankly for a long moment before saying, “In an apartment.” But I could just tell that it wasn’t quite true. Maybe there was some truth to it; maybe she lived at an apartment, sleeping in the alley, in the cover of a garage door awning. Her clothes were tattered, used before she even owned them.

“Stay the night and then I can help you figure out a ride into town tomorrow,” I said. “I’ve been meaning to get to town myself. Maybe I can share a ride with you.”

She smiled. After that, I gave her some space, making myself a bed on the couch in the room and turning away from her as I tried to get some sleep. But sleeping was hard with the sound of her sniffling, holding back tears, struggling with the reality of what she’d done.
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It was a light day of shooting, as Saturdays usually were. The directors and producers didn’t want to spend their weekends on set, so weekends always felt like ‘bare minimum’ days.

Harper stayed in my room while I filmed my two morning scenes. I had to fluff two men, who I’d fluffed many times before—one for a gay scene and one for a straight gangbang scene. It was 11:00 AM when I was finished and found Harper in my room, wearing the same clothes she’d been wearing the day before. I had a feeling that she didn’t own much else, so I had the idea of scoring her an outfit that was newer and cleaner than anything she had.

“There’s a huge room down the hall with tons of outfits,” I said. “I’m pretty sure most of the clothes are retires. I, uh, know it’s weird to take stuff from porn shoots… but I swear half of that stuff has never been touched. I doubt they would notice it missing.”

She was hesitant, but not resistant. She went with me to that huge wardrobe room and looked through the outfits with me. Sure, it was all sexy, but it wasn’t necessarily all whorish. There were some short dresses in the mix that could pass as cute summer attire, and short skirts that just covered the whole bum. “Take a few things,” I said. “They really won’t notice any of this stuff missing.”

She smiled and thanked me.

“Don’t thank me,” I laughed. “I’m just a mooch here. I didn’t buy any of this stuff.”

But I knew that they wouldn’t care. The producers who ran that house had money. All day, expensive luxury cars would pull up and drive off. Producers would walk in wearing fur coats worth more than every dollar I’d made in my life. I once saw a director accidentally break a pair of sunglasses, and he hardly flinched. He gave a PA his credit card and ordered him to go buy him another pair; I saw the receipt: $8,500.

They would end their days with bottles of champagne worth $1,000. They would drink half the bottle and then leave the rest on the counter, forgotten, the way a little kid might forget his half-finished juice box.

“This is nothing to them,” I said, eyeing the tag that was still on one piece of lingerie. It was an $80 piece—pennies to these ultra-rich porn moguls.

Harper picked out a small blue dress and slipped into it. It looked adorable on her petite body, and the slightly-flared short skirt impressively hid the bulge that got her that test shoot. She stood in front of the mirror, blushing at the sight of herself. I watched her closely, watching her eyes as she scanned her own body. I could tell it had been a long time since she’d seen herself like that.

“They have makeup too,” I said. “If you want to snag some. More than you could believe.” I’d seen the makeup room a few times before; it was like a whole makeup store, packed to the brim with supplies. I took her there next.

Harper blushed when she sauntered into the room.

“Take whatever you need. It’s the least they can do if they’re not paying you,” I said.

She took a few things: eyeliner, an eyeshadow pallet, and a tube of concealer. She was modest, not fully comfortable ‘stealing’, even though she really was owed after what she’d done. They called it a test shoot, but they were still going to publish that film…

I walked her out to the end of that long driveway so she could catch her ride. “Thank you for being so nice to me, Caleb,” she said softly.

“Don’t mention it.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. I was sad that she was leaving, sad that I would probably never see her again. My original plan was to go downtown with her, but as we were leaving, one of the producers spotted me. “We’re filming in an hour. Be available,” he had said to me. So my plans of leaving were squashed.

“I guess this is goodbye,” I said.

“I guess so.”

I wanted to ask her for her information, but I had a feeling she didn’t want to be at all tied to anything to do with that porn experience.

We kept standing there. She kept checking her phone. Suddenly, something seemed off… and it was only a few minutes before she got a message. “What the hell?” she whispered.

“What’s wrong?”

“My friend said she can’t make it,” she groaned. She threw her head back. “She said she was stopped and her car was impounded! Oh God, what are the chances?”

So while she tried to arrange another ride, she returned to my room. I had to work, and I must admit that it was a bit embarrassing working while Harper sat in the corner, trying to find a friend who could pick her up, far out in the country. I looked up and saw her looking at me as I jerked a man’s long, thick cock. I blushed and looked away, and then the actor asked me to call him Daddy. It was hard to produce those words with Harper watching, but I didn’t want to be rude and kick Harper out.

It got even weirder later in the day when they sent a woman to my room: the same actress that claimed to be allergic to latex: the woman who took my virginity. She wanted me to get her warmed up using my cock, so I did it with Harper in the corner, blushing and pretending not to care or notice.

Then, around 4:00 PM, the old man who hired me walked in and saw Harper there. “Weren’t you in a test shoot yesterday?” he said to her.

She nodded her head slowly. “I haven’t been able to find a ride home,” she said softly.

“I’m sure you guys can get her back to town, right?” I said to the old man.

He just stared at me. “We don’t have a chauffeur on staff,” he said bluntly. “And all of the PAs have already left for the day. I’d love to help you out… but—no offence: you aren’t an employee here.”

She turned white and pressed her lips thin. “I’ll find someone to get me tonight. I promise,” she said.

Then, the old man eyed her blue dress. For a moment, it almost seemed like he could tell that she’d nabbed it from the closet. Now, Harper was turning red. “You’re a tranny, right?” the old man said to her.

“I’m trans,” she replied softly.

“Right,” he said. “The test scene was pretty good. I saw it. You know, we had a girl cancel on us tomorrow. We have an open slot. Maybe we can shoot a scene with you. Since you’re already here, it could be a good way to make a few bucks.”

Harper froze. Her eyes glazed over as she considered the offer being presented to her. And it really did seem like she was considering it, after the trauma that she went through the day before.

“A thousand dollars. Shooting will take about an hour,” the old man said. “We’ll get you with Kevin. He’s a vet with the weird content.”

“Weird content?” Harper asked shyly.

The old man motioned towards Harper’s crotch, insinuating that her cock was ‘weird’. Harper just blushed, humiliated. “Think about it,” he said. “Let me know in the next hour. If you want to do it, I can get a room set up for you for the night. Then we don’t have to worry about you being late tomorrow.”

Harper was silent. The old man left.

I looked at Harper and saw that she was now lost, dazed, apparently in a mental struggle. “Are you going to do it?” I asked her after a few silent minutes.

“I don’t know,” she said. “A thousand dollars… that’s a lot of cash.”

“I know Kevin. He’s, uh, a nice guy,” I said.

“Really?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “He’s gay. He, uh, likes me a lot.” I laughed. “I mean—if you’re going to do it, I would say that he’s a good guy to start with…” I felt so awkward discussing it with her. I could tell that it was ravaging her soul.
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The next day, I stood by and watched as Kevin fucked Harper in the ass. She screamed, shedding a tear, as he used every inch of his ten-inch shaft to plunge deep into her body. They had me slip in a few times, to fluff both Harper and Kevin. “Are you okay?” I whispered to Harper during one of those short intermissions.

She wiped a tear from her eye. “It just hurts,” she said. “He’s… really big.”

“You’re almost done,” I said.

It was hard to watch the finale: Kevin pinning Harper to a wall and forcing himself fully into her before filling her with his thick, creamy seed. The cameras got in close for the pull-out, watching as that thick cream poured out of Harper’s red, swollen hole. As soon as the director called it a wrap, Harper was gone, to her room, to get cleaned up, and to cry.

I found her an hour later. She was pale, but she had an envelope: cash. They paid her, as promised. “Are they going to drive you home?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes, producing a weak smile. “Well, they told me if I stay, I can shoot another scene tomorrow. I mean… I figured I’m already here. I’ve already… done it twice now. What do I have to lose at this point?”

She took a step and gasped, in pain. Her bum was sore, and it was understandable. “You have to let me warm you up tomorrow,” I said. “If you don’t warm up properly, you can do some serious damage. I know it seems weird, but it’s important. I mean—it’s why I have a job.” I had to explain what ‘warm up’ meant. She told me that she didn’t know much about any of this.

“I only saw porn for the first time a couple of years ago. My parents managed to keep it away from me. I just feel… so out of place here. But the money is good.”

“The money is good,” I said. I didn’t show her, but I had a bag filled with cash. They paid me at the end of each day of shooting, and I didn’t have a bank account, so all of that cash just got stuffed into a bag. I hadn’t counted it in a while, but there was easily fifteen thousand dollars in that bag.

“I don’t spend anything as ling as I’m here,” I said. “So it’s all into savings.”

I could see Harper’s eyes flashing. She was tempted by the same temptress that kept me in that house. “I don’t think anyone here really likes the work. But the money… it’s worth staying for.”

Harper didn’t make a decision right then. She needed time to think. She went and had another shower. Then, she walked through the huge garden of that property. I saw her from my window, but I decided to leave her alone. She seemed like she needed alone time to process.

I didn’t catch up with her until later that night, around 8:00 PM, when I went to the kitchen to get some dinner. She was there doing the same thing, eating for the first time in days. “I think I’ll stay for another day,” she said.

I smiled. I was happy to have a friend there; she was the closest thing to a friend that I had in that house. I just felt like I could relate to her plight more than I could with anyone else.

At the same time, I felt bad that the lure of cash was pulling her into this soul-sucking business, taking her innocence away, the way it took mine away.

Before her shoot the next morning, I helped her to prepare. She showed up ninety minutes before her call time. She was red with humiliation as she stripped down and climbed onto my massage table. “They told me the actor is big,” she said softly.

“Who are you with today?” I asked.

“Ryan. I think that’s his name.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “He’s really big. We’ll, uh, work up to it.”

I started with a small dildo, pushing it in softly with lots of lube. I gently pumped it until I could feel her muscles relaxing. I had a small heating plate that the dildos sat on; the warmth helped to force muscles relax.

I worked my way up, from a four-inch cock to a five-inch cock, and then to a six-inch cock. She started to squirm a bit, groaning. “This is so embarrassing,” she said.

“It’s not,” I said. “It’s just business. That’s how everyone here sees it.”

She covered her face with both of her hands as I moved onto the seven-inch dildo, which was considerably thicker. I squirted more lube than I would with experienced performers. I pumped slowly and took my time, making sure she was relaxed and warming up properly.

“Ouch,” she said a few times. Her anus was still a bit red and swollen from the day before. Her cock was a bit red too from being tugged and grabbed by Kevin when the director told Kevin to perform a ‘wrap-around’. I helped to soothe her cock with a gentle oil that softened up her skin. She got hard while I was applying it.

Then, her face turned red and she apologized profusely. “It’s just… the touching.”

I laughed. “Don’t be embarrassed,” I said. “It’s my job to get stars hard.”

She really was starting to relax. I helped by giving her a massage: rubbing my hands into her back so that her tension would go away. It wasn’t something I’d done before for any other performers, but I felt bad for Harper. I didn’t mind going the extra mile to ensure that she was calm.

Her shoot went better that morning. She was able to ‘act’ out a prolonged orgasm while Ryan took her from behind. She wasn’t sore, and she was beginning to handle the humiliation of being filmed while being dominated and fucked.

I still felt awkward watching as the large man rattled her petite body. He really ravaged her, as per the director’s instruction. He pinned her to a bed and fucked her so hard that the whole bed rattled six feet across the hardwood floors. He pulled out and sprayed her pretty hair with his thick cum.

She was a mess after the shoot. She went to her room to get cleaned up, and to be alone while she wrapped her head around the abuse and humiliation. I caught up with her later, after I filled a few more scenes.

She had her own room now. They had her slated to film all week. She had become a resident of that house, just like me, just like the other thirty people who lived there—twenty of whom were performers.

Then, there was the other house on the property, about half a mile down a private road and nestled in the woods. I didn’t even know about that house until my second month at the residence: it was another film set, another home filled with performers—many of whom lived there full-time, like me. They had their own kitchen, their own swimming pool, their own walking paths. I was sent to film there one day when their resident fluffer was ill. I recognized a few of the stars: guys and girls who travelled back and forth between the homes.

I was stunned to see so many familiar faces: so many people living on that property, just like me. It was like a porn-studio commune. About a mile away, on the same plot of land, they’d started building what looked like a barn, but I found out that it was actually a large studio building, with a sound stage, where they planned to make more sets, so they could film even more.

The old man who hired me had said many times that they didn’t have chauffeurs, but that wasn’t the truth. I’d seen drivers pulling up and leaving, often. In fact, it seemed like they had half a dozen drivers employed full-time, taking producers and directors and sometimes even some of the bigger stars. But nobody ever offered us rides.

If we asked for a day off, or even an afternoon off, we would get scolded. They would remind us that we were expendable. If we asked for a ride to town, they would tell us to arrange our own rides… but finding a ride was strangely impossible.

Sure, I was able to get away a couple of times. I caught a ride with three porn star girls who were going to the mall; they took me with them. I would have told Harper to come, but she ended up being called in for some re-shoots, so she was busy. The girls made sure that I made it back to the country house with them after we were done at the mall; it was my first appearance in civilization in months…

Another time I was able to get to town for a hockey game. The producers bought a whole row of tickets. Harper made it out to that one, but we didn’t see the whole game. With ten minutes left, we were told we had to get back to the house, so we were crammed back into the large black SUVs and taken away. We left in such a hurry that people started speculating that something had gone wrong. Some theories were made, but I didn’t know what to think. I just assumed they wanted us out before the crowds started leaving and the parking lot became a zoo.

But the strangest thing about living at that property was the police…

If we tried to arrange a ride, whoever was coming to get us would always end up being pulled over, their car impounded for one reason or another. After the second time it happened, it seemed like a crazy coincidence. After the fourth time, it seemed downright suspicious. It was even more suspicious when the cab company told me that our location was black-listed. “We don’t pick up or drop off in that area.”

“Why not?” I said.

“It’s been marked as off-limits.”

“But why?” I asked.

“I don’t have that information available to me.”

It almost seemed like we were prisoners and we didn’t even realize it.

It was a warm summer morning and I was told I had the day off, so I went for a walk. I decided to walk beyond the property, and it was only ten minutes before a black SUV pulled up next to me. “Everyone’s looking for you,” said the man behind the wheel. “They need a fluffer for a shoot.” He drove me back, but there was no shoot—not for another two hours, and the star of the shoot was confused when I walked in. “I asked for a girl fluffer,” he said.

“There must have been some confusion,” said the assistant director. But I was half-sure that they just panicked when they saw me leave the property, and they scrambled to bring me back. It was almost like there were things they didn’t want the outside world knowing…

Harper caught onto the suspicious activity faster than me. She came into my room one day and asked me to walk in the garden with her. I agreed, even though I was just an hour away from shooting. In the garden, she told me that she’d discovered cameras and microphones hidden in her room. “They’re listening to me,” she said. She was pale, eyes wide.

I told her that she was surely mistaken, but then we went back to my room and she pointed out a few items. “Look closely at them,” she said. The little clock did seem to have a little lens in the middle of it—and then there was the potted plant, which had little jewels all over it—but one of the jewels looked like a little camera lens.

I pulled the fake plant out of the pot and saw the wires running down a little hole, into the wall. My heart skipped a beat and fell into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t know anything about hidden cameras, but I was pretty sure I was looking at one.

I didn’t know what to think about any of this. Why would they be spying on us? Were they just making sure that we weren’t stealing? Were they nanny cams?

I felt sick, but I had no idea how to process any of it.

A man came into the room. “Caleb, we need you at the other house,” he said. “Our fluffer just quit over there and we need someone to sub in quickly. Someone will bring your stuff over for you.”

I assumed he meant that someone would bring over a few supplies for me… but an hour after I got to the other house, someone arrived with all of my things: my clothes, my bag with my money, and even my toiletries. After filming a fairly tame lesbian scene, they showed me to a nice room upstairs in that large mansion. “You can live here for now,” the man said to me.

“But I liked my room at the other house,” I said, stunned.

“We need you here now,” he said. “This is where we film the high-end stuff.” He had a big smile on his face. “The pay is better here. Between you and me, the food is better too.”

I was stunned. In an instant, I’d been swept away. Was it because they saw me finding the cameras? I wanted to ask him, but I could tell that it wasn’t something he would tell me; maybe it wasn’t even something he knew about. “Take an hour to rest and then we’ll film some blacked stuff later. Big stars coming to the set today. Should be fun.” He smiled and then he left me in my new room.

I was struck by the grandeur of the place. The walls were made of ancient stone, rough-hewn and cold to the touch. The windows were tall and narrow, the glass so thick that it distorted the light outside.

But even as I marvelled at the beauty of the room, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong. The company made it seem like this was a simple upgrade, but this was more than an upgrade. It was a palace, a fortress of wealth and power that seemed to loom over me like a dark cloud.

And as I lay in my bed, staring up at the vaulted ceiling and listening to the sound of my own breathing, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of shady business was going on beneath the surface. What kind of secrets were hidden behind these stone walls, these tall windows that seemed to stare out at the world with a sense of pride and superiority.

I tried to push these thoughts from my mind, tried to focus on the beauty of the place and the opportunities that lay ahead. But something nagged at me, a sense of unease that refused to go away.

Later that evening, as I drifted off to sleep, my mind was filled with questions and doubts. Was this really an upgrade, or was it just another way for the company to keep me under their thumb? What kind of dark secrets lay hidden in this palace of stone and glass?

The next morning, I woke up early and began hiking back to the old house, so I could touch base with Harper, to tell her that I’d been moved. It all happened so fast and I never had a chance to get any closure after that tense moment where she showed me the hidden cameras.

As I walked along the winding path that led away from the mansion, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see an old security guard, his face lined with age and experience, his eyes dark and wary.

"Sorry son," he said, his voice gruff and commanding. "You can't go any further than this. It's not safe."

I tried to protest, tried to explain that I was just exploring the property, but the old man wouldn't have it. He was firm and resolute, his hand like a vice on my shoulder.

“What do you mean, not safe?”

“Lots of coyotes out right now. We’re dealing with them. It’s better you stay inside until we have them under control.”

“Coyotes?” I said, stunned. “I’m just walking to the other house.”

“Later,” he said firmly. "You don't want to go wandering off into the wilderness," he said, his eyes flickering with a hint of something I couldn't quite place. "There are things out there that you don't want to see. Things that could hurt you."

I didn't know what to make of his words, but there was something about the way he spoke, the way he looked at me, that made me feel uneasy. Like I was being watched, like I was in danger.

And so, reluctantly, I turned back, my footsteps heavy and slow.

As I prepared for my next film shoot, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was trapped. Trapped in a world of desire and debauchery, a world where I had sold my soul for a few pieces of silver.

I felt tense and nervous, like a prisoner waiting for his sentence to be handed down. The mansion, with its ancient stone walls and imposing windows, felt like a fortress of solitude, a place where the rules of the world didn't apply.

And as I looked in the mirror, adjusting my belt and straightening my collar, I couldn't help but feel like a fraud. A pretender, playing a role that I just loathed. I hated that the job had taken my innocence from me, made me completely numb to the idea of sex. Now, it was almost impossible to think of sex as something romantic.

But then, a knock came at my door, and I knew that it was time to face my fears. Time to step out into the unknown, to embrace the world of sin and desire that had become my life.

And so, with a heavy heart and a sense of foreboding, I made my way to the set. The pink decor and plush pillows, the soft lights and inviting ambiance, all seemed like a trap, a snare waiting to ensnare me.

But I had no choice. I was a prisoner of desire—not my own desire, but the desires of strangers on the internet, who were willing to consume endless amounts of pornography—a slave to the world of sex and beauty that had taken hold of me.

I massaged the penis of a endowed black man. He put his fingers into my hair and groaned until all ten of his inches were hard and stiff. “I’ll pay you five thousand dollars if you let me fuck you tonight,” he whispered to me.

And to be honest, I considered it. I wasn’t gay and I dreaded the idea of being penetrated, but every day, my boundaries were chipped down. It almost felt like I was being groomed into thinking that this life of senseless fucking was perfectly normal.

Five-thousand dollars is a lot of money.

When I was fluffing him between scenes, he told me he would pay me even more if I got dressed like a girl for him. “I love sissies,” he growled to me. “You, in a dress… I would make you my little bitch.” I think it was just his way of getting into the mood for filming, to make sure he was as hard as he could be. Maybe it wasn’t a real offer; I would never find out, because I politely turned him down after the shoot.

Later that day, we filmed a short film with the ‘Queen of Squirting’. They flew her in from LA, and paired her with a very endowed man. As he pumped her, she gushed fluid in every direction. My job was to keep her hydrated, rushing her water bottles between shots. She chugged so much water, and then she gushed like a broken fire hydrants. The whole room was soaking by the end of the hour: female ejaculation dripping down every wall, every piece of furniture, every camera, and every crew member.

They had us film until it was dark. Then, I tried to slip out again, to see Harper at the other house, but they told me I couldn’t go. “They’re filming important scenes in there right now,” a PA said to me when I was about fifty yards away. “Fully locked down for sound. Come back in a few hours.”

So I tried again a few hours later. Now, it was past midnight, but the PA was still there. “Still recording. Try later.”

I was starting to wonder if I was paranoid, or if the company was trying to keep me away from Harper. Was Harper even still there? Or had they dealt with her after she discovered the cameras?

The next day, I finally got into that house, but she wasn’t there. Her room was locked. “Looking for someone?” asked a staff member.

“Harper,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know her,” he said. After I described her, he told me that he was pretty sure that she was off of the property for a shoot. “She’ll probably be back tonight.”

But when I returned that night, after a long day of work, she wasn’t back. “She’s still out,” the same man said to me. “Want me to leave a message for her?”

I wrote a message telling her that I wanted to see her, but I had a feeling the note was going to end up straight in the trash. They didn’t want us together. They were working hard to keep us apart.

And maybe you’re thinking that I was just starting to lose my mind, starting to slip into a state of extreme paranoia; but I tested my theory and got the same results every time. Over the next week, I would attempt leaving at different points in the day, and someone always came to stop me, always with a new reason why I couldn’t leave. “They want to reshoot some scenes from the new DVD launch.” “They’re fumigating the house so you can’t be down there right now.” “The producers have requested that you stay on standby; they might be shooting soon.” But if I stayed in the house, nothing would happen. If I was sitting in my room, it seemed like nothing was ever happening on that property.

It was a weekday evening when a huge crew came to the property to install a huge iron fence across the middle of the property. They built a little house next to the gate, and there was an employee there to decide who could get in and out. This new fence made going for walks tricky, unless I just wanted to walk around the back hundred acres of that huge plot of land.

The fence kept me from the house near the road; it kept me further from civilization. It made that compound truly feel like a prison. Sometimes they would let me through the gate, but usually they had an excuse to keep me close to the grand house. If they did let me through, it was always when Harper was away or busy, unable to see me for whatever reason.

And then there were the cameras that I found in my room. I had to be careful while looking for them. I acted casual as I sauntered through the room, inspecting objects out of the corner of my eye. I located three small camera lenses inside of objects: one in a plant, one in a book, and one in a painting. They were watching me.

I found small cameras elsewhere on the property, including one in a fake rock, one in a tree, and one on a lamppost.

They were definitely spying on me—maybe all of us.

The others were prisoners too, but they didn’t seem to notice or care. I tried to gather some information. Speaking to one porn star woman named Felicity (she had super long blonde hair and huge stiff breasts), I found out that she’d been there for four years. She giggled when I asked her if they let her leave often. “I used to think it was weird that they wanted me to stay here all the time, but then they took me downtown and I was nearly raped and killed by some gang guys; I’m happy to just stay here where it’s safe.”

It was a shocking story—especially shocking because two other girls had the same exact experience, but at different times. Nicole told me that when the production drove her to her apartment in the city, two masked men broke in and held her down and raped her. She shed a tear telling me the story. Lola told me that a man put a gun to her head when she went to a music concert in the city, and then he forced himself on her anally while his masked friend filmed the whole thing. All of the girls had scary stories of being in the city, so they were happy to be there in what they called ‘paradise’.

But I couldn’t help but wonder if those tragedies were staged, to scare them, to make them want to live on that porn production compound.

They said that the huge fence was built because they were having problems with burglars, but I’d never heard of anyone breaking onto that property. There were a dozen guards on staff at all times; how could anyone break in?

It had been almost a month since I’d seen Harper, but I wasn’t forgetting about her. I was starting to truly worry about her. I’d gone to the house a few times just to learn that she was filming at the warehouse—and I knew that they filmed terrible things at that warehouse. I knew Harper well enough to know that she would never be okay filming the scenes that I’d seen them film there.

I asked the old man who seemed to run the facility, “Would it be possible for me to set up a time to see Harper?” I figured if it was scheduled and arranged through the company, there was hope—even if it was a spied-on conversation.

“Harper?” he said. “The trans performer? Were you two acquainted?” He had a fake-obliviousness in his voice, making me think that he was playing a game with me. He glared into my eyes, seemingly without blinking.

“She’s a good friend,” I said. “I haven’t talked to her in a while.”

“What do you want to talk to her about?” he asked—as if it was any of his business. Did I seriously need to get permission to speak to a friend? What was he afraid of me saying? Or was he afraid that she would say something to me?

“I just want to catch up with her.”

“Do you like her?” he asked with a grin. “She’s quite cute—I mean, for a trans girl. That’s not my thing.”

I felt myself blushing. “I just really want to see her. I’ve been trying to see her, but I guess our schedules aren’t lining up. I thought maybe you could help me out.”

“There’s not much I can do. She’s busy. She’s choosing to work every day. She filmed forty scenes in the last month—one of our most productive newbies—and one of our biggest new draws. People love her big, fat dick—and she came cum like crazy. People love watching her big, fat dick unloading buckets of thick cum.” He laughed.

I felt uneasy. It didn’t sound quite right. Harper hated the industry when I left her—but now she was filming more than a scene a day?

“I just really want to see her. I tried to see her last night, but the gate was locked and there was no employee there to open it.”

“Really? That’s odd,” he said, still with that fake obliviousness. He was up to something. He was keeping me from Harper. “Well, if you really want to get off to her, just look her up online. Harper Perry. You’ll see her profile and links to all her videos.”

So that night, I looked her up, to see if it was true: if she’d really been filming that much. And I was shocked to see her in so many video, with so many men, so many women. She’d been in gang bangs, double-anal scenes, triple-anal scenes, spit-roast scenes, bukkake scenes. They had scenes where she ejaculated into a glass and drank her own cum…

But in every scene, she had a scared, distant look in her eyes. She looked out of place, missing that glow that I knew about her.

Were they forcing her to film these scenes?

The next day, when the old man came back to visit the set that I was working on (a scene between three girls with very large breast implants), he approached and said, “You know, Caleb, if you really want to see Harper… there is a way.”

“What’s that?” I asked, perking up.

“I can book you in with a scene with her,” he said.

“Sure,” I said. I assumed he meant with me as the fluffer—something I was totally used to at this point.

“No,” he laughed. “You would perform. You, on your hands and knees, her on top. The pay would be good; a thousand bucks for the scene.”

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t be seen in a porno! Especially a porno where I was being railed by a trans woman’s big, fat cock.

But it was an opportunity. I did want to see her.

“I—I’ll think about it,” I said, stuttering. My heart was down in the pit of my stomach.

I couldn’t do it… but there was no other way to see her.

Near the end of that shoot, I approached the producer’s monitor. There, he had a clipboard with the week’s shooting schedule on it. I saw Harper’s name a few times, next to names that I recognized. I had a new idea now: to get someone else to send her a message for me.

I needed to know that Harper was okay.
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Lola was a petite girl with a cute face and a bubbly personality. She was friendly and easy to talk to, but it was clear that she wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed.

Lola had undergone several plastic surgeries, which gave her a very exaggerated and artificial appearance. Her lips were unnaturally puffy, and her breasts were so large that they seemed to defy gravity. Despite this, Lola seemed to enjoy showing off her body, and she was always eager to please the crew and her co-stars. I once saw her giving one of the gaffers a blowjob, just because she wanted to thank him for working overtime on one of her scenes. She even let the young man cum on her face. She’d offered to suck me off on more than one occasional, always with a sweet, giggling smile on her face. She wasn’t offended when I turned her down.

Although Lola wasn't very intelligent, she had a certain charm that was hard to resist. She had a sweet, innocent demeanour that made her seem almost childlike at times. She would often giggle at jokes that weren't particularly funny, or get confused by simple instructions.

Despite her ditziness, Lola seemed to have a crush on me. She would often giggle and blush whenever I talked to her, and she would go out of her way to be near me on set. Although I appreciated the attention, I knew that it was probably just part of her job to make her co-stars feel comfortable. But one time, she walked up to me and pulled down her top. “Do you like my new implants, Caleb?” she asked me. “Could you feel them and tell me if they’re realistic or not?” It was the bluntest flirting imaginable. She was always asking me to drink with her after a long day on set; we lived in that house together, but I always declined. I’d tried hanging out with the porn stars before, but it was always awkward.

After filming the next day, I asked her if she would come and chat with me in my room. I knew I had to be careful what I said, because I knew the microphones were always listening, relaying information to whoever was keeping that facility under tight wraps.

She was late to show up at my room. I told her to come right after filming. I figured she went to have a shower, to wash off the cum from the six cum-shots she received during the scene.

It was three hours before she showed up, clad in lingerie, hair done up, makeup perfect. She leaned in the doorway and pouted her puffy lips. “Hi Caleb,” she said in a flirty voice. “You wanted to see me?” She ran her fingers up her body in a slutty, flirty way, making her dress rise up just enough to show me that she wasn’t wearing panties. Her little shaved pussy gleamed in the evening glow of my room’s lamplight. Then, she stepped in and closed the door behind her.

I guess she thought that I was inviting her to a booty call.

She walked towards me, filling my nostrils with the same perfume they gave to all of the adult stars in the house. I will admit that it was an arousing scent, reminding me of the lingerie stores in the mall.

She put her hands on my shoulders and stared into my eyes. “Don’t be nervous, Caleb,” she giggled. “You can do whatever you want to me. I won’t judge.”

“O—Okay,” I said, suddenly flustered. I was quickly forgetting my plan.

She giggled. “Seriously, Caleb. Don’t be shy. A guy once begged me to take a shit on his chest. I don’t judge. It was actually kind of fun.”

I tried to push that thought out from my mind, even though I saw plenty of that at that warehouse. “I, uh, actually just wanted to ask a favour,” I said.

“What is it?” she asked. “Anything for the best fluffer in the business.” She moved her hands down my chest and found my penis. She grabbed it and squeezed, making me gasp. “You’re big. I see why all the guys like you.” She giggled again. “And I can see why Georgio wants you to act so badly.”

“Who’s Georgio?” I asked.

She looked at me strangely. “He owns the company,” she said. “I see you talking to him all the time. You know, the old guy.”

I’d never known his name, and I wasn’t convinced Georgio was his real name.

“Well, I have a friend living at the other house: a performer. I’ve been trying to talk to her for a while, but our, uh, schedules never line up. I was hoping you could send her a message for me.”

“Why are you whispering, Caleb?” she said. “I can hardly hear you.” She leaned in close. “What are you saying?”

I eyed one of the little cameras for a split second. She looked to see what I was looking at. Then, she leaned in and kissed me, taking me by surprise. I tried to pull away, but she held my head before pulling my face down to her neck. “Whisper, but make it look like you’re kissing,” she said with the softest whisper.

Did she know about the cameras?

“I’ve been trying to see a girl named Harper,” I whispered, pretending to kiss her neck.

“Oh God, that feels good,” she moaned loudly. She took my hand and pushed it against her breast. Then, she went back to whispering. “That’s the new trans girl, right? I did a scene with her. Her cock feels amazing.”

“Right,” I said. “I’m worried about her.”

“Why?” she replied.

“I don’t think she wants to be here. I—I think they’re keeping her here.” I was afraid that Lola was an informant, and she was going to rat on me. But a small part of me was convinced that I could trust her. I had no reason to think I could trust her… but I was hanging onto that little piece of hope.

“They’re keeping us all here,” she whispered with a small giggle.

I paused for a moment. She came up to kiss me on the lips, continuing that ‘act’. But the actions were real. Next, she went to suck on my earlobe. “If they’re not letting you see her, there’s a reason,” she said.

“Is she in danger?” I asked when I went to suck on her earlobe.

“They might be forcing her to do things she doesn’t want to do,” she said. “Hardcore stuff. Maybe illegal stuff… Stuff with animals.”

I shook my head, pushing those horrible thoughts away.

“It’s how they break you. They put you in the worst of it until you’re totally desensitized to the regular stuff. When you come back to filming normal, legal scenes, it seems like… paradise. I spent a year filming in that warehouse. I didn’t mind most of it… it breaks a lot of girls though.”

My skin felt cold.

“Luckily for your girlfriend, she’s got that big dick, so they’re probably afraid of losing her. They’re probably going relatively easy on her. I spent three weeks in the hospital after one of the scenes they made me do, with an autumn gourd in my ass. I have a fucking mesh lining down there now. It still feels good though, if you want to fuck me in the ass.” She smiled, glaring into my eyes.

“She’s not my girlfriend,” I said, blushing all over. “I just don’t want her getting hurt. And, uh, I’m sorry about your ass.”

“It’s okay,” she said. “They paid for butt cheek implants as an apology.” She spun me around and then fell onto her back, on the bed. She spread open her legs. “Fuck me, Caleb.”

I froze. She eyed me with an intense look, as if to say, ‘Do it, because they’re watching and we don’t want them to be suspicious.’ So, reluctantly, I dropped my pants. I wasn’t hard, so when I approached her, she reached out and gripped my cock and began massaging it. “Kiss me,” she said. When I went in to kiss, we kept whispering.

“How can I save her?” I asked.

“Only she can save herself,” she said. “It’s not your job to save us girls.”

“But they’re taking advantage of her desperation.”

“Yes, just like they did to me, and I’m sure they’ve done to you.”

“Well, we’ve all made enough money now. We can run away. I’ll take her with me.”

“They won’t let you leave with that money. It will disappear the second they realize you’re going. Do you know how many times this place has been ‘broken into’? They stage break-ins, and crooks come in and steal cash from the rooms of the people who are trying to get out. It’s how they keep you here. You want my advice, Caleb? Let her stay. After a few more months of doing the rough stuff, they’ll move her here. You’ll see her again. You can suck her fat dick every night, taste her sweet cum. You can sleep together and cuddle like the cutest couple in the world. And then just do your jobs during the day. They’ll take care of you here, as long as you don’t rock the boat.”

She had my cock hard now. She took it and pulled it to her wet hole. “I—I don’t want to do this right now,” I said.

“You have to,” she said. “Or they’ll get suspicious.” She pushed me into her and let out a long, loud gasp.

She put her lips my by ear again. “The only way you’re going to see her is if you do a scene with her,” she said. “Otherwise, you’ll be waiting for her to finish her trial at the warehouse.”

Chills ran down my spine.

Lola contracted her pussy and began to hump me, gripping me firmly with her arms, wrapped around me, nails digging into my skin. “We could do a scene together,” she whispered. “It would be fun. You, me, maybe a couple other girls. If you’re okay with it, I’ll pitch it to Georgio.”

“I—I don’t think we should do that,” I said.

“Whatever,” she said. Then she yelled out, “Oh God, Caleb, your cock feels so fucking good in my pussy! Fuck! Right there! Fuck my horny little pussy! Oh God, can you still feel Jeremy’s cum sloshing around in there?”

I tried not to shudder, because I could feel something warm and gooey that was more than just the usual female discharge. She’d taken a big load from one of the male stars earlier. I looked down and confirmed, seeing that slimy coating of white slicked up the length of my hardened shaft.

She pulled my head back down. “I’ll talk to Harper tomorrow,” she whispered. “I’ll tell her that you love her.”

My heart skipped a beat. “I—I don’t.”

She put her hand on my mouth. Then, she winked. “I think it’s cute,” she said. “Now fuck me as if I were her.” She pushed me back and flipped herself over, spreading her knees wide and perking her bum high in the air.

Knowing the cameras were watching, I finished the job. I railed Lola hard from behind and unloaded inside of her creamy pussy. “I’ll let you know what she says,” she whispered into my ear on her way out of my room.
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Iinformed Georgio that I would do it: I would do a scene with Harper. He was thrilled, grinning from ear to ear. “I’ll have it arranged. I think we have an open slot on Monday with Harper, but I’ll double-check before I confirm anything.”

That night, a man came to my bedroom door. He was holding a box, and inside of that box was a ‘porn star kit’. It contained a penis pump, and instructions to pump six times per day so that my cock would be even larger come showtime. There was a bag of cocaine—possibly crack, but it was hard to tell, as I’d never experimented with anything but a bit of pot before. There was a set of dumbbells with adjustable weight, and instructions on a thirty-minute program to run through an hour before my shoot, to ensure my muscles were bulging. There was Viagra (strange, since we had fluffers). There were snacks and a pamphlet that said which foods to avoid. There was a jug of something called Loader’s Milk. It was some sort of creamy smoothie that was supposed to make you cum 50-80% bigger loads. There were pills that claimed to do the same thing. Pineapple juice to make my cum more palatable for the other performer. There were inspirational DVDs for me to watch, so I could learn how to fake an orgasm. Finally, there was heroin, for ‘post-performance anxiety’, according to the little sticky note.

I avoided most of it, not wanting to let them tamper with my body. I hesitantly tried out the penis pump and was shocked when it actually added half an inch to my erection for the next few hours.

I couldn’t believe that they were giving us hard, illegal drugs, trying to turn us into drug addicts, to keep us dependent on them entirely. I was afraid that they would know that I wasn’t using the products they’d given me, so I pretended to drink that Loader’s Milk, and I pretended to smoke the crack with the little glass pipe; I did it all in the bathroom, while carefully letting it fall into the sink. The Viagra pills went down the drain, along with that baggie of heroin.

I didn’t even drink the pineapple juice, worried it was laced with something (the seal had been tampered with).

A man came to my door. “Ready to shoot?” he asked.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He walked up to me and dropped to his knees, throwing my robe open and reaching for my cock. “Whoa!” I said.

“You’re soft,” he said. “Oh. Would you prefer a girl to fluff you?”

“I—I can fluff myself. Thanks,” I blushed.

He paused, looking at me with a bit of resentment. I knew that feeling; there were a few performers who didn’t need to be fluffed in that house, and I always felt awkward when I was on those shoots: standing there, feeling like I had nothing to do.

Awkwardly, I let the man oil me. Then, he led me to the set, which was back at the old house. It was weird being in that house again, for the first time in over a month. It was weird seeing all of those familiar faces, smiling at me, waving at me. “We missed you!” Claire said to me. “If you stick around later, we can have some fun. I’m so excited to see you performing!”

“Nice to see you too, Claire,” I said, and then I turned to see her: Harper.

Harper was getting her makeup touched up. She turned her gaze to see me, and she froze. We both froze. I swear I could hear her heart pounding from across the room. She pushed her lips together, evening out her lipstick, and then she stood up. She looked around before approaching me.

As he got closer, I noticed that she looked… older. She looked tired. Her hair didn’t seem as soft. Her skin didn’t glow the way it used to. Her eyes weren’t nearly as vibrant. At first, I thought that she wasn’t happy to see me—and then she threw her arms around me. “They won’t let me see you,” she whispered in my ear.

“I’m here now,” I replied. It felt so good to feel her against me: her warm body pressed firmly against mine. I wanted to kiss her so badly. I’s spent weeks fantasizing about this moment… under better circumstances, of course.

“They won’t let me leave,” she whispered. I felt her hands trembling against my body. She didn’t have to tell me what she’d seen, what she’d been forced to do; I just knew. Everything I’d seen in that warehouse—she’d lived it. And maybe I was going to live it too, now that I was a ‘performer’. Maybe it was my turn to go through it all, the way she was going through it. “I tried to leave. They won’t let me leave.”

“I’ll get you out of here.”

“Is everyone set to go?” the assistant director shouted. “Let’s get started! Quit wasting time! I want everyone in first positions now!”

Harper walked over to the bed. Then, the director buzzed over to me and told me the scene: a simple ‘catching my step-sister masturbating and then wanting to join in’ scene. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my trembling. Then, Claire grabbed my cock and began to stroke me. I gasped. I’d forgotten how skilled she was with her twists and tugs.

I let out a soft moan and perked up—and a moment, later, I had a raging erection. “You’re bigger,” she giggled. “Pills or the pump? Or both?”

“Uh… the pump,” I said.

“That’s hot,” she said. “I can’t wait to feel it.” She winked at me and then she zipped off. The whole thing happened in a whirlwind. Before I knew it, the lights were beaming on us and the director was yelling action.

It felt like a dream. Those stage lights made everyone invisible—everyone except for Harper on that bed. It was quiet now, as if we were alone together.

She was sprawled on the bed, cock in her fist. She had her head back and she was stroking herself, moaning a fake orgasm. “Oh, fuck, that feels so fucking good.”

I began to approach. My body felt strangely heavy. My legs felt weak. I wobbled as a bout of lightheadedness swept over me. Her eyes opened. Her head rolled to the side. Her gaze found me. She let out a convincing little gasp. She quickly covered herself with her blankets. “What are you doing home?” she asked. Her acting had improved. She knew that scenes were done with quicker if she was professional and on-point.

“I just got home,” I said. My voice sounded stiff, but they kept rolling.

“How long have you been standing there?” she gasped.

“I just walked in,” I said.

“Why are you staring at me like that?”

“Because, you’re, uh… hot.”

“I knew you wanted to fuck me!” she said. Her porn voice was different from her usual voice. She had a higher pitch: a sort of squeaky tone that all the porn actresses used.

The scene went on like this. I will admit that I got more comfortable. I was just happy to see her again, to be near her, to be touching her.

But I wasn’t quite prepared for what came next.

You see, that company had been perfecting their assets, and Harper was one of their assets. She made them a lot of money, so they sunk money into her. Her breasts had been augmented. The scars were healed, small, but the breasts were still a bit firm. She had injections in her lips, and maybe fat sucked from her stomach and pumped into her ass. Her cock was bigger than I remembered it; at least two or three inches bigger: daily pumping, pills, and probably some illegal substance or surgery. I could not believe the size of it.

So I was intimidated when we were kissing, and she reached to push it into me. I was supposed to pretend to like it—but when her tip penetrated me, I cried out with pain. I’d never been stretched like that before. I’d never had a fat, throbbing cock pushing into my butthole before. And she kept pushing. She knew she couldn’t go too slow or they would make us restart. She knew restarting meant angry crew-members and sometimes even docked pay.

So I just had to bite my tongue and take it. She pushed deeper and deeper. The cameras filmed my public humiliation. They came in close and made sure to document my tight anus being stretched to oblivion.

Then, she began to thrust into me. The pain was intense for a minute, but then the numbness came—and then the numbness began to fade into something much more beautiful. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. She held me in place and thrusted hard into me.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That—That feels good.”

“You’re so tight,” she whispered.

She fucked me for five minutes before flipping me over, as per direction. She pushed me onto my stomach and mounted me, pushing into me. I screamed out as she began to fuck me jockey-style. I felt every inch of that monster cock pushing through me, pushing towards my throat, between my lungs.

“Roll him over!” a disembodied voice yelled, reminding me that we were being filmed, that we were being watched. It was all happening so fast… but I wasn’t doing anything. My job was to just be submissive, to let her have her way with me.

When she penetrated me again, with me on my back, I felt something different: a tingle, deep inside of me. It grew and grew with every penetration. Suddenly, I was moaning, uncontrollably. I was rolling my head from side to side. I bit hard on my tongue. My gaze caught sight of her bouncing breasts—and that did me in. I ejaculated all over myself, without having once touched myself.

The cameras moved in fast. They caught every second of me spoiling my own chest. Harper acted fast, wiping my cum all over my chest and then forcing me to lick it off the palms of her hands.

And then I felt her climax—no fluffer necessary. She unloaded inside of me, gasping loudly—and then she pulled out after a few bursts to make more of a mess of my chest.

It seemed like it all happened so fast, so I was shocked to find out we were fucking for twenty-five minutes. The director was thrilled. He was so happy, he insisted on showing me some of the dailies, though I was a bit shocked to see Harper behind me, penetrating me with her arm-sized cock. “This is going to do so well,” he said to me with a grin.

I eyed Harper and she eyed me. She waved me over to talk to her, but before I could get to her, a hand grabbed me by the shoulder and spun me around. I didn’t recognize the man, but he was dressed like the other producers. “We need you on set at the other property.”

“Now?” I said. “I—I need time to, uh… clean up. I need to… I just filmed.”

“They requested a male fluffer.”

“There’s one here,” I said, looking around, but he was already gone.

“He was taken to another shoot,” the man said. “Come on. I’ll drive you over.”

“No,” I said. I looked back at Harper, and she was already being pulled away by another producer. They didn’t want us to be together.

I caught myself reaching out to her, even though she was across the room. Her big lashes batted and I saw her tearing up. I knew they were taking her to the warehouse, and there was nothing I could do about it.

They took me to the car. There, Georgio was waiting for me in the backseat. “I didn’t see the dailies, but I heard you were amazing,” he smiled. “We’ll see how the scene fares. If it’s good, we’ll get you into some more scenes. Would you do gay stuff? The pay is better.”

“I just want to see Harper,” I said, heart pounding. I was just with her; I was so close to her. But somehow, it felt like we didn’t even get a chance.

“Harper is busy,” he said to me with a dark look.

“I don’t care. I need to see her,” I said firmly.

“Caleb… She’s an employee here. And so are you. This isn’t Fantasy Island. This isn’t spring break camp. While you’re here, you’re working.”

“But you won’t let me leave!” I yelled.

“You’re free to leave! Just leave!” he snapped back.

“No one will take me home!” I said, clenching my hands into tight fists. He eyed my fists and then scowled, looking into my eyes.

“It’s not our job to chauffeur you around. You want to leave, get a cab, or walk.”

“Cabs won’t come here,” I growled. “And I know you guys had something to do with that.”

“You’ve lost your mind, Caleb. Smarten up. Don’t meddle with business that you don’t understand.”

“I want out. I can’t do this anymore. Let me see Harper. You can’t just keep her here as a… sex slave!”

“She’s an employee. Now, we’re going to take you back to your room so you can get some rest and wake up with a clear head. You don’t want to make any regrettable decisions right now, Caleb. I’ll pretend like this conversation never happened.”

The tension was intense. I was at a loss for words. He knew I couldn’t put up a fight; I had nowhere to go. If I left that facility, then I was homeless…

But I did have that money… until that night.

I was sleeping when I felt something press against the back of my head. “Move and you’re dead,” a growling voice said. I rolled over, terrified, and he threatened me again.

Three men with masks were in my room. They all had guns. They were filling bags, stealing everything from laptops to artwork on the walls. They kept their guns drawn, taking out haul after haul—and then they were gone in a flash. I screamed for help, damn-near pissing myself.

My porn coworkers rushed into the room and looked around the place. Soon, police arrived on the property and the place was swarming with flashing lights. The producers came in to see what the fuss was about. I had to give a detailed report, though I didn’t have much to say. “They all had masks on. I—I didn’t see any of their faces.”

They cleared that room out, taking everything but the bed sheets. And with them, they took my bag of hard-earned cash: months of work, gone in an instant.

I had nothing left. And I knew that it was staged. I knew Georgio set it all up to send a message, to remind me that he owned me, that there was no escaping that place—unless I wanted to face his wrath.

If I managed to leave, it meant being homeless, poor, helpless.

And they were going to keep me from Harper no matter how many strings they had to pull.

Later that afternoon, a man in a black suit showed up at my door and told me that a male star had dropped out of a shoot because of the flu. “Can you fill in? The pay is $2,500.”

I knew that the other option was to be kicked to the curb, and that meant that I would have zero chance of seeing Harper ever again—so I agreed to do the shoot.

It was a gay shoot, with three other men. A bit of my soul was sucked away from me as they held me down, with cameras close to my face. They forced themselves into me as I cried out. They made me suck them. They ejaculated on my body, on my face, in my mouth.

Georgio was testing me, to see how badly I wanted to stay; apparently, I was passing his test—or failing it, depending on how you looked at it…

I was doomed to be his sex slave forever, with the rest of them.

And to reward me that night, Georgio had a girl sent to my room: one of the new girls. She had a tight, beautiful body, with a short brunette bob. She came up to my bed and crawled on top of me. “You can do whatever you want to me,” she said with a soft voice, smiling, showing off her cute freckles. Her eyes were wide and unblinking, like she was lost in a trance, lost in the beauty and desire that surrounded her.

Her skin was smooth and unblemished, her lips full and inviting. And as she moved, it was like watching a dancer in slow motion, every movement precise and calculated, every gesture a work of art.

I felt myself getting lost in her beauty, lost in the way that she seemed to move through the world like she was in a dream. It was like she was under a spell, like she was hypnotized by the world of desire and beauty that surrounded her.

She slipped down and pulled my shorts down with her. She began to suck me, and I had to push her back. “I don’t want this right now,” I said.

“Fine,” she said with a monotone voice. Then she pulled her panties down, letting her long, flaccid cock fall out.

I knew that Georgio set this up. He was now trying to bribe me into staying. He assumed that I liked girls with cocks because I liked Harper. And I will admit that I was lost in a trance for a moment, watching as her long shaft throbbed, beginning to reach for the ceiling. “Suck me, Caleb,” she said softly. “Make me cum in your mouth.”

“I—I can’t,” I said. But I felt the pull of temptation.

“Then let me fuck you.”

“I can’t,” I said firmly.

“Then you can just enjoy the show, okay?” She stood up on my bed suddenly and took her cock. She began to jerk herself off, moaning loudly. “Oh God,” she said.

“Stop that,” I said.

“It feels so good,” she said. With her free hand, she reached around and pushed a finger into her asshole. She began to pump herself while she jerked herself off.

I got up and ran out of the room. I was beginning to sweat. I was shaking all over. They were trying so hard to corrupt me, to drive me insane.

It was dark out now. It was hard to see in the hallway, but I didn’t want to turn on the lights. I just had to get out of there. I didn’t have a plan, but I knew that it was time to act; I knew that this was my last hope to get out of there, and to get Harper out.

It was better to have no plan. That company was always a step ahead; they always seemed to know when I was planning, so it seemed correct to think that they couldn’t stop me if I had no plan… right? I turned and pushed a door open. One of the porn-star girls gasped and covered her big breasts. She looked like she’d been admiring herself in the mirror. “Sorry,” I said in a frantic sweat, and then I snatched her phone from her dresser. My phone had been stolen in the burglary.

I kept making my way down the hallway. Now, the girl was yelling after me. “Where are you going, Caleb!?”

I rushed fast, turning down corner. I quickly dialled 911 before eyeing the security office. I pushed the door open and saw all of the car keys hanging on the wall. The guard was out—likely doing rounds.

Behind me, down the hall, I head that brunette whispering into a phone, “He’s gone crazy or something. I can’t stop him.”

She was alerting the people in charge. I had to move fast. I snatch a random set of keys and then continued towards the parking pad.

“Stop!” a voice called out behind me. I turned to see a guard running towards me. So I started running, sprinting to the front door. I threw open that door and pressed the alarm button on that key.

A black Lexus came to life, chirping to let me know where it was. I ran as fast as I could. Now, another guard was running towards me from the far field. “Stop him!” cried the guard behind me as he threw open the door.

But I was faster. I started that car and put it in reverse. I slammed on the gas and shot backwards, fishtailing left and right until the car spun around and I threw it into drive.

They had that iron gate shut, so I braced for impact, not slowing down. I crashed through those bars, mangling the gate and the car—but now I was on the other-side, puttering with half of the car’s undercarriage dragging behind me.

“What’s your emergency?” the voice called on the phone.

“I was kidnapped!” I screamed. “Me and everyone here!”

“Calm down, sir,” the voice said. “Please just tell us where you are.”

