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THE FEMININE


Sid’s mother just dragged him across the country, to a tiny town in the middle of nowhere called Bear Lake. It’s possibly the most boring place on the planet… until it’s suddenly anything but boring.

A failed suicide attempt has left Randy in the hospital, having strange, vivid hallucinations of some divine female character. The being starts to feed him information, which he feels compelled to turn into a book—a bible, which he calls The Divine Feminine.

Eric has been keeping a secret from everyone in town—particularly from his father. But one day, he’s caught dressed as a girl deep in the wood, by the class weirdo, Randy. He thinks his life is over, but Randy is strangely supportive… more than supportive: downright encouraging—because, according to Randy—Eric possesses the divine.

Eric thinks Randy has lost his marbles, until he starts to experience supernatural occurrences that can only be explained by the cryptic verses in Randy’s Divine Feminine bible.


CHAPTER 1
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Nothing and nothing for miles in any direction—that’s the very first thing that Sid noticed when he looked out the plane window after the pilot said, “We’re about to land at the Smithers airport.”

Smithers, BC… he may as well have been moving to rural Mongolia. Mongolia probably would have had less snow. Worse—this wasn’t even the final destination; this was just the closest airport to Bear Lake—a town Sid hadn’t even heard of before a week ago, when his mom told him they were moving there.

There was hardly time to pack, hardly time to say goodbye to friends.

Then, 18 hours of flying later, they were there, and the reality of Sid’s situation became very… real. “Oh God,” he groaned, sinking into his seat.

“It won’t be so bad,” said his mom—a single mother since before Sid could remember. “You’ll meet new friends and it will be home before you know it.” She had a nervous smile on her face, as if even she didn’t believe the horseshit spewing out from her mouth.

Sid bit his tongue; he’d already gotten into it with his mom when he tried to convince her to turn down the job. It hardly paid a dollar-an-hour more than the job she held back in Halifax. His mom kept insisting that that extra ten bucks per day would go a long way in a place with a very low cost of living. But Sid knew damn well that she was just running away from her ex-boyfriend. She got into this abusive relationship when Sid turned fourteen, and then they had an ugly breakup, just a few weeks before she started looking for new work.

“There’s also the allowance,” Sid’s mom had said, defending her position. “The northern allowance will make our lives so much better.” The Northern Allowance is money that the government gives you for living in parts of the country that are less desirable. A lot of people live off of that money and choose not to work, accepting poverty over having to work a tedious or back-breaking job.

The little twenty-seater plane hit the runway with a thud. Everyone bounced. The plane rocked. An old lady screamed, and they all gripped their armrests, bracing for the plane to tip over and skid against the runway, but the pilot managed to straighten the plane and then engaged the screeching brakes.

“Sorry, folks,” he said with a shaken voice. “A bit of unexpected ice on the runway. Nothing to worry about.”

The cold air was consuming, the moment they opened the plane door; it filled the whole plane in an instant. Everyone scrambled to put their coats on. Sid still trembled, and his mother’s face was white. “You okay?” Sid managed to ask.

But he could sense that she wasn’t shaken from the rough landing; it was the cold that was a shock to her sensibilities; she’d lived in Halifax her whole life, and cold like this didn’t exist in Halifax—not even in the cruelest winter months. Now, it was only November. Back home, there were still leaves on trees. Not here; Smithers, BC was already a cruel winter wasteland.

People ran from the plane to the airport, even though the airport staff warned everyone about ice under patches of snow. They didn’t have the manpower to clear the snow as fast as it was accumulating.

Sid and his mom ran together. They both panted once inside the airport, which wasn’t a whole lot warmer, with frequently opening doors. There, they had to wait a whole tedious hour before their baggage was sent onto the belts.

“It’s not going to be so bad,” Sid’s mom kept insisting; maybe she was saying it to herself and not to her son—because so far, this place seemed like hell on Earth.

Sid gazed around the shithole airport, his stomach filled with dread. The people all looked like zombies: cold zombies in puffy jackets, with rosy noses and cheeks. “Mom, I want to go home,” Sid said, feeling suddenly like a ten-year-old boy, and not at all like the seventeen-year-old that he was. “I don’t want to live here.”

“We sold the house,” said his mom. “And we bought a house here. This is home.”

Those words echoed in Sid’s head, until three hours later, when they pulled up to their new ‘home’. It didn’t look at all like the pictures; the pictures were either touched up in Photoshop, or they were fifteen years old. Now, the little house looked like it was about to blow over. One of the windows was boarded. The other windows were glazed with ice. A screen door shrieked as it flapped in the wind, occasionally slamming hard against the house wall as if it was trying to scare them away, like a baboon pounding his chest with his fist.

“This is the house?” Sid asked, his mouth suddenly dry.

“It’s not so bad,” said his mom.

Inside, there was snow on the ground in multiple places; it had blown in from underneath the baseboards, insinuating some questionable insulation. Before even walking through the home, Sid and his mother worked to get a fire started in the stove in the living room. There was a terrible humidity, making it hard to get the fire started—so before they even checked out the bedrooms, they got into their rental car, drove to a nearby convenience store, purchased a bundle of fire-starter logs, and then returned to the house. They remained huddled around that stove for the next hour, as the house ticked up a degree every few minutes.

“It’s cute, don’t you think?” Sid’s mom asked, gazing around the living room.

Sid just stared at her, wide-eyed, wondering if she was on drugs, or if this was a nightmare that would end at any moment.

“I want our house back,” Sid said.

And then, his mother finally snapped. “Enough, already!” she barked. “I don’t want to hear anymore! We bought this house! Now this is our house, so get over it!”

Sid tensed up. A lump formed in his throat, and he began, for the first time, to truly think about leaving his mom. He would be eighteen in two weeks: old enough to open his own bank account, to rent his own place, to get a job, and to live free of needing his mother’s consent. But he knew it would kill her; he knew the loneliness would eat his mother alive—especially here, in Bear Lake.

“Want to see the rest of the house?” Sid asked, biting down on his tongue.

So they walked through together. The kitchen was in its own room: small, outdated, with peel-and-stick backsplash that was more peel than stick. There was a bathroom on that first floor: a powder room with a very small toilet and a pipe that was encrusted with ice. The sink did not work—but Sid’s mom was confident that would change once the pipe thawed.

Up the narrow staircase were three bedrooms: all very small, all with very low, sloped ceilings. One of the bedrooms didn’t have a window, the other was filled with the junk of the previous owner, but it was the biggest room so that would be the bedroom of Sid’s mother. Then there was Sid’s room: small, with an old bed and a large antique wardrobe. The window looked out at mountains and a lake, which may or may not have been Bear Lake.

There was a vent on the floor, just above that wood stove. Sid could feel the heat coming up. It was about a third the size of his room in Halifax. It was shit, but he didn’t want to make this harder on his mom, so he said, “It’s nice.”

“You think so?” his mom asked.

“Totally. I like the view.”

“It’s your view,” his mother smiled.

That night, Sid heard his mother crying through the thin wall between their rooms. Sid wanted to cry too, but he knew it wouldn’t accomplish anything, so he opted instead to stare up at his ceiling, unable to sleep. When his mom wasn’t crying, it was unusually quiet; not at all something that he was used to. Then, around 2:00 AM, a flash of green made him turn his head to look outside, and there he saw, for the first time, the Northern Lights, in their full glory. The sight was so amazing that Sid gasped in awe and felt something in his heart that could have been compared to a religious experience. Those wondrous green hues dancing in the night sky seemed to be a beacon of hope, a message from God.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad here…


CHAPTER 2
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Eric McCarthy woke up, looked out his bedroom window, and saw a shiny rental car parked in the driveway of the house across the way—a house that had been on the market since he was eight years old (that was ten years ago). The "For Sale" sign was gone. And now, there was a light on in the old house’s kitchen.

“Whoa,” Eric said, blinking a few times.

He took out his hunting rifle (a gift from his dad for his last birthday). Using the scope, he spied on the house. Through the window on the top floor, he saw a young man walk by. The man seemed to be about Eric’s age, which made Eric perk up; there weren’t many guys his age in town... though it would have been ten-thousand times better to see a girl his age through that window; there weren’t a ton of young women in town, and now the competition just got tougher.

Eric blinked a few times again, feeling conflicted. He liked the idea of having a neighbor—and maybe a new friend—but that old house had essentially been his house for the past decade. When he was a little kid, he would go over to the house to play hide-and-seek with friends. As a young pre-teen, his friend group used that house as an Airsoft battleground; they would create teams of four and play out hostage rescue missions, with rules stripped from the video games they couldn’t play because the internet in the area was so poor. Then, as a teen, he would sneak over to that house with friends, and they would drink beer, listen to music, and party as teens do. Eric had two different friends who had lost their virginity on that old mattress upstairs.

“Dad!” Eric called out. “Dad! Someone moved into that house across the road!”

“What?”

“Someone moved in across the road!”

“Who?”

“I don’t know who,” Eric said, and then his dad opened Eric’s bedroom door to look through Eric’s window. He saw that Eric had his rifle out.

“You're a fucking moron,” he growled, and then he snatched the rifle from his son. “You were using this to look at them, weren’t you?”

“So?”

“You can’t point a fucking gun at someone’s house, you twat.” He shoved the rifle back into Eric’s closet, and then he stomped over to the window to peer out. “Well, look at that. New neighbors. Not sure who would be dumb enough to live in that old shit-shack. But I guess with the housing market the way it is, people will take anything they can get, huh?”

Then, Eric’s dad turned to look at Eric, who was now texting his friends the news. “Why do you gotta do that?” asked Eric’s dad.

“Do what?”

“Text your friends everything,” he groaned. “You kids all just need to be connected all the time. It’s weird, to be honest.”

“You would have done the same thing if you had the technology,” Eric said, rolling his eyes.

“We had the technology. Believe it or not, Eric, we had phones. We just didn’t care every time someone moved into some old house. How about, instead of being a weirdo, you go over and greet the new neighbors. Be neighborly. Don’t just be a weirdo in your room, watching them through the scope of your gun.”

“Why don’t you go over and be neighborly?” Eric asked.

“Because I don’t give a shit,” his dad grinned, and then he left for work.

When Eric was pulling out of his driveway to head to school, he noticed the new guy a ways down the street, trudging through last night’s snowfall. He slowed down and looked the young guy up and down. He was short and thin, looking almost like a girl from behind. He was terribly underdressed for the weather, wearing only a thick flannel and jeans. The toque on his head didn’t even cover his ears.

Eric’s heart bounced; he never liked talking to strangers—even if they were his age. He had what a therapist might call 'social anxiety', but his dad insisted that all of that 'mental health stuff' was 'bullshit'. But Eric knew he would feel terrible if the new guy had to walk the three kilometers to school—assuming that's where he was going.

So he pulled up and rolled down the window. “Going to school?” Eric asked.

The young guy slowed down. Now, up close, he looked very young—no older than fourteen or fifteen. He stopped, shivering, his skin pale from the cold. He didn’t answer.

“That isn't your coat, is it?” Eric asked.

The young guy looked down at his body and then back at Eric. “It’s pretty warm—warmer than it looks,” said the young man, but it was obviously a bad lie to avoid embarrassment.

“You going to school or not?”

The young man nodded his head.

“Me too. Get in then.”

The young man hesitated. He was resistant, strangely, saying that he was fine, that he wasn’t cold, that he didn’t mind the walk, but Eric knew that he was just trying to act tough. After some persuasion, the guy got in.

“I’m Eric. I’m a senior.”

“Sid,” said the young fellow.

“You just move in?”

“Yeah.”

“You're not from here though, are you?”

“Halifax.”

“Oh, shit. That’s far. Why’d you move to this shithole?”

Sid shrugged his shoulders.

“What grade you in? Ten?”

“Senior year.”

“You’re a senior?”

“I’ll be eighteen in two weeks.”

“Wait—you look so young.”

“I get that a lot,” said Sid, blushing and turning to look out the window.

“Why here?”

Sid explained that his mom got a new job, but he was pretty vague. It was fairly clear he didn’t feel like talking about it, so Eric didn’t push. He could sense something beyond nervousness in Sid. Maybe depression… or maybe just homesickness. Sid didn’t want to talk about anything. Eric wanted to tell Sid about all of the crazy fun he’d had in Sid’s house before, but it hardly seemed like a good time to tell him.

But now, Eric was thinking about Bristol Murray. Bristol was also a newer student (she moved to town eighteen months earlier). She was blonde, with freckles, and far prettier than any of the other girls in town. There were already four guys fawning over her. Eric had been plotting to ask her out on a date for over a year now, but every time he approached her, his body would tense up and a terrible sense of worthlessness would wash over him. He’d only spoken to her once or twice, about school stuff. With each passing day, it seemed more likely that another guy was going to beat him to Bristol, and as soon as Bristol was 'taken', the feminine prospect pool was quite… shallow.

And this guy looked young, fragile, weak… but he had that 'new guy' appeal. He had a symmetrical face and a decent jawline. He had dark hair, and he was quiet: two-thirds of tall, dark, and handsome. The guys around Bear Lake weren’t exactly stellar competition, unless you’re into mullets and a partner with parents who are also second cousins. “You like girls, Sid?” Eric asked when they reached the school parking lot, which was half covered in snow.

“What?” Sid asked.

“Do you like girls? Or are you into guys? I don’t know—you said you’re from Halifax; that’s a big city. And in those big cities, lots of guys are gay, aren’t they?” He knew he was probably coming across as a redneck, maybe even homophobic (by city-boy standards). But he was asking the question genuinely. “So, you like boys or girls?”

“Girls,” Sid said softly.

Damn. He was definitely going to see Bristol and want to be with her. Now, Eric had to step up his game. He needed to grow some balls and ask Bristol out, before it was too late.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


Randy's parents were dancing—literally—when Randy emerged from his bedroom. He stopped in the doorway and watched as his parents giggled and spun through the living room. Randy pushed back his shaggy blond hair from his face, blinked a few times, and then said, “Uh, what’s going on?”

Then, his beaming mother said, “Five houses in one week.”

His parents were real estate agents; they were the only real estate agents in town. Normally, they would sell three or four houses… per year. That would be enough of a commission for them to live the typical modest life expected in Bear Lake. But now, things were changing. The pandemic had stirred up the housing market. Elon Musk’s internet program had reached Bear Lake, prompting many city people to relocate to the small town to work ‘remotely’.

In four months, his parents had sold almost forty homes—but five in one week set a new record.

“If this keeps up, we’ll be able to retire by the end of the year,” Randy's mom said.

Randy rolled his eyes and continued toward the kitchen; it made no difference to him; his father had made it very clear that Randy was to move out within two months of graduation. “That’s how we’ve always done it in this family,” his father would say. “Adults don’t live with their parents in this family.” He would often boast about how successful and hard-working he was at Randy’s age, buying his first house at eighteen. But without the Northern Allowance, they would have struggled significantly.

While Randy made himself breakfast, he could hear his parents upstairs in their bedroom. His mom's screams and the thumping of their headboard against the wall made Randy feel sick. But this was better than a few years ago when they were struggling financially, and Randy’s dad would take money from friends, exploiting Randy’s mom, even when she wasn’t fully agreeable. Randy vividly remembered being thirteen when his dad got his mom to drink to near blackout, and then an older man would take her upstairs while Randy's dad counted cash in the kitchen.

And then there was the time when Randy was eleven, and his dad did something unthinkable, accepting money for a friend to spend the night with Randy. He tried to suppress those memories; they were too painful. His father claimed it was necessary to survive.

Furthermore, Randy’s father had made it clear that Randy was not welcome back home if he didn't contribute financially once he started working. “I gave half my paycheck to my dad,” Randy’s father would say. “You will do the same.”

But Randy had other plans. He wasn’t going to contribute. He wasn’t planning on moving out after school; he was done with all of it. In fact, he had decided to end his life that day.

The plan was simple. He would go into the woods, find a secluded spot, and use an old gun he had found in an abandoned house. He had tested the gun and saved a couple of shots for himself. He didn’t want to use his dad's gun as it would be too obvious.

With the old handgun in his backpack, Randy made his way into the woods. He wanted to go far enough that no one would find him, so he hiked deep into the wilderness. Despite the cold air, his palms were sweating.

He stopped to cry, contemplating his life and the abuse he had suffered. The idea of starting anew in Vancouver crossed his mind, but the thought of freedom from his demons with the gun was too enticing.

But the gun malfunctioned. After several attempts, it wouldn't shoot. In a panic, he shot once more, this time grazing his forehead but not causing a fatal injury. Bleeding and with no ammunition left, he stumbled to a stream and fell in. The frigid water and the dropping temperatures meant that death was certain, though not the quick and painless end he had envisioned.

After two hours, feeling a presence and seeing the figure of a woman in the misty moonlight, he found the strength to hike back to town. It took sixteen painful hours, but he collapsed on the highway and was picked up by a trucker, who took him to the hospital. The doctors said he would have died had he been outside for just ten minutes longer.


CHAPTER 4
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Sid’s first few days of school were tedious. The other kids looked at him like something much worse than a stranger… like he was an invader. They would keep their distance from him with polite smiles. Even Eric, who seemed so nice that morning he picked him up, wouldn’t really talk to Sid beyond the odd, “Hey.”

But school was better than the hours that came after. Sid’s mom was working at a factory on the edge of town, and now, they had her on the night shift. She started work at 3:00 PM and didn’t finish until 3:00 AM, so she was never home when Sid was home—and if she was, she was sleeping.

