

FEMBOY PARADISE
THE FEMINIZATION OF MANY YOUNG MEN
[image: ]


NICOLE C


[image: Princess Publishing]



CONTENTS


Newsletter
Join Patreon!
FEMBOY PARADISE
Preface by Detective Szoczniak
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Join Patreon
Newsletter
About Nicole



NEWSLETTER


JOIN NICOLE C.’S MAILING LIST!

Sign up takes less than ten seconds and requires no personal information. Once signed up, you will be notified whenever there is a new release, free giveaway, epic discount… Oh, and did I mention a free book? That’s right! Get Cheerleader: A Tale of Reluctant Feminization absolutely free when you sign up.

Join:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


COPYRIGHT


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

[image: Princess Publishing]


Published By Princess Publishing

Copyright © 2024 by Nicole C.

Model License Holder: sanneberg (Sanne Berg)

Deposit Photos License # 332869134

Background Image License: Princess Publishing

Cover by Princess Publishing

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


JOIN PATREON!


Nicole is releasing a new Patreon-Exclusive book each week.

So far, there are 65 Patreon-Exclusive tales—too many to list here—including full-length novels.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


To my fans who have stuck with me through it all.

Love,

NC.


FEMBOY PARADISE


Xavier Stone, a well-known investigative journalist, doesn’t normally do client work, but it’s hard to turn down Brian Ashdale Sr., who is desperate to find his lost son.

Brian Ashdale Jr. had just turned eighteen when he vanished, leaving behind nothing but a cryptic note. Many have tried to find Brian; none have succeeded.

But Stone might be close to finding the missing young man… on a remote island that is believed to be totally uninhabited. It turns out, there are many young men living there, in hiding, though no longer recognizable as their former selves.


PREFACE BY DETECTIVE SZOCZNIAK


The following collection of documents has been amassed by myself, Detective Peter Szoczniak, regarding the disappearance of Mr. Brian Ashdale Jr.

It contains letters, messages, journal entries, Internet forum posts, and the bulk of the journal of investigative journalist, Xavier Stone. I’ve made my best effort to categorize the documents in a sensible order in case my ‘report’ needs to be reviewed by the police, a judge, or a legal team regarding the case of Brian Ashdale Jr.


CHAPTER 1
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LETTER LEFT BY BRIAN ASHDALE JR. (PRESUMABLY WRITTEN SEPTEMBER 17TH)

Dear Mom and Dad,

I’m writing this letter for two reasons: firstly, to let you know that I love you both very much, despite some of the fights we’ve had lately. I don’t want you to think that you have pushed me away or that you were the reason that I made the decision that I’ve made.

This is not a suicide letter. Please don’t panic. I promise you that I’m alive and well. That is the second reason I am writing this letter: to assure you that I have not gone to commit suicide.

However, you will never see me again. It hurts my heart very much to write this letter, knowing that it the final correspondence between us. I love you and have always loved you, but I can see no future living in this place. I’ve found a place that will accept me for who I am—and who I want to be.

Please do not come looking for me. I promise you won’t find me. It would kill me to know that you’re wasting your time and money trying to find me. Just believe me when I say that I’m nowhere you will ever think to look for me—and I’m happy where I am, and I don’t want to be anywhere else.

That should make you happy, right?

Love from your child,

B.

EMAIL TO XAVIER STONE, FROM BRIAN ASHDALE SR. (WRITTEN NOVEMBER 29TH)

Dear Mr. Stone,

I hope that this message finds you well, and I pray that you have time to assist me. Of course, I am willing to pay whatever fees you deem necessary. Do you have time to meet in the coming days? I understand that you’re experienced in finding lost persons (I learned about you from an article in Rolling Stone magazine, which you wrote, in which you were able to track down Morris Daniels, which I found very impressive, as nobody has been able to find or interview Morris Daniels in seventeen years).

My son went missing about ten weeks ago, and as of this week, the police have stopped their search. Not entirely… They tell me that there is still an investigator assigned to the case, but the case is no longer a ‘priority’. I discovered yesterday that the investigator assigned to the case is also handling about eleven other missing person cases, and after a brief meeting with the officer, I have little faith that he will be able to find my son.

I have indeed hired my own private investigator. Detective Peter Szoczniak. He has been on the case for five weeks, though has failed to find any leads, and has encouraged me to exhaust additional resources to improve my chances. I do have faith in Detective Szoczniak, though I want to find my son as soon as possible, so I’m reaching out to you as well. If you’re willing to help, I can provide you with the documents of Detective Szoczniak when we meet.

We really should discuss the matter in person. Please let me know when you are free—the sooner the better.

Thank you for your time,

Brian Ashdale Sr.

EMAIL TO BRIAN ASHDALE SR., FROM XAVIER STONE (WRITTEN NOVEMBER 29TH)

Brian,

I can meet this evening. There is a coffee shop near my home. The Blue Hummingbird. I will be there at seven. Bring whatever documents you have and we can discuss all matters.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (NOVEMBER 29TH)

I have accepted to assist Mr. Brian Ashdale Sr. in his search for his son, Brian Ashdale Jr. This is my first official journal entry into the case, and I plan to keep this journal as detailed as possible, even though this is not to be used as notes for an article. In fact, this is the first time I’ve worked as an ‘investigator’ in a non-editorial capacity. I’ve worked for six years as an investigative journalist, and have been asked a few times by police to assist with cases, though I’ve always turned those offers down for my own personal reasons.

That said, Brian Sr. was very compelling during our meeting. I immediately sensed his sorrow, and I felt so terrible for the man, losing his eighteen-year-old son so suddenly and without warning. Within minutes of meeting, Brian started weeping, telling me how close he had always been with his son. He told me that they’d been fighting quite a bit lately about Brian’s Jr.’s hockey aspirations. Since he was five, Brian Jr. had dreamed of playing in the NHL; eleven months before his disappearance, he was ‘drafted’ to a serious Triple-A minor-league team, but had some issues with the coaching staff, and started talking about quitting hockey. Perhaps that shook Brian’s core ideas of who he was—leading to a sort of identity crisis.

Note: track down Brian Jr.’s coaches and teammates. They may be able to provide clues as to where Brian’s head was at before his vanishing.

I will admit that I wasn’t immediately going to accept this particular investigation, but Brian Sr. offered me a very large sum of money, which I simply couldn’t turn down. He told me that he would pay me even more if I could find his son, and the more he told me about his son, the more confident I felt about being able to find him.

For starters, Brian Sr. mentioned a recent trip to the USA for a hockey camp. He said that he got into a fight with his son over the trip, because Brian Jr. was supposed to go to the passport office months earlier to have his passport sorted out, but he had left doing so until the last minute—after telling his father that he wasn’t going to do it at all. Brian Jr. (who I will just call Brian from now on, for matters of simplicity, and I will call Brian Sr. Mr. Ashdale) did not want to go to that training camp; he didn’t feel it was necessary, and wanted instead to go to a friend’s eighteenth birthday party. But then suddenly, on his own accord, he went down to the passport office and dealt with his passport issues.

Mr. Ashdale believed that his son was simply caving to the pressure of his father, but I believe that could be a sign that Brian decided he would go wanderlust.

Of course, there was no record of Brian crossing the border… that doesn’t mean he didn’t cross the border. It’s possible he snuck across the border, but had a passport with him in case of any incident. It’s just a small theory at the moment. I’m still collecting all of the clues that I can.

Mr. Ashdale is willing to hand over everything he has—and plans to do so tomorrow. I asked him to provide me with everything, including schoolwork. Brian had just finished high-school. Often times, during creative writing assignments, people will write about their subconscious desires. I learned that from studying Jung in college. Perhaps there’s some English assignment that can give us some clues as to where Brian left.

Mr. Ashdale also showed me a copy of Brian’s ‘letter’, which he left in his bedroom, on his bed, before vanishing. There are a few interesting peculiarities about the letter, which I pointed out to Mr. Ashdale. He was surprised.

For instance, Brian signed the letter with the initial B. Mr. Ashdale said he had never seen his son do that before.

Also, instead of referring to himself as ‘your son’ in the letter, he says, ‘your child’.

There’s a clue there… I just don’t yet know what it means.

It’s now late—almost 2:00 AM, and I’ve been mulling over all this information, trying to get a clear picture of Brian’s life. I need to get some sleep and start again in the morning.
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FORWARDED EMAIL FROM DETECTIVE SZOCZNIAK (ORIGINALLY WRITTEN NOVEMBER 11TH), FROM BRIAN SR. TO XAVIER STONE

[Note from Brian Sr.] Here is the last email I received from the detective. I hope this helps provide some guidance.

[Begin the letter from Detective Szoczniak] Dear Mr. Ashdale,

I have been able to find some potentially valuable information. First, a photo of your son, taken by the CCTV camera at the Greenfield Mall. The resolution isn’t spectacular, but I’m sure that it’s your son in the photo. He is carrying a black bag. I got this photo from mall security after finding out that your son had been seen at the mall the day of his disappearance. Unfortunately, I am still unable to gain access to Brian Jr.’s credit card history, as the bank will only release it to Greenfield Police, and the police will not release it to me (though they did tell me that September 17th was the date of the final purchase on the statement). I went to the mall and went to each store, asking to see their bags, and found a bag that perfectly matches what Brian Jr. is holding in the photo.

The bag comes from Zelda’s Costumes and Party supplies. My initial suspicion is that Brian Jr. purchased a disguise. I asked the staff if they remembered what the young man purchased, but nobody could remember, unfortunately. It’s likely that Brian changed into this disguise shortly after buying it—and since we don’t know what was bought, CCTV footage won’t be much use to us.

I know that you were hoping to hear more from me, but for now, that is all the information I’m able to provide. I’m still looking into other leads, and I’m hoping to find more information soon.

All the best,

Detective Peter Szoczniak.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (NOVEMBER 30TH)

I’ve spent the past eight hours trying to piece together all of the evidence. I’ve created a map on my wall, with photos, of all the people close to Brian, including his family members, friends, hockey teammates, ex-girlfriends, teachers, and coaches. I plan to meet with all of them, as the police have presumably already done. It will be a tedious few weeks, tracking down each person, scheduling time to meet, and then jotting down notes from each meeting. There will be so much information to sift through—and I can only pray that I will find one or two clues that will lead me in the right direction.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 1ST)

I found a clue today, though it’s one of those clues that just creates new questions instead of new answers. Mr. Ashdale gave me access to his home—and to Brian’s bedroom. He told me I could look around. “The detective and the police have all been in here a dozen times,” he said to me. I wasn’t planning to find anything new—I was just wanting to get a clearer picture of who Brian was as a person, and what he was interested in.