“I hardly know. Uh, west of town, about forty miles west, down Rural Road 64. It’s a big house.” I tried to describe it, pressing the gas. But the car was slowing, coughing, clunking. A car was coming up behind me now: the guards catching up to me. I jumped out and ran on foot, now with Harper’s house in sight.

I sprinted, gasping for air. “Please!” I said. “Help! They’s chasing me!”

“Stop! a guard screamed at me.

“Cruisers are on their way. We have your location. Please try to remain calm and safe, sir. Is anyone there armed?”

“Yes!” I cried.

By some miracle, I made it to the house before they caught me, and before the guard inside the house could make it to lock the door—but it was close. He was reaching for the lock when I threw the door open. Then, he tried to grab me, but I was faster: pouncing on him and knocking him back. He tried to reach for his gun, but I fought it away from him just as he fired. The loud bang echoed and stung my eardrums.

“Shots fired,” said the voice on the phone, which was now on the floor. The guard looked at it, pale in the face. I managed to scramble to my feet, grabbing that gun, turning it on him. “Don’t move!” I screamed. He threw his arms up and turned white. I stumbled back, to the stairs. Then, I began screaming for her.

“Caleb!?” I heard her scream back. I rushed down the hallway and saw her there, with a man in a suit. The man jumped in front of Harper and threw his arms wide. “Stop, Caleb!” he cried out. “The police are on their way to arrest you now. You can just go and get slapped with some destruction of property charges, or you can go away for life for murder.”

“Get away from her,” I said. “You can’t keep her as your slave!”

“You’ve lost your mind, Caleb. Harper is an employee here. She’s happy here.”

“You’re a liar!” I said. “You’re evil! All of you! This whole place is just… evil! Now give her to me. Come on, Harper. I’m getting you out of here.”

She was crying, sniffling like she was when I first met her.

“W—What’s wrong?” I asked, trembling. I spun around as a guard ran up the stairs. I fired a warning shot, making him stumble back.

“He’s fucking crazy!” the guard shouted. Then I spun back to Harper and the man ‘protecting’ her.

“Harper, come with me.”

“The police are going to arrest you, Caleb. There’s no escaping this.”

“Good!” I snapped. “I’ll be safe with them, away from you psychos!”

I heard the sirens. The flashing lights filled the windows. I rushed over to Harper, aiming the gun at the man’s head. He cowered to the ground, letting me take Harper by the hand. Then, someone fired a shot; it grazed my leg, making me scream out in pain. I fell down, spun around, and fired shots down the dark hallway. Harper retreated into her room, and I scrambled to follow, getting inside and locking the door.

Harper was hysteric now, weeping into her hands. “What’s happening?” she asked.

“We’re getting out of here,” I said. “Get your money, before they take it.”

She paused, and then she followed the command. She grabbed her bag of money from under the bed. Then, we went to the window and saw the police cars piling up outside. I waved to them. “We’re up here!” I screamed. “Get us out of here!”

There was a thirty minute standoff while police swarmed the building and tried to figure out what was happening. Apparently, the people in charge of that facility had phoned the police after me, and told them that I was going postal. The police, of course, weren’t taking chances. They arrested me aggressively, along with two of the guards. They took Harper into custody as well, and then we all spent the rest of the night and the next day in questioning.”

I had no idea what was happening while I was locked, alone, in that cold, damp room. The room was small and cramped, the walls made of concrete and steel, the air thick with the smell of dampness and decay.

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting an eerie glow over the room. The table was hard and unforgiving, the chair uncomfortable and rigid.

I could feel the weight of the room pressing down on me, the weight of the law and the justice system, the weight of the world itself. And as I waited for the officer to arrive, I couldn't help but feel like a criminal, like someone who had done something wrong, something that warranted this kind of treatment.

The room was devoid of any humanity, any warmth or comfort. It was a place of fear and uncertainty, a place where the truth was forced out of people, where the law was upheld at any cost.

I could only pray they were doing their due-diligence. I spent forty-eight hours in that room, not sure what was happening outside, but I found out later. Here’s a brief summary of events:

First, my statement had apparently matched a curious statement they’d received a year earlier from someone who claimed to have been a prisoner of the same property. They thought that person was insane, but now they were curious, so they felt like my statement warranted a full raid. When they arrived to raid the facility, the producers were destroying evidence in a bonfire. This made the police even more suspicious, so they took a number of porn stars into custody, for questioning, and they received a few more alarming statements that made them dig deeper.

The full raid took twenty-hours. They tore all of the houses on that property up and ended up finding evidence of literal kidnapping, evidence of hiring rapists to attack porn stars in alleyways, evidence of hiring burglars and even hitmen. They found tapes that contained illegal pornography, involving animals, involving underaged individuals. I won’t bog your conscious down with too many details, but it was enough for them to arrest over two dozen individuals.

They also found cash—close to a billion dollars in cash, along with a billion dollars in counterfeit cash, printed in a secret room at the facility. That fake cash was given to the stars as payment. In the rooms of the stars, they found hidden bags filled with fake payments.

And they found something very horrible and despicable—something so awful, I don’t even want to tell you about it. I’ll just say that there was a building on the property with a basement that was something like a torture chamber, and it’s where they kept people like me and Harper, who asked too many questions. They found girls in there that had been there for almost a decade.

So, of course I was released. I had to make statements and I had to testify at a few trials. But I was given my freedom. I was also paid a bit of cash to land on my feet. We moved to a new city, four hours away. Harper came with me.

As I looked around our new apartment, I couldn't help but feel a sense of peace and contentment. The walls were painted a warm, inviting shade of beige, the furniture comfortable and homey.

Harper sat on the couch, her eyes bright with happiness, her smile wide and radiant. It was hard to believe that just a few short months ago, we had been trapped in the world of adult entertainment, prisoners of our the desires of the world’s most depraved people…

But now, we were free. Free to live our lives on our own terms, free to explore the world without fear or shame. And as I looked at Harper, I knew that I had found my true partner, my soulmate.

We spent our days exploring the city, visiting museums and art galleries, enjoying the simple pleasures of life. And at night, we would sit on the couch together, watching old movies and laughing at each other's jokes.

The world of porn seemed like a distant memory, a nightmare that we had both escaped. But it had taught us something important, something that we would carry with us for the rest of our lives.

It had taught us that we were stronger than we ever thought possible, that we could overcome any obstacle, any challenge that life threw our way. And it had taught us that love and connection were more important than anything else in the world.

When I looked at Harper, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and wonder. She had transformed before my very eyes, from a shy and uncertain young woman to a radiant and confident force of nature.

Her skin was glowing, her eyes bright and full of life. She walked with a sense of purpose and confidence, her short blonde bob haircut framing her face like a halo of light.

She had found herself, had discovered who she truly was, and it showed in every aspect of her life. She was happier than I had ever seen her, more fulfilled, more alive.

Gone was the uncertainty and fear that had once haunted her. In its place was a sense of peace and contentment, a sense of belonging in a world that had once felt foreign and strange.

And as we walked through the park together, her hand in mine, I knew that I was truly blessed to be with her. To share in her journey of self-discovery, to watch as she blossomed into the person she was always meant to be.

Sure, those videos were all still out there. People even occasionally recognized Harper on the streets. They would giggle and blush and make comments, but every life has scars; those moments just reminded us of what we’d survived—together, and on our own.

The world was full of possibilities now, full of wonder and magic. And with Harper by my side, I knew that we could conquer anything, overcome any obstacle that life threw our way.

As I held Harper's hand, feeling the warmth of her touch, I knew that I was truly blessed. Blessed to have found her, blessed to have escaped the prison of our own desire, and blessed to be alive in a world full of wonder and possibility.

THE END
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Jeremy’s hockey team just won the first round of the playoffs. Now, it’s time to celebrate at the team captain, Marty’s house. The party is well-stocked with booze, but one thing is missing: women. That is, until a few girls show up to schmooze with Marty, a future NHL prospect.

After Marty takes one girl to his bedroom, the rest leave the party, leaving twenty guys along with a lot of booze—and the abandoned outfit of Marty’s little fling.

A drinking game leads to a dare for Jeremy, the team’s smallest player: put on the outfit or be labeled a coward forever. Well, one thing leads to another. It turns out, the combination of booze and the absence of women can have a steamy outcome for the tiniest guy in the room.
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The party was at Marty’s house, because he was one of the few on the team who actually had a place of his own. He was one of the few on the team who actually had his junior letter and an advanced payment from the team he would be playing on come September.

I had my letter too. I would be moving to Brampton in July, training camp in August, pre-season in September. My advance wasn’t as big as Marty’s though; I wasn’t putting up nearly as many points as him. He was a point-per-game player, and I was what they called ‘a solid addition to a third line’. Some people used the term ‘bottom six forward’, but I didn’t like considering myself ‘bottom’ at all. I occasionally played on the second line, after all.

I was what they called a ‘skilled forward’, which was a nice way of saying that I was too small to take and give out hits. I was usually put on the ice when the opposing team sent out their slower guys. I could out-skate most players, thanks to my small size. I was actually a speed-skater until I was twelve, and then a hockey coach saw me skating and convinced my parents to try me in hockey. I was the smallest guy on the team.

So when I got hit, I got hit hard. In the past two years, I’d suffered two broken ribs, a broken arm, and a sprained neck. I spent half of that season in physiotherapy. But still, they managed to get me primed for the post-season. They managed to get me in the best shape of my life for that first playoff series—which we’d just won in four games.

I don’t know how much you know about hockey; it’s not important that you know a lot. For now, all you need to know is that, in the playoffs, you play best-of-seven series; the first to four wins moves onto the next round. Since we won in just four games, we knew that we had a long break ahead of us before the next round.

And that meant we could party hard, with lots of time to recover.

We were eighteen; party was all we wanted to do. But that night, we all got carried away. That night, our lives all changed forever for more than one reason.

Marty was a point per game player and the team captain. He had a natural talent for the game that was undeniable. He skated with a smoothness and grace that made it look effortless. His passes were like poetry in motion, always finding the stick of his teammates.

But what really set Marty apart was his leadership. He had a way of inspiring the team to give it their all, to never give up. He led by example, always working hard and pushing himself to be better. Marty was a true captain, and I was grateful to have him on my team…

Even though off the ice, Marty was a completely different person. He liked to party and hit on women. He'd stay out late, drinking and flirting with anyone who caught his eye. It was like he had a switch that he could flip when he stepped off the ice.

Marty had character—there was no doubt about it. He was the kind of guy who would have played without a helmet if it was allowed. He would have smoked cigarettes on the bench if it was allowed. He would get into fights with the other team’s goons, even though he was always six inches shorter and fifty pounds lighter—and he would always take a beating and get up with a smile on his face.

I didn't judge him for it, but I couldn't help but feel a little envious. Marty had the world at his fingertips, and he wasn't afraid to go after what he wanted. As for me, I was content with the simple pleasures in life: a cold beer after a game, the feeling of the wind in my face on a crisp winter day… shit like that.

Marty's house was a small, insignificant dump. But it didn't matter. He had taken that place and turned it into a goddamn party house. The kind of place where you could walk in and smell the stench of booze and smokes. The furniture was beat-up, with stains on the couches and tables that looked like they'd been through a war.

But who gave a shit about luxury? This place had character. There were posters of rock bands and sports teams on the walls, and the fridge was always stocked with the cheapest beer money could buy. The floors were scuffed and scratched to hell, and you could hear the sound of music and laughter from down the block.

This was a house where memories were made, and stories were told. Where someone always ended up passing out on the kitchen floor, and the cops were called because the music was too damn loud. And despite all the wear and tear, there was a sense of pride in that place. It was a reflection of Marty, a true party animal.

Now, we were all crammed into his small living room. I was lucky enough to get a spot on his stained, torn couch. Nineteen other guys were chatting loudly. Together, we’d already polished off half a dozen cases of beer and God-knows-how-much whiskey.

Marty stood up on the table. He lifted his beer high into the air.

Marty raised his glass, his eyes half-lidded and his speech slurred from the booze. We had just won against Miramichi in four games, and the party was on. Marty was the superstar of the team, and everyone was listening to what he had to say.

"Cheers to us, boys," he said, his voice a little too loud for the small room. "We fucking did it. We showed those Miramichi bastards what we're made of. They didn't stand a chance against us."

The room erupted in cheers and high fives. Marty took a long swig from his glass, then continued. "This is just the beginning, boys. We're gonna take this all the way to the top. We're gonna win it all."

He paused, scanning the room with a sly grin on his face. "And when we do, we're gonna party like it's 1999. Except, you know, with better music."

The room laughed, and Marty took another swig. "But seriously, guys. This is what it's all about. Playing your heart out on the ice, and then partying your ass off when you win. And let me tell you, we're damn good at both."

He raised his glass once more. "So here's to us, and to all the memories we're gonna make along the way. Cheers!"

Jimmy Torpedo, the team goon with a double-digit IQ, stood up to make a speech. Marty shot him a knowing look, but Jimmy was undeterred.

"I just wanna say, I love you guys," he said, slurring his words. "You guys are like family to me. Except, you know, I actually like you guys."

The room laughed, and Jimmy beamed with pride. "And I wanna say something else too. Marty, you're the best damn player I've ever played with. You're like Gretzky, but, you know, not as old."

Marty rolled his eyes, but couldn't help but smile. Jimmy may not have been the sharpest tool in the shed, but he had heart. And right now, that was all that mattered.

"So here's to us, boys," Jimmy said, raising his glass. "To the greatest team in the league. And to beating the shit out of anyone who gets in our way.” Jimmy showed his knuckles, which were red and cut up from the many fights he’d endured against Miramichi.

The room erupted in cheers, and we all clinked our glasses together. It may not have been the most inspiring speech, but in that moment, we were all united in our love for the game and for each other.

Someone turned up the music, which meant we had to yell louder to hear one another. Someone passed around shots, which we all took without even asking what was in them. We all suddenly had new beers in our hands.

I was dizzy around midnight. Everything went black, and then I was suddenly in the bathroom, puking, with guys around me laughing. “He’s a lightweight!” someone shouted.

But I didn’t want to be that guy. I mustered up my strength and managed to get back on my feet. I managed to slam a glass of water. I managed to gather some composure and rejoin my teammates downstairs.

Now, there were girls at the party. I don’t know who they were or where they came from, but Marty seemed to know them. They were all around him, ogling him, trying to inch closer to him. I thought about making a move on one of the girls, but I knew that I likely smelled like barf, and I couldn’t speak without slurring, so I decided to keep to myself until I sobered up a little. I had a new glass of water in my hand, and I was enjoying a bit of people-watching.

I watched Evan Alderman swing and miss with one of the girls; he tried to feel her ass and she slapped him across the face. Then, I watched Jake Ryan make out with he chubby chick. He tried to stick his fingers up her skirt, but she pushed him away.

We were all a bit too brave that night: all high on victory, pumped full of confidence that was probably too great for us. But nobody cared. And as the hours passed by, the carelessness grew.

A blonde bombshell waltzed into the party, and every guy's eyes followed her. She was wearing tight jeans and a low-cut top that showed off her ample assets, and her blonde locks cascaded in perfect waves down her shoulders.

As soon as she walked in, the room went silent. I swear, I could hear the sound of hearts pounding in every guy's chest. And there she was, looking like a queen in a room full of peasants. But let's be real here, we were all just a bunch of booze-soaked hockey players, no match for a goddess like her.

She had a drink in her hand and a coy smile on her lips. And for a moment, I couldn't help but stare. But then again, who could blame me? It wasn't every day that a girl like her showed up at one of our parties.

Marty, being the superstar of the team and the charmer of all women, made his move. He sidled up to her and flashed his famous grin, and before we knew it, the two of them were disappearing into the back room.

As for the rest of us, we tried to go on with the party, but the energy in the room had shifted. Everyone was restless, hoping for a chance to catch a glimpse of the goddess who had stolen our Marty away.

We were a bunch of misfits, drinking and celebrating a playoff victory, but for a moment there, we felt like we were in the presence of something magical. Many of us tiptoed down the hall together, giggling like school children. We put our ears to the door and listened to that goddess moaning as Marty had his way with her. We hear the slapping: skin against skin. We heard Marty grunting. We heard the girl shout, “Your fucking cock is so fucking big! Oh my fucking God!” We all giggled.

“Hey, look!” said Ryan, motioning to the ground. At our feet was their clothes: Marty’s clothes and the skimpy little outfit that the girl had been wearing. Apparently, they hadn’t even made it into the bedroom before they got naked.

The guys all giggled and nudged each other, clearly amused by the thought of what was going on behind closed doors.

Ryan, one of the guys on the team, had always been the troublemaker. He was the one who came up with the dares, the pranks, and the challenges. And as we were all gathered in the living room, drunk and boisterous, Ryan turned to me with a sly grin on his face.

"Hey Jeremy," he said, slurring his words a little. "I got a dare for you."

I raised an eyebrow. "What kind of dare?"

Ryan leaned in closer. "You see that outfit there?” Ryan was a tall and lean guy, with sharp features and a devilish grin. He had a mop of shaggy brown hair that fell in his eyes, and a faint scruff of beard on his chin. His eyes were dark and mischievous, always searching for the next prank or dare to pull.

He had a certain charm about him, a way of getting people to do things they wouldn't normally do. And right now, as he leaned in closer to me with that sly grin on his face, I couldn't help but feel a sense of both excitement and dread.

There was a danger about him, a sense that he was always pushing the limits and challenging the status quo. And even though I knew that his dares were sometimes stupid and reckless, I couldn't help but be drawn to his wild energy.

I nodded, my stomach doing a flip.

"I dare you to put that outfit on," he said, a hint of mischief in his voice.

“What!?” I said. “No way. No way in hell.” I staggered, still drunk.

“You’re the only guy here small enough to fit.”

“So what? What does that have to do with anything?”

The other guys were eyeing me, giggling. “Do it! Do it! Do it!” they started to chant.

I hesitated. "I don't know, man. What if she catches me?"

Ryan rolled his eyes. "Come on, Jeremy. Live a little. It's just a harmless joke."

But something about the dare made me feel uneasy. What if this was a trap? What if I put on the girl's clothes and ended up humiliating myself in front of everyone?

"I don't know, Ryan," I said, my voice faltering. "I don't want to do something stupid… again.”

But Ryan was insistent. "What, are you chicken?" he taunted. "Or are you just too scared to do something fun?"

The other guys chimed in, egging me on. And for a moment, I felt like I had no choice. I had to prove myself, to show that I was just as bold and fearless as the rest of them.

So, with a sense of dread in my stomach, I nodded my head. "Okay," I said. "I'll do it.” I snatched the outfit and stormed over to the bathroom.

But even as I slipped into the girl's clothes, feeling their tightness constricting me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hesitation. There was a lump in my throat, trying to tell me that I was going to wake up full of regret; I had no idea just how intense that regret would be.

The jean shorts were tight. The top was even tighter. The bra hugged my toned body firmly. But sadly, it all fit me surprisingly well. When I stepped out, the guys roared with laughter. I tried my best to laugh along, to make sure the joke didn’t turn into a humiliation. But then, one of them said something that made my heart skip a beat.

"You know, Jeremy," he said, his voice low. "You actually look kind of convincing. And cute, too.” He actually sounded… genuine. He was blushing, looking me up and down.

I felt a sudden surge of panic. Was I really pulling this off? Or was I just making a fool of myself? I looked down at the clothes, feeling exposed and vulnerable.

The other guys laughed even harder, but I felt like I was in a nightmare. I couldn't believe I had let them talk me into this. What was I thinking?

Ryan’s eyes lit up. “Shave!” he said.

And then they all started chanting: “Shave! Shave! Shave! Shave!”

They turned me around and pushed me back into the bathroom. I had become the night’s entertainment. I don’t think any of them had an end goal; they were just drunk and this was stupid entertainment.

And I was drunk—too drunk to gather my thoughts and my sensibilities. So I ended up taking Marty’s face razor, and I spent ten minutes swiping away my leg hair. In that time, someone had raided Marty’s basement, finding Marty’s Halloween costume from the previous year, where he went as a member of Motley Cru, with long dark hair. The wig was thrust into my chest. “Put it on! Put it on! Put it on!” was the new chant.

I groaned, but I did it. I tried my best to laugh along.

But that’s when things started to get a bit weird. Someone spanked me on the ass, but I didn’t see who. We all migrated to the kitchen to have another drink. For a good fifteen minutes, I forgot that I was dressed up, and then they all dared me to dance on the pole that was in the living room. It wasn’t a stripper pole; just a post holding the ceiling up…

But I did it, now feeling the buzz of a new beer inside of me. I wanted to make them laugh. I wanted to keep up the morale.

“They’re passed out,” said Ryan as he returned from checking on Marty and his blonde date.

The other girls were gone too. After Marty was sniped by that bombshell, the girls didn’t stick around; they were looking to bag a guy with NHL potential—not any of the rest of us.

“You’re the only girl here,” Ryan laughed, and then he spanked me on the bum, making me yelp.

But the night kept getting weirder. Some of us sat down, some of us danced. I was pulled onto the dance floor, and Greg Brown grinned against me, as if I was a real girl. Then, I was pulled to the couch. Ryan put his arm around me and held me like a girl. He made a joke about how I really felt like a chick. “You should be the team girlfriend,” he grinned.

“Fuck you,” I said, elbowing him in the ribs.

“Hey! It’s not my fault you’re cute!”

The guys all roared with more laughter.

It was late now. Time was slipping away from us. The party was still going hard. A new case of beer was opened up. Another hour seemed to slip by, and I can’t quite remember what happened in that time.

We ended up outside, all jumping into the neighbours pool—everyone but me; I didn’t want to ruin the girl’s clothes. Another neighbour shouted at us, threatened to call the police. We all scurried back into Marty’s house, giggling like little kids. The men were all naked now, toweling themselves off, clothes soaking wet and drying. “It’s official a super-gay sausage party!” announced Greg Brown. The guys all laughed.

We were all very used to seeing each other naked in the locker room.

Then, one of my naked teammates looked at me. “It ain’t no sausage party! We have this beauty here!”

The guys laughed, and I caught myself blushing.

Someone set up a tower of Jenga blocks. Each block had a dare written under it. It was a drinking game; most of those dares were along the lines of, “Have a sip,” or, “Finish your drink.” But some of them were more like, “Kiss the closest girl to you,” or, “Touch the private area of the closest member of the opposite gender.” The dares were written with a Sharpie. We played that game before, with girls—but never with a group of guys.

The plan was skip the non-drinking related dares—until Kyle picked one of the kiss blocks and Ryan said, “Kiss the lovely lady, Kyle!” He motioned to me, and the guys all laughed. Kyle turned red.

Then, he started to lean in.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I asked—and then he did it: lips pressed against mine. It lasted three seconds before I pushed him back.

The guys all laughed some more. They were all drunk—too drunk to realize that this was getting carried away.

I got the next kissing block. Greg Brown puckered up. Not wanting to disappoint, I planted a small peck on his lips. There was laughter and cheering.

Then, I was the unfortunate one to get the ‘Touch someone’s genitals for ten seconds,’ block. Ryan was next to me now. He was grinning, seemingly fine with the idea of being touched. He even spread open his legs for me. “What are you waiting for, beautiful?” he asked, slurring before giggling. The other guys giggled, and then the room went silent.

I closed my eyes and turned my head away. I reached down and grabbed his warm, flaccid penis. I gently mashed it in my hand, tugging it and massaging it while he groaned. Then, after ten seconds, I released him.

“Fuck,” he growled. I looked down and saw that he was throbbing, getting hard.

“You like girly boys, Ryan?” asked Frank with a chuckle.

“You have to admit that she’s hot!”

"I gotta admit," Brian slurred, his words slurring together. "Jeremy actually looks kind of hot as a girl."

The other guys all turned to look at me, and for a moment, I felt like I was going to be sick. The thought of being seen as attractive in this getup was more than I could bear.

But then, another guy chimed in. "Are you kidding me? He looks ridiculous. Like a damn fool."

The first guy shot back. "No way, man. He's got some nice legs. And those curves? You could almost mistake him for a real girl. Just look at that ass!”

The argument went back and forth, and I listened in silence, feeling more and more horrified with each passing moment. It was like I was being objectified, like my body was a toy for them to play with.

Finally, someone else spoke up. "Come on, guys. Let's not make this weird. It's just a stupid dare."

“Let’s just play the game,” I said softly, feeling embarrassed. I should have just gone to change back into my proper clothes… I didn’t realize that there was worse to come.

The next block pulled was to invent a dare for any player in the game. His eyes turned to me. His face turned red. The room became silent.

Then, he spoke: “Suck Ryan for one whole minute.”
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Icouldn’t believe what I was hearing. I protested. I shook my head. I stood up and told them that they needed to sober up.

And then they called me a chicken. They imitated a chicken for the next minute, putting pressure on me. Ryan was grinning, not embarrassed at all. “She’s not going to do it,” Ryan said. “Once a pussy, always a pussy.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean!?” I snapped.

“You just like to play it safe,” he said, waving me off.

“As if you want me to suck your dick,” I growled.

“I’d love it,” he chuckled. “You’re hot.”

“Fuck you.”

“What?” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “It’s just the truth. You look sexy in that outfit. I’m not going to pretend like it’s not true, like this bunch of liars.”

“He’s not going to do it. Let’s just move on. Come up with a new dare.

“No way,” said the player holding that block. “That’s the dare. He can either do it or he loses.”

“Suck it! Suck it! Suck it!” a few guys began to chant—and then, a few voices turned into many voices. I looked down at that half-erect cock. At least he looked clean. At least I knew that he’d showered before the party.

Oh God, was I really drunk enough to consider this?

I closed my eyes. I bit my tongue. The chasing grew louder and louder—at least in my head. I caved, wanting to prove that I was brave, that I wasn’t a pussy, that I could take on a dare, even if it made me uncomfortable. I went down and grabbed his dick and I put it in my mouth.

The men cheered. Someone patted me on the back. “Atta boy, Jeremy! Suck that dick!”

“That’s my boy!” cheered another teammate.

They took turns spanking me on the ass: a normal hockey ritual that felt much different without thick hockey padding.

I couldn’t believe I was doing it: sucking my teammate’s dick.

The men kept spanking me. Ryan’s cock was growing, getting hard in my mouth. The room was suddenly turning silent.

One of the men shimmied my jean shorts down to expose my ass. “Damn, son. Look at this beautiful ass.” He spanked me hard. He took my butt cheeks and spread them wide.

The men all laughed. The level of intoxication was at an all-time high; we were all doing things we were going to regret… but nobody was stopping.

Someone pushed a finger into my asshole, making me gasp. “Feels just like a chick,” he laughed, and the other guys laughed.

“If you’re so convinced she’s just like a chick, then eat her out,” dared Ryan, who was perfectly content getting his cock sucked. He now had his hands comfortably behind his head.

“You think I won’t?”

“I think you’re a pussy.”

“Fuck you.”

I suddenly felt a face press between my ass cheeks. I felt a tongue. I gasped. Was he actually doing it?

Then, I felt more hands on me. They were feeling me, caressing my skin. One of the guys grabbed my dick and massaged it for a minute; I don’t know who. Another guy was now stroking himself, inches from my face. “Turn her head,” he said softly. Ryan pulled his long dick out from my mouth and then he took me by the chin and forced my head to the right. “Open up,” he growled. And now, a new cock was being pushed into my mouth.

“Move aside,” said someone behind me.

“Fuck her brains out,” growled another man.

The tone in the room had shifted suddenly. There was a cold tension, and a horrible silence. The only sound now was my own whimpering as one of my teammates pushed a warm, stiff erection into my asshole. Two other men held me still. “Fuck,” someone groaned. “She’s taking it.”

“She can really suck a cock,” said Greg, who now had his long cock in my mouth. They were all around me now, cocks out, erect, taking turns touching me, taking turns with my mouth. Someone was pushing deep into my ass, stretching me out, making me tremble all over.

The men were gang-banging me. My head was spinning. My mind was lost. My heart was pounding ferociously. My knees wouldn’t stop trembling. I tried to beg them to stop, but there wasn’t a moment that there wasn’t a cock in my mouth. They kept taking turns with me; it was impossible to keep track of them.

They rolled me onto my back. One man pulled my left knee open and another pulled my right. I looked down and saw Trevor Monahan pushing into my gaping asshole. I cried out, and then my head was pulled left and a new cock was shoved into my throat.

They were pumping me, holding me down and thrusting into me, deep, using every available inch. They cheered each other on. They patted each other on the back. They touched me all over, even squeezing my chest as if I had breasts. They stuck two—even three—cocks into my mouth at once. They pushed so deep into my throat that I puked a little bit on their cocks, but they didn’t seem to care; they just laughed.

I’d lost count of how many men had been inside of me. I was starting to go limp. They had me on the coffee table, my back pressed against that hard surface, Beer bottled kept falling to the floor. One spilled one me: stale beer all over my clothes.

And it got worse. “Step back!” one man groaned, pulling the man face-fucking me away. I thought he was there to save me, but then he pressed the tip of his erection against my face and groaned. Suddenly, he erupted, spoiling my face with warm, sticky cum. I gasped, and then other men roared with laughter. Another man used his cock to wipe that cum all over my face, pushing it into my mouth, making me taste it.

He held my head firmly and pumped hard, fucking me like a sex toy. I gasped and cried. He pulled out so that he could cum on my face like the man before him.

And then came the third cumshot to the face.

“Fuck!” grunted the man thrusting into me—and I felt him unloading warm gushes into my body.

“Oh God!” I groaned, throwing my head back. It felt so strange, so surreal. It felt so… good.

I moaned loudly. My body twisted and contorted and pulsed. I was crying out in pleasure, and the men thought that was funny, so they laughed. Another man ejaculated on my chest. Another man finished inside of me.

“Gross!” said Ryan as he pushed his cock back into my ass. “How many guys finished in here! It’s a fucking mess!”

But that didn’t stop him. He pumped me, and I heard his cock gushing through the cum of the many men who finished before him.

Some men finished twice. A few of them came three times. They fucked me hard for at least ninety minutes. There wasn’t an inch of my body that wasn’t dripping with cum. At least fifteen cocks finished in my ass; cum was oozing out constantly, but they kept doing their best to push it back in.

But they kept going. They weren’t finished with me. It didn’t seem like they were even going to be finished with me. Another cock spewed into me, another cock pushed in before it could all gush out. There were dicks in my hands, a cock in my mouth, another cock unloading on my stomach. They were using their cocks to scrape cum into my mouth. They would cover my mouth with their hands to force me to swallow. I was rolled over more times than I could count. Two men penetrated my anus at the same time.

The last cumshot was saved for my face: a small gush of relatively clear fluid: all Ryan had left in him.

My teammates were all panting, out of breath, drenched in sweat. The room smelled like a hockey locker room—and the smell of cum was sharp in my nostrils, probably because there was literal cum in my nostrils. I was too weak to move. I’m not even sure who did it, but someone lifted me up and carried me to a bedroom. They wiped my face and pulled a blanket over me, and then they turned out the light. I passed out shortly after—and not even from the alcohol; they had literally fucked the energy out of me.
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I’d been taken by the whole team.

And honestly, I thought the whole thing was a dream. When I woke up in that guest bed, head pounding from all of the liquor, a relief washed over me. I blinked a few times and turned my head away from the sunlight. I smiled, thinking that it was all just a nightmare. But that relief didn’t last long.

I had a dry mouth, my brain feeling like it was stuck in a vat of molasses. I blinked my eyes, trying to get my bearings, and then slowly sat up in bed.

It took me a moment to realize where I was. I was in Marty's guest room, surrounded by the smells of stale beer and sweat. The room was bathed in the morning sunlight, and I could hear the distant sounds of someone cooking breakfast in the kitchen. It was a bacon smell that would make most people salivate, but with my churning stomach, the smell just made me want to run to the bathroom.

I looked around the room, taking in the details. The walls were painted a sickly shade of yellow, and the furniture was a hodgepodge of hand-me-downs and thrift store finds. There was a dresser in the corner, covered in empty beer cans and dirty clothes, and a single window that looked out onto the backyard.

The bed I was in was lumpy and uncomfortable, and I could feel the springs poking through the thin mattress.

Something black was stuck in front of my eyes. I tried to push it aside, but it was stuck to me, as if glued to my face. “Great,” I groaned, thinking the guys had played some prank on me. I ripped it off of my skin and flakes of white fell down on the mattress. Then, I ran my fingers up through my crusty hair; it wasn’t my hair.

Panic, dread, terror…

I was wearing a wig.

I threw back the blanket and saw that I was wearing that skimpy little blonde chick’s outfit. My skin was crusted all over with dried cum. “No!” I cried.

Then, I felt the soreness as I tried to sit up. My ass was burning; putting even the tiniest amount of weight on it made me wince in horrible discomfort.

“No, no, no,” I said, shaking all over.

Did it really happen? Was I really fucked by the whole team?

I could hardly move. The pain in my rear end was intense. It was even hard to move my limbs; my joints were crusted in place with dried cum. I had to carefully peel that wig off of my hair. I lost some of my real hair in the process, thanks to dried cum.

There was dried cum everywhere. I was a disgusting mess… and my God, the smell! Why didn’t I shower before getting into bed? Oh right—because they fucked me so hard, I couldn’t move; I could hardly breathe.

I managed to get on my feet. I managed to get out of those crusty, cum-stained clothes. I scrambled through the room, finding one of Marty’s old jerseys and a pair of running shorts. They smelled a bit like body-odour, but it was better than nothing.

As I stumbled out of the guest room and into the kitchen, the pounding in my head intensified. The sunlight streaming in through the windows was like a million knives piercing my eyes, and the sounds of Marty frying up bacon and eggs made my stomach churn.

He turned and smiled at me. “Hey, Jeremy,” he said. “You’re the first one up.” He stepped up to me, grinning. “Hey man, if you want to see a hot naked blonde, she sprawled out on my bed right now. You need to see the tits on this girl; they’re perfection.”

I forced a smile, trying hard not to stumble.

My whole body felt like it was made of lead. Every muscle ached, every joint felt stiff and swollen. It was like I had run a marathon while wearing a suit of armour.

I groaned and rubbed my temples, trying to push away the throbbing pain in my head. But it was like a relentless hammer, beating away at my skull with every breath I took.

The smell of bacon made my stomach lurch, and I had to take a deep breath to keep from throwing up. My mouth was dry and sticky, and I could feel the remnants of last night's booze coating my tongue.

I stumbled over to the coffee maker, pouring myself a cup of the strongest brew I could find. But even as I drank it, I could feel the coffee doing little to alleviate my pain.

My body felt like it was on fire, like every nerve ending was screaming in agony. It was the absolute worst hangover imaginable, and I couldn't believe I had let myself get this drunk.

“You want four eggs, or five?” he asked.

“Nothing for me,” I said.

Marty was the only guy who hadn’t fucked me. He was probably the only guy who didn’t know about that strange, surreal orgy that happened so suddenly. And now, I could hear a rumbling down the hall: someone else waking up. “I think I’m just going to leave,” I said. I wasn’t ready to face them. I couldn’t see the men who railed me, who dominated me, who stripped me of every ounce of my masculinity.

I found my clothes by the couch. I scooped them up and then I rushed to the door. Marty paused to watch me. “You okay, bro?” he asked.

“Just have some chores I forgot about,” I said in a panic, and then I was out, on the front step. The cool morning air hit me like a slap in the face, and I could feel the sweat on my forehead turning cold.

The streets were quiet, the only sounds the distant hum of traffic and the occasional bird chirping in the trees. The sky was a bright, clear blue, and the sunlight filtered through the trees, dappling the sidewalks with shadows.

It was a beautiful morning, the kind of morning that should have filled me with a sense of peace and joy. But instead, all I could think about was the terrible thing I had done the night before, and the desperate need to forget it.

I stumbled down the sidewalk, my head throbbing with every step. The world felt like it was spinning, and I had to close my eyes for a moment to steady myself.

But even as I tried to push away the memories of last night, they kept coming back. The things I had done… the things I let them do to my body. The pain was still there, throbbing in my stretched asshole. I don’t want to get too graphic, but I could feel myself… leaking. No amount of clenching could close that gaping hole, and leftover cum was still making its way down that long, stretched cavity. Let’s not get anymore graphic than that, okay?

It was like a dark cloud hanging over my head, threatening to consume me.

I quickened my pace, eager to get home and forget about everything that had happened. But even as I walked, the memories kept nagging at me, like a persistent itch I couldn't scratch.

I finally reached my house.

I could see that my mom was awake, moving around in the kitchen. I couldn’t face her, so I went around back, so I could make a straight shot for the bathroom. I needed to shower. I needed to take the world’s longest shower, to wash away all of that dried cum, the sweat of twenty men, and all of that shame.

No shower could wash away that shame, but I tried my best. I showered until the water ran cold and my mother yelled from the hallway, “You’re using up all the water!”

The memories of the previous night's events haunted me, taunting me with their obscene details. I had allowed myself to be used and fucked and abused by not one guy, but my entire hockey team. It was like I had lost control of myself, given into some dark, twisted desire.

The now-cold water from the shower cascaded down my body, but it did little to ease the heavy burden of shame and regret that weighed me down. The sound of the water drowned out everything else, but it couldn't block out the memories that kept playing on a loop in my mind.

How could I have been so stupid, so reckless? How could I have betrayed my own values, my own sense of self?

As the water washed over me, I felt like a fraud. Like I was pretending to be someone I wasn't. I had always prided myself on being a good person, a decent human being. But last night, I had shown myself to be anything but.

The guilt and shame were overwhelming. I had let down my family, my friends, and myself. I was a failure, a disappointment.

I leaned against the shower wall, my heart heavy with a deep sense of regret. The water pounded against my skin, as if trying to wash away my sins. But I knew that nothing could ever erase the damage I had done.

I closed my eyes, trying to push away the memories. But they kept coming back, like a relentless tide.

As I stepped out of the shower and dried myself off, I couldn't help but wonder if there was any way to undo what I had done.

The weight of my guilt felt like a physical force, dragging me down. How could I ever face my teammates, my family, my friends, knowing what I had done? How could I ever forgive myself?

I will admit that I wept. I spent most of that day in bed—not because of the hangover, but because my ass was too sore; I couldn’t stand the pain that was throbbing down deep. It was a long, tormenting day.

The hangover was over by noon, but I told my mom that it was lingering. “You shouldn’t drink so much—especially during playoffs,” she growled at me. “We paid a lot of money for your hockey career; it would be nice to see you treating it seriously.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. I was happy that she assumed I was just suffering from a hangover.

But I’ll be honest; there were moments that I considered getting into my car and heading to the hospital, to make sure that the boys hadn’t broken anything. There were moments where I was almost positive that my pelvis was shattered, that my tailbone was broken into pieces. It was a horrible feeling.

But the next day, it was better: still a bit sore, but nothing that I wasn’t too used to; it felt like the day after a hard leg workout in the gym. I was able to walk and exercise. But when I got a call from my coach, telling me practise had been rescheduled from 4:00 PM to 2:00 PM, I had to say, “I’m really feeling sick. I—I think it’s the flu.”

“Go get tested. Get to a doctor. We need you in top shape for the second round, Jeremy. Drink water—and rest.”

“Sure thing,” I said.

I wasn’t ready to face the team. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to look into their eyes. The thought of seeing them all filled me with a grotesque shame that I just couldn’t handle.

And now, I was beginning to wonder if this was the end of the line for my hockey career. There was no way I could show my face there. Maybe I could put in a trade request. Maybe I could just take the rest of the year off, on the injured reserve—and then hopefully my spot on my junior team would still be waiting for me…

But other guys on our team were headed for the same junior team as me. Derrick, Pete, Andrew… They were all there last night, naked, erect, feeling the inside of my body with their long cocks. I washed their cum off of my body, their sweat, their spit.

Two days later, coach called to check in on me. “I’m still pretty sick,” I said, faking a cough. I’d been faking illness around my parents too, keeping the charade going. Sadly, there was a part of me hoping that our team would be eliminated in that second round, so that our season could be over and done with, so I wouldn’t have to face any of those guys.

Skip ahead a week. Halifax beat Sydney to advance to the quarter-finals. Now, a date was set for our first match. Coach called me to ask if I was going to be playing. It had been a long week, pretending to be ill. But the shame hadn’t gone away.

“If you’re still sick, I’m going to send the doc to check you out,” the coach said to me, sounding a bit cross and fed up. “And Jeremy—this also means I have to call up one of the alts. If he meshes in the series, you won’t just be able to come back and take his spot. We’re not taking risks here.”

“I understand,” I said. My hands were trembling. “I, uh…” I took a deep breath and bit down on my tongue. “I think I’m feeling better. I’ll play. I’ll, uh… be at practise this afternoon.”

I felt sick, thinking about seeing those guys.

Maybe they were so drunk that none of them remembered what happened. I rolled my eyes at that though: twenty guys, all forgetting a two hour long intense orgy. That seemed farfetched.

Had they talked about it? Would they laugh when they saw me? Did they tell Marty? Did the coach know? Would the whole hockey community know what I did with those men?

I packed up my bag. My hands wouldn’t stop trembling. I didn’t want to see those men…

But now, I was preparing to face them again, to go to hockey practice and try to act like nothing had happened. But how could I? How could I face them after what I had done?

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. I knew that I had to face the consequences of my actions, no matter how painful or difficult. But even as I got dressed and headed out the door, I couldn't shake the feeling of dread that consumed me.

As I walked towards the hockey arena, my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. Would they look at me differently now? Would they treat me with disgust or disdain?

The sound of skates on the ice filled my ears, and I knew that I was getting closer. I took another deep breath, trying to prepare myself for what lay ahead.

As I stepped into the locker room, the sight of my teammates hit me like a ton of bricks. They were all there, in their jerseys, joking and laughing like nothing had happened.

But as soon as they saw me, the room fell silent. It was like all the air had been sucked out of the room.

I tried to ignore the stares, the whispers. I tried to act like everything was normal. But it was like an invisible wall had been erected between us.

I changed quickly, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone. But as I laced up my skates, one of my teammates came over to me.

"Hey man," he said, his voice low. "How you holding up?"

I didn't know how to respond. How could I even begin to explain the weight of guilt and shame that consumed me?

But before I could say anything, another teammate chimed in. "Yeah, we've all been there. It's no big deal."

I looked up at him, incredulous. How could he say that? How could he act like what had happened was normal, acceptable?

“The flu is rough,” said another man. “I swear it’s ten-times worse than it was ten years ago.”

“Amen to that,” Marty said. “My uncle said that they release a new flu every year, from a lab. They make it stronger and stronger to take old people out, so the government doesn’t have to pay their pensions.”

The guys laughed. “That’s fucking insanity,” said Ryan, shaking his head.

“Well,” said Marty, shrugging his shoulders. “Is it really that crazy? You don’t think the government is capable of something like that?”

“Someone would have piped up by now. An operation like that… thousands of people would have to be in on it… and not one single whistle-blower?”

“You’re a conspiracy theorist!” barked Frank.

They were talking as if nothing happened, as if that crazy night of sin and lust had never transpired.

I looked around the locker room. I saw that none of my teammates seemed to be bothered by what had happened. It was like they had already moved on, while I was still stuck in the quagmire of my own guilt.

I hit the ice for the first time, feeling rusty and out of sync. My passes were off, my shots missed the mark. It was like I was skating in slow motion, while the rest of the team was moving at full speed.

My coach watched me with concern, and I could hear the rumblings of my teammates wondering if I would be benched for the next playoff series. I heard someone mention the coaches talking to Eddie, who played right-wing like me. He was on the alt-team: a lousy passer and an even lousier shooter… why would our coach be talking to him? To replace me, of course…

I knew that I had to step up my game, to shake off the memories of that fateful night and focus on the game ahead. But it was easier said than done.

Every time I took a shot, every time I made a mistake, I could feel the weight of my own guilt and shame bearing down on me. It was like a physical force, dragging me down and making it impossible to play at my best.

But as I skated back to the bench, I knew that I couldn't let my teammates down. I had to find a way to push through the pain, to focus on the game and leave the past behind.

I took a deep breath, trying to block out the noise and focus on the task at hand. I visualized the puck, flying off my stick and into the back of the net. I imagined the roar of the crowd, the feel of the ice beneath my skates.

I managed to bury a few floaters before the end of practise, taking the goalie by surprise. Those few goals gave me a tiny touch of confidence.

In the locker room, Marty smiled at me. “Nice to have you back, Jeremy,” he said. “That rust fell right off. We’re going to stomp Halifax this weekend.”

“Totally,” I said softly.

The guys were now talking about the hotel swimming pool at in Halifax. They laughed like nothing was unusual. They went through the usual post-practise rituals. Someone put on loud music and the energy was buzzing… like nothing weird happened.

Everyone was ignoring that terrible elephant in the locker room.

But a part of me was hopeful that they’d just… forgotten. And maybe I would soon forget too.

Three more practises went by, and life started to seem normal again. Nobody brought up that night. Nobody acted differently around me. Guys would spank me on the ass in the usual teammate sort of way. I have to admit that there were moments that I wondered if the whole thing had just been a realistic nightmare; maybe I never was fucked by twenty men at Marty’s house.

Game day came: our first in a best-of-seven against Halifax.

And as I stepped back onto the ice, something shifted inside of me. The memories of that fateful night began to fade, replaced by a fierce determination to succeed.

I made a few good passes, a few good shots. And as the game wore on, I found myself skating faster, playing harder.

By the end of the game, I was exhausted but exhilarated. I had pushed through the pain, and I had come out on the other side stronger and more determined than ever before. Our team netted five goals, and I had two assists on the night. It was a tight finish: 5-4, but we came out on top.

“Too close, boys,” said the coach in the locker room. “Tighten up the neutral zone. I want to see pucks moving up boards—no more getting stuck in our end. And Jeremy…”

I froze, not knowing why I was being singled out.

“Stop anticipating the stretch passes; we’re getting killed on the turnovers. You were lucky tonight, but don’t expect to get lucky again next week; they’re going to watch the tapes tomorrow. They’re going to have an eye on your number. When you’re out, they’re going to close down that neutral zone. And then what are you going to do? Tighten it up. Close the gaps.”

“Yes, coach,” I said.

I knew that I had more work to do. I had to continue to face my own demons, to confront the guilt and shame that still weighed me down.
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Game two started out well. I scored the opening goal. I officially had more points than anyone on the team, with two assists and a goal in two games. I had more points than Marty. But if you know hockey, you know that it’s not about who gets the most points.

By the end of that second period, I was a -2, on the ice for three goals against. The coach was furious, fuming. He wouldn’t even talk to me between periods—except for when he said, “Stop anticipating the fucking stretch passes, Jeremy!”

And then there was an opportunity in the third. The puck was shot down the boards by their team, and it landed right on the stick of our defensemen. There was a clean line between us, so I started skating backwards, towards the middle line. Yes, I was opening myself up for a long stretch pass—but in my defence, there was a clear line, with no chance of interception. I tapped my stick to the ice, letting him know to pass to me.

He eyed me from across the ice. I knew that he saw me there, but he was hesitating. I had a feeling the coach’s words were ringing through his head. He didn’t want to get in shit for making a stretch pass after all of the shit we got in for anticipating stretch passes.

But this was a golden opportunity: a chance for a breakaway. Hell—it was a free breakaway…

But he didn’t make the pass. Instead, he turned and located our left-winger. He passed to him, and then the puck got gummed up in our defensive zone. I started to skate back, but I was too late: the opposing captain robbed us of the puck and took it to the net, sliding it past our goalie. The buzzer sounded, letting us know that we no longer had a chance of winning game-two. We were three down with five minutes left.

I didn’t get another shift. The coach was furious at me for leaving our defensive zone while the puck was at our end.

As I skated off the ice, I saw the coach waiting for me. His face was stern, and I could tell that he was upset.

"Jeremy, we need to talk," he said, his voice clipped.

I followed him to the locker room, feeling a knot form in my stomach. I knew that I was in for it.

"We can't afford to have these kinds of mistakes in the playoffs," he said, his eyes fixed on mine.

I nodded, feeling a sense of shame wash over me. I knew that I had let the team down, and I didn't know how to fix it.

"I'm going to pair you up with Connor for some extra practice," he said, gesturing to the defensemen who should have just made that stretch pass. "We need to work on defensive zone passing, and I think the two of you could use some extra time on the ice. I’m not asking; I’m telling. Tomorrow, after practise. Stay on the ice.”

My heart sank. Connor was one of the men that had pounded me on that night, when I was drunk. He was one of the more ruthless ones. I could still remember him pinning my arms down and ramming his shaft into me, grunting, sweating, making me yelp and cry.

The thought of being alone with him, of having to face him after what had happened, was almost too much to bear.

But I knew that I had no choice. I nodded, trying to put on a brave face. But inside, I was trembling with fear and shame.

The next day approached slowly. The tension stopped me from getting any sleep. I was sluggish during practise, making the coach even more furious. I heard more rumours about them calling up an alt to replace me.

Practise ended.

The coach left us alone. The silence was deafening, broken only by the sound of our skates on the ice.

I could feel Connor's eyes on me, and I knew that he was thinking about what had happened between us. It was like a dark cloud hanging over us, making the air thick with tension.

We started with some basic drills, but it quickly became apparent that our defensive zone passing was a mess. Every time we tried to execute a play, it fell apart. It was like we were working against each other, instead of as a team.

The coach watched us from the sidelines, his arms crossed. I could feel his disappointment like a physical force, and it only added to the tension between us.

We worked on the drills for what felt like hours, the tedious repetition of it wearing me down. But even as my muscles screamed for relief, I knew that I had to keep going. I had to prove to the coach, and to myself, that I was capable of being a valuable member of the team. I didn’t want to be replaced right at the end of that season. I didn’t want to have my junior letter revoked.

“Keep going,” the coach growled, and then he left us alone.

Connor passed a few more, some landing, some missing. My legs were aching. Then, he skated up to me. I often forgot how much smaller I was than the other guys, but this wasn’t one of those moments. Connor was like a giant, looking down at me, face stern. He wasn’t saying anything—just staring at me from inches away.

“Everything okay?” I asked sheepishly.

“Why’d you go long for that pass? You knew coach said to cut that shit out,” he growled, referring to the mistake that ruined game-two for our team.

“I had open ice. You know a stretch pass would have won us the game,” I said.

He glared at me. “It’s irrelevant,” he said with his deep voice. “We were told not to do it, but you still did it. Now I’m stuck here getting extra reps. My legs are fucking aching. Because of you, I’m a -3.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“You’d better make it up to me.”

“I will,” I said.

He turned around and skated back to the point to continue the passing drills. I will admit that we were getting better. I was figuring out some of his stick mannerisms, knowing where that puck was going to land. He liked to saucer his passes, lifting them slightly off the ice, so controlling them meant cupping the stick slightly.

The practise was probably worthwhile. I had a good feeling about game-three… until what came next.

We got to the locker room, which was already empty. The other guys had changed and left for the afternoon. The girls’ team was already practising on Ice-B. Their stuff was all crammed into their cubbies.

Connor took off his clothes, getting down to his boxers. He stood up and stretched as I started towards the showers. Then, he said, “Wait.”

I looked at him. He stared at me for a moment, blushing. Then, he walked over to one of the girls’ cubbies, dug into her bag, and pulled out a small dress. He tossed it to me.

My heart skipped a beat. “W—What’s this?” I asked.

“Put it on,” he said. His whole face was dark red.

“Why?”

“You said you would make it up to me, so put it on.”

“But why?” I asked.

His eyes blazed with intensity. I swear I could hear his heart pounding. “Just put it on,” he said quietly. And I knew; I knew how he wanted me to pay him back.

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. “I—I don’t think it’s a good idea,” I said. “The girls might come back. Coach might still be here.”

“I said, put it on,” he growled. “Quickly.”

I felt so stupid, so embarrassed. All of the work that went into forgetting about that traumatic night evaporated in an instant. I looked at the tiny dress, wondering if it would even fit on my body.

"Put it on," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "Let's relive that night."

I felt a wave of fear wash over me, but I knew that I couldn't refuse. I owed Connor for botching our last game, and I knew that he wouldn't let it go until he had his revenge.