The loneliness took Sid completely by surprise. Back in Halifax, he would go weeks without seeing friends sometimes, but he never felt lonely; he always felt like he could see people if he wanted to see them. But now, that wasn’t an option; he just had to kill time in that old, quiet house. He had to stock the fire every hour, or it would become painfully cold. Most nights he even slept on the couch in front of the fire—not because his room was cold, but because the fire would go out if he didn’t wake up every hour to keep the fire burning.

It still wasn’t even December.

Every night, he would pray that life would get better, even though he wasn’t a Christian. He’d always considered himself an atheist, but seeing the Northern Lights made him feel something beyond complete nothingness. He was now certain that there was more behind the veil; but he was no closer to knowing what it was.

It was still hard to believe in any sort of God. Life was too shitty for God to be worth considering—especially now.

So he looked forward to going to school, even though he was a complete outcast. At least things happened at school, even if they were mundane. Nothing was as mundane as keeping a fire burning in an old wood stove.

On his fourth day of school, his teacher (who taught every subject), announced with a sad look in her eye, that one of Sid’s classmates, Randy, was in critical condition in the hospital. Sid had never heard of Randy; nobody had ever mentioned the kid. Apparently, he was found on the side of the highway, hardly alive, and now he was on life support. “It would mean a lot to Randy if you would go and visit him,” said the teacher.

Sid couldn’t help but notice a lack of empathy from his classmates. At first, they all seemed shocked. They gasped. They whispered. A few of the girls looked sad. But by second period, Randy was forgotten, and that left Sid with a churning feeling in his gut.

So that afternoon, Sid decided to hike the two kilometres to the local hospital, to pay this Randy guy a visit. It seemed like a strange thing to do, even to Sid, but Sid couldn’t help but feel like someone needed to go see Randy in the hospital—even if that meant a complete stranger.

Maybe this Randy guy was a total prick. Maybe there was a good reason none of Randy’s classmates had any interest in going to see him. Maybe Sid would walk in and this Randy dude would cuss him out and that would be the end of it…

Or maybe Randy was just tragically unpopular.

The hospital was small—hardly bigger than the strip mall that the local residents called ‘downtown’. When Sid walked in, he got a strange look from the nurse behind the counter. “You are?” she said.

The place was cold. The walls were a soft shade of blue, making the place feel even colder. Sid thought about turning around and leaving; now, this was really starting to seem like an awkward idea. But he bit the edge of his tongue, produced a smile, and said, “I’m here to visit Randy.”

“Randy?” she said. “Are you… a friend?”

“A classmate,” said Sid.

“Okay. And is Randy… expecting you?”

Sid was already used to this sort of reaction; he got it everywhere he went. He was a stranger in a place where everybody knew everybody. And there hadn’t been been any newcomers in ages—until very recently. Apparently, old abandoned houses had been selling—just like the house Sid lived in now. But most of those houses were still empty; the new families hadn’t moved in yet. Sid had overheard a few conversations, like one at a corner store, when he stopped in to buy a Pepsi. Some locals were bitching about from-aways flooding the housing market in town, driving up prices. Sid wanted to be respectful to the locals, but he also couldn’t help but roll his eyes; these houses had been on the market for over a decade and went untouched. If these people cared about their housing market, they would have done something with the many houses that were practically free until recently.

Now, Sid was being led to a small room in the back of the small hospital. There, on a bed, was a young man, with tubes attached to his body in various places, concealed mostly by a blanket. He appeared to be sleeping.

“I should let him rest,” said Sid.

And then the young man lifted his head. “Who’s there?” he asked.

Then, Randy’s gaze met Sid’s gaze. “Who are you?”

“My, uh, name is Sid. I’m new to town. I… heard you got hurt.”

“Who told you?”

Sid thought that was a strange question; it took him by surprise, so he hesitated to answer. “Our teacher. I go to your school now.”

“New kid?” he said.

“Yeah. Well… I just wanted to say hi, I guess. And, uh… see if you were okay.”

“I’m fine,” said Randy, but he looked anything but fine; there was a bandage on his head; his eyes were sunken; his skin was pale.

“You kind of look like shit,” Sid said.

And then Randy started laughing. “Okay, well, I feel like shit. But I’m fine. I’ll be fine. It’s mostly just frostbite. I lost a couple toes.”

“That sucks,” said Sid. “What happened?”

Randy’s gaze turned stark and he looked down. “I went for a walk and got lost,” he said.

“You hit your head or something?”

“Yeah,” said Randy, but Sid knew there was something up. Nothing added up. Based on Randy’s awkward embarrassment, Sid could only assume that Randy had tried to kill himself.

And that probably meant he was going to try to kill himself again, as soon as he had the energy to leave the hospital. “So, uh… are you okay?” Sid asked.

“I said—I’m fine. It’s just frostbite.”

“No, I mean…” Sid tried to think of how to word it.

But the look on Randy’s face suggested that Sid didn’t have to say anything; he knew exactly what Sid had caught wind of. “It’s not going to happen again,” Randy said with blushing cheeks. “It was… a dumb thing.”

“Okay. Good. Because… you know…” Sid awkwardly twisted his foot against the ground. “There’s a lot of shit to look forward to, you know.”

“Yeah,” Randy said quietly. “I know.”

Sid was regretting this visit. Everything about it was so awkward. So Sid checked his phone and said, “My mom needs me home. It was nice to meet you, Randy.”

“You too,” said Randy. And then the awkward visit came to an end—thank goodness.


CHAPTER 5
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Eric drove by Sid; he considered offering him a ride, but the last time he did that, his friends all gave him shit. The whole town was salty about these newcomers, buying up all the vacant land. Eric’s dad even made a strange comment a couple days earlier: “I was going to buy that house for you, when you got hitched—was going to be your wedding present. I guess not now.”

Daniel Craven had also made a comment of disapproval. “That was the party house. And they just took it—just like that?”

Even Eric was still a bit miffed about the sale of the house. That house had been such a big part of his childhood, of his teen years. Now, it was totally off-limits; in a weird way, it did feel like something had been taken away from him.

And there was something that belonged to Eric in that house—something he wanted back… but had no idea how to go about getting it back. It took a full twenty-four hours after seeing the new family before he realized he’d left that haul in the house. “Fuck!” was the first thought that came to his mind.

The day after he met Sid, he tried to break into the house, to get his stuff back, but the doors and windows were all locked. He considered breaking a window, but couldn’t bring himself to do it.

He was losing sleep, wondering if Sid or Sid’s mom had found that stuff yet. It was hidden—but it was bound to turn up eventually. Accepting that it was lost was one thing… but the pictures… he couldn’t let Sid see those.

There was a good chance Sid wouldn’t recognize Eric in those photos… a good chance, but not good enough. That was a small town. Really, it was just a matter of reasonable deduction to figure out it was Eric in those shots. And who else did Sid even know?

“Fuck,” groaned Eric, every time he thought about it.

He needed to get that haul, before Sid found it. It was a Friday afternoon when he saw Sid walking home and decided to pull over and say, “How are you liking Bear Lake?”

Sid just stared back at him, saying nothing. Eric’s heart was racing, wondering if Sid had already found the ‘stuff’. He produced an awkward smile. “Not the most exciting place on earth, is it?”

“It’s fine,” Sid said. “Just… cold.”

“It’s not always cold… We get a good summer.”

Sid kept staring. “Right,” he said.

“Want to hang out?” Eric asked. “I can, uh, tell you about all of the girls. You like girls, right? I’ll tell you who likes who and whatever.”

Sid was slow to respond. “You want to hang out?”

“Totally.”

“Alright,” Sid said, looking around. “I just have to put a log on the fire and then I’ll walk over.”

“Well, maybe we can just hang out at your place,” said Eric, producing another charming smile.

“My place? There’s nothing to do in my place. They haven’t even installed cable yet.”

“That’s fine. I can, uh, tell you a bit about your place… a lot of history there, you know?”

Sid blinked a few times, and Eric knew that he was probably sounding awfully suspicious right now.

“Alright,” said Sid. “But I’m telling you—there’s, like, nothing to do at my place.”

Sid got into Eric’s car. Eric was tense, looking at Sid, trying to determine whether or not Sid had found any of the stuff. Now, Eric was regretting every dabbling with that stuff; it was just… a curiosity. He was just experimenting; every guy experiments, right? Maybe the pictures were too far… but in the moment, he couldn’t help himself. Whenever he messed around with that haul, he would become overwhelmed by something… something that made him act like a different person. In a way, it was like a possession. He knew it was wrong and stupid and maybe even gay—but every few weeks, he would get the thought into his head, and he would just… go over to that house, close the blinds, and⁠—

“So who lived in the house before us?” Sid asked as they pulled up to the house.

“Well, nobody,” said Eric.

“I know,” said Sid. “It was empty for a long time. But who was living there before? They left stuff behind.”

“What stuff?” Eric asked, feeling that cold tension again.

“I don’t know. An old wardrobe… a bed… some junk in the master bedroom.”

“There was a family there; a mom and two girls,” he said. “The girl were teens when I was little, and they all moved to the city when I was, like, six; I hardly remember them. Why? You find anything weird in the house?” Eric bit down on the side of his tongue.

“Nah, nothing weird. I mean—I haven’t really looked, to be honest.”

Eric felt a weight lifting off of his shoulders. “Sorry if you guys had to clean up, like, broken bottles and shit,” he said. “We used to party a lot in your house.”

“It’s fine. The beer smell is still there though. I think it’s, like, soaked into the wood.”

“Sorry,” Eric blushed. But really, he wanted to jump up and down with joy. Sid didn’t know about his stash, and now, Eric had a chance to smuggle it out of the house—at least some of it.

Once inside, Sid went straight to the firebox, which was totally out. “I just have to start a fire,” Sid said, and Eric knew this was his chance. “Mind if I peek around the place? Just for, like, nostalgia.”

“Whatever,” said Sid. Eric casually sauntered up the stairs and then turned towards the bedroom where he kept his stash: Sid’s bedroom. He moved swiftly to the wall where the hatch to the attic access was: a small, narrow staircase that went up to the attic. It was too narrow for any normal person to fit. On the second step was Eric’s box: untouched.

Quickly, Eric unzipped his backpack. He knew he wasn’t going to fit everything, but he had to take the incriminating evidence. He dug into the old box and pulled out the pictures first: images of him wearing women’s clothes, and lingerie. He stuffed them deep into his school bag. Next, he grabbed the adult toys: two dildos that he found in that very house, half a decade ago, in that same hidden attic staircase (of course he cleaned them thoroughly before playing with them). Next, he stuffed the racy lingerie into his bag—as much as he could fit. Then, he heard Sid coming up.

“Fuck,” he grunted. He wriggled out from the hatch and quickly shut the little access way. He spun around just as Sid was walking in.

Sid paused. “What’s up?” he said with a narrowed gaze.

“We threw a ton of parties in here,” Eric smiled, almost out of breath from the suspense of the ‘heist’.

“Yeah… we could tell,” Sid said. He eyed the corner where there was still some broken glass residue.

“Want help cleaning it all up?” Eric said.

“Are you offering?”

“Sure,” smiled Eric. So they spent the next hour cleaning up. Sid explained that they’d basically been cleaning non-stop since they moved in.

“The house was basically trashed,” Sid said.

“Well, that wasn’t just us. Pretty much every kid in town came here to party. You aren’t sleeping on that bed, are you?”

Sid’s face turned white, and then Eric roared with laughter. “I should be getting home,” Eric said. “Nice getting to know you, Sid.” He nearly skipped home, knowing the incriminating evidence was now safe with him.

Eric’s dad came home late, and then left shortly after changing into his hunting gear. “The Smiths want me to take out the coyotes that keep coming for their hens,” he said. “It’s going to be an all-nighter.”

“I thought you already got those coyotes,” Eric said.

“Apparently not all of them.”

Eric waited twenty minutes after his dad left before unloading his haul onto his bed. He needed to find somewhere safe to stash it. The abandoned house had been the perfect place, where his dad would never find it. Now, he didn’t have a decent hiding spot that was out of his father’s reach.

He went down to his dad’s tool shed and fetched a crowbar. He used the crowbar to pull up a board in his bedroom, revealing an eight-inch gap between the floors. He used the house vacuum to suck away the cobwebs. Then, he began to put his secret items into the hiding place.

He paused suddenly, feeling that overwhelming little curiosity. Now, he remembered why he didn’t like keeping that stuff in his house. Whenever he saw it—whenever he felt those soft satins and smooth laces—he couldn’t help himself; it was like some feminine entity possessed him. Now, he was smiling. He quickly stripped down. Sadly, he didn’t grab the wig from Sid’s bedroom, but he had enough.

He put on a small pink romper made of satin. He ran his hands up his satin-clad torso and let out a whimper.

Sadly, he didn’t have his makeup—that was still in Sid’s room too. He could steal it back another day. This would have to do.

He pulled out the silicone dildo. He blushed as he watched it wobbling in the air. Then, on his knees, he pushed the suction-cup back against the wall so it would stick. Next, he began to fellate the toy. That naughty, feminine energy was surging through him, making him tingle all over. He couldn’t understand where this came from.

He wasn’t attracted to men. The thought of being with a dude was downright repulsive. He liked girls. He loved girls. But the moment he was in some little feminine outfit, something overcame him.

He turned around, bent over carefully, and backed into his saliva-slicked toy. He groaned as it penetrated his body. He let it slide in deep—taking every inch before bouncing against the wall. He moaned softly, feeling so girly. He felt a warmth overtaking him: the same warmth that would always overtake him. No—it wasn’t sexual; sometimes it would come before he touched a toy or his cock. It was almost… spiritual.

He focussed on that warm, fuzzy feeling. He let it turn into a blissful euphoria. And for the next fifteen minutes, he didn’t care about anything. Life was so clear and so perfect, and he was so happy the way that he was.

And then he groaned and his flaccid cock began to gush thick cum onto his feet. “Shit,” he mumbled. A moment later, the thumping of his father’s boots made him gasp; his dad was home way earlier than expected.

He tossed the dildo into his closet and jumped under the covers of his bed. His dad opened his bedroom door. “Why are you in bed? It’s only nine.”

“I’m tired,” Eric said, trying not to look too suspicious.

“I need a hand unloading the truck.”

“Unloading what?” Eric asked.

“What does it matter? I need help.”

Eric remained still, clutching the blanket. He was only wearing that pink satin romper. There was still cum all over the floor. His asshole was still gaping from fifteen minutes of riding the wall.

His father stood there, waiting. “Are you coming or what?”

“I’ll be down in a minute!” Eric said. His heart raced.

Finally, his dad turned and walked off. Eric let out a sigh of relief and then quickly changed into sweats.

And that was exactly why Eric preferred to keep that sissy haul in another house.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


Randy spent seven nights in the hospital, and every night he dreamed of the woman he saw in the forest. He was sure that she was there, and the more he dreamed about her, the more he was sure that he was visited by some divine being.

No—she wasn’t an angel. She was something more than an angel. Randy wasn’t sure how to describe that feeling, but he just knew that she was some sort of… goddess.

At first, he thought that she was maybe God herself, but that assumption didn’t feel quite right either. She was more than an angel and less than a god… but she was real.

And she’d saved Randy from certain death. Randy felt her energy when he facing death; he felt her warmth and her radiant aura, which was absolutely feminine.

The image of that woman was driving Randy to the brink of insanity; she was all he could think about. Each night, she was in his dreams, offering a strange comfort without saying anything, like an entity descending from heaven.

These weren’t ideas that Randy could easily verbalize, so he never tried; he didn’t tell anyone about the mysterious god-like woman. He could only rationalize these thoughts in the form of feelings.

He knew that he’d experienced some sort of spiritual event, some sort of divine intervention, but he was absolutely certain that this wasn’t some Christian thing.

His dreams were becoming increasingly vivid and complex. Sometimes, he would wake up from a dream and feel like he’d been gone for days or weeks. Some dreams would leave him absolutely terrified. Some dreams would leave him with intense feelings of all-knowing, that would fade as he roused… but in those brief moments, he felt enlightened.

Yes, this was certainly a religious experience—something he couldn’t ignore. Some spiritual entity was trying to tell him something.

It was a Tuesday when his parents picked him up and took him home. They didn’t say much. They asked him why he was in the forest. Randy just said that he went for a walk and got turned around. His parents didn’t seem bothered enough to question the story. Randy didn’t tell them that he could no longer hear out of one ear. And when asked about the bullet graze wound on his forehead, Randy just said that he fell and hit his head.

“That’s probably how you got turned around,” said his father. “You fell and hit your head.”

And that was good enough for the parents. As usual, Randy’s misfortune was just a minor inconvenience to his parents. Normally, a reaction like that would have made Randy furious, or just downright depressed. They only came to visit twice when he was in the hospital, and they never stayed for more than twenty minutes. That, too, would have made Randy distraught, but now, he didn’t care; he couldn’t bring himself to care in the slightest.

“We have big news,” said Randy’s mom, once they were pulling up to the house. “We’re moving to the city!” And there, on the lawn, was the FOR SALE sign.

“The city?” Randy asked, feeling indifferent.

“That’s right. We put in an offer on a house in Vancouver. We’re moving Friday,” said Randy’s dad. “I’ll keep coming back, of course, to run the business. But I sold another five homes while you were in the hospital—buyers from Vancouver, Toronto, Calgary… these guys have so much money. I got one guy to go in four-hundred over asking—told him there were other bids coming in. Eighteen-percent commission. Can you believe that?”

“Okay,” said Randy. He really didn’t care.

Now, his dad looked frustrated by his son’s lack of enthusiasm. “We’re rich, Randy. I’ve cleared over one-hundred grand in commissions in a week.”

Okay,” Randy said again.

Then, his father struck him on the side of the head. Usually, that would have made Randy furious; maybe he would even hit back. Now, he just accepted it, blinked a few times, and said, “I’m not going to Vancouver. I’m going to stay here.”

