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THE FRIEND

Andy hasn’t seen his friend, Samuel, since elementary school. They were best friends twenty years ago, and then Sam moved away to another city. Andy never heard