Trembling, I took the dress from him and slipped it over my head. I felt exposed, vulnerable—even worse than when I was standing naked, walking to the shower.

The dress was a pale pink colour, with thin straps that barely covered my shoulders. It was short, barely reaching my mid-thighs, and it hugged my curves in all the right places.

Connor circled around me, his eyes taking in every inch of my body. I could feel his gaze like a physical touch, and it made my skin crawl.

"Looking good," he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

I wanted to run, to escape from the locker room and never look back. But I knew that I was trapped, a prisoner of my own guilt and shame.

We stood there in silence, the tension thick between us. I could hear my own heartbeat, pounding in my ears like a drum.

And then, suddenly, Connor lunged forward and grabbed me by the shoulders. He pressed his lips against mine, his hands roaming over my body.

I wanted to scream, to push him away, but I was frozen in place. It was like I was living in a nightmare, unable to wake up.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it was over. Connor pulled away, a smirk on his face.

"You're pathetic," he said, his voice filled with contempt.

I wanted to say something, to defend myself. But I was too ashamed, too horrified by what had just happened.

Then, he grabbed my arms and spun me around. He bent me forward, making me gasp. He pulled up my skirt and spanked me hard on the tush. I yelped.

My legs were trembling. Now, his hands were rubbing my backside. “God, I have to admit that you have a nice ass.” He moved his hand around before pushing a finger—or maybe a thumb—up into my asshole. I yelped again. “Surprisingly tight,” he said, his voice shaking. I could feel the heat radiating off of his body. The smell of his stale sweat was strong in my nostrils. He pumped that finger in and out of me, making me groan. Then, he replaced it with his cock.

I cried out, throwing my head back. He grabbed a handful of my hair. I felt him trembling. He was terrified in his own way, knowing that he was doing something so terrible, so taboo—but he couldn’t help it. And I should have been turning him away, but I wasn’t. I was too guilty to turn him down. Now, I could feel his fat tip pushing into me.

“God, that feels so fucking good,” he groaned.

“I—I can feel it throbbing!” I cried.

He spanked me again, making me yelp once more.

“God, you’re so fucking hot,” he growled. He squeezed my ass. I felt his cock twitch. Then, he stumbled me over to the wall. I pressed my palms against the cool concrete. Suddenly, he was thrusting. He didn’t go easy, and he didn’t ease into it; he was just looking to get off quickly, using me as a masturbation toy. He pumped hard and fast. I screamed. “Fuck!” I cried. The pain only lasted a minute, but what replaced it was worse: intense, pulsing pleasure. “Fuck! Don’t stop!” I cried out. He railed me with every inch of his fat, athletic cock. He fucked me so hard that I fell to my knees, and then he mounted me awkwardly, like a dog, ensuring he was using every inch available, and he kept fucking me into the ground: my face in a pool of melted ice and hockey player sweat.

He fucked me until he was ejaculating deep in my stretched hole. He pried my ass cheeks apart with his hands as he pulled out, as if he wanted to gaze down into my fuck-hole. To make it more humiliating, he spat into my gaping asshole before letting go. “Fuck,” he growled. “That felt good. Get changed. Quickly.” He used his skate rag to wipe the cum off of the tip of his dick. Then, he looked over at me as I stumbled to my feet. “What the fuck, dude?” he said. “Are you erect?”

I was; I was intensely aroused, my cock holding up that skirt.

I turned away from him and pulled that dress off. Then, I rushed into the shower without saying a word more. Once I was finished showering, Connor was gone, apparently not feeling the need to shower after that long, intense workout.

I didn’t see him again until the next night: game night: game-three against Halifax. And he just smiled at me casually and went on chatting with the guys about how hot Ana De Armas was in her new movie. “You see her tits near the end. Damn, that girl has great tits.”

“I fucked a girl who looked just like her,” Marty said. “A real doppelgänger. In fact, she said that she’s going to try to make it as a stand-in in Hollywood.”

“Pictures, or it didn’t happen,” laughed Ryan.

I tried to get my head into the game, but it was hard with Connor sitting there, knowing what kind of thoughts he had in his head. I knew that he no longer saw me as just his teammate. Even without liquor in him, he was secretly lusting over me, fantasizing about fucking my brains out.

I would catch the other guys throwing glances at me, looking away quickly when I turned to return the glances. What were they thinking? Did some of them have the same thoughts that were in Connor’s head? Were they hoping to fuck me again? Did they get off on the memory of that night: twenty of them taking me at once like a cheap whore?

The pressure was on as we entered the third game of the series against Halifax. It was tied 1-1, and we all knew that this was going to be a pivotal game. We had won the first game, but they had come back strong in the second. We needed a win, and we needed it bad. We needed momentum back on our side.

As the puck dropped, the intensity on the ice was palpable. Every play, every pass, every shot could mean the difference between winning and losing.

And as the game progressed, it was clear that it was going to be a tight one. Both teams were playing their hearts out, with each side trying to gain the upper hand.

There were close calls and near misses on both sides, with players throwing themselves in front of pucks and diving to make last-second saves. Ryan left the game in the second period after taking a snapshot to the face. The refs spent five minutes finding his teeth before resuming the game.

The crowd was on the edge of their seats, cheering and shouting as the game went back and forth.

Then, in the second period, things started to shift. Halifax managed to slip one past our goalie, and suddenly we were behind. Thank God I wasn’t on the ice for that goal against.

We fought back hard, with every player pushing themselves to the limit. There were some intense goals, with the crowd roaring and the players on the bench jumping to their feet in excitement.

But no matter how hard we tried, we couldn't seem to close the gap. Our passes were off, our shots were weak, and our defence was shaky. I had an opportunity for a stretch-pass breakaway, but I didn’t take it, knowing I would get in shit. I ended up pinned in our zone for two long minutes, legs dead. I blocked a hard shot, taking the puck to my foot. I screamed in pain, but managed to end the shift without a minus.

As the third period wore on, I found myself struggling. My minutes were reduced, and I was making mistakes left and right. I missed passes, botched shots, and let my defensive responsibilities slip.

The coach watched me with concern, and I could feel the other players eyeing me suspiciously. They knew that something was off, and they were starting to question whether I should be in the lineup at all.

But even as the doubts crept in, I refused to give up. I dug deep, drawing on every ounce of strength and determination I had left.

And then, with just a few minutes left in the game, I saw my chance. I stole the puck from one of Halifax's defenders and raced down the ice with energy that came from nowhere. My heart was pounding in my chest. My teammates were screaming. The coach’s voice was hoarse and destroyed, but he managed to scream louder than anyone.

I faked out the goalie, and then I took the shot. It was the most intense shot of my life, and as the puck flew through the air, time seemed to slow down.

And then, with a deafening roar, the puck hit the back of the net. The crowd exploded into cheers, and my teammates rushed over to me, slapping me on the back and congratulating me.

It was a tie game, and we were going into overtime.

The tension on the ice was even higher now, with both teams playing with everything they had left. There were close calls, with pucks ringing off the post and skimming just past the goalie's pads.

And then, in the final minutes of overtime, our team managed to score. It was a glorious moment, with the crowd erupting into cheers and the players jumping up and down in celebration.

As we skated off the ice, I knew that I had redeemed myself. I had played my heart out, and I had helped our team to victory.

But even as the elation washed over me, I knew that there was still work to be done. We still had two more games to win to end that series.

But for now, I was content to bask in the glow of our hard-earned win.

“Three days off before the next game,” the coach said. “Go have fun. Tomorrow is off. But don’t have too much fun; we need to be in top shape for the next game. Halifax isn’t going to hand this over to us so easily.”

The party was at Marty’s house, and I wasn’t planning on going at all… but the guys insisted. They pressured me into going.

As I approached Marty's house, my heart was pounding in my chest. I could hear the music and the laughter from outside, and I knew that my teammates were already inside, partying it up.

But I hesitated, my hand hovering over the doorknob. The memories of that fateful night were still fresh in my mind, and I didn't know if I was ready to face them again. The last time I was in that house, I was covered in dried cum, body sore from being shared by so many different men.

For a moment, I considered turning back, just walking away and leaving the party behind. But then I heard Marty's voice, calling out my name from inside.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come, and pushed open the door.

Inside, the house was a riot of noise and colour. The music was blasting, and the guys were crowded around the keg, laughing and joking with each other.

As soon as they saw me, they cheered, slapping me on the back and offering me beers. For a moment, I felt almost normal, almost like everything was okay.

But then I saw Connor, and more memories came flooding back. I could feel his eyes on me, watching me carefully, and I knew that I was still in his debt. I tried to stay away from him as best I could, but he always seemed to be nearby, floating around me, following me.

For the rest of that night, I tried to avoid him, staying on the opposite side of the room and keeping my head down. But even as I partied with my teammates, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off.

At one point, I just couldn’t take it anymore, so I snuck away, heading down the hall, towards one of the bedrooms, so I could have a moment of peace. When I closed the door, and the quiet engulfed me, I finally felt a sense of peace. I slid down the wall, sitting on the floor, trying to let my heart settle.

Then, the moment came to an abrupt end. The door opened and I bounced to my feet.

Standing there was Greg Brown, tall, glasses pushed up. “Oh,” he said. “I didn’t know anyone was in here.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I was just taking a moment. I, uh, have a bit of a headache. The music is loud in there.”

“I’ll get them to turn it down,” he said.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I think I’m going to take off.”

“No, no,” he said. “Don’t do that. Stay and celebrate with us. That was a huge win. And you! Game-winning goal! No big deal or anything.”

I smiled. I’d always liked Greg.

Now, he was looking around the room. “Can I get you something?” he said.

“Nah. I just need a minute.”

“Alright, buddy,” he said. “I’ll get you a water. I’ll be back.”

He left, and I took a deep breath. It was five minutes before he came back. He slipped into the room carefully, closing the door behind him. He had a water with him—but he also had something else. “What’s that?” I asked, seeing the pink handful of fabric.

He let it fall, unfurled. It was a small dress, faux-leather, tight. “I, uh, got it from Marty’s room. He keeps girls’ clothes in there; he calls them trophies.”

“W—Why do you have it?” I asked.

His skin reddened; I knew that look. I knew what he wanted. I knew what he was thinking. A lump grew in my throat.

He locked the door. “You should try it on,” he whispered.

I was trying not to cry now. They all saw me the same way: as the team whore. They all wanted to fuck me. When they looked at me, their minds filled with fantasies.

I don’t know why I went so submissive so easily. I was afraid to turn him down, afraid to make him upset—or mad. I felt like I owed him, though I wasn’t sure why. I got naked in front of him. He watched with glowing eyes. He scanned my thin, smooth body. He even eyed my penis with a soft whimper as I stepped into the tight pink dress. I pulled it up, wriggling, squirming, grunting to get it over my body.

“It looks really good,” he whispered.

“Thanks,” I whispered back. “But, uh… I don’t know if I can.”

“Just let me feel you,” he said. He put his trembling hands on me and moved them up and down. He felt my curves and moaned. He cupped my ass and squeezed. I noticed his throbbing bulge. “I’ll pay you,” he said suddenly.

“Pay me?” I asked, trying not to cry.

“To suck me off. I’ll pay you. Don’t tell anyone. Just… I’ll pay you.”

“I don’t want you to pay me,” I said, biting my tongue.

He stared into my eyes. “I need you to suck me,” he said. “Pay or not… I need it. You’re so… You’re so fucking hot.”

And now, he was erect. He pulled his pants down and took out his erection. “Please just fucking suck me.” He pumped himself, pulling his foreskin back, revealing his fat, glistening tip.

I went down to my knees, taking a deep breath. I closed my eyes. I just wanted to get it over with. I pushed out my tongue, and his shaft pushed onto it. “Oh God,” he groaned.

I gripped his cock with my hand and began to stroke him, gently licking his tip. “Just like that,” he whimpered.

I squeezed hard and pumped slowly. I tickled with the tip of my tongue.

Shame filled my body. I was so horribly humiliated, hugged by that tight pink faux-leather. He was so hard, throbbing, leaking pre-cum onto my tongue. The taste of that pre-cum reminded me of that horrible night. I fought back tears.

“Don’t stop,” he growled.

He reached down and grabbed me by the hair. He began to thrust into my mouth. He pumped down my throat, gagging me, making saliva pour down my face. And then, he pulled out and unloaded a hot, steamy load on my face. “I’m so sorry,” he said while he was ejaculating. “I’m seriously so sorry. I can’t help it.”

I opened my mouth for him, just to turn him on a little bit. I let him cum on my tongue, and then I swallowed it. I wiped my face and stood up. “Did you, uh, get it out of your system?” I asked.

“Yeah. Thanks,” he said. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

“I won’t,” I said.

“You’re a good friend, Jeremy,” he said sheepishly, and then he turned and scurried out of the room.
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It happened again the next day, at my own home. Bruce Ulrik showed up at my house, asking to see me. He had some gear to drop off. “You forgot this in the locker room,” he said as he stepped into my room, holding my locker bag.

“I know,” I laughed. “I keep that stuff in my locker. It stays there.”

He stood silently, staring at me, and then, with trembling hands, he produced an outfit that he’d nabbed from one of the girl’s cubbies. He just stood there, holding it, jaw trembling as he tried to gather the courage to ask for it.

He didn’t speak, and I didn’t either. I just nervously took the outfit and gave him what he wanted. I don’t know why I did it. My heart was racing and my gut was filled with dread, but I didn’t want to let him down. In a weird way, I felt like it was my duty as his teammate, like I was in a position to give him confidence that he could transfer to the ice. Maybe that made no sense, but that’s how my mind had come to justify it.

I went down on him. He was hard before I got it out of his pants. His legs trembled the whole time. “Oh God,” he kept whimpering, over and over. He wasn’t looking at me, red all over with shame. He was taking long, deep breaths.

I bent over for him, over my bed. He mounted me carefully and pumped me slowly, still whimpering, “Oh my God,” under his breath.

His long, curved shaft felt good. He had thick veins that massaged the walls of my asshole. “That feels good,” I moaned. I was shocked to hear those words come out from my mouth.

He reached around and gripped my cock. I was hard. He moaned and began to stroke me. “Make me cum,” I whispered.

He pumped harder.

“Oh God, Bruce, make me cum!”

I pushed my bum into his lap, hard, getting every inch of his throbbing member inside of me.

“Make me fucking cum!” I cried.

And then I blasted my bed sheets. I spewed thick cream everywhere. I cried loudly—dangerously loudly, seeing as my parents were just downstairs.

Bruce only lasted another ten seconds before groaning and filling my tight hole. He pulled out, holding my ass cheeks apart. He stood and watched as his creamy goo spilled out of me. I was still moaning, still lost in a pulsing orgasm.

By the time I looked back, he was gone; he’d scurried away, ashamed of himself, but probably not nearly as ashamed as I was.

The shame didn’t get to him too badly; he scored the opening goal against Halifax in the first period of game four. The crowd erupted in cheers, and for a moment, it seemed like everything was going to be okay.

But then, as the game progressed, things started to unravel. Our passes were off, our shots were weak, and our defence was porous. Halifax was relentless, with every player pushing themselves to the limit. They seemed to be everywhere at once, intercepting our passes and swarming our net.

By the end of the first period, we were down by two goals. The crowd grew restless, with fans shouting and jeering from the stands.

We tried to fight back, with every player pushing themselves to the limit. But no matter what we did, we couldn't seem to close the gap.

As the second period wore on, the tension on the ice was almost unbearable. We tried to play more aggressively, taking more shots and pushing harder on defence. I was slammed hard into the boards and had to take ten minutes on the bench, hardly able to move my arm. The doc came to look at the arm and determined it was just going to be a nasty bruise.

We were starting to play in their zone, putting pucks to their net. I can’t even count how many times we hit the post. One of those was bound to go in, to give us the momentum we needed to claw back into the game…

But then, just when it seemed like we might have a chance, Halifax managed to slip another goal past our goalie. The crowd groaned, and our coach called a timeout. “Tighten the fucking neutral zone!” he screamed, spit flying out from his mouth. “They have you skating in circles like a bunch of idiots!”

In the locker room, the tension was thick. We all knew that we were looking at a big L. We were down by three goals with twenty minutes left—and hardly any energy in the tank. Gazes were on the floor. It seemed like we had less energy with each passing game. It seemed like Halifax came out with more with each game—and even though we were up a game, it was starting to truly seem like a series we were destined to lose.

“We can do this, boys!” growled Marty. And he managed to get a bit of enthusiasm burning in the room.

But even as we tried to regroup, I could feel the doubts creeping in. Could we really come back from a three-goal deficit? Did we have what it took to win?

Let’s just say that it wasn’t a winning atmosphere.

“Jeremy,” the coach said. “Trainers want to see you in the exam room. They’re going to take a closer look at that arm. Pete—they want to look at your foot. The rink is having Zamboni issues, so it looks like we’re going to get a few extra minutes to catch our breath.”

They took me and Pete down to get looked at. They had us strip out of our gear so that they could run us through the full gambit.

They were concerned about my arm. They questioned whether or not I could keep playing. They went off to discuss and then they came back with the coach. “Tell us honestly, Jeremy,” they said. “Can you play, or no?”

“I feel okay—a bit sore… but fine.”

“We’re probably facing a loss anyway; if you need the rest, take it,” the assistant coach said, and then he was scolded by the coach.

“I think I’m fine,” I said.

“Alright… Well, they’re still trying to fire up the Zamboni. Take a few minutes, do some stretches, and then get back into your gear.”

They left me alone in that training room with Pete. Pete looked at me with a sheepish glare. He turned a soft shade of red, and I instantly knew that he was thinking about that night. I could always tell when those memories entered into the heads of my teammates; that reddened glare was unmistakable.

“At least the next game’s on our rink,” he said.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

Then, I noticed him looking back. At the back of the room, they had shelves filled with training gear, including clothes: shorts, socks—even spare underwear. That rink was used by the girls as well, so they had female attire too: sports bras, tank tops, short-shorts. Pete stared at one of the tight sports bras, and then he looked back at me.

“Right now?” I asked with a whisper.

I watched his face turn dark red.

I can’t say that I know what came over him, but I’d seen the same switch flip in the other guys. It was like the sight of me reminded them of that night, and that got their genitals all fired up. I walked over to the shelf and then I looked around. There was a private massage and stretching room off of the training room. “In there,” I whispered. I went in, and Pete followed.

I changed into a sports bra, tiny short-shorts, and long white socks that covered my knees. It seemed to be enough for Pete. He quickly pulled down his boxers, revealing his semi-erect penis. I grabbed it and stroked it for him, getting him hard, and then I spun around so that he could fuck me on that massage table. “Be quick,” I whimpered, feeling him sliding in and out of me, using spit as lube.

Long story short, I played the third period with cum oozing into my boxers, into my jock strap. It was a bit uncomfortable, but Pete had managed to pound his tip into my prostate, making the muscles in my body relax in a way that no massage therapist had ever accomplished before. I felt loose and limber, with a surprisingly clear head.

But it was Pete who stole the show that night. An amazing, surprising hat trick from the second-liner tied the game with just two minutes left. The game went to over-time. The fans were on their feet. Pete was moved to the first line for overtime, paired with Marty. He made a jaw-dropping stretch-pass to Marty just two minutes into OT, and Marty put it in the back of the net.

We won.

And while the guys were all celebrating, I just sat there, stunned, wondering if I played a role in that win more than anyone realized.

Before that third-period, Pete was sluggish. He made lousy passes and kept getting caught off-guard by the other team’s big hitters. But after I let him fuck me and cum inside of me, he was like a different person; he had confidence that I’d never seen him carry before. He certainly had never scored a hat trick before…

Later that night, he sent me a text message from his hotel room. “Thank you so much,” he wrote simply.

“Don’t mention it,” I wrote back.

That night, my hotel roommate and teammate, Kyle Baxter, slipped into my bed in the dark, rolled me over, and fucked me hard before going back to his bed, turning away from me, and going to sleep.
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Before the next game, I re-shaved my legs, my crotch, and even my armpits. I took a strip of wax paper and got all of the tricky hairs off of my asshole with one painfully tug. In the basement, we had bleach (my mom bleached her own hair every two months). I used a little bit of bleach to lighten up asshole, and the strip of skin between my asshole and my ball sack.

Also in my basement was a lifetime of Halloween decorations and costumes. I found an old blonde wig, shoulder-length, with bangs. I can’t say that I know what costume it came from—probably something my mom wore before I was even born. I had to shake it to get the dust out, and then I spent an hour brushing it to untangle decades-old knots. I slipped the wig into one of the pockets of my hockey bag.

I nabbed a small tube of pink lip gloss from my mom’s makeup drawer and hid it with the wig.

I spent thirty minutes at the lost-and-found bin before practise. That bin had ten years of clothes inside of it. I was able to find a small white dress that was surprisingly cute, and a red bra that had some padding.

Then, after practise, I noticed Benji Herman eyeing me. I’d noticed him eyeing me a few times throughout practise, so I approached him. “Can I talk to you after the team meeting?”

He nodded his head. He flushed red and I knew that we were on the same page.

“Cool. Meet me in the old locker room, okay?” It was at the end of the hall, hardly ever used, unless the rink was throwing some big event and needed extra space.

After the team meeting, I got my things. I rushed to that room and went into the old bathroom to put on the wig, the lip gloss, the dress, the bra. I was ready when I heard the door open. “Jeremy?” he called out. “You in here?”

I took a deep breath. Then, I came around the corner and leaned against the concrete wall. “Hi Benji,” I said in the girl voice that I’d been working on.

He turned dark purple. Not another word was said. He took off his clothes and then he came to me, kissing me, touching me, forcing me down to my knees and pushing his hard cock into my mouth.

I ended up on my back, legs spread wide. He pushed into me, not caring that my erection was resting on my stomach, just before his own gaze. He pumped me as I moaned, pointing my toes straight. I watched as his shaft went in and out, in and out—and then I watched as my cock suddenly sprayed my stomach with gobs of white goo. I gasped, flushing red, covering my mouth. I was embarrassed, as if my cock was admitting that I liked being railed, that I liked being dressed as a girl, that I liked being used by my teammates for sexual satisfaction.

And maybe it was true… maybe I did like it. Maybe I liked it a lot…

I definitely liked when a guy could find that G-spot, that sweet-spot that made me moan and purr. Like when Benji managed to make me spurt cum onto myself—it was an orgasm unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

And I will admit that my heart stopped for a moment when Benji scored the game opener, just ninety seconds into that fifth game. He came to the bench to high-five everyone, and then he paused for a moment as he reached me; our gazes met, he blushed, and then he smiled, as if to thank me. My heart skipped a beat.

That game started off as a nail-biter, with both teams pushing themselves to the limit. Every play was tense, every shot felt like it could be the difference between winning and losing.

As the game wore on, our team managed to gain a slight edge. We scored that first goal, and then the second, and suddenly the momentum was in our favor.

But Halifax wasn't going to give up without a fight. They pushed back hard, with their star players leading the charge. Every shot on our goal felt like a bullet, and our defence was stretched thin. I felt completely outmatched whenever I had a shift; I just made it my goal to not make any mistakes; scoring goals wasn’t even on my mind—just survival.

As the third period began, we knew that we had to hold on tight. The score was 2-1 in our favor, but it felt like anything could happen.

Halifax came out hard, with every player giving it their all. They managed to slip a shot past our goalie, tying up the game. Our fans groaned loudly, and then the place became silent.

Ryan brought the energy back into the building when he dropped gloves with one of their star D-men. It was a gritty fight and they were both thrown out of the game.

The crowd erupted in cheers.

Our team refused to give up. We pushed harder, played smarter, and fought with everything we had.

And then, with just minutes left on the clock, we managed to score a goal: a dirty goal, but a goal nonetheless. The crowd went wild, and we knew that we had a chance to win.

But Halifax wasn't going down without a fight. They pushed back hard, with every player on the ice giving it their all.

As the final seconds ticked away, the tension was almost unbearable. It felt like time was standing still, like everything was riding on this one moment.

And then, with a final burst of energy, we managed to hold on. The final buzzer sounded, and we knew that we had won.

The crowd erupted in cheers, and our team gathered on the ice, celebrating our hard-fought victory.

As we skated off the ice, I could feel a sense of relief wash over me. We had done it, against all odds. We had won the series, and we were advancing to the next round of the playoffs.

I knew that the road ahead would be tough, that there would be more battles to fight. But in this moment, I couldn't help but feel proud of what we had accomplished.

The celebration started seconds after we reached the locker room: champagne showers, cracked beer cans, men singing together so loud that it was impossible to talk without having to scream. “Party at my place!” Marty shouted.

A few gazes turned to me as men remembered what transpired at the last party. And I knew that I should have been filled with a horrible dread… but instead, I was trying to conceal excitement. I was biting my tongue, thinking of a way to push the night towards a similar outcome.

For the past few nights, I’d gone to sleep fantasizing about reliving that experience: dressed as a woman, being taken by twenty strong, athletic men. I wanted to do it again; I wanted to feel them inside of me, taking turns, taking me together, unloading on me as they lusted over my beautiful body.

As I approached Marty's house, I could feel the weight of the memories bearing down on me. I knew that the guys were already inside, partying and celebrating our big win, but I couldn't shake the feeling of dread.

I put my back against the cool wall of his house. I took a deep breath. “You can do this,” I said. I couldn’t let this anxiety ruin me forever. I knew that I would need to figure out how to deal with it one way or another.

As I stepped inside, the room fell silent. All eyes were on me, and I could feel the weight of their judgment pressing in.

For a moment, no one said anything. It was just me, standing there awkwardly, waiting for someone to break the silence.

Finally, Marty stepped forward. "Hey man, glad you could make it," he said, clapping me on the back.

I tried to smile, to act like everything was okay, but I could feel the tension in the air. It was like everyone was remembering the fateful night, the night that they all took turns being inside of my body.

The guys tried to make small talk, but it felt strained and forced. Every conversation felt like it was skirting around the elephant in the room, the thing that we were all thinking but didn't want to say out loud.

And then, in the midst of the awkwardness, someone made a comment. “You’d look better in a dress right now,” he said to me. A few of the guys chuckled, as if it was a casual, harness joke. There was a tense silence. It was like a bomb had gone off in the room, but then suddenly, everyone was talking like nothing happened.

I tried to brush it off, to act like it wasn't a big deal. But I could feel the shame creeping in, the memories of what I had done flooding back. The tension in the room was almost unbearable. It felt like everyone was waiting for me to say something, to apologize, to make things right. No—they needed to apologize—not me. They all came onto me; they pressured me into wearing the outfit. They made love to my body and I just went submissive.

But I didn't know what to say. I was still wrestling with my own guilt, trying to find a way to move on from what had happened.

I tried to have a few drinks, hoping the alcohol would help to ease the tension… but the tension remained thick. I kept noticing the glances, and I kept hearing the odd comment, sometimes whispered, sometimes just blunt and in the open. “Wearing panties under there, Jeremy?” grinned Steve.

I knew that it was an insult… but somehow, it didn’t feel like an insult. It almost seemed like he was hitting on me. It somehow seemed like they were all secretly, quietly hitting on me.

I had to step away later in the night. The tension was just too intense. I went into Marty’s room. I took a deep breath and sat on the edge of his bed. My head was spinning. I wondered if I’d let myself get too carried away with this whole girl-thing.

And then a slip of satin caught my eye. It was peeking out of his closet, closed in the door, waving to me like a little satin hand pushing out between that small crack. It lured me in. I stepped slowly, opening the closet door and seeing all of Marty’s trophies—not his real trophies, of course, those were on a shelf in the living room. These were prizes from all of the girls he’d fucked over the years. He kept something from all of them: panties, dresses, skirts, and incredibly sexual lingerie.

Now, I was feeling sensations and urges that were totally alien. I had the strangest desire to go and lock Marty’s door so that I could try on everything. I just wanted to feel it all hugging my skin—feeling it with my hands just wasn’t enough.

Unable to control myself, I grabbed a piece of lingerie. I quickly got undressed and I wriggled into it. “Oh God,” I moaned in delight, feeling a huge wave of satisfaction.

I couldn’t stop. I put on stockings. I pranced around the room, spinning in front of the mirror.

I changed into a new outfit. Now, I was erect, but the erect bulge didn’t stop me, or even slow me down. I was in my element. I was pulsing all over with excitement.

I couldn’t stop. I knew I was getting carried away. I knew that I was playing with fire.

And I knew that being caught was inevitable if I couldn’t make myself cut it out…

But maybe I wanted to be caught. Maybe I wanted them to find me, and then to humiliate me, to make me relive that fateful night where my whole life changed.

So I didn’t stop. I kept going. My heart kept pounding harder and harder, faster and faster. I was moaning with pleasure. I kept the lingerie on, putting a tiny red dress on overtop. I looked so fucking cute. I spun around and stood up on my toes, making my legs long. I admired myself for a long time.

Why was nobody catching me?

I couldn’t take it anymore; I needed to be seen like that. I needed to be touched. I needed to be validated. So, against my better judgement (and I really wasn’t very drunk at all), I threw open the door and went out. It took a moment for them all to notice me. It took a moment for the noise to die down as the gazes moved towards me.

I just smiled and pranced on by, straight to the kitchen. I grabbed myself another drink and returned to the living room, seeing those silent faces again. I took a seat on the couch, as if I hadn’t left.

They stared at me. Some giggled. Some whispered to their buddies. Soon, conversations started back up. They kept looking at me, of course. Marty walked up to me, blushing. He said, “What the hell are you doing, man? You lose a bet?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just thought it would be nice,” I smiled.

He looked at me like he thought I’d cracked. Maybe I had. He walked away slowly.

Then, a bit later, Benji approached me. He leaned in close. “Bedroom?” he asked.

I smiled. “Sure, Benji,” I said in my girl voice. I took him to the bathroom and sucked him off, letting him finish in my mouth. I wiped my lips and gave him a kiss on the lips, and we returned to the party.

Then came Connor. He was dark red all over. “Meet me in the basement in twenty,” he growled under his breath. I met him. He turned me around and pumped with with his hard cock, filling me with his warm seed.

Then came Greg. “Can I fuck you? I promise it will feel good.”

“Sure!” I giggled. I took his hand and led him to the guest room. A few guys saw us go. I’m sure they gossiped and some probably giggled. I let Greg rail me for fifteen minutes. I told him to cum in me. “I don’t want to change clothes,” I giggled.

He filled me. I quickly pulled my panties up so it wouldn’t make too much of a mess. Then, I went back out. Now, guys were awkwardly approaching me for sex.

I took Josh and Eric together to the guest room and let them double-team me.

Brian and Frank fucked me together too—they even managed to get inside of my ass at the same time, cumming together.

It was late in the night when Marty came up to me and said, “Are the rumors seriously true about you?” he asked, stunned.

“I don’t know,” I smiled. “Want to find out?”

He was white. He choked on his words. He stuttered. “Have you lost your fucking mind?” he whispered.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so.”

“People are going to find out about this,” he said.

“Everyone already knows. They’ve all been with me.”

He paused for a moment. “What do you mean, everyone?”

“Everyone but you, I think. I mean—some of it is a bit of blur. I guess I can’t guarantee every guy was there… but I’m pretty sure the whole team has taken me.”

He was baffled, jaw hanging down.

But he caved too, near the end of the night, when all of the other guys were passed out. I was coming out of the bathroom when he grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me into his room. He quickly got naked, showing me his long, thick cock. I didn’t hesitate. I sucked him. I made him moan. I jerked him and then I flopped over for him so he could play with my body.

He fingered my asshole. He sucked my nipples. He even sucked my cock for a minute before penetrating me with his erection. I hugged him tightly while he rammed into me, sloshing his cock through the cum of the ten different men who had finished inside of me earlier that night.

He groaned. Cum gushed out of my hole.

But that night, it was Marty who managed to make me cum. I was on top, bouncing on his hard, veiny shaft when the orgasm took over. My cum sprayed across his toned, NHL-calibre chest. He moaned loudly as I fell down onto him. He squeezed my ass and fucked me ruthlessly: plunging my asshole with hard thrusts.

Half of the men on that team had taken me that night. The other half took me over the next few days.

And they kept fucking my brains out at every game-winning celebration. We went deep into those playoffs, so my asshole took a real beating. When we advanced to the finals, I had three men inside of my rear-end at once. I didn’t do much walking the next day.

The weeks following the party at Marty's house were some of the toughest of my life. We were put through some of the toughest training. And I have to admit that there were some awkward moments as the rumours about me spread.

But through it all, I kept working hard, kept practicing and honing my skills. I was determined to become the best hockey player that I could be, to prove to myself and to everyone else that I had what it takes to succeed.

And it paid off. Our team started winning game after game, and the finals loomed on the horizon. I felt a sense of excitement and fear building inside me, knowing that everything was riding on these next few games.

The playoffs were a rollercoaster ride of emotions. We won some games easily, while others were nail-biters that went down to the wire. I played my heart out in every game, giving it everything I had and leaving it all on the ice.

And then, before I knew it, we were in the finals. It was a tense and exciting series, with each game pushing us to the limit. I felt the weight of the moment bearing down on me, knew that everything was riding on this one chance to prove myself.

In the end, it all came down to the final game. We were down by one goal with just minutes left on the clock, and I knew that this was it, the moment that I had been working towards for so long.

And then, with just seconds left on the clock, we managed to score a goal. The crowd erupted in cheers, and I felt a sense of relief and joy wash over me.

We had done it, we had won the playoffs.

After the game, I was approached by a scout from a serious AHL team. He offered me a spot on their roster, and I knew that my dreams of playing professional hockey were finally coming true.

Marty, too, went on to bigger and better things. He was scouted by the Chicago Blackhawks, and I knew that he was destined for greatness; but that didn’t surprise anybody.

But even as our careers took off, we never forgot where we came from. We stayed in touch, stayed close, even as we played for different teams and lived in different parts of the country.

And then, one day, everything changed. Marty and I were hanging out in his Chicago apartment, catching up on old times, when he turned to me and asked a question that I never expected.

"Jeremy," he said, his eyes locked onto mine. "Will you be my girlfriend?"

I was stunned, shocked, but also thrilled. I had always had a crush on Marty, had always admired him from afar. And now, it seemed like my dreams were finally coming true.

From that moment on, we were inseparable. We played together on the ice, shared everything off the ice, and built a life together that was full of love and laughter.

Looking back on it all, I realize that the fateful night was a turning point for me. It was the moment when I realized that I needed to take control of my life, to stop living in fear and shame, and to start chasing my dreams.

And I did. I chased them all the way to the top, building a life that was full of happiness, success, and love.

As I sit here now, watching Marty play for the Chicago Blackhawks on TV, I can't help but smile. It's been a wild ride, but it's been worth it. And I know that, no matter what the future holds, we'll always be there for each other, on and off the ice.

THE END
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Lars has always been the smallest guy on every soccer team he’s ever played on. So when his team’s captain, Vinnie, makes the guys play against the girls, he’s chosen to switch to the other side, to even out the teams. Sadly for Lars, that means putting on the pink girls’ outfit for one humiliating afternoon.

But when the girls win the little fun match, Lars discovers that there are perks to playing with the girls; he gets invited out for celebratory drinks, and one thing leads to another—and let’s just say that wearing the girly outfit was a small price to pay for a lot of fun.

Now, the girls want to play with Lars again, this time in an upcoming league game. Lars is just excited to get another shot at the girls. Nobody tells him that it’s a game for an all-girls tournament. Ad the girls have him so distracted, he doesn’t even realize that they’ve been grooming him to be a girl for their team.
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Iwatched as my buddies ran up and down the field, their bodies glistening with sweat. We were one player short, so we were making do with an odd number. Five against four. It was a bit awkward, but we were making it work.

"Yo Lars, you gonna jump in or what?" one of my buddies called out to me.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling the familiar pang of insecurity. These guys were all bigger and stronger than me, and it wasn't easy to forget that when I was standing on the sidelines.

But I was a good soccer player, damn it. I was fast and agile, and I had a good sense of the game. So I stepped onto the field with confidence.

"Alright, let's do this," I said, as I jogged onto the field. I stretched out my arms and legs quickly.

We played hard, but there was always someone sitting out each rotation to keep it even. It wasn't ideal, but we were making it work. As I ran up and down the field, I couldn't help but notice the way my buddies towered over me. They were all bigger and stronger, with muscles bulging beneath their jerseys.

But I wasn't about to let that stop me. I weaved in and out of defenders, my quick feet propelling me forward. I felt alive on the field, like nothing else mattered except the ball at my feet.

"Nice one, Lars!" one of my buddies called out, as I scored a goal.

I felt a rush of pride, knowing that I could hold my own against these bigger guys. Maybe I wasn't the biggest or the strongest, but I was a damn good soccer player. And that was all that mattered.

Well, they were my buddies, and it wasn’t a real game; we rarely played real games, especially in the winter. Most of the guys on the team were just there to get away from their wives, from their nagging kids. It was one day a week that the guys could just hang out together and get a bit of exercise.

I looked over at Vinnie as he dribbled the ball down the field. He was one of the better guys on the team, and it showed. He was serious about soccer, more so than any of us. He was in his mid-twenties, but he still daydreamed about going pro. I could see it in the way he played, with a fire in his eyes that the rest of us lacked.

Vinnie was fit, handsome, and charming with the ladies. He was one of the few guys on the team who wasn't married with kids, like me. It was easy to see why he was so popular with the ladies. Hell, even I had a bit of a man-crush on him. He did a bit of modelling on the side, and had acted in a couple commercials. He also held down a well-paying day job at a money management firm. He had a nice car, nice clothes, nice shoes… but for some reason, he still liked to hang out with us, a bunch of bums, a bunch of guys with borderline dad-bods, with lousy jobs that were nothing to brag about.

"Pass it over here, Vinnie!" I yelled, as I ran up the field.

He nodded, and with a quick flick of his foot, the ball was flying my way. I caught it and took off, my legs pumping as I ran towards the goal.

"Nice one, Lars!" Vinnie called out, as I scored yet another goal.

Vinnie was better than the rest of us, but he was still humble enough to play with us. To be honest, I think he just liked that he was better than us, and playing with us gave him extra confidence went he went on to play with his regular soccer team: a semi-pro team that was filled with some of the best players in the province. They had a tournament coming up in a couple of weeks: The Irving Open, sponsored by Irving Oil. The winning team got fifteen-thousand dollars and a free trip to Montreal for Nationals.

I grinned, feeling a rush of adrenaline. It was moments like these that made me forget about my insecurities. Moments when I felt like I could do anything, be anything.

But as I caught my breath, I couldn't help but glance over at Vinnie. He was talking to one of the girls who had come to watch us play, his smile charming and his eyes sparkling.

I couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy. Vinnie had it all: the looks, the charm, the talent. And here I was, never getting any of the attention—probably because I was small. Girls never picked the small guy out of the crowd; let’s be real.

The game wasn't over yet, but we had the field booked for another thirty minutes. That's when a group of pretty girls showed up. I could feel the guys' attention shifting towards them, their eyes following the girls' every move.

I couldn't help but feel a bit envious. These girls were beautiful, with their hair flowing in the wind and their fit bodies (and big titties) squished into tight tops and tighter sports bras. I knew I didn't stand a chance with them, not with my small frame, standing next to my burly buddies.

“Hey boys,” one of the girls smiled.

“Hey,” Vinnie called back.

“Clear the field. It’s time for you guys to leave.”

There was a sudden silence. We all looked at each other and then back at the girls.

"What do you mean, leave?" one of my buddies asked, his voice rising in frustration.

"We booked the field for this time slot," one of the girls said, with a hint of annoyance in her voice. "You guys need to go."

There was a moment of confusion as we tried to figure out what was going on. Had there been a mistake with the bookings? Sadly, it wouldn’t have been the first time. A few weeks earlier, we showed up and there was a game being played, still with an hour left on their slot. They refunded us for the mistake, of course. And a few weeks before that, a bunch of eight-year-olds showed up for ‘Turf Time’. Their coach unloaded a bunch of balls and hula-hoops and cones and let the kids go wild; another double-booking.

After a bit of back-and-forth with the girls, we realized that the field had indeed been double-booked.

Andrew, red in the face, stormed off to the front desk of the rec centre to see what was happening. When he came back, his face was even redder. “Double booked again—but this time they’re saying that we’re only paying for half of the field. What the actual fuck is this nonsense!?”

“Calm down, buddy,” smiled Vinnie. “I’m sure we can work something out with these lovely ladies.”

I could feel the frustration bubbling up inside me too. This wasn't the first time this had happened. We were always getting kicked off the field by other groups who had double-booked. It was starting to feel like we were the ones who didn't belong.

But Vinnie didn't seem to mind. He was just happy to be around women. It really didn’t help that it didn’t seem like he was on our side.

"Come on, guys," he said, flashing the girls a smile before turning to us. "Let's share the field. We can play together."

I couldn't help but roll my eyes. Vinnie was always like this: smooth-talking and charming, always wanting to fuck girls before anything else. But for the rest of us, it was hard to ignore the frustration and disappointment. We just wanted to play soccer, without having to deal with all the drama and double-bookings.

I have to admit that the girls' request to leave put a damper on the game. We were all hot, sweaty, and tired, and the last thing we wanted was to deal with some pretty girls who thought they could just kick us off the field. Nobody but Vinnie wanted to play with the girls.

"What the hell?" one of my buddies muttered, shaking his head in disbelief.

"We booked this field fair and square," another guy chimed in.

But the girls didn't seem to care. They were adamant that they had the right to play too.

“Everyone calm down. We can share the field," Vinnie said, flashing his signature grin. "It'll be fun."

But the rest of us weren't convinced. We had seen this before. Every time we tried to book the field, it seemed like there was always another group trying to muscle in on our time.

It wasn't fair. We had booked the field first. We had the right to play without being interrupted by a bunch of pretty girls who thought they could just waltz in and take over.

But Vinnie didn't seem to feel the same way. He was too busy chatting up one of the girls, trying to impress her with his soccer skills, showing her how he could keep the ball in the air without letting it touch the ground; he was like a twelve-year-old trying to impress his buddies.

"Come on, guys," he said, gesturing towards the field. "Let's play together. It'll be fun.”

“You already said that,” I groaned.

In the end, we begrudgingly agreed to share the field. First, we set up smaller nets on either side of the width of the field, so we were now playing on a half-field. The girls were on the other half. This became annoying quickly when their ball kept rolling into our game, and then, a couple of times, our ball went into their game. On top of that, playing on half a field just isn’t the same. We were hardly running; it was more like a passing and intercepting drill.

Finally, after ten minutes, Vinnie put up his hands and said, “Let’s just play with the girls.”

“I don’t want to play with girls,” groaned Michael, eyeing the girls. Sure, they were pretty, but they weren’t very good. They weren’t playing very hard. They were doing a lot more giggling than shooting and scoring. There’s nothing fun about going easy on a bunch of girls.

“Don’t you think they’re cute?” Vinnie grinned.

“All the more reason not to play with them,” Michael said. “I don’t need my wife needing another reason to want to murder me.”

“Amen to that,” said Nazem.

I eyed the girls. They were cute… I had to admit.

There was a cute blonde with a ponytail, her shorts so short that they barely covered her ass. And then there was a pretty brunette with a tank top that clung to her curves in all the right, tight places. But the real showstopper was a beautiful redhead with long legs and a killer smile. Her shorts were so damn tight, you could make out the whole contour of her puffy pussy, and that magnificent slit, sucking that fabric into it. The girls brought the smell of perfume with them into that indoor soccer arena.

“Fine, whatever,” I said, caving to Vinnie. The guys all groaned, but they all caved too. Vinnie called the girls over and we all stood in an awkward group together, figuring out how we were going to split up the teams. The girls seemed just as frustrated about this as us. Some of them refused to even look at us, as if we’d done something wrong to them.

Maybe it wasn’t fair to be mad at them; maybe we should have all just been mad at the recreation centre for creating this mess; it’s not like they knew we’d booked the field when they booked it—and vice-versa.

We split up the teams, but they were still uneven. The girls had eight players and we had nine—seventeen players total. So there was the awkward issue of one player having to constantly sit out to make it fair. And, of course, that player was me when the game started, and it was five whole minutes before one of the guys finally volunteered to sit out so I could play.

Then, it was another guy. Then another.

None of the girls were volunteering, and the guys started noticing after about twenty minutes. “Maybe one of the girls can sit out next,” I suggested when nobody else volunteered.

But the girls just stared at me with a glazed-over look. “It’s not our problem you guys have an odd number,” the blonde with the ponytail said.

I bit down on my tongue. I could see some of the other guys doing the same. An argument suddenly erupted and the game came to a pause. The volume of the argument escalated. “I have a feeling you girls are used to getting what you want, all the time!” Michael barked.

“And you think that you should have first dibs, because you’re men!” said one of the girls.

“What is that even supposed to mean?”

This went on and on, until one of the recreation centre employees stepped onto the field and said, “Time’s up!”

We all groaned. We spent a quarter of our field time arguing. We were all grumpy as she dragged our feet over to our bags. “Same time next week?” Vinnie asked. He was the only one smiling.

“I think I’m busy next week,” groaned Michael.

“Busy? With what?”

Michael sighed, looking into Vinnie’s eyes. “Honestly, I don’t want to keep doing this. It’s a waste of my Saturday. There’s always some issue here. This place is a joke.”

“It’s the only indoor arena in town,” Vinnie said. “It will be warm out in a couple months.”

“Then I’ll play again in a couple of months,” Michael said.

“C’mon, man.”

“Sorry,” said Michael.

And then, Cody stepped up to Michael. “I’m with Mike. I’m sick of paying ten bucks just to play on some corner of the field with kid-sized nets. I’ll wait until the spring.”

Vinnie tried his best to rally the guys, to lift their spirits up, but the guys had a point: it wasn’t much fun playing in that arena: having to pay just to have issue after issue. But the other option was… not playing at all.


2



It was the next day.

I walked into the bar with a knot in my stomach…

Another Tinder date, another chance to be rejected for being short. I scanned the room, searching for a familiar face, but all I saw were strangers. My heart sank. Had she stood me up? Had she seen my profile picture and decided that I wasn't worth the effort?

As I made my way to the bar, I saw something that made me freeze. Vinnie was sitting there with three of the girls from the soccer field, his charm and charisma oozing from every pore. They were laughing and chatting, and Vinnie was flashing that damn grin of his. It was like a punch to the gut.

I took a seat at a table in the corner, where Vinnie wouldn’t see me, and ordered a drink. Maybe my date would show up, maybe she wouldn't. Either way, I was determined not to let it ruin my night.

I didn’t want Vinnie to see me on some awkward-as-hell date. I didn’t want him to see me getting rejected. My date was nothing compared to the three girls he was with now; they were nines and tens, and I was waiting for a six…

As I sipped my drink, I couldn't help but steal glances at Vinnie and the girls. They were all so beautiful, with their bodies curvy, glowing—hair soft and long and styled, faces dolled up like professional models. It was hard not to feel a bit suggestive as I watched them laugh and flirt.

I tried to push the feeling aside, but it was hard not to feel envious. Vinnie always had it all: the looks, the charm, the talent. And here he was, surrounded by beautiful women, while I was left waiting for a girl who seemed like she wasn’t even showing up.

As the night wore on, the tension in the bar grew. The music was too loud, the people too rowdy. I was starting to regret even coming here in the first place.

And then, just as I was about to give up hope, I saw her. My Tinder date. She was walking towards me, a smile on her face.

I stood up to greet her, trying to ignore the feeling of anxiety in my chest. Maybe this was it. Maybe she would be the one who would look past my height and see the real me.

I always had that hope, whenever I met a new girl—even if I was meeting a girl outside of dating… Was I meeting my future wife? Could she be the one?

But as I looked up at her, I couldn't help but feel a pang of disappointment. She was tall, with long legs and a slender frame. It was like a cruel joke. She was prettier than her pictures. Her boobs were bigger than she’d let on. Her body was fitter than it appeared in all of her photos. She had plump, beautiful lips.

I was on a date with a nine, and I knew that I couldn’t stack up.

We sat down at the table and ordered drinks, making small talk as the tension between us grew. It was hard not to feel self-conscious, like she was judging me for my size. I was 5’4”, and she was close to six feet tall. I hated the feeling of being looked down at, especially by a woman.

And then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Vinnie and the girls get up to leave. They were laughing and joking, their bodies swaying to the music. Vinnie put his hand subtly on the tush of that stunning redhead, and she didn’t push him away; she actually snuggled into him.

Vinnie pulled out a cigarette. He was a smoker, which had always surprised me. He was the only guy on our team that smoked; he was one of few soccer players that smoked, but his lungs didn’t seem to mind.

Then, I looked back at my date; she was on her phone, face seemingly emotionless.

It was like a slap in the face. Here I was, stuck on a date with a girl who didn't seem interested, while Vinnie was out there living his best life. It wasn't fair.

“I have bad news,” she said to me. “My roommate’s cat is having seizures and she needs a ride to the vet.”

“Can I help?” I asked.

“I don’t think there’s anything you can do, unless you’re a vet,” she smiled. “I just need to go and give them a ride. Maybe we can reschedule.” She stood up.

‘Maybe’.

I wasn’t feeling so hopeful. I just sat and smiled and watched her go, knowing I would probably never see her again, unless I caught her out on a date with Vinnie…

Yes, I know what you’re thinking: Lars, you’re a real sad-case. You’re probably thinking that I’m some crybaby loser, that my insecurities are just in my head, that girls don’t actually care how tall a guy is. Well, maybe that’s true, but how can a guy not feel insecure when half of the dating sites have a feature to filter users by height? How am I supposed to feel when a third of the profiles on Tinder explicitly say ‘No men under six feet’? Sure, maybe if I was a few inches shy, I could still squeeze in with some charm and nice hair—but I was more than half a foot beneath that threshold.

And I should tell you a story—a story that took place at that very bar (which is why I was hesitant to even meet a date there).

It was a year earlier.

I felt the sweat trickle down my neck as I approached a girl at the bar. She was average-height, with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She was everything I had ever wanted in a girl. I’d been watching her all night: watching her bat her big eye lashes, listening to her cute giggle as she joked around with her friends.

I was with some buddies. They knew that I was single, and noticed that I kept eyeing her. “Ask her out, dude!” they kept saying to me. I hadn’t asked many girls out before. My heart raced at the thought of approaching a stranger, setting myself up for a potential rejection and humiliation. “What’s the worst that happens? She says no?”

So I went in. I went for it.

I took a deep breath and introduced myself, my heart pounding in my chest. But before I could even finish my sentence, she cut me off.

"I'm sorry," she said, a smirk on her face. "I don't date guys who are shorter than me."

The words hit me like a ton of bricks. The laughter from the people around us echoed in my ears. I felt my face flush with embarrassment.

It was like the air had been sucked out of the room. I stood there, frozen, not knowing what to do. People were laughing at me, pointing at me. It was humiliating. I hadn’t even said a word. How did she know that I was going to even hit on her?

“I—I’m just getting a drink from the bar,” I said, dazed, trying not to cry in front of all those people.

She rolled her eyes. “Sure. You’ve been staring at me all night, Willow. Beat it.”

I tried to stammer out a response, but nothing came out. I just stood there, feeling like a fool. And then she turned her back on me and walked away, leaving me standing there alone and embarrassed.

As I walked out of the bar, the laughter ringing in my ears, I couldn't help but feel a sense of shame. I was different, and that difference had been pointed out to me in the most brutal way possible.

Then, there was my first-ever Tinder date, just a few months after that catastrophe in the bar.

I sat nervously in the coffee shop, waiting for my blind date to arrive. We had been chatting online for weeks, and I was excited to finally meet her in person.

As I sat there, sipping my coffee, I couldn't help but feel self-conscious. I had never been on a blind date before, and I was worried that she would reject me for being short. It hadn’t been something I thought about much before the bar incident, but since then, it was constantly on my mind.

And then I saw her. She walked into the coffee shop, her long legs striding confidently towards me. She was beautiful, with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. I felt my heart race as she approached.