His parents were silent. They stared at him, thinking he was bluffing, before saying, “Why?”

“I want to stay here.”

“Why?”

Randy shrugged his shoulders. He knew that he was meant to stay there; he knew that the goddess wanted him there, for some reason that he didn’t yet understand. He couldn’t rationalize it with words, but he understood it on some sort of deeper level.

“You’re coming with us,” growled his father. “It’s not up for discussion.”

“I’m eighteen. I don’t have to go anywhere. But thank you for the offer.”

“The house is going to be sold by the end of the week. You aren’t staying here.”

“Okay.”

“Where are you going to stay, Randy?” asked Randy’s mother.

Randy just shrugged. He looked out towards the forest, feeling some strong, mystical sort of connection to the landscape.

“You’re such a little shit. You’re just obsessed with… ruining everything,” his father barked. “Fine. You want to stay here and be homeless? Go for it. Be homeless. I don’t give a fuck anymore. Since the day you were born, it’s been all about you--well not anymore. You’re not stopping us from moving to the city.”

“Okay,” said Randy. Then, Randy’s father spat on Randy’s face, but Randy didn’t flinch. It didn’t matter. There were more important things happening in the universe. This was inconsequential.

His parents were stunned. His father was furious—so furious that he told his son to pack his things and find somewhere else to go for the night. Randy didn’t fight it. He took a bag, grabbed some clothes, a toothbrush, a stick of deodorant, and he took off.


CHAPTER 7
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Sid wasn’t quite sure what to do when Randy appeared on his doorstep, asking if he could stay the night. He’d only met Randy once, very briefly, in the hospital—and the only thing he knew about Randy was that Randy failed to kill himself.

“Um,” Sid said, looking around.

“You can say no,” Randy said. His skin was pale. He looked weak after spending a week in the hospital. Sid couldn’t really say no, because there was a good chance Randy would die from exposure if Sid said no.

So Sid let Randy in. He stood there, awkwardly, scratching at the back of his head. “You can sleep up in my room,” Sid said. “I, uh, usually sleep down here, to keep the fire going.”

“I can do that if you want,” Randy said with a dull look on his face.

“It’s fine,” Sid said. “I’m kind of used to it.”

“I don’t know if I’m going to sleep anyway, so I can just do it. Thanks, Sid. I’ll try to stay out of your way.”

Sid couldn’t help but notice the newer bruise on Randy’s cheek. It hadn’t been there before. But he chose to say nothing about it; maybe it had something to do with Randy’s sudden appearance on his doorstep.

Sid was a bit nervous about Randy being in the house; he’d overheard some chatter at school over the past few days, since everyone found out he was in the hospital. Randy had, apparently, gotten into some trouble in the past: stealing from school bags, snatching small things from gas stations and convenience stores. There were also some rumours of him being caught with a girl who was passed out from drinking.

But still, Sid felt bad for the young guy, so he got him a pillow and a blanket. “We’re still waiting for our stuff,” Sid said. “The moving truck got stuck around Prince Rupert, because of the ice. They delayed the delivery until further notice. So we’ve just been living off of the few things we were able to pack into the little U-Haul we drove here.”

Randy just nodded his head. “Are there any chores I can do while I’m here? Aside from keeping the fire going?”

“Um… no,” Sid said. And then, Sid excused himself to use the bathroom. He tried to call him mom from the bathroom, but his mom’s phone was off. So he left a message. “Hey mom. Uh, a kid from school is spending the night on our couch. Don’t be freaked when you see him here.”

Then, he went back to Randy, told him that he was tired and needed to sleep, and then he went to sleep. He woke up around 2:00 AM, feeling a bit nervous, so he went down to make sure Randy wasn’t doing anything unsavoury. A nervous part of him was worried he was going to find the living room empty—his mom’s laptop gone, along with her little purse that she always left on the stool by the kitchen. But Randy was still there. He wasn’t asleep; instead, he was sitting up, cross-legged, palms facing up, arms reaching out. It was like a strange meditative position.

Sid thought about interrupting, to ask what the hell he was doing. It almost looked as if he was trying to channel some sort of ghost, like he was conducting a seance.

Sid went back up to his room. Then, in the morning, as the sun began to seep across the snowy landscape, he looked out his window and saw Randy standing by the trees, staring into the woods, arms extended slightly at his sides. “What the fuck is he doing?” Sid whispered.

Randy asked if he could stay for a few more nights. Sid checked with his mother before agreeing.

Randy seemed… off. He was constantly meditating. At night, he would sleep for only an hour or two, and during that time, he would have intense dreams that would leave him yelling and screaming. It was hard to understand what he was saying, but Sid could always make out something about some girl.

Sid thought about asking Randy what any of it was about, but there didn’t seem to be an appropriate way to ask. Maybe it was just safer to let Randy do his thing… alone, uninterrupted.

Then, one day, Randy started to ‘repay’ Sid’s family—specifically, Sid’s mother. Sid saw Randy downtown one day, panhandling outside of a grocery store. That night, Sid came home to find Randy in the kitchen, preparing an intricate meal for Sid’s mother—and only Sid’s mother: a pasta dish for one, and a bottle of wine—with a slice of cheesecake from the local bakery. Sid’s mom tried to insist that Randy eat something too. “You’re awfully thin,” she said.

“It’s for you,” Randy said with glowing eyes.

And now, Sid was beginning to worry that Randy had some strange obsession with his mother. Sid remembered the rumours of Randy being with a drunk woman, so he kept an eye on Randy, making sure Randy wasn’t slipping anything into those drinks for his mother.

But it was more than just preparing meals. Randy cleaned everything. He acted like a slave at times, working for hours to make the house nice for Sid’s mother. He would make her bed for her, clean her sheets, scrub the toilet in her bathroom. He went out and bought her a new perfume. One day, he went out and bought for her a brand new gown: white with lace trim. It was semi-transparent, and Sid caught Randy laying it out on his mother’s bed. “What the fuck are you doing?” Sid said, no longer comfortable with any of this nonsense. “Did you buy my mom lingerie?”

“It’s not lingerie,” Randy said with a blank stare. “I saw it. It’s so… angelic.”

“You need to knock this shit off—now. You’ve been a total creep with my mom, dude. I’m sorry. I’ve tried to keep my mouth shut about it, but it’s just… it’s gotten weird.”

Randy stared at Sid, almost looking like some lost puppy. His gaze was inward, as if he was thinking about something completely different, as if he wasn’t even paying an ounce of attention to Sid.

“You aren’t going to date my mom, dude. She’s not into guys her son’s age.”

“I don’t want to date your mom,” Randy said.

“Then what the hell are you doing? Cooking for her was weird enough. Cleaning her bedsheets—that was a bit far. But lingerie?”

“It’s a gown,” he said. “I saw it, and it made me think of a goddess.”

“My mom isn’t a goddess, you weirdo!” Sid snapped.

Randy’s eyes narrowed. “But she is. She has the Divine Feminine in her. I—I worship your mom.”

A chill ran down Sid’s spine. “O—Okay,” Sid said. “I think that’s… that’s enough. I think you should move out. Find somewhere else to live, man. This is just… weird. I mean… stay the night if you have nowhere to go… but in the morning, pack up and go.”

“That’s fair, Sid,” he said with a strangely calm voice. “I understand. Maybe I’m coming on a bit strong. I just…” He took a deep breath. “When I was out in the woods, I saw this… creature.”

Sid paused. He was sure that Randy was insane, but he was curious to hear what he had to say.

“It was a feminine creature—like an essence, of all the feminine energy in the world. I know that sounds weird, but it came to me, and it… saved me. And it’s been coming to me at night. I can talk to it when I meditate. I know it all sounds so strange—but it’s true. And when I worship it, the energy gets stronger, and I know that I’m following my path.”

Sid felt his face turning pale. Randy was insane.

“I get that I sound crazy… I get that. It sounded crazy to me too, for a long time. But I’ve had time to process it, and… I think I’m really starting to understand it. I’m starting to understand what she’s trying to teach me.”

“Who? Who’s trying to teach you? My mom?” Sid asked.

“No. The Divine Feminine,” said Randy with that blank look on his crazy face. “If you want me to leave, I’ll leave. It’s no problem, and I understand. Thanks for letting me stay here, though. It really means a lot. I probably would have died had I had to spend those nights outside. I have somewhere I think I can go now; my uncle just left for Montreal; he goes every winter. I know where he keeps his spare key. I’ll stay there.”

“Alright…” said Sid.

Sid moved out the next morning. Then, an hour after he left, Sid’s mom came downstairs, wearing her new gown. She had a beige slip on under, so it wasn’t inappropriate.

“Why are you wearing that?” Sid asked.

“Because it’s nice. It’s a beautiful gown,” she said. “Where’s Randy?”

“He left. He went to live with his uncle.”

“Oh. I didn’t get to thank him for everything. You’ll have to have him back sometime. He’s such a sweet boy.”

Sid bit down on his tongue, trying not to spurt out all of Randy’s crazy behaviour. Sid was just happy that Randy was gone; Randy gave Sid the creeps. With each passing day, Randy had become more strange than the day before. On his last night in their house, he didn’t sleep (as far as Sid knew). He’d stayed up all night writing thoughts down on sheets of paper. When Sid went down for a glass of water around 4:00 AM, Randy’s stack of notes was over one-hundred pages tall, and still growing.

Maybe it was a suicide note. Maybe it was some sort of manifesto. Maybe it was just the written ramblings of a crazy person.

Sid wondered if Bear Lake had driven Randy to insanity. The place was so forlorn, so desolate, so cut off from the rest of the world. Sid could see himself going mad in a place like that.


CHAPTER 8
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Eric knew he needed to throw those clothes away. He knew that he needed to get them out of his life. He knew he needed to resist those stupid urges whenever they came upon him.

The urges wouldn’t come if he kept himself away from those clothes, which were hidden under that floorboard. But sometimes he would walk by a beautiful girl in the street, and the sight of her would make those urges manifest. It was almost like a girl’s feminine energy could jump off of her and infect him, like some sort of airborne disease.

But days could go by where he wouldn’t be around any women, and it wouldn’t be a problem. He could just live his life normally, with no taboo thoughts of dressing up like a girl.

One day, on the way home from school, he stopped at a stop sign and noticed a U-Haul truck parked at one of the old houses, which had been abandoned for at least ten years. There was a family moving in: two older boys and two young girls—one about sixteen, the other fourteen.

Eric stopped to eye the older girl, who was wearing a fashionable fur-lined winter jacket and skintight black leggings. On her feet she wore fur-lined moccasin-style boots. She was a fashionable girl, with long straight blonde hair and thick eyeliner. She turned and saw Eric stopped at the stop sign. Normally, Eric would have panicked and driven off, but in that moment, his confidence was abnormally high. He smiled and nodded his head, and she smiled back.

For a moment, he felt good. He felt a surge of confidence. He knew he was one of the more attractive dudes in town. This chick was hot—hotter than the average girl in Bear Lake. Maybe this surge of newcomers wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

He drove off, but now, new thoughts were entering his head. He thought about that girl’s outfit, and suddenly remembered that there was something similar in Sid’s house: a crop-top jacket with fur-lined sleeves and a fur hood in the old wardrobe. It was a cute little number, and there was a pair of black tights in that hideaway in Sid’s room.

So Eric pulled up to Sid’s place and knocked on the door. Sid was home, thankfully. “You know Cassie?” Eric asked.

“Cassie? No.”

“She’s in the eleventh grade,” Eric went on. “She used to party here with us. Sometimes she would crash here.”

“Oh. Alright,” Sid said, looking confused.

“She said that she left an old coat here, and asked if I would grab it for her. You don’t mind, do you?”

Sid shrugged his shoulders, and then he let Eric in. He didn’t even follow Eric upstairs, giving Eric some freedom to grab a few different things, including his old blonde wig.

He filled his bag from the hideaway before going to the old wardrobe and finding the fur-lined coat. There was even a pair of fur-lined moccasin boots, so he grabbed those as well, and his old makeup kit. “Thanks a lot, buddy,” Eric said.

“Alright,” Sid said. “At some point, we’re going to be getting rid of all the stuff left here. As soon as our moving truck gets here, we’ll need the space.”

“I’ll let the others know,” Eric smiled. “We’ll come and clean the place out for you.” He winked, heart racing.He was going to need somewhere to stash all of those outfits. That was something he could figure out later. Now, he just wanted to put some feminine clothes on his body.

But he knew his dad could come home at any moment. The weather was unusually mild, so Eric grabbed a big coat and set off into the woods behind his house. He hiked for ten minutes before feeling isolated enough. Then, he started to get himself dolled up. He opened up his makeup mirror. He put on his wig. He drew on eyeliner, brushed on some shadow and some blush. He carefully applied some red lipstick, and then he undressed, getting naked in that cold snowy forest before pulling up the black tights. He put on a black lace bra with silicone inserts before putting on a light black crop top. Finally, he put on the boots and the coat. He stood up, smiled, and just… felt good.

He received a peculiar amount of satisfaction and joy from transforming himself like that. He felt sexy, cute, beautiful—and a dozen other synonyms. He just felt so right, feeling that familiar warm, fuzziness washing over him.

He spun around before kicking back his leg with a little feminine kick. Then he noticed the person standing there, staring at him with wide eyes.

He gasped and nearly fell back before freezing up with terror.

He knew the man: Randy, still with a bandage on his head from his brush with death.

He wanted to beg Randy to keep his mouth shut about this. No—not beg… plead. He wanted to drop to his knees. He would do anything… if he could just break free from his paralysis.

“You’re…” Randy said. “You’re so… feminine.”

It was a strange thing to hear, taking Eric totally by surprise. “W—What?” he said softly.

“You have the energy—the Divine Feminine. You—You’re divine.”

Eric was stunned into silence—and even more stunned when Randy fell to his knees. The scruffy blonde was just staring at Eric with beaming eyes. “Don’t tell anyone about this,” Eric managed to say softly, his voice hardly a broken whimper.

“You’re perfect,” Randy said. “The Divine Feminine took me here, and you’re here…”

Eric was confused. Was Randy screwing with him? Was he just stretching out this torture for his own satisfaction?

“Please don’t tell anyone about this,” Eric said. He considered inventing a lie—something like, ‘I’m just practicing for a play’, but he knew Randy wouldn’t buy it. “Please.”

“I won’t tell a soul,” Randy promised. “Anything for you. You’re so… perfect. You’re beautiful. Of course! It just… It makes sense. The Divine Feminine is… in all of us.”

Now, Eric was confused by the nonsensical ramblings of his mad classmate. He’d heard some rumours about Randy going mad, and maybe they were true; maybe Randy had lost his mind, and that’s why he wandered out into the forest and almost died.

But Eric couldn’t pause to think about his classmate’s apparent insanity; he had to focus on his preservation. If his classmates at school found out about his little ‘hobby’ (or maybe it was more like an addiction than a hobby), his life would be over; no girl would ever consider going out with him; word would inevitably reach his father, and his father would almost certainly disown him. The consequences were potentially catastrophic. “You cannot tell anyone,” Eric said again.

“I would never do anything to hurt you,” Randy said with those beaming eyes.

Eric had to take a moment to try to figure out if Randy was being honest, or if he was screwing around; maybe this amused him. The look in his eye seemed genuine… but why wasn’t he laughing? Why wasn’t he mocking Eric? Had it been anyone else, Eric would certainly be ruined…

And that begged the question: why was Randy there in the first place? Eric had wandered out into the woods—not following any trail, not in any public park. He hiked out more than half a mile, to a completely isolated spot. Randy must have been spying on him. “Why were you following me?” Eric asked, now pulling the jacket off so he could change into his regular clothes and put a swift end to this humiliation.

“I wasn’t following you,” Randy said. “She led me here.”

“Who?” Eric hissed, now pulling the tight crop top over his head.

“The Divine Feminine energy—the one that’s inside of you.”

“Cut out the bullshit, Randy!” Eric barked. Eric was not a violent person, but the thought of smacking Randy over the head with a rock did cross his mind; it would have been a solution to this whole conundrum. They were far enough out that hiding the body would have been simple; coyotes would come for it before a search party was even an idea in anyone’s head. Everyone in town already knew that Randy had tried to kill himself once…

But Eric couldn’t imagine hurting a person, even a weirdo stalker like Randy. “Tell me why you were following me,” Eric said, trying to calm himself down; he knew that he had to keep Randy calm. If he pissed Randy off, Randy had more than enough ammunition to ruin Eric’s life.

“I told you: I wasn’t following you. I was meditating, in my uncle’s yard, and then I felt this… pull. She was telling me to walk into the woods, so I did. I followed her warmth. Then, I found you.”

Eric groaned. “I’m serious, Randy: don’t mess with me.” Eric paused and tried to think if he could come up with any ammunition of his own: some sort of leverage to use against the class loner… but he couldn’t think of anything. “Did you come out here to try to kill yourself again?”

Randy’s face turned white. Eric knew he’d touched on a sore subject, and now, he couldn’t help but feel guilty. “Sorry,” Eric said quickly.

“It’s fine,” Randy said. “But I’m not going to try to kill myself again—not after she saved me.”

“Who saved you?” Now, Eric was turning his back to Randy so he could shimmy out from those tight black leggings.

“I told you: The Divine Feminine.”

“Who’s that?” Eric asked with a groan.

“She’s the essence that imbues life with beauty.” Randy said it with a completely serious look on his face.

Eric pulled up his jeans. “Are you in a cult, Randy?”