When I was searching his dresser drawers, one of the drawers got a bit stuck. I gave it a tug, and that made a ‘clunking’ sound inside of the dresser. I ended up finding a compartment in one of the drawers: a small hidden area that was blocked with a piece of wood, which had fallen over. Mr. Ashdale gasped when I showed him, and then he turned a dark shade of red when he saw what was in the compartment: a pair of red panties, some sex lube, a pack of condoms, and a bottle of anti-depressants with someone else’s name on them.

Mr. Ashdale didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to humiliate him by asking any questions. Presumably, the panties were from some crush or ex-girlfriend. I’ve heard of guys ‘smelling’ used panties while they masturbate, as a way to feel closer to their sexual interest. I was less interested in the panties, and more interested in the pills, which didn’t belong to Brian.

He was, presumably, taking anti-depressants which he didn’t have an RX for—which was starting to make me believe that we were possibly dealing with a suicide. It’s not entirely unusual for suicide notes to claim ‘I’m still alive, but don’t go looking for me’. Brian was possibly trying to save his parents from the dread of losing a child. Maybe he thought that he could commit suicide without breaking their hearts.

Right now, that’s where the signs are pointing…

I have noted a few other details that are leading me to a similar conclusion…

The tears on the letter, for starters… If Brian was so ‘happy’ to be going to this exciting place, why was he crying so much? Well… of course he could have just been sad to be leaving his family…

The bigger clue was the money. Brian had been working the same part-time job for three years. He’d been saving that money up, spending almost none of it. Mr. Ashdale told me that Brian always talked about buying a home as soon as he could afford one—even the smallest, cheapest home. But when he left that note, he left a stack of cash as well: likely all of the money he had saved up. Why would a runaway leave behind all of his money?

But why did he buy a disguise on the day of his apparent suicide?

There are still many details that need to be sorted out.

Since I’m leaning towards suicide, I should probably look into his history with the opposite sex. When young men commit suicide, there is often a girl in the story: some sort of heartbreak.

PHONE CALL BETWEEN XAVIER STONE AND EMILY PARRISH (DICTATED) (DECEMBER 2ND)

E: Hello?

X: Hi Emily. My name is Xavier Stone. I’m a friend of Brian Ashdale’s father. Could I talk to you for a minute?

E: Um, about what?

X: About Brian. I understand that the two of you were fairly close, is that right?

E: We were friends.

X: I’m assuming you know that Brian has been missing for a few months now, right?

E: I know. Are you, like, a cop or something?

X: I’m not a cop. Actually, I’m a journalist, but I’m not writing an article. I’m just helping Brian’s father. We’re trying to figure out what happened to him.

E: I don’t know where he went, if that’s what you’re asking. He didn’t say anything to me.

X: You said that you were just friends. Were you ever more than just friends?

E: Why? Did someone say that we were?

X: One of Brian’s friends told me that he suspected the two of you were dating at some point.

E: Who said that?

X: Don’t worry about that. It’s not really relevant.

E: Am I, like, a suspect or something?

X: You’re not a suspect, Emily, and I’m not a police officer. Nothing you say here will get out to anyone, okay? I’m just trying to help find Brian. Please, Emily. Just answer a few of my questions as honestly as you can.

E: You’re not going to find Brian.

X: Why do you say that? Do you know where he is?

E: No. It’s just… Brian’s really smart. He’s too smart for his own good. Whenever he wanted something, he would figure out a way to get it. If he doesn’t want to be found, nobody is going to find him.

X: Maybe so. But let’s loop back to my other question. Were you ever more than just friends?

E: [After an extended silence] Maybe.

X: So yes?

E: I guess so. But I was never his girlfriend. It was, like, three dates.

X: Were you ever intimate?

E: [After an extended silence] Maybe.

X: So yes?

E: I wouldn’t call it intimate. He didn’t take my virginity. We just… kissed a bit, and did some touching and some other stuff. Why does it matter?

X: I’m going to ask you an awkward question, and you can choose not to answer, because I know that it’s sensitive and uncomfortable, but are you missing a pair of red panties, size small, with a satin band and lace bits, from a company called Sandy Gal?

E: Um, yeah, that sounds like mine… Why?

X: Did you give a pair to Brian, or possibly leave a pair at his house?

E: I’ve never been to his house.

X: Has he been to yours?

E: Yes.

X: And were you intimate?

E: I told you, we weren’t, like, intimate. I tried to give him oral one time, in my bedroom, but he wasn’t into it, so it stopped there. It was super embarrassing, and it’s super embarrassing bringing it up again now. Brian wasn’t into me. Whenever I was with him, he was always staring at other girls. When I told him that I didn’t want to go any further with our relationship, he didn’t even seem to care. He just said, ‘Okay’ as if I told him that I’d just changed my socks.

X: And so you went back to being friends, or did you stop seeing him altogether?

E: I saw him a few more times after that, before he left town. I saw him at a party, and he was having the time of his life, laughing with some friends. He must have been on something, because he wouldn’t stop laughing.

X: Like drugs, you mean?

E: Yeah—just a hunch though. I mean—he wasn’t usually so loud. Brian was usually a quiet guy, but at that party, he was just… roaring with laughter at every joke. I have to say that it looked like he was having a good time.

X: Was he possibly just drunk?

E: He was definitely drunk.

X: And you saw him again after that?

E: I work at Value Village on weekends. He came in the weekend before he vanished. He bought a whole cartful of clothes.

X: Do you remember the clothes? Anything that stuck out to you?

E: I didn’t see any of it. I wasn’t his cashier. He used self-checkout, and I was in the sorting room.

X: Thanks for your time, Emily. I really appreciate it.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 2ND)

I spent nearly four hours on the phone today with various friends of Brian. There were a few interesting tidbits here and there, but nothing that seemed too important, except for what Emily told me; there were a few clues in there.

For starters, Brian really didn’t seem too concerned over their ‘breakup’, if you can even call it that. It didn’t sound like they were ever dating, or that he was ever too into her—or if he was, he did a damn-good job at hiding it. So I can’t reasonably assume that Brian would have killed himself over their relationship ending.

Though maybe he was embarrassed that he failed to get aroused with her. Maybe he thought she was going to tell everyone that he couldn’t get an erection, so he killed himself to escape the potential humiliation.

No—that didn’t sound like the type of man I was learning Brian to be. I was starting to suspect that Brian was indeed still alive.

Though there was still lots of evidence that he had killed himself. The antidepressants lingered in my mind.

I can’t check Brian’s computer, because the police have it, and they aren’t releasing it. But I have other ways of figuring out what Brian was up to online…

That’s my plan for tomorrow.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 3RD)

I feel that I’ve made a big breakthrough today, and I’m quite happy about it. Doing this kind of ‘work’ makes me a bit suspicious of how investigators spend their days; the police have been on this case for over ten weeks—and even the private detective, Szoczniak, didn’t find much, aside from where Brian went shopping before vanishing—and I’m not saying that wasn’t a good tip... but in a few days, I’ve been able to find way, way more.

A friend of Brian, Dennis Lemon, told me that he would play Xbox with Brian on weeknights, using the Xbox online service. He gave me Brian’s ‘gamer tag’: AustaBonita. I wasn’t able to figure out what that name meant, but I searched for that name on various websites, and found it on Reddit.

Very quickly, I confirmed that it was Brian’s private Reddit account, based on the fact that he’d posted in a few local Greenfield pages about the state of town’s infrastructure. So I looked into his posting history, and made a few startling discoveries.

The biggest on them was a post asking if a boat license was required to rent a boat at a particular boat rental place near Greenfield. He was specifically asking if he could use a friend’s boat licence to pick up the rental. He also asked if said friend could get into trouble if the boat was not returned.

This made me almost-positive that Brian crossed the border illegally, into the United States, and maybe he was aiming to go even further south. But it was hard to believe that he could take a speedboat and get into the States without being caught. He was smarter than that…

Then, there was a post in which Brian was trying to source a number of items. He had a whole list of things he needed to acquire before a certain date. Antibiotics was on the list. He was looking for lots of antibiotics: a whole list of different types.

And then he asked where he could buy certain outfits for females—but he had a limited budget. The commenters suggested Value Village.

He was also asking for certain seeds, for vegetables and herbs. Some were hard to find, and I had to Google what they were—many were medicinal plants. Why did Brian want a huge stash of antibiotics and herbal plants?

The final item on his list was security cameras. “They have to work off of batteries. No wifi or Bluetooth. Old school kind. I need thirty cameras for a good price.”

Why would he need thirty security cameras?

Now, I was starting to think that Brian had run off to join a commune somewhere, off the grid, maybe on some island off the coast. That would explain the need for a speedboat. Maybe the people who ran the commune told him to get these items before arriving. Maybe the disguise from the mall was so that he could look like the person on the boat license he had to use.

I feel like I’m getting closer to knowing where Brian went. Maybe this won’t be a months-long investigation like I assumed it would be.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]



JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 4TH)

One of Brian’s close friends works at the Foot Locker at the mall, which was the last place Brian was seen. So today, I went to that mall to meet with Aaron James. On my way to the Foot Locker, I saw that costume store where Brian made his last purchase. I decided to slip in and ask a few questions—and then I noticed something peculiar about the store.

“Can I help you?” asked the store clerk as I gazed around the shop.

“Is this not a costume shop?” I asked.

“We do sell some costume supplies.”

“And party supplies?”

“No, we haven’t sold party supplies for a few years now. I’m sorry. You could try the Party City across the street.”

Detective Szoczniak failed to mention that this shop sold mostly wigs.

“You sell mostly just wigs here?” I asked.

“Hair pieces, wigs, hair extensions,” the woman said. “We became Greenfield’s main false-hair supplier about two years ago, and we began to phase out party supplies and costumes, though we do still carry an inventory of costumes—mostly around Halloween time, but if there’s something you’re looking for, we may have it in the back.”