But as soon as she saw me, her expression changed. She looked me up and down, her face contorting in disgust.

"Oh," she said, her voice dripping with disappointment. "I didn't realize you were so short."

I felt the blood rush to my face as the people around us turned to stare. I tried to stammer out a response, but she cut me off.

"I'm sorry," she said, her tone cold. “But, like—you’re staring at me like I’m some sort of bitch. Dude, you put on your profile that you’re average height. I was at least upfront about everything.”

I heard giggling around me. I even heard my heart plunging into my stomach.

And then she turned on her heel and walked away, leaving me sitting there feeling small and embarrassed.

For weeks after that, I couldn't shake the feeling of inadequacy. Every time I looked in the mirror, all I could see was my short stature. It was like that one rejection had defined me, had marked me as someone who would never measure up to the standards of others.

So yeah, I think that I had the right to be a bit insecure. I mean, I should get a bit of credit for continuing to try. I tried not to let it get to me. I tried to be as honest as possible with girls. Sometimes, I felt like I had AIDS, and I was required to disclose it to every potential partner. Every Tinder chat started with, “By the way, I’m kind of short.” And half of the time, that’s where the conversation ended.

“Stop telling girls that,” Vinnie once told me. I didn’t tell him about the humiliating experience in the cafe. And yes, maybe I lied about being average-sized to that girl; I was close to average when I wore lifts… But did I really deserve the public humiliation?

Even as I sat in that bar, alone, I noticed that I was getting looks. I noticed a few grins, heard a few snickers. I’m sure they all saw me getting rejected—and yes, I know that there was no seizure cat; I knew that she met me, realized I wasn’t what she was looking for, and decided not to waste another minute of her time. I suppose I couldn’t blame her; I didn’t want her wasting her time and I didn’t want her wasting my time either…

But I did want to find a partner. My sexual history was a humiliating disaster. I’d never fucked a girl who wasn’t drunk before (and calm down, I was drunk too, every time). It seemed like the only time I ever had a chance was late into some party, where everyone was making terrible decisions that they knew they would regret in the morning. I’d been with a couple of fives, a couple fours, a two… and I even went home with a one once: she was 380 pounds and forty-two years old (I was only twenty-two). Half of her face was numb from a stroke she suffered a few years earlier. I had to lift up her belly (which was very heavy) to get into her pussy. And nobody talks about this, but when a girl gets really fat, her pussy also plumps up and stretches out, so fucking her was similar to fucking a floppy bag.

I know, I know—I’m being mean. I’m not trying to be mean. I’m just trying to help you to understand why I had a bit of an issue with my confidence. You see, when I woke up next to the large lady, she looked at me and said, “Please tell me we didn’t have sex last night.”

“Why?” I said.

“You’re so… short,” she said.

I swear to God she said it. At this point, you’re probably rolling your eyes and saying, ‘This is so far-fetched!’, but I swear to you those words came out from her mouth. Look: I had no control over my height, but she could stop eating whenever she wanted to. So you can understand my frustration.

That night, after being rejected by that Tinder date, I was getting into bed when I got a message. It was a video message of a girl sucking a cock. “Just like that, baby,” said the voice of Vinnie. In the background of the video, another girl was naked and waiting for her turn.

Then came the next message. “Fuck! I didn’t mean to send that!” he wrote. “I’m sorry, that’s so embarrassing. I meant to ask if you’re free on Monday for some soccer.”

I couldn’t help but wonder if he sent the video on purpose, to shove his success into my face, to remind me that he was the alpha and I would never experience one tenth of the intimacy that he’d experienced. I watched that video a few more times. Oh God, even his cock was nearly twice the size of mine. How could I ever compete with a guy like Vinnie?

“I’m free,” I wrote.

“Great. I’ll check with the other guys,” he said. “Sorry again about the video. I meant to send you the booking confirmation.” A moment later, I got a picture of the recreation centre booking confirmation.
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Iwalked into the soccer arena, eager to play with the guys. But as soon as I walked through the doors, I saw Vinnie standing there with the girls from last week. I paused, feeling a coldness on my skin.

My heart sank. Without telling us, Vinnie had invited the girls to join us. I didn't want to play with them. I didn't want to feel like an outsider. I liked that weekly soccer session because it was a small escape from my usual problems. When I was around those guys, nobody cared that I was small, or broke, or single, or childless. We were just there for soccer… but now, with those girls there, it felt more like some sort of social event, like I was expected to make nice, to introduce myself, to set some sort of impression.

I walked over to Vinnie and pulled him aside. "What's going on?" I asked.

"We're playing with the girls today," Vinnie said with a grin. "It'll be fun, I promise."

I shook my head. "I don't want to play with them. I'm here to play with the guys, man. What gives?”

But Vinnie was insistent. "Come on, Lars. Don't be such a killjoy. They're good players. We'll all have a great time. We had fun last week.”

“We did?” I said, baffled. “I don’t remember any fun, man. I remember a big argument, and now we’re down Mike and Cory.”

“They were looking for an out anyway. Just give the girls a chance. We’re splitting the rental with them, so it’s actually a bit cheaper this week.” He smiled, as if the difference between eight bucks and six bucks was going to make me feel any different.

I hesitated for a moment, but eventually I gave in. I didn't want to be the one to ruin everyone's fun.

As we walked towards the field, I could feel the eyes of the girls on me. They were all so tall, so confident. And then there was me, small and insecure. I swear I heard a few giggles.

I tried to focus on the game, to forget about my insecurities, but it was hard. Every time I looked at the girls, I couldn't help but feel like they were judging me, like they could see all of my flaws.

“Shit,” Vinnie said, looking around, scanning the teams. “Where’s Ben?”

I looked around. Ben was always there; he’d never missed a game. But now, he hadn’t shown up.

“Want me to text him?” I asked.

“Sure,” Vinnie said. I messaged Ben but got no reply. We waited a few minutes. The girls pulled out a bag of tight tops and wriggled into them. They were a soft pink colour, hugging their breasts.

“Nothing,” I said.

Then, Ben showed up, with Cory and Michael. “I thought you guys weren’t coming anymore,” Vinnie said, lowering his brow.

“I changed their mind,” Ben smiled. Then he saw the girls and paused. “Did they double-book us again?”

“No,” I said. “Vinnie booked the field with the girls so we could all save a whopping two bucks…”

“Relax,” Vinnie growled. “Be nice to them. They’re nice girls.”

I glared at him. I wanted to point out the fact that he was getting sexual favours on the side. He had incentive; the rest of us were just being dragged along for the ride.

“We’re uneven now,” said Vinnie.

I did a quick head count. We were actually even now, with Cory and Michael there. “I think the teams are actually fair now,” I said.

“No,” Vinnie said. “We were going to do guys against girls. Now, we have two players too many.” He groaned. “Well, someone is going to have to play on the girls’ team.”

There was a silence. All of the guys and girls paused and looked around.

My heart sank as Vinnie suggested that one of us should play with the girls since we had two extra players. I knew that I was the smallest guy on the team, and I had a feeling that I was going to be the one who was going to have to play with the girls.

“Maybe one of the late guys,” I said with a grin.

“There’s no way I would fit one of those pink jerseys,” Ben chuckled. “But you might.”

“I ain’t wearing that!”

“You have to wear team colours, Lars,” he grinned.

I growled.

We argued.

Then, after some discussion, it was decided by everyone that I was the only one small enough to fit into one of the small pink jerseys, and so I had no choice but to play with the girls. I resisted, telling Vinnie that I didn't want to do it, that it would be humiliating.

“Too manly to wear pink?” he asked.

“No,” I groaned. “Too manly to put on a women’s tube top!”

“Who cares, man? It’s just clothes.”

“It’s a woman’s top! Next you’re going to ask me to put on the matching shorts!”

“I don’t care what you wear,” he said. “I just want to play.”

I groaned. I thought quite honestly about storming off of that field.

But Vinnie was insistent, and the other guys agreed. "Come on, Lars. It's just a game," Vinnie said with a smile.

I reluctantly put on the pink jersey, feeling like an idiot. It was tiny and pink, a clear indication that I was being forced to do something humiliating.

The game started. The girls all took off running, confident, determined to beat the boys. I ran with them. But they didn’t seem to notice me; they kept passing to one another, setting up their plays in a rehearsed way—and it became quickly obvious that they hadn’t rehearsed with me.

After five minutes on the field, the frustration started to seep out of me. “I’m open!” I would shout. And they still wouldn’t pass to me. The only time the ball ever touched my feet was when I stripped it away from one of the guys. Then, I would pass to one of the girls and I wouldn’t touch it again until I took it from a guy again.

Every time I made a mistake, I could feel the eyes of the guys on me. They were all laughing, making jokes at my expense. It was like I was a joke to them. “C’mon, Larissa!” shouted one of the guys. “Put your heart into it!” It was like my height was something to be mocked and ridiculed. It was something I was painfully used to from school: I was short and thin, therefore I was an easy target. Apparently being small made me a ‘girl’.

I had to bite my tongue. I tried to ignore their taunts and jeers, to focus on the game. But it was hard. Every time I looked at the girls, I felt like they were judging me, like they could see all of my flaws. I started to wonder if they weren’t passing to me because I was short, and they just assumed that meant that I wasn’t as good as my tall male friends.

And to make matters worse, I was wearing myself out, sprinting up and down the field, trying to get the ball from the guys. I didn’t normally need to sprint so much, but that was the only way I could get the ball.

When we took our halftime break, I was gassed. I sat down to try and catch my breath. Meanwhile, the girls just gathered next to me and chatted, as if they hadn’t even been active. I heard them giggling. I assumed they were mocking me… and then I heard them mentioning Vinnie. I inched closer to them, to hear what they were saying.

Then, one of the girls eyed me. “Are you going to come into the huddle or not?” she asked with a narrowed gaze.

Another girl stepped up to me and offered me a hand, pulling me to my feet. I have to admit that it felt emasculating, getting aid from a girl who was hardly one-hundred pounds. “You’re so sweaty,” she said in a cutesy voice. “I thought you guys played a lot.”

I glared at her. “I’m used to more passing,” I said. “You guys have me running Helter Skelter all over the damned field.”

“You’re never in position,” said the blonde with the pigtails. I hated that she, of all the girls, was critiquing my game. She was wearing a full face of makeup. She had pink highlights in her hair. She looked damn-near fourteen years old, even though I was pretty sure that she was eighteen. “We can’t pass to you if you’re not in position.”

“I’m always open!” I barked.

“But you’re not in position. It’s no use being open if you’re not in a good spot.”

I bit my tongue. They were all staring at me now. I wanted to fight them, to let them know that I’d been playing soccer my whole life—and I’d been told that I was pretty good by some serious athletes.

But the girls didn’t seem to care. “If you want us to pass, get in position. We really need someone at centre when we’re pushing up the field, in case we need to fall back.”

“You want me playing defence?”

“You have a problem with that?”

“It’s just… usually you put your weaker players on D.”

They all glared at me, with pitiful looks on their faces. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. When I looked down at my feet, I saw the pink of my tight top and remembered that I was dressed like a girl. My God, this truly was a humiliating afternoon.

I reluctantly followed the girls’ orders, staying on defence, holding back to get those retreat passes. We started that second half down by two… and soon, we were tied. I was able to stop a few advances by the guys, and the girls were able to set up impressive plays, putting balls in the back of the boys’ net.

I was a bit surprised when the girls would come up and high-five me. It was a stark contrast from the start of the game, where they would glare at me and ignore me.

The guys were getting tired, chasing the ball, looking like a bunch of little kids who couldn’t organize to save their life. They were getting tired. They were suddenly looking like shells of themselves. The girls had their passing cycles down, and the guys just didn’t know how to react.

Soon, I was happy to be on the girls’ team, setting them up for scoring chances. It seemed less embarrassing to be dressed up like a girl than it did to be beaten by a bunch of pretty girls.

We ended up winning 5-2. The guys were totally gassed, on their knees. Ben had an embarrassing dry-heave moment. The girls all giggled. “That was fun,” said the blonde with the pigtails, who hadn’t even broken a sweat. I was starting to wonder if these girls were professionals and we had no idea—or if the guys had seriously just been slammed by a bunch of feminine casuals.

“First round’s on me,” the blonde with the pigtails giggled.

“Victory drinks! Hell yes!” said the redhead with the amazing freckles.

I smiled and changed back into my proper clothes, feeling that embarrassment washing away in an instant. As I stepped away to return to my friends, one of the girls called out to me. “Lars, wait,” she said.

I turned to look at me.

“What is it?” I asked, thinking that I’d forgotten something.

“Aren’t you going to get victory drinks with us?”

I paused. All of the girls were looking at me now: half a dozen beautiful, fit goddesses, all staring at me, eyes glowing. How could I turn them down?

I looked back and saw Vinnie, on his hands and knees, completely wiped from the game. They weren’t inviting him… but they were inviting me. I grinned. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it.”
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The bar was packed with people, the noise level rising to a deafening crescendo. The air was thick with the smell of alcohol and sweat, and the bright lights overhead cast a harsh glow over everything.

Every table was filled with people, laughing and talking over drinks. The bartenders were frantically mixing drinks, their movements quick and precise as they tried to keep up with the endless stream of orders.

The jukebox blared out a mix of classic rock and pop songs, and people danced and swayed to the rhythm. The floor was sticky with spilled drinks, and the air was heavy with the heat of bodies pressed together.

It was a chaotic scene, with people shouting over each other and jostling for space.

Normally, in a place like that, I would have accepted that I would be on my feet all night, knowing that I would never have a chance at getting a table. But now, I was with those pretty girls, and it wasn’t even fifteen seconds before a table filled with beaming-eyed men jumped to their feet. “You can sit here,” they said, practically wagging their puppy tails.

I felt a bit awkward shuffling into that booth, sandwiched between two fit, gorgeous girls.

Katie was a tall drink of water, with long blonde hair and blue eyes that could make a man forget his own name. She wore a tight black dress that hugged her curves like a second skin, and a sly smirk that promised trouble. She had a magnetic personality that drew people in, and a laugh that could shake the walls. She was fearless, unafraid to take risks and make bold moves. The kind of woman who lived life on her own terms, with a devil-may-care attitude that was both exhilarating and terrifying.

And now, after just one drink, Katie was drunk. She was the lightest lightweight I’d ever seen. She ordered a glass of red wine, and that was enough to do her in. Now, she was loud, laughing at every joke, and she was becoming flirty, putting her hand on my thigh, glaring into my eyes. “Do you like my pigtails, Lars?” she asked, staring right into my eyes.

“Yeah,” I said nervously, feeling that hand on my thigh.

“Jess told me I would attract pedophiles with them,” she said. “You aren’t a pedophile, are you, Lars?”

I turned dark red. “No!” I snapped.

Then she burst out laughing. “I know you’re not.a pedophile!” she roared. Her breath smelled of wine, but she was probably the hottest girl who had ever touched me. Now, her hand was still on my thigh. “I like you, Lars. You’re a cool dude.” She leaned against me and then took a sip from my beer. She giggled. “I hate beer so much, but I just want to have fun tonight.”

It was only a minute later that she was pulling me onto the dance-floor. The girls all roared with giggles.

I hadn’t danced with a girl since high-school gym class, when the teachers forced the girls to dance with the boys, and paired us off. I’ll never forget dancing with Karla Addison; she was my crush. She was short, with dark hair, dark freckles, and pale skin. She hung out with the punk rock kids, and often wore skintight band t-shirts. When the teachers made us hold hands, she groaned some curse words under her breath. “I hate dancing,” she said.

“Me too,” I smiled. But honestly, I was indifferent; I was just trying to relate to Karla.

“I can’t believe they’re allowed to make us do this. It’s so lame.”

“It’s so lame,” I agreed.

“At least they paired me with you and not one of the meatheads.”

I’ll never forget that moment: my heart soaring high in my chest as I realized I had a chance with Karla Addison. So I jumped on that opportunity. “We should go see a movie or something together sometime. I, uh, think you’re really cool, and cute.”

She turned white. She looked at me as if I had cockroaches on my face. “Dude…” she said. “Did you seriously just call me cute? Do I look like a fucking hamster? No thanks.”

And then it got worse. The gym teacher announced that our current partner would be our dance partner for the rest of that dance curriculum: two weeks with Karla, after that horribly awkward rejection.

So after that dance curriculum, I hated dancing even more than Karla Addison.

Now, I was holding Katie’s hands. She was giggling and pulling me this way and that way. “Loosen up, Lars!” she laughed. “Have some fun!”

She spun around and pushed her bum into my lap. Then, she spun around and wrapped her arms around me. The kiss came out of nowhere. It lasted ten seconds, with lots of tongue. My heart was racing. “Sorry,” she giggled when she pulled away. “I just really wanted to make out with you.” Then she said something that I could hear over the noise of the bar.

“What?” I said.

She repeated herself, but I still couldn’t hear her.

“I can’t hear you!”

“I said, do you want to fuck me!?”

My heart skipped a beat. How could I turn her down? She grabbed my hand and pulled me away. A minute later, I was getting my cock sucked in the bathroom. I pressed the palms of my hands against the stall walls and took a deep breath, watching her pretty blonde head bobbing back and forth. She giggled while she sucked me.

I think I was in a state of shock; I hadn’t even finished a single beer. It wasn’t even 8:00 PM. I never got lucky this fast—and I never got lucky with a girl like Katie.

She had me rock-hard in seconds. Then, she was on her feet, palms against the stall wall. “Fuck me,” she cried. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” She wiggled her tight ass from side to side. I put my hands on those round bum cheeks. Her skin was so smooth and warm. I slid the round tip of my cock to her dripping hole. She moaned. I pushed into her. She cried out and then she giggled.

Now, I definitely wasn’t regretting putting on that tiny pink jersey. In fact, it was possibly the smartest thing I’d ever done. Now, Vinnie was probably at home, feeling sick and sore from getting his ass whooped by a bunch of girls. meanwhile, I was fucking a beautiful blonde.

“Pull my pigtails,” she groaned. “Fucking pull them.”

I grabbed them, one in each hand, and pulled.

“Fucking harder!” she yelled. “Yes! Yes!”

I pulled her head straight back as I thrust into her. Her pussy squirted. Her body trembled. She moaned like a cow giving birth. I fucked her harder and harder, pressing her bare perky tits against that graffitied bathroom stall wall. “Harder! Harder! Fuck me harder!” she cried.

I fucked her as hard as I could. She kept asking for me to go harder, but it wasn’t physically possible. Now, I was breaking more of a sweat than I did on that soccer field.

“Don’t fucking stop!” she screamed. I heard girls giggling outside the stall. It was a public bathroom, after all. “Don’t you dare fucking cum yet!”

But I couldn’t hold back. I came inside of her, letting out a deep groan.

“Fuck! You fucking asshole! No!” She tried to keep the sex going, but I was finished. She pushed her bum into my lap, trying to get one last moment of pleasure out of my slumping erection.

“Oh, whatever,” she groaned. “It was good while it lasted. Let’s go get drunk.”

She stammered past me and was out of the bathroom before I even had my cock in my pants. She literally dripped globs of cum down the bar hallway, her panties abandoned in that bathroom stall.

I ran to catch up with her. “Are—Are you on the pill?” I asked.

“No,” she said casually.

“Are you on any birth control?”

“No,” she said again.

“Should we, like, go get a Plan-B pill, or whatever?”

She eyed me strangely. “No. I don’t believe in that.”

“I don’t want to be a father.”

“Relax, Lars,” she giggled. “A doctor told me a long time ago that I would probably never be able to have kids. I have some weird condition in my uterus. Don’t sweat it.”

“O—Okay,” I said. And then, she was back at the table, drinking a new glass of wine, giggling with her friends as if nothing happened. I sat back down, feeling even more awkward now than the moment we arrived. When Katie got up to use the bathroom, one of the other girls pointed out the puddle of cum that she’d left behind. “Gross!” she cried out, and then all the girls giggled.

I felt even more embarrassed. Katie returned, even more drunk now, and she sat right in that cum puddle. I heard it squish against the butt of her dress. “Fuck,” she groaned, looking down.

“Can I help you clean that?” I whispered.

“If you want to help me, you’ll fuck me properly next time.”

I turned red all over as her friends all giggled.

I was so confused; I’d just fucked the hottest girl I’d ever been close to, but instead of feeling proud and confident, I was feeling embarrassed and insecure.

I kept reminding myself that I’d just had very memorable sex with a beautiful blonde. I would probably never fuck a girl nearly as pretty as Katie. And on top of that, I was sitting with those girls now, surrounded by them, engulfed in the smell of their various perfumes. I was living every guy’s dream.

Then, Jolene, the cute, fiery redhead with the dark freckles looked at me with big eyes and said, “Lars, are you free on the weekend?”

“This weekend?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Was she about to ask me out on a date?

“I can be free,” I said, tingling all over.

“We have a league game this weekend. It’s one of the last winter season games, before the spring playoffs start.”

“Oh,” I said. Was she asking me to watch them play?

“We could actually use another player on our team, to round out our roster. It would mean actually getting some rest between shifts.”

Now, all the girls were looking at me. “Please, Lars,” they said, almost in unison. Their pretty, beaming eyes were hard to turn down. So I smiled and shrugged my shoulders.

“Sure. Why not?”

Another chance to hang out with the girls, another chance to win, another chance for a night of celebration—and, of course, another chance to have sex with girls who were way out of my league.

The girls cheered, and then they giggled, and then they ordered more drinks and insisted that I do a shot with them before telling me that I needed to join them for their Wednesday night practise. I didn’t have anything better to do, so I agreed.

Then, the liquor started working. The night became a blur. I remember the dance floor, I remember the toilet as I emptied out the contents of my stomach through my mouth, and I remembered the taxi driver telling me he would charge me one-hundred dollars if I puked in his cab.

Sadly, I had no memory of Sally’s apartment that night. I couldn’t remember the fun we had together, but I did see the pile of used condoms on the ground in the morning, and I saw Sally’s naked, sprawled body laying on top of the covers: her perky breasts sitting perfectly on her toned chest. I stared at her for quite some time before my churning stomach beckoned me to the toilet. Then came the headache that kept me on the floor of that bathroom. Then, I looked up and saw that naked beauty standing there, holding my jacket. “I have to leave for work, so I need you to leave my place,” she said. “You can, uh, puke and stuff in the alley. Sorry, I just don’t want to leave you in my house while I’m gone. Don’t take it personally.”

So I took her advice and spent almost an hour puking in the alleyway behind her building, feeling the cold winter wind tickling my skin all over. It was a long journey home, and it took a couple of days to fully recover from that hangover…

But it was worth it. I got to fuck not one, but two beautiful women in a single night. Maybe I couldn’t quite remember that second romp—but at least I could tell myself that it happened; those used condoms and that naked woman made that clear.

To be honest, when Wednesday rolled around, I was still a bit groggy. I didn’t quite feel up to going to soccer practise, but I’d promised that I would show up and get on the same page before our weekend game. I had to do it if I wanted any chance of getting laid again. So I did a quick stretch at home and then I took off for the indoor arena.
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The girls greeted me the way they greeted each other, saying, “Hey, girl, hey!” They hugged me and one of them spanked me on the bum, making me gasp. I flushed red, and then Katie showed up after me and they did the same thing to her. It was just part of their team ritual. I tried not to overthink it.

The practise got off to a slow start. The girls stood around, chatting, giggling, talking about the cute boys they saw that week. “What about you, Lars? Meet any cuties this week?” Jolene asked with a giggle.

I just laughed along with them, and then we got to stretching.

I was in heaven, watching the girls stretch in their tiny outfits. I caught the odd glimpse of lace panties. Katie was wearing a red thong. Today, she had her hair tied into a pair of cute blonde braids.

One of the girls handed me a pink jersey and a pair of tiny white short-shorts: their team outfit. I hesitated, unsure of what to do. I didn’t want to wear it; I wore the jersey on the weekend, against my friends, but not the shorts.

“What’s this for?”

“You’re on the team, it’s the team outfit.”

“I’ve got some white shorts at home,” I said. “I’ll wear those. And as for the jersey; can’t I just wear a pink bib? I think they’re only like five bucks at Sports Mart.”

“You have to wear the outfit, Lars. It’s the team outfit,” Katie said.

"I don't know about this," I said, trying to argue my way out of it. "I don't want to embarrass myself."

"Come on, Lars," one of the girls said, rolling her eyes. "It's just for fun. And you'll look so cute in it!” They all giggled.

I still hesitated, feeling self-conscious and exposed. But the girls were all smiles, encouraging me to try it on.

"Go ahead and try it on, Lars!" one of the girls said, grinning at me. "We want to see how it looks on you."

With a sigh, I went to the bathroom, reluctantly, and put on the jersey and shorts. I felt ridiculous, like a clown in a circus act. I thought about taking it off and lying to them, telling them that the outfit didn’t fit… but I didn’t want to seem like a mood-kill. After all, the last time I played along with them, the reward was well-worth it.

I went back to the field, expecting laughter and mocking, like I would have gotten from my male friends.

But the girls were all smiles, complimenting me on how cute I looked.

"You're one of us now, Lars!" another girl said, patting me on the back. "And that pink jersey is our lucky one. You'll help us win the game, I just know it!"

I tried hard not to roll my eyes.

I tried to occupy my mind, turning my attention to the stretching girls. My God, they were so hot: their tight bodies in those tight outfits, long white socks pulled up to their knees. I tried not to stare too much, but it was hard to look away, seeing as they were all around me.

And it was even harder to focus once we started the passing drills. Once the girls were hopping around the field, their perky tits were bouncing. Try being a man on a soccer field, surrounded by bouncing tits—then tell me how easy it is to focus!

The girls were good soccer players. They’d clearly been at this for years, practising the same setups, the same drills. They complete a six-player passing structure in just ten seconds, covering the whole length of the field. Arrangements like that were beyond anything I’d ever been a part of with Vinnie and the guys. The girls managed to keep their running to a minimum, conserving energy for the defensive plays.

The girls started a mock game, focussing on passing and ball control, with me on their team. As the game progressed, I found myself getting more and more tired, panting and sweating in the tiny outfit.

Despite my exhaustion, the girls kept up their chatter, giggling and joking amongst themselves. But as they played, they made the odd comment to me, complimenting me on how cute I looked in the tiny outfit.

"Nice pass, Lars," one of the girls said, flashing me a smile. "You're really getting the hang of this."

"You look like a real soccer player now," another girl chimed in. "And that pink jersey suits you so well."

At first, I tried to brush off their comments, thinking they were just being friendly. But as the game went on, their compliments became more frequent and pointed.

"You know, Lars," one of the girls said, sidling up to me. "I think you could pass for one of us, if you wanted to.” The girls all giggled. I bit down on my tongue.

I felt my face grow hot with embarrassment, wondering if this whole thing was some sort of prank. Was I being set up for a joke, being made fun of behind my back?

But the girls continued to play, laughing and joking amongst themselves. And despite my growing insecurity, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with them, a sense of belonging that I hadn't felt in a long time. When I played with the guys, we were never quite this close. When a goal was scored, the goal-scorer cheered for himself and then the game went on. But with the girls, there was always a celebration, pats on the ass, hugs—and even the odd kiss on the lips; the girls didn’t seem to have boundaries with one another. They were sometimes flirty with each other, sometimes even making sexual remarks. “You’re one hot bitch,” Katie said to Laura when she scored from the corner. They spanked each other on the ass.

As the game progressed, the girls scored a few goals, jumping up and down in excitement. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy, wishing I could be the one to score. It felt weird, being scoreless in a game filled with young women. I was a man; I should have been standing out as the all-star… Right?

But then, one of the girls passed me the ball, and I took off down the field, my heart pounding in my chest. I weaved in and out of the other team's defence, my legs aching with exertion.

And then, with a sudden burst of energy, I kicked the ball into the goal, watching as it sailed through the air and landed in the net.

The girls cheered and hugged me, spanked me on the ass, congratulating me on my goal. And despite my exhaustion and insecurity, I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment that I hadn't felt in a long time. Whenever I scored with Vinnie and the guys, the moment of pride only lasted a few seconds. But this lingered. The girls really pumped me up. I felt a wave of confidence that I can’t say I was used to.

As the girls chatted, I found myself feeling more and more comfortable around them. They were friendly and welcoming, teasing and joking with me like I was one of their own. But despite their warmth, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of insecurity, wondering if I really belonged there.

As we talked, I noticed the girls looking at my legs, glancing at them every now and then before looking away. It made me feel self-conscious, wondering if there was something wrong with my legs.

But then, out of nowhere, Katie looked down at my legs and smirked.

"You know, Lars," she said, her eyes sparkling mischievously. "I think you should shave your legs before the next practice. It'll make you more aerodynamic, and it's easier to control the ball with smooth skin.”

I felt my face grow hot with embarrassment, wondering why she would suggest such a thing. Was she making fun of me? Was she trying to humiliate me?

“Beckham does it,” she said.

“All of the pro players do it,” Laura chimed in.

“I’ll be wearing socks and shin guards,” I said.

“But your thighs,” said Katie. “You should just shave. It’s not that big of a deal.”

The other girls all chimed in, assuring me that it was a totally normal thing for guys to shave their legs. I’d never heard of players doing it before, but when I said that, they all looked at me like I was an idiot. They talked about the benefits of smooth skin, the way it could improve their game and make them look more professional.

I hesitated, unsure of what to do. But as the girls continued to talk, their voices lighthearted and teasing, I found myself slowly warming up to the idea.

"But isn't that kind of weird?" I asked, my voice uncertain. "I mean, I've never heard of guys shaving their legs before. And it’s going to be springtime soon. I like to wear shorts when it’s nice out.”

The girls all laughed, shaking their heads in amusement.

“I think it’s hot,” Jolene smirked. “Guys with shaved legs…”

“Totally,” Laura agreed. “It’s super fucking hot.”

“I don’t know. My friends would mock me to no end…”

"No way, Lars," one of them said, grinning. "It's totally normal. Lots of guys do it. Trust us, it'll make a big difference on the field, and the girls are right—it’s actually pretty hot.”

I hesitated for a moment longer, still unsure of what to do.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“Armpits too,” Katie smiled, red in the cheeks.

“Why my armpits?”

“It’s just cleaner.”

“There’s nothing more gross than a guy with bushy hair in his pits,” Laura added. The other girls made ‘grossed-out’ faces. I felt like I was being pranked, but they were strangely convincing.

I returned home after the practice, still feeling the heat of embarrassment from the girls' suggestion that I shave my legs. As I sat on my bed, contemplating their words, I found myself feeling more and more apprehensive about the idea. I stared at my leg hair; it had been there since I was eleven-years-old. I didn’t want it to go away… but their words were playing again and again in my head. They were so sure that guys with shaved legs were ‘hot’… was that just a joke?

Were they playing some kind of prank on me? Was this their way of humiliating me, of making me look ridiculous?

I stared at my legs, considering the possibility of shaving. But every time I reached for the razor, my hand hesitated, unsure of what to do.

It wasn't just the idea of shaving my legs that made me nervous. It was the uncertainty of the situation, the sense that I was being played for a fool.

I sat there for a long time, my mind racing with doubts and fears. Should I do it? Should I shave my legs and risk being laughed at, or should I hold back and risk looking like a coward?

I couldn't decide, couldn't make up my mind. Every time I thought I had made a choice, my mind wavered, unsure of what to do.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. It didn't matter, I told myself. Even if they were playing a prank, even if I looked ridiculous, I was doing this for me, in a way. I was doing it because I wanted the girls to think that I was confident, that something like shaving my legs wasn’t enough to make me insecure. If they laughed at me, I would laugh with them. If they mocked me, I would just shrug my shoulders and move on with my life. What did I really have to lose?

So, with that, I began to shave my legs, taking slow and careful strokes, feeling the hairs fall away beneath the razor. It was a strange and unsettling feeling, but also oddly satisfying, like I was shedding a layer of myself and becoming something… new.

As I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, staring down at my legs, I felt a growing sense of apprehension. I had never shaved my legs before, never even thought about it. But now, here I was, holding a razor in my hand and wondering what the hell I was doing.

Despite my doubts, I slowly began to shave, feeling the razor glide across my skin, leaving a trail of smoothness in its wake. It was a strange and unsettling sensation, like I was shedding a part of myself and becoming something new.

As I continued to shave, my legs slowly began to take on a more feminine appearance. The hair was gone, replaced by smooth skin that looked delicate and almost fragile. It was a disconcerting sight, and I couldn't help but wonder if I had made a mistake.

Regret began to set in as I realized how much I had changed. My once-manly legs now looked like they could belong to a girl, with a softness and fragility that made me feel exposed.

But despite my misgivings, I continued to shave, determined to see this through. I reminded myself that I was doing this to get closer to the girls on the team. Maybe I would get to fuck them again. Maybe one would want to be my girlfriend, and I would walk away from this awkwardness with a trophy better than anything I could win in a soccer tournament.

As I finished shaving and stood up, I looked at myself in the mirror once more, feeling a sense of unease. My legs were now smooth and girly, and it was hard not to feel self-conscious about it.

But I pushed those feelings aside, reminding myself that this was for a reason, a good reason. I remembered Katie moaning as I railed her in that bar bathroom. I remembered waking up next to that naked goddess. I could have that all again if I played along with them…
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As I arrived at the indoor field for the final practice before the game, I could feel my heart racing in my chest. I knew that something was going on, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. There was just something about the energy in the room… and there was a curious look on the faces of the girls who had already arrived. They smiled at me: mischief glimmering in their eyes.

The girls handed me the team uniform and told me to change, their eyes following me as I quickly changed into the pink jersey and white short shorts. As I emerged from the changing room, I was met with a chorus of compliments from the girls, telling me how cute I looked in the uniform, and how my legs looked so smooth, and so ‘pretty’.

I didn’t like that they used that word: pretty. I didn’t want to have pretty legs. No man wants to have pretty legs.

I tried to brush off their comments, focusing instead on the game at hand, but their words kept creeping back into my mind, making me feel more and more exposed.

As we all gathered together to stretch before practice, I could feel a sense of apprehension building within me. The girls were all around me, stretching and chatting, but I couldn't help but feel like I was being scrutinized.

As we stretched, one of the girls looked over at me and asked, "Do you like your smooth legs, Lars?"

I felt my face grow hot as I tried to shrug off her question, but the other girls chimed in, giggling and telling me how cute I looked with my smooth skin.

Despite my growing sense of unease, I tried to play it cool, telling them that it wasn't a big deal, that I was just trying to fit in.

But as we continued to stretch, their comments about my legs and how cute I looked in the uniform continued to nag at me, making me feel more and more exposed.

Then, it was time for a mock game, to work on defensive structures.

As we played, I could feel the girls' eyes on me, their comments about my legs and how cute I looked in the uniform ringing in my ears. I tried to ignore them, focusing instead on the game, but their words continued to gnaw at me, making me feel more and more uncertain.

After the practice, Katie pulled me aside, a sly smile on her face.

“What is it?” I asked.

She told me that she had a secret "thing" for girly boys, and how much she liked boys who weren't afraid to embrace their feminine side. “It’s just so… hot.”

“I’m not embracing a feminine side,” I said, trying hard not to blush. “You guys asked me to shave, so I shaved.”

“Oh,” she said. “I see. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you. I guess—it’s just something that really makes me fucking wet. Oh God, listen to me. You probably think I’m such a whore.”

“No,” I blushed. “Not at all.” I stammered, and then I caught my breath. I looked at her blushing face, and then I saw my opportunity. “I mean—I guess I don’t mind this new look. I’ve always kind of… liked having more of a girly figure.” I felt so stupid saying it, so desperate—but when I saw her eyes glowing a moment later, I knew the moment of humiliation was totally worth it.

She bit her lip. “Would you put something on for me, if we went back to my place? It could be a good… warm up, for this weekend.”

I felt my heart skip a beat as I listened to her words, wondering what she was getting at. Was she trying to tell me something? Was this a signal that I needed to dress like a girl for the game?

As I looked around at the girls, all smiling and giggling, I knew that I had to do something, that I couldn't let my insecurities get the best of me. But at the same time, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was going on, that there was some hidden meaning behind their words.

I couldn’t turn down sex, so I went with Katie, back to her place. She kept making those comments. “I just can’t help myself around femboys,” she said. “I don’t know what it is… It’s just so… hot.”

I was blushing all over, though it did sting a little bit, knowing that she only ever let me fuck her because she thought I was a ‘femboy’. She seemed to think that I had some obvious feminine side, which made me feel downright insecure—almost worse than the insecurities that had always followed me around, concerning my height.

Oh well, I couldn’t complain; it had been a long, long time since I’d gotten any action, and this, sadly, wasn’t the most pathetic way I’d ever gotten laid. Of course, there was that time that I lied to the girl in the bar… I had been feeling particularly down that night, feeling like nothing was going right in my life. And then, I had seen her: a pretty young thing sitting alone at the bar, sipping her drink.

I had approached her, striking up a conversation, and before I knew it, we were laughing and flirting, lost in our own little world.

But then, as the night wore on, I couldn't help but feel like I needed something more. She’d started eyeing another guy, who had come by a few times to chat with her. She was minutes away from leaving me to talk to him. She kept trying to wrap up our conversation. So, in a moment of desperation, I had told her the most outlandish lie I could think of: that I had terminal cancer.

She had taken the bait, of course, wrapping me in her arms and telling me how sorry she was. And then, one thing had led to another, and before I knew it, we were back at her place. She got naked and bent over. “Whatever you want to do with me,” she said, looking back at me. “Knock it all off of your bucket list.”

Well, we did things that night that made me a very happy man, but I left her place feeling very guilty; I had to lie to get laid.

Now, I was lying again, but it wasn’t quite as naughty. Now, I was just pretending to like my shaved legs, and it seemed to be turning Katie on. We kissed. She pushed her tongue into my mouth. Then, she fetched a dress from her closet. It was skintight, red, with a long slit up the thigh. “Put it on for me,” she said.

“I—I don’t know.”

“Please,” she said with fierce eyes. “I’m begging you. You can fuck me however you want—just put on the dress. And this black thong. Please, Lars.”

I folded, of course. I wasn’t going to turn her offer down.

I went into the bathroom and stripped down.

As I gazed at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, draped in nothing but a pair of panties and a scarlet dress that Katie had pressed upon me, I was struck by a sense of surreal disbelief. What was I doing here, adorned like a damsel in distress, and consenting to something that felt equal parts thrilling and terrifying?

The dress was tight, tracing the contours of my skin like a second layer, and I could feel the fabric grazing against my bare legs. As I regarded myself in the mirror, I felt a mixture of excitement and trepidation surge through me. This was uncharted territory, something that I had never experienced before, and a part of me was exhilarated to see where it would take me.

But there was another voice, a nagging sense of doubt and apprehension that plagued me, telling me that this was all wrong and that I shouldn't be here. It was a voice that had been forged from years of insecurity and self-doubt, a voice that had always whispered in my ear, telling me that I wasn't enough.

Despite the internal battle raging within me, I knew that I couldn't turn back now. Katie was waiting for me just outside the door, and I had to follow through with this, no matter how scared I was.

It was worth it: a small price to pay for what came next. She went to her knees. She pleasured me in ways I’d never been pleasured. She jerked me off, sucked me, and then she pushed me onto her bed and bounced on my lap, wildly screaming, squirting, moaning, gripping my chest with her long nails. She rolled over onto her stomach next to me and begged me to pound her tight pussy. Of course I agreed. She begged me to pull her hair as hard as I could. I pulled, but not quite as hard as I could. She begged me to spank her ass, so I did it.

Then, she begged me to fuck her against her bedroom mirror, so that she could see me, and so that I could see myself.

“If you stay the night,” she said between breaths. “I’ll let you fuck me all nightlong—however you want. Pussy, asshole, mouth—anything you want, Lars. Just keep that fucking dress on.”

It was the best night of my life—let’s just say that. I came in her pussy. I came in her ass. I came in her mouth. We went hard, fucking for hours, taking short breaks. We showered multiple times, washing away the sweat before going at it again. She had me try on various sets of lingerie, and then she got horny all over again. By the end of the night, I was depleted, unable to even get an erection. She insisted I sleep in her satin nightie. She wanted to cuddle with me.

“I should get home to get ready for the game tomorrow,” I said to her.

“You can get ready with me here,” she insisted. “I can help you do your makeup.”

“Wait… what?” My body froze.

“Let’s get some sleep, Lars. Don’t worry about that now. I’m tired. Goodnight, beautiful. Don’t wake me up unless you’re ready to fuck again.” She gave me a smooch on the cheek and then she snuggled hard into my lap.

It should go without saying that I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, tortured by the anxiety of that final comment she made before dozing off. ‘I can help you do your makeup’. Those words kept ringing in my ears. I didn’t want her to do my makeup.
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As I slowly stirred from my slumber, groggily rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I realized that something was different. It was a strange feeling, something that I couldn't quite put my finger on, but as I peered around the room, it all came flooding back to me.

I was in Katie's apartment, still dressed in that same red dress from the night before. And then I saw her, already dressed for the day, sitting at her makeup table, with a chair pulled up next to her, empty and waiting for me.

"What's going on?" I asked groggily, still trying to wrap my head around the situation.

"I want to do your makeup," Katie replied, her eyes sparkling with a mischievous glint.

“But we have that game in, like, three hours.”

“Yes. And you have to be dolled up for it, or they won’t let you play.”

I froze.

“I’m sure we mentioned that to you,” she said with a guilty smile.

I hesitated, unsure of what to say. The idea of dressing up like a girl again made me feel uneasy, and the thought of putting on makeup was even more intimidating.

“I can’t do it,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m not going out like a girl.”

“Please, Lars! Please! It won’t be that weird. You’ll be cute!”

“No way,” I said, cold all over.

“You wouldn’t even do it for… me?” She turned her gaze down to her body, insinuating I could fuck her again if I did it. And I have to admit, she made me pause; she made me consider my options.

But then Katie began to plead with me, her voice soft and imploring, begging me to do it for her. "Please, Lars. It won't be that weird, I promise. And I know that you'll be totally convincing - unrecognizable, even!"

At first, I resisted, still feeling uneasy about the whole thing. But as Katie continued to beg—offering her body as a bride—the resistance began to slip away, and before I knew it, I had reluctantly agreed to let her do my makeup.

As I sat down in the chair next to her, taking a deep breath. This was a new level of discomfort for me, and I wasn't sure if I was ready for it.

She hummed as she worked. I will admit that she was cute, wearing that loose t-shirt with nothing underneath. The top of the shirt was cut wide, so I could see her breasts down her top, wobbling and jiggling as she swayed left and right. It was a tiny benefit, but not enough to help me overlook the reality of what was happening. “I really don’t think I want to go out like this, Katie,” I groaned.

“Would you relax? You said you would play with us. We already put you down on the team list. You can’t back out now.”

“You can play without me.”

“Actually, we can’t. The tournament requires a certain number of players, and with you, we just meet the minimum threshold.”

“Wait—tournament?”

She blushed and smiled. “Didn’t we mention that?”

“I thought we were playing a game.”

“A few games… all weekend,” she said with that guilty smile.

“You set me up for this!” I snapped. “You girls played me!”

“Oh, relax, Lars. Have I not made it worth your while? You came in my asshole last night. Do you know how sore my butt is right now? And the taste of cum stays on the tongue for a long time. I sucked you after you were in my pussy. Do you think I want to taste my own pussy?”

She was making me tense up all over, blushing… I will admit that she really had made it worth my while, though she offered up her body in a deceitful way. She was secretly bribing me, setting up the guilt that was now swirling in my gut.

I kept sitting. She kept working. I knew that I needed to gain some backbone, so I could stand up to her and let her know that what she was doing was not acceptable… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. She was still teasing me, letting me look down her top, occasionally bringing up the night before: “I’ve never has so much cum in my pussy.” She would make comments like that with a grin on her face: small reminders to keep my ass in that seat.

But then she would make comments like, “My God, you look so frickin cute!” as she dolled me up. “Your eyes are so adorable,” and, “I wish I had your lashes,” and, “I can’t believe your lips are so plump.”

She was chipping away at my masculinity, one comment at a time. And it was working; I was starting to question myself. I’d always struggled with my confidence, but now that struggle was turning into a struggle of identity. It didn’t help that she had me facing a mirror, staring at myself while she transformed me. I was watching the transformation as it happened, and with each little brush stroke, I recognized myself a little bit less.

“It’s important that you stay in character,” she said to me. “We don’t want to get kicked out of this tournament.”

I reluctantly asked her—in a soft voice—how many games we were expected to play. “Three round robin games today. Then, if we advance, we’ll play our quarter final tomorrow morning.”

I groaned. “I don’t think I can do this.”

“Oh, quit being a mope. You’re cute as hell. You’ll blend right in. You might even get a phone number or two.” She giggled.

She finished my transformation with a wig. It was blonde, and a bit longer than shoulder-length. The second it was on my head, I was a different person. The way the long hair framed my face, hiding the edges of my jawline—I went from being fairly feminine to clearly feminine. In an instant, my pending identity crisis became a very real identity crisis.

I’d always struggled with my appearance as a man, thinking that I didn’t look manly enough, that I wasn’t handsome, that girls would never want anything to do with me—and that’s not even mentioning my height. Now, I was looking at myself in complete shock. I was looking at a pretty girl, the kind of girl that I would have flirted with (after a bit of liquid confidence). I was the type of girl that I looked for when I searched for the perfect porn video to jerk off to (and that’s just me being honest).

I was actually convincing.

And now, Katie was making me change into that soccer outfit, but first, she was putting me into a bra, complete with squishy pads that gave me a realistic bust. “Cute!” she cried out before squeezing my fake tits through my shirt. “Oh my God, the boys are just going to love you.”

“What boys? You told me this was a girl tournament.”

“There are two tournaments happening at the same time. The boys on one field, us on the other. It’s all sponsored by Irving Oil.”

“Wait!” I gasped. “This is the Irving Tournament!?”

“Yeah.”

“Vinnie is playing in this tournament with his pro team! I can’t show up like this!”

Katie paused, turning a shade of pink for a moment before letting a small, nervous smile slip. “I doubt he would recognize you,” she said.

“Bullshit. He’ll recognize all of you, and then he’ll look at me… Maybe he won’t recognize me straight away, but he will wonder, hm, who’s that? And then it will click!”

“Relax, Larissa,” she said.

“What did you just call me?”

“Larissa,” she smiled. “That’s the name we registered you under.”

“Are you crazy!” I gasped. “I am not doing this!” I stood up and crossed my arms. Then, I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length mirror and my heart fluttered. I couldn’t believe how girly I looked. I looked like one of them. Every little detail about me was so feminine, filling me with a terrible dread.

“Please, Larissa!” she pleaded.

“Stop calling me that,” I grunted.

“But it’s so cute; it suits you so well. Just play with us. No one will recognize you.” She grabbed my arms and turned me towards that mirror, forcing me to look at myself. “Just look at that cutie. You’re unrecognizable, and you know it. You’re a babe. You’re a hottie. Just relax, play some soccer, and I promise to make it worth your while.”

“How?” I asked, still steaming.

“I’ll get the other girls and we’ll reward you together,” she said. “I’m sure I can convince at least three of them. Doesn’t every guy in the world dream of banging multiple girls at once? For one whole night, we’ll be your own little harem. You can do whatever you want to us. Just help us win today.”

“I can’t believe you used me,” I growled, but now I was thinking about her offer. Even you have to admit that it was a pretty amazing offer. There wasn’t a stinker amongst them; they were all pretty, all out of my league… and a gang-bang was not something that had ever been in the cards for me.

“Fine,” I growled through clenched teeth.

“Really?” she said, eyes beaming.

“Really…” I whispered.

She let out a little squeal, making her sound like half her age. She skipped across the room to get herself ready for the tournament, changing right in front of me. I got to see her perfect naked body for a few precious seconds, and maybe that moment alone made it worth it… At least it seemed worth it until I arrived at the tournament.
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As I stepped into the indoor soccer arena at the recreation centre, my heart was pounding in my chest. The room was filled with other players, all chatting and laughing as they prepared for the upcoming tournament: The Annual Irving Open, with that big, fat cash prize. I felt so out of place, dressed up in that girl's soccer uniform.

Katie, the captain of the all-girls team, came up to me and gave me a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, Larissa. You look great! Seriously, you’re so fucking cute. We're lucky to have you on our team.” She giggled. I didn’t feel any better.

I couldn't help but feel a bit skeptical. "I don't know, Katie. I feel like everyone is staring at me. What if someone recognizes me?"

Katie leaned in closer, her voice barely above a whisper. "No one will recognize you, I promise. Just relax and have fun. We're all here to play some soccer—and to win.”

I looked down at myself and cringed. I was dressed in a their competition uniform, which was different from their practise uniform: complete with a pink jersey, a skirt, and matching pink socks. My hair was styled in pigtails, and I wore a little bit of makeup. I felt like a fraud, and my nerves were at an all-time high.

“You don’t look like yourself at all,” she said in a reassuring tone.

Her words did help to calm me down a bit, and I took a deep breath before joining the team for warmups. As we stretched and jogged around the field, I tried to focus on the game and ignore the feeling of being out of place. But it was hard to ignore the looks that I was getting, mostly from the boys on the other end of the arena, warming up for their all-boys tournament. I tried not to let my gaze go that way, but it was hard to stop my head from turning, especially when I felt the tingle of their ogling eyes.

But then I saw Vinnie on the sidelines. My heart sank as I realized he had come over to watch the girls’ warmup. I couldn't bear the thought of him seeing me like this, dressed up like a girl.

Before I could sneak away to the bathroom, Vinnie caught my eye, and I caught his. For a moment, we were staring at each other. It was a tense, terrible moment. My world was crashing down.

He smiled and then I turned away. Did he recognize me?

I could feel the blood rushing to my face as I tried to think of an escape.

I quickly made my way to the bathroom, feeling embarrassed and ashamed. I needed a moment to collect myself before I could face the rest of the tournament.

I was taking deep breaths, trying to calm myself down when I heard a knock on the bathroom door. “Larissa? It's me, Katie. You okay in there?"

I hesitated for a moment before opening the door. Katie was waiting outside, her expression worried. "We're due to play our first game in ten minutes, and we need you on the field. What’s going on? You’re pale. Is something wrong?”

I swallowed hard, feeling a wave of panic wash over me. "I don't know if I can do this, Katie. I—I'm having a panic attack."

Katie put a hand on my shoulder, her voice soft and reassuring. "It's okay. We all get nervous sometimes. But you're part of the team, and we need you. We believe in you. And again—nobody will recognize you. You look like a chick; I promise.“

Her words helped to steady me slightly, and I forced myself to stand up straight. “Okay… whatever. Let's do this. Let’s get this stupid thing over with.”

We made our way back to the field, and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest.

Suddenly, I stood frozen on the field, feeling like time had stopped. All around me, the other players were getting ready for the game to start, but I couldn't move. I felt like everyone was staring at me, judging me, laughing at me for being here. It seemed like every face on the sidelines was turned towards me, trying to figure out what was off about me. Was that short skirt not long enough? Could people see the bulge in my panties? Was my face not quite as convincing as I thought? Had my wig shifted?

I looked down at my soccer uniform, the pink jersey and matching skirt, and felt a pang of embarrassment. What was I doing here, dressed up like a girl? I felt like such a fraud, like I didn't belong.

But then, the whistle blew, and the ball was passed to me. Suddenly, I was snapped out of my thoughts and into the game. I focused on the ball, feeling the thrill of the game take over.

As I played, I felt myself getting more and more into the rhythm of the game. I blocked out the noise of the crowd and the doubts in my head. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I passed the ball to my teammates, dodged defenders, and took shots at the goal.

That first game of the tournament was a bit nerve-wracking, but I tried to focus on the game and not let my nerves get the best of me. As we played, I had moments where I forgot about the fact that I was dressed up like a girl and just focused on the game. I passed the ball to my teammates, dodged defenders, and even took a few shots at the goal.