“It’s not a cult; it’s real. And this here was proof; it was a divine feminine miracle; she led me to you. And how else can you explain it? I was there, a mile away, meditating on the feminine energy, and then I feel a pull that brings me to you. It’s real, Eric. And she’s in you. Maybe she’s in everybody to some degree—I don’t know—but I know that she’s in you; she’s powerful in you, and you’re powerful in her.”

“You’re freaking me out. Just admit that you were following me.” Eric grabbed his coat and zipped it up to his chin.

“I’m telling you the truth.”

“You shot yourself in the head, didn’t you?” Eric said. “And you probably scrambled your brain.”

Now, Randy lowered himself to his knees.

“What are you doing?” Eric asked.

Randy lowered his head and closed his eyes. He appeared to be… praying.

“Stop it,” Eric said, looking around.

“I can’t help it,” Randy said. “I—I have to worship you. It’s… my religion.”

“Stop,” Eric said. “You’re being a weirdo, and it’s… weird. Get up.”

Randy wouldn’t get up, so Eric just grabbed his back and left. As he walked, he dug some wet-wipes from his bag to clean the makeup off of his face before he reached town. He kept looking back, to make sure Randy wasn’t following him. The whole encounter left Eric feeling awkward and uncertain.

Maybe Randy was screwing with him; maybe he was going to tell everyone. That was one scenario. The other possible scenario was: Randy was telling the truth, he really was a wacko.

And what if Randy was telling the truth? What if he really was part of some wacko religion?

What if he was telling the truth about coincidentally stumbling onto Eric in the woods? If that was true, then there was a big mystery to be explained.

His neck was sore by the time he reached his house, from constantly turning to look back, to see if Randy was pursuing him. The very first thing he did once inside was close the curtains, and lock the doors. He hid his stash under the old floorboard, and used a textbook to knock the nail down into its hole. He peeked out the curtains, to see if Randy was there, stalking his property. Then, he checked his phone, to see if the ‘news’ had gotten out on social media. His heart raced and a nausea swelled in his gut.

He knew that he should have gotten rid of that stuff long ago. He knew it would bite him on the ass if he insisted on keeping it.


CHAPTER 9
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Randy’s heart was racing. He’d been half-convinced for almost two weeks that he was losing his mind. He’d been worried that his ‘visions’ had been part of some psychosis. And then the endless stream of writing that he’d been strongly inclined to write down… he had no idea where those thoughts were coming from, but he’d half-expected they were from madness…

But not anymore. Now, he had a ‘miracle’ to prove that there really was something supernatural at play. He’d been in his uncle’s backyard, eyes closed, palms facing up. Whenever he did that, he could feel a sort of warmth, and the more he focussed on that warmth, the stronger it would become. Then, he would see images in his mind: images of women. They weren’t pornographic images, but sometimes the women were naked. He called that warmth ‘the Feminine Energy’.

Sometimes, that Feminine Energy would urge him to walk in a certain direction; he’d followed it before, but something would distract him and steal away his focus, and then he would lose that trail. But this time, he managed to stay in that half-state of meditation as he walked into the woods; he walked for thirty minutes, taking slow steps, until he found Eric, all dolled up, radiating an intense energy: so intense that Randy could see it, like a coral-coloured glow. He’d seen that glow before, coming off of biological women; he’d never been sure if the glow was real or part of some psychosis—but psychosis couldn’t explain him finding Eric in the middle of nowhere.

Now, he had to believe everything; he now had tangible proof: an experience that could not be explained in any other way; even coincidence seemed completely out of the question. Showing up at school in the same shirt as another student—that’s a coincidence. Feeling drawn to a feminine energy in the forest, and then finding a feminine individual radiating feminine energy, way out in the middle of nowhere… that’s no coincidence.

Randy received a text-message later that night. “Please don’t tell anyone about today.” It was from Eric.

“I won’t,” Randy replied back. He felt bad; Eric didn’t trust him, and it was clear that Eric was sick with uncertainty. Of course the other students wouldn’t understand; they would mock Eric, and maybe even drive him to suicide. But Randy understood; he understood the power of the feminine energy—and after seeing Eric, all dolled up, he understood it on an even deeper level.

“It’s in all of us,” he whispered under his breath, and then he began to consider the idea that the energy wasn’t just in people, but maybe in things too—maybe in ideas, maybe in language. He went to his pile of writing and began to flip through pages. He’d written all of those pages: hundreds and hundreds of pages, information that came from nowhere, which he’d felt painfully inclined to write out. Most of those paragraphs were written like riddles, like strange poems. Some of those poems made sense when he really spent time thinking about them. Others (the majority of them) were total mysteries.

Now, he was reading something he wrote.

Reaching fast with opened arms
And open legs, anima or animus
Fertility, phallus or a vagina…
The power is just the same.



It was certainly one of the more obscure pieces he’d written, but now… it made sense. The Divine Feminine had written those words, through him, to tell him something important: that the Divine Feminine exists in everyone.

He read through more of that page…

In the silence of the moon's shadow,
Beneath her silvered gaze, we find our reverence,
The cradle of life, a chalice deep⁠—
Whence all waters of the world weep. She’s here.
Veiled in the enigma of twilight's embrace,
She who binds the tides with a glance,
Her dance weaves the threads of existence⁠—
In her step, the cosmos’ cadence. She’s here!
From the womb of the cosmos, a whisper,
Carrying the breath of creation,
Through her, the essence flows, unfettered⁠—
A testament to the genesis of nations.
Beautiful flowers, everywhere.
Upon the altar of the earth, coral glow,
A bastion of the ebb and flow,
In her palm rests the pulse of time⁠—
From her touch, life's river flows from her vaginal opening.
Hark the herald of the divine feminine,
Where intuition transcends the scribed line,
In her eyes, the mysteries written⁠—
Keeper of the sacred, the arcane divine.



And another verse caught his eye now.

Worship she who glows brightest!
Despite intone or phallus…
Worship the glow to make it brighter,
Make her feel like a woman.
Make her know she’s sexy, make her know she’s divine,
And usher in a new age, a divine age.
Worship her until it’s too bright to see.



Randy knew that this particular verse was written for this particular moment. It made so much sense. The Divine Feminine was telling him exactly what he now needed to do: he needed to worship Eric the way that he worshipped Sid’s mother before him.

I’ll show you the fruits of your toil,
And you will know that it is me, your Divine Mother, my Divine Daughter⁠—
Blessed with riches and worldly powers,
And honeydew fruit and beautiful flowers.



Randy’s heart beat fast. He knew to trust the Divine Feminine; she saved his life and proved to him that she was real—but still, he felt very awkward now, thinking about how he was going to do this. How could he make Eric feel like a beautiful woman? How could he make him feel… sexy? Eric would probably drop dead if Randy so much as brought up what Randy saw—so Randy was going to have to be clever.

He needed to be discreet.

He had to do it, because it was a task given to him by the Divine Mother. She saved his life, and now he had to pay her back. The very next day, he hitchhiked to Smithers where he spent the day panhandling. He chose not to eat, not wanting to spend a dime on himself. Every dollar that was handed to him through a car window was going to be for Eric.

“Don’t spend it on drugs,” said one man, handing him a twenty. “I’m serious. If I find out you spent this on drugs…”

“I won’t,” Randy smiled.

People were unusually generous, and Randy knew that the generosity was being beamed into them by the Divine Feminine, aiding Randy with his work. In twelve hours, he amassed over two-hundred and fifty dollars. He took the cash to the mall. He bought a beautiful white dress. He bought a soft nightgown. He bought a few nice, high-quality makeup supplies. Then, when he had just ninety-two dollars left, he noticed an item on sale in a shop window. ‘No tax sale!’ read the sign, right next to the ninety-two dollar hair removal device. It was a laser that could, apparently, remove any body or facial hair in six months.

Randy no longer believed in coincidences, big or small. The price was a sign, so he bought the device for Eric.

He hitchhiked back to Bear Lake, which involved more hiking than hitching. He went to Eric’s house, saw that Eric’s father’s truck was not in the driveway. He saw Eric through a window, so he walked around back, put the haul into an old, empty composter, and then he went to knock on the front door.

Eric answered, turning white almost instantly. “What do you want?” Eric asked, looking around.

“I put something into your composter.”

“What?” Eric said.

And then Randy left. Randy was exhausted. He’d been out for eighteen hours: hiking down the highways, panhandling, on his feet, no food in his belly. He went to sleep immediately, and planned to do it all again the next day.


CHAPTER 10
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Sid was starting to have feelings for a girl in his class named Bristol. She was, without question, the prettiest girl in class. She was sweet. Sid had found himself locked in eye-contact with her twice now, from across the classroom—only for a couple of seconds, but long enough to make his heart skip a beat.

He’d had a girlfriend before: a girl named Elizabeth. Elizabeth was his petite redhead girlfriend from the ninth grade, until shortly before the start of the eleventh grade. Sid always assumed Elizabeth would be his wife one day, until he found out that there was a video circulating online, of Elizabeth taking it from one of Sid’s friends. They’d gotten drunk together at a party. Elizabeth cheated on Sid in the worst way possible: on camera. Sid was, sadly, one of the last people to see the video.

Anyway—Sid promised himself he wouldn’t think of Elizabeth again; he made a point of putting that all behind him.

But Bristol did remind Sid, just a little but, of Elizabeth. She had a similar face, with a little ski-jump nose and big green eyes. Bristol was blonde—not a redhead. Bristol was a good four inches taller than Elizabeth.

Sid wondered if he was ready to date again; every time he looked at Bristol, he found himself comparing her to Elizabeth. That was probably a good indicator that he wasn’t ready…

But he was still drawn to her; she was one of very few people who was willing to be nice to him. She even invited him into her biology group project: their team was tasked with making a 3D diagram of photosynthesis. Sid was given the job of making the leaves for their plant.

Eric had warned Sid against dating Bristol, back when Eric gave Sid the rundown of all the girls in the school. He wasn’t clear on why she was off-limits. “Just trust me,” Eric had said. “You don’t want to go there.” It almost seemed like he was insinuating that she was nuts… but Sid suspected that Eric probably had his heart set on her. He’d seen Eric looking at her a few times. Lots of guys stopped to look at her. Maybe it was her perky chest; the teachers didn’t seem to mind when she broke the dress code, wearing tight crop tops or low-cut tank tops (both were apparently against dress code).

It was a Monday morning when Sid’s teacher announced the upcoming Winter Welcome Dance. “Alcohol will not be tolerated,” she said sternly. “Last year, we were lenient with the students who were caught with booze. This year, it’s going to be an immediate expulsion.”

By lunch, it was the only topic of conversation amongst the students. Sid was right next to Jayla when Cory approached her and asked her to the dance. Until that moment, Sid thought that Cory and Jayla were sisters; they sure looked alike. Jayla said yes, and then she burst into ten minutes of ugly-crying, which probably made Cory think twice; he tried to ‘console’ her by putting his arm around her while boogers fell from her nose.

But it was still sweet, nonetheless.

Sid knew that Bristol was going to be snatched up in no time. In fact, he was shocked when the day ended and nobody approached the class beauty. She stood alone at her locker—though there were a few male gazes turning to watch her, maybe expecting someone to man up.

Sid noticed Eric among them, looking slightly red in the face.

Then, Sid bit his tongue, trying not to laugh. He thought it was cute: these shy small-town boys and oblivious small-town girls…

It was strange; sometimes, they all seemed so brash and reckless and carefree. They drove ATVs along the highway and shotgunned beers in the woods during lunchtime. Then, other times, they turned into a bunch of Christian puritans. Like now, they were all acting like a bunch of fundamentalist virgins, and it was all because of some dopey barn dance, probably with some censored country music playlist.

Back in the big city, where Sid came from, you either acted fast and without fear, or sharks would eat you alive.

Sid was standing by the door when Bristol came out. “Hey,” he said, grabbing her attention. She stopped and smiled.

“Hi, Sid,” she said. “Excited about the big dance?”

“Is it big?” Sid asked.

She giggled. “Well, maybe not compared to whatever you’re used to, in the big city. But we only have two dances each year, and this is the bigger one—unless you count prom.”

“No kidding,” Sid said. He felt a wave of nervousness wash over him as he saw his opportunity. They were alone, together; she was still up for grabs; they were talking about the dance.

Sid’s heart raced. He looked into Bristol’s pretty eyes. Her lashes were long and thick—you would think she was wearing extensions, but there was no evidence that was true. Sid opened his mouth to say those words, to make that proposition. Back where he was from, you would have been made fun of for not trying—but here, the anxiety seemed to be the opposite.

He bit his tongue and smiled. “Have a good rest of your day,” he said.

It wasn’t anxiety that stopped him; it was Eric. Sid was almost certain that Eric had feelings for Bristol, and he didn’t want to get on his new neighbour’s wrong side over some girl he hardly knew. Besides, it wouldn’t be right to start some romance with her. Sid had thought a lot about his situation over the past couple of weeks, and had come to the conclusion that he was going to leave. It was a difficult decision to make, and he still had time to think about it. The thought of leaving his mom behind was painful, but he couldn’t just stay in Bear Lake forever because his mom insisted on hiding from her ex-boyfriend, who had probably already forgotten about her. He wanted to be there for his mother, but he wanted to have a life of his own. There would never be a life in Bear Lake.

Eric, on the other hand, seemed to have no intention of leaving. His family had been in Bear Lake for countless generations, and he was going to continue that tradition. Bristol also seemed perfectly content there, so maybe they were perfect for each other.

Sid groaned. “It’s just a dance,” he whispered to himself. Maybe he was overthinking it; maybe he could take Bristol to the dance, and it didn’t have to mean anything. Maybe Eric wouldn’t care, even if he did want to date Bristol.

So he decided that if Bristol was still unaccounted for in the morning, he would ask her to the dance—under one condition: if it was okay with Eric.

Eric’s truck was in the driveway when Sid finally finished the long, cold walk home, so Sid darted across the road, went to Eric’s door, and knocked. He looked up and saw that Eric’s bedroom light was on, but his curtains were closed.

He knocked again, but Eric didn’t answer. He waited as the cold wind picked up and pierced his jacket. “Eric? You home?” he called out.

Then, he reached for the door knob. It was unlocked, so he pushed the door open. He stepped in, just to get out of the cold. Then, he called out again. “Eric?”

Then, thirty seconds later, he heard the door upstairs swing open. He heard footsteps. He saw Eric coming down the stairs. Then, Eric turned dark red and snapped. “What the fuck are you doing in my house!?”

“The door was unlocked,” Sid said, taken aback.

“So what? You don’t just walk into someone’s house, you freak!”

Eric’s face was wet, and so was the hair around his face. His shirt was dishevelled and his belt was undone. Maybe Sid caught him while he was in the shower. “Sorry, man,” Sid said. “I just—I knocked and nobody answered.”

“I didn’t hear a knock. You can’t just walk into someone’s house.”

“It’s really not a big deal,” Sid said. And Eric’s over-the-top reaction was making Sid wonder if he cared much for Eric’s approval. Maybe he would just ask Bristol out, and Eric could deal with his emotions on his own terms.

“What do you even want?” Eric hissed. His face was dark red.

“Well…” Sid said. “I was, uh, just going to ask if you cared if I ask Bristol out to the dance.”

Suddenly, Eric turned white. His eyes widened and he seemed to freeze like a statue.

“Would, uh, that be okay?” Sid asked.

“Why would I care?” Eric asked.

Sid shrugged his shoulders. “I just thought I would ask.”

“Well why would you think to ask me? I hardly know her.”

“Alright,” said Sid. “Then I’ll ask her out.”

“Fine. I don’t care.”

“Okay.”

And then there was a silent standoff. Sid was trying to figure out if Eric really didn’t care. He had a tense look on his face, but that might have been from the outburst. Maybe Eric was upstairs jerking off when Sid came in.

Sid began to turn around. Then, Eric spoke up. “Why would you want to go with Bristol anyway?”

Sid paused. “I don’t know. She’s nice.”

Eric stared for a moment. “Yeah, but, like… weren’t you listening to me the other day? I told you—you don’t want anything to do with her.”

“Yeah, I remember you saying that. But, like… you didn’t really say why, and she seems cool. So… I was going to ask her out.”

“I don’t think you’re her type.”

“Why not?” Sid asked.

Eric was silent. His face was red. Sid was catching on. “It’s fine, man. If you want to ask her out, just say so. I won’t ask her. That’s why I came here.”

“I don’t want to,” Eric said, tensing up.

“Okay… Then I will.”

“Just don’t,” Eric said quickly. “Just… trust me.”

“I would, but you’re being so damned vague!” Sid said, throwing up his arms. “I can’t just live my life off of ‘trust me, bro’.”

“She’s a whore,” Eric said, looking dark red all over.

“What?”

“She cheated on her last two boyfriends—bad. She messed the guys up. One guy walked into class and caught her sucking off the teacher. God only knows what diseases she’ll give you if you go far enough with her. Just don’t do it. I’m trying to help you out here.”

Sid was shocked. Were these facts well known? Who were the last boyfriends? Who was the teacher? This was a small town, and everyone knew everyone. Hell, in less than three weeks, Sid already felt like he knew everyone. “You’re not lying?” Sid said.

Eric shook his head. “I didn’t want to tell you. And look—don’t go telling anyone that I told you, okay? This town has dark secrets, and I don’t want to be wrapped up in them.”

“Alright,” Sid said, feeling almost speechless. “Well… thanks for letting me know.”

“No problem.”

Sid lingered for a moment. “Are you going to ask anyone out to the dance?”

Eric was silent and still. He seemed to be thinking of something. “Probably not,” he said. “I’m too busy to think of that shit with all the bio homework we got last week; I’m still getting through it. I was just about to spend the rest of the day getting through the multiple choice thing she gave us.”