“What are those?” I asked, pointing behind the counter as flesh-toned silicone pieces.

“Those aren’t costumes,” she said.

“I know. But what are they?”

“Silicone moulds,” the woman said. “They’re generally purchased by victims of breast cancer, or trans women.”

“They just go on a person’s chest?”

“Correct.”

She stared at me strangely, almost looking like she was about to ask me to buy something or leave. I asked her about Brian. I showed her a photo, and she said she vaguely recognized him, but couldn’t say for sure. I asked if she could pull up a record of sales from the day of Brian’s disappearance, but she wasn’t able to without permission from the owner, who was out of town for the rest of the week. So I had her put in a note for me—though I fully intend to reach out myself. I can’t trust that she will follow through on her promise.

Before going to the Foot Locker, I walked outside and gazed across the street. There was the Party City. I knew that Party City sold cheap wigs and costumes, including fake facial hair and whatnot. But Brian didn’t choose to go to the Party City; he went to that boutique shop in that mall—and surely there was a reason for that.

I remembered Brian’s letter, signed with a B instead of his name, and that line ‘your child’ instead of ‘your son’. According to his fling, Emily, Brian failed to get an erection when intimate with her, and she said that he was never very interested in her, suggesting, possibly, that Brian had homosexual tendencies. Maybe he was more than just ‘gay’.

My meeting with Aaron James was not terribly noteworthy. Aaron was high on marijuana when I spoke to him, and he couldn’t seem to remember any significant details about Brian, aside from the classes they took together. He did have one interesting little bit of information, which may prove to be useful at some point later one. He told me that he used to pick on Brian in junior high school before they became friends in high-school. “This one time, he was just walking down the hallway, past the gymnasium. I thought it would be funny to lock him in the girls’ changing room, so I opened the door and shoved him in before he even knew what was happening. I used my body to hold the door shut, and I heard all of the girls screaming. I didn’t even know there were girls in there—so that just made it extra funny. He pounded on the door, and I heard him apologizing to the girls. I ran off before I got caught. I think he saw them all naked—and to be honest, I was kind of jealous.”

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 10TH)

It’s been almost a week since my last ‘breakthrough’. I’d been making so much progress with this case… until my leads all seemed to dry up. I have so much evidence that Brian took a boat and left. In fact, I have more than evidence: I have proof…

I went to the boat rental shop and found that there was a boat that had been rented on September 16th, but it was not returned; instead, it was found on the shore about twenty miles north, presumably washed up there, and not driven there.

Of course, I considered the possibility that Brian took the boat way out and then jumped off with a block tied to his ankles—but that would just ignore so many other clues. When I asked if there were any clues as to where the boat had been, they told me that there was no way to know; the boat could have been floating in any direction for weeks before landing there…

The boat had been rented under the name Ken Kross, and when I tracked down Ken Kross, he told me that someone had taken his boating license from his wallet while he was in the gym. There was no proof that it was Brian, but the evidence I had seemed to suggest as much.

But where did he go? I wasn’t sure how I could figure that part out… I was out of leads. I was interviewing the same people, over and over, getting nowhere. “Did Brian ever talk about a favourite city… country?” I would ask, but nobody ever had an answer for me. “Did he ever talk about joining a community or a commune? Was he interested in living off the land or wilderness survival?” Nobody could answer that question.

I was still interested in what Emily had told me, about Brian’s inability to get an erection. If he was gay, perhaps he ran off with a gay lover. Or perhaps he ran off to be a woman; perhaps he bought a wig and one of those silicone forms… but what about the strange list of material items he needed to fetch?

I just need to keep looking. I feel like I’m missing something…

LETTER FROM BRIAN ASHDALE SR. TO XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 21ST)

Mr. Stone, I’m writing this letter to officially terminate our working relationship. I no longer believe that you’re fit to continue this investigation.

It has come to my attention that your ‘findings’ are, quite simply, slanderous and presumptuous. A good friend of the family has informed me that you’ve been suggesting that my son was a homosexual, and you’ve even suggested that he’d run off to join a communist community. I assure you that my son was not a homosexual, nor was he a communist.

Furthermore, you’ve insinuated that my son committed grand theft auto in the stealing of a boat. You’ve insinuated that he’s stolen drugs in various capacities. My son was not—and is not—a drug addict, or a criminal. My son would never steal and he would never take drugs.

Your apparent ‘findings’ have created a blemish in this family that won’t be easily scrubbed away, and I must admit that I regret hiring you and, more so, paying you a great deal money. I would hope that you have enough integrity to return the money I paid you, as I refuse to believe that you did much work to begin with.

I would also appreciate it if you would issue a formal apology to my wife, who is distraught over your ‘gossiping’. I would hate for this to become a litigious matter.

Brian Ashdale Sr.
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A POST MADE ON REDDIT BY USER FAETELLSALL IN SUBREDDIT, REAL CANADIAN MYSTERIES (POSTED FEBRUARY 4TH)

Nobody is going to believe me, but I discovered an island off of the coast of Newfoundland that should be uninhabited, but is being inhabited by at least a few dozen young women.

I believe the island is called South Wolf Island, but that may be out of date. I was practising for the Spring Regatta, having just gotten my full captain’s license in November. The wind was blowing harder westward than expected, so I took a different route up the coast, hoping to find a quiet cove to practice my tacking and jibing for the regatta. The wind took me through a cluster of islands, which were mostly unnamed on my nautical charts.

I will admit that my marine navigation is somewhat elementary. My boat does not have computerized electronic navigational charts.

While performing some tacking maneuvers with my crew, I noticed a woman standing on a nearby shore. She was quite remarkable, wearing a long flowing white dress, almost like a faint bedsheet on her body. She looked almost like a ghost in that cool February wind, with the snow-crusted trees behind her. I had to take a double take.

I looped around the island, which is about ten square-kilometres. It was a bit of a difficult journey to encircle the whole island with the winds picking up towards the evening tide.

Coming back around the west side of the island, I saw the same girl, now with three others. They motioned towards the boat before retreating somewhat, as if they were worried about being caught.

I kept praising my tacking in that bay, where the water was calmer. It was about fifteen minutes later when one of my cremates told me to look back at that island. Now, in the trees, we could see at least a dozen, maybe two dozen, all dressed in faint white dresses. It was a surreal sight, all of them watching us from the trees. I used my binoculars to take a closer look, and I saw that the girls were quite beautiful—at least the few that I could see. They were all wearing makeup, and their hair was all done up as if they were attending a wedding.

So we pulled up close to the shore, and all of the girls scurried back into the forest. Later, when I returned home, I looked the island up and saw online that it’s believed to be totally uninhabited. I promise I did a full lap around that island; there were no boats. It was not a reasonable swimming distance from any shore.

I’m half-convinced that we saw some group of apparitions.

REDDIT MESSAGE FROM MAGNUMSIZEDDAVE TO XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 20TH)

Dude, you might be interested in this story. See the link. [link removed]

My brother lives in Newfoundland with his girlfriend, and he told me that there’s a secret island of beautiful women somewhere off the coast. It’s, like, a bar legend that comes up from time to time, mostly among sailors and whatever. Anyway, he told me the story years ago, but this Reddit post just came up, and for some reason I thought of the case of that missing Brian guy. He took a boat from Greenfield and the boat was found a few days later, on a shore not too far from where this Redditor saw the girls.

Think about it.

Take it easy,

Magnum Sized Dave

THE ISLAND OF GHOST WOMEN (PUBLISHED 2015 IN THE COLLECTION, ‘MODERN CANADIAN MYTHOLOGIES’ BY MORTON HOWELL, PURPLE PUFFIN PRESS

Perhaps the strangest Newfoundland tale—even stranger than the Ghost Ship of Witless Bay—is the tale of the Island of the Ghost Women. I heard the story in a small pub in St. John’s. It was late, around midnight, and I asked the locals if they knew of any strange haunted places. They perked up at once, and they all wanted to tell me about a strange island about an hour north of St. John’s.

“If you go by the island in a fog, you will see white figure moving along the beach,” one fisherman said to me. “Aye seen ‘em myself.”

The tale became more intriguing when I asked the men where this island was, and they gave me some general coordinates. I looked into the area and found that none of the islands in the area are inhabited. In fact, they’re all privately owned by governmental bodies—used mostly during the Second World War for soldier training.

“Aye seen ‘em dancing,” said another fisherman. “As if they were havin’ some sort of ritual.”

And a third fisherman had seen them engaging in a sort of ‘witch-like orgy’. He described them as ‘androgynous’. “They had girl parts and boy parts, if ya know what I mean,” he said to me.

I asked more locals about the legend the next night, when I was visiting Salmon’s Cove. One local told me that they believed the island to be inhabited by witches who ‘steal young boys and turn them into girls’.

Sadly, I’ve run out of time here in Newfoundland.

Perhaps during my next trip to the Rock, I will look more into this Island of Ghost Women.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 21ST)

I don’t generally revive ‘closed’ cases. I was ‘fired’ from the case of Brian Ashdale Jr., and so I stopped maintaining my journal on the case, of course. I made a copy of everything and handed it over to Detective Szoczniak, though I’m not convinced that he has been able to make any progress himself.

I wouldn’t normally do this, however the past few months have been quite awful for me. Mr. Ashdale decided to move ahead with a libel lawsuit, claiming that I was using this contract as an opportunity to craft a ‘book’ for my own literary aspirations, which, of course, is nonsense. He demanded that I pay over half a million dollars, so I was forced to get a lawyer of my own, and there is now a court date set. Mr. Ashdale ensured that the lawsuit become public, as some parts of my own research into the case of his missing son had gone public—most notably the accusation that his son may be a transgender or a homosexual—as well as accusations of drug use and criminal activity.

Though, standing by my integrity as an investigative journalist, I am standing by those theories as the strongest theories to explain Brian’s vanishing. I still believe that the evidence suggests as much—and now I feel motivated to prove it—mostly for my own sake, as proving the claims to be true would swiftly end the lawsuit, and furthermore, I could then counter-sue Mr. Ashdale for legal expenses, though I would hate to do that, seeing as he was still ‘grieving’ the loss of his son.