Of course, there were moments where I was aware of how I looked, and I felt a bit self-conscious. The skirt of my uniform swished around my legs, and the pink jersey felt a bit snug—and the fake tits that Katie had given me kept bouncing up and down on my chest—and that was hard to ignore. But my teammates were supportive, and I could hear them cheering me on from the sidelines. It made me feel like part of the team… like I was one of them.

It wasn't an easy game, and the other team put up a good fight. But we played well as a team, and we came out on top. I felt a surge of excitement and pride as the final whistle blew.

As we made our way off the field, my teammates congratulated me, and I felt like I had accomplished something. We all hugged. The girls spanked each other on the ass—and then they spanked me on the ass. “C’mon, Larissa. Hit it,” giggled Kendra, turning her backside to me. I awkwardly spanked her bum. Then Katie came in so I could spank her on the ass too. It was just one of those game rituals—but it was awkward, spanking so many girls on the bum.

It was a bit weird being dressed like a girl, but I tried to remind myself that it was just clothes, and it didn't change who I was on the inside. “This will all be over soon.”

We still had a long way to go in the tournament.

After that first game, we were all congratulating each other on our win when Vinnie approached us. I knew that if he recognized me, it would be all over… I would never be able to show my face at soccer practise again.

"Hey, ladies! Congrats on the win! You played great!" Vinnie exclaimed, patting Katie on the back. She blushed and batted her long eyelashes. He patted the other girls too, getting very touchy with them all—I knew that it was one of his little flirty tricks.

I could feel my heart racing as Vinnie approached me. I tried to keep my face turned away from him, hoping he wouldn't recognize me. But I could feel his eyes on me, and it made my skin crawl.

"Great job out there, Laura! You really held your own," Vinnie said to Laura. Then, he came to me. He smiled, paused, and then gave me a pat. “Great work out there.”

I breathed a sigh of relief as Vinnie walked away, not recognizing me. But I still felt uneasy, like I was hiding something from my friend.

The other girls tried to lighten the mood, chatting with Vinnie about the tournament and our uniforms. I stayed quiet, keeping my head down and trying to avoid any attention. Laura swayed from side to side. “Like our new skirts, Vinnie?” she asked with a giggle.

“They’re awesome.”

“You don’t think they’re too short?” She giggled again.

Vinnie blushed. “I think they’re great. You guys are doing awesome. Keep up the good work.”

But when Vinnie had to leave to go play in his own game, my nerves kicked back in. I could feel the fear and anxiety rising in my chest, and I knew that I couldn't keep hiding forever. I got lucky in that moment, but luck wasn’t guaranteed to stick around.

"It's okay, Larissa. You're doing great," one of my teammates said, putting a hand on my shoulder.

I smiled weakly, trying to believe her words. But I still felt like a fraud, like I didn't belong on the team.

As we got ready for our next game, I tried to push my doubts and fears aside.

And Katie could tell that I was crumbling under the pressure. My neck was starting to get sore from constantly looking left and right, scanning the space for familiar faces. I felt sick and hadn’t been able to stomach any food; I hadn’t eaten in almost twenty-four hours. And maybe lack of sleep was starting to get to me too…

She handed me a sports drink. “You could probably use the electrolytes,” she said.

I tried to sip it, but my stomach just growled at me. I was starting to feel faint—and that feeling only got worse when I looked over at Vinnie’s game that was underway on the next field… and standing in the stands, watching, were our buddies. Ben, Cory, Michael, Andrew—they were all there. And their focus was hardly on Vinnie’s game; their gazes were drifting around the room, eyeing the many young women who were stretching and preparing to play in that all-girls tournament.

“I don’t know if I can go on,” I said to Katie. “I think I’m done. I—I think I need to go home.”

“You can’t!” she said. “We would have to forfeit. Please, Larissa. Stay.”

“Stop calling me that!” I barked.

I had to get away. I stumbled away from Katie. She called out for me, begging me to stop. I just needed some fresh air. I needed to get my thoughts straight.

I rushed away from the field. I moved through the busy lobby, bumping into girls and guys. Some stopped to look at me in my flustered state. Then, I rushed through the automatic front doors and turned the corner. The parking lot was bustling, filled to the brim. So I kept running, around the building, back towards the giant air conditioner that kept the temperature controlled inside of the massive recreation centre.

I sat down on the ground and pushed my face down into my crossed arms. I took a deep breath. I’d experienced panic attacks before, but never like this. I took a series of deep breaths, but my heart wasn’t slowing down.

I couldn't shake the fear that my male friends were going to recognize me, and the thought of being outed was almost too much to bear.

But as luck would have it, Vinnie stepped out from the back door of the arena, lighting a cigarette. He smiled at me and flicked the ash off his cigarette, completely unaware of the turmoil I was going through. I just froze.

What were the chances? Of all people—hundreds of them in that arena—it was Vinnie who had to step out.

"Hey there, pretty lady," Vinnie said, giving me a flirty smile. “You’re on Katie’s team, right?”

I felt like crawling out of my skin. Vinnie was one of my closest friends, and the thought of him hitting on me while I was dressed as a girl was almost too much to bear.

"Uh, hi," I stammered, trying to keep my voice low and hoping that Vinnie wouldn't recognize me.

Vinnie took a drag from his cigarette and leaned against the wall, looking me up and down. Now, it seemed like hew as trying to do his best James Dean. "You know, I don't think I've seen you around before. Are you new to the area?"

I tried to keep up the charade, nodding my head and trying to look as feminine as possible. "Yeah, I, uh, just moved here. I’m actually living in the Bedford area; I’ve just been coming up to help the girls.”

Vinnie smiled, and I could see the glint of attraction in his eyes. "Well, I'm glad you came. You're the prettiest girl I've seen all day.” His grin grew. For a moment, I thought that he knew who I really was, and he was teasing me. Then, I noticed his gaze drifting up and down my body—and it suddenly dawned on me that he actually thought that I was a girl: one of few that he hadn’t already had his fat cock inside of.

I felt like throwing up. The thought of Vinnie being attracted to me while I was dressed as a girl made my skin crawl. But I had to keep up the act, at least until he left.

"Thanks," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Vinnie took another drag from his cigarette and leaned in closer. "Say, you wouldn't want to grab a drink with me after the tournament, would you? On me, of course. I know a really cool bar that’s near here. The bartender makes the best cocktails.”

I tried to think of a way to let him down easy, but before I could say anything, one of the other girls called out to me. "Hey, Larissa! We're up next. Are you coming?” I looked over and saw Laura standing at the back door.

I breathed a sigh of relief as Vinnie backed off, thinking I had to go play in the next game. "I have to go and play. I’ll see you later.”

Vinnie nodded, and I could see the disappointment in his eyes. "Sure thing, gorgeous. I'll be rooting for you."

I hurried back inside, my heart pounding in my chest. The thought of Vinnie hitting on me while I was dressed as a girl was almost too much to bear. But I knew that I had to keep up the charade, at least until the tournament was over.
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The next few games were a rollercoaster of emotions. We narrowly lost our second game, and I felt like a failure. We only lost by a single goal, and that last goal was totally my fault: a lousy pass that was intercepted at midfield, while all of the girls were already charging the offensive zone. But we managed to pull out a win in our final match of the day, and I felt a small glimmer of hope. Maybe we could actually win this tournament.

That third game was the most intense. We were down by two goals at halftime, and I could see the despair in my teammates' eyes. But we dug deep, and I managed to score an amazing goal that brought us back into the game. The crowd went wild.

I have to admit that it felt weird, scoring on that female goalie after dodging those female defenders. It was hard not to feel like a fraud… But the girls on my team were so happy with me. I just wanted to make them happy.

That final game of the day was a must-win, and we all felt the pressure. But we came out strong in that final push, and we managed to score a lucky goal. The crowd erupted, and I felt a rush of adrenaline.

We fought hard for the rest of the game, and with only a few minutes left, we were up by two goals. The other team fought back, scoring a goal and putting the pressure on us. But we held on, and the final whistle blew.

We had won. We were going to the quarter finals. The crowd went wild. We hugged each other, spanked each other, tears streaming down our faces, knowing that we had made it this far together. No, we hadn’t won the tournament, but we’d advanced.

After the game, we packed up our gear and took a moment to do our group cheer in our locker room. The girls were buzzing with excitement, and we all felt like we were on top of the world.

"We did it! We're going to the quarter finals!" one of the girls exclaimed, spanking the rest of us.

But the celebration was short-lived. We all knew that we had a tough road ahead of us. We would be facing some of the best teams in the tournament, and we would have to fight even harder to come out on top.

“Drinks on me!” Katie yelled.

“But take it easy!” Laura chimed in. “We need to be in top form tomorrow if we’re going to have any chance.”

Katie thrust a dress into my hands. “I brought this for you. It would look so cute on you.”

It was a soft pink dress made from the softest fabric I’d ever felt. It was stretchy, skin-tight, and hardly long enough to cover my tush… but I really did feel cute in the outfit. I spent a minute staring at myself in the mirror, blushing, wishing I could have been as attractive as a male as I was as a female.

When nobody was around, I did a little spin. I puckered my lips. I felt so cute… and in that moment, that was actually a nice feeling.

“You coming, Larissa?” Katie called out.

“In a minute!” I called back. I just needed one more minute to admire myself.

I wasn’t sure that I’d ever felt so accepted in my life. I’d certainly never been more noticed, by men and women. It was almost like I made a better woman than I did a man. Now, my head was spinning. I was confused. Was the universe trying to tell me something? Or was I just letting myself get carried away with this whole disguise?

As we walked down the street to the bar, I felt a knot form in my stomach. I was dying to get out of my outfit and back into my own clothes, just so that I could feel normal again—even if normal meant being invisible—but I knew that I couldn't just bail on my teammates. The pressure was mounting.

But as the night went on, I started to relax. The girls were all having a great time, and I found myself laughing along with them. We talked about our victories and our losses, reliving the moments of heartbreak and triumph.

I kept slipping into the bathroom, locking the door, and then admiring myself in the mirror. I couldn’t get over how cute I looked in that pink dress. And now, I was wondering how I would look in other outfits. I noticed the little dresses on the other girls, and I imagined myself wearing them. I admired their makeup, and the way they’d styled their hair. I wanted to know how that felt…

And then there were moments of clarity, where I would realize I was losing myself in all of this chaos. I would bite my tongue and plead with myself to reel it in. “You shouldn’t be doing this,” I kept whispering to myself. Then, I would eye the exit. I would plot my escape. I had a few opportunities to sneak out unnoticed… but I was so afraid that my teammates would hate me.

In the end, it was good that I stuck around. Katie took me home with her, and another girl, Lindsay. Lindsay said that she often spent the night at Katie’s place: watching movies, wearing face-masks, painting nails. They badly wanted to paint my nails and make me wear a face mask. I caved, not wanting to let them down.

But the cucumber-infused face mask was actually quite relaxing. And it was fun, gossiping while painting our nails. I didn’t even mind the romantic comedy they put on; I laughed with them, and felt a bond growing between us.

And then, Katie slipped away with Lindsay. They were gone for a few minutes before returning with lingerie—and something that made my heart fall into the pit of my stomach: both girls were now wearing strap-on cocks.

“W—What are you doing with those?” I asked.

“We thought we would help you feel like a real girl,” giggled Katie.

“I don’t want that,” I said firmly.

“Are you sure?” Katie asked, gently pulling her top down to show me her breasts. I stuttered. I tensed up all over. She was playing with my emotions. She had done such a great job of confusing me over the past few days. It almost seemed like she’d been grooming me. Every little comment, every little detail—it was all making my identity crumble before my eyes, leaving me wondering who the hell I was.

And now, she kept insisting that I was going to like this, that it was going to feel so good, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. They came to me and pushed me down on the bed. They kissed me, sucked my body, licked my skin. I felt myself going submissive, letting go of that last ounce of my masculinity, wondering if I would ever find it again or if it was now gone forever.

A moment later, Lindsay was pushing into my body. Her dildo was long and thick—pink, but the pinkness didn’t take away from how intimidating that toy was.

She pushed into me, through me. I gasped, feeling my anus stretching to accommodate the toy. Before I could look back, a black plastic cock was thrust into my mouth, gagging me. Now, Katie was giggling, holding my head, face-fucking me while Lindsay pushed into my rear-end.

This was all happening so fast, so suddenly.

The girls had their way with me, making me more and more submissive by the minute. They got me onto my back. They made me spread open my legs. They took turns with my anus, forcing me to taste my own asshole by sucking their plastic cocks. They spanked me. They choked me. They pulled my hair—all while giggling, as if it was just a silly joke.

They tried to make it worthwhile, teasing my cock, making me hard. They would take turns tickling my tip, giggling.

Katie fetched some rope to tie my wrists and ankles to the bed frame. They kept me tied down for two hours while they played with me, sometimes penetrating me, sometimes just teasing me, getting my cock to the brink of orgasm and then stopping, leaving me groaning, begging for release.

That night ended with the two of them attempting to take me anally at the same time. I screamed in pain, but once they were inside, the pain turned to something amazing. I tingled all over and moaned in euphoria. They thrusted hard, rubbing my anal walls. I ended up cumming on myself, making the girls gasp and giggle. They pulled out, leaving me gaping. They made me lick my own cum off of their fingers. They spanked me again. They called me a whore, and then they produced a little satin nightie and told me how cute I would be if I wore it to sleep.

My masculinity was officially gone. They untied me and then they snuggled into the bed and went to sleep, as if nothing happened, leaving me exhausted, but unable to sleep myself—my head filled with anxiety and terror.

They’d stripped me of my masculinity. They’d groomed me into this confused state, and for what? So that I would help them win a tournament?

They’d used my urges against me, using sex like a carrot dangling in front of a donkey. I couldn’t let them get away with it.
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Ishowed up on time for the tournament that Sunday. The girls had no idea that I had no intentions of playing.

They gave me my outfit to put on: the pink top with the pink skirt and the pink stockings. I actually did want to wear the uniform; it had really grown on me. The skirt, especially, was so damned cute—but it wasn’t right. That was an all-girls tournament, and I wasn’t really a girl.

Though I was starting to wonder if, deep down, there was a girl inside of me. The girls had definitely introduced me to something that I felt I needed to investigate: feelings that I didn’t know that I had.

I couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted inside of me. I had never felt so alive, so free, so accepted as I did when I was dressed as a girl. It was like a whole new world had opened up to me, one that I had never known existed.

But with that newfound freedom came a sense of confusion and uncertainty. Did this mean that I was transgender? And what did that term even mean? Did this mean I had to make a choice: boy or girl? How could I make that choice without even testing the pink waters, so to speak? I knew what it meant to be a boy, but what was on the other side? Did I want to explore the idea of being a girl more fully? How could I do that without committing fully? How could I try it out without sacrificing my reputation?

The thought of it both excited and terrified me.

On the one hand, there was the prospect of finally being able to express myself fully, to be who I truly was on the inside. I could imagine myself walking down the street, dressed in a flowing skirt and heels, feeling like I was finally living my truth.

Was it my truth?

But on the other hand, there were the cons. The judgment and ridicule that would come from society, the possible rejection from my friends and family… My dad was always groaning and ranting about trans people, even though he knew none of them. Would he come around? Or would he disown me? It was a real consideration. The fear of being ostracized, of being seen as a freak… Sure, I looked good as a girl. I was convincing. But would that be enough to change a stubborn perspective?

I sat there, weighing the pros and cons, trying to come to a decision. It was like I was standing at a crossroads, and I had to choose which path to take.

But deep down, I knew that the decision had already been made. I couldn't ignore the feelings inside of me, the sense of excitement and possibility that came with being Larissa. Maybe it was time for me to explore this side of myself more fully, to see where it might lead.

But I knew one thing: man or woman, cis or trans—I couldn’t play in that tournament. It just wasn’t fair to the girls.

Let’s not turn this into some debate about whether or not trans people should be allowed to compete. That’s a debate for smarter people than me. But I knew it wasn’t fair for me to compete. It wasn’t something I was happy with, win or lose.

So I found a replacement early that morning, before warmup. I even spoke to the event staff, and they agreed to swap me out on the registered roster. I hadn’t yet told the girls, and I knew they were going to be furious.

I was right. When I told Katie, she turned white. “No… No, no, no. Larissa—no. You have to play.”

“It’s too late. I’m already scratched. Mindy is filling in for me.”

“Mindy? Who the hell is Mindy?” she asked, shaking her head. “No! You’re our secret weapon, Larissa. Please. Just think about this. Stop.”

“It’s too late. I found her online. I haven’t met her, but she knows how to play soccer.”

Just then, the tiniest young woman stepped into the room. “Am I in the right place?” she asked with a tiny voice. She wasn’t even five-feet tall. “My name is Mindy. I’m subbing in for, uh, Larissa?”

“That’s me,” I smiled.

The other girls caught on and began to panic. They tried to bribe me, using sex, and then they became increasingly desperate. “You can’t just accept sex and then quit on us,” Katie growled.

“You can’t just use sex to get what you want,” I said, crossing my arms and smiling. “I had some time to think it through; what you girls are doing just isn’t right. If you want to win, you can win by playing by the rules.”

“But you like being a girl,” said Katie with beaming eyes. “And—And that means you’re trans, which means you’re a girl.”

“The rules say no trans girls on the girls team. They have a separate league that allows that. I don’t make the rules. I’m not saying their fair or unfair. I’m just saying, you have to follow the rules.”

The girls were furious. They were flustered. They lost their first game of the day—their only game. By 9:30 AM, they were eliminated from the Irving Open.

Did I feel a bit guilty? Of course. Mindy was no star player; she hardly had the energy to play the whole game. But I would have felt much guiltier had the girls won thanks to me. I wasn’t in the business of beating girls with a body filled with testosterone and a male skeletal structure. Maybe it’s a different story when a trans girl is on hormones—like I said, I’m not here to start any debates.

But as I left that tournament, I felt good about myself, and that was more important than any prize. I felt like I’d done the right thing. And even better, I was leaving with a new sense of adventure. I had something new to look forward to. I had no idea where that road was going to go, but I was excited to find out.

The next few weeks were a blur of excitement and nervousness as I started to explore life as a woman. It was like a whole new world had opened up to me, and I felt like I was finally living my truth.

I started small, experimenting with different outfits and makeup styles, trying to find what felt right for me. It wasn't always easy, and there were times when I felt like giving up, but I kept pushing forward, determined to see where this journey might take me.

As I started to spend more time out in public as Larissa, I found that the judgment and ridicule that I had feared wasn't as bad as I had thought it would be. Sure, there were still some people who looked at me like I was a freak, but there were also people who accepted me for who I was, who saw me as just another person living their life.

But the biggest challenge came when I had to tell my friends and family about my decision. I was terrified of their reaction, of what they might say or think. But I knew that I couldn't keep this part of myself hidden forever.

To my surprise, their reaction was mostly positive. There were some who didn't understand or who were hesitant, but there were also those who accepted me without question, who saw me for who I was on the inside.

As I continued on my journey as Larissa, I started to discover a whole new side of myself. I was more confident, more outgoing, and more in touch with my emotions than I had ever been before.

It wasn't always easy, and there were times when I still felt like an outsider, but I knew that I was finally living my truth. And that was all that mattered.

Looking back on that tournament and everything that had happened since, I realized that it had been a turning point in my life. It had forced me to confront my fears and to embrace who I truly was, even if it wasn't what society expected of me.

For the first time in my life, I felt like I was heading in the right direction. And that was all that mattered.

I started to realize that there were many others like me, who were also struggling to find their place in the world. I joined support groups and online communities, where I found a sense of belonging and acceptance that I had never experienced before.

It was both humbling and inspiring to hear the stories of others, to see how they had overcome their own fears and challenges. And in sharing my own journey, I found that I could help others in ways that I had never imagined.

But as much as I had grown and changed, there were still moments when I struggled with my own identity. There were times when I felt like an imposter, like I was pretending to be someone that I wasn't. And there were still people in my life who didn't understand or accept me for who I was.

But even in those moments of doubt and fear, I knew that I couldn't go back to the way things were before. I had come too far, and I had grown too much, to ever go back to living a lie.

As I looked towards the future, I knew that there would be more challenges to come, more obstacles to overcome. But I also knew that I had the strength and resilience to face whatever came my way.

Oh yeah, and the sex was pretty amazing too. I had my first sexual encounter with a man, which was terrifying at first—but the feeling of a warm, hard cock sliding in and out, foreskin tugging back and forth—there’s no dildo that can simulate that sensation. I don’t want to get too graphic, but the feeling of warm cum spilling deep inside is second to none. If you haven’t tried it, you have to. Seriously.

I joined a trans soccer team. There were a few cis guys and girls on the team, but most of us were exploring different identities. I’d never felt like I belonged more than I did with that group—and the outfits were so damned cute: soft blue and pink, skirts and tank tops, with thigh-high white socks. It was the perfect place to continue on my journey, one step at a time, always moving forward towards a brighter, more authentic future.

THE END
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Eric Holliday landed what seemed like a dream job, caring for the Chateau Femme through the winter months when Chateau Femme is closed each year. The job is going to be perfect: solitude, relaxation, quiet… at least that’s how it looks on paper. But Eric is only alone for a few hours before he gets his reality check.

The extreme, unpredictable storms are constantly knocking out the power and blowing open windows. After a single night, Eric is snowed in, feeling suddenly claustrophobic in the 24,000 square foot lodge. And to make matters worse, he’s not actually alone; he’s stuck in that lodge with a ghost.

He’s never been a believer in the paranormal, but there’s no other way to explain the strange noises, the moving objects, the piano that keeps playing itself… and there’s no other way to explain why Eric’s personal clothes have disappeared, or why girly outfits keep showing up in his little room. The ghost seems to want him to dress up like a chick, and with nothing else to wear (and cold weather blowing into the lodge), Eric doesn’t have many other options.

Not to mention, who wants to get on a ghost’s bad side?


PROLOGUE



Iwas waiting for my engine to cool down. I still had twenty miles to go, and I still hadn’t even started up that mountain. So I reached for a piece of beef jerky and then I noticed that pamphlet that they gave to me when I went in for my interview a few weeks earlier.

I hadn’t read it—it was written for the guests, not for me—but I had nothing else to do while my engine cooled down.

“Welcome to Chez Femme, a world-class resort that has everything you need! If you’re receiving this pamphlet that means this is your first stay with us. We’re so excited to have you here and we hope that, like many of our guests, you’ll return again and again. 

“The epicentre of the entire operation is located at Chez Femme Grande or as it is affectionately dubbed Le Grande. Le Grande is a 12-story hotel, casino, and spa that also provides a first-class shopping experience. On floors 1, 2, and 3 you can splurge to your heart’s desire at Le Grande Galleria then have dinner at any one of our several Michelin star restaurants before taking in a movie at our cineplex. If you’re feeling lucky head to Le Grande Casino located on the 4th floor for table games, slots, sports betting, and more. Private tables are available to high-rollers. If you happen to visit us in May you might catch Le Grande Derby, an incredible spectacle that brings horse-racing enthusiasts from around the world. Finally, after a long day, you can wind down at Le Grande Spa located on the 12th floor. Get a massage, a pedicure, soak in a hot bath, or take the plunge into one of our cryo-pools. Our treatments are put together by a team of highly-trained specialists who specialize in making you feel your best!

“Just a short distance away is Le Village De La Mer our quaint little hamlet by the sea. Check into one of our many stand-alone cottages with gorgeous ocean-views. Our bungalows near the village are as comfortable as they are affordable. For those with the means to spend a little more we offer luxury accommodations to rival the most palatial penthouses of Le Grande, complete with private beach. Enjoy the sunset at Tigerfish Tavern or a game of volleyball on Sable Blanc Beach. Snorkel or scuba dive through our dazzling coral reef system or catch one of the hourly boat rides and explore the coast.

“Le Village De La Mer has everything you need whether you want to relax in the sun or adventure through the deep!”

I flipped the page and saw a picture of the lodge where I was going to be working.

“Last but not least, located near the top of Queens Mountain, is Chateau Femme. A cable-car will take you from Le Grande into the snowy peaks where you can ski down our bunny slopes and double diamond hills, snowboard on our Olympic-sized halfpipe, and snowshoe through the untamed wilderness. At the end of a long day, warm yourself by the fire with a craft-cocktail in the Wapiti Lodge before retiring to your very own cozy chalet. Between the hours of 6am and 10pm you can relax in the hot spring grotto located under the Wapiti Lodge. Unfortunately, due to the severity of the winter storms, Chateau Femme will be closed to visitors during the months of January and February. 

“We hope you enjoy your stay! If you need anything at all, please dial 99 on your room phone and a brilliant and talented concierge will be at your beck and call. 

“Hotel manager, Ms. Camille.”

Oh, I couldn’t wait: two months of peace, quiet, and relaxation—and a decent paycheque on top of it.
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My little car almost didn’t make it up that winding back road. It stalled once, halfway up, coughing and choking, as if it was begging me to turn around. I gave the engine ten minutes to cool down while I had a smoke, standing by those tall swaying pine trees, looking back down towards Chez Femme Grande. It looked so small from so high up Queen Mountain—and I was only halfway up. From down below, that ski hill really didn’t look so high.

A gentle rumbling was coming towards me. I looked up that winding road but couldn’t see much through the tall pines. Finally, a very expensive-looking Jeep Grand Wagoneer emerged, shining as if it was straight out of the car wash. It bounced effortlessly on that old root-ridden gravel road, but slowed as the driver noticed me.

The tinted window rolled down and a surprisingly young looking man peered out. He was about my age, twenty-two, with a facial-hair-free baby face and medium-length dark hair. In fact, he looked so much like me that I couldn’t help but wonder if he was about to ask me if I was his long-lost twin brother. He even had the same baby-blue eyes and long lashes that used to get me mocked in school because they apparently looked like they belonged on a girl.

But this man couldn’t have been some long-lost twin brother, because he was clearly successful, which meant he was probably smart and resourceful and charismatic. Those genes didn’t run in my family. I came from a long line of high-school dropouts, burger flippers, and—I probably shouldn’t admit this—criminals; and I’m not talking about cool bank-robbing criminals. I had an uncle in prison for possession child porn, a great uncle who was sentenced to death for forcing himself on an underaged girl, and my great grandfather was well-known in the town where I grew up as the ‘Drunken Flasher’; he went around in a trench coat and showed strangers his erection—that was before he was put in an institution, but I think he kept that reputation once he was committed…

I liked to think that I was a step in the right direction; I wasn’t quite as scuzzy as my relatives. I wasn’t into kiddie porn and I’d never thought about sexually assaulting anyone. And, I’m happy to say, that I’m the first in my family to graduate high-school, though my average was 51%, which in some provinces, isn’t actually good enough to graduate—but that’s irrelevant because it was enough for me…

Now, was it enough to get into college? No—not even close. The man staring at me now from the opened window of his $130,000 Jeep Grand Wagoneer, had clearly gone to college. He had that educated look on his moisturized and exfoliated face. I could see his pile of luggage behind him, suggesting he’d just spent at least a week at that very expensive resort, skiing those famous slopes.

“Heading up?” he asked.

I smiled and nodded.

“You, uh, know that it’s closing for the season, right?” he said.

“Yep,” I said. I honestly felt a bit embarrassed talking to him; he looked so much like me, it was uncanny. I got unsettling vibes. Someone once told me, hell is meeting the best version of yourself: a version of yourself that made all of the right choices and put in all the hard work on those days where you just wanted to be lazy and play video games; then, you’re forced to face an eternity knowing what you could have been…

Well, this fellow didn’t look exactly like me. His nose was a bit more bulbous and he was clearly a couple inches taller than me, with his head nearly touching the top of that massive SUV.

“Is your car broken down? Do you need a ride to the bottom of the mountain?” he asked.

“Let me see,” I said. There was a good chance that I really did need a ride, though I wasn’t interested in going down; I needed to make it to the top of the mountain—and I needed to get there soon, because I was already late.

I got into my car and turned the key. It coughed and choked and gargled, and then it sprung to life. “Ah ha!” I said, and then I turned to my vastly-improved doppelgänger. “I’d love to stay and chat but I have to keep moving, before the thing stalls again.”

He looked confused—or maybe that pale face was one of concern, not for my well-being, but for the well-being of the chateau guests who were all on their way out for the season. Maybe he thought I was some sort of lunatic looking to off a few rich people—or some disgruntled employee looking to get some vengeance. My car was probably the big red flag: that rusty old Toyota, older than me by a whole decade, back window broken and covered with a piece of plastic, taped down with red strips of construction tape that I may have nabbed from a construction site near my old apartment building. I don’t think they generally allowed vehicles like that onto the Chez Femme property. But I was technically an employee, so I got a pass.

Well, I wouldn’t be an employee for long if I was any later for my ‘orientation’. I wasn’t exactly starting off my new job on the right foot. But what were they going to do? Fire me? I don’t think they had a replacement lined up, and the work was due to start ASAP. Let’s face it: they were stuck with me, whether they liked it or not.

My old Toyota chugged its way up to the top of that mountain, proving that it still had some fight in it. The odd luxury vehicle passed me on its way down, leaving before the first big storm of the season left that road unusable. I got concerned looks from suit-clad drivers. I’m sure at least one of them called Chez Femme security on me. I’m sure my description ended up in some complaint card or another.

When I pulled up, I spotted Camille, standing on the front steps, arms crossed, tapping her foot nervously as the cold air blew in from the north. Her face turned pale when she saw my car. I leaned out the window? “Can I just park anywhere?” I asked, and then I realized I still had that cigarette in my mouth. I snatched it away from my lips quickly; I told them in my interview that I didn’t smoke (I had to lie to get the job, but I planned on quitting so don’t judge me).

She stared at me for a long moment before clearing her throat, eyeing my car, and saying, “Maybe we can get you to park around back.” It was her way of saying, ‘Please, for the love of God, don’t let anyone see this rusty disaster on hotel property!’

I chugged that car around back and stepped out, quickly spraying myself with the final spritz of cologne that I had, to mask the cigarette smoke before Camille came around in her big snow boots. She looked silly, wearing that tight pink formal dress, hair braided and tied into a fancy bun, makeup to the extreme, glitter everywhere, as if she was on her way to some ball—and then she was wearing those over-the-top snow boots that looked like something the natives in the far northern reaches of Canada might wear while hiking across frozen tundras.

“You’re, uh, a bit late,” she said to me.

“Sorry. The car stalled on me halfway down the mountain,” I blushed. “It took me ten minutes to get it running again.”

“You’re an hour late,” she said.

“Well, I stalled back in town too,” I said. “And once on the way to town. Anyway—I’m here now. And I won’t be late again, because, uh—well, I’m here for the rest of the year!” I laughed, but she didn’t seem to think that I was so funny.

“Do you have a suit you can wear?” she asked, looking down at my grey hoodie and jeans—and my old white sneakers, which my buddies called my ‘lawn mowing shoes’, even though I’d never mowed a lawn in my life.

“A suit?” I said. “What for?”

“I thought I mentioned in our interview that all employees are expected to wear suits while on duty.”

“Oh,” I said. Then, I paused, turning a bit redder. “I thought that was just for, like, employees that are seen by guests.”

“Well, there are still guests here,” she said, forcing a smile that was full of regret. Okay, so maybe I fibbed a little in our interview. Maybe I told her that I had a degree in hotel management from the University of North Bay, in Canada… There was no University of North Bay, but I didn’t realize that until after I crafted that resume. Everyone does it, alright? It’s the only way to get a job these days; you have to lie a little bit about your qualifications. It’s not like they taught anything in college hotel management courses that I actually needed to know. My job was to be a glorified security guard: to make sure racoons didn’t get into the hotel and piss on the tapestries. I just had to be there in case the furnace decided to kick the bucket, so I could call down to the main resort and have them send up a tech. My job was simply to be there, because somebody had to be there for those eight weeks, and nobody wanted to be there.

Camille shook her head and bit down on her tongue. “Let’s just start the walk-through,” she said through clenched teeth. I couldn’t tell if she was pissed or just cold.

It was nice and warm in the chateau. I stomped the snow off of my sneakers and brushed the snow off the top of my head.

“I’m sorry if it seems like I’m rushing,” said Camille. “I was hoping to get down before the storm started—and I think it’s coming in faster than anyone expected.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “It’s coming in hot. It’s going to be a real bitch, too. I think they said something like four inches overnight. It’s supposed to just shit snow all night.”

She stared at me, stunned, as if I said something crazy. Maybe she hadn’t heard about the big dump we were about to get. “Right…” she said. “Maybe let’s start in the kitchen area, while the last few guests get loaded up.”

She led me away from that big grand entrance, which had tall, impressive wooden beams holding up a vaulted ceiling. The place reminded me of where my dad used to go to hunt every summer, up in Northern Ontario: a huge lodge called Moose Head Lodge—but this place was the scaled-up version, probably ten-times the size. I was especially impressed by the carved wood statues of various animals, and the taxidermy animal heads. “Look at the points on that buck!” I said. “Please tell me you shot that.” I gave Camille a playful nudge with my elbow. I was trying to get her to loosen up; she seemed rather… stiff. She was far too worried about making some sort of irrelevant impression, looking perfect with every step, not even letting her chin slouch down because it might give the illusion of a second chin.

“Those were imported from a seller in Montana,” she said to me.

“Oh. Lame,” I said. “That’s kind of weird, don’t you think?”

“Why’s that?”

“Well… It’s like putting up trophies that you didn’t win. I mean—you don’t just go on eBay and buy a bunch of trophies and then put them into a trophy case.”

She just stared at me before shaking her head and spinning around to continue down that long hallway. “The kitchen is down here,” she said. “We just finished serving brunch, and now food service is done until March 1st.” We entered the large commercial kitchen. “You’re welcome to cook your meals in here, but you must…” She turned to me and looked into my eyes, to make sure that I was listening. “You must keep it clean—clean up after every meal. Put everything away exactly where you found it.”

“No problem.”

“There’s the fridge there, and there’s the freezer,” she said. “Please keep this space clean. When we reopen in March, it’s the first room that will be looked over by the health inspector. It gets inspected four times a year, because of the volume of guests we get here.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “No problem at all. I’ll probably just use a single pot and a single bowl the whole time. I can do two months of ramen noodles, no problem.”

And again, she stared at me, trying to figure out what trailer park I crawled out of. “Right…” she said.

“So why do you close for eight weeks?” I said. “I mean—I get that you get a lot of snow here… but isn’t that a good thing for skiing? I mean; aren’t you missing the best months with the softest powder?”

She smiled, apparently happy that I was finally asking a relevant question. “Well, we used to stay open through the whole winter season, but the storms do truly get bad here; we’re so close to the ocean, so the high humidity makes conditions exceptionally icy, making the road up extra-dangerous. The cable car tends to freeze up, and one year, guests were left stranded for three hours. And the power often goes out up here because of the high winds that come from the north during the winter months; the generator can’t power the whole chateau for more than twenty-four hours, and we’ve lost power for up to two weeks before.

“We still open the ski slopes for the lower half of the mountain. If you look down from the top of the chairlift on a clear day, you should be able to see skiers. It’s just far too dangerous to let people ski in the icy conditions down the black diamond runs. It’s too much of a liability for the hotel.”

“Gotcha,” I said. “Well, I’m not complaining. I’ve got work thanks to those winter storms.” I smiled, but she didn’t return the smile, as if I said something out of line. “So what do you want me to see next?”

Next, we went down into the basement of the grand lodge. She showed me the furnace system, which was old and outdated. She showed me the electrical panel. She showed me the various cisterns and boilers. There was a terrible dripping sound the whole time we were down there, but I never spotted the leak. And every time someone ran the water up above, or flushed a toilet, the whole basement would groan and chatter. “This place gives me the creeps.”

“Well, you have to check on it at least three-times each day. If something goes wrong down here, we need to know about it immediately. A small leak can cause massive damage. That furnace alone was almost a million dollars to install.”

“A million bucks!?” I gasped. “Y’all got ripped off.”

“It heats 28,000 square feet,” she said.

“Sure,” I said. “But my parents put in a furnace last year that heats their 2,000 square foot house, and that was five thousand bucks. You could have put in fourteen of those down here, and that would have only been…”

She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “Seventy thousand dollars?”

“Sure,” I said. “And that’s a hell of a lot less than a million bucks. Like… holy shit.”

“Mr. Holliday,” she said, turning to me and taking a deep breath into her lungs. “We need to address your language. It’s, frankly, unacceptable. The guests at Chez Femme expect a certain standard from the staff—even the staff that they don’t have to deal with directly.”

“Right, right,” I said. “Sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“I understand that you’ll be alone here, starting tonight, and maybe, to you, that means that appearances are neither here nor there. But…” She looked down at my attire. “This just isn’t acceptable. You knew there would be guests here, and you still dressed like this.”

I decided not to tell her that I put on those jeans because I knew there would be guests and employees; otherwise, I would have stayed in the sweatpants I woke up in. “I understand, Camille. It won’t happen again.” I stood up straight and put on my best smile.

“That’s Ms. Camille,” she said.

“Sure thing.”

She groaned, letting her proper body slump for just a moment, proving for a few seconds that she was a real human. “Let’s finish this tour before that storm hits—okay?”

“Let’s do it.” I smiled.

I was honestly excited about the job: two months of peace and quiet: no worrying about nagging landlords, no worrying about bills, no worrying about some ex-girlfriend who thought that I owed her money for something or another. It was going to be like two months of heaven—two months of some much needed alone time…

At least I thought that I was going to be alone…
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The rest of the tour took a long two hours. I’m not really sure why Camille felt the need to show me every storage room and every linen closet in that massive lodge.

Every time we saw a guest shuffling out from their room, Camille would pull me aside, one time even nudging me around a corner so that I wouldn’t be seen, as if the sight of me was totally disgraceful. It’s not like I was wearing clothes with stains on them. It’s not like I had festering boils on my face.

The tour ended at the room that would be mine for the winter. “I hope this is adequate,” she said. It was on the second floor, at the far end of the hall, squished between a linen closet and the emergency staircase. The bed was a cot. The window was tiny and raised up high, making me think the room was a bathroom at some point before being converted.

“This is it?” I said. “Can’t I just sleep in the penthouse suite?”

She giggled, thinking I was making a joke. Then she paused, glaring into my eyes, before saying, “Oh, you’re serious. The penthouse suite rents for eighteen-hundred dollars per night. It’s generally reserved for our wealthier guests. In fact, the president stayed there a few years ago.”

“Which president?”

She pressed her lips thin. “Never mind that. The penthouse suite is off-limits, unless, for some reason, you need to access it. On your final week here, you can do a walk-through of the penthouse suite, to make sure it’s all in order for reopening. Though our cleaning staff will give it a proper cleaning before then.”

“Well, if there aren’t any guests here, does it really matter where I sleep?”

“You’ll sleep here,” she said firmly. “The other beds are for paying guests.”

I stared at her for a long moment, and she suddenly groaned and rolled her eyes, realizing in that moment that I was going to sleep wherever I wanted to sleep and she would have no idea. There was a moment of understanding between us: I could do what I wanted to do, as long as she didn’t have to find out about it.

Okay, so maybe it wasn’t so much an understanding between us, but it was an understanding that was suddenly very clear to me. Right now, I just needed to smile and nod, and then, once she was gone along with all the remaining guests and staff members, I could have my run of the place. Sure, there were security cameras posted around the lodge, but they simply fed into the security room in that lodge, which was where I was expected to spend the bulk of my waking hours. I was the security guard, essentially, even though my title was ‘winter caretaker’.

“Don’t worry about your lodge, Camille,” I said.

“Ms. Camille,” she corrected with a groan.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s in good hands.” I put on my most charming smile. “I can see that you’re worried about it—but seriously: don’t stress. I’ve done this a thousand times before.” It was a lie. “You’re going to come back here on March 1st and it’s going to be just like it is now.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment, possibly considering the possibility of firing me on the spot and staying there for eight weeks herself; but she was the manager of the whole Chez Femme resort: that lodge, the main resort (Le Grande, they called it), and the beach resort, which had some weird sounding French name.

“Don’t sweat it, beautiful,” I smiled. For some reason, she scowled when I called her beautiful. I thought women liked being complimented, but Camille was apparently the exception.

“Just take care of my lodge,” she said. “This place has a rich history. It deserves the best care.”

“That’s exactly what it’s getting. You hired the right guy for the job.”

She groaned again. I gave her a pat on the back, which she wasn’t expecting. Her eyes grew wide and she gasped, and then I wondered how long it had been since she’d gotten a good fucking. Maybe that’s what she needed to ease her tension.

And that got me thinking about one thing that I wouldn’t have for the next eight weeks: women. That’s the one big drawback of being alone; there’s no getting laid when you’re isolated from the rest of the world. There was no cell service up on that mountain, and no wifi. I couldn’t watch porn (maybe I should have brought my own—why didn’t I think of that?), and I couldn’t go to a bar to pick up some desperate slag. It was going to be a rough two weeks.

I looked down Camille’s body. She looked alright for her age… though I had no idea what her age was. I’m guessing somewhere in the forties, but I’d always been terrible with ages. She had lines around her eyes and lines on her neck, but her body was fit, and her tits were heavenly. Her body was tight, and I had a feeling her pussy was tight too. I bet she was a real rocket in the sack… and she kept telling me that her name was Ms. Camille—not Mrs. Camille. Was that her way of telling me she was single?

“Are you staring at my breasts?” she asked with a gasp.

I looked into her eyes. “Sorry,” I said. “You’ve got a lovely figure. I couldn’t help myself.”

“That’s not appropriate, Mr. Holliday.”

“You can call me Eric.” I grinned.

“I’ll call you Mr. Holliday. Look—I’m not going to lie to you; when I first interviewed you, you gave a… much different impression. You came across as professional and qualified. Now… I’m afraid of leaving you here, solely responsible for the whole lodge.”

“I told you not to worry,” I said.

“I’m worried.” She groaned loudly. “But it’s too late now. The storm will be here any minute and I have duties to attend to down at Le Grande. There’s a celebrity dinner tonight and I still have to approve the set list for the band. Their guitar player called in sick yesterday and they’re playing with a replacement—and I have no idea if he was able to learn the material in time.”

“Well, if you need another guitar player, I’m not so bad myself. I was in a Rush cover band in high school. I can play pretty much any Rush song, except for the nineties stuff, but nobody wants to hear that anyway.”

And again, she just stared at me. “Mr. Holliday, you can’t play in the band because you’re needed here… at the Lodge.”

“Right,” I said. “Well, maybe next time.”

She turned to look into the lobby as the elevator door opened. A well-acquainted man in a suit stepped out, pulling a big suitcase. “Please, just don’t screw this up,” Camille said to me, and then she rushed away to help the man with his suitcase. He was the last guest to leave the Lodge. After he was in his car and on his way down the hill, the staff began filtering out, rushing to their own vehicles so they could get down before conditions turned ugly. It was already starting to snow; snowflakes were fist-sized and the wind whistled loudly every time the doors opened. I assumed Camille was going to come back for some final words of advice, but she never came back. The last time I saw her, she was loading up the office safe into her car, making sure I didn’t have access to it because she almost certainly didn’t trust me.

Very suddenly, I was alone in that huge timber lodge. The reality of the job was hitting me very hard. Eight weeks suddenly seemed like a very, very long time.

I walked out crossing my arms across my chest to protect myself from the harsh wind. I looked around, expecting to see a few stragglers, taking their time getting out of that parking lot… but the lot was desolate. The wind howled sharply, almost knocking me off of my feet. And I swear ice was already starting to form on the ground. The walk that had been shovelled was already starting to disappear into whiteness.

I really was going to be trapped there.

I will admit that I started having something like a panic attack. Sure, that lodge was 28,000 square feet, but I couldn’t help but feel terrible claustrophobic, knowing I couldn’t escape. Maybe if I knew how to ski… there was an old pair of skis mounted on the wall in the lobby, and I was on the top of a ski hill… but like Camille said: the hill became dangerously icy, and the run from the very top was a notoriously dangerous black diamond hill.

I went back into the lobby and closed the door. At that moment, the lights flickered, as if the power was already threatening to go out. Okay, so now I could see why the place was deserted for those two months of the year.

And in that moment, I swear I heard something like a human groan coming from up the large staircase. That noise seemed to reverberate in the walls. A coldness crept down my spine.

“You know what?” I said to myself. “Maybe this isn’t the job for me.”

I’d walked away from jobs before. It’s not like I was expecting a stellar reference from Camille anyway. Maybe I was better off doing what I’d been doing for the past three months, bumming it down on the beach, a few clicks away from Chez Femme’s beach resort. It was warm down there, even into December, not dropping below 10 degrees at night. I really didn’t think it would be that much colder up that mountain… but I guess it needs to be cold for snow to stay snow, right?

I went out and walked around the building, towards my car. I dug my keys out from my pocket. I was determined to leave, to abandon the job. I could call Camille from the bottom of the hill and apologize. She was a resourceful lady; she would find a replacement quickly (though I had a feeling she was already looking for one). I put the keys into the ignition, turned the key, and…

Nothing. Not even the coughing attempt to start up. “No,” I said. “No, no, no. Not now.”

I tried again. It just clicked, as if the battery was toast. I tried and tried and tried as that panic attack worsened. But the car wouldn’t start. I was really stuck there… alone… for the next two months.

I went back inside where it was warm. The lights flickered again as the storm worsened. The thick clouds were beginning to block out the sunlight, making it seem much later into the evening than it was.

And there was that terrible groaning noise again.

I tiptoed through that lobby. Now, I wanted to figure out what that sound was; maybe it was some air conditioner that had been accidentally switched on. If I could make that noise stop, then I would be able to relax a little bit…

But what if it was something bad? What if that lodge was… haunted? Oh God, I hated to even let the thought enter my mind. I was an adult—not a child. I wasn’t supposed to be afraid of ghosts. I didn’t believe in ghosts, like most rational people. But it’s not your beliefs that scare you when you’re all alone and vulnerable; no—it’s all of the terrible possibilities and the uncertainty. Of course I didn’t believe in ghosts, but what if I was wrong? I didn’t think there was a serial killer lurking in that lodge… but what if there was? I was fairly certain that lodge wasn’t built on an ancient Indian burial ground… but what if it was?

“Y’ello?” I called out. My voice echoed, even though I was pretty sure those old Navajo tapestries were there to stop sounds from bouncing around the massive space. “Anyone there?”

There was no reply. I was at the top of the stairs, looking down that long, wide hallway. An hour earlier, Camille took me down that hallway to show me the lodge’s ballroom, the Wapiti Bar and Lounge, and the men’s and women’s bathrooms. There was an old piano in that ballroom, and now, I was half-expecting it to start playing itself.

“This place gives me the damn creeps,” I groaned. It was also much darker now, with the lights all turned out. Camille urged me to keep all of the lights out, unless I absolutely needed them on. “If the power goes,” she’d said to me, “you don’t want to put too much strain on the generator. You’ll want that generator to stay on to power the furnace.”

And now, I was imagining them coming into the Lodge in March, fixing my frozen body curled up in the corner, arms wrapped around my legs, icicles hanging off of my blue skin. Maybe she was right: maybe I did want to keep the lights off so that propane generator could focus on keeping me alive through those eight weeks.

“Y’ello!?” I called out, hearing that groaning again. It really did sound human, like some old man on his deathbed, squirming in pain as he lived out his final moments. Or maybe it just sounded like an old air conditioner.

I thought about abandoning the area and leaving it alone for the next eight weeks. If some rogue beaver managed to get into that ballroom and terrorize the dining tables—so be it. Camille was so concerned about raccoons; do racoons even live up on top of mountains?

I approached the huge ballroom doors. I paused for a moment, listening carefully. The groan came back, and it was definitely coming from inside that room. So, after a deep breath, I threw the doors open, ready to run for my life when the festering zombie came at me…

But the room was empty.

It was a four-thousand square foot ballroom, with a stage and massive vaulted ceilings. When I cleared my throat, that small sound echoed and reverberated and came back at me louder than when I made it. There were tapestries on the walls, accomplishing nothing, just like the ones in the lobby… or maybe the echoing would have been even more astonishing without them. “Anyone in here?” I called out, but my voice was hardly more than a whisper.

Now, the groaning had stopped. The noise was gone, and I was back to feeling terribly alone. “If someone’s here, I’ll, uh, call the cops.” With what phone, dumbass? “I don’t want to have to do that.”

But there was no answer. Why did the groaning stop?

I eyed that big grand piano. I’d always wanted to learn to play the piano. Maybe I would pick it up over the next eight weeks… No—no way; there wasn’t a chance in hell that I was going to spend another minute in that ballroom. That place gave me the creeps.

So I closed the door and backed away. Okay, so I ran away, panting like some teen girl in a horror movie. I got to the stairs and rushed down them. I caught my breath in the lobby before turning to look out the grand windows. Now, it was a whiteout outside. I couldn’t see the pine tree forest, which was only fifty yards from that front entrance. Snow was already building up on the sills, sticking to the glass because of that impressive humidity, reminding me that I was a prisoner for the next eight weeks.

“Calm down, Eric,” I whispered to myself. “This is what you wanted.”

I made my way to my room. I looked around the small space. The window was almost completely covered in snow now: just a dim white glowing square on the wall. It was rattling in the wind: thudding and whistling as that storm came in strong. Many of the windows in that lodge were old, not updated since the seventies. Part of my job was going around to ensure they weren’t blowing open and letting snow in—or to make sure they weren’t breaking. I think Camille said there was something like six-hundred windows in the place.

I sat down on the edge of that cot. I forced myself to take a deep breath. Then, I realized my little suitcase was still in my car. I wanted to change into something more comfortable. I wanted to get my tablet so I could play some game or another—or even read a book—anything to get my mind off of what I’d stupidly signed myself up for. But I didn’t feel like braving the storm—not yet.

I really should have gone out before it was too late.

I really shouldn’t have stayed in that room, counting down the minutes; stewing with that anxiety was no good for my mental health. Even if I just had my tablet to play some music!

It didn’t help that I had that silly ghost idea in my head, and now I was afraid to go out into the hallways. I suppose it didn’t help that I read about that ghost story before taking the job. Chez Femme’s ski lodge, the Chateau Femme, was featured in some ‘The Country’s Most Haunted’ annual publications. Guests often reported hearing a woman giggling in the hallways at night. And clothes would often go missing from the guests’ luggage, only to be found in random rooms around the hotel. At first, the missing clothes was blamed on the staff, but it kept happening after Chez Femme replaced every maid in the place. And some of the ex-employees had similar stories of giggling voices and vanishing outfits.

And it was really irrational to be scared of some giggling and some vanishing clothes… but for some reason, the thought of hearing that giggle was downright petrifying. If I heard that sound in the night, I would be gone. I would be strapping those antique skis to my feet and taking my chances with that icy black diamond run.

So with nowhere to go and nothing to do, I just lay on my cot. I stared at the ceiling, counting down the minutes, hoping the storm would break. But it didn’t break. The winds only got more and more intense. The snow was so thick on the window, now it was impossible to tell if it was night or day. My phone charger was in my bag in my car, and my phone had already died on me. I didn’t have a watch, so I had no way of knowing the time.

So I can’t say with certainty what time it was when I finally fell asleep, or what time it was when I woke up in the morning, because the power had gone out in the night, tripping every appliance that displayed the time. Every microwave and alarm clock in the building was flashing a different number.

The snow had stopped falling, but the clouds were still thick, hiding the position of the sun. It could have been 7:00 AM or it could have been 1:00 PM; it was a complete mystery.

But it didn’t really matter, as long as I kept track of the days—as long as I knew what day it was when March 1st rolled around, so I wasn’t caught off guard by the arrival of Camille and the rest of the hotel staff.

The panic had worn off as I rolled out of bed. I was no longer terrified of going out into the hallway, though my echoing footsteps still made me uneasy. I sniffed my armpit as I dragged my feet down the hall. “Phew,” I said, turning my face away. Cut me some slack; I spent the night in a state of absolute panic, like an inmate spending his first night in prison, realizing he really made a terrible decision when he fibbed a few zeroes on his tax return.

I reached the front door of the main lobby and tried to push it open. It wouldn’t budge. I tried the various locks, but they were all unlocked. “What the hell?” I said, and then I tried again, this time body-checking the door. It nudged open an inch, so I did it again and again, until there was a small opening: enough of an opening that a mound of snow poured in. It was up to my shoulders!