“I finished that,” Sid said. “I can help you out if you want.” He started walking towards Eric, so they could go up to his room and bang out the assignment quickly.

But Eric suddenly snapped again. “No! What are you doing? I didn’t tell you that you could come in!”

Sid froze, surprised. Eric was acting strange—or maybe he was just a prick and Sid was wasting his time trying to be friendly. “Alright. See you at school tomorrow,” Sid said, and he left, leaving Eric alone.

Now, at home, he was left stunned with the news about Bristol. It was so hard to wrap his head around; she seemed to sweet and so innocent. She seemed like the last girl to have some dark sexual history, filled with cheating scandals and fornicating with teachers. And how long ago did this teacher incident happen? She was only seventeen now… was the incident even legal?

Sid wasn’t quite prepared to give up on Bristol yet; he wanted some confirmation that the gossip was true before he let someone else slip away with her.


CHAPTER 11
[image: ]


Eric really fucked up this time.

He should have just told Sid the truth. It would have been as simple as saying, ‘I want to ask her out, but I’ve been nervous.’ Instead, he made up some nonsense about Bristol being some raging whore. Thankfully, Sid didn’t have any friends to spill that gossip to… yet.

Eric paced his room, which needed to be cleaned up soon, before his father got home. For the past four days, Randy had been delivering gifts to the house, placing them in that old, emptied composter out back. Now, he had more stuff than he knew what to do with: tops, skirts, dresses, shoes, lingerie, makeup, perfume. Everything had price tags still on them, because Eric was planning to make a trip to the city to return it all (Randy was nice enough to leave receipts). The total value of it all was well over a thousand dollars.

But it wasn’t just clothes and feminine accessories. Whenever Eric’s dad had to leave for the night, Randy would come over with meals (from restaurants), and desserts. Eric made a comment about his upstairs toilet being broken, and the very next day, Randy had paid for a plumber to come by and fix it.

Randy hadn’t been coming to school; instead, he’d been out—somehow raising the funds for all of these gifts. Eric wanted to tell Randy to cut it out; he tried a few times when Randy would show up on his doorstep with some new gift—but Randy just wouldn’t stop. One afternoon, he made a weird, uncomfortable comment: “Your coral energy is getting brighter. It’s working.”

Eric didn’t trust Randy at all… but he still tried those outfits on, behind closed doors and closed curtains. He knew he had to be more careful; he’d made the stupid mistake of leaving the front door unlocked, and Sid let himself in. Had Sid gone up the stairs, he would have seen Eric in a lingerie teddy with a tulle tutu; that would have been horrifying. And if Eric hadn’t acted fast enough, Sid would have seen Eric with a dildo shoved eight inches into his rectum.

Yes—he was going to need to be more careful. If he was smart, he would take the whole haul to the city, return it, and then be done with this whole crossdressing saga… But for some reason, he just couldn’t bring himself to do it; he hated the thought of losing those outfits. For the past couple of days, he’d started to look forward to seeing what Randy would put in that composter. He would feel a surge of warm, tingling excitement as he unwrapped each gift. And then getting dolled up was, by far, the highlight of his day, even though he knew it was so, so wrong.

If he knew it was so wrong, why couldn’t he stop himself from doing it?

The adrenaline… the thrill… it was like an addiction. But there was something else—a feeling that came over him when he got his eyeliner just right, when he had that wig on, and the long hair framed his face in that perfectly feminine way. It was such a satisfying feeling. Even just thinking about it filled Eric with a powerful surge of satisfaction.

It was becoming more frequent; now, he was dressing up every day. He was taking stupid risks, like getting dolled up while his dad was downstairs, asleep. He’d almost been caught a few times now—by his dad, by Sid. He knew it was inevitable that he would be caught if he kept doing it… but he couldn’t stop.

But now, he couldn’t think about that; he had to figure out what he was going to do about the whole Bristol situation. He needed to go over to Sid’s house, to tell Sid that it was a lie; he needed to own up to it; he needed to admit that he liked her and he was afraid of someone beating him to her. But he knew that Bristol wouldn’t have any interest in him if she ever found out that he liked wearing women’s lingerie. She would probably look at him like he was some sort of putrid troll—even if he managed to look perfectly beautiful and convincing.

Eric went to the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror. His heart sank into his gut when he saw that there was still a bit of eyeliner around his eyes; he’d done a shitty job of cleaning himself up. Hopefully Sid hadn’t noticed…

His gut turned as he cleaned his face, until the eyeliner was gone. Then, he got properly dressed and ready to cross the road. As he opened the door, he screamed, because there was someone standing there: Randy.

“My Goddess,” he said.

“I told you to stop calling me that!” Eric barked.

“I can’t help it. I worship you.”

“I told you to stop saying that too. It’s just… weird.”

“I put something for you, out back,” Randy said with glowing eyes.

Eric paused. “Something else?” he said. Randy had already given him lingerie earlier: the beautiful pink teddy with the tulle tutu.

Randy nodded his head. “I think it will be… enlightening.”

“Alright…” said Eric.

Randy left, getting on his bike and taking off towards the other end of town, where he was living in his uncle’s house.

Eric knew he needed to prioritize the whole situation with Bristol, before that turned into a major catastrophe—for Bristol and for himself. He needed to come clean to Sid… but he was curious to know what Randy brought over. He couldn’t help the curiosity, so he detoured around back and reached out to open the old composter. He took a deep breath and then opened it, expecting clothes, but seeing… a book.

It looked like a real book, printed by some publishing house… but the design was strangely… lacking. On the cover, it just said ‘THE DIVINE FEMININE’ and there was no author, and no writing on the back of the book, or on the inside flaps. There were three-hundred pages, numbered. The pages were filled with little poems, also numbered. Eric read a couple of them, but they were vague, and cryptic.

As the light of morning breaks upon the horizon, there is a stirring of the sacred feminine energy. It is she who commands the shadows to recede, she who weaves the destiny of mortals with threads of subtle intuition, a presence revered and omnipotent.
Under the vast canopy of the night sky, the essence of the divine feminine moves with strength and purpose. Her influence is indomitable, her knowledge profound. All creation is drawn to the warmth of her eternal flame, seeking the enlightenment within her embrace.



“What the hell is this?” Eric whispered, flipping through the pages.

Lo, upon the firmament she etches her sigils, in the language of old, known but to the earth's marrow. Her hands cast forth the loom of ages, weaving the silvered threads of fate, where the hawk doth find its kin amongst the doves, and the serpent lies entwined with the olive branch.
In the chalice of the void, she collects the tears of the ancients, drops that mirror the cosmos. Upon the tapestry of existence, her silhouette is the architect, her breath the alchemist's fire, turning leaden sorrow into golden dawn, as the lion lies down with the lamb in the garden of her making.
One must free the doves, even the broken ones.



It was the rambling nonsense of a madman—and presumably this was the ‘religion’ that Randy had become strangely obsessed with. This book was the reason Randy was being so strange with Eric—and maybe also the reason Randy had spared Eric after finding him out in the woods.

But Eric hadn’t forgotten the very peculiar coincidence: Randy finding Eric way out in the woods, claiming he hadn’t been following him. And if that was true, if randy really had been led by some divine hand, then maybe there was some substance to whatever this was—this ‘bible’ of some new-age religion.

And who wrote it? Did Randy write all of this?

Eric didn’t have time to figure it out; he had to go and talk to Sid.

Now, with the book in his jacket pocket, he darted across the road. He felt that familiar tension filling his body. He hated the idea of admitting that he’d lied. He was about to expose himself as a hopeless romantic and as a lying pile of horseshit.

He sighed, and then he looked to the right and saw Randy there, standing about a block away. He groaned. “What?” Eric called out.

“Did you get the book?”

“Yeah—I got your weird book!” Eric called back.

Randy walked closer—close enough that he didn’t have to tell to communicate. “You should read it.”

“I don’t have time to read it,” Eric said. Then, he took the book out from his pocket and tossed it at Randy. Randy’s eyes widened, looking hurt for a moment. “It’s over three-hundred pages of rambling nonsense.”

“There’s wisdom in it. It will help you with your problems.”

“You don’t know my problems!” Eric said.

“The Divine Feminine does.”

“Oh God, here we go again,” Eric groaned.

“Just… take the book. Go somewhere quiet. The Divine Feminine already knows your problems. You don’t have to tell her anything. Just close your eyes, try to clear your mind, and then open the book. She will make sure you open it to the page you need.”

Eric shook his head. “And then what?” he asked sarcastically.

“There will be help, for your problems.”

“You really think that?”

“I know it,” Randy said with a half-smile. “Good luck.” He handed the book back and walked away.

Eric stared at the book. Well… maybe he could just try it. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, pushed his thoughts away. He opened a random page and put his finger down on a random verse.

Within the sacred text, where truth and artifice entwine, the Divine Feminine watches with a knowing eye. If one is entangled in the snare of their own falsehoods, they must seek her illuminated guidance. She commands not the confession but the embrace of veracity, urging the lost to forsake the labyrinth of deceit. As the albatross sheds its weight to soar once again, so must the bearer of untruths release their burdens. It is through this act of courage, this return to the purity of truth, that one may walk the hallowed corridors of enlightenment under her benevolent watch.



Eric froze. What were the chances? The verse really did seem to hit the nail on the head of his current conundrum. Was it just like the fortune cookie phenomenon? Was he just ascribing his own meaning to the words in the book? No—they were so specific… “Entangled in the snare of their own falsehoods…” That meant lying, right? How many verses in this crazy book were specifically about what to do when caught in a lie?

Eric’s body felt cold now. Was Randy playing some sort of game with him? Was this some sort of mind-game? Eric’s head was spinning. His mouth started to feel dry. He looked up and saw Sid emerging from his house. Sid paused when he saw Eric there.

“Everything alright?” Sid asked.

And then Eric, after blinking a few times, said, “I lied about Bristol. I made all that shit up because I want to ask her out.”

Sid stared back for a long moment. “Oh,” he said. “Okay. Thanks for telling me.”

“Yeah,” Eric said. “And, uh, sorry for… lying. That was wrong.”

“It’s okay, man. Do you want me to help you ask her out?” Now, Sid was walking closer. Eric felt butterflies bursting inside of him.

“What do you mean?” Eric said.

“Well… I could, like, build you up for her. I can try to talk to her and see what she thinks about you asking—without tipping her off.”

“Really? You would do that?” Eric asked, stunned.

“Yeah. Why not?”

“Don’t you want to ask her out?”

Sid shrugged his shoulders. “She’s cute, but, like—I’ve only known her for three weeks. You’ve known her…”

“My whole life.”

“Okay,” Sid said. “So I’ll talk to her. I’ll see what she thinks about you, and I’ll build you up.”

“T—Thanks… And… sorry for being a spaz at you earlier,” Eric said, and then he went back home.

When he was home, he sat down. He waited for the stun to wear off, and then he opened up the book, put his finger down, and read the following verse:

Those who walk in openness and truth, carrying the chalice of her essence, shall reap harvests abundant. Blessed be the ones who stand in the light of authenticity, for they shall be called the daughters of the sacred dawn. Their paths shall overflow with the waters of clarity, and the fruits of their labors will flourish like the verdant fields after the first rain. In their wake, harmony shall reside, for honesty is the seed, and from it grows the garden of infinite grace under her nurturing gaze, with the Feminine Energy as the fertilizer.



Sure, it all sounded batshit-crazy… but it was also terrifyingly on point.

In abundance shall the blessings flow for those imbued with the Divine Feminine's energy, provided they walk in the light of virtuous deeds. As the vessel fills with her essence, so too shall their lives brim with prosperity. It is the balance of her nurturing spirit and the integrity of their actions that shall raise temples of peace and prosperity. Their hands, guided by her gentle strength, shall build legacies on the foundation of righteousness, and their words, steeped in her wisdom, shall be echoed through ages as hymns of the just.



Did Randy seriously write this? Was he actually onto something?


CHAPTER 12
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Randy knew that he was onto something. He knew that some higher power was using him as a sort of vessel to deliver information. He wasn’t ready to accept that he was some sort of prophet, or that this was going to be some new popular religion; he never even liked the term ‘religion’.

He didn’t see this as a religion… at least he was trying to keep it from being perceived that way. Instead, he just saw it as an undeniable truth: a realization based on evidence… though some of that evidence was probably impossible to reproduce in a way that he could demonstrate to others…

Though he saw that look on Eric’s face… maybe this was something that could be shown to people… even though it seemed so fantastic—so occult.

One of the pages—that he wrote when information was beaming into his brain from some outside source—was about accessing answers to problems.

In the quiet sanctum where the seeker stands alone, the texts of the Divine Feminine lay in repose, their pages a tapestry of enigmatic wisdom. Should a burden weigh heavily upon thy soul, retreat into the silent embrace of thine own spirit. Close thine eyes, that thou mayst see with clarity beyond sight. Empty thyself of turmoil, and become a vessel of tranquility. Let thy fingers wander amidst the sacred leaves as the breath of the cosmos guides thee. There, where chance and fate converge, part the pages with reverence. The words upon which thy gaze falls shall be the lantern to illuminate the shadows of thy quandary, for within the cryptic verses lies the key to unraveling the entwined threads of thy deepest inquiries.



Randy had tried it a couple of times, and each time, the answer he got was relevant. At first, he thought that it could be a coincidence, but after seeing Eric’s face… he knew that there was some substance to it.

Randy spent his nights meditating, sometimes only sleeping for an hour or two. With each passing day, he could tell that his senses were becoming sharper; he could go out and see that coral energy more clearly, radiating off of women who were more in touch with their femininity. And he was starting to notice another energy: a dark sort of blackness that radiated off of certain men. It was hard to tell what the men had in common; many of them were super-macho jock-types, but some were seemingly normal, thin young guys.

Once he started noticing the blackness, he turned to his texts and asked the Divine Mother for some clue as to what he was seeing. He closed his eyes, turned the pages, and then found the following text:

To stifle the sacred energy is to invite the blackened tide, a force of void and negation. This darkened vigour arises from the caverns of denial, a miasma born of the forsaken yin. Like a river dammed, the repressed waters grow turbid and vengeful, yearning to break free and flow once more. This shadowed energy, should it be caged, twists the roots of being, sprouting not the lotus of enlightenment but the thorned bramble of discord. Let it be known that balance must be sought, for in the harmony of the divine lies the dissolution of the sable storm that lurks in the suppression of the inner feminine divine.



Randy was panhandling in Smithers, near the airport, when he noticed a dark gloom coming in over the horizon. It wasn’t a real gloom—as in, it wasn’t something that anyone could see. It was something that Randy could see with his ‘spiritual senses’. The people around him didn’t seem to notice it at all, even though it was looking more and more apocalyptic by the second.

Randy froze, his body turning cold, when he saw the airplane materializing through the purplish-black haze, descending down in darkness, even though it was one of the few hours of daylight as the longest night of the year approached.

Randy stumbled back, falling to the ground. A terrible dread consumed him, and he knew that something awful was coming. Pedestrians stopped and looked at him as he began to hyperventilate. Someone rushed over and asked if he was okay. He wanted to collect himself; he didn’t want to freak people out, because he knew that they couldn’t see that darkness—but he was too horrified to pull himself together. “Something’s here!” he said. “It’s coming. It—It’s here!”

The stranger backed off, surely assuming that Randy had lost his mind. Randy watched as the plane descended towards the airport, and then that gloom hovered in the direction of the airport until Randy finally summoned the strength to jump to his feet and hurry towards the highway, where he hitched a ride home.

That night, he was attacked by a terrible headache: a dull throbbing pain at the front of his skull. It wasn’t the first of its kind; he suffered awful migraines every couple of days, exactly where he had shot himself in the head. The doctors called it a ‘graze’, but it wasn’t technically a graze; the bullet did break the skin and skim the skull, fracturing it slightly—though not enough damage to need more than a few stitches.

The next day, while in Smithers, panhandling, another terrible headache made Randy drop to his knees. While on the ground, he looked up and saw that purplish-black gloom coming down the street. A local cab was coming through it, and Randy knew the bringer of doom was inside of that cab. He started to scream, uncontrollably: a mixture of pain and terror.

Someone called 911. It took two policemen and two paramedics to wrestle Randy into an ambulance. The pain from his headache was so severe that he passed out, and remained out for nearly an hour. When he woke up, he was being carted into a large examination room, filled with big robotic-looking machines. “Where am I?” he asked the nurse, who was beautiful and glowing with her own coral energy.

“The doctor ordered an MRI. We just want to make sure everything is alright.”

Randy tried to remain calm; he wasn’t so worried about his brain—he was worried about that horrible black energy that had arrived in town.

He spent the next two hours being tested: scanned by various devices, and then left waiting while doctors investigated. Finally, a doctor came to him and told him he needed to spend the night. “We’re worried about bleeding,” the doctor said. “We want to keep you on an IV, with blood thinners, until we get the results back from Vancouver.”

“Don’t dumb it down to me,” Randy said. He’d always hated being talked to like a five-year-old.

Now, the doctor was giving him an annoyed look. “Fine. Given the complexity of your situation, we're concerned about the potential for a cerebrovascular event. The trauma to your cranial region, though seemingly superficial, could have dislodged a thrombus, creating an embolic risk. To mitigate the possibility of an ischemic stroke or a hemorrhagic conversion, we're initiating anticoagulant therapy. The antithrombotic agents will be titrated to maintain therapeutic levels, ensuring systemic hemostasis while we monitor for any signs of intracranial hemorrhage. It's imperative that we achieve a patent hemodynamic state before considering discharge.