Another reason that I’m reviving this investigation is because an interesting ‘post’ was brought to my attention. A ‘Reddit’ user living in British Columbia was familiar with the Brian Jr. case because it was posted in a ‘Subreddit’ called Real Canadian Mysteries around the time of the lawsuit and whatnot. In the same Subreddit, recently, was posted a story of a sailboat captain who had spotted a group of women on a curious island up the coast of Newfoundland. This particular Reddit user messaged me a link to the story.

I did some research and it does seem that the ‘Island of Ghost Women’ has been posted about online before—and it does seem to be a bit of a local legend around the nearby small towns. I wasn’t able to find much, except for a short tale written in an anthology a few years ago (printed copy included in notes), published by a man named Morton Howell.

Now, I know that it’s ridiculous to put any amount of faith into some old local legend, but is it not reasonable to believe that Brian Jr. could have heard some of these stories? Perhaps he was intrigued by the idea of this island, so he ventured to the island to see if it was real—or perhaps he found out, in some other way, that the island was indeed real…

I feel like I have new ideas with this case, and they may lead to new leads.


CHAPTER 5
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MISSING PERSON REPORT: NICHOLAS WHITBY (POSTED MARCH 2018)

Nicholas was last seen at Greenfield High School, attending his fourth-period class as usual. Nicholas is not known to skip class. He’s always been a high-achieving student, with no known interest in drugs or alcohol.

Nicholas is 18 years old, brown eyes, brown hair, about 5’6”, 130 pounds. If you have any information that can help us find her, please contact her family [phone number redacted].

POLICE REPORT: CASE NUMBER C-10022001 (MARCH 19TH, 2018)

Update in the missing person case of Nicholas Whitby (Case number C-10022001). A boat has been found near Salmon’s Cove, abandoned, containing personal belongings of Nicholas Whitby. A schoolbag was recovered, along with a pair of jeans and a grey sweatshirt. Also in the boat was a detailed map of the Wolf Islands.

A formal request has been made to have the islands searched by air (helicopter).

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 23RD)

I decided to look into other missing persons cases over the past decade. I’ve spent nearly fifteen hours pouring over various police reports from missing persons cases in the area. The most notable has been the case of Nicholas Whitby, who was a similar age to Brian. In the case of Nicholas, a boat was found abandoned not far from where Brian’s boat was found abandoned…

Of course, I still cannot prove that the abandoned boat in Brian’s case actually had anything to do with Brian (and apparently assuming as much is slander).

In the case of Nicholas, the boat was found with a map of the Wolf Islands, which are the same islands where the sailing captain saw those women, and where the locals believe there is an island of ‘ghost women’.

Now, of course, this ‘lead’ comes with many assumptions, but what early lead doesn’t?

I decided to do some digging into the case of Nicholas Whitby, and I ended up finding something that I believe is a ‘smoking gun’ in terms of connecting the two cases together.

I read through about twenty-six different police reports in the case of Nicholas Whitby, and the most striking was one where a pharmacist had last seen Nicholas. In the report, the pharmacist described Nicholas’s appearance, his clothes, and his ‘nervous demeanour’. But more interesting was the fact that Nicholas had apparently asked if he could acquire a large amount of antibiotics without a prescription. Of course the pharmacist told him no. Nicholas then left. Later that night, there had been a robbery at a different pharmacy. The police report didn’t detail what exactly was taken. It simply said, “A large supply of drugs were stolen from locked cabinets.”

So I kept digging into Nicholas Whitby. I managed to find his old Facebook page, still active, though with no new activity since his disappearance. I will spend tomorrow trying to contact people close to him, so I can learn some more about him.

I feel like I’m restarting this case. I feel like I have so much work to do… and this time, I’m not even being paid. But I’m determined to prove my integrity as an investigative journalist. I promise that I’m not just producing tabloid gossip.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 24TH)

Big breakthrough today. I’ve discovered something substantial.

I managed to have phone calls with four friends of Nicholas Whitby. During the fourth phone call, with a fellow named Kyle Smith, I learned of Nicholas Whitby’s Xbox Live gamer-tag, which he also used for his Steam gaming account. A quick search of this name found a number of profiles on various websites, including a profile on a forum called ‘Random Robot’.

The website was a bit confusing, like a cross between 4Chan and an old 1990’s e-forum. Nicholas (assuming it was him, using that same username that he used for Steam and Xbox) had many posts on the website—largely in a thread called ‘How to Get Girls: General’. His posts were very sad and depressing, mostly about being lonely, and about how short guys like him would never know true love.

It wasn’t long before I started to assume that Nicholas had taken a boat out into the ocean to commit suicide, but I remembered the detailed map of the Wolf Islands, and I remembered the strange robbery at the pharmacy, with Nicholas looking for antibiotics (I should mention, for legal reasons, that I am not insinuating that Nicholas robbed the pharmacy. I am just considering it as an investigative possibility). So I kept reading through posts made by Nicholas, and by the people replying to him.

Finally, I came across a post by someone replying to Nicholas, saying, “Post your picture.”

A picture had been posted, but it had since been removed by the website (a black box read ‘picture no longer available’). The man replied by saying, “You would look hot as a girl. Have you thought about transitioning?”

Nicholas replied, “I’ve thought about it, but my friends and family would just disown me.”

My interest was piqued. I kept reading.

“Have you heard of Femboy Paradise?”

“No. What’s that?”

“DM me.” And the conversation ended there. Maybe Nicholas sent the man a direct-message and the conversation continued in private.

I searched that forum for ‘Femboy Paradise’ and found a number of posts by the same user, and by others. It almost seemed as thought he (or she) was recruiting young, lonely men into this sort of ‘cult’. In one post, he gave more details. Someone asked, “Where is it?”

“Newfoundland,” he replied. “You just need to get to Newfoundland and you need to get a boat.”

“Could I swim?” asked one user.

“It’s about ten kilometres from shore. You would almost definitely die trying to swim. Just rent a boat and ditch it. That’s what most people do.”

My heart raced as I read some of these postings.

Then, the biggest breakthroughs came when I saw a post by a user named ‘Austa-Bonita’. It was a slight variation on Brian’s usual online persona. I gasped when I saw that name on the screen. “Is there a screening process?” he had asked.

“There is, but it’s fairly simple,” said the ‘recruiter’. “They will require that you bring certain supplies, to keep the community running: seeds, medicine, bags of rice, screws and nails, stuff like that. If you’re interested, DM me.”

I clicked on the profile of Austa-Bonita and read through his posts. It was definitely Brian. He mentioned in a few posts that he was in Newfoundland. He mentioned in one post that he shared the same name as his father, and that it was sometimes confusing at home. In one post, he even said, “Greenfield is probably the worst place in the world to be a teenager. It’s dreadfully boring.”

And then there was a post, posted late one night, not long before his disappearance…

POST ON RANDOM ROBOT FORUM, BY AUSTA-BONITA (SEPTEMBER 14TH)

Being born a man was a curse. It just seems like men are born to serve women, to pamper women, to make women happy and comfortable. I feel like being born a man is like being born a slave.

Even at hockey practise, they’ve started making us practice with the girls. Of course, that just means that us guys have to feed the girls passes. Our goalies are told to let a few pucks go in. Our coach told us that we have to say ‘encouraging things’ to the girls, though he’s never told us to say encouraging things to each other.

It’s all bullshit.

At school, girls always get priority. They always get to pick their partners first. When school dances come around, we’re expected to ask the girls out, and then we’re expected to pamper the girls and pick them up and do what they want us to do.

I’ve been in three ‘relationships’, though I hate to even call them that. I’ve gone on a few dates with a few girls—let’s just say that—but it ends the same way every time. I just end up looking at them with jealousy, wishing that I could have been born like them. None of them realize how good they have it. They don’t realize how lucky they were, to be born girls.

My big realization came in the bedroom, just the other day. I was with a girl, and at first, I thought that it was great. I thought that I was finally living every man’s dream, being with a beautiful young woman—and she was all over me.

But then she did this little striptease, looking so sexy and confident, and I just lost all of my desire for her. That desire was replaced with an intense jealousy. In that moment, I knew it was all about her, and not about me. I was just there to ‘serve’ her, to give her what she wanted. The expectation was for me to be perfect for her, and all she had to do for me was ‘exist’.

And I looked into the mirror and saw myself, looking so… bland, so standard, so… pointless. She was the star of the show, and I just happened to be the guy in the room. Interchangeable… expendable.

Men exist to serve women. We’re slaves. There is no ‘patriarchy’. It’s all just a lie to keep us going, to make us continue.

One of the girls I graduated with just married some rich 40-year-old dude. Now, she lives in a mansion with a swimming pool and posts pictures of herself in bikinis everyday. She will never have to work a day in her life. She will never have to pay a bill. She will never have to put in any effort to make her partner want to have her.

But we guys aren’t awarded the same good fortune.

Some of you say ‘c’est la vie’, but I refuse to accept some sort of slave fate. I won’t be a slave.

I’m going to leave all of this behind. I’ve found a place where I can be a girl, where everyone is a girl, and even if it means leaving everything behind—I’m going to go.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]



JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 27TH)

Unfortunately, I had to postpone this trip because of a sudden legal matter concerning the ‘libel’ lawsuit that I’m facing. Mr. Ashdale had our court dates changed without filing the proper paperwork (which would have involved my own legal team in some capacity), and in order to appeal the date changes, I had to appear before a judge to make a formal appeal. The judge was an older fellow and he looked over the case and seemed to think that proceeding with a court date at all was a waste of time. He believed that my ‘work’ was unquestionably libellous. When he said this, there was quite a big grin on the face of Mr. Ashdale.

I was tempted to reveal my new evidence. I was tempted to reveal that I was still secretly working on the case of Brian Ashdale Jr., though doing so could have hurt my case longterm. Thankfully, in a last-second decision, the judge decided that he would entertain a court hearing. He looked at me and said, “Your case better be more compelling than what’s been shown to me here.” He reverted our date back to the original date—which is only two weeks away.

With every passing hour, I’m losing time. I feel that I’ve amassed enough new evidence that I would stand a chance in court—though I’m determined to get more evidence. I’ve chartered a boat to take me to the Wolf Islands this afternoon. My camera batteries are charging, and I’ve rented a very long lens, which is usually used to capture photos of rare birds.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 28TH)

I will try to detail the entire afternoon and evening as best I can. I’ve taken hundreds—maybe a thousand—photos to support the claims that I am about to make.