“Son of a bitch,” I said, looking at the mess that I now had to clean up. I couldn’t let that snow melt and warp the old wooden floors. But first, I wanted to get my bag from my car, so I climbed up on that snow drift. I took a few steps and then plunged down, screaming as I nearly fell into oblivion; that snow was so deep!

How was I going to get to my car?

I scrambled back into the Lodge. I looked around and spotted a pair of antique snow shoes. I’m sure they weren’t meant to be used, but I needed something, so I fetched a ladder from the utility closet and got them down from the wall. I strapped them to my feet and hiked back out into the snow.

It was a nice day now that the storm had passed; it was a perfect 2 degrees, with almost no wind at all.

“Happy New Year,” I said to myself, realizing it was officially January 1st. I stepped carefully, impressed by the performance of those antique snow shoes. I wasn’t sinking anymore, though there were a few moments where it felt like the deep snow was going to crumble underfoot. I was far from the front doors of that lodge now, and I didn’t want to have to spend the whole day digging my way back.

I was parked somewhere around back… but where? The snow drifts were higher than I knew snow drifts could get. If my car was still there, I couldn’t even begin to guess where. I had no idea where I parked because I was so flustered when I pulled up: late for my meeting with Camille. “I know it’s here somewhere,” I said, looking down at the sea of snow. But even if it was there, it’s not like I could dig it out; the roof of the car was probably five feet under packed snow, which already had a slight layer of ice on it, making me slip whenever there was even a slight slope. I walked over to a tree and broke off a long stick. Then, I used that stick to pierce the snow, hoping to poke the top of my Toyota…

But I couldn’t find it. Maybe it was even deeper than that stick. Or maybe I was in the wrong area completely. “C’mon…” I groaned, poking around.

Then, a distant howl made me spin around. I lost my footing and fell, sinking into that snow, stuck on my ass. I scrambled, terrified that I was going to sink down fifteen feet. I managed to stop myself, leaping out from that new hole, but now, I was sliding on the ice, sliding towards the ski hill. I yelped and flailed around like a cartoon dog on a skating rink.

I managed to stop myself, but now my heart was pounding. One of my snow shoes was gone; it had fallen off of my foot and become lost somewhere in the snow. I had to now step carefully, worried I was going to sink again.

I decided to abandon my bag until I had a better plan of action. I carefully stepped with baby steps back to the front door. I squeezed in through that small gap, and then I yanked the door closed with a heavy grunt. I spent the next twenty minutes scooping that mess of melting snow into buckets, which I brought down to the kitchen, in that big commercial sink where it could melt freely without ruining million-dollar flooring.

“I’ve made a big mistake,” I said, falling down onto one of the many couches in the lobby.

I thought that this would be a fun gig. I thought I would spend the time relaxing and enjoying the solitude. But the reality of being alone is much different than the fantasy. When you suddenly have no access to the services you’re used to, there’s a certain dread that becomes overwhelming—even if you don’t need those services.

Even if I could get my bag: my tablet and my phone charger—I could figure out a way to keep myself entertained. I had games on my phone and my tablet. I had a few books downloaded that I’d been meaning to read for years (believe it or not, I read the occasional book).

I marinated in my own pity for the next thirty minutes, staring out those huge frosty windows at the landscape that was hardly dusted the day before, and now was like a landscape on which Kurt Russell would fight some alien shapeshifting monsters.

More than anything, I needed to cure my boredom. So finally, I pulled myself to my feet. I decided to explore that giant lodge, hoping to find something that I could use to entertain myself.

I remembered the business lounge, where they had a few computers, a large meeting table, and a printer. I got my hopes up that there might be a game or two on those old computers: even just Pac-Man could kill a few hours… but the computers were locked, requiring an administrator password. “Of course,” I groaned.

I thumbed through cupboards but found nothing interesting.

Next, I went to the breakfast room where they served the free continental breakfast every morning from 6:00 AM until 10:00 AM. Now, the cereal bins were empty and the toaster ovens were all unplugged. Then, I remembered that I hadn’t eaten a bite since I left town the day before. My stomach growled at me, so my next stop was that big commercial kitchen.

I went to the fridge first. There wasn’t much in there for me. They’d gone ahead and tossed out everything that could spoil and leave the place smelling awful come March 1st—so I couldn’t even make myself pancakes.

And how were they expecting me to eat for two months without perishable items? I couldn’t even make a damned bowl of cereal, unless I just wanted to crunch on it dry.

I groaned again. I found some dehydrated milk in the same pantry as the cereal, and then I sighed at the thought of hydrating it for a bowl. I was hungry—but was I that hungry? That dehydrated milk was nasty.

There was food in the freezer, but I’d never been much of a chef. Okay—let me make that more clear: I knew nothing about cooking. Everyone has their strengths… cooking wasn’t mine.

I gave it a shot anyway. There was a large carton of pre-cracked eggs, sealed. The expiry date was a year away, but it said to use within two weeks of opening. I guess that didn’t count as a perishable.

It took me fifteen minutes to turn on the range. I nearly blew the place up when it finally caught the spark. I jumped back and screamed like a little girl when the flames rose up.

And it wouldn’t have been so embarrassing if I didn’t have that terrible feeling that someone was watching me…

That feeling had been with me since I woke up that morning: a little tingle at first, but now that tingle was a full-blown buzzing, keeping me on edge. I lost count of the times I spun around to see if there was someone behind me. Then, I decided that it was the system of cameras pointing at me through the whole place—but that feeling wouldn’t leave me, even when I was in one of the many camera-free areas. There was one camera in that kitchen. I got up onto a chair and unplugged it, but that feeling persisted. It got so strong that I ended up calling out: “Anyone there?” But there was no response.

I burned the eggs horribly. They weren’t edible. I tried a second time, but the eggs instantly sizzled and stuck to the bottom of the pan. I tried pouring water on the pan to stop them from turning to a crisp, but that just turned my eggs into blackened mush.

I really was not a chef; and you might be laughing now at my total lack of cooking ability, but I doubt you’ve ever cooked in a big commercial kitchen. That wasn’t granny’s little cooktop. That thing took some sort of master’s degree to operate properly, and those pans were all cast-iron—not the cheap dollar-store pans that I had at my place before I got kicked out.

So after attempt number-three, I shut the whole system down and walked away, stomach growling. I needed to walk off some steam before I screamed at nothing. I went outside, into that little cleared patch that allowed the door to open six inches. I took a deep breath of that fresh mountain air—and then I ended up screaming anyway.

When I returned to the kitchen to clean up my mess, there was a plate waiting for me: a perfectly cooked cheese and broccoli omelette, a side of bacon, and perfectly browned toast. The plate was still steaming.

Someone was in that lodge with me.
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The food was ice-cold by the time I got around to eating it, because I spent an entire hour going through that hotel, screaming out for the culprit. “You can come out! I’m not going to get mad at you!” I figured it was some squatter—maybe some homeless guy who knew he could live in that lodge during those cold winter months because it was left empty. “I don’t give a shit if you’re squatting here!” I yelled out. “I promise I won’t rat you out!”

I was honestly just excited about the idea of having some company, even if it was with some smelly, old squatter. I’d only been in that lodge for twenty-four hours, and I already felt like I was some prisoner in some Vietnamese torture camp, being forced into years of complete isolation to break my spirits. “Come on out!” I yelled.

But nobody came out. The guy must have known that lodge inside and out; he must have known all of the best little hiding spots. Hell, maybe he lived in the walls; maybe he wasn’t just squatting there for those two months.

Now, chills started to creep down my spine at the thought of some freak living in the walls, watching me quietly over the next two months. I shuddered all over. I guess that explained that sense that I was being watched. “Please come out!” I said after I finished that plate of food. I should say that I reluctantly finished the plate of food; I was starving, but I was also horrified at the thought of it being made by some ghoul-man who lived in the walls.

I went into the lobby and looked at those old skis again. I wondered just how hard it would be to make it down that mountain. Was it worth risking my life?

“Just come out!” I screamed from the lobby. This person was determined to drive me insane. “Or if you don’t want to come out, at least let me know that you’re here. Just show me that you can hear me!” No answer…

I fell down on the couch and tried to fight the urge to cry. I tried doing the breath-control exercises that a therapist once showed me years earlier, but as always, that did nothing.

Then, I heard the piano. I could hear it softly reverberating through the lobby, coming from that ballroom. I wasn’t a classical music aficionado, but it was a song I’d heard before. Maybe Chopin or Bach… I jumped to my feet.

The stranger was at the piano. I gasped, paused for a moment, and then decided that I wasn’t going to miss my chance of catching him. I sprinted to the huge staircase. I rushed up the steps and then bolted down that long, wide corridor, past the lounge, past the bathrooms, and then I turned and pushed those big ballrooms doors open. The moment I stepped into space, the piano stopped playing, mid-verse. There was nobody there. The piano appeared to be untouched. “Come out!” I shouted, and then I flew into the room, spinning around, trying to catch him before he could scuttle away like a frightened cockroach.

It was my job, after all, to make sure that the lodge didn’t get invaded by bored teenagers or homeless squatters. It definitely wasn’t something I actually thought might happen.

And maybe that’s who was behind all of this: teenagers goofing off. Maybe they thought it would be fun to mess with me. Maybe they hiked up in snowshoes and planned to party for two long months. Though I’m not sure there are too many reckless teenagers who can play the piano like that…

“Come out, or I’m, uh… going to call the cops.” It was a dumb threat, but it was all I could think of. “I have a gun,” I said (it was a lie). “I don’t want to have to use it.”

But now, the room was silent.

I spent thirty minutes in that room, keeping an eye on those ballroom doors. There was one other doorway in that room: the emergency exit, but it was snowed in, unable to even open an inch. I checked every corner for a secret hiding place, every board in the wainscot for some secret opening—but there was nothing. It was like the pianist stopped existing as soon as I opened that door… as if he was a… ghost.

“Fuck this,” I said, running out of that ballroom. I shut the doors, and even thought about finding some boards, a hammer, and some nails to lock the spirit up.

No—ghosts aren’t real! I couldn’t let those thoughts creep into my head…

But how else could any of this be explained? Who made that breakfast? Who played the piano?

“I don’t appreciate this!” I called out. “If you think this is funny… I’m not laughing!”

But again, the whole place was dead-silent.

I made my way down to the lobby where it seemed relatively safe; at least there was an exit there. Maybe I had nowhere to go if I left that lodge, but at least from that lobby, I could leave the lodge…

It was mid-afternoon (I still had no idea what time it really was) when I became motivated again to search for my car. I strapped on the snowshoes and carefully went out. At first, I was convinced that I would be able to shovel a path around the building, but I realized after a single minute of shovelling that it was an impossible task. Every time I shovelled a bit of snow, snow would cave in and put me right back where I started. So I climbed up onto that huge drift and carefully hiked around to where I was sure I parked my car. I carefully started shovelling, but I quickly became demotivated, realizing all over again how impossible it was going to be to find my ride. And now, I really needed clothes. I smelled terrible. But I had nothing to change into, so I was stuck in that outfit.

Oh well—it’s not like anyone could smell me. I was alone, so I could just leave it and get used to my smell. I could go out every day and shovel a bit more, until I could find my car. Maybe it would take two months to find it… at least it was something to do.

It was late when I decided it was time to try my hand at making dinner again. I fumbled with that gas range, but this time it wouldn’t light. I could smell the gas, so I knew that the element was on, but I couldn’t get it to spark.

So I went to find a lighter. I found a pack of matches underneath the hostess stand, along with a pack of tea candles. I went to the kitchen, struck a match—and then I was suddenly on fire.

Yes, my body was on fire. The cloud of gas pouring out of that range made a fireball that blasted my chest. I screamed and ran across the room. I dropped to the ground and rolled around—and then I scrambled out of my clothes, throwing my burning outfit into the corner. My skin was shockingly untouched by the fire, but my clothes were still ablaze. I grabbed the fire extinguisher and blasted the pile, but it was too late. My belt had already melted into my pants and my shirt was hardly a scrap of fabric now.

And yes, I pissed a little bit, okay? Have you ever been on fire? Well, it’s really fucking scary, and I had a full bladder; some pee came out, so I had to slip out of my only pair of boxers. Now, I was standing naked in that kitchen, with no clothes to wear. So instead of making dinner, I went to try to figure out how to run the mashing machine in the next room over.

There were a dozen washing machines and a dozen dryers: all commercial-sized, stainless-steel, and loud when turned on. I felt silly putting a tiny pair of boxers into the huge machine and running it, but I had to have something to wear.

The machine was running for thirty seconds when the power went out to the whole building.

“No,” I said. This job was getting worse and worse by the minute. “This cannot be happening!” I buzzed through the building, testing various light switches to see if the power really was out. Then, I forced myself down into the mechanical room to see the breaker box. God, I should have paid more attention to Camille when she was explaining how it all worked; I had no experience with anything electrical, and this was a particularly complicated system. Everything looked right… or maybe it was all wrong; it was really impossible to tell. I was afraid of switching anything and getting electrocuted, so I put on some rubber gloves, grabbed a stick, and used the stick to flip the main level. Nothing happened, so I switched it back. Still, nothing happened. “The power must just be out.”

And then, it all came back. The building hummed and groaned, and then the electrical panel crackled and sparked before basement lights blinded me, even though they were dim and flickering. I let out a sigh of relief, but there was one issue…

“Where the hell are my boxers!?” I shouted when I returned to the washing machines. I checked every single machine, but they were gone. “No!” I felt so stupid, rushing through that room, ass-naked, looking behind each and every washer. Maybe the washer turned on briefly when the power came back on, and then somehow the boxers got sucked into the drum. I yanked that machine away from the wall and I squatted down, naked, with a screwdriver, opening the access panel. But my boxers weren’t inside the machine anywhere.

I knew that mysterious entity, whether it was a person or some sort of apparition, was messing with me.

And they were teasing me too. It was a minute later when I smelled the garlic and butter wafting in from the kitchen area. I carefully went around the corner and through the loose-hinged door to see the plate of pasta there: a heaping portion of noodles with a tomato-sauce, meatballs, and a generous serving of parmesan cheese.

“Where are you!?” I screamed. I expected no answer—and I got none. I was afraid to eat the meal, worried it was laced with something. Someone was tormenting me. Someone was teasing me to no end. They knew how to hide… But how did they make that meal without me noticing? How were they able to be so quiet? They’d even cleaned up the mess that I made when I almost lit the whole kitchen ablaze.

Well, I did eat the food, because I was starving and it just smelled so, so good. The taste was phenomenal as well. I almost melted into the floor after taking that first bite. “Oh God, that’s so good.” I mauled that whole plate, leaving nothing—not even a smear of tomato sauce. The food sat heavy in my naked belly.

I sat down, naked, in the lobby. I still felt so vulnerable, being naked, even though there were no people around. I guess that entity was enough to make me feel awkward about the nudity, so I needed to find something to wrap myself with.

I went to the linen closet and wrapped a bedsheet around me. It was awkward and the knot kept coming loose while the sheet dragged on the floor behind me. So after an hour of dragging a sheet around the lodge, I decided to try to create something a bit more functional. I knotted two pillowcases together around my waist, creating something like a pillowcase skirt, and then I cut three holes into another pillowcase, making something like a pillowcase tank top. I looked like a complete idiot, but at least my pecker wasn’t swinging around for some ghost to laugh at. It was the best I could muster up, and it still took me nearly an hour to make the outfit.

The power went out again when a new storm started to blow in. This storm was even more powerful than the one from the previous night. Windows rattled—and a couple even opened up; I was alerted both times when I heard the loud crashing of snow pouring into rooms. One gust of wind took out a television and the other managed to blow the door to the hallway right open, letting in a frigid breeze, sucking all of the heat out of that lodge. Jesus—no wonder they were closed for those months!

I scrambled to push the windows closed, fighting the mounting snow and hard gusts. I hurried to clean up the melting snow off of the old wooden floors, and then I had to clean up broken glass, which wasn’t fun without shoes.

And while that pillowcase top helped a tiny bit to keep my chest from freezing, the skirt did nothing. My cock was the size of an inch-worm once I got the windows shut. I was trembling all over. My toes had no feeling. I needed shoes and socks for this work!

But my boots were gone. Maybe I forgot where I left them, but they weren’t in my room where I thought I put them. I had a feeling this teasing spirit stole them. “Very funny!” I shouted, shivering all over. I crawled into my bed and ignored the next crash that I heard; I was too cold to fight another window closed, and with the lights out, it was too scary to make my way through that huge lodge.

I managed to fall asleep, but I didn’t sleep for long. The coldness crept in. The heat was being sucked out by the heavy winds outside. Somewhere on that floor was a broken window that needed my attention, but I was just too cold to deal with it.

So I made myself into a tight fetal-ball on my bed and I chattered my teeth until morning, when I finally was able to bring my trembling body to my feet. With my blankets wrapped around me, I went out in the hallway and saw that pile of snow that had blown in through one of the rooms. The door was blown open, and that room had a whole foot of snow on the ground. I trudged barefoot through that snow. My feet were turning blue now.

Luckily, the window wasn’t broken—just blown open, but I had to dig for ten minutes with trembling fingers to clear snow to close it. The power was still out, so the heater was out too.

“I’m so fucking sick of this,” I said. I made my way up to the top floor of the lodge where it was the warmest: the penthouse suite that overlooked the mountain range. Camille told me to stay out of that room unless it was absolutely necessary. Well, fuck her: I needed to warm up, and it was the warmest floor in the building: a tropical 5 degrees Celsius. I had four sets of blankets wrapped around me—and a bear pelt that I pulled down from the wall. I sat in the middle of room until I stopped chattering my teeth.

Then, there was a knock at the penthouse suite door. I froze, jaw falling open. I struggled to breathe before saying, “Who the hell is there!?”

But there was no answer.

I stumbled up to my feet and approached cautiously. I looked through the peephole, but saw nothing… but I smelled something: steak.

I threw the door open, and there, on the floor, was a plate of steak and eggs, with fried mushrooms and a steaming latte. I grabbed the plate and rushed it into the penthouse suite. I brought it to the table and ate it while it was hot—probably too hot to eat, but it felt so good getting something warm into my body. I felt my bones thawing inside of me. My eyes rolled into the back of my head; that steak was cooked to perfection. “Thank you so much, ghosty,” I groaned with a mouthful.

I was starting to like this ghost, even though he was a bit of a brat. I was sure that he was tormenting me for fun, but those meals were unreal. It was quickly becoming a love-hate relationship. He still scared the absolute hell out of me; I hated that feeling of being watched. I knew that he was constantly watching me, no matter where I went in that lodge. Imagine being completely isolated, with no human interaction, but at the same time, you have absolutely no privacy.

Well, it became a real problem that afternoon, when the power finally came back on and I desperately wanted to take a hot shower. I took the shower, but the warm water did to me as it can do to every man: it made me realize it had been a long time since I’d rubbed one out. And hell, I really wanted to get off now; at least it was something to do… But that feeling was still there; I was sure that the apparition was watching me. What if it was the ghost of my dead grandma? What if it was the Lord Himself?

I shuddered. Could I go eight weeks without jerking off?

After my shower, I wriggled back into my pillowcase outfit. The lodge was finally starting to warm up again, but my toes were still cold and my fingers were numb. I was going to need more that pillowcases to keep myself warm if I was going to get anything done around there—and that storm had left a lot to be cleaned.

So I went on the hunt for some clothes.
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Iwas sure I could find clothes somewhere in that lodge. Surely there was a lost-and-found box somewhere, or maybe even clothes for the staff. I knew that Chez Femme had staff uniforms for everyone in the front of the house. Those outfits were surely kept somewhere.

So I started my hunt. There were dozens of large closets in that building, all stuffed with supplies, linens, and so on. I went through each and every one. I went into rooms, going into closets. A few of the rooms on the third floor hadn’t been fully cleaned. Beds were unmade and there was trash in the bins, as if the maids didn’t get around to cleaning them before ditching the lodge to beat the storm; I couldn’t blame them—and now I could only hope that some dude left behind a pair of jeans and a sweater. Or hell—I would kill for a ski jacket and some boots.

The whole third floor was a bust. I found a pair of underwear, but I refused to reduce myself to that level; the undies weren’t going to make me any warmer than the pillowcase.

Then, on the fourth floor I found a suitcase tucked next to the TV stand. “Yes!” I shouted when I spotted it in that unmade room. I rushed over. There was a small lock on the zipper.

I paused, knowing I would get in trouble for breaking into a guest’s forgotten luggage; but I was desperate, and I could ditch the suitcase afterwards and pretend like I never saw it. I hauled that black shiny suitcase down to the kitchen and used the meat tenderizing hammer to pound it off. “Ah ha!” I said, unzipping it and throwing it open.

Then, my heart sank into my stomach. The suitcase was filled with women’s clothing—and not the modern-girl gender-neutral crap that zoomers wear; that suitcase had tiny dresses, tight stockings, sheer blouses, white lacy bras, panties, makeup, and tampons. “Great,” I groaned. There was nothing I could use in there… though there was one ‘sweater’. It wasn’t exactly my dream sweater, but it did have long sleeves. It was tiny, almost looking like a child’s sweater, but the fabric was stretchy and soft. Desperate to have something on my body, I stretched it onto myself.

I had a small frame, so the thing fit okay. It was cut low on the chest, almost showing off my nipples. It was a soft purple colour: possibly the least masculine colour besides hot pink. It made me look like an idiot, especially with my pillow

case skirt, but I will admit that it was warm. I think there was some wool in that fabric mix, working to keep a bit of body heat where I needed it.

And then I looked back at the suitcase. There something in there that would help to warm me up, but I hated the thought of that ghost seeing me wearing them. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I groaned. I knew that the power would go out again. I knew that my toes were going to end up falling off if I couldn’t swallow my pride.

So I grabbed the white stockings. They had frilly embellishments around the thigh-line where they cut off. They were tight and soft, and very, very girly. The little bows didn’t help.

I swear I could feel the ghost laughing at me. “Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Laugh it up, ghost. Why do I feel like you had something to do with this?”

At least I wasn’t quite as cold. I ditched the pillowcase skirt and put on one of the longer skirts in that bag: at least it was a thick fabric and covered more than those pillowcases.

Yes, I was dressed like a girl, but at least I was dressed… And yes—okay, I’ll just admit it: I put on a pair of clean panties. They were white and they helped a little bit to keep my pecker from catching that cold breeze that kept sneaking into the lodge. I’m sure I looked like a fool (I refused to look in the mirror). At least I was surviving. It was just temporary, anyway; I wasn’t finished with my hunt for proper clothes.

At least I was warm now as I went from room to room, looking for more abandoned outfits. I was still excited about the idea of finding a ski jacket—and then I found one…

But it was a women’s jacket, tiny and cut like a crop-top. “Women are ridiculous,” I said, putting it on. Who would ski in this? It left the whole belly and lower back exposed to the elements. But at least it kept my arms warmer.

Again, I could sense that ghost laughing; it wasn’t something I could hear or see, but I just felt it. I tried to ignore that feeling. I still wasn’t convinced that there was a ghost lurking around that lodge. I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t just dealing with some squatter.

I found a drawer full of clothes in a room at the far end of the fourth-floor. I perked up when I saw the pile of clothing, but deflated when, once again, I realized it was women’s clothing. And worse: it was women’s lingerie. Some couple must have checked in for a few nights of fun and forgotten to take that drawerful of sexy outfits back with them.

I dug through, hoping to find something: maybe even a warmer pair of stockings. But there was nothing: just lingerie, a pair of heels, and a vibrating dildo that I held for a moment before considering the thought that the woman pushed it into the man’s body and not the other way around—then I threw the thing across the room with a yelp.

I dug through more closets. I went into the staff room behind the lodge restaurant and pulled it apart, certain I would find some waiter outfit, but there was nothing. “This cannot be happening,” I said, looking down at my skirt-clad body. Did I really only have that skirt and sweater combo for the next eight weeks?

At least it was something… Maybe a big wind would come and expose my car; maybe I could get my own clothes soon enough…

I went back up to the penthouse suite for the afternoon, to take a nap since there was nothing better to do. That’s when I saw a girl in my room and screamed at the top of my lungs.
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But it wasn’t a real girl. It was just… me. I was looking at a mirror that covered a huge pillar between the front door and the huge picture window that looked out at the mountain tops. I watched myself in the mirror as I grabbed my own chest, feeling my own pounding heart. I really gave myself a scare!

It’s funny how an outfit can really change the way a person looks. I mean—that was just me in a skirt, stockings, and a girl’s sweater… but I looked entirely different. The shape of my body was different—at least at a glance, just because of the way the sweater was tight around the midsection and slightly flared at the hips, almost giving me a sort of hourglass shape.

It took my heart a moment to calm. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a minute. Then, I took a step closer to the mirror. Now, I could see myself more: a more recognizable sight. I didn’t look quite as ridiculous as I assumed I looked in that little outfit, but somehow, that only made it worse. It wasn’t exactly wonderful to think that I could be somewhat convincing in girls’ clothing. I suppose it wasn’t much of a surprise though… I’d always been a smaller guy, and back when I was too cheap to pay for haircuts, I would often get mistaken for a woman—at least from behind. I actually used to use it to my advantage; I would take a seat at a table at the IHOP, with my head down and back to the waitress. I would let her come up to me and say, “Good morning, ma’am!” because, from behind, I knew that I looked like a chick (especially when I wore my super-tight Led Zeppelin t-shirt). Then, I would make a big fuss and get a really good discount on my meal—or I would make a big enough fuss that I would get it for free.

So now, as I stared at my body in that girly outfit, I really wasn’t that surprised.

“Clothes are clothes,” I groaned.

I took my nap in that big, soft penthouse suite bed. When I woke up, I was feeling better: a tad bit more optimistic about my situation; I suppose it helped that there was a plate of food on the large family-sized wooden table: a heaping turkey dinner with all of the fixings. I approached it with glowing eyes, seeing the huge pot of gravy next to it.

“T—Thanks,” I called out, but I didn’t even know who I was talking to. I sat down to eat, and that food felt so, so good.

So maybe this wasn’t the worst gig in the world, but good meals aren’t exactly enough to make a job amazing. That lodge was still cold. The power kept going out every couple of hours and staying out for long enough that the whole lodge would become icy-cold. That expensive furnace worked fast, but even it couldn’t heat the whole place in a matter of a couple of hours. The temperature in that lodge never touched room-temperature—not even close.

But I found a pair of leather boots that fit my feet in one of the final rooms, left next to the door. They were heeled, so it took some getting used to to walk in them, but over the stockings, my feet were a tad bit warmer. “Laugh it up,” I groaned at the ghost that was probably watching me. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.”

It was late now. The sun was setting, but there was still a lot of mess to clean up. With the power out, I couldn’t do anything about it; I needed light and had none, so I retired to my room: my new room, that penthouse suite. Camille could go and fuck herself. I was going to sleep in that huge California-king-sized bed, I was going to shower in that massive ensuite bathroom, and I was probably going to jerk off onto those bed sheets whenever I felt like it. Camille would have no clue because I would make a point of tidying up.

I slept like a true mountain king that night… or maybe more like a queen, since I had changed into something else for the night. It was a women’s satin romper, with a new pair of soft stockings. I was only wearing it to keep me warm; I want that to be very clear. I didn’t get any pleasure out of wearing women’s clothes—but the duvet alone wasn’t enough to keep me from shivering when that power went out, and neither was the bear-skin that I draped over the duvet; every little bit helped, and having my feet in stockings was a game-changer, even if I looked like a total fool.

When I awoke the next morning, the sun was bright. The clouds had finally cleared, and I could hear dripping. I sprung up, feeling proper heat: something in the range of 23-degrees Celsius. I sighed, eyed the window and saw the melting icicles. It was a relieving sight, until I realized it was a worst-case scenario.

See, when you have really old windows in a very solid timber-framed lodge, materials expand and contract at different rates. Those windows were leaky all over; not really a problem, as long as there isn’t a hurricane-level storm… or thousands of tonnes of snow melting at once, pushed right up against the glass.

The first floor was fine; it had been renovated with high-end triple-paned picture windows. None of the windows on that first floor opened, because they weren’t in rooms; the temperature was all controlled through the furnace and air-conditioning system. But that second floor, where the rooms started, was a different story. The snow drifts reached those second-story windows and now, the snow was melting through the warped frames and casings. Water was leaking in in streams, looking like the inside of a boat just before it sunk to the bottom of the ocean. “Oh God,” I said, seeing half an inch of water already on the floor of one particularly leaky room.

First, I rushed to find a mop. I grabbed it and tried to mop the flowing water up, but I filled the mop bucket in less than five minutes and had hardly dented the issue; in fact, there was more water than when I started.

So I rushed to get towels. I got a whole closet-worth to soak up the water before it started pouring into the hallway (more than it already was) but that hardly helped, and now I had four dozen soaked towels to deal with, sitting on the floor, probably ruining that expensive wood.

My job was to deal with situations just like that one, and I was now realizing that I was totally out of my element. I had no flipping clue what I was doing, and the situation was quickly worsening.

I buzzed through that lodge for the next hour, trying desperate to control the sudden flooding. It was close to 12 degrees outside now. The sun was still creeping higher into the sky, making sure to melt as much of that snow as possible. Maybe it would expose the road and my car. Maybe I could get my engine to run so I could get the hell out of there and leave this mess for someone else to clean up.

Yeah—I just had to abandon ship. Sorry Camille; this is your problem now. I’m out of here.

I grabbed that women’s ski jacket and that longer skirt. I pulled up those stockings and put on those heeled boots. The snow bank had lowered significantly; this really was my chance…

At least, that’s how it looked from inside. When I opened those windows, I ended up letting a flood of melted snow pour into the lobby. It was so much water that I was swept off of my feet, falling down on my ass and sliding backwards, spinning a full rotation before scrambling up to my heeled feet. “Son of a bitch,” I groaned. Now, my skirt was soaked—panties too.

I growled and then stomped towards that front door. I tried to climb that melty snow hill, but it was too slushy. It was shoulder-deep, and I would sink in with every step, snowshoes or not. And more water was pouring into that lobby; it wasn’t even five minutes before I realized I had to give up on my escape plan.

Water was dripping down the big staircase now. “It’s, uh, like a water feature now,” I said, turning dark red all over. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to end up being paid for this gig, so there really was no point in sticking around. Sadly, there was no way to leave.

But I was exhausted trying to fight the flooding. What could I do? There weren’t enough towels in the place and no man can mop up that much water. I’m sure Chez Femme had a decent insurance policy. Half of those rooms needed updating anyway; maybe I was doing them a favour: free renovations, courtesy of the insurance policy.

I fell down on the couch and closed my eyes, listening to the flowing water. “That’s it. I gave up,” I groaned. I’ll be the first to admit it: they hired the wrong guy for the job. And I’ll also admit that I was now feeling guilty, even though I didn’t particularly like Camille or any of the other staff members who looked at me like I was some feral mongoose that had snuck its way into the building. They were all so bougie and stuck up, primp and proper, chins up, shoes shined, trying to impress a bunch of rich people who thought of them as slaves.

So why was I feeling so terrible? Well—I guess I didn’t like to think that I wasn’t a man of my word. I hated to think that I was exactly what they thought I was: that stray, feral mongoose. Maybe they were right to judge me like that. Maybe I was worthless; maybe I didn’t deserve that job. No—I definitely didn’t deserve the job. I’m sure the right guy would have known what to do… or he wouldn’t have let this disaster happen in the first place.

I took a deep breath.

What would the ‘right guy for the job’ have done?

Well, when I was in the basement, looking for the electrical panel, I did notice a bunch of caulking tubes. I knew those windows were leaky, so I should have just gone ahead and re-caulked them… That would have stopped a bit of this wet disaster. And in the night, when I heard those crashes, I should have gone to fix the problem instead of leaving it for the morning—or maybe I should have just been doing rounds every few hours, whether I heard noises or not.

It was too late now. The damage was done and there was no stopping that flood. I just had to wait for the melting to cease. I had to hope that the water soaked through the floorboards and made it down to the basement, which was concrete, with drains on the floor. Hopefully the damage would be minimal.

The dripping sounds suddenly stopped. Was the flood coming to an end? Had the snow melted down below the window line? I didn’t want to look; I just wanted to keep my eyes closed for the next eight weeks. I wanted to lay there, curled up in a ball, until March 1st.

I let out a sigh. Then, I reluctantly let my eyelids flutter open. That’s when I noticed the towels everywhere, the mop bucket, and the set of big, industrial fans labelled FLOOD-PRO. I sat up slowly; where did it all come from?

I looked around. “Was that you, ghost?” I called out. Of course I got no reply.

There were probably two-hundred towels all over that lobby, soaking up a good amount of water. There was a wheeled plastic cart waiting there, empty, for me to put those wet towels into. I started picking them up, looking around nervously, knowing that ghost was watching me. Somehow, it felt like a threat, as if the ghost was saying, ‘If you don’t clean this shit up, I’m going to haunt the hell out of you.’ “I’m doing it,” I said carefully. “I’m doing the best that I can.”

Once all those heavy, wet towels were in the bin, I turned on the fans, pointing the water towards a single spot where the big, industrial mop and bucket was positioned. Then, I stood there, mopping it all up as it blew towards me. “Am I doing this right?” I called out, getting no response. I didn’t want to piss off a ghost; I was stuck there for two months, after all.

It only took an hour to get that lobby more-or-less dry. Then, I went up to the second floor and saw that the floor was littered with more towels, another mop and bucket, and more of those FLOOD-PRO fans. I did the same thing, cleaning up the wet towels, blowing the water, mopping it into buckets. It took another hour, but the second floor was relatively dry: dry enough that the fans could do the rest of the work for me.

In the rooms, the windows were shut. Next to the broken window was a board, a hammer, nails, and some spray-foam insulation to seal it. The ghost wanted me to board up that hole, so I did. When I left that room, the bins of towels were gone and all of the dryers were now running in that commercial laundry room.

“T—Thanks, ghost,” I called out. “I’m doing my best, alright? This is all new for me.”

And once I was finished showering, my outfit was there on that king-sized bed, cleaned and dried and folded into a neat pile: the ghost’s doing, of course. And to make me feel even more guilty, there was a plate with a cheeseburger, onion rings, a fresh garden salad, and a glass of red wine. “Thanks, ghost,” I called out again—and that guilty feeling grew stronger.

Once I was finished eating, I cleaned up my own dishes. I knew that the ghost would probably do it for me if I left it, but I wanted to let the ghost know that I wasn’t completely useless, and that I appreciated what he was doing for me—even though he really did scare the absolute shit out of me.

“If, uh, there’s anything you want from me—anything I can do—just, uh, let me know, alright?” I said, trying to make a peace offering with the ghost. “Anything at all… alright?”

I didn’t expect anything, but I got something that I could only assume was a request: a big box of makeup supplies, sitting right on the middle on that California-king bed, just as I was about to crawl in to sleep for the night.

“What do you want me to do with this?” I called out. But I was finally putting together the pieces, and I had a feeling that I knew exactly what this ghost wanted me to do.
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“Let’s talk about this, ghost,” I said, turning around the room, knowing the thing was watching me. “You don’t really want me to do this. It wouldn’t be what you think, alright? I would look like a dummy. I mean—maybe that’s the idea; maybe you get a kick out of that or whatever—but…” I groaned. “Look, ghost. If this is really what you want, I’ll put on the makeup, okay?”

I was starting to feel like some prison inmate’s ‘girlfriend’. I didn’t exactly feel like I had a choice in the matter. I mean—sure—I could have just tossed the makeup away and laughed the whole thing off, but I didn’t know what this ghost would do if he was upset with me. Do you have any idea what a ghost is capable of? Me neither, and I didn’t want to be the guinea pig to find out. I’d seen those paranormal shows that play during the day on cable-TV. I’d seen those dramatic reenactments where the actors hear rattling chains and things spontaneously light on fire.

“I’m not going to be pretty,” I said. “I mean, maybe this is just to get your ghostly laughs in. If that’s all you want, then fine—but if you’re hoping for pretty…”

I felt so stupid taking that makeup box to the large ensuite bathroom. I plopped it down and shook my head. I groaned, looking up at the mirror. I already looked like a fool in that little outfit. “Here goes nothing…” I said. I knew a bit about makeup; I was into photography for a while—not because I was good at taking photos or cared at all about the art of photography, but because a friend told me it was a great way to meet hot girls. I made an Instagram page, put up photos of girls and pretended like I took them, and within days, I had girls messaging me, begging me to take their photos. I probably shot fifteen girls before Instagram shut down my account for using photos that I didn’t own—and it didn’t help that my own photos weren’t up to the same standard as what I was advertising. Long story short, I don’t exactly have a very good reputation in the photography community. But I did meet a number of makeup artists, and I watched a few of them work.

I knew to start with foundation. I knew that concealer was next. I knew what blush and lipstick and eyeliner and eye shadow were all for, and I knew how to put them all on, with brushes and pens and whatnot. It’s all pretty straight forward; no offence to professional makeup artists, but it doesn’t exactly take a lifetime of training to figure out.

Now, that being said, I didn’t know how to make this style or that style. If you asked me to make myself look like some particular celebrity, I wouldn’t know the first thing—and I know that there are girls out there who can make themselves look like anyone with the right flick of a makeup brush.

I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I knew enough. I started small, with a tiny bit of liner, a tiny smudge of shadow, a tiny bit of blush. Then I stepped back. Doing your makeup is a lot like trimming a hedge (I worked as a hedge trimmer for three days a few summers earlier before being fired because I thought it would be funny to make one of the client’s hedges into a ‘rocket ship’); you just have to take it slow, step back constantly, and tweak until it looks like… something.

I won’t bore you with the details. I spent an hour in that bathroom, putting on this, putting on that, analyzing my face in the mirror. I thought hard about slapping some makeup on quickly, but I knew that ghost was watching me—and I wasn’t about to let down a ghost. I owed him, after all. If he hadn’t bailed me out, that lodge would be half underwater—or worse. Water would have poured down into that basement, flooded into the electrical panel, taken out the power, and then the lodge would have frozen at nightfall. The pools of water would have turned to ice after destroying the natural wood finishings. Long story short, it would have been a fucking catastrophe.

But that wasn’t the case. The lodge was fine, save for one boarded up window. I was still hopeful that I was going to be paid—and the pay was good: twenty-thousand for the pair of months. That was more money than I’d ever seen in my life. I could really get my life on track with that kind of scratch. That was a downpayment on a condo… assuming the bank would give me a mortgage; maybe I could ask Camille to give me some full-time position; banks love that shit. It would take a tax season or two, pay off a bit of debt… maybe then, all of my family members and old friends wouldn’t think that I was such a fuck-up.

First, I needed to impress that ghost. If I was going to survive eight weeks, I needed that ghost’s help, because God knows I couldn’t do it without him. “How’s this?” I asked, puckering my glossy lips. I thought I looked alright: definitely better than I thought I would look. My eyes definitely had that feminine look to them—maybe my cheeks too. My lips were plumper than I thought they were. And my skin looked so… clean and fresh. It was hard not to put my hands on my hips to strike a pose.

Though I must admit, it felt weird knowing that entity was watching me. Now, I can’t say that it felt like he was laughing at me. Instead, I got the sense that he was… ogling me. I had the strange urge to cover my body with my arms.

“So, uh, if this is good enough, let me know… somehow,” I said.

Nothing happened. Was it not good enough? What else could I do?

I looked into the mirror. I guess my hair was pretty boyish… but what could I do with it? I had medium-length scruffy hair. But maybe I could style it into a sort of long pixie cut. I just had to part it right, brush it back, pin it with the little hair clips that were in that makeup kit. I took a razor and shaved back my side burns—that made a big difference. I used the same razor to shape my eyebrows into something more feminine. Okay—now I was starting to look like a chick; it was actually making me a bit uncomfortable. I heated up the hair iron to smooth out my many cowlicks.

I cleared my throat. “How’s this?” I said.

Then, I smelled a familiar smell that took me right back to my childhood, when my grandma would come and visit. “Is that… pecan pie?” I said, spinning around and gasping when I saw it there on the table. “No way!” I rushed over with hearts in my eyes. “It is pecan pie! I love pecan pie!”

It was already cut, with a piece on a small plate next to a fork, with a dollop of vanilla ice cream. “Damn, ghost. You’re the best!” I devoured two pieces of that pie before feeling suddenly tired and heavy. I leaned back in my seat, putting a palm on my stomach.

That’s when I noticed the flickering: an orange glow that made my brain scream ‘FIRE!’. I jumped to my feet and spun around, heart pounding, worried that I’d left the hair iron on the wood table, and now I was lighting that penthouse suite ablaze. But there was no fire—not in a bad way, anyway; there were candles lit all around the big spa tub. The jets turned on suddenly, making the pool bubble as it began to steam.

I blushed all over. I gave my heart a moment to settle before saying, “You really know how to make a girl feel special, ghost.” I rolled my eyes and grinned. But I really was enticed by the idea of getting into that tub—especially a minute later, when the power suddenly went out and the whole place went dark. A coldness began to creep in, so that hot tub was truly enticing. I got undressed and slipped in, careful not to let the water touch my chin, so I wouldn’t ruin my makeup.

I relaxed for the next hour, until the power finally came back on.

I was tired. I needed to sleep. But first, I put on the lingerie that had been set out on the bed for me. Yes, I felt like a complete dweeb putting on the lacy white bridal lingerie that had probably been forgotten there during someone’s honeymoon (or maybe a wedding, since they rented that property out for weddings during the summer). I felt like even more of a dweeb when I walked through that whole hotel, doing my rounds, to make sure windows hadn’t blown open, to make sure water wasn’t pouring in, to make sure an actual mongoose hadn’t gotten in to shit all over the antique furniture. I actually found one window that had blown open, so I closed it before retiring to that penthouse suite for the night.

And when I woke up, there was a new outfit set out for me: a small black dress, backless, tight, made with stretchy fabric. It wasn’t a warm outfit by any means, but the ghost had gone ahead and turned up the heat in the building, so I didn’t mind being mostly exposed. “If this is what you want…” I said, stretching it onto my body.

That morning, he served me a plate of Belgian waffles, fresh fruit, and a side of thick-cut bacon, with a steaming mug of coffee. “Oh, fuck yeah! You’re the best, ghost!”

I gobbled the food down like a starving orphan. Then, I had to sit for twenty minutes before I could stand.

Then, I walked out into the hallway, barefoot. I went to check the rooms, but in every room was a pair of heels… the same pair of heels. It kept moving from room to room, and it took me fifteen rooms to realize the ghost was trying to tell me to put the heels on. “I can hardly walk in those,” I said, looking around. “I can do my job way faster barefoot.”

But still, those heels appeared in the next room, and then they appeared in the kitchen when I went to investigate. “Okay!” I groaned. “I’ll wear the damned heels!”

I put on the heels. “Are you happy?” I asked. And then, in the next room, on the floor where the heels would have been, there was a freshly brewed latte. I rolled my eyes; it was the ghost’s only way of communicating.

Oh well—like they say: happy ghost, happy life… or something like that.

I felt like a total dumbass walking around that lodge like a girl, but the perks were worth it. That ghost was treating me like a princess.

It snowed that afternoon. As I went around checking windows, I noticed steam rising up outside. I opened that window and peered out seeing the hot tub bubbling, snow shovelled out around it, with a path shovelled from the front door. “So you can move the snow around!” I shouted out. “So why can’t you dug out my car for me?”

There was no response, but I didn’t need one, because I knew the answer. The ghost didn’t want me leaving—and he didn’t want me getting to my bag of clothes. He wanted my car to stay hidden so he could treat me like his hotel princess. I groaned, but it was hard to be mad. There was a glass of wine sitting there on the edge of that hot tub—and there really is nothing more relaxing than chilling in a hot tub on the top of a snowy mountain, with a glass of red wine… and appetizers! Once I made my way out, there was a plate of sliders, calamari, and bruschetta next to the wine. “Oh, ghost. You’re so sweet,” I said, putting on my best fake girl voice. And then I noticed the one-piece bathing suit.

“Oh,” I said. “Can’t I just go in naked?” I picked up the bathing suit. It was so small and revealing: red with white trim, almost like something you’d see on Baywatch. “I’m not sure it’s really going to be so flattering with my flat chest… but if it’s really what you want.”

I put on the damned bathing suit. It was a small price to pay for the next hour of relaxation, sinking into that warm hot tub with a glass of wine in my hand.

When I got inside, there was a table in the middle of the lobby that wasn’t there before. It had a box with an expensive necklace inside of it, diamond clip-on earrings, and gold bracelets. “You’re very romantic, ghost,” I said. As I went to lift up the necklace, I noticed a picture in a frame there on the table: an old picture of a woman singing. It was a black-and-white photo, and it looked like it was taken in the ballroom of that very lodge. “Is this you?” I asked

Suddenly, there was a deep noise from the ballroom: the low keys on a piano. I had no idea what that meant.

“So… it’s not you?” I asked.

And then there was another sound: a high sound: a proper chord of high-notes.

“So… low means no, high means yes?”

And that high sound chimed again, so I assumed I had it right. The ghost was now talking to me to the best of his ability.

“So who is this person then?” I asked.

But now, there was no noise. I stood around, trying to figure out how to figure out who the person was by playing twenty questions, only getting yes and no answers. I got nothing. I had no idea who the person was in that picture, so I left the picture there.

But the picture appeared in my room, on my bed. The ghost was determined to get me to solve that riddle. I stared at the picture, looking for clues—and then I remembered that there was a whole museum hall in that lodge: the hallway down to the ballroom was covered in old pictures, all taken in that lodge and on that ski hill.

So I went down to that hallway. It was late now and a new storm was blowing in. I knew the power would soon go out (it always did when the winds got intense like that). The whistling against the windows made me jump a few times. I located the spot on the wall where the picture had been: an empty space between to portraits of moustachioed men. “Are you one of these guys?” I asked.

The piano chimed a resounding ‘no’.

I looked around that empty space. I had no idea what the ghost was trying to show me. I looked at that photo of the singing woman again. “Is this how you want me to look?” I asked.

The piano chimed no again.

I groaned, starting to feel frustrated. I’d never been fond of riddles. I wasn’t much for solving mysteries. “Figure out another way of telling me what you want here,” I said.

But the ghost seemed to think that was a perfectly fine way of telling me what he wanted. I put that picture back on the wall, but when I got back to the penthouse suite, it was there, on the bed again. So I looked closely at it. The girl in the photo was wearing lots of makeup, singing with emotion into an old microphone. Was I supposed to go to where the photo was taken?

It was very late now, but the power was still on. I went to the ballroom and saw that there was a microphone set up. The PA system was humming, turned on, all set up. “I’m not a singer,” I said, looking over at the piano. “I have a miserable singing voice. It’s not something you want to hear.”

But there was no response from the ghost. I walked up to the mic and thought for a moment before singing Twinkle-Twinkle Little Star. I got five seconds in before the piano honked loudly with a resounding NO. “I told you that I was trash!” I said. “I don’t know many songs. I know a few rap songs. You want me to rap?”

I started an old Eminem tune, but the piano quickly stopped me with a startling NO.

“You’re killing me, ghost!” I shouted. “I have no idea what the hell you want from me!”

And again, the piano chimed NO. I could sense a growing frustration from the ghost. We were both frustrated. It was like trying to talk to someone who didn’t speak English; I worked for a week at a restaurant next to an airport, serving drinks at the bar. Chinese businessmen came in all the time and tried to order drinks in Chinese. I would have to hold up bottles. “This?” I would say.

They would shake their heads.

“This?”

They shook they heads.

And that went on, over and over, until I got the right bottle—or sometimes they would just come behind the car and do it themselves. I was fired from that job, but that’s a story for another time.

“Okay, ghost. I’m tired. I want to go to bed. We aren’t figuring this mystery out tonight.”

And again, the piano honked NO at me.

“I’m tired!” I shouted. “I’m not any closer to knowing what the hell you want!”

NO.

“Please—I’m doing my best here. I put on the clothes! I’m wearing frigging panties! I have jewelry. I have makeup on. I did my hair. I’m basically a girly voice short of being a chick at this point!”

Then, the piano made a different sound: a pleasant, high-pitched A-major (or maybe it was a different major chord, I certainly didn’t have perfect pitch). I paused for a moment, trying to think of what I said to make the ghost change its tune.

“A girly voice?” I said. “That’s what you want?”

The piano pleasantly chimed yes.

I sighed. I took a deep breath and shook my head. “I don’t know how to do that! But, uh, I guess I can try and see what comes out.” I cleared my throat. “Hello ghost, this is me using my girly voice.”

The piano chimed NO.

“Was that bad?” I asked.

The piano chimed yes.

So I tried again, and again, and again, trying out different inflections, different tones, different pitches—until the piano finally gave me a pleasant yes. “You like it when I talk like this?” I said softly, not making my voice much higher than it was naturally at all.

The piano chimed yes.

“Okay, well then we’re all happy then,” I said, using that voice. “I’ll talk like this, and… uh—maybe you can fix me some dinner.”

Now, the piano was silent.

“Is that a fine deal?” I asked.

The piano was silent. Now I felt like I was being faced with a whole new mystery. I needed to figure out a better way of talking to this ghost.

I went back up to my room, and there, waiting for me on the table, was a generous portion of food: lobster, a fresh, buttered bun, steamed carrots with a hollandaise sauce, and another glass of wine. I grinned, blushing all over. “You’re not so bad, ghost,” I said in that girly voice.

Then, the ghost manipulated the room before my eyes for the first time, which I must say was extremely startling. The chair pulled back, as if the ghost was offering me a seat. I jumped back and yelped. My heart rate soared. I suppose, before that moment, I assumed there was a possibility that some living human was behind this, as if it was all some intricate trick: a piano that could be played with a remote, and someone sneaking around behind my back, placing things here and there; of course, that would have been near-impossible, but now, I’d seen the ghost move something. I was terrified of sitting in that seat, but even more terrified of offending the ghost.

I sat down slowly, and then I was pushed into the table with a sudden jolt, making me gasp. I could feel that ghost’s presence, now closer than ever. I could feel it like an aura: a warm glow that seemed to move around me before coming around the table. The chair across from me pulled out and then froze, as if the ghost took a seat, as if we were having some sort of date.

But in that moment, I couldn’t help but smell a scent of perfume that I hadn’t put on. That smell seemed to be following that aura, making me think that the ghost wasn’t a man like I’d originally assumed. The ghost was a girl—but why would a girl want to turn me into a girl and treat me like a princess? Was she a lesbian? Was she hoping for a female winter caretaker?

“So, uh… how was your day?” I asked in that girly voice, not sure what I was supposed to say (and at this point, I should say that I made a point of using that girly voice moving forward, with an impressive consistency). The ghost didn’t reply. “Have you, uh… lived here long?” Still, no reply. The ghost couldn’t speak, after all. We had no decent way of communicating. She seemed to be able to play the piano and move things around here and there, but somehow, her abilities were limited—and I still didn’t understand what her limitations were. “So what’s it like being a ghost?” I asked.

Still, there was no reply. I wasn’t going to get an answer to any question, so I just stopped asking. I ate my food, and then I tidied up the dishes, bringing them down the elevator to the kitchen, cleaning them in the industrial cleaner, and then marching back up to my room, where lingerie and a big, fat dildo awaited me on the bed.
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Ifelt my face turn pale. I stared at that fat, veiny dildo. I’d seen it before, in one of the rooms when I was originally looking for clothes. “What’s that doing here?” I asked. My voice cracked a bit. “You don’t, uh, want me to use that… do you?”

There was no reply, but I knew the answer, because the thing was there.

“I’m not really… that kind of, uh, girl,” I said.

My heart skipped a beat. I felt a cold breeze, unsure if it was the ghost or if it was a cracked window. “I’ve never done anything like that. It’s probably too, uh, tight down there. But, uh, if you really want, I can put on the lingerie. Let’s just split the difference. I’ll put on the lingerie, and we’ll forget about this thing.” I picked up the dildo from the base, hardly touching it with my fingertips as I held it away from my body. I walked it to the counter where a big bottle of lube was sitting. I paused. What was that doing there? Did she put it there?