“We'll also be conducting serial imaging—CT angiography, perhaps even an MR angiogram—to assess for any vascular anomalies, such as an aneurysm, that could be exacerbated by the current insult. The images sent to the specialists in Vancouver will undergo a neuroradiological evaluation to rule out any silent subarachnoid bleed or arteriovenous malformation.

“In the interim, we're placing you on continuous neurological checks. We'll need to closely observe your Glasgow Coma Scale scores and monitor for any focal neurological deficits that could emerge. Your coagulation profile, including PT, INR, and aPTT, will dictate our management approach moving forward.

“I must stress that while you're under our care, it's crucial to report any sudden headaches, changes in vision, or alterations in your level of consciousness, as these could herald an evolving cerebrovascular accident. Our team will be on standby to intervene should any complications arise."

Randy blinked a few times; maybe this was something that needed to be dumbed down. “There’s something wrong with my brain?” he asked.

“It’s too early to say,” the doctor replied with a sarcastic smile before turning around to leave.

Then, the nurse returned, radiating that beautiful coral energy. She was humming gently: a hypnotic, feminine sound that made Randy’s heart race. His eyes scanned her body. She wasn’t dressed like the other nurses, who were all in scrubs. She was in a more classic nurse dress, showing of her smooth legs, owning her femininity on her own terms. “You’re beautiful,” Randy said, stunned by her glow.

She smiled. “Thank you,” she replied. “I’m just going to tweak your IV and bring you to a room.”

“O—Okay,” Randy said. Then, he felt his chest, where he normally kept a copy of his writings, printed in tiny-print on folded pieces of paper. “My stuff. Where’s my stuff?”

“The paramedics had to take off your coat and sweater,” said the nurse in a soft, girly tone. “I can check with the front desk to see where they put it. We’ve been so busy—things keep getting misplaced, but I’m sure it’s all here somewhere.”

“I need it,” Randy said. “I need my writings.” His heart began to race, making one of the machines ding. The nurse tried her best to calm him down, assuring him that she would find his writings.

Randy spent three days in the hospital, waiting for test results, and undergoing additional scans that he couldn’t quite understand. While there, he made some intriguing observations—one in particular that made him gasp. The beautiful nurse with the strong coral energy commanded the attention of most of the men that came into the hospital. When she would walk by, a plume of red glow would fizzle out the top of the heads of men as they eyed her. Randy still didn’t have his writings, so he couldn’t ask the Divine Feminine what the red glow meant.

But one time, he watches as an older male patient reached out and spanked the nurse on the ass: a move that would have made Randy furious normally. He was fiercely offended that someone would objectify and ‘attack’ a divine creature—but there was something more complex at play. Before the man spanked the nurse, the man let out a huge plume of red energy, and Randy watched that energy float in the air for a moment before the spank occurred. Then, that energy moved from escrow towards the nurse, being absorbed by her. A moment later, her coral energy multiplied, glowing so bright that, for a moment, Randy was blinded.

The nurse blushed before wagging a finger at the horny patient. “Don’t make me transfer you, Mr. Shepherd!” she said.

The spank seemed to empower her divine feminine energy. Randy meditated on the bizarre scenario and concluded that the spanking was an act that made the nurse feel more feminine, whether or not it was welcomed or wanted or appreciated in any way.

He noticed it again the next day, when a male doctor, who was just there on a work trip, told the nurse that she was possibly the most beautiful nurse he’d ever seen. “It’s too bad they don’t let the nurses in Edmonton dress like that anymore,” he said. He watched as a red glow of smoke billowed out from the doctor before being absorbed by the nurse, making her feminine energy stronger.

And then, on his final night in the hospital, Randy witnessed something truly divine. It was late when Randy woke up to screaming. A patient was being rolled in on a stretched, surrounded by paramedics, and then doctors. He was bloody. Blood was falling on the floor from both sides of the stretcher. “Car accident! We need to stop the bleeding from the laceration to the neck. I think it might be jugular!

"Get him to Trauma Bay One, stat! We need pressure on that neck wound now—grab some gauze. Prep for a possible surgical airway; he's at risk for airway compromise if that swelling worsens. Alert the blood bank, we're going to need O-neg on standby, and crossmatch for at least six units. I want vitals every two minutes. Someone page Vascular Surgery and get ENT down here too.

“Hang a bag of saline wide open, and start a second large-bore IV, we need to maintain volume. Let's get a rapid infuser ready. We've got to achieve hemodynamic stability. Keep manual pressure until we can get a clamp in there. Monitor his oxygen saturation and be ready to intubate if he can't protect his airway. If it's the jugular, we don’t have time to waste. We're going to have to explore that wound and repair the vessel or he's going to exsanguinate right here. Keep him supine, and nobody leaves this patient's side. If he starts to crash, I want to know immediately—we may have to crack the chest. Stay sharp, everyone, let's save this life."

Randy could see it all through the doorway. The scene was so frantic, no one thought to close the curtain. It was a horrible scene to watch—until the doctor called for another nurse, and the beautiful dress-clad nurse floated into the room like some sort of angel. She bent over to help insert the IV, and then her coral energy began to glow bright before separating off of her body. Slowly, it began to flow into the patient, like a phantom entering his body.

Randy gasped as he watched; it was impossible, but he was witnessing it—live.

“He’s stabilizing!” a paramedic yelled.

The doctor was so stunned that he paused for a moment. Then, he stuttered. “Um—continue the transfusion. Don’t stop.”

Miraculously, the man’s life was saved. Twenty minutes later, the nurse emerged from the room. Her face was pale, and she looked depleted. Her gaze was lost, as if some life was sucked out of her. And any sane person would assume it was a reaction to witnessing a very gruesome near-death scene. Her dress was covered in blood, and she’d just assisted in closing a nasty throat laceration.

But Randy knew the pale, lifeless look was actually because she’d released that feminine energy—that coral glow—leaving her with nothing.

The next day, before he was released, he saw the nurse again. This time, she came in wearing regular scrubs. Her hair was tied back unceremoniously. She wasn’t wearing makeup. She just didn’t seem herself, and that coral glow was weak… but stronger than when she left that trauma bay. Randy waved her over.

“What is it?” she asked without much energy in her voice.

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m just tired.” She tried to produce a smile. “It was a long night.”

Then, Randy tried to think of what to say next. “You’ll get it back,” he said.

She just looked confused. “Okay, Randy. Well—the doctor is going to come and discharge you shortly. He’s just going over your latest results now.”

As she turned around, Randy reached out and spanked her hard on the ass, making her yelp. She spun around, looking stunned. Then, Randy said, “You’ve got great titties.”

She looked horrified for a moment, and then her cheeks started to redden. Randy noticed a cloud of redness glowing around him, transferring over to the nurse. She said nothing as she walked away. When he saw her next, she was glowing a bit brighter. She was perkier, smiling slightly.

“You suffered damage to your frontal lobe,” the doctor explained to Randy. “The initial MRI they ran after your injury failed to catch the damage—or maybe the damage was delayed somehow—possibly by some cranial haemorrhage. There are no signs of active bleeding, but there are signs of damage from swelling. We want to see you back here in one week, to run another test, to make sure the damage isn’t worsening.

“Often, with damage to the frontal lobe, patients will experience issues with certain cognitive functions—and sometimes even personality changes, mood swings, or psychoses like visions or vivid nightmares. When you were brought it, the paramedics told us that you were frantic and screaming about some sort of… apocalypse. That makes me think that the damage to your frontal lobe might be worse than we can see on the MRI. My best guess would be swelling, that could be relieved surgically.” Now, the doctor was showing Randy a brain scan. The black pockets were clear in the front of his brain. “This here is scarring—impact from cranial bleeding. This is serious, Randy. We need to keep an eye on this. And, in the meantime, it’s important for you to remember that… anything you see or hear that seems totally… psychotic… It’s just a symptom, okay? We can fix this, but we need time to properly diagnose the condition.”

“O—Okay,” said Randy. He stared into the doctor’s eyes. The doctor was telling him that his spiritual revelation was a symptom of brain damage—that it was all invented by his imagination. But Randy knew that it was real; he’d seen the evidence.

They arranged to have an ambulance take Randy back to Bear Lake. Back home, Randy found a copy of his writings, which he grabbed and pulled close to his heart. A calmness came over him. Without those sacred words, he felt lost and naked. When he had those texts with him, he felt whole; he felt like he could understand everything. Now, he opened to a random page. The verse was short and simple:

Trust in me, no matter how impossible I may seem to the opinions of others.



And Randy wept, because he knew that she was real.


CHAPTER 13
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Sid was thrilled: another new kid: someone his age, from a big city, who was taken away from his home and brought to this cold, dark corner of the world where nothing happened and nobody aspired to anything.

“Please welcome Zach to the class,” said the teacher as Zach walked into the room.

Zach peered around the room, looking devastated, like a man who had just died and realized he was going to hell and not heaven.

“Zach,” the teacher continued, “tell the class a little bit about yourself before taking a seat.”

Zach took a moment to find the words. “Hi,” he said slowly. “I, uh, just got here yesterday. I’ve never been here before. I’ve never even been to BC before. I’m from Toronto. I lived there my whole life. I, uh… play tennis. Well, I guess I should say that I played tennis, because… there’s no tennis here.”

“There’s a tennis court at the Bear Lake Community Hall,” the teacher said. Sid already knew the one the teacher was talking about; it was rundown and covered in eight inches of packed snow.

“Right…” said Zach. “Well… My plan was to go pro, but I guess that’s not really the plan anymore.”

And Zach had nothing else to say. He took a seat next to Sid. Sid looked over at Zach and smiled. Zach tried to return the smile, but he could only smile as much as an inmate walking into prison to start his life sentence.

“I’m Sid,” Sid said after class. “I just got here from Halifax.”

“You too, huh?” Zach said. “Parents decided to save some money after they started working remote?”

“No,” Sid said. “My mom got a job here... Not even a better job than she had in Halifax. I guess she just wanted a change of scenery.”

“Brutal,” said Zach, shaking his head. “How long have you been here?”

“Almost a month,” said Sid.

“Please tell me there are more girls than the ones that were in the class just now,” Zach groaned.

Sid clenched his teeth hard together. “I think there are a few homeschool kids. I’ve seen them around.”

Zach let his face fall against the desk. “Kill me,” he groaned. “Tell me it’s not so bad here.”

“It’s pretty bad,” Sid said.

“Nothing interesting happens here?”

Sid thought for a moment. “Some kid tried to kill himself right after I got here. That was, like, a big deal for awhile… There’s a dance tonight.”

“Some barn dance shit?” Zach asked.

“Yeah. You already heard about it?”

Zach laughed. “No. It was just a guess.” Zach did not fit in. For lack of a better term, Zach wasn’t a redneck. He didn’t come to school in a John Deere hat. He didn’t have a mullet. He didn’t wear plaid. And he was fit, muscular, athletic. He explained to Sid that his school in Toronto had a gym that all the students could use, whenever they wanted to use it. “Is there even a gym here?”

Sid shook his head. “Not that I know of. Maybe in Smithers.”

Zach was taller than the other guys, and unquestionably stronger. It because quickly clear that Zach wasn’t going to be popular with the other guys, who already felt threatened by Sid’s arrival. The men in town were all worried about losing their women—and fair enough: there weren’t many quality chicks to pick from. The only half-decent girl was Bristol. Sid had surrendered her to Eric, and the remaining options were… far from inspiring.

“So, in other words, don’t bother with the dance tonight,” Zach grinned. Then, Zach looked at Sid’s body. “No offence, man, but you could really benefit from some reps at the gym. Come to the gym with me.”

Sid felt a bit uneasy; he knew that he was small and scrawny, but he didn’t like it being pointed out to him—especially by a stranger; that just confirmed to him that his scrawniness was, indeed, evident upon first glance. “There aren’t any gyms here though.”

“We’ll go to Smithers; I’ll drive. There’s definitely a gym there. Look, man—I won’t lie to you. I want someone to come to the gym with me, and I’ll take what I can get. But I like that you’re from the city. You get where I’m coming from, and I get where you’re coming from. I’ve already had an old lady spit at me today when she saw the Ontario plate on my car. People like us—we have to band together.”

Sid bit his tongue. He liked Zach. Zach was confident, handsome, charming, and masculine—everything Sid wished that he could be. And Sid’s previous attempts at making friends had failed: Eric was strangely hot and cold, and Randy was psychotic. “Sure,” Sid said. “You have a car?”

Zach smiled. “Bought it last summer. Worked four straight months moving big rocks for a landscaping company.” He patted his biceps and laughed. “I’m going to need to find work here too—to pay for gas and insurance. Here’s a secret, Sid: no girl wants to date a guy who doesn’t have a whip.”

Sid blushed.
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Sid had never been in a gym before. He didn’t know what most of the equipment was for. But Zach knew everything. He was at home in that place, floating from machine to machine. He became like an instant mentor, commanding Sid every step of the way. Zach didn’t laugh when Sid couldn’t lift a quarter of what Zach could. After every set, Zach would roar, puff his chest, and then he would high-five Sid with so much energy that Sid was almost knocked off of his feet.

Then, Sid spotted Zach while Zach pushed huge plates on the bench. Sid was briefly distracted by Zach’s bulging biceps, which were probably bigger than Sid’s thighs.

After the gym, Zach drove Sid to the little town mall. He took Sid into a nutrition supplies shop. Then, he dropped almost fifty dollars on protein powder. “We’ll split it,” said Zach.

“I don’t really have any money.”

“We’ll split the powder,” Zach smiled. “Don’t sweat the cash. Consider it a thanks for coming here with me. I was really worried that every guy here was going to be a giant twat. You know what people say about guys from BC outside of BC.” He grinned and gave Sid a pat on the back. “You’re not so bad.”

“Thanks,” Sid said softly.

Zach drove Sid home, stopping on the way for gas, which he paid for without asking Sid for anything.

Now, Zach was trying not to smile like a doofus. It was the first time he’d been out of Bear Lake since arriving there almost a whole month earlier. Zach was the relief that Sid had been praying for—even if he was a bit overly-macho with the whole ‘bro culture’ thing.

Back at home, the fire was out, so Sid had to spend a good hour huddled in front of the stove door before going about finishing his homework, and preparing dinner for himself, and for his mother when she got off work. He thought about heading to the dance, but figured it was pointless; Bristol would be there with Eric, and the other girls were… well, let’s just say they weren’t of any interest to Sid. So Sid opted to stay home, tending to the fire and finishing homework.

When he woke up in the morning, he could hardly move; his body was so sore from working out for the first time ever. It was sore the next day too—and still the next. He wasn’t even sure if he would be able to get to school with the pain in his hamstrings. Then, he heard a honking. He looked out and saw Zach’s old BMW parked out front. Zach was waving at Sid through the window. “Want a ride to class?” he called out.


CHAPTER 14
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Eric had one of the highlight nights of his life. A few days earlier, he’d summoned the courage to ask Bristol out to the annual December dance. She accepted with a blushing smile. Then, last night, he went to pick her up. She was wearing a beautiful denim dress with a faux-fur shawl. On her feet, she wore her only pair of shoes: a pair of Blunstones, which didn’t exactly go with her attire, and they weren’t exactly great for dancing in—but few girls in town owned anything other than Blunstones, so it wasn’t too strange.

The night started out shy; they stood together, quietly, trying to think of things to talk about. They sipped the alcohol-free punch. Sid asked Bristol what she thought about the new guys: Sid and Zach. Bristol didn’t know anything about Zach, but said she thought Sid was nice. Eric agreed about Sid being nice. “He lives in that old house next to mine,” he told her.

“Really?”

Eric nodded his head. He couldn’t stop looking at Bristol’s dress. He kept thinking of how cute it would have looked on him—but he tried hard to push those thoughts away.

They finally danced together. One of Eric’s friends crept up to let Eric know that Finlay Meyers had a few flasks of vodka that he was offering to students. “Want to find him?” Eric asked Bristol, but Bristol turned pale and looked freaked out, so Eric dropped the idea, and decided to keep the night sober.

He was tempted to ask Bristol for a kiss at the end of the night, but before he was going to do it, he thought about her dress again, and how good it would have fit him. He wondered if there was a way to gain access to it, without her knowing. And while these thoughts were going through his head, he missed his chance.

“I’ll see you at school Monday,” Bristol said, and then she gave him a hug and went off. Eric knew he missed a golden opportunity, but he knew that he would have many more opportunities. He knew that their relationship was just budding. He saw that rosy glow on her face. He saw that smile, and the shy way she clasped her hands together at her waist.

Well, he thought that he had nothing to worry about. Then, when he walked into school on Monday, he saw Bristol talking to the new guy, Zach.

Zach was tall. He had thick arms. He had a deep voice. And as he talked, he could see Bristol blushing. He saw her eyes glowing. He watched, from a distance, as Bristol’s gaze quickly moved up and down Zach’s body.

Eric’s body tensed up. First it was Sid--who almost beat Eric to Bristol—and now it was Zach.

Eric tried to convince himself that there was nothing to worry about. He smiled when he saw Bristol later, and she smiled back, seemingly assuring him that everything was going to be fine. Then, at the end of the day, he caught Bristol on the way out the door. “Hey,” he said.

She paused, looking a bit shocked. “Oh,” she said. “Hi, Eric.”

“Friday was fun,” he said.

“Totally.”

There was a silence. “We, uh, should do that again sometime.”

Bristol was quiet for a moment. Then, she nodded her head with a nervous smile. “Yeah. For sure. Maybe just text me, and, uh… let me know when you’re free.”

“What about tonight? Uh… I was thinking we could maybe go to Smithers to see that new horror movie.”

“Oh,” Bristol said. “I can’t tonight.”

“Homework?” Eric asked.