I was picked up at Salmon’s Cove Pier at 1:15 PM. My captain, Captain Richard Crowley, was a lively older gentleman. He told me that he’d been sailing around those waters for thirty years. Right away, I asked him if he was aware of an island inhabited entirely by curious women, and he told me that he’d heard the stories, but had never seen any evidence for himself. “Then again,” he went on, “I haven’t spent much time particularly around the old Wolf Islands. There are bars along the islands, and this particular spot gets foggy; the combination can be deadly. Fisherfolk tend to avoid the area unless they’re particularly keen to catch Atlantic Salmon (I’ve heard it’s a good spot for them), and sailors will sometimes come through here if they aren’t familiar with the terrain.”

He went on to explain that we were going to be moving slowly because of the aforementioned ‘bars’ (which are dangerously shallow areas, where boats can bottom-out unexpectedly). I was fine with this, as I was hoping to make as little noise as possible. Captain Crowley explained that he could quiet the engine for slow cruising around the island.

He also told me that he remembered them searching for Nicholas back in 2018. “I ‘member that helicopter flying around here for three days, making the waters too rough to navigate when they were making them low passes.”

It took about thirty minutes to reach the shore of the first Wolf Island. I very quickly realized how difficult this was going to be. Looking at the map, it seemed like a simple cluster of islands, but there were many tiny islands that weren’t included on the map that I had. Thankfully, Captain Crowley had a much more intricate map, though I couldn’t make any sense of it. He did his best to explain it to me.

While we were cruising to the island, I showed Captain Crowley the Reddit post by the sailor who had spotted the girls. Immediately, Captain Crowley laughed and said, “Who gave this girl her captain’s license? She’s going to get herself killed practising her tacking here, in the wintertime, over frozen shoreline. I wouldn’t trust this woman a dime in her navigation confidence.” I have to admit that he had me a bit nervous in that moment, thinking that maybe we were wasting our time in the wrong area.

I had Captain Crowley take me around to South Wolf Island, where the woman claimed she saw the mysterious white-clad women. We kept our distance from the island. I used a pair of Captain Crowley’s binoculars to inspect the island as we did a slow lap around. I saw no sign of life at all. So I was, of course, disheartened.

There were so many islands, it was easy to believe that the Reddit sailor had gotten her islands mixed up, so we kept cruising around the area. We narrowly avoided one very shallow bar. Luckily, we weren’t going fast enough that hitting it would have wrecked the ship—but it was scary to think that they could be lurking so unsuspectingly around every bend.

After about two hours, we came upon a fantastic island with an amazing cliff face, and a very old abandoned lighthouse, which was now engulfed by vegetation. The captain explained to me that it was abandoned even before he started cruising those waters, many years ago.

I made a note about the lighthouse, writing that I wanted to return to explore the area—though now I know it won’t be necessary.

We continued sailing the islands. The icy shores and snow-capped trees were quite stunning—but that snow was not particularly helpful. It was a cold day, and I couldn’t help but assume that if there was a colony of people living on one of those islands, they wouldn’t be emerging from their dwellings on a day like today. The cold didn’t seem to bother Captain Crowley, but I was starting to feel it in my hands and feet.

In fact, once the wind started to pick up, I was tempted to tell Captain Crowley to head home early. I was cold and beginning to feel a bit boat-sick. The water was rough in spots—but to make it worse, there were large chunks of floating ice that kept ramming the boat, making us rock and sway. Captain Crowley commented on my green face. “If you puke, you know to do it overboard, yeah?” he asked.

I nodded my head. Looking through the binoculars made me feel even more nauseous.

We were close to giving up when I noticed a peculiar shoreline on one of the smaller islands. The whole beach was covered in an inch of snow—except for one area, which looked like a large rock at first, until I got a closer look with the binoculars and saw that it was a fire pit. The snow was melted all around the fire pit, as if there had been a fire there just the night before.

I pointed the fire pit out to the captain, so we quietly pulled closer up to look at the island, and then we saw footprints on that snowy shoreline: lots of footprints, as if a whole crowd had been gathered around that fire before heading back into the woods.

“Could be military,” said Captain Crowley. “I’ve heard of them coming through these parts from time to time, running drills—mostly Navy, doing boating drills, but maybe they made landfall.”

I asked if we could do a slow lap around the island, from a safe distance. We boated over a kilometre out and started the slow process of inching around the island. My nausea seemed to disappear once the excitement kicked in. I kept those binoculars set on that island, and then I saw what appeared to be a trickle of smoke rising up from the trees. There was surely someone on the island.

We pulled onto the shore of an island that wasn’t too far away. It had a tall cliff. Captain Crowley told me he would wait for me while I climbed up to get a better vantage point of that island.

It took about twenty minutes to get to the top of the island. I was amazed by how thick the vegetation was; I couldn’t see through those snow-capped treetops—but I could see that rising smoke. I took many photos.

I had the captain take me around the island once more. I just have this gut feeling that Brian and Nicholas are both on that island. When we got close, I swear I could smell roasting meat. Captain Crowley said he could smell it too. “Aye, there’s someone there, eh. You might be right about that,” he said.

The sun was gone now. The air was frigid. The light from the boat was now surely scaring away anyone on that island from venturing out from that treeline. Captain Crowley told me a few times that it was dangerous to be around those sand bars in the dark, so we made the decision to head back to the pier.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 1ST)

I’m writing this journal entry on the island, and I have confirmed that it is inhabited by mostly (if not entirely) women—or perhaps men disguised as women, or trans-women, or cross-dressers. I write the following pages by hand, as I have not brought any devices (save for my camera) with me which could have been damaged by water.

I should explain the events chronologically.

At 8:00 AM, I boarded the vessel of Captain Crowley once more. With me, I brought an inflatable raft. Captain Crowley tried to talk me out of my plan, but I am determined to prove that Brian is living on this island.

It occurred to me late last night that, if this island is truly being inhabited illegally by some sort of ‘cult’, then they probably take turns watching the waters in shifts. They’ve probably become quite adept at keeping their privacy over the years (knowing that they’ve existed here for at least the better half of the last decade). So I couldn’t simply have Captain Crowley drop me off on the shores of their island. To do so might even be deadly, if these ‘women’ are so determined to keep their privacy.

So I had Captain Crowley drop me off on the shore of the nearby island, where I’d hiked the cliff the day before. I pretended to be a bird photographer as I wandered around the shore. I played this act for a bit over an hour, suspecting that one of the girls was watching me. Then, I wandered into the woods, and an hour later, phoned Captain Crowley to swing around the backside of the island, as if to pick me up.

Then, I spent many hours waiting for nightfall. It was cold. I kept warm with a thick wool blanket and many layers. I occasionally crept up that cliff to peer down with a pair of binoculars that I’d borrowed from the captain. On two occasions, I witnessed human movement in the trees. I even saw a two-second glimpse of a woman wearing a white flowing dress. At least that’s what it looked like. Unfortunately, I wasn’t fast enough to snap a photo as my camera wasn’t out and set up. After that moment, I kept my camera out and set up.

Near nightfall, I saw a woman emerge from the treeline, in one of those white dresses. She had a fur shawl over her shoulders. She was carrying with her a pot, which she used to scoop up some ocean water between plates of crusted ice. I snapped many photos of the woman, and upon closer inspection of these photos, I’m confident that she is not a biological woman; her jawline and brow are quite masculine, suggesting, to me, that she was born male. Legally speaking, I cannot confirm or deny those allegations; I am simply writing a hunch based on visuals that I’ve been provided.

Once it was dark, I inflated my raft. The distance to the island from my own is about three-hundred meters. I must admit that I was quite terrified of the choppy waters in the dark—more so for my camera, which would have been destroyed along with all of the evidence I’d collected so far. I put the raft down in the dark and I started rowing towards a small rocky cove. Cold salty water splashed my belongings, making me even more nervous about the camera. The water was especially rough within fifty meters of the island, but I managed to hold my camera up high enough that it survived the water. Once on the shore, I deflated and hid my raft between rocks, and then I began my search for a safe, dry place to spend the night.

I found a patch of forest, which seems to be a safe place to spend the night. I made a quick ‘lean-to’ with branches. I risked frostbite, scooping up snow to pile onto my lean-to, so that I’m hidden from anyone patrolling around the woods. I’m currently writing this journal by candlelight—and the candle is also, impressively, warming my hands: surely a testament to how cold I am. In the morning, I plan to find their settlement, and I plan to take as many photos as my data cards will hold.
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INITIAL REPORT ON XAVIER STONE, PREPARED BY DETECTIVE PETER SZOCZNIAK (MARCH 2ND)

On February 28th, following an unscheduled court date concerning the libel case against Mr. Xavier Stone, Mr. Brian Ashdale Sr. employed my services to investigate Mr. Stone on the suspicion that he may be trying to undermine the libel case. While I am being employed by Mr. Ashdale (now on two separate cases), I am still a third-party and am in no position to make assumptions of judgements concerning either case. I am, however, expected to produce evidence which may help my client, Mr. Ashdale, produce his own assumptions—and perhaps evidence that can be of some help in his court case, which is scheduled to take place March 15th.

Tracking down Mr. Stone was simple; Mr. Ashdale already had all of his personal contact information, including his home address. I drove to his address (on February 28th) and saw him packing his car with photography gear. In taking photos from my car of Mr. Stone, I was able to see into his home, and saw that he has photos of Brian Ashdale Jr. on his wall as you may expect to see from someone actively investigating a missing person case.

While Mr. Stone was inside eating his lunch, I peered into his vehicle and saw a file folder labeled Brian Ashdale Jr.. I also noted a box from Harry’s Camera Supply, with a red ‘rental’ sticker on it. I phoned Harry’s Camera Supply. I told them that I was a detective and they informed me that Mr. Stone had, indeed, rented a 400-800mm lens—a standard lens used for private investigatory work.