I put the dildo down next to it and walked to grab the lingerie. I fumbled into it. It was tight and silver and sparkly, but it actually looked quite cute on me. I liked the way it framed my hips, giving me that petite, feminine figure. I grinned, blushed, and then turned to the bed to see that the dildo was back, along with the lubricant.

“Okay—very funny, ghost,” I said. “I get it: you get a kick out of teasing me. I put on the lingerie for you. I’ve been wearing the clothes for you, the bikini—and I’m even doing the voice, just like you like… but this. C’mon—this is crazy. I can’t stick that in my ass! What if… you know—What if I damage something? I can’t get to a hospital from here! I’m stuck in this lodge. I’m snowed in for the next seven weeks. If something happens… I’m screwed. So let’s just put this away.”

I took it to the bathroom and put it next to the sink, but it was back on the bed when I returned to the bedroom. I groaned.

“Let’s make another deal,” I said, red in the face. “Anything else.”

But the dildo just remained there.

“Fuck,” I groaned, realizing that there was no getting out of it. No, the ghost wasn’t forcing it on me. She wasn’t threatening me by rattling chains or making blood drip down from the walls. She was just strongly encouraging me to play with the toy.

I got onto the bed, in that lingerie. I picked up the toy. “It’s clean… right?” I said. I reluctantly gave it a sniff. It smelled like soap.

“Your really want me to do this, huh?” I said.

I brought up my knees. I squirmed and groaned. I pulled the lingerie away from my butt crack. Then, I made sure to coat that dildo in plenty of lubricant. I pushed the tip between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes. “What the hell am I doing?” I whispered to myself.

This definitely wasn’t what I expected when I accepted this job. I never thought that I would end up on my knees, dressed up in lingerie, about to sodomize myself to please some ghost.

“I’d better be getting a good breakfast from this,” I said.

I twisted and turned and tried various angles, pushing gently, until the tip pushed into me, making me perk up. I let out a small whimper. “Okay,” I said. “I—I can feel it in there.” I bit down on my lip. I groaned and squirmed, pausing while I collected myself. “I can do this,” I whispered to myself.

I twisted and pushed a bit harder, making it go a bit deeper: one little centimetre at a time. That was about all I could take. I had to stop constantly, closing my eyes, catching my breath. “I can do this,” I whispered again.

I got that dildo positioned upward on the bed, with me sitting over it. Now, I could use gravity to lower me down as I needed. I groaned and clenched my toes into my feet. I could feel the thing inside of me. It felt so thing and so… gooey. I could feel the lubricant gushing out as I pushed in. “Oh God,” I moaned. I could feel a pressure up high, somewhere in my chest, as if that dildo was pushing all of my organs upwards, towards my throat.

“Is this enough?” I asked. But the ghost didn’t answer.

I sat down a bit more. Half of that toy cock was inside of me. I stopped for a breather. Then, I fell forward, onto my face, burying my face into a pillow as I let out a loud groan. “It’s actually in me,” I said, and then I said it a few more times, almost in a state of disbelief. “What the hell am I doing!?”

Look—I’m no prude, but that hole really isn’t designed for things to go in; I think God made it very clear that it’s an out-hole. But I had a ghost watching me, and that ghost wanted it to be an in-hole that night.

I took another deep breath, and then I felt the dildo pushing in. I wasn’t touching it; I swear to God, I wasn’t touching it! It was pushing into me, as if my body was sucking it in. Is that possible? No—of course not. Things don’t just go into holes, especially since I was no longer sitting on it; my ass was up in the air, my head was down on the ground. I tried to clench, but it kept pushing in, until it was all the way in.

I knew what was happening, and that knowledge froze me in my place; I was being fucked by a ghost. “Oh God!” I moaned.

The dildo pulled out, halfway, and then it plunged back in. I could feel a hand too—or what felt like a hand, grabbing me by the hip, holding me in place. I trembled all over. I curled my toes in and I grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets. “Not too hard!” I cried out.

The dildo continued sliding, in and out. I went limp, submissive, letting myself be a slave to the ghost. I was too afraid to fight her; I was too afraid to make her angry. I had nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. I was trapped in that lodge, with that ghost.

And now, that ghost was fucking me in the ass. I could feel a force, pushing down on my back, holding me in that position—or maybe that was just my body submitting to the entity; it was impossible to know for sure; I wasn’t about to fight it and find out.

I let it fuck me. I let it plunge me, faster and faster and faster, with that hard dildo. I could hear the lubricant squishing out of me. I could feel that bulbous tip and those rubber veins, sliding and rubbing, making me moan, making me drool into that pillow, making my cock rock-hard as she managed to pinpoint that sweet spot, making my knees tremble.

“Oh my God,” I moaned loud. It was a good thing we were alone in that lodge, because if there was someone else there, even down in the lobby, they would have heard me screaming.

And then, as if on cue, the lights flickered and went out. The lodge went black. Now, I was lit only by flickering candlelight. And in that same moment, the force behind me stopped. The dildo remained in my ass, but there was no longer anything thrusting it into me, as if the ghost vanished along with the electricity.

The sound of howling wind made those old window panes rattle. With a soft push, I expelled the dildo from my ass. I rubbed my bum hole with my hand and sat up slowly. “Ouch,” I said. It didn’t hurt while I was being fucked, but it was pretty tender now.

“G—Ghost?” I called out. “Are you, uh, done with me?”

I felt violated, humiliated, and used. I’d had a lot of sexual experiences in my life. I’d had sex in public, I’d had sex in groups, I’d allowed people to watch me have sex—and I was even paid once by a guy who wanted to watch me fuck his wife while he jerked himself off in the corner. But being fucked in the ass while dolled-up: that was a totally new experience, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

It wouldn’t have been so conflicting if it hadn’t been so pleasurable. The thrusting was so euphoric. I stood up slowly, wishing it would have been entirely miserable. Being sodomized by a ghost should be miserable to a rational person—and now I was starting to worry that I wasn’t such a rational person.

Yes, the ghost was gone now, but I had a feeling she (or maybe he) wasn’t finished with me. I had a feeling that this was just getting started. I still had seven weeks left in that lodge, after all: alone with that ghost—just the two of us.

At least I thought it would just be the two of us. I thought I was going to spend that winter in complete isolation… but fate had other plans for me.
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Isurvived my first two weeks at the Chateau Femme lodge. The second week went much smoother than the first, and I’ll quickly sum it up for you: sunny weather, very few snow storms, and only a couple of short power outages. The wind never got too bad, not blowing open any more windows, so my job was relatively easy—walking around the Lodge a few times each day, checking rooms that were untouched… and, of course, keeping the ghost satisfied.

Because when the ghost was satisfied with me, there was even less work to do. My meals were always ready for me, my clothes were set out for me each morning, walkways around the Lodge were shovelled (though that ghost never shovelled out my car). The ghost was essentially doing my job; I really didn’t need to be there. All I had to do was get dolled up, speak like a girl—and the ghost was extremely happy when I started ‘acting’ more like a girl, adopting some girly mannerisms, giggling like a girl, and so on. Then, the meals started to become extravagant, including one night with a twelve-course dinner.

And then there was a day where I just didn’t feel like doing my makeup, didn’t feel like putting in much effort at all. I didn’t put on the tight, skimpy dress the ghost set out for me. Instead, I found an older outfit: still girly but apparently not what the ghost wanted that particular day. The skimpy dress kept appearing in every room I went into. “I’m not in the mood for that today,” I said, even letting my male voice slip slightly.

Then, the dress stopped appearing. I thought that I’d made my point… but meals stopped appearing as well. I accidentally locked myself out of the penthouse suite and couldn’t remember where I’d put the key (the door locked automatically when closed, so it was important to keep the key on hand). It had happened many times before, and that ghost was always there to make the key appear for me… but now, the ghost wasn’t interested.

“A little help?” I called out, but the ghost ignored me. It was obvious that I upset her—or him (I still had no idea). “Okay!” I yelled. “I’ll wear the dress!” But still, there was no reply. I had to sleep in that small room on the second floor, where it was cold and draughty. I had to make my own meal and I had to clean the kitchen when I was finished.

Something very, very strange happened that night.

As I was going to bed, a sudden warmth swept over me. I felt a tingling inside of my body, and then I suddenly sprung out of bed, as if I had all of the energy in the world. The lights turned on, flickered, and then turned off. The old radio alarm clock came to life, crackling as it tried to play some oldie, and then it went silent (after scanning through all of the static frequencies). My hands came up in front of my face. My fingers curled in and stretched out, though I wasn’t the one in control.

I had an overwhelming urge to get out of bed. I had an overwhelming urge to march down the hallway. I wasn’t sure if I was half-asleep or if I was having a dream; this was a sensation I’d never experienced before. I wouldn’t say that I had no control over myself; I managed to make myself stop many times—and there wasn’t a force making me move, but there were urges in me that I just can’t explain: the strongest urges you’d ever felt in your life, like the intense desire to fetch a hooked stick from the closet at the end of the hallway, and then the strange desire to use that stick to open up the attic hatch that was high above the penthouse suite door. Then came the urge to climb the ladder that slid down, up into the dusty attic of the Chateau Femme.

I knew that there was another force inside of me now, and I was fairly certain that force was the ghost, possessing me after a long, frustrating day of trying to persuade me in a more consensual way. Now, I was in an attic I didn’t know existed, and I had the peculiar urge to rummage through boxes…

I pushed aside a series of old cardboard boxes, revealing treasure.

I can only describe that scene as ‘treasure’. There was literal treasure chest there, looking like it was nabbed from a pirate ship. There were old shimmering statues. There was an old burlap sac, and it was filled with antique coins. I gasped at the sight of it all, and then I was almost certain that I was having a dream.

I grabbed a handful of those coins; they were heavy, shimmering in the golden moonlight that was creeping in through the tiny decorative windows. “Holy shit…” I whispered, in that girly voice.

And then I eyed a purple velvet box; it was about the size of a binder, and somehow, I knew there was something very, very special inside. I went to grab it, and then that force inside of me suddenly stopped me, tensing up my muscles, as if it didn’t want me touching that special box. Then came the urge to turn towards one of the more innocent-looking boxes: a cardboard box about the size of a standard moving box.

I pulled it open. A pile of papers were now before me. I lifted one out. “Lost article report,” I whispered, reading it. They were all lost article reports, filled out by guests. Some were as old as 1932, some were as new as that very year. I dug through the papers to find clothes: tons of clothes, all matching those lost article descriptions.

I laughed and shook my head, knowing instantly that the ghost had been nabbing girly outfits for decades. “You little pervert,” I said, lifting out a skimpy red thong that had a hole to give the male access to the pussy.

And then came the urge to put those panties on. The urge was strong, and I can’t say for sure where it came from; was it my own urge, or was the ghost putting that urge in me? It was impossible to know for sure…

I spent the next three hours in that attic, putting on outfit after outfit, checking myself out in the big, dusty standing mirror. I spun around and ran my hands down my body. I sighed softly when I put on little cute dresses, and then I became fiercely erect when I put on tight lingerie.

The ghost urged me to open another box, and this one also contained stolen goods: sex toys. I gasped. “You really are a pervert!” I said, covering my lips. And then the ghost guided my hand into that box, right to the bottom, pulling out a thick, heavy dildo that was not formed to look human. I can only describe the thing as a horse cock, and I think that’s exactly what it was meant to be, though it was hard to tell for sure in the darkness of that unlit attic. “Oh God,” I whimpered.

The ghost wanted to play with it, and I was at the ghost’s mercy: heart pounding, hands shaking. The lubricant was already there; I just had to squirt it (and I probably used a quarter of the bottle, knowing it was going to be a tight squeeze). Wearing tight red lace, tight leather boots, and black satin gloves, I began to push that massive toy horse cock into myself.

Maybe it was punishment for disobeying the ghost all day. Maybe this was the ghost’s way of saying, ‘Listen to me from now on, or this is what you’ll get!’. I groaned loudly, feeling that fat cock sliding into me. I looked down once it was all the way in, pushing a lump against my belly. “F—Fuck,” I moaned. I had to use two hands to tug it out, and then I had to grunt to push it back in, sliding it in and out, stretching out my tiny hole.

The ghost put me through five long minutes of ass-fucking before allowing me to expel the horse cock from my ass. The pain came a bit later. Look—I’m not saying that there wasn’t a very, very intense pleasure playing with that gigantic toy—but pleasure like that comes with a price, and the price was hardly being able to walk for the next twenty-four hours.

In the morning, there was a new outfit set out for me. This time, I didn’t make the mistake of turning it down. I put it on, made sure I was in character, and then, around mid-morning, there was a lovely breakfast there for me, still steaming next to a heaping mug of coffee. “I’m sorry about yesterday,” I said to the ghost. “I woke up on the wrong side of the bed.” I made sure that it didn’t happen again.

The sunny weather was nice—at least inside of the Lodge. It was sunny for five straight days, with almost no breeze, but it was still somehow brutally cold. The snow outside hardened into something like ice: hard packed snow that was deadly to traverse because it was so damned slippery. Even the shovelled path that the ghost had made for me, to get me to the hot tub, was terrifyingly slippery, so I didn’t bother to go out.

You have to be more careful when you’re isolated like that. It’s not something you really think about until you’re in that situation, but one little fall and I could be in a lot of trouble. I still had six weeks until anyone came up to that Lodge (at least that’s what I thought). If I broke something, what would I do? Even if I suffered a bad cut: there was a first-aid kit handy, but I didn’t know how to stitch myself up. And that ice outside was sharp in many places. There were some freaky icicles that could do some damage if rattled loose… I was better off inside, even though the thought of hot tubbing was tempting.

But even without the hot tub, that job was starting to become the relaxing getaway that I hoped it would be when I responded to the job posting. I was still on edge, knowing there was a ghost watching my every move—and I still didn’t really know what that ghost was capable of—but the ghost was also making that job into something like a vacation. I’d never eaten food that nice in my life. I was experiencing flavours that I didn’t know existed. I didn’t have to cook or clean. The ghost kept finding me books to read to keep me sane.

It was at the beginning of that third week when I said, “I really want to know more about you.”

I looked around the empty penthouse suite.

“Like… who were you? Were you a boy or a girl? What did you look like?”

There was no response—at least not right away. When I went to do my nightly rounds an hour later, I found a picture in a small frame, on one of the beds. It wasn’t there before (I checked that room every day). “Are you in this picture?” It was a photo of a celebrity and his two friends, dressed in ski gear, standing in the lobby. There were a few people in the background, including a beautiful woman in a small dress. That photo must have been taken one-hundred years earlier. It was a sepia-toned black and white, and the edges of the photo were faded from ambient sun exposure.

The ghost didn’t reply, but I could only assume that the ghost was someone in that photo. I took the framed image back down to that little historic walkway and found the empty space. There was a plaque that went along with the photo. ‘Famed Stage Actor, Richard P. Baker, poses with Chez Femme Founder, Karl Klaus, and friend.’

“Wait,” I said. “Are you the guy who founded the hotel?” I asked.

The piano resonated with a firm NO.

“Are you the famous guy?” I asked; I didn’t know the actor.

Another NO.

“So you’re the friend?”

NO.

“Alrighty…” I said. “Another mystery.” I stared at the photo for a long moment before my gaze moved to the pretty woman in the small dress. Even in that back-and-white image, you could tell that the dress was glittery. She had a shy look, looking towards the camera with her head slightly turned away. She seemed out of place, but she had that starlet look to her; my initial thought was that she was the stage actor’s girlfriend, waiting for them to be finished with the photo. But there was something else about her: that coy sort of look that suggested she wasn’t supposed to be there, almost as if she was being caught as she turned to see the camera snapping that photo. I’d seen that photo before; I’d seen all of the photos in that hall many times before. Sometimes, when I was bored, I would look through them, simply because there was little else to do. Some of those pictures were interesting; it was cool to see famous people standing where I was spending all of my time. And the fashion of the time was interesting too: so much different than the way people dressed nowadays.

“Are you the chick?” I asked.

There was a long moment of silence before the piano said yes with that soft major chord.

“So you’re a girl then!” I said.

But now, there was no response from the ghost. I kept staring at the photo. The ghost was extremely pretty.

“Did you die here?”

The piano said yes.

“Ski accident or something?”

No.

I didn’t want to pry too much; I was tired and that yes-or-no game was a game that quickly became frustrating. It never got me very far. But now I had a bit of a face to put to the ghost—assuming the ghost was being honest with me.

I knew there was an old magnifying glass in the manager’s office, on her desk, so I went to retrieve it, so I could take a closer look at the ghost’s picture. A lot of those old film photos had better resolution than modern cell phone cameras! And with that magnifying glass, I was able to get a fairly good look at the girl. She looked strangely familiar, though I couldn’t quite place her. I wondered if I’d seen her in other photos on that wall, so I started looking.

But I didn’t get far before the power suddenly went out, leaving that hallway dark. “Strange,” I whispered. There was no storm outside, and the power was usually fine as long as there wasn’t a big winter blizzard. I couldn’t help but think that the ghost didn’t want me seeing anything more. As soon as I reached the penthouse suite, the power was back on. And as soon as I reached that suite, there was a little lingerie outfit there for me, along with that dildo and the lube.

I was getting used to it. She wanted to watch me fuck myself every night, and she’d taken over many times. I could honestly say that I’d been fucked by a ghost half a dozen times. And that night, she wanted to have a hand in it. I stretched myself out on my back and I spread my legs. And then, once I had the toy inside of my asshole, she took over. I just stretched my arms over my head and grabbed the top of the bed frame, watching as the dildo slid back and forth. Was it terrifying? Yes… but I was also more used to it now. I knew she wasn’t going to hurt me, and she always treated me like a princess when I made her happy. So I let her fuck me until I had a small anal orgasm. Then, her ghostly presence vanished and the dildo fell out of me with a plop. I sighed, half-wishing she would have given me more—but I knew I had six weeks alone with her… at least I thought that I was going to be alone.

It was the middle of the morning when I heard a loud thump coming from the lobby, while I was doing my rounds in the kitchen area. I went to investigate, assuming it was a window blowing open in the wind, or something falling off of the wall; the wind had picked up overnight and a big storm was coming through, making walls rattle, making the power go in and out.

I stepped into the lobby, expecting to see some broken lamp or a drift of snow—but instead, I saw two men: beards and brows covered in ice, skin blueish from cold exposure, coats white from snow that they were now shaking off.

I froze, heart racing. It had been nearly three weeks since I’d seen another soul. And maybe that doesn’t sound like a very long time, but it somehow felt like something close to a lifetime.

One man’s gaze peered around the room and suddenly stopped on me. He pointed me out to his friend, and then they both stared at me. Thankfully, that day’s outfit wasn’t as skimpy as the usual attire; the ghost had me wearing a knee-length cocktail dress, and a pair of sparkly heels.

“W—What are you doing here?” I asked, making sure to use my girly voice. I didn’t want them thinking that I was some crossdresser, squatting in that lodge and having some sort of weird lonely sexual getaway. I knew that I looked like a girl, and I knew that I was capable of sounding like a girl—and since I didn’t have any male clothes to change into, I figured it was best to just… be a girl.

There was a terribly long silence before one man said, “We got stranded in the storm.” He turned around and fought the door closed behind him, stopping that whistling wind from blowing into the lobby.

There was another long silence, and this time it was truly silent with that door shut.

“Why are you up on Queen Mountain?” I asked softly, not even sure if I was speaking loud enough for them to hear me across that huge lobby.

Suddenly, one of the bearded men stepped forward, now with a big smile on his face as he lifted up his ski goggles. “Queen Mountain is the tallest mountain for almost five-hundred miles,” he said. That smile on his face was strangely proud. “Nobody’s ever scaled it in January.”

“Well, not for the past fifty years,” said his friend.

“It’s considered one of the toughest mountains to climb in the winter—and that was a global survey.”

While I’m sure you, the reader, are very familiar with Queen Mountain and Chez Femme, I should take a moment to point out that the Femme Chateau was not at the peak of Queen Mountain; it was actually only about halfway up. The top slope of the ski hill was only at the halfway point, where that lodge was situated, because the rest of the mountain was too steep and deadly. In the early spring months, there was the odd chartered heli-skiers who went up and braved those steep slopes—though a couple people had died trying to ski from the very, very top. And it was true: I’d heard that Queen Mountain was one of the most dangerous and unpredictable mountains in that particular hemisphere; there was a reason Chateau Femme was closed for those two months.

But still, I had a strange sense that I shouldn’t trust the two men who were now standing in front of me, even though they were geared out with professional hiking equipment, including climbing poles, dense hiking backpacks, goggles, and spiked boots. “You can’t walk through the lobby with those boots,” I said as the men took a step forward.

They paused and looked down. “Oh,” said one man. “Sorry. C’mon Clive. Take your boots off.”

“No problem,” said Clive. I would love to say that Clive was the taller one or the skinnier one, or the one with the bigger beard. But the men were nearly identical; I assumed they were twins, but they introduced themselves with different last names: Clive Manson and Lester Barker. It was hard to tell them apart, though I’m sure they would have been more distinguishable if they didn’t have those dense beards.

“There’s a big storm coming through,” I said. “It’s a terrible time to be hiking the mountain. You should head back down, before the storm gets too intense.”

“Down?” said Clive (or maybe it was Lester). “We’re going up—all the way up. We’ve been planning this for months.”

“Queen Mountain is privately owned by Chez Femme,” I said, taking a cautious step back; I didn’t want them to see me too closely and realize that I wasn’t actually a girl—that would have been too embarrassing, even though I didn’t know them and they didn’t know me. “Unless you got permission from Chez Femme, you’re trespassing right now.”

“Hey now,” said Lester (or maybe it was Clive). “It’s a mountain, alright? Nobody owns the mountain except for God. It’s not like we’re wrecking anything; we’re just climbing.”

“It’s a matter of liability. If you get hurt here and try to sue…”

“Well then, just do us a favour and don’t tell anyone we were here, alright?” said Clive.

“We’re guests at Chez Femme,” said Lester. “We checked in yesterday, to ski the lower slopes. We just… snuck past the lift girl at the top and started hiking up.”

I couldn’t call security on them or apprehend them in any way. They were both much bigger than me, and they outnumbered me. So all I could really do was say, “By passing the lower slopes, you are waiving your right to sue Chez Femme in the case of any injury or damage to personal property.”

The men chuckled. “You’re a good little employee, darling. Don’t worry; we’re not like that. We didn’t even want to have to stop here, but the storm is getting so bad; we just came in to wait out the storm.”

I watched them carefully as they unzipped their coats. I watched the puddles of melted snow forming underneath them. I wanted to rush off to grab some towels before there was any water damage, but I didn’t want to let the strangers out of my sight. A part of me wanted to kick them out, but how could I do that? There was a brutal storm growing outside; windows were rattling and snow was accumulating at a rapid pace. It was another one of those completely unexpected storms that the mountain was famous for. If I sent them out, they would probably end up dead… and they probably wouldn’t listen to me anyway.

“Just do me a favour and stay in the lobby, okay?” I said. “I’m going to fetch some towels.”

“You don’t have any food to spare, do you?” asked Clive (or maybe it was Lester).

I turned to look at his grinning face. I don’t know why, but he just rubbed me the wrong way. There was something off-putting about the look on his face; and I still wasn’t so sure about their story. Why would anyone want to climb a dangerous mountain in the dead of winter?

“I’ll see if there’s a box of crackers or something,” I said, and then I rushed off. I didn’t want to leave them alone for long. I grabbed four towels: two for them and two for the floor. I grabbed a box of crackers from the pantry, and then I was back within the minute. They were now on the couch, stretching their legs out onto the coffee tables. They looked out the tall thirty-foot picture windows at the blizzard.

I gave them the crackers and cleaned the puddles. The men were speaking quietly together—until they started laughing; their laughs were loud and boisterous—and then they went back to quietly chatting with one another. I went to take the wet towels to the laundry room, and then one of the men called out to me. “You wouldn’t be able to put on a pot of coffee, would you?”

I paused for a moment before turning to the men. They were both smiling, trying to look polite and friendly, but they were just coming across as moochers. “I can see what I can do,” I said softly.

When I was turning down the hallway, I heard one of them say to the other: “She’s pretty hot, huh?”

And I’m not sure how I was supposed to feel about the comment; I can’t even say for sure that they were talking about me and not just some girl they met down at the main Chez Femme resort… but instead of being embarrassed or angry, I found myself blushing and smiling, biting my bottom lip as I tried to contain a strange surge of excitement.

Until that moment, I really didn’t know if I was even pulling off the whole ‘girl’ thing. Sure, I thought I looked pretty good, and the ghost seemed to be pleased with me—but I hadn’t actually convinced anyone that I was a girl. The ghost knew that I was a guy, and I, obviously, knew that I was a guy. But these two—Clive and Lester—had absolutely no clue.

I put on the coffee and fetched a pair of mugs. I paced around the kitchen, and then I paused, thinking about my ghost friend. “Should I trust them?” I asked.

Then, the coffee maker suddenly shut off. I looked over at it and pressed a few buttons before it turned back on. “Is that your way of saying that I shouldn’t trust them? Or is this coffee maker just a piece of trash?”

Now, nothing happened. I felt uneasy; I couldn’t help but think that was the ghost’s way of warning me that they were no good. But what could I do? I couldn’t send them out in a storm. I couldn’t confront them and put myself in danger. I really was at their mercy. Maybe Camille should have given me a firearm for situations like this. I mean—she said that my job was to keep the place safe, but how exactly was I supposed to do that? I only weighed 135 pounds; it’s not like I was about to throw down.

I brought the men coffees. I was sent back to fetch milk and sugar, so I had to hydrate the milk and open a whole new industrial-sized bag of sugar.

I got the men their milk and sugar, though Clive spat his coffee out when he tasted the milk. “Is that expired?”

“It’s rehydrated,” I said.

“Don’t you have the real stuff?”

I shook my head and he groaned. “Is there any way we could shower while we wait out the storm?”

I stared at the men for a long moment. “I really think you should just hang out in the lobby, since you really aren’t supposed to be here.”

Then, Lester laughed. “What if the storm goes on for the next three days?”

There was a long silence. Could I make them sit there for three long days? Well—they weren’t supposed to be there, so what other choice did I have? “You knew that this mountain is notoriously unpredictable before you started climbing it,” I said. “Were you just hoping the weather held while you hiked up?”

“I guess we weren’t as prepared as we thought,” he smiled back at me.

“You’re lucky there’s a lodge here,” I said. “Otherwise you’d probably be dying right now.”

“Ain’t that the truth!”

But the men just didn’t seem that rattled by what I’d said; they didn’t seem to realize just how lucky they were that there happened to be a Lodge halfway up that mountain for them to seek refuge in. If I were in their shoes, I would be falling on my knees to thank the Lord. But they were just sitting there, joking around, looking like a couple of guys on vacation, waiting for a storm to pass so they could go ski the slopes.

“Even if you make it to the top, you can’t even announce it,” I said. “You’d be admitting to trespassing, among other felonies.”

“Why don’t you come and sit with us,” one of the men said, patting the seat next to him. “Hang out with us. We’ll tell you stories about our previous hikes.”

“I’m actually busy right now. I’m working.”

The men rolled their eyes and laughed. “Doing what?”

“I’m the caretaker here.”

“So why are you dressed like you’re off to a ball?” They both laughed.

“Hey man,” said Clive to his friend. “Lay off her, alright? She probably just wants to look nice.” Then he turned to me. “You look really nice in that dress, lady. What’s your name?”

I stood frozen for a minute. “Carla,” I said. I’m not sure where the name came from, but it was the first one to pop into my head.

“You’re too pretty to be a caretaker, Carla. You should be… I don’t know—a waitress or something!”

I smiled; it didn’t seem like much of a compliment. I’m pretty sure that I was making more money than most waitresses, watching that Lodge. “Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind.”

“I don’t think she likes us very much,” grinned Clive.

“I like you just fine. I’m just under strict orders to keep people out of the lodge until March 1st.”

“Don’t worry about us. Just go do your thing and we’ll be here. Oh—and maybe you could get me a new coffee—no milk this time. I guess I can drink it black… And do you have more than crackers? I wouldn’t mind some protein.”

I bit down on my tongue. “I’ll see what I have.”

I went to the pantry, but there was a lock now on the pantry door, obviously put there by my ghostly friend. I paused and stared at it for a long moment. Then, I looked around. “What’s this all about?” I went to the fridge, but that was locked too. “Come on now,” I said. “You’ve made your point. What do you want me to do? I can’t throw them out.”

But the ghost didn’t reply. I ended up finding a cupboard that couldn’t be locked. There was bag of peanuts in there. Peanuts have protein, right? I brought a bowl to the men. “Thanks, love,” they said to me. “Now sit with us.”

Lester patted his lap. “Sit with me. I’ll tell you about the time we climbed Everest.”

“I’m okay,” I said.

“She thinks we’re bums!” roared Clive. Now, he was laughing.

“I’m just not supposed to let strangers in here!” I said, tightening my hands into tight fists. They seemed to think that my dilemma was funny. I looked out the window; that storm was just getting started, and it looked like it was going to be a bad one.

For the next four hours, I kept an eye on them, mostly from the security room, where the cameras were set up. But they weren’t doing anything; they were just sitting and chatting, laughing, eating crackers and peanuts. They each went to the bathroom and then returned, and I quickly got bored of watching them. The storm was a complete white-out, with no signs of stopping. It was impossible to tell what time it was; the men didn’t even have the time with them, which, to me, was curious. Isn’t it important to know the time when you’re hiking a dangerous mountain? Shouldn’t you know when sunrise and sunset will be?

“I’m going to get myself cleaned up,” I said to the men, reluctantly. “Please just do me a favour and stay here in the lobby.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Clive, waving me off. “Don’t worry about us. You’re making me feel bad here! Just pretend like we’re not here and we’ll stay out of your way.”

But I didn’t trust them. So before heading up to the penthouse suite to take a hot bath (before the power went out), I went through the hotel and locked each and every single door, so there was nowhere they could go, nowhere they could snoop around. But I missed one door, and it was possibly the most important door of all: the door to that penthouse suite.
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Iwas trying my hardest to relax, which should have been easy with that expensive spa soaker tub, which was probably worth more than everything I’d ever owned combined. The jets felt nice against the soft spots in my back, and the temperature of the water was perfect, with that steam rising up into my face… But I knew those men were downstairs, unsupervised. What could they possibly do? They didn’t seem rowdy—just rude. If they were there to rob the place, then where were they going to go? It was too stormy out to leave, and now the sun was beginning to set. They were going to be stuck in there for at least the next twenty-four hours… and I couldn’t just sit there supervising them the entire time.

I was honestly hoping that my ghost friend would warn me if I needed to spring into action, but the ghost was apparently mad at me, not even filling the tub for me before I got up to the suite, not lighting the candles, not setting out an outfit for me. And it was already well past dinnertime and there was no plate of food waiting for me. She wanted me to kick those men out, but where was I going to send them?

“Look,” I said to the air—and hopefully to that ghost, “I don’t know what you want me to do here. If I kick them out, they’ll die—and they won’t even listen to me. If anything, they’ll just fight me. I get that you’re angry with me, but I’m doing the best that I can.”

And then I heard a groaning, which I assumed was the ghost telling me that she was listening.

“As soon as the storm breaks, I’ll set them out. I tried reasoning with them; they won’t listen to me! If you can think of something better to say, tell me; figure out a way to tell me what to say, and I’ll say it.”

There was that groan again, almost sounding like footsteps on creaky floorboards.

“I just want to relax. I want you to relax. It’s just a little blip, but they’ll be gone soon. We can still have fun. They’ll stay downstairs and we can stay upstairs. I’ll keep an eye on them from the security room—but I’m still planning on sleeping tonight, alright? I can’t possibly stay awake the entire time they’re here. But if you can, by all means—just warn me if they’re up to something.”

“For the last time, we aren’t going to do anything,” said the voice of one of the men as he poked his head into my room. I screamed, covering my flat chest with both of my hands. I sunk deeper into the tub, crossing my naked legs. Thank God I still had makeup on; I had no plans of washing it off while they were in the Lodge—but I did plan on dipping my head and then retouching my makeup afterwards.

“What are you doing in here!?” I gasped.

“Who are you talking to?” he asked, stepping into the room.

“Get out of here!” I said. “This is my room!”

“Is it?” he said with a laugh. “They let you sleep in the penthouse suite, huh?”

I blushed all over. “Why are you here?” I asked. “Can I get a bit of privacy?”

“Sorry for intruding, but all of the doors are locked, and we were hoping to take showers. You said the power was probably going to go out, and we just wanted to clean up quickly before that happened, if possible.”

“It’s not possible,” I said, sinking deeper into the tub, until the warm water was touching my chin. “You shouldn’t even be here. Just be happy I’m letting you stay in the lobby.”

“I told you that we’re guests at Chez Femme. You could at least try to be accommodating,” he said with a devilish grin.

“But you aren’t guests here. Nobody is allowed to be here but me. Now get out of here so I can get out of the tub.”

“So the master key—is it here somewhere?” he said, ignoring me as he began to poke around.

“You don’t need the master key,” I said. “I can go unlock a door for you, but you’ll have to wait!”

“Well,” he said. “We’re really rather not wait too long. The lights have been flickering and it seems like the power is going to go out at any moment… It would be really nice to get a hot shower in before we lose the power… Unless you want me to climb into the tub with you.” He winked and smiled; he really had no idea that he was flirting with a biological male.

“Don’t be inappropriate,” I said.

“Don’t you get lonely here? I’d be happy to make your time here more enjoyable.”

“I like being alone,” I said. “Now get out of here, and leave me alone!”

He grinned and winked again before turning to leave. “I’ll just wait in the hallway for that key,” he said.

I couldn’t help but think that the ghost let him in as a way of telling me she was upset with me. That door was supposed to lock automatically when it closed… or maybe I just didn’t close it all the way. And what was that guy doing, snooping around the lodge? I never told him where I was, and you don’t just casually wander up to the top floor when you’re supposed to stay in the lobby.

I quickly sprung out from the tub and wrapped myself in a towel, just in case the man decided to let himself in again. I didn’t want him seeing my naked male body. I rushed over to the door and made sure it was locked: with the safety chain and all. Then, I slipped aside to change into that long cocktail dress, since it was the longest dress I had. I put on some sheer tights underneath, just to keep everything in place with some extra security.

I went out into the hallway and saw that the man was still there. He perked up and smiled. “You didn’t wash your makeup off,” he said. “Trying to impress me?”

I blushed. I didn’t have a good excuse I could give him, so I just ignored him and brushed by him. “Come on. I’ll open a door on the second floor for the two of you.”

“You really are quite pretty,” he said.

“You said that,” I groaned.

“Well, it’s true. Do you have a boyfriend?”

I don’t know why I was blushing so hard. It really wasn’t a compliment; he was telling me that I looked like a girl, and I wasn’t a girl. I mean—sure, to him, it was intended to be a compliment… but it really was a jab to me… at least it should have been. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from smiling.

And then, when we got down to the second floor, I realized the other man was missing. “Where’s your friend?” I said.

“Waiting in the lobby, where you told him to wait,” he said.

“I’d prefer the two of you stay together,” I said.

“Why? I’m not going to take a shower with him, if that’s what you’re suggesting.”

“The bathroom is separate from the suite. You can be together in the room.”

“You really don’t trust us, do you?” he said.

“If I’m going to be honest with you… no,” I said. “It’s my job not to trust you. So I’m going to go and get him and bring him up here. You just wait here—okay?”

“Wait,” he said, chasing after me, grabbing me by the hips, stopping me. A tension filled my body and I gasped. He spun me around.

“What?” I said, feeling a coldness creeping down my spine.

“I just thought… maybe you could show me around the room. Show me how the shower works.”

“You know how to work a shower,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“Look—I don’t know you, you don’t know me. There are no consequences here. I’m clean and I’m assuming you’re clean. Let’s just have a little bit of fun. What do you have to lose?”

“I’m supposed to be doing my job—and like you said, I don’t even know you.” I pushed him off of me.

Though I have to admit something, and I really hate to. I’m really dreading telling you this, but I supposed it’s relevant so it has to be said: I considered his offer. Of course, in the hypothetical situation that I allowed myself to sneak into the room with him, I would need to figure out how to keep certain things in place while certain other things became… available.

And look: I wasn’t gay and I’d never had gay fantasies before… but I’d never wanted to dress like a woman before, and I was starting to kind of look forward to seeing which outfits would be put out for me each morning, and which lingerie would be set out for me each night. It was kind of fun, feeling like a girl. I enjoyed wearing the clothes, feeling pretty, seeing my sex dolled-up face in the mirror. I was constantly blushing, even after three weeks of doing it. I’d even caught myself posing in the mirror a few times, wishing I had a camera to take a picture.

And when he was hitting on me, I got naughty ideas in my head. I will admit it, but I hate to: I thought about giving him head. I thought about trying it out: experimenting a little bit, like a couple friends of mine did at summer camp one year. I mean… how can you really know if you don’t try it?

The thought of getting a man off was unusually tempting. It’s not something I’d even thought of before, but now, it was different. It wasn’t about my own sexual satisfaction; it was more about his; it was more about the thought of being able to provide a man with sexual satisfaction, because that seemed like the ultimate validation that I truly made a sexy, convincing girl…

But why did I care? Why did I want to be convincing? It’s not like this was my idea; it’s not like I would have been dressing up if that ghost wasn’t there and I had my proper bag of clothes from my car… right?

He grinned. “You want to come in with me?” he asked softly.

I didn’t do it, though there was a real moment of temptation: a confusing moment that filled me with more dread than any ghost could. I stepped away from him and shook my head. “I’m going to get your friend.”

He laughed. “You want a threesome?” he asked jokingly. I blushed, letting the thought enter my mind quickly, and then I pushed it away.

“Quit being inappropriate. I’m working right now.”

“When are you off?” he winked.

I started walking away, and then he chased after me again. “Wait!” he said once more. “Just think about it. Have some fun with me. My buddy doesn’t have to know; we’ll keep it between me and you.”

But this time, I hesitated for another reason; suddenly, this seemed like a big scheme to distract me. I couldn’t help but think that Clive was sent to me to distract while Lester snooped around… but for what?

I pulled myself away from Clive and rushed towards the stairs.

“Carla, wait,” he said.

When I got to the lobby, Lester was just coming back from down the hallway to the kitchen. “What are you doing?” I said. “Where were you?”

He stopped and stared at me as his friend rushed up behind me.

“Well?” I said.

“I was just waiting for you guys,” he said. “What? I was just walking around.”

“I told you to stay in the lobby,” I growled. Now, I was about fifty-percent sure that these guys were up to something. It really seemed like you could flip a coin: heads, and they were burglars; tails, and they were genuinely stranded while climbing that dangerous mountain. They certainly seemed dumb enough to attempt climbing a deadly mountain in the dead of winter… but they had a shady aura about them.

“Both of you,” I said firmly. “If you want to shower, you can come up now, together. I’ve unlocked a suite for you. I expect you to clean up your towels and leave the room untouched. Then, it’s back to the lobby. Got it?”

“But it’s late,” said Clive. “Can’t we sleep in a room?”

“You can sleep down here,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon,” said Clive with a big smiling head shake. “Throw us a bone, Carla. We haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Well, you’ve trespassed—that was wrong. You went up the mountain when you knew you weren’t supposed to. You came up to my room while I was showering, and you let yourself in.”

“I heard you talking,” he said. “I thought maybe you had a phone or something and could call for help. Who were you talking to, by the way?”

Now, both men stared at me, awaiting my answer. I cleared my throat and tried not to turn too red. “I was talking to myself; that’s none of your business. Now, if you want to shower, I’d say you have twenty minutes before we lose power, so you’d better hurry. I’m going to go and crank up the heat, to get it as warm as possible in here before the furnace goes out. Then, I have to go and do my rounds, to make sure the windows are all sealed shut. I expect you both to retire to your beds as soon as your shower is done. You’ll stay in your room for the night; got it?”

“So we can stay in the room?” smiled Lester.

I growled. “Fine!” I said. I led them to that room, and then I stormed off. I wanted to stay and supervise them, but I really did have things to do. I really did need to crank that heat. I needed to fill a tub with water (when the power was out, the water pump went out too, and I needed to have water to flush the toilet, and to clean myself if the power stayed out for long enough). I really did need to make my rounds, because the wind had been much stronger than usual. The last thing I needed was a huge snow drift to clean up.

And I was starving. My ghost friend hadn’t been around to help me all day. I didn’t eat lunch, and now it was well past dinner. I was used to being treated like a princess, getting appetizers through the day, and big meals every night. Now, I was just exhausted and worn out—and terribly stressed. I just wanted to crawl into bed, but it seemed like I had so much to do… I really did need to cook myself something before the power went out again.

“Don’t be mad at me,” I said to the ghost. “I’m doing the best that I can, alright?”

But the ghost didn’t reply. I groaned, knowing that I needed to figure out a way to properly communicate with her. So I went to the ballroom and closed the door firmly behind me. I had a bear skin with me, which I draped over the piano, to muffle it, so it wouldn’t be so loud when she told me YES and NO. I hated playing that game with her, but it was our only real way of communicating.

“Okay, ghost,” I said. “Let’s figure out what you want from me here. Do you want these two guys gone?”

The piano softly chimed yes.

“Okay, so figured that much out. Why?”

No answer—it wasn’t a yes or no question.

I rolled my eyes. “Is there a Ouija board around here somewhere?”

NO, chimed the piano. It was a joke question, but it was good to know the answer regardless.

“Okay, okay…” I sighed. “So, you don’t like these guys.”

Yes.

“Are they up to no good?”

Yes.

“How do you know that?”

No answer.

“Can ghosts read minds?”

The piano made a low-pitched NO.

“So how can you know?” I started pacing back and forth. “Well, are you able to watch them? If I go to sleep and they get up to no good, can you wake me up somehow?”

Yes, chimed the piano.

“Okay, good,” I said. “Well that’s a good start anyway. And do you understand why I can’t just throw them out?”

The piano chimed yes again.

“Okay, so you get it then—so I’m not sure why you’re so upset with me. Am I not doing the best that I can?”

The piano chimed a strangely reluctant yes. I felt like I was making up with a romantic partner after a big fight. It would have been silly if it wasn’t so… scary. I mean—it was still a ghost playing a piano in a haunted lodge; that’s enough to give a normal person a lifetime of nightmares.

“We can watch these goons together, alright? I’m hoping the storm breaks in the morning and then I can set them loose. I’ll lock all the doors and windows once they’re gone; that’s the best I can do. But if someone is dying from a storm outside, I’m going to let them in, even if they’re a shady character. I might be an asshole, but I’m not a monster.”

Then, I heard a soft thud. It was enough to make me spin around to face the main doors of the ballroom. The sound was hardly audible, but it was enough to make my heart leap. I rushed over to the door and poked my head into the hallway, seeing Clive, looking just as dirty and dry as he was earlier, carefully stepping down the hallway. “What are you doing?” I asked, and then he jumped, seeing me there.

“What are you doing there!?” he asked, shaking his head.

“You wanted to shower. Why aren’t you in your room. I told you to stay in there.” I felt a terrible tension now, seeing a dark gleam in his eye. I couldn’t help but think that he was now considering the idea of smashing me on the head with a an old cast-iron lamp stand. I was becoming a thorn in his side. The ghost was right: he was up to something… but what?

“Lester is in the shower. I’m waiting for him to finish.” He made a big, faux-charming smile.

“Wait in the room.”

“I’m giving him his privacy. What? What’s the big deal?”

“The big deal is: you aren’t allowed in here, and I gave you orders to stay put, in your room.”

“You’re too pretty to pass as an authority figure, you know that?” he said with a big, smarmy grin. “It’s just hard to take you seriously. What? This is a big, cool lodge. I just wanted to look around. This place has so much history. I mean—just look at these photos. Gene Speckler!” He went to a photo on the wall. “My mom was obsessed with Gene Speckler. And to think that he stood right here in this lodge. My mom would die if she knew I was here.”

“That’s wonderful,” I said. “But it’s late and I really need you to be back in your room.”

“Can’t we have two rooms? Lester snores like you wouldn’t believe.”

“You’ll survive with one,” I said. “It’s better than sleeping out in the snow, which I seem to remember was your original plan when you set off up the mountain.”

He laughed. “Fair enough,” he said. “Well, a second room would definitely give us some more privacy.” He took a step towards me, sucking in a big breath of air to make his chest expand. And once again, he was flirting with me. I badly wanted to tell him that I was a man… but I was afraid he would become violent with embarrassment.

He put his hands on my hips, and for some reason, I just stood there. I let him touch me; I let him hold me. I didn’t put up any fight as he stared down into my eyes. “Don’t you get lonely up here?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said softly.

“You’re too beautiful to be stuck up here alone all winter,” he said. “A girl like you… you belong in front of a camera, on magazine covers—not pent up in some spooky ski lodge where nobody can see you.”

The sensible part of me was trying to tell me that this was another scheme: another distraction to keep me occupied while his friend explored the lodge, looking for whatever it was they wanted. But at the same time… it felt so strangely nice to get those compliments, even if they meant nothing, even if they were fake… they didn’t sound fake. The way that he was touching me, so softly, with so much desire…

I was almost tempted to take him up on his offer. “One room,” I said after a moment.

“One room for Lester,” he said with a smirk. “And I’ll come up to your room?”

“No,” I said, biting my tongue. But now, I’d played around with dildos; I knew how it felt to be plunged, and I could only imagine it felt even better when the thing doing the plunging was warm and throbbing. The real thing was probably so, so much better. I caught myself letting out a soft whimper, turning my gaze down to his crotch. Then, I managed to turn myself away.

“You’re being inappropriate, and I don’t appreciate it. I’m working here and I have a job to do. Now you can go to your room, take your shower, go to bed, and cross your fingers the storm is over by the morning.”

He stood there with that confident grin on his face. “Yes, ma’am,” he said. “If that’s really what you want. You’re the boss: a sexy boss, but still a boss.”

I blushed and then pointed down the hall. “Go,” I said.

I wanted badly to go to bed after that long, long day, but I was nervous about the men, so I went to the security room, and I watched the camera that looked down hallway outside their suite. I caught the occasional glimpse of their shadows, moving underneath their doorway—until their light went out and the camera switched to night mode.

My eyes were heavy. I slumped down into that chair and tried to fight the urge to sleep. I slapped myself on the cheek. I knew that I needed to move or I would fall asleep, so I went for a little walk, going down their hallway. I put my ear quietly to their door, and I heard the loud snoring of both men; they really were sleeping. Maybe they weren’t there to rob the place. What could they even rob? When Camille left, she took the office safe with her. There was no cash in that place…

But there was that treasure in the attic, but how could these dummies know about it? That attic hatch was almost impossible to see if you didn’t know exactly where it was; the only reason I was able to find it was because the ghost forced me to find it by possessing my body. And if these guys did steal that treasure in the attic, did it affect me? Camille probably didn’t even know about it; the ghost was probably the only soul that knew it was up there.

So I decided to go back up to my room, to my bed. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to fall asleep…

But I didn’t stay asleep long. It was the middle of the night when the ghost decided that she wanted to borrow my body to do something that she probably hadn’t done in over one-hundred years.
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Isprung up with that jolt of unusual energy. I climbed out of bed, heart pounding, energy tingling down my spine; it was just like the last time the ghost borrowed my body. “What are you doing with me?” I whispered to the ghost.

“Just relax,” I whispered back to myself, and then I gasped. Did the ghost just speak to me using my own body? A cold chill ran down my spine.

“S—So you can talk to me?” I said. And now, I was in front of the mirror, checking my makeup, using a flashlight so I could see because the power was out.

“This takes a lot of my energy, and it doesn’t last long,” she said back to me. She made me open a lube of lipstick, carefully streaking it across my lips.

I didn’t like that she was commandeering my body, speaking with my mouth.

“Why didn’t you do this earlier, when I was trying to talk to you?” I asked.

“It takes a lot out of me. It’s really a last-resort option.”

“Who are you?” I asked. “What’s your name? Why are you stuck in this hotel?”

But now, she wasn’t answering me. I paused for a moment, thinking that I was just having some sort of surreal dream. There was a surreal nature to it, and not just because a ghost was talking to me using my own body. There was something very unreal about the way the moonlight was beaming through the window, glistening on every surface. There was a stillness in the air, even though there was a windstorm outside, which usually made the lodge draughty and cold. I felt light on my feet, as if I weighed nothing at all. And then there was the way that I was standing in front of that mirror, leaning my weight onto one leg, pushing out my hips, shoulders slack and feminine: a mannerism that was beyond what I’d mastered.

“What are we doing?” I asked.

“Just relax. It’s just… It’s been too long.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

Now, with lipstick on and eyeliner refreshed, we were on our way down the hall. I pulled down my skirt and straightened my lace top. I took a deep breath, still tingling all over. I checked my feet, making sure the straps of my little heels were on just right.

I went down the steps quickly but carefully, bum cheeks bouncing. An excitement was quickly growing inside of me, and I quickly realized that the excitement belonged to the ghost and not to me. “Tell me your name,” I said.

But the ghost didn’t reply; she didn’t want me to know her name.

“If you’re going to use my body, you could at least tell me your name!” I said—and it was a very surreal thing to say. I caught myself off-guard.

Then, I cleared my throat. She stopped me suddenly in front of a tall mirror. She checked our hair, our outfit, and she took a moment to run her hand down my shaved legs, making sure it was smooth and stubble-free. “We look cute,” she whispered.

“You mean, I look cute,” I grinned.

“I helped,” she said, and then she pulled me away from the mirror. Now, we were heading towards the boys’ room—and in that moment, I knew exactly what was happening. I gasped. I forced us to stop. I shook my head.

“You’re insane. No way. They’ll kill us. No—you’re already dead! They’ll kill me!”

“Don’t be a worrywart,” she said.

“This is my body,” I said. “And I’m not okay with this.”

She groaned and rolled her eyes. “You’ll like it.”

“No way!”

“Trust me.”

“I’m not having sex with a man!”

“No,” she said. “I am.”

“I thought you said these were bad guys. You made me think that they were criminals!” I hushed, heart pounding fast.

“Well, they’re still men,” she said. “I’m only human.”

“So you’re a perverted ghost…” I said.

“I’ve been without a body for a long, long time,” she said. “Let’s see you wait this long without getting any!”

I shook my head. “Why do I feel like this isn’t the first time you’ve done this to someone,” I groaned. And then I turned to the mirror and saw that I was blushing, grinning, looking guilty—no, she was looking guilty, using my body.

“Okay, so maybe I’ve done it a few times. But the last time was, like, ten years ago. This couple came in; it was their ten-year-anniversary. They were trying to spice things up, you know, in the bedroom. And I was watching them, thinking it was cute at first, but then it just started to seem… sad. The guy just couldn’t make himself hard; he kept pushing his half-erect dick into her, and she was trying hard to fake an orgasm, but it was just… sad. So I helped out. I woke him up, fetched a strap-on, and made him hand it to her. I made him put on her lingerie and then I made him bend over. Oh—it was so funny! He was so humiliated when she went along with it, thinking it’s what he’d always wanted… maybe that’s what I told her using him… but he ended up liking it just fine. They did it without me the next night. Have you ever heard of a sissygasm? It’s when a guy ejaculates without any stimulation to the penis.”

I was shocked by how much she was able to talk through me.

“I heard that’s not actually possible,” I said.

“It’s definitely possible, and this guy was the king of them,” she said with a giggle. “But enough about them; we’re running out of time. I only have so much energy here. I’m already going to be down-and-out tomorrow. It’ll be on you to keep these goons in line.”

“So it’s like a hangover or something?” I asked.

“Something like that. Now please—let’s hurry, before I lose my energy completely and slip out of you. You don’t know what it’s like to be stuck here. I’ve been trapped here for over one-hundred years, and I’ll be stuck here for eternity. Chances like this don’t come around very often.”