Bristol blushed. Now, it wasn’t a stunned look—it was a guilty one. “I have plans.”

“Plans?” Eric laughed. “On a Monday night?”

“Maybe another night, Eric,” she said.

“Okay,” Eric said, trying to remain optimistic. He felt like he was being rejected… but he kept telling himself that it was all in his head. Friday was fun, and nothing had gone wrong since then. So why would she reject him now?

Bristol kept standing there. Then, Eric saw an opportunity. “Can I give you a ride home?” He knew she didn’t have her own car.

“I’m okay.”

“I really don’t mind.”

Then, he heard the honk. He looked up to see an old BMW, and inside was Zach. “Hey Bristol! You coming?”

Bristol was pale now. She stared into Eric’s eyes, stuttered, and then said, “Sorry, Eric. I’ll… uh, see you tomorrow.”

Eric’s heard fell into the pit of his stomach. He went home, alone, and then went into his bedroom, without even checking the composter. It had been empty for many days, as if Randy had moved onto other things (or maybe Randy had wandered off into the woods and re-attempted suicide, this time successfully).

Eric fell onto his bed and felt a crushing loneliness. “I should have acted sooner,” he whispered. For years, he’d dreamed of asking Bristol out. But he waited so long—he waited until she had other prospects. Now, she was being grabbed away by a man who had everything: charm, looks, muscles, and that ‘big city’ exoticness.

As the despair worsened, Eric remembered that strange book that Randy had given him. He looked over and saw it there, on his nightstand. He grabbed it, and then he followed the procedure. He closed his eyes for a long moment, emptying his mind. Then, he spoke out loud. “I did what you told me to do,” he said to the ether. “I went to Sid and apologized for lying. I owned up to it. And I thought you were going to give me what I wanted. Isn’t that how’s this is supposed to work?”

He flipped to a random page and opened his eyes. Then, he read the following verse:

To the devoted pilgrim who walks in her hallowed steps, the Mother of Eternity bestows the keys to the infinite garden. She grants not the fruit, but the chance to partake of its sweetness. Seek not the prize, for it is fleeting; seek the path to the orchard, the journey beneath starlit skies. Her favor lies in the promise of pursuit, the gift of the quest itself. For in the seeking, in the striving and the yearning, therein blooms the true reward.



Those words resonated in a curious way. They seemed poignant… but still mysterious enough to make Eric think. He sat for a long hour, thinking about them, trying to make sense of them.

Now, he was ready to confront Randy about all of this. He knew that he needed some clarity, and Randy was the only person who knew anything about this mystical crap. So he got back into his car and drove across town to the house of Randy’s uncle, where Randy was staying.

There, he knocked on the door, but there was no answer. A light was on upstairs, so he let himself in. “Randy!” he called out, but there was no answer. He went up to the bedroom and found it empty, save for a note on the ground, which was addressed to Eric.

Eric,
The Divine Mother told me you would come here, so I’ve left you this note. I’ve had to leave. A terrible darkness has come to town and I can’t live here anymore. I’m heading into the forest, on a spiritual quest, and don’t know when I’ll be back—or if I will be back. If you truly need me, you can use what you know to find me.



Eric was stunned. He looked around for clues, but the house was totally empty. He turned off the light before heading back home.

He wondered if Randy could have penned that letter quickly before rushing out of the house to hide. Could all of this be part of some psychotic scheme? Was Randy a madman? Was he manipulating Eric? No—he couldn’t have possibly set this all up as part of some scheme. Some divine essence had told Randy that Eric would come to the house. He knew to leave that letter there, specifically for Eric. It was just one more crazy happening that made the whole ‘coincidence’ theory an impossibility.

And then came one more crazy happening that couldn’t be explained otherwise. Eric turned to that ‘bible’, the Divine Feminine. He cleared his mind and turned to a page, and then read the following verse:

Retire thou to the sanctum of stillness, the quietude where heart and horizon meet. Abide there in repose, in the cradle of introspection, for a cycle of the moon's shy gaze. Let the breath of the world inhale thine urgency, exhale thine doubts. When the inner tumult calms to the rhythm of the cosmic pulse, open thine eyes with the dawning intention. Behold then the sign, the beacon unveiled, a physical manifestation of direction. It is she who illuminates the path, not to the destination, but towards the first step of the sacred pilgrimage. Trust in her silent counsel, and embark upon the journey she reveals.



Eric followed the directions: closing his eyes, meditating in complete silence, trusting entirely in the process. It was thirty minutes before he felt a sort of pull. He opened his eyes and felt the urge to get dressed up as a girl. It felt like a strange time to do it, knowing his father would soon be home, so he packed up a small dress, leggings, boots, a wig, makeup, and that fur-lined jacket. It was cold and dark, but still, he went into the woods. He got naked in the cold snow, and then he spent twenty minutes getting dolled up, shivering, feeling like he was losing grip of his sanity.

As he got dressed up, he felt a surge of warmth coming from inside of him. He caught himself grinning as he ran his hands down his feminine figure. The clothes enhanced every curve. The hair of the wig made him feel extra girly. He spun around, feeling the skirt of his dress twirling around him. He smiled, blushed, and then he closed his eyes. Now, it was easy to get into that meditative state. That curious energy he felt while meditating back home was intensified tenfold. He inhaled deeply and then felt another pull. When he opened his eyes, he was looking into the dark forest. He took out a flashlight and started his cold hike into the woods.

This all seemed so insane. The temperature was dropping steadily as the minutes ticked by. It was getting late. And for every step he took into the cold forest, he would have to take another step back to get home. He trudged through snow, gasping with girly sounds when snow fell down his boot and bit at his ankles.

He kept faith, knowing that this nighttime journey meant something—that there was a reason for his desire to go into the forest.

Then, he saw the orange glow: a faint flickering through the trees. He went towards it, feeling exhausted; he’d been hiking for an hour, and the thought of walking an hour back was tedious.

A bit closer to the glow, he realized it was fire: a campfire. Then, he saw a figure perk up. “Who’s there?” called out the voice of Randy.

And it was that impossible ‘coincidence’ that made Eric know that it was all true: that the Divine Feminine was truly a divine text with mystical powers. He knew that Randy was some sort of prophet, and that he could harness supernatural abilities by embracing a femininity that most people would find humiliating at best.

Now, Randy’s jaw was dropping. Eric was too stunned to talk. They both stood there, dumbfounded. Even Randy finally said, “How—How did you find me?”

“I—I think she led me here,” Eric said, voice shivering. Then, Randy rushed over and guided Eric towards the fire. “Warm up!” he said.

“How long have you been here?” Eric asked, teeth chattering.

“Three days. Since I was released from the hospital.”

“Did you try to kill yourself again?”

“No,” Eric said. “They think… Well—never mind that. It’s not important. I want to know how she brought you here. Tell me everything.”

So Eric told Randy everything while huddling close to that campfire. As he spoke, he looked around at Randy’s camp: a makeshift shelter made of branches and old leaves and mud. Then, he’d crafted the fire-pit to direct fire towards the shelter. Snow was melted in a circle around the whole camp, and then there was a snowy wall built up to block wind from chilling him while he meditated.

And that’s all he’d been doing for days: meditating.

“She’s real,” Randy said to Eric.

“I know.”

“And she’s… in you.”

“I know,” Eric said. Eric stood up to pace a little bit, to get his blood flowing. As he passed Randy, Randy reached out and spanked Eric hard on the ass, making him yelp. “What the hell was that!?”

Randy blushed. “I couldn’t help it. You’re… sexy.”

Eric was dark red. Randy let out a blushing smile, and Eric turned away quickly. “I’m going to pretend like I didn’t hear that. I’ve never heard of prophets spanking girls on the ass.”

“You’re really beautiful,” he said. “It’s something you should embrace. It’s something you should… be… always.”

“Are you trying to tell me to come out as trans? Because you surely know that I can’t do that. Plus… I like girls.”

“I don’t think that has anything to do with it. And you don’t have to be trans. You can just be… feminine.”

“Yeah—like there would be any difference to people. I’m not going to be the town freak, Randy.”

“You aren’t a freak. You’re beautiful. You’re stunning.”

“You know they wouldn’t see that,” Eric said, waving off the glowing-eyed prophet. Then, Eric noticed the written pages on the forest floor, scattered all over. Eric paused and then his eyes lit up. “Are those new pages for the Divine Feminine?”

“I think so,” Randy said. “I’ve been writing down everything that comes to me.”

“I want to read them,” Eric said. He’d been casually reading the Divine Feminine every day after school.

“I’m not sure they’re ready to be read,” Randy said. “I haven’t made sense of them myself yet. But… I just know that it’s almost done. It’s almost finished.

“What’s almost finished?”

“The Divine Feminine. Just a few more pages… and it will all be done.”

“I want to read it.”

“I’ll give you a copy when I’m done with it. But now… Now, you just need to focus on building your own energy up. Whenever you take off your clothes—your girl clothes—your energy fades. You could be so powerful.”

“Define powerful,” Eric said. “Like—could I lift up a car?”

“No—nothing like that. Maybe I shouldn’t say powerful. Maybe I should say… influential. When you’re like this, you have more mastery over yourself… your language… your confidence. And when you’re like this, you can do special things. For instance—you managed to find me here. Who knows what else you could do?”

Eric tried to curl his fingers into a fist, hoping to warm them up, but his hands were rigid. His jaw began to chatter. “I—I’m cold. Do you have… a blanket or something?”

“Right here,” Randy said, taking Eric by the hand. He led him to his shelter and guided him down, onto a pile of newspapers, and underneath a thick duvet. It was better, but still cold. Randy decided to get into the blanket as well, to provide body heat.

They remained like that together. “Your perfume smells beautiful.”

“You bought it.”

“I like it,” said Randy.

“It’s really weird—you flirting with me while we’re like this.”

“I can’t help it. Your beauty draws me in,” Randy said.

“Quit saying shit like that, Randy. It’s freaking me out.”

Then, Eric felt Randy’s hand gently caressing his side. “I just… I just want to help you feel truly… feminine.”

A moment later, Eric felt something else: something hard poking him in the rear. He gasped, reaching back to feel that Randy’s cock was out—and he was erect. “Randy!” Eric gasped.

“Shh,” Randy said, and then Randy brought a finger to Eric’s lips. Instead of pushing that finger away, Eric succumbed to a different urge, opening his mouth and letting that finger onto his tongue. For reasons he couldn’t understand, he was sucking Randy’s finger.

And then Randy pulled that finger out and brought the spit down, underneath the skirt of Eric’s dress. He already had Eric’s leggings down, along with his panties. Now, he was pushing that finger into Eric.

Eric let out a small gasp. He closed his eyes and bit down on the tongue.

The finger went knuckle-deep, and then pulled out so the real-deal could go in. “Shit,” Eric muttered, knowing he was caving, knowing he wasn’t going to fight back… because he wanted to feel it inside of him.

Randy penetrated Eric.

Randy used his whole cock, pushing deep: every throbbing inch inside of Eric’s petite, vulnerable body.

“Oh my fucking God,” Eric groaned, reaching out and clutching a tree root. He could feel it throbbing inside of him. He could feel every vein, every ridge—and he could even feel Randy’s hairy ballsack pressed against his tush.

Then the thrusting started. Eric began to tremble—and then the trembling turned into a convulsion. Randy was thrusting slowly, but hard—and deep. Randy’s hand explored Eric’s soft, smooth body.

In that moment, Eric felt like a woman. She was a woman. “Don’t stop,” she whispered.

Randy thrusted harder into her.

“Please don’t stop,” Eric moaned. “Please don’t cum—not yet. Oh God, it feels so good. It feels so fucking… good. Fuck… Right there, Randy. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop!” She reached back and clutched Randy’s hand. She brought it around to her chest, forcing Randy to clutch at Eric’s chest. She moaned loudly—and then the moaning turned to screaming. She pushed her bum hard back into Randy’s pelvis. “Fuck! I—I think I’m coming! Oh God! I’m coming! Fuck, Randy! You’re making me fucking cum!” She screamed loudly, cum exploding into the inside of her skirt. A moment later, Randy was unloading deep inside of Eric.

And then came a sudden moment of clarity: a gasping shock, knowing that Eric had just allowed a man to fuck him in the ass. He’d lost his virginity… to a guy, and he was on the receiving end.

The shame came hard. He felt violated—and disgusted when he realized his ass still had a cock in it… and a huge load of cum. “Ew!” he shrieked, and then he jumped to his feet. Cum poured out, down his thighs. “Please tell me you have a towel!”

Randy scrambled to help Eric clean up. Then, while Eric was cleaning another man’s cum off of his thighs, he looked up and got a kiss, on the lips, from Randy.

“Fuck off!” Eric gasped.

“I’m sorry,” Randy said. “I couldn’t help myself.”

“Well learn to help yourself!” Eric said. “Because I’m pretty sure I’m stuck here until the sun’s up—which means we’re sleeping together in that shelter. As far as I’m concerned—you just fucking raped me. You—You got into my head and confused me. Okay? That’s not right! And if we’re going to be stuck together, keeping each other warm… I really hope you won’t do any shit like that again!”

But it happened again, shortly after they crawled into the shelter for the night. This time, it was Eric who initiated, rolling over and sinking down, putting his lips around Randy’s shaft so that he could experience what it felt like to pleasure a man orally. It was only five minutes later when Randy was back inside of Eric, this time with Eric facing Randy, thighs wrapped around him, lips locked together.

It did feel nice, to be treated like a woman—to be dominated like a woman. Pulses of intense euphoria made Eric feel truly… divine, for lack of a better word. And the feeling of being creampied was almost enlightening; for that brief moment, it all made sense.

They fell asleep together after kissing, and then, in the morning, Randy explained his troubles to Eric. “Something arrived in Smithers,” he said. “And then I saw it arriving in Bear Lake the next day. It’s a strong, terrible energy… and I don’t know what it means.”

“What is it?”

“I don’t know,” Randy said. “But it’s going to try to steal your energy.”

“How?”

“I don’t know.”

Randy didn’t seem to know much—but Eric had witnessed enough supernatural to believe that whatever Randy saw was truly dangerous. “I’ll be careful,” Eric said, and then he began his trek home, dressed like a girl, because he knew that his path home would be more clear if he focussed hard on maintaining that divine feminine energy. Sure enough, he was home within the hour, just as a heavy snowfall was beginning, covering up his tracks, and possibly putting Randy in grave danger of being consumed.

“Wind is expected to pick up throughout the morning,” said the weatherman on the news. "As the day progresses, we're looking at a significant drop in temperature, with the mercury plummeting well below the seasonal average. By mid-afternoon, we expect wind chills to reach dangerously low levels, potentially down to -40 degrees in some areas when factoring in the wind chill effect.

“This arctic blast will bring with it more than just a biting cold; we're anticipating whiteout conditions as the gusts reach upwards of ninety kilometres per hour. This will likely lead to treacherous travel scenarios, with visibility near zero and roads becoming perilously icy.

“Residents are strongly advised to limit travel and stay indoors if at all possible. If you must venture out, be sure to dress in multiple insulating layers and cover all exposed skin to prevent frostbite, which can occur in a matter of minutes under these extreme conditions.

“We also advise keeping a winter survival kit in your vehicle, including blankets, a flashlight, water, and non-perishable food items. Remember to keep your cell phone charged and stay tuned for emergency updates as this fast-moving system could evolve quickly, bringing even more severe weather than currently anticipated.

“To reiterate, this is not your typical cold front; it's a dangerous weather event that demands caution and preparedness. We will continue to monitor this system closely and provide updates throughout the day."

Eric felt a nausea churn in his stomach; he was lucky to be home before the big, sudden storm—but Randy was still out there. Randy was far out there, with nothing but a jacket and a blanket and a small fire that wasn’t likely to survive the wind and snow.

Panicked, he called the police. “My friend went out into the forest,” he said. “He’s far out—at least three miles out.”

“Where is your friend?” asked the policeman. But Eric wasn’t exactly sure. He hadn’t marked his tracks; he hadn’t gone out with a map or a compass. He’d only followed that divine intuition. He knew where he’d started, but that was it…

“We’re contacting Search and Rescue,” the officer said. “And son—I recommend you don’t go out looking for your friend. Once the blizzard hits, it’s going to be a whiteout.”
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Randy realized quickly that he wasn’t going to survive. He knew that rescuers weren’t going to find his body before the coyotes. And if coyotes took him, they would take his documents with him; now, he needed to prioritize those precious pages over his own life—because there was no way to save his life.

A gust of wind snatched a page from him. “No!” he gasped, managing to recover it before it was swallowed by the whiteout. His heart was racing; he knew this was the end of his life.

His fire had gone out. The temperatures had dropped drastically. He could hardly walk: the cold in his knees and thighs was too intense. This was a storm unlike anything he’d ever seen, ushered in, surely, by that horrible black energy that came with that plane into Smithers.

“Shit,” he mumbled under his breath. He scrambled through the trees, trying to find his camp. He’d managed to grab all of his papers, stuffing them into his coat, but now, in the blowing snow, he couldn’t find his shelter. He had no idea where in the forest he was. He kept walking, thinking he was heading in the right direction, and then he found himself at a cliff face. “No!” he cried.

He was losing hope in finding some place of refuge.

Then, he found a tree: a large, dense tree with a huge split in it; it wasn’t big enough for him to fit in, but he was able to roll up those final pages of the Divine Feminine. He stuffed them down into the ancient tree, and then he stuffed his waterproof coat in over top, so that melting snow wouldn’t drip down and soak the pages. It was his only hope in saving those documents.