I followed Mr. Stone over an hour out of town. He parked at a pier at Salmon’s Cove and boarded a boat. I have confirmed that the boat belongs to a captain by the name of Richard Crowley. It is worth noting that Salmon’s Cove is where a boat was found on shore close to the date of Brian Ashdale Jr.’s disappearance, and we know from Mr. Stone’s initial reports (given to me voluntarily) that he claims to be of the belief that Brian Jr. had rented that boat with a stolen identity. I should point out that these claims were never proven.

I was unable to follow the boat, though I waited at the pier until they returned, around 6:45 PM.

I placed a tracking device onto Mr. Xavier Stone’s vehicle.

The following day, I was notified that Mr. Stone was travelling northbound, back to that pier. I tried to catch up with him, but by the time I was at the pier, he was already on a boat and out to sea. His car was parked at the pier.

Now, a full twenty-four hours later, his car remains parked at the pier. Mr. Crowley’s ship has returned, but without Mr. Stone. I questioned Mr. Crowley about what Mr. Stone was up to, but Mr. Crowley provided little information. I did begin to fear that Mr. Stone and Mr. Crowley have some sort of relationship and Mr. Crowley may inform Mr. Stone about my questioning—so I kept my questioning brief.

As of right now, I have no additional information to provide, but am hoping to ascertain more information over the coming days, once I’m able to find Mr. Stone.

EMAIL FROM BRIAN ASHDALE SR. TO DETECTIVE SZOCZNIAK (MARCH 2ND)

Detective,

It would seem obvious that Mr. Stone is still working on his ‘book’, and he is still pursuing these ‘lies’ in an attempt to make his story more marketable. I’ve forwarded your report to my lawyers, and I’m looking forward to your next report.

I am happy to charter a boat for you to try to find the whereabouts of Mr. Stone. A part of me is nervous that he’s decided to go and hide from me, thinking it may get him out of having to pay the damages he’s incurred. Please feel free to charter a vessel and send me the bill.

Thank you kindly for your hard work for my family,

Brian Ashdale Sr.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 2ND)

I do believe that I’ve found Nicholas Whitby, though I haven’t been able to identify any individual resembling Brian Ashdale Jr.

I write this entry into my journal from my lean-to camp. When I woke this morning, I prepared my camera, placing it the camouflage camera pouch that I purchased. I put on my ghillie hat and carefully started exploring the island. From the sea, the island looks small, but once on it, you quickly realize that it’s very large.

I kept near the shore for the first two hours of my search, worried I would get lost in the woods and be unable to find my way back to camp. Then, while taking a short break in an area sheltered from the cool late-winter wind, I caught the scent of cooking food. I followed the smell into the forest, crouching constantly, moving slowly, until I found a small hut.

The hut is made of branches, with a stone chimney and a small fire pit out front. As I took photos, I heard the sound of laughter coming from within. It was twenty minutes later when a young woman emerged with a pan. She scraped some food remnants into her fire pit before reentering the house. I will admit that the woman was quite stunning, wearing only a small nightdress, (suggesting that it was quite a bit warmer in her hut than where I was nestled). She had cleavage, so I do believe that she is a real woman.

I saw her friend shortly after (or perhaps partner). They emerged from the hut together and started down a pathway, which I hadn’t even noticed until that point. I waited fifteen minutes before approaching the hut and peering inside.

There were stacks of neatly-folded white gowns, like the ones they were wearing. There were boxes containing food. And on one box was a large array of makeup. In fact, there were more beauty products in the hut than food. I almost didn’t notice the bed, which was small and unmade, covered in various white outfits, mostly made of lace.

I found no documents or pieces of identification.

I followed that pathway carefully, hiding whenever I heard a noise. I moved off of the path when I heard distant voices: many of them, making me think that I was closing in on their ‘headquarters’. Once off the path, another pair of women walked by, heading towards that main headquarters. I photographed these women as well. One was quite obviously a biological male; her shoulders, hips, and jawline are quite masculine, as you will note in the photos. I recorded no audio or video, though I did hear the voice of her partner, and I believe it to be unmistakably male as well, though with heightened pitch, as if trying to sound more feminine.

I crept further towards the camp, smelling food again. Another pair of women passed, giggling as they went. I photographed them. One woman slipped off of the path, saying to her friend, “I have to pee quick.” She came dangerously close to me, so I did not move a muscle. She squatted down, the way a girl squats to urinate in nature, but I saw from my vantage point an unmistakable penis as she pulled up the skirt of her white dress. It was risky, but I snapped a photo, which is a bit blurry, but the penis is quite obvious in my opinion.

It was ten minutes later when I ventured even closer to their congregation, which I discovered was a cluster of huts, built in a circle around a large fire pit, which was actively burning low. Some girls were gathered near that fire, chatting, laughing, wearing their white dresses and fur shawls. I’ve taken many photos of this congregation.

I was fortunate enough to witness an ‘incident’ during the hours that I spied on these ‘girls’. One of the girls stumbled while putting a log on the main fire, and she fell onto her elbow, burning her arm quite badly. Her peers acted quickly, helping her away from the fire. It was only a minute later when a woman, dressed as the others but with her hair tied back and a pair of classes on her face, emerged from one of the structures with a number of medical ‘items’. She tended to the burn with what appeared to be a glycerine, and then she wrapped it gently. During this time, three girls wearing white arctic-style camouflage jackets came up from the nearby shore. With them, they had spears, and on the tips of their spears were fish. Girls assisted in removing the fish from the spears, and the fish were placed on long skewers and racked over the fire.

I must admit that I was fascinated by their little ‘commune’, which seemed to be operating quite effectively.

But I was more fascinated when I heard someone call out to someone else, using the name, “Nicole!” A girl spun around, batting her lashes, and she smiled. “What is it?” she asked.

And at once, I knew that I was looking at Nicholas Whitby. In fact, I took many photos and have zoomed in and looked closely, and there’s no mistaking it.

Though there is one seriously significant point to note: ‘Nicole’ has breasts. When she went to talk to her friend, they traded jackets, and during the trade, her cleavage was quite obvious, and it was not fake—at least, I should say that it wasn’t a bra stuffed with tissues or socks or balloons. Certainly the breast were ‘fake’, in that they were implants.

And her hair had grown, and she’d possibly had a bit of work done to her chin and cheekbones—but there was no doubt that I was looking at Nicholas Whitby. In fact, at this moment, I have my dossier open and I can see photos of Nicholas, and can compare them to ‘Nicole’. The freckles, the birth mark on the arm, the beauty-marks… Nicole is Nicholas Whitby.

This is a massive breakthrough, even if I can’t find Brian Jr. on this island. To be able to prove that I was able to find a missing person following the leads that Mr. Ashdale believed to be libellous… No judge would dismiss me with a found missing person in my canon of evidence.

I followed ‘Nicole’ back to her hut, which was about half a mile from the main congregation. She had an intricate setup, suggesting she’d been there for at least five years. Her hut was more substantial. She had a small garden, which was fenced off and snowed over. She had a chicken coop, made of branches, which housed at least ten chickens. Before going into her hut, she collected a small basketful of eggs. While photographing her ‘property’, another woman showed up and knocked at the door.

Nicole let the woman in. Then, about fifteen minutes later, I heard soft moans. At first, I thought that there was an injury—and then the moans became louder and louder, and I realized that I was hearing Nicole and the woman having sex. I include these details because I believe it is evidence that these people are engaging in orgy-like behaviour, which could be evidence that this is indeed a cult, and if it is a cult, then it is perfectly reasonable to believe that Brian was targeted.

Nicole and her partner had sex for nearly a full hour. I recognized Nicole’s voice saying, “Fuck me harder! Harder! Harder!” That, to me, suggested that her partner was also a biological male. In case that’s not enough evidence, I also heard her say, “Your cock is so fucking big. Holy fuck! It feels so fucking good inside my little asshole!” I will admit that I blushed while listening to them. There was a very, very intense erotic passion between the two of them: screaming and moaning. I can only assume that the sex was, in a way, ritualistic or societal. And I say that because, later, when I was quietly exploring the area, I saw the same woman slip into the hut of another island resident, and I heard the sounds of intense sexual intercourse once again, proving my suspicion that the initial relationship between ‘Nicole’ and her partner was not an act of monogamy, as is often characteristic of cults.

I fear that I’ve not done a great job of describing this island ‘town’; I felt rushed to explain my finding of the lost Nicholas Whitby. So allow me to ‘backtrack’ now to describe this illegal village.

The huts in which they live all seem to be spread out from each other, far enough that one hut cannot be seen from another, except for the case of their downtown area—though I can’t confirm that anyone lives there (perhaps some leader?). All of the huts are made from branches, though I have seen some evidence of tools being used—as well as some milled boards. In fact, I saw an old manual mill saw, like you might see in some Amish village.

From what I can tell, the villagers have roles. At one hut, I saw a young woman cutting shingles from rugged lengths of wood. She had a gigantic pile of these shingles amassed. Many of the huts were covered in these shingles as an extra layer of waterproofing, presumably.

The women also seem to take turns fishing down at the shore, wearing white-and-grey camouflage, presumably so they won’t be seen by boaters.

Inside one of the huts, I noticed a curious stone-and-metal device atop the wood stove; my best guess is that it was a catalytic converter to help reduce rising smoke. It all of these huts had billowing active smokestacks, it would certainly be a matter of time before they’re discovered.

Some of the pathways are lined with stones, and the ones in their main village are properly cobbled.

Their ‘downtown’ area is actually so impressive, I can’t help but wonder how long they’ve been here… maybe over a decade. How they’ve managed to remain hidden for so long, I can’t begin to know.

Perhaps the most stunning part of this society is how happy all of these girls seem. I spent many hours today spying on them, watching them as they interacted with each other, and watching them, occasionally, alone. Always, they seem quite happy. They don’t seem to mind the cold. They’re constantly smiling—sometimes even dancing. It’s easy to see how a lifestyle like this could appeal to a person.

I will spend another day watching them—and looking for Brian Jr. Though even without Brian, I feel like I’ve succeeded in justifying my initial suspicions.


CHAPTER 8
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JOURNAL OF NICOLE STARSHADOW (NO DATE PROVIDED)

Iam not Nicholas anymore. Nicholas… he’s gone. It’s a surreal feeling, and I’m not really sure I’m ready to believe it. I’m constantly scared that I’m going to wake up and realize that it’s all been a dream.