She rushed me to their door. I could still hear them snoring. I used my master key to unlock it quietly and then I walked in, creeping as quietly as I could in heels. They were fast asleep on their small twin beds. My heart was slamming my ribcage like an Indian war drum. I felt sick. I was terrified that I was walking to my death. But I must admit that the ghost had me frighteningly curious. What if it did feel amazing? What if this was going to be the greatest experience of my life?

The thought of enjoying it was even more frightening than the thought of it hurting and being horribly humiliating. Because if I did end up liking it… my life would change forever. It would always be something that I would want. Or could I just get it out of my system?

The ghost wasn’t giving me a chance to process any of this; she was determined. I could really feel that she was using her energy to make me go forward, and the more I fought, the more energy she had to use. I was faced with a conundrum: was it worth it to keep fighting, knowing it would drain her of her energy? I wanted her help and I didn’t want to leave her with nothing to help me—but at the same time, I wasn’t sure if I wanted this.

I’d never been with a man before. What if it hurt? What if it was something I spent the rest of my life regretting?

She used my finger to tap Clive on the shoulder. He rolled over slowly, grunting. His eyelids fluttered open, and then he raised his brow high, grunting once more. “Carla?” he said.

“Hi there,” I whispered. And then, without another word said, the ghost made me climb onto him, pulling the blanket up and then pulling it over my back. Clive’s eyes lit up and his face turned a sudden shade of red.

“A—Am I dreaming?” he asked.

“You aren’t dreaming, but this is a dream,” I said with a grin. I wanted to roll my eyes at the cheesy line.

But now, I’d gone submissive. I was letting the ghost use my body, trying to surrender as much as possible, so that she didn’t have to use up any more energy than absolutely necessary. I needed her help; I needed her just in case there was another flood. I needed her to keep an eye on these men. I needed her to show me where things were in case there was some sort of emergency. She knew that lodge better than anyone alive, including Camille.

Now, she was looking down into Clive’s eyes, grinding my bum against his lap. He didn’t ask any questions; he just went ahead and put his hands on my hips, sliding them up and down, caressing my body. My heart was still pounding furiously. The ghost had taken no measures to ensure my cock would remain undiscovered—not even an extra pair of panties to hold everything in place. And now, Clive’s hands were all over me.

“What’s going on?” a groaning voice asked.

I looked over to see Lester, sitting up and rubbing his eyes.

“Les,” whispered Clive with a big grin. “Look at this whore.” He said it as if I wouldn’t be able to hear it if he whispered. He was either downright stupid or just disrespectful. But the ghost was desperate to feel some action—and maybe I was a bit curious myself.

“What the fuck?” Lester said. “Is that—Is that the housekeeper chick?”

“She wants it.”

“You dirty fucking dog,” Lester grinned.

And before I knew it, I had a man behind me as well as one under me. There were four hands on me. And now I wanted badly to cuss out that ghost; this was a terribly dangerous position to be in. If these men found out that I was a man, what would stop them from murdering me in a fit of rage?

“You want first?” Lester asked.

“Yeah, I want first,” Clive replied, reaching up to squeeze my breasts. He didn’t seem to notice that I was completely flat-chested—or maybe he just didn’t care. I’d been with girls who had flat chests and it didn’t bother me, after all. “We don’t all like sloppy seconds like you.”

“Ah, fuck you,” said Lester. “We’re not all squeamish and picky like you.”

“Says the guy who likes fucking a hole full of another guy’s cum…”

“That’s rich, coming from the guy who once asked a chick to piss in his mouth.”

“A girl’s piss is a lot different than a dude’s cum.”

“I’m not putting your cum in my mouth!”

“Guys!” I snapped. They were getting carried away and distracted. They just needed a little bit of focus, and they were suddenly back into the mood, mouths shut as they continued to explore my body, rubbing themselves against me. I could feel their erections hardening against my soft, petite body. I whimpered when I reached down to grab one of the hard, warm rods.

“Fuck,” whimpered Clive as I pulled back his foreskin. Then, I slipped down, licking the length of his shaft before plunging his hard cock into my mouth.

A moment later, I felt fingers playing around my bum, fumbling with my lingerie, trying to expose my cock and ball sack. I quickly reached back with both hand, swatting hands away, grabbing my lingerie, exposing my hole. I tapped it gently with my fingertip, letting him know what I wanted without using my words; that ghost had nearly mastered non-verbal communication.

“I think she’s asking me to fuck her in the ass,” Lester said.

“Give the girl what she wants, Les,” Clive laughed. And then there was suddenly a mouth pressed against my anus. I gasped, feeling the tongue squirming. It was an unusual feeling, and I can’t say that I particularly liked it, combined with the scratching of his beard hair; but it wasn’t long before I forced myself to relax. I figured the ghost had this all under control…

But I’d forgotten that she was on some sort of time limit, as if she could only stay in me for so long. She reached down suddenly, gripping Clive’s cock and sliding up, away from Lester’s tongue. She mashed the tip of that cock between my butt cheeks, making me gasp, making Clive gasp. Then, she grunted as she forced me to sit down on that hard, throbbing member. It wasn’t nearly as big as the horse cock toy that she fucked me with before—though he was big enough to stretch my hole open wide. “Oh God,” I moaned.

“She’s a dirty whore,” Clive groaned. He spanked me on the ass.

“Oh God, that feels so fucking good,” the ghost said through my lips. I let my head fall back. I have to admit: it really did feel good.

“You’re really in her fucking ass!” Lester said, leaning close to look. I began to bounce on the cock, angling my body so that the fat, throbbing tip would press against that perfect spot.

“That’s perfect!” Clive said. “Just like that!”

“Fuck,” Lester said. “That’s so fucking hot! Look at the whore bounce!” I didn’t love being called a whore… not entirely, though there was something exciting about it. Okay, maybe I did like being called a whore, though I didn’t like to think that I was necessarily a whore. The cock felt good, though I couldn’t quite seem to get enough of it; I bounced as hard as I could, but I wanted more. Was that my own desire, or did it come from the ghost who put me into this situation?

“I bet she could fit me in there with you,” Lester said.

“Do it!” I snapped suddenly.

The men gasped. There was a pause, and then Lester jumped on the opportunity. He crept forward and mounted me from behind. It was a moment before I felt his slippery, hard tip pressing up against that filled hole. “Oh God,” I whimpered again. He grunted loudly as he pushed hard, trying to penetrate the seemingly-impossible hole. Could I really have two cocks in my ass at once?

I felt the penetration. I will admit that it hurt, making me gasp loudly. The men both gasped as well, but they were simply shocked that it was happening. “It’s in!” Lester exclaimed.

“It’s so fucking tight,” I cried.

They both held me with firm hands, pinning me in place while Lester pushed deeper, sliding his cock along his friend’s cock.

I was frozen now, no longer able to bounce. My legs were shaking violently and my body was strangely numb all over. I fell forward, onto Clive’s chest, and then the men slowly started thrusting, grinding their spit-covered cocks together inside of my tight anus. I moaned loudly, sinking fingernails into Clive’s hairy chest. I possibly cried at one point from the initial pain, but soon, the pleasure was back and stronger than ever, reducing me to completely limpness.

“It’s so fucking tight,” I whimpered again. I could feel both shafts inside of me, pumping back and forth, rotating directions. They were both somehow hitting that sweet spot. My own cock was throbbing between my legs, but I was too limp to try to do anything about it. I suddenly had the strong feeling like I was going to piss myself, so I tried hard to clench it back—but it was getting stronger. Oh God, how embarrassing it would be to piss all over that man!

My eyes began rolling into the back of my head. I groaned even louder. I shook harder and harder, until I just couldn’t hold back. I screamed at the top of my lungs, and I let go of that warm tingling between my legs, unleashing what I thought was piss—but it was cum. I was ejaculating hard, filling my panties with warm, gooey cum.

And a moment later, I wasn’t the only one finishing. I felt it squirting inside of me, though I can’t say who it was. I felt the warm gushing, deep inside of my body. And ten seconds after that, the other man lost control as well: more warm cum pooling deep inside of me. It felt like warm oil, sloshing around inside: a strangely pleasant feeling that ended with a shocking feeling of emptiness as they both pulled their long, slumping cocks out.

The cum poured out of my stretched hole. No amount of clenching could tighten it back up—and it didn’t help that Lester kept sticking his fingers into me to pry me back open, so he could see into my asshole. “Fuck—look how much we stretched her out!”

Clive laughed. “She took it like a good whore, that’s for sure!”

I rolled over, limp on their bed, panties filled with warm, sticky cum. I panted, trying to catch my breath. Now, I could feel that the ghost was gone, leaving me alone with the men. I wondered when she left; did she get to experience that orgasm? Did she get what she wanted from the experience? Was it all worth the risk?

“Are you going to sleep with us tonight, sugar?” asked Clive, who was quickly exposing himself as the alpha of the two men. He was certainly more confident and charismatic than Lester, even though they looked just the same.

“I should go back to my room,” I said softly.

“Want me to join you?”

“I prefer to sleep alone,” I said, and then I bounced to my feet, brushing myself off. I could feel cum oozing down my thighs. It was impossible to know if it was mine or theirs. I cleared my throat. “I’ll see you both in the morning.” And then I scurried off, embarrassed—but not full of regret. How could I possibly regret that moment of absolute pleasure? I’d experienced euphoria that I didn’t even know was possible!

I crawled back into my bed after cleaning myself up quickly in the shower. I pulled my covers up to my nose. Okay, so there was a bit of embarrassment and maybe a touch of regret. I still had to see the men in the morning, and they were probably now laughing at me: laughing at how much of a loose whore that I was… but that pleasure was still tingling inside of me. I couldn’t make it go away; I couldn’t wipe that grin from my face.
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When I woke up, the men weren’t in their room. They weren’t down in the lobby. They weren’t in the kitchen. I began to panic, fluttering through the lodge. “Clive! Lester!” I shouted. My heart was racing. They were gone—but did they take anything with them?

I was frantic, worried that I’d slept through their heist.

They’d left their bags in that room that I let them sleep in. I quickly dug into those bags and saw that they were empty—completely empty. Who hikes with an empty hiking bag? And if they went to continue up the mountain, why did they leave them?

“Ghost!” I shouted. “I could use your help right now!” But I remembered what she told me: she used all of her energy to use my body the night before. Maybe it was worth it… or maybe it was a deadly mistake. Now, those shady characters were gone.

I rushed down every hallway of that massive structure. I unlocked rooms and looked in every bathroom and every bedroom suite. I checked closets. I fetched that hooked stick and brought down the attic hatch. Nothing seemed to be disturbed.

And then, as I was going through the empty restaurant on the main floor, I noticed one of the windows was all steamed up.

I approached and saw the two men sitting naked in the hot tub, drinking from bottles of beer, laughing as they lounged in the calm morning sunlight. So I stormed out the front door and trudged through their footstep path. “What’s going on here?” I asked.

“Good morning!” Clive announced. “What a treat to see such a beautiful face on such a fine morning!”

“I didn’t tell you that you could use the hot tub!” I said. “This is for guests only.”

“Well, you’ve been using it,” Lester said with a cheeky grin. There was a pathway already carved out—a bit snowed in from the storm, but still quite obvious.”

“I’ve been… maintaining it.”

“What? By sitting it in? Is this not your wine glass?” There was an empty wine glass there. I’m not sure how the whole thing wasn’t buried in snow like the rest of the lodge resort.

“Just get out,” I said. “You told me that you needed calm weather to continue your little illegal trek up the mountain. Well—here’s calm weather. Now get going.”

“Not’s not very hospitable of you,” Clive smiled, sipping from his beer.

“Where did you get that?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“The mini bar in our room.”

I don’t know why, but I never thought of checking the mini-bars for liquor. Why didn’t I think of that? I could think of a few times that I would have killed for a cold beer—but early in the morning was not one of those times. “You have to pay for that,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon. Just let it stay between us. Go and stock the fridge and pretend like nothing happened.”

“I’m serious,” I hushed through clenched teeth. “It’s time to go. The free vacation is over.”

“Well, it’s not free. I told you yesterday, multiple times: we’re guests down at the main resort. We paid a lot of money for the weekend.”

“You’re going to get me into trouble. It’s my job to kick you out, so that’s what I’m doing: I’m kicking you out.”

They looked at each other, grinning. Then, they looked back at me. “Fine,” said Clive. “We’ll go, if that’s what you really want. You can spend the rest of the winter here alone, talking to the walls, or whatever it is that you do around here.”

“I don’t talk to walls,” I grunted. Then, the men climbed out of the hot tub, cocks hanging free and careless. “Cover yourselves up.” I looked away.

“What’s the matter? You liked us last night.”

I decided not to respond to that particular remark. I just waited for them to march off to their rooms, and then I followed them. I stood outside of their door while they got dressed. I tapped my foot and paced up and down. I was looking forward to their departure, looking forward to locking all of the doors and windows to ensure this didn’t happen again. Their stay was just too stressful, even if they weren’t up to naughty things. It was my job to keep that lodge the way it was when I started working, and I’d come too far to let it all go to waste; Camille wasn’t going to pay me anything if the place was trampled by wild bulls when she returned on March 1st.

Finally, the door opened. Lester stepped out, holding his bag. He spotted me and smiled. “There you are,” he said. “I really want to say thanks for letting us stay here.”

“It’s no problem,” I said. “But it’s not going to happen again, so don’t try any stunts like this in the future, alright?”

He walked right up to me, putting his hands behind his back. “And, uh, I really want to say thanks for last night. That was really… great. Best night of my life.”

“I’m glad,” I said, blushing and turning my face away. “Just… Just get out of here, okay? I have a job to do. Don’t make me feel bad for doing it.”

“We’re not going to make you feel bad,” he said. “But you are going to tell us where the gold is.”

I paused for a second, letting that comment resonate for a moment. I turned to face him slowly, and that’s when I saw that he was holding a small handgun, pointing it at the middle of my chest. “W—What’s that?” I said.

“What the fuck does it look like, whore?” he said. “It’s a gun. It goes bang. Now tell me where the gold is. We know it’s here somewhere.”

“G—Gold?” I said. “I don’t know anything about gold.”

He sighed and then he pushed the tip of that gun hard into the middle of my chest. “I’m not kidding about it going bang,” he whispered. “And it’s a loud bang—but not loud enough that they would hear anything down the hill. Nobody would find you here for many, many weeks—five weeks until March 1st, right? That gives us plenty of time to rip this place apart. We’ll find the gold one way or another; you can just help us speed up the process.”

I stared into his eyes and then I looked down at the gun. I could smell the soft tinge of gunpowder; the thing was real. And the scary look in his eye: that was real too.

“I don’t want to die,” I said.

“No one has to die, whore,” he said. “Just speak up.”

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I bit down on my lip. “I don’t know about any gold.”

“You’re lying. Don’t test me, whore. You don’t want to test me.” His face was red now, with beads of sweat on his forehead; he looked downright crazy. Maybe he was right: maybe I really didn’t want to test him…

But was he really going to kill me if I didn’t speak up? If he was willing to do that, what would stop him from killing me if I did tell him where those gold coins were?

I stared into his eyes, terrified for my life. I had no idea how this was going to end, but I had a terrible feeling that it wasn’t going to end well for me.

“Speak up, bitch. The clock is ticking,” he growled.

Now would have been a good time for the ghost to come to my rescue… but the ghost wasn’t appearing. I knew that she was exhausted. She told me that it was a little bit like having a hangover after borrowing a body—and she really borrowed mine, probably as much as she possibly could. Now, she probably needed a full twenty-four hours to recover, so I was on my own.

And I knew that the ghost knew about that treasure; maybe it even belonged to her… but I wasn’t about to save that treasure and risk losing my life. Sorry—but those gold coins were meaningless to me. Nothing in that lodge was worth more than my life. “In the attic,” I said. “I was up there the other day… There’s a big chest and a bag with some coins in it. Maybe that’s what you’re looking for—I don’t know; I didn’t really look into it. I was just up there trying on clothes. Please—just don’t hurt me.”

“Clive!” Lester shouted, spinning around. I looked down at his gun and thought about grabbing it from him. I thought about turning it on him. Maybe I could overpower the men. If I could shoot Lester dead, then I could hunt down his goon friend…

No—who was I kidding? I didn’t know how to fight. I couldn’t overpower a pair of career criminals. I just had to let them take what they wanted to take and pray that they would leave me alone. “Just don’t kill me. Please. I don’t care about any of those coins.”

Clive came out. “What?” he said.

“Attic,” said Lester.

“Where’s that?”

They both looked at me.

“It’s above the penthouse suite door. You need to use the stick in the closet to pull down the ladder. Please—just don’t kill me. I—I don’t care about any of that. I’ll keep my mouth shut.”

“You’re fucking right, you’ll keep your mouth shut,” he growled. Then he looked up and down the hallway before spotting a closet. “There. Get in there.”

“O—Okay,” I said. He opened the closet door and shoved me inside. Then, he slammed the door shut, bumping me on the ass.

“I’ll be out here if you try to leave. I’ll shoot. Don’t come out until tomorrow; got it?”

“Okay,” I said. It was, at least, a very large closet. I had room to sit down on the cry, wrapping my arms around my knees. I planted my chin on my knees and sighed. It was going to be a long day and night—but at least it seemed like they weren’t going to kill me—as long as I obeyed their command. I just had to stay in that closet, quietly, until they were long, long gone.

I heard him pacing. Then, there was a long drawn out silence before more footsteps came. “Keep looking,” I heard one of the men say, though it was impossible to tell who, and I didn’t understand the rest of what they said: lots of talking with only a few audible words here and there.

I will admit that I wept. I felt like a failure. I was letting down Camille, the ghost, and I was letting myself down; I put trust into these men—not much, but enough to let them out of my sight, enough to let them stay in that lodge. Now, I could only hope that I would be able to clean up whatever mess they left behind, and pray that Camille never noticed the missing coins.

There was a small flashlight in that closet that I found by pawing around. I turned it on, exposing stacks of linens and tea candles, and bags of fake rose pedals that the resort probably used to decorate the honeymoon suite after a wedding.

And there was something else in there, on the floor by my feet: that purple velvet box, about the size of a binder. I recognized it almost instantly; it was upstairs, in that attic, with that bag of coins. How did it end up here?

“Ghost?” I whispered. Did she put it there? I picked it up and opened the box to see what was inside. There was nothing but a folded piece of paper: old and yellowed from decades of sun damage… or maybe centuries. I unfolded it carefully and saw a map of the mountain. It seemed more or less accurate, though Chez Femme wasn’t anywhere on it, and the city on the other side of the mountains was only a tiny village.

I put the map back in the box and put the box on the shelf.

Another hour went by. More footsteps came and went. “I’m telling you, it’s not up there!” one of the men yelled.

And then the door flew open. Both men stood there, fiercely furious, staring into my eyes. I blocked the light from my eyes. “Don’t shoot me!” I cried.

“You’re hiding something from us,” accused Lester.

“Where is it?” Clive asked.

“Where is what?” I asked, heart skipping a beat.

“You know what.”

“What? I don’t know what you’re talking about! Please! All the coins are up there! I’ve only been working here for a few weeks! Please!”

Lester pointed that gun at me and took a deep breath. His face was tense; he was thinking of doing it.

“Just tell us where it is,” Clive asked, taking a careful, controlled breath.

I had a feeling they were looking for that map—and I had a feeling the ghost didn’t want them to find it, and that’s why she gave it to me, to keep it safe. She probably would have been better off hiding it somewhere else—somewhere even I wouldn’t be able to find… but then Clive and Lester would have torn up the lodge to find it. At least with me, I could move it around when they weren’t looking. I could keep it hidden…

Or maybe I could just give it to them to spare myself. Why was I risking my life over some dumb old map? I wasn’t going to die over some map!

The men stepped aside to argue. Then, I eyed that purple box. I was tempted to thrust it at them and say, ‘Is this what you’re looking for?’

“Just tell me what it is,” I said. “I’ll help you find it. Please. I don’t want to die over whatever this is!”

Clive stepped forward, puffed out his chest, and cleared his throat in a proper sort of way. “A map,” he said calmly. “It’s a very old, important map.”

“L—Like a treasure map?” I said.

“I suppose so,” he smiled. “It’s much, much more than that. But it’s here; there’s no doubt in my mind that it’s here, and we’re going to find it.”

“I don’t know anything about it,” I said. “But I’ll help you find it. I don’t care about a map; if it’s here, it’s yours—alright? My life isn’t worth this job.”

“That’s the spirit,” Clive smiled. Then he turned to Lester. “Take it easy on her, alright? She’s not hiding the map.” He offered me a hand to help me stand up. “Now, are there any hidden rooms in this place? Somewhere someone might stash something very, very valuable.”

I thought for a moment, stepping aside to block that purple box from their view. “Have you tried the ballroom?”

“Of course we’ve tried the ballroom,” groaned Clive. “Let’s try a different question… Staying here in this lodge, have you ever heard… a ghost?”

I felt my skin turning white. “A.. ghost?” I said.

He smiled. “Well, there’s an old legend about this place; an old story about two guys who were notorious criminals: bank robbers, though they didn’t just rob banks. I won’t bore you with the details, because that’s not important right now, but maybe you’ve heard rumours that Chateau Femme is haunted. It was recently in the World’s Top 20 Most Haunted. It’s been on TV shows, documentaries, and there’s even a book about the robbers who supposedly haunt the place. Long story short, they stole something very valuable… well, they stole lots of very valuable things—but most importantly, they stole a map. And that map has a very important location on it: a place that has something worth more than all the money in the world. Okay? And my friend and I—we’ve spent a long time researching this particular case, and we have good reason to believe the map really is here somewhere, and that this particular location really does exist.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “I promise I don’t know anything about any of that, but I’ll help look around with you—if you promise just not to point that gun at me again.”

“That would be lovely,” said Clive. “But first, answer my fucking question already: have you ever seen or heard a ghost in this place?”

I paused for a moment. “W—Why?”

“Because—it’s quite simple. The ghost presumably hangs around where this map is, and the map wasn’t up with the rest of the goodies. So if you know where the ghost likes to hang out, then maybe you can point us in the right direction.

“You see,” he continued, smiling, “I’ve always been a big believer in the paranormal. I used to get mocked at school for it. People thought that I was crazy, but it’s always been so fascinating to me. Well, one day, I started researching the Picton Case—I’m sure you know the one—and I spent months speaking with people who had experienced the Picton Haunting. I spent a week in the Picton House. And then, using information that I collected, I managed to find the Picton bodies. I’m sure you saw in the news when they dug up those bodies. Well—that was all me: that was my detective work, and the reward wasn’t so bad either: eighty-thousand dollars from the families of the victims. It’s a long story for another time, but the point is: there’s real truth to this paranormal stuff. Ghosts are real, even if that sounds silly or lame to you. And ghosts can give us clues. So I’ll ask one more time: where have you seen or heard this fucking ghost?”

“The ballroom,” I said. Now, my jaw was trembling. “I’ve heard the piano playing at night. I don’t go near there; it freaks me out.”

“Piano,” Clive said, turning to Lester. Then, he grabbed my arm and tugged me down towards the ballroom. They opened up the grand piano and started looking inside of it. Clive found a hammer and started smashing it up inside, thinking the map was hidden in there somewhere. That was probably a ninety-thousand dollar piano…

I just stood, pale-faced, wondering if I should just tell them that I knew where the map was. I didn’t want to be the next one to face that hammer.

Then, Clive went around the room, smashing more. He broke open the bar with loud grunts. He kicked holes in the wainscot. He was dripping sweat as he flipped tables—and then he even used that hammer to smash a the lock on the trap door on the stage. He was under that stage for ten minutes before surfacing, even more sweaty. “It’s not here,” he growled.

“Where else have you seen this ghost?” Lester asked.

“I haven’t seen anything. I—I’ve just heard that piano. And, uh, sometimes pictures move on the walls.”

“Where?” Clive shouted from across the ballroom.

So I took them to the hallway with all of the old pictures. Clive and Lester started pulling frames off of the walls and tossing them onto the floor. How was I going to explain this mess to Camille? Could I tell her that I let burglars in? Would she still pay me if she found the place like this?

Lester pulled off one photo and tossed it down near my feet.

“Look in every frame,” Clive commanded.

So they were pulling the old photos out from each frame. They made me help, and I tried not to cause too much damage to the photos as I went.

Then, I paused as I held a photo. It was of the original hotel manager, standing with his arm over a short man: the hotel’s head chef. He looked strangely familiar… frighteningly familiar. Where had I seen that man before?

Clive was suddenly behind me. He paused as he looked over my shoulders. “That’s him!” he said, snatching the photo from me and wrestling it out from the frame.

“That’s who?” I said.

“The chef,” he said. “That’s who apparently haunts this place.”

I stuttered. “The chef?” I said with a hoarse voice. I thought of the many, many delicious meals that had been served to me. Then, I looked at that photo again. I recognized him because he was the same person from the other photo: the photo of the girl in the background. But in this photo, he wasn’t dolled up. In this photo, he was just his male self.

I gasped.

“What?” said Clive. “What is it? Tell me.”

I cleared my throat. “C—Come to think of it, I’ve heard weird noises in the kitchen,” I said. “I’ve always been freaked out in there. Maybe that’s why.”

I was terrified he wasn’t buying the lie—but it was enough to pull him away from me. He took Lester and stormed off to the kitchen and started terrorizing the place.

“We ain’t leaving until we find that map, sunshine,” yelled Lester. “So if you know where it might be, speak up! Or you’re going to have a lot of explaining to do!” He carelessly pushed a stack of expensive plates onto the hard floor. They shattered—and then there was a whole orchestra of crashing and shattering as the men trashed that kitchen, even pulling out appliances, tipping over the deep fryer, and so on. It didn’t take long before the place looked absolutely ransacked.

They were furious. The map wasn’t there, because it was still in that closet.

Clive sent Lester to search the hotel. “Rip up every fucking carpet if you have to!” he said.

“M—Maybe it’s not here,” I said softly. “Can’t you just take the gold and leave?”

He stopped and glared into my eyes. He had a fiery look that made me want to throw up. Then, he stormed up to me and grabbed my arm painfully. He pushed me against a wall and said, “You’re hiding it from me.”

“No!” I cried. “I’m not! I promise!”

“I don’t believe you,” he growled.

Then, he reached around his back and pulled out his gun. He pushed it hard against my forehead, making me tense up all over. I closed my eyes.

“Speak now. Last chance to live, bitch. Tell me where that map is, or I paint the wall with your blood.”

Was hiding that map really worth it? Why was I risking my life over some dumb map? Why did the ghost even want it? Why did the ghost care who had it?

“Speak!” he shouted.

So I spoke. “I don’t know about any map.” I’m not sure why I said it; I’m not sure why I didn’t just tell the truth. Now, I was waiting for my life to be ended. I was waiting for the sharp moment of pain that would proceed the afterlife… but it didn’t come.

He just grunted and walked away from me, stomping his feet as he went off to search more rooms. He didn’t bother staying to supervise me; there was no point. I couldn’t go anywhere because of the snow. He knew I was stuck in there, and he knew I couldn’t hide anywhere.

So all I could do was stand there and wait for them to find that map.

And to make things worse, as I stood in that kitchen, I looked down and saw the map sitting on the mobile island countertop. I gasped and grabbed it, tossing it into one of the drawers. “Are you fucking crazy?” I whispered to the ghost. “Are you trying to get me killed!?”

Then, in that moment, I realized that the ghost was trying to tell me something else; the ghost wasn’t trying to get me killed; she (or maybe I should say ‘he’) was trying to save me.
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While the men were up one floor, I carefully unfolded that map. The ghost wanted me to see what was on that map. Maybe there was a secret way off of that mountaintop: one that didn’t involve risking my life. Or maybe there was just some secret cave somewhere, where I could go and hide until these goons gave up… though I had a feeling they had no plans of giving up; if it meant having a chance of finding that fortune, they were going to stay for the next five weeks, trashing every inch of that place.

But maybe I could get down the mountain and find help. Maybe there was a trail somewhere on that mountain. I looked closely at the map; it took a few minutes to figure out where I was, since it was so old and the landmarks that I knew now didn’t exist way back then when the map was made.

The map did show a number of what appeared to be trails, though finding them in the snow would be near impossible. That mountain was massive; it was, supposedly, one of the biggest mountains in the hemisphere, and certainly the biggest in the area—not just in terms of height, but in terms of just how much area it covered.

I scanned down the map, and then I noticed a curious little marker: MAGIC SPRING was all that it said.

Normally, I would have laughed at the notion of a ‘magic spring’, but I’d seen enough ‘magic’ over the past few weeks that nothing was out of the realm of possibility anymore.

And was the ghost trying to tell me to go to the spring? It didn’t appear to be too far on that map: maybe a mile or two at most. I wasn’t sure what ‘magic’ entailed. Did it grant wishes? Could I go there while the goons were ripping apart the second floor? Could I wish for them to be gone? Would I regret leaving?

I looked down and saw that ski jacket there—and now it was there with the matching ski pants. The outfit wasn’t particularly warm, but it was better than nothing. With a racing heart, I put it on. I quietly put on the heeled boots (the only boots I had) and moved to the front door. I could hear thumps and crashing sounds above me as the burglars tore the place to shreds to find that map. Now, I had the map folded in my pocket. I was taking a huge risk, and I had no idea what my plan even was…

But I knew it was foolish to stay in the lodge with the armed criminals. I went out into the cold. It was windy and frigid. I instantly pulled my arms around my body, looking back at the lodge one last time. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be returning—not unless it was with Camille and a small army of policemen. I had to put all of my faith into that legendary spring that was supposedly a couple miles hike through that untamed snowy wilderness. It wasn’t down the mountain, according to the map, and it wasn’t quite up it either; it was around the mountain, which meant inching around the steep icy cliffs that looked down towards Sable Blanc Beach. It was a clear day, and the white sand strip was hardly a faint line way down below. It was crazy to think that it was probably half-decent weather down there—maybe even go-for-a-swim kind of weather… while I was stuck up there, freezing my shaved ass off, scaling the edge of a treacherous mountain in frigid conditions.

“One step at a time,” I whispered to myself. I slipped constantly in those heeled boots, but the boots were saving my toes from falling off. I had to pull out that map constantly, trying to determined where I was based on the natural landmarks that were available to me. There was a picture of an elephant on the map, which was very confusing, until I reached the rocky cliff that looked remarkably like an elephant’s head. If you told me that someone carved it, I would believe you—though there was decent evidence to suggest it was a natural formation. At least I knew that I was on track, about a quarter way to the spring.

Next, the map showed a cave entrance, and the line to the spring when through that cave. And if it hadn’t been so cold, finding that cave entrance probably wouldn’t have been so hard. I knew that I was close. I used my bare hands to dig through snow, uncovering as much of the rock-face as possible. Now, a storm was starting to blow in. Tiny specs of ice were stinging my face as the wind picked up. My nose was a dark red blur in front of my face. My hands were trembling.

And then, I found something like a cave… but it was much smaller than I was expecting. I had to crawl through the dark opening, not sure if I was entering into some bear’s den… though I can’t say for sure a bear could have fit into the blackened space.

I had to give my eyes a minute to adjust to the darkness before seeing that the small passageway opened up a fair way down: about two minutes of crawling before I was able to stand up, hunched over, and another minute of walking before I could stretch myself upright.

In that cave was a curious source of heat. Oh, what a wonderful wave of heat it was! I stopped in one particularly warm spot. I swear I could feel steam rising up near my feet, seeping through the dark cracks in the rock. It was very damp in that cave; I couldn’t help but wonder if it was condensation from a steaming hot spring. Was that the magic spring?

I let my bones thaw for a few minutes before moving forward. There was almost no light in that cave… almost; there was just enough that I could feel the walls to find my way down the long, seemingly never-ending passageway. Looking back, the glow from the entrance was now gone. A terrible sense of claustrophobia crept over me. I took a few slow and steady breaths in. “You can do this,” I whispered again. At least I was away from Clive and Lester, and I was somewhere they would never find me. I had no idea what I would eat if I had to stay there, but I could probably figure something out. I could sneak into the lodge at night like a feral rat, steal food, and then sneak back to that warm cave and live out the next five weeks or so—if that’s what it took to survive. At least I wasn’t a prisoner with a gun to my head.

I kept moving, blind in the darkness, until I noticed a soft glow ahead of me. It seemed to creep in like a fog, l tiptoed cautiously towards it. The closer I got, the warmer the air became. After a dozen steps or so, I almost felt… hot, like I wanted to take off my little ski suit. My heart bounced, though I wasn’t sure what to expect; I had no idea what I was going to find or if it was going to even be of any use to me.

The map said ‘MAGIC SPRING’—that was all. And it seemed so foolish to think that I was about to encounter something ‘magic’… but that ghost was undeniably real, so why did magic seem so out of the question?

Now, the light was bright. In that mass of whiteness, I could start to make out some shapes: rocks, cluttered in a clearing… and steam! It was a small pool, just outside of a cave exit. It was nestled in a small valley, surrounded by rock cliffs and tall trees. There was no wind in that deep little nook in the mountain.

But there was that hot spring: steaming, and seeming to glow, as if someone had dropped some LED lights into it. The steam caught that glowing light, truly making it seem… magical. “Whoa,” I heard myself whisper as I got closer. Now, the heat was strong enough that I had to take off my ski jacket. It seemed crazy to be in nothing but a dress outside, in the middle of the winter, on top of a deadly mountain known for its extreme weather fluctuations, but the heat and humidity of that pool was already making me sweat. “So this is the magic pool, huh?” I said, though I wasn’t sure who I was talking to. I suppose that I’d just gotten used to talking to the air after living with that ghost for so long. I never really expected an answer, and I was never really sure if anyone was listening. Maybe it was skill that would have transferred well into hosting a cooking show… if I could learn how to cook.

I stepped up to the edge of the steaming pool. I have to admit that it was tempting to go in, though it was impossible to tell how deep it was. It was round: almost a perfect circle, but the bottom couldn’t be seen through that steam and those bubbles. There was also the possibility that it was boiling hot and would cook me as soon as I touched it. So I was careful to maintain a bit of distance; I was still in tall heeled boots, after all, and the rocks around the pool were slippery.

“So how does this work?” I called out to nobody. “Do I just, like, toss a coin in? Should I have brought a coin?” I remembered that big bag of golden coins; were those wishing coins? Did I need those to facilitate the magic process? “Or do I just, like, say what I want?”

I had a feeling that I needed to get into the water. Maybe it was like a ‘fountain of youth’. Maybe I just needed to be in the water and the thing I desired most would suddenly come true… “Is there some sort of rulebook around here somewhere?”

I started to ponder the possibilities. Of course, like anyone would, I thought about money. What if that pond could make me into a billionaire? I would never have to work again; I would never have to bum around on the beach again. And I would never have to beg for food! God, I always felt so pathetic when I had to beg for food, just to be told, “There’s a food bank downtown.” I loathed the thought of standing in that line: the ultimate confession that I was a failure (I’d never done it, though there had been some close moments)…

Or, I could wish to be young… forever. Nobody wants to grow old and frail. I was already missing those days when I was eighteen, with no real responsibilities because nobody had any expectations from me. But that changes quickly as you truly become an adult. Though I suppose that looking eighteen forever wouldn’t change the fact that I wasn’t actually eighteen. Maybe I could fool strangers, but that would lose its novelty fast.

Then, as I stared into that water, another idea came into my head: a wish that I would have never considered before—especially when there was the option of being a billionaire.

I thought about wishing to be a woman.
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Idon’t know why that thought came so suddenly. It struck me with a great deal of emotion; I nearly gasped as the idea came into my head. My skin began to tingle and I pressed my lips firmly together, overwhelmed with what I can only describe as a sense of excitement mixed with absolute dread.

I’m not sure why that idea was even there. I wanted to slap myself and say, ‘Don’t be an idiot, Eric! Billionaire is on the table!’ But at the same time, it seemed so foolish to wish for something like money. Yes, money can be life changing. Money can mean some degree of freedom: freedom from working, freedom from starving… but I could always find ways to make money. I didn’t like working, but I never needed much to feel like I had enough; if I really cared about money, I would have gone and become an accountant or a lawyer—but I didn’t do those things, because money wasn’t really that important to me.

But to become a woman; that wasn’t something that could really be achieved with a bit of elbow grease. Sure, there are surgeries. And sure, I passed as a fairly convincing woman with just some makeup and a dress and some heeled shoes… I’d heard of guys taking hormone pills to make themselves more feminine, to grow small breasts, to sound a bit more girly… but to actually be a woman! To actually have proper breasts, wide hips—and the smooth skin that a woman has; that’s something no amount of hormone pills can reproduce. And, of course, the pussy; that doesn’t need to be mentioned. I’d seen pictures of the medically-derived alternative, and we can all agree that it’s not the same thing.

The excitement was growing. I stared into that water, heart pounding.

There was no rulebook perched next to that magical spring, but there was a very strong aura in the air, telling me what I had to do. For some reason, I just knew that I had to go into that water with my intention in my mind. I knew that it was something I could only do once. I’m not sure why I knew those things, but I was almost certain of them, as if some paranormal force was beaming them into my head. I had to make the right decision. This was the opportunity of a lifetime.

I couldn’t push that thought of being a true woman out from my mind. The notion was just so, so exciting. I could think of so many wonderful opportunities. Oh! The thought of going to the mall, thumbing through clothes, trying on perfumes—and the thought of male eyes glancing at me, validating me. I loved feeling sexy, though I can’t say I knew why; it was just such a wonderful sensation.

I was just about to step into the water, and then I paused. A nervousness swept over me. I suddenly thought about my ghost friend who was now trapped in that lodge with those goons. I remembered her telling me that she had been stuck there for over one-hundred years. My God! I hadn’t even been there a month and I was already close to losing my mind (or maybe I’d already lost it and none of this was actually happening). I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be like, trapped in a single location: invisible, unable to communicate with anyone. Maybe there was some novelty-factor to being a ghost, but I’m sure that wore off quickly.

I’m not sure how she ended up stuck in that lodge, but maybe I could use this opportunity to have her freed from that prison. Maybe I could wish for her release, so she could go properly into the afterlife, to experience the wonderful things that must come after life—and maybe to experience life again (I’ve always believed in reincarnation, after all).

But could I really waste my one and only magical wish on a ghost that I’d only known for a couple of weeks? Was I really going to throw away my chance to be a billionaire? Was I really going to lose out on the opportunity to be a real, biological woman?

I groaned. My stomach turned. I couldn’t believe that I was actually considered using my wish on her… maybe I really had lost my mind after being alone in that lodge for so long.

“It’s your lucky day, ghost,” I groaned.

I stripped down, taking off my dress, taking off my panties, taking off my heeled boots. I had no idea what was about to happen, but I knew what I wanted; my intentions were clear as I stepped into that warm water. I closed my eyes and then I felt a force pulled me down. I gasped before being submerged completely: head under water, feet kicking as I tried to find solid ground. I knew how to swim, but now, I couldn’t seem to thrash my way to the surface. Something was holding me under that water: a powerful vacuum that seemed to want me dead.

Absolute panic took over for a moment, and then I opened my eyes and saw the rocky cliffs and tall, swaying trees. I was naked and on the rocks, next to the pool, dripping with water, skin steaming. I’m not sure how I was pulled out from that small pool, but I was no longer under that water. I gasped for air and then I scrambled to my naked feet.

“Jesus,” I said, grabbing at my heart to feel it pounding, trying to burst out from my ribcage. “I—I’m alive.”

“Are you okay?” a feminine voice said.

I gasped and spun around. Now, I was sure that I’d lost my mind—or maybe this was some sort of surreal dream. Standing before me was a beautiful woman: long lashes, antique beige dress (tight and lacy), with white stockings up her long, smooth legs.

“Who are you!?” I gasped, and then I slipped as I tried to scramble backwards, away from the impossible being. She was glowing—or maybe that was just the light from that magical spring.

She smiled: a warm, loving smile that strangely reminded me of my mother, when I was just a little baby. “I owe you,” she said softly. “I owe you… my life… if I still had it. I don’t even know how to thank you.”

“Start by telling me who the hell you are!” I said.

She giggled. “Well, you like to call me ghost,” she said. And then I knew that it really was her; I recognized her from that photo, where she was standing in the background behind the manager and that celebrity. “I don’t have long to talk.” She suddenly looked up at the sky. “They’re waiting for me up there. But I had to thank you before I left.”

I was frozen, silent. I was almost sure that I was dreaming now… though it seemed so real. I even caught myself looking around, taking slow breaths, trying to decide: is this really happening?

I had so many questions for this spirit that was standing before me. I didn’t know where to start. I just stuttered, staring at her.

I couldn’t think of what to ask first, so I ended up asking nothing. Before she vanished, she giggled and said, “I took care of those crooks for you before I left. You can go back to the lodge now. I also put everything back in the attic; it’s all yours now.”

“O—Okay,” I said, and then she was gone in a flash of light, off to the afterlife after many, many long decades of waiting.

I didn’t leave that spring right away. I stood there, perplexed, still trying to decide if I was having some sort of weird dream. Now, the hot spring seemed much more… normal. It wasn’t glowing anymore, and it wasn’t bubbling either—though it was still steaming in a pleasant sort of way. I turned and looked back to the cave where I came from. I was afraid to return to the lodge, but I knew it had to be done; I still had a job to finish: five more weeks of caring for that chateau at the top of Queen Mountain.

So I began the long trek back: an hour of trudging through that dark cave and wading through deep snow in that tiny ski suit. I moved carefully, worried those goons were out with their guns, hunting me so I wouldn’t rat them out. The lodge was just coming into sight when I heard the voices and I took cover behind a snow-capped log.

“Stop wriggling, you idiot!” one man yelled. “Do not make any sudden moves, or you’re going to get us both killed!”

“I’m trying to get the ropes off!” said his friend.

“Do it without wriggling, you fucking moron!”

“Whoa!”

“Careful!”

I approached slowly, one step at a time through that deep snow. Then, I saw them together, tied with a thick rope, sitting on what appeared to be an old sled that would have been pulled by a pony. They were grunting and rocking, trying to free themselves from the rope that the ghost must have tied around them before leaving the lodge. Now, that sled was right at the top of that highest Black Diamond run, right where the inactive gondola would drop off the bravest skiers when that hill was deemed safe enough to open.

Suddenly, the men saw me. They became silent for a moment, then they both blushed, flushing red. They put on their best smiles and said. “Hey there! Carla! So sorry about all of the gun business. That was just—that was all just a little prank. It was his idea. He thought it would be funny! It was just supposed to be funny. You, uh, don’t think that you might be able to untie us… would you?”

I smiled, taking a few more steps towards them. “How did you end up like this?” I asked with a giggle.

“That lodge is fucking haunted!” cried Lester. “There’s a fucking ghost in there!”

“I know,” I said. “You told me.”

“Look,” said Clive, trying to sound calm as the sled seemed to inch closer to the edge of that run. “We weren’t going to hurt you—and we’re not going to if you untie us… That was all just… business. You understand, right?”

“You locked me in a closet,” I said.

“The closet was never locked,” he said, turning dark red.

“You pointed a gun at my head,” I said.

“There was no ammunition in that gun,” he said, lying through his clenched teeth. “Look, Carla. It’s cold. If my idiot friend here keeps wriggling, we’re going to go down the mountain—and we’ll probably die… okay? So… Just let us free and we’ll leave. That’s a promise. We don’t want whatever is in that lodge; it’s not worth it. Just… Just let us free. Okay? I’ll give you gold! I’ll, uh, give you thousands of dollars worth of gold!”

“That’s okay,” I said. “If I wanted gold, I could have had it.”

They both just stared at me. Then, Clive’s brow lowered and his face turned a sort of purple shade. “You found the spring! You had the map! Where is it!?”

“What’s the chance that the sled goes right to the bottom?” I asked. “I’d say… ten-percent. I’d say there’s a ninety-percent chance you hit a tree, or you just flip and get stuck halfway down. I don’t think anyone would find you though—but ten-percent… those aren’t terrible odds.”

“You’ll be tried for murder if we die,” Clive hissed through clenched teeth.

“Why?” I said. “I didn’t tie you up.”

“If you push us,” he clarified with a condescending tone.

“I don’t need to push you; you’re doing just fine on your own.” I giggled, seeing that Lester was now wriggling to try to free his wrists. The sled was inching closer to the steep ledge.

“Lester, you damn fool!” Clive shouted. “Are you trying to get us killed!?” Then he turned to me. “Please, Carla. Please. I don’t want to die. You have to understand that it was just business! We didn’t mean to scare you! We really weren’t going to hurt you!”

I took another step forward. I noticed that they had their guns tied to them. “You own those legally, right?” I asked. “Is it even legal to own those?”

They were both white now.

I giggled again. “So if you do make it down, and someone finds you… we can only hope it won’t be the police… right?”

“Carla,” said Clive though his clenched teeth. “I’m going to give you one last chance, okay? Free us, or you’ll regret it. Wait—wait! No!” Suddenly, the sled started to slide, reaching that slope. Now, they were sliding down the Black Diamond run, both screaming like terrified girls. It wasn’t long before the sled was moving fast, hugging those tight turns—and after thirty seconds, they were completely out of sight.

My heart was pounding hard. Maybe I should have saved them; maybe they were now sliding to their deaths.

Well, I’ll spoil their ending for you: they made it down, almost to the very bottom of that mountain. That sled impressively stayed on that track, racing past skiers once they reached the top open lift. A huge crowd formed around them and that crowd noticed the guns, so they made sure to call the police before untying the men.

The men were arrested on site. They never were guests at that hotel. They were already wanted on previous firearms-related charges. Long story short, Clive got fifteen years in prison with no chance of parole, and Lester got ten years. I found this out three days later, when the police were able to get a helicopter up to the lodge to do a wellness check on me. They questioned me, go their statement, and they passed along a message from Camille. “Chez Femme will be forever grateful of your courage. Thank you so much.” It felt nice to be appreciated; it wasn’t something that I was used to.

I spent that last month truly alone, without even a ghost to keep me company. I never did learn much more about that ghost—and I can’t say that I did too much research; I didn’t ask any questions, because I didn’t feel like it was any of my business. Her story was her own, and my story was mine.

That last month was the truly relaxing month that I’d been looking forward to, even though I had to cook my own meals, run my own baths, clean my own dishes, and I had to do many more rounds to ensure that windows weren’t blowing open and systems weren’t failing. It was a lot of work, but there was also a lot of downtime: time to play with the enormous collection of clothes that the ghost had accumulated up in that attic. There must have been four dozen boxes of outfits: endless dressing up fun. I even found some boxes of male clothes, but I never wasted any of my time with any of it.

There was a big melt on February 22nd, revealing the top of my car. On February 23rd, I found a beginner’s guide to car mechanics in the lodge library, and by the 25th, I’d read the whole thing (there wasn’t a ton to do in that lodge besides playing dress-up). I read my car’s owner manual the next day, and then I spent my whole final day at the lodge fixing my car’s engine. I was so proud of myself when I got the thing to roar to life without any sputtering or coughing. That evening, I loaded my trunk with gold.

Okay—so I wasn’t perfect. My experience at Chateau Femme made me into a better person in a lot of ways, and it helped me to discover myself, but that doesn’t mean that it turned me into some sort of saint. I was still me, and I felt like I deserved a bit of that treasure; it’s not like I took everything. I left behind all of the stuff that seemed to be of some historical significant; and look: it was just left to collect dust in that attic; nobody even knew that attic hatch was there—not even Camille. Nobody knew about that treasure, and it’s not like it belonged to Chez Femme, just because that’s where it was stashed. That treasure and gold had been stolen over a century earlier and stashed there, according to the legends. Or maybe it was materialized in some wish at that magic stream. But here’s the deal: I used my wish to free the ghost from an eternity of confinement; isn’t that enough altruism for a year? I only stole about three-million dollars’ worth of gold. I left a good twenty million behind! If anything, I was being very, very generous.

I spent a lot of money to fast-forward my transformation. I got myself some cute B-cup titties. I bought a good ninety-thousand dollars’ worth of clothes, makeup, shoes, and so on (it really adds up). The hormones weren’t cheap either… but worth it.

And honestly, I was happy that I didn’t become a proper biological woman in that magical pond. I kind of liked having my cock. It was nice to have the best of both worlds: a hole and a pole, if you know what I mean. It definitely made sex more interesting, and honestly… guys seemed to really like it—and, of course, girls too.

But I’m getting ahead of myself. I skipped over the end of my two months completely.

Camille was the first one to reach Chateau Femme on March 1st. I met her at the door, dressed like a girl. I thought about finding an outfit in that attic, so I could be the man she left on New Years Eve… but I just couldn’t be bothered; I didn’t want to play pretend for some woman I hardly knew; it’s not like she was going to withhold my pay because of it, unless she wanted to open up some huge legal battle that would probably garnish some international exposure.

But Camille looked at me and just smiled. “So you’ve enjoyed your stay with us?” she asked, looking almost devilish, as if the whole thing had been planned.

She ended up giving me a hug and thanking me for dealing with the crooks. I didn’t tell her that a ghost dealt with them for me; I didn’t want to take all the credit, but I also didn’t want her thinking that I was some psychopath. “I’m just happy you’re okay,” she said.

I smiled. “Well, the lodge is fine too,” I said. I’d managed to clean it up. There wasn’t too much damage, aside from that vintage grand piano, a grandfather clock, and a few glass frames. The crooks mostly just destroyed expendable items like plates and bowls—and they made a huge mess that took two weeks to clean up.

“We’d love to have you back next year,” she said to me.

“That’s really sweet,” I said. “But I’ll have to think about it.” I blushed, thinking about another month alone with the endless supply of cute outfits. But now, I had all of that gold; I could buy anything I wanted! I didn’t need that attic filled with old dusty skirts and dresses. “I wouldn’t want to take the opportunity away from another young man.”

“Well, we hope that you’ll keep in touch,” she said to me.

“Will do,” I said. The snowplough went by behind Camille, drowning us out for a moment as it pushed a huge mound of snow off of that parking lot, revealing the pavement for the first time in months.

“Okay,” she said to me. “Get down the mountain safely, okay? It’s still quite slippery. We have a lot of work to do before we open up the slopes this afternoon. I’d love to hang out and hear all about your stay, but there’s lots to do!” She gave me another hug. And then she grinned. “There’s another young man showing up in the next hour to start as a lift operator. I have to get his room ready.”

“He gets to stay up here?”

“Someone has to be up here at five to start the lifts,” she said. Then she winked at me. “I think this young guy has a lot of… potential. His figure is a lot like yours.”

I paused for a moment, blushing, and then considering what she was suggesting. She walked away from me, and that was the last time I talked to her. I had a lot to think of as I left that lodge.

It took me ten minutes to dig my tires out of the snow. The plough driver got as close as he could to my bumper, so it wasn’t too tedious. I took one last look at Chateau Femme. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. It wasn’t a place that I would soon forget.

Then, the staff started to pull into the parking lot, cars covered in snow. They stretched out their backs as they emerged from their vehicles; it was a long drive up that mountain—and now I had a long drive down.

One of the men paused and looked at me, up and down. He stared into my eyes and smiled, blushing. I waved at him, feeling suddenly flustered. I was going to miss that place, but now, I had a lifetime of experiences to look forward to, and I was eager to get started…

And, I really wanted to get out of there before anyone realized I was trucking out a few million dollars’ worth of gold in my trunk.

THE END


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT



JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

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

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

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

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

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


FEMBOY ACADEMY


[image: Femboy Academy]


So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

Join Femboy Academy on Patreon


FIND ME ON PATREON!



I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

THE OPERATION

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


ABOUT THE AUTHOR



[image: Nikki Crescent]


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

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

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcE0R.jpg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF TRANS FICTION
NI KK I CRESCENT

4 o -
A 16-BOOK FEMINIZATION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE MEGA BUNDLE
G






OEBPS/image_rsrcE0U.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





OEBPS/image_rsrcE0V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcE0S.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcE0T.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g