Then, the cold made it hard to breathe. He fell to his knees, gasping for air, but his lungs were filled with ice crystals. He coughed and then found himself unable to take another breath in, and he died of exposure.
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It was apparently very rare to get a ‘snow day’ in Bear Lake. Supposedly, there had only been three in the past two decades; students in Bear Lake were generally expected to brave the snow, because heavy snowfall was a part of life in Northern British Columbia.

So Sid was surprised to get three consecutive snow days. The snow days were announced by a snow plough, which had a speaker system mounted to it; the driver of the plough announced it over and over as he worked through the roads of the town, fighting the snow as it fell.

Power in the town was out. There was also no cell service: the power was out to the nearby cell towers. The few people who had solar panels were also out of power, because the extreme cloud cover had blocked out the sun for two straight weeks during an already low-sun time of year. Many families had to go and stay with their neighbours, because they had replaced their ‘antiquated’ fire-burning heat systems with electric heat pumps and oil furnaces, which required power to operate.

So pipes all over town were bursting. Homes were briefly flooded before freezing. Many basements now had skating rinks in them, which many of the kids enjoyed, but the parents weren’t thrilled to know that their belongings were solidified in ice, and would be totally ruined as soon as power was turned back on.

Sid spent those days by his fire, loading a new log in every twenty or thirty minutes. The furnace was kept as hot as possible, because it was the only way to keep the house somewhat tolerable.

Eric came over a few times, looking sick and frightened. He kept asking if Eric had cell service. “And, uh, you haven’t heard anything about Randy… have you?”

“Nothing,” Sid said. Sid hadn’t seen Randy in ages; he hardly knew Randy. Randy had only been to school once or twice since Sid moved to that town. Now, Randy had been missing for many days. He’d been marked absent from school for weeks. Only a couple people had sighted him in the past couple of weeks. “Sorry, man. Were you guys… friends?”

Eric shrugged his shoulders. “I guess so,” Eric said. “I mean… Yeah. But…”

“But what?” Sid said.

“Well, he had something that… sort of belonged to me.”

“What?”

“It’s not a big deal,” said Eric, acting strangely, unable to stand still—maybe because of the cold. Then, Eric would return the next day to see if Sid had heard any updates.

Sid was used to being alone and bored—his first month in Bear Lake was basically boredom and loneliness—but this was a whole new level. Now, Sid was feeling claustrophobic and cut off from the world. Even his mother wasn’t home; she was stuck at work—only able to get the odd text message through whenever there was a small blip of cellular activity. She was fine, and she was happy that Sid was fine… but mentally, he was losing his mind.

He hadn’t seen Zach in days. Zach had quickly turned into his only refuge from the clutches of that small town. Finally, he had someone he could relate to, someone who didn’t look at him like he was some mutant alien.

The night before the big storm, Zach came over with a six-pack of beer. Together, they managed to stream (illegally) a big UFC fight. Sid had never watched anything like it, but Zach did a good job explaining the rules and some of the culture around it. It was surprisingly a good time, and Sid could see himself getting into it.

Sid had also started noticing some small changes to his body; Zach had promised quick results from the gym and the diet changes he got Sid on. Now, Sid could feel the budding of abs, and maybe some pecs too. And Sid had seen the attention Zach could get. Whenever they went to the gym together, women would gravitate towards Zach; they would start flirting with him, and he would hardly have to say anything. On top of that, he’d been going out with Bristol.

“You know Eric is really into Bristol,” Sid had told Zach, but Zach just laughed.

“Look, man,” Zach said. “Point to a hot girl, and I’ll find ten guys who are into her. You can’t just live your life as a doormat for other dudes.” And now, Sid was remembering stepping aside for Eric, trying to be nice—and now, Eric wasn’t even with Bristol.

It was a rude awakening. For the first time, Sid was able to see, objectively, that he’d been a sort of ‘beta male’. Maybe he shouldn’t have stepped down from asking Bristol out. Maybe he shouldn’t have let Eric take the only pretty girl in town when he had his one chance to woo her.

And now, he couldn’t help but think that he needed to be more ruthless, more selfish, or he would just be a doormat for other men.

He tried to think of the other female prospects in town. The only somewhat-pretty girl left on the market was Bristol’s sister, Amy. She was in the eleventh grade. She was shorter, a bit chubby, but with a pretty face and stunning blue eyes. She was a laugher—always laughing loudly in the hallways. Some kids made fun of the way she snorted when she really started laughing, but Sid kind of liked that about her.

It was a Thursday morning when Sid was startled by a dull knock at the door. The knocker let himself into the house before Sid could even get off the couch.

Now, Zach was shaking snow off of himself on the doorstep. He jumped inside and pulled off his snowy toque. “Damn,” he said. “This place is a fucking frigid nightmare.”

“Yeah,” said Sid. “What are you doing here?”

“I thought I would come and save you,” he grinned. “Smithers got power back a few hours ago. They’re reopening the gym at noon. Please tell me you’ve been doing that strength circuit I gave you.”

Sid eyed the printout on his table; he did it… once. It was hard, and it was hard to be motivated when alone.

“Get changed,” Zach said. “Fill that firebox, and let’s hit up town.”

Sid smiled. He changed quickly and got into Zach’s little BMW, which swerved dangerously on the icy roads. It was probably too dangerous to be driving, but Sid didn’t care enough to say anything; he wanted a break from Bear Lake. Risking a deadly car accident seemed totally worth it.

And Smithers seemed like downtown Manhattan compared to Bear Lake—especially with the power on, and all of the Christmas lights all lit up. All of the powerless people from the surrounding towns were now in Smithers, lining up for groceries, going to the theatres to get a break from the cold, and getting coffee with friends they hadn’t seen since before the icy lockdown.

The gym was packed—beyond Sid’s comfort zone, but Zach didn’t care. They got right to it: lifting weights, counting reps. There were girls in the gym: more than a dozen pretty girls desperate to catch up on their routines. Sid couldn’t remember the last time he saw more than one pretty girl in the same room (and yes, we’re talking about Bristol). Now, he was surrounded by them, all wearing their skimpy workout clothes: pants so tight, their pussies were on full display. Sid’s head was spinning. The various perfume scents were overwhelming. The bouncing breasts as the girls jogged on treadmills, or jumped over jump ropes, or hopped onto boxes…

“Sid. You doing okay?” Zach asked.

“Huh? Yeah,” Sid said. “Just… tired. I’ve been staying awake to keep the fire going.”

“I’m going to pound out more more quick set, and then I’m calling it a day.”

Sid nodded slowly, and then smiled. “I’ll do the same.” But Sid wasn’t nearly as quick as Zach. He kept getting distracted by the women all around him. There was something about them: an energy that he wasn’t used to being around—or maybe one that he’d forgotten about. Bristol would make him feel a bit… tingly. But this was different; this was Bristol-times-ten.

A girl walked up to him. “Do you need someone to spot you?” she asked. She was older than Sid, with long blonde hair and pretty blue eyes. Sid knew that this was his chance to practise flirting, to be a little bit more like Zach. But the thought of even replying to her made him tense up. And where did that come from? Why could he imagine himself chatting up girls all day long—but the moment he was actually facing one, he became a blubbering idiot?

“Uh…” he said. “I’m okay.”

She giggled. “Okay. I was just offering.”

“Thanks.”

Sid’s head was spinning. Suddenly, he was worried that he was going to be sick. So he stumbled back to the changing room. He had to pause, trying to remember which room was the mens, and which was the women’s. He blinked a few times and got the right door. Then, he turned a corner and froze when he saw Zach giving it to one of the gym girls.

Her little shorts were around her ankles, and her palms were pressed against the cool brick wall. Zach’s shorts were down to his ankles, and he was driving his thick cock in and out of her dripping cunt. “Oh God,” she moaned.

Sid just stopped and stared, stunned; he’d never seen sex in real life. He’d never seen a woman’s gaping pussy. He’d never seen an erect man who wasn’t himself.

The sight was so… graphic. He just stood there, stunned, watching—maybe for a minute… maybe for two minutes. Zach gripped the woman firmly by the hips. He used every inch of his member. He penetrated her rectum with his thumb. He pulled her hair. He made her scream and moan before pulling out and coming on her back.

Then, he turned around and looked at Sid with a grin. “Hey, buddy,” he said. “How was the workout?” Then he laughed. The girl blushed, pulled up her shorts, and hurried off. The next time Sid saw her, she was giving Zach her number outside of the gym.

Zach was just acting like it wasn’t a big deal, like it was something that happened all of the time. “Who was that girl even?” Sid asked awkwardly as they began the drive home.

“I don’t know. I think her name was Keisha.”

“Did you just meet her?”

“Yeah,” Zach said.

“How did you… convince her to do that?”

“She convinced me,” he smiled. “She came up to me in the gym and told me to meet her by the dressing rooms.”

“Does that happen a lot?” Sid asked, completely baffled.

Zach shrugged his shoulders. “You a virgin, Sid?”

Sid was quiet, his chest tensing up.

“No,” Sid said quickly: a lie that he was determined to stick to.

“Oh,” said Zach. “Well. If you stick with me—keep working out with me, and follow the diet plan… I’ll help you figure it out. I’ll have you drowning in pussy.” He winked.

Sid laughed. Then, he bit his tongue. “So, if you’re into that gym chick… Mind if I ask Bristol out?”

Then, Zach became quiet. He looked at Sid for a moment before turning back to the road.

“Yeah, whatever,” Zach said. “I’m not dating her. Just fucking her.”

Sid felt his heart skip a beat. “You guys… have fucked?”

Zach shrugged his shoulders. “That a dealbreaker for you?”

“No,” Sid said. “I just—I had no idea.”

“Ask her out, man,” said Zach. “But if she asks me to see her again, I’m not saying no.”

“Right,” Sid agreed. “Let her decide.”

“And whatever she decides, you don’t take it personally, alright?” Zach said, and it seemed like his way of saying, ‘Go ahead and get rejected, but don’t let it ruin our friendship.’ Sid tried to figure out if it was a nice gesture, or if Zach was being selfish; it was impossible to know for sure.


CHAPTER 17
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The power had been back on for three days, but there had still been no word from the police about Randy. They’d flown helicopters out into the woods many times, but found nothing. Two days of search parties turned up nothing. And now, it seemed like they’d given up. Randy’s history of trying to kill himself seemed to convince the police that there wasn’t much sense in wasting manpower on the case. Even Randy’s parents couldn’t be bothered to come back to Bear Lake to deal with the missing person case.

Eric felt sick. Randy had opened Eric’s eyes to a whole world that he had no idea existed. If it wasn’t for Randy, Eric would still think that his strange crossdressing desires were just some humiliating fetish—but now he knew that he was in touch with something divine.

For days, he’d been reading the Divine Feminine—at least, the pages that he had. He knew there were a few dozen additional pages, which probably had many answers written on them. But the pages he had were aiding in his spiritual development.

He read the pages explaining how to properly meditate, even going into details about perfect meditative posture. There were different meditation forms, according to the Divine Feminine; there was the meditation form to embolden awareness of the feminine energy, and then there was the form to strengthen the feminine energy within oneself. To become more aware and in-tune with energies around oneself, one has to meditate with palms up, facing the divine cosmos. To grow the feminine energy within oneself, one has to meditate with palms down, facing the Earth Mother’s fertile soil. There was also an intense meditation one could practise, placing one’s naked body face down on the bare soil, palms down, to fully absorb the Earth Mother’s fertile energy.

It was all very cryptic, but Eric had managed to decode some of it, and he put much of it into practise. After a few lengthy meditation sessions (palms up), he began to notice a soft coral-coloured glow surrounding certain women. Bristol had a particularly strong coral aura.

And then, after meditating with palms facing down, Eric felt a strange urge to go back to the house of Randy’s uncle. Inside, he found a medicine cabinet, and in the medicine cabinet, he found an abandoned bottle of pills: birth control pills, which contained estrogen. After some nervous consideration, he decided to take the pills: one each day, as his intuition was telling him.

The hormonal changes came fast. Within two days, he was having bad acne. Then, he noticed strange urges to cry at random times. He decided to move his feminine haul over to the empty house of Randy’s uncle, knowing it would be empty for another few months. There, he would spend his nights, getting dolled up and feeling… free, with curtains closed and doors locked. He slept in that old house, in satin lingerie left to him by Randy.

And there, he spent much of his time reading the pages of that mysterious book. The more he read, the more he started to understand the book’s teachings. He understood that his feminine energy would become stronger the more he embraced it, so one nervous night, he dolled himself up and drove out of town, all the way to Smithers, where he knew there was a dim bar that was busy on weekends. He slipped in, dolled up, and felt the gazes of men who had no idea of his true identity. He closed his eyes and soaked in their gawking energies. He hadn’t mastered the feminine voice yet, so he scared a couple of guys away when they came to flirt with him.

Then, a guy flirted with him who didn’t seem to care that Eric was a biological male. “What’s your name?” the man asked.

“Erica,” said Eric—and she truly believed that it was her divine name.

“Erica,” the man smiled. “Can I buy you a drink?”

Erica winked and they drank together before Erica summoned the courage to invite the man to the women’s bathroom, where she put her palms against the wall of a bathroom stall and allowed the man to satisfy himself in her anus. There, as the man ejaculated inside of her while clutching her body with both hands, she felt a surge of new energy entering into her, and at first it was intensely satisfying, and then it was utterly horrifying, because she now understood that this was something that was going to grow and grow, and there was no dialling it back.

She went back to the house of Randy’s uncle, and there, in bed, she spent her night rubbing her nipples; online, she’d read that stimulating the breasts would make them grow faster. She kept telling herself that she didn’t want them to grow, because she knew it was irreversible (without a mastectomy), but the thought of having cute, perky tits was just too exciting; the thought alone filled her with an intense feminine energy. She could occasionally see the coral glow floating around her.

And the Divine Mother rewarded her for embracing the feminine energy, just as promised in the Divine Feminine texts. The next day, at school, Erica—now as Eric—received his report card, which was nothing but As and one A+. The teacher was perplexed. Eric just smiled and blushed. Eric couldn’t help but think of one passage from the Divine Feminine:

I’ll show you the fruits of your toil,
And you will know that it is me, your Divine Mother, my Divine Daughter⁠—
Blessed with riches and worldly powers,
And honeydew fruit and beautiful flowers.



“Good job, Eric,” said Bristol from her desk. She was smiling.

Eric smiled back. “Thanks,” he said to the girl that had rejected him after the dance. She’d been seeing Zach regularly now; he would drive her home almost every day. Bristol had never followed up on that post-dance date, and probably never would.

It didn’t matter; Eric didn’t have time for Bristol. Now, he felt a more intense calling. Trying to woo Bristol just seemed… inconsequential. Spending time and emotional energy on girls… that just seemed wasteful. He was far more excited by the texts that had been left to him by Randy. Finding little nuggets of wisdom in those words always filled him with an intense satisfaction—almost as intense as when he got himself dolled up before experiencing some quintessentially feminine experiencing, like getting with a man at a bar, or just having a man ogle him from across a room.

It was a week later when Erica went back to Smithers, to relive that same experience at that same bar—to feel those same pleasures and satisfactions. There, after being hit on by a handsome young man, she noticed a shy-looking fellow in the far corner. The young guy was nervous, watching Erica from far away.

“Hey there,” Erica said, feeling strangely drawn towards the young guy. She was nervous, worried the guy recognized her—maybe that’s why he was looking at her like that. If he recognized her, then he would surely tell Erica’s classmates in Bear Lake, and then this would all come crashing down in the worst way possible.

“Hi,” said the young man.

“What’s your name?”

“Karl,” he said.

“What are you up to tonight?”

Karl shrugged his shoulders. “You… You’re not really a girl… right? I mean—your trans, or whatever?”

Erica blushed, feeling a tension filling her body.

“It’s not obvious,” Karl said, perking up. “Not at all… It’s just… Well, I heard your voice, and… Anyway—I like that. I mean—I think it’s… sexy.”

Erica blushed, looked around, and then convinced the young man to sneak away with her, to the bathroom. There, they spent thirty minutes. Erica got on her knees and pleasured the man before he sat on the toilet and she sat on his lap. It was an intense pleasure as he clutched her tiny breasts and pawed at her increasingly feminine body.

Erica knew it was so wrong, sleeping with strangers. She knew her father would absolutely disown her (maybe even after beating her half to death). This was something that her father would never understand; until a week or two ago, it was something that Erica couldn’t even understand—and she didn’t expect anyone to understand.

“Fuck me,” she said, bouncing hard on Karl’s lap.

“I’m going to cum.”

“Don’t fucking cum. Not yet. Please. Just—keep fucking me.” She sunk her nails into the skin of his shoulders. “Fucking fuck me!”

“Oh God,” he groaned.

“Don’t fucking cum, Karl!”

Karl couldn’t hold back. This was his first sexual encounter; he was losing his virginity inside of Erica; he didn’t say so, but it was obvious. He was thin and short and shy. He was at that bar alone—with friends at first before being ditched.

After Karl ejaculated inside of Erica’s asshole, Erica looked into his gleaming eyes. Filled with a heightened sense of divine feminine energy, she felt, for a moment, that she could read his mind. “You know,” she said. “I have something that you might be very, very interested in.”

“Really?” he said.

“If you let me show it to you, I’ll let you inside of me again,” Erica smiled. It was that very night, back in Bear Lake, that Erica showed Karl about the Divine Feminine. Then, promising to let Karl inside of her once more, she begged him to try dressing up. She convinced him to shave his legs in the old tub. She convinced him to put on makeup and wear a wig. And near the end of the night, she saw a glimmer of coral energy radiating off of the young man, and knew that he had potential to be a proper follower of the Divine Feminine—and the first of many to come.
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