I made it to the island. The island is real. That website, Femboy Paradise, was not just fiction, even though it was disguised as such. I trusted an anonymous user on Random Robot, and now my life will never be the same.

Ah, I’m sorry. I’ve always been rubbish at journaling. Who am I apologizing to? Why am I even writing this journal? I feel like I have so much to do, and this probably isn’t the best use of my time, but I have so many thoughts swirling in my head and I need some way to let them out.

I’m no longer Nicholas Whitby; that’s essentially the name of a dead man. Now, I’m Nicole Starshadow. Starshadow was the name given to me by the High Priestess. I have to admit… the whole High Priestess thing does seem like a bit of a LARP, but at the same time, I think it’s kind of cute. The outfits are cute too. I don’t mind being Nicole Starshadow, even though stars can’t really have shadows, can they? They let me choose Nicole. I’ve always liked Nicole. Sometimes guys at school would call me Nicole as an insult, and I would have to try so hard not to blush.

It’s cold on this island. I suppose I should have guessed it would be with how far north it is. Nobody seems to mind the cold. Erin told me that I would get used to the cold quickly. Did I already mention Erin? She gave me my tour of the island.

Ah—like I said; I’ve always been rubbish at journaling. But I’ve always admired people who keep journals. There’s just something so… romantic about it. Erin actually brought me a stack of paper and some pens. When I asked her what they were for, she just shrugged her shoulders and said, “Some girls like to draw. Some girls like to write. Some keep journals.” I thought it was a curious welcoming gift… and then she left me to spend the rest of the evening in my little home, and I quickly realized that it will take some adjusting to this… oh, I hate to say it already, but boredom. There are no televisions here, no computers. I used to spend so much of my time on the internet. I used to watch a lot of Netflix. I played lots of video games… There’s none of that here.

I knew that none of that would be here, of course; that was part of the appeal, to get away from that junk.

It will take some getting used to… I appreciate the paper and the pens. I actually spent almost thirty minutes just writing out my new name. Nicole… God, it sounds so cute.

Erin gave me makeup too—and a wig, until my hair grows out. She gave me some reading material too: a big book of island rules. I’ve read some of it, though I still have a lot left to get through. I’m most excited about the island’s ‘feminization program’.

I met a few lovely girls. They’ve all been very sweet to me. One girl—I think her name was Danica—gave me a little white bow to put in my hair, and I really want to go and…

[Additional pages missing, if they exist at all]

ISLAND OF APHRODITE NEW MEMBERS MANUAL: FEMINIZATION PROGRAM (UNDATED)

All new members must wait a certain period before they can begin the feminization program. Resources on the Island of Aphrodite are limited. We take precautions before distributing our precious resources, which include hormone treatments. New members are vetted for the first three-to-six months before they are permitted to start hormone replacement therapy.

Hormone replacement therapy is the first stage of the IoA Feminization Program. Our resident doctor will run the necessary tests before determining the proper course of treatment.

In addition to medical treatment, all new members will be assigned a mentor, who will guide your feminization journey. Your mentor will identify your femininity shortcomings and address them as necessary. This will likely include lessons in mannerisms, speech (vocal feminization), and so on.

After one year, new members will gain access to our feminization supply.

After showing devotion to the Island of Aphrodite for two years, new members become eligible for feminization surgeries, including facial feminization, breast enlargement, and so on.

All members who have been devoted for one full year will receive a prescribed portion of what we call ‘Aphrodite Mix’, which is a combination of vitamins and supplements which are known to enhance feminine qualities and reduce testosterone. Some of these supplements are banned in Canada and the United States, though have been commonly prescribed in certain South-East Asian countries for decades.

We do not believe in ‘bottom surgery’ in our community. We encourage all members of our society to proudly embrace their phallic appendage as a female part of themselves.

Our medical team will ensure a safe and effective gender transition over the course of three to five years. The result will be a fully convincing gender reassignment.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 3RD)

The weather is warmer today, so it’s easier to write. A strangely pleasant warm air is blowing in from the west. I received a message from the captain, asking if I’m ready to be picked up, but I feel I’m not yet ready. I still haven’t found Brian, and I’m becoming increasingly determined to do so, even though I feel I have enough evidence to bolster my court case.

My goal was to find Brian; the court case was always secondary.

I slipped into the hut of Nicholas (now Nicole) and found some documents: a single page of a journal, which I assume never materialized beyond that single page (so many start journals and lose interest quickly), and a document from some sort of New Member Manual. I’m putting both documents into this dossier. I also found a substantial container of pills, though none were labelled; I can only assume that they are for the sake of ‘feminization’.

I’ve discovered about a dozen additional huts by following pathways—though I was nearly spotted on two separate occasions, so I stopped my exploration for now, and I will continue in the night, when I have the cover of darkness. I’m hoping to find Brian’s hut…

The ‘girls’ on this island are immensely content. I’ve spent hours watching them as they’ve gone about their chores and their leisure time. There is a fascinating dynamic at play here, given that there is only one single gender in this society—and that gender is neither male nor female by the standards of our own societal framework. Every person here seems to have been born male and transitioned since arriving on this island—though it doesn’t seem to be a full transition, in that they do not remove their penises, as many trans females seem to do in our society.

And perhaps this lack of a second gender has something to do with the lack of monogamy. I’ve now been witness to half a dozen sexual encounters, including a threesome and a five-person orgy. Two of these encounters I was able to see with my own eyes, occurring outside of their hut walls. I watched as one ‘girl’ rested on her hands and knees while four ‘girls’ took turns mounting her and ejaculating into her rectum. Back home, for a biological male to be so submissive would surely be the subject of some ridicule, but here, the more submissive girls seem to be praised in a fascinating sort of way—almost worshipped, as if the act of submission brings them closer to some sort of deity (perhaps Aphrodite?).

I witnessed a cult-like ritual, in which the girls gathered at one of the beaches, facing the Atlantic Ocean. They all put pink bows in their hair and wore tight white one-piece swimsuits. They took turns submerging themselves in the cold water while one of the ‘elders’ stood ankle-deep, facilitating the whole thing in a conductor sort of way, waving girls in and motioning for them to leave. I can’t say that I understood the point of it, as I was too far away to hear anything being spoken (especially with the lapping waves).

I also couldn’t get myself close enough, safely, to identify Brian in the crowd, though I was able to count forty-seven different girls (I could be off by two or three).

I will write another entry to this journal in the morning, after I’ve spent the night searching the island for traces of Brian. I feel confident that I will find him.

AGREEMENT TO SILENCE: BRIELLE MOONDUST (DATED SEPTEMBER 19TH)

I, Brielle Moondust, agree to never speak of Aphrodite Island outside of Aphrodite Island, should I ever choose to leave. I understand that I am not a prisoner of this island and I am free to leave at any time—though once outside of the island, I swear complete secrecy for the protection of the women of this community.

I understand that this is not a legally binding document, but instead a honourable agreement, or better yet, a moral oath.

Signed with the name given to me by the elders of this community,

Brielle Moondust

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 4TH)

I have found Brian; I am almost certain of it.

Now, she goes by the name Brielle Moondust (according to a copy of a random document that I discovered in her hut, which I’ve included in this dossier). I will explain my reasoning for believing Brielle Moondust to be Brian Ashdale Jr.

It was late, but not quite dark, as the full moon was unobscured over the island. I was exploring the pathways when I heard footsteps coming. I stopped and hid behind a nearby tree and saw two girls walking together, hand in hand, giggling. The girls were blushing nervously. I couldn’t see them well, but I took out my camera, now set to ultra low-light settings. I snapped a few pictures at my own risk (the sound of the shutter could get me into trouble, but I decided to take the risk). When I looked at the photos I took a minute later, I nearly gasped aloud when I saw a face with all of the features of Brian Ashdale Jr., now in makeup and a blonde wig. I believe these photos will stand up in court.

According to the island’s rules, Brian is not yet eligible to receive facial feminization surgery or breast enlargement. This particular member of this community was totally flat chested, as Brian would be, and is one of only five or six members that I’ve noticed with such a feature.

I followed the pair to a hut. The woman I believed to be Brian opened the door and said, “Come in,” in a voice that was reasonably convincing, though not entirely. The girls went in, and I heard the sounds of sex for the next hour. It was quite rough, making the walls of the hut sway in a way that would have made me nervous. There were many swear words uttered—or perhaps I should say ‘screamed’, and plenty of moaning before the hut became silent. Then, the ‘guest’ left, leaving who I suspect to be Brian alone. Then, just a minute later, the girl I believe to be Brian emerged from the hut and called out to her friend, “Are you still there? Emily? I think you have my matches! Emily?”

After a silence, the girl I believe to be Brian took off down the path to retrieve her matches from her sexual partner. I used this opportunity to infiltrate the hut, quickly. I found the aforementioned document (or perhaps a copy of it) in a small box. The name ‘Brielle’ is a feminine version of Brian, and the date, September 19th, is just two days after Brian’s vanishing.

This is surely enough evidence to make a court believe my suspicions—and perhaps even enough to entice Brian Sr.

I slept for a few hours and I went back early this morning to watch that very hut. I saw Brielle in the morning light, and managed to snap a few photos. I’m even more convinced now…

However, I’m feeling a curious pang of guilt. Brielle left her hut with a smile on her face. She skipped down the pathway to meet up with her peers for their morning chores. If I decide to take all of my evidence back to the city, then a team will surely come to rescue Brian—and perhaps this whole community will be taken apart.

They all seem so happy, so fulfilled. They are doing no harm to anyone, except, perhaps, to themselves (depending on the severity of these operations and drugs). I’m having a moral dilemma at the moment, and I need some time to process all of this.

I was able to witness another curious island peculiarity this morning: the ‘medical staff’, clad is white dresses like nurses would wear in the early 1900s, prepared a young ‘girl’ for her first surgical operation, which was to take place in a building designed for it. I heard the starting of a gasoline generator, and I saw, through a window, one of the nurses sanitizing the tools. I saw the doctor, dressed like the nurses, explaining the operation calmly to the nervous young woman. The girls of the island all gathered around to share their excitement and good wishes.

My phone battery is almost dead. I need to call for the captain to pick me up before the phone is dead and I have no way to call for a rescue. I suppose this is the end of my stay on ‘Aphrodite Island’. I will head to the eastern shore now and inflate my raft to get to the next island while all the islanders are distracted by this surgical ritual. I will also stop by Brielle’s hut again and see if I can’t find additional evidence now that there is daylight.

JOURNAL OF BRIELLE (NOVEMBER 2ND)

I lost my virginity today.

I’ve never really journaled before, and I probably won’t make a habit of journaling, but this feels like such a momentous milestone in my life. I had sex with a beautiful girl, on my bed.

Her name is Nicole and she’s been here for a few years. She’s not my mentor, but she’s been like a mentor for me since I arrived here—particularly when I went through my panic stage, thinking that I’d made a big mistake in coming here.

Nicole is a bit older than me, and she’s so amazingly feminine. She always tells me that she thinks that I will be super-feminine too, once I complete my feminization. Today, while we were going for one of our usual berry hunts, she reached out and grabbed my hand; she grabbed it in a sensual sort of way, and I looked over and saw that she was looking into my eyes. I stuttered and said, “Really?”

She nodded her head, and then she pulled me down towards my own hut, which wasn’t far away. She whispered to me, “You’re going to be submissive for me.” My heart raced. I will admit that I was a bit scared. The idea of being a ‘bottom’ is just… scary, but they say on the island that it’s the greatest honour to bottom, that it’s the most feminine gesture one can make, or something like that.

She told me to undress, so I did. She got me onto my hands and knees, on my bed, and then she crawled up and pressed her face between my butt cheeks. She began to lick my hole, which felt a bit weird for a few seconds, but then I began to really enjoy it. She giggled a bit while licking… Her giggling put me at ease. She already grabbed my penis and jerked it while licking me, which obviously felt nice. She kept telling me how tight my hole was. “You really are a virgin,” she giggled, and that made me blush. I don’t know why, but I felt so embarrassed.

Then, she revealed her erection. I wasn’t expecting her to be so big. She commented on how pale my face was. “It will feel good. I promise,” she told me. I tried not to clench as she penetrated me. She pushed her long shaft deep into my body, and she was right: it didn’t hurt; it felt kind of nice in a weird way. She pumped me slowly, holding my hips. And I have to admit that I really did feel like a girl in that moment—maybe it was the first time in months that I truly felt like a girl, and not just like a boy in women’s clothing.

I moaned softly, and so did she. I could feel every inch of that cock: every vein and ridge—and her balls gently patting my crotch with each deep penetration. And then, after about twelve minutes, I felt her warm cum. I felt her unloading inside of me in heavy gushes. She didn’t make much noise while she came. I looked back and saw that her eyes were narrowed, and there was a lethargic sort of look on her face as she trembled slightly. She pulled out very, very slowly, so it wouldn’t hurt.

She gave me a kiss on the forehead, and then she helped me to my feet. “We need to find berries,” she said, so we went back to our duties. For her, it was like nothing really happened. But for me… I feel like my life has changed. All of my insecurities seem to be gone. All of my hesitations… and the regret that had been ebbing and flowing for the past two months—it’s all gone. Now, I’m so sure that I’m where I need to be.

I never want to leave this island. Ever. I never want to go back to being Brian Ashdale Jr.


CHAPTER 9
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UPDATE ON XAVIER STONE, PREPARED BY DETECTIVE PETER SZOCZNIAK (MARCH 5TH)

Xavier Stone has returned. I was alerted late in the afternoon on March 4th that his car was in transit. His car went to his house. An hour later, I arrived at his property and saw that he was in his living room, organizing paperwork, presumably for the upcoming trial date.

In Mr. Stone’s vehicle is a deflated raft and a bag containing some food rations. I should mention that I did not enter the vehicle; I was able to see the contents of the bag, as it was left open.

All for now,

Detective Peter Szoczniak

UPDATE ON XAVIER STONE, PREPARED BY DETECTIVE PETER SZOCZNIAK (MARCH 6TH)

My client, Brian Ashdale Sr., has instructed me to pursue my investigation of Xavier Stone more aggressively. He’s asked me to pause my investigation into his son Brian Jr., until further notice. His words exactly: “I need to win this court case. That’s what is important right now.” I should mention that sometimes my morals do not align with the morals of my client, and this may be one of those times. That being said, I am being retained by Mr. Ashdale and must carry out his wishes.

I spent the day following Mr. Stone. He spent some of his morning writing a document, by hand, which is uncharacteristic, as he usually types on a laptop. Later in the morning, Mr. Stone made a trip to the mall. He visited a number of stores and purchased a number of items, all clothing, all female. He took these outfits back to his house and proceeded to close the curtains.

I was able to find an angle from the alleyway where I could see into his kitchen. I caught two glimpses of a blonde woman in Mr. Stone’s house. Presumably, Mr. Stone has taken a break from preparing for court, and is spending time with a girlfriend. Perhaps the trip to the mall was to buy gifts—perhaps a birthday. Just speculation.

After six hours, I decided to pay a visit to Salmon’s Cove. There, I found Captain Richard Crowley on his boat. I asked him again where he took Mr. Stone, but Captain Crowley refused to answer, even when I told him it was an official investigation, and that I am a retired detective of the St. John’s Police Department. His response to this was, “Retired, eh? So when ya say official, ya don’t mean official police business, eh?” And to this, I had no response.

I tried reasoning with Mr. Crowley. I explained to him that I was investigating a missing young man, and he told me that Mr. Stone was doing the same thing; at least he offered that information, as if confirmed my own suspicions.

“Has he found any evidence of the missing person?” I asked.

“That’s not my business,” he said. “I just drive the boat.”

“And can you take me to where you took him, if I pay you?”

He stared at me for some time, and then he agreed. I paid him $180 and he took me to the shore of a remote island. He told me that he would wait for one hour while I looked around. In that hour, I explored most of that small island, save for the high cliff. I found nothing, and can not understand what Mr. Stone believes to be here. Perhaps he was looking for hidden remains? If Mr. Stone has a lead on the location of a body, I would hope he would offer that information to the police investigator.

The bill for the boat trip is included with this report.

UPDATE ON XAVIER STONE, PREPARED BY DETECTIVE PETER SZOCZNIAK (MARCH 8TH, NEVER SENT TO BRIAN ASHDALE SR.)

A stroke of luck today. Mr. Stone took his files to a cafe in Salmon’s Cove. He spent hours working on his case while constantly looking out towards that island that I’d been to two days earlier, with the boat captain.

I sat in the cafe wearing a simple disguise: a hat, fake moustache, sunglasses, etc.

Mr. Stone made a phone call around 2:00 PM. I heard him agreeing to meet with someone, and twenty minutes later, he went out to meet with Captain Richard Crowley; I saw the meeting from my seat near the window. I could not hear them speaking, but I saw that Mr. Stone left his documents unattended at his table. I took the opportunity to walk over and photograph each page using my phone’s document scanner app. I was able to scan much of his dossier, though not the whole thing. I should mention that this was not an illegal act, as the documents were abandoned as far as I was aware.

I spent this whole evening reading the documents, which include photos of a woman who Mr. Stone believes to be Brian Ashdale Jr. I’ve read most of Mr. Stone’s journal and the supporting documents.

I’ve not shared these documents with Mr. Brian Ashdale Sr., though I have, just now, advised him not to continue with his lawsuit based on new evidence. I told him that, with my decades of experience, I believe Mr. Stone would win in court without contest. Mr. Ashdale’s reply to me was simply, “You’re fired.” Therefore, this is the final entry into my reports, as this is no longer my case. I have been contacted, just now, by Mr. Ashdale’s lawyer, who has told me that I will no longer be required to appear in court. I will check in the morning to see if the court date is still scheduled, for my own interest.

I will also briefly write out the rest of this report, in case I am called into court regarding this matter or the matter of Brian Ashdale Jr.’s disappearance.

At 6:00 PM, Mr. Stone gathered his documents and went to meet with the captain on the dock. He boarded the captain’s boat. I fetched a pair of binoculars from my vehicle and drove to a spot on the coast where I could see that island. I watched as the captain dropped Mr. Stone off. I should point out that it was quite far away, so I couldn’t make out much detail.

Once the captain left, I saw Mr. Stone undressing. I saw him redressing in women’s attire before spending a good thirty minutes inflating a raft. He used this raft to travel over to the nearest island once the sun began to set.

My plan was to take a boat out to the island in the morning, to conduct further investigation, but since I am fired from the case, I will not be doing so. I can only speculate as to what Mr. Stone went to do; I see two options.

	1. He is going undercover to find more evidence that Brian Ashdale Jr. is on that island, or perhaps he is going undercover as Hunter S. Thompson did with the Hell’s Angels, in order to write a book.

	2. He has decided himself to join the community that he discovered on that island.



With this, I end my report on the case of Brian Ashdale Jr. by saying, I believe the young man is still alive. I believe him to be on South Wolf Island, which is also known as ‘Aphrodite Island’ by the inhabitants there. I believe, based on the evidence, that there are additional missing persons on the island, including Nicholas Whitby.

I am choosing not to submit this report to an authoritative body, such as the St. John’s police or the RCMP, unless called upon to do so. I believe that, based on the evidence, Brian Ashdale Jr. is happy where he currently is, and submitting this report could endanger his happiness—and that of his father, Brian Ashdale Sr., as I believe Brian Ashdale Sr. is more content not knowing where his son is than he would be knowing that his son is living as a woman in a all-trans commune. This is as far as I will go in making my own assessments and judgements into this case, and I will, again, iterate that my assessments and speculations are not at all meant to be accepted legally in any form or fashion.

THE END


JOIN PATREON



Nicole is releasing a new Patreon-Exclusive book each week.

So far, there are 65 Patreon-Exclusive tales—too many to list here—including full-length novels.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT



JOIN NICOLE C.’S MAILING LIST!

Sign up takes less than ten seconds and requires no personal information. Once signed up, you will be notified whenever there is a new release, free giveaway, epic discount… Oh, and did I mention a free book? That’s right! Get Cheerleader: A Tale of Reluctant Feminization absolutely free when you sign up.

Join:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


ABOUT NICOLE



Nicole is an author of transgender romance and feminization fiction. She published her first book in 2024. She has a friend named Nikki, and despite what her therapist insists, they are not the same person.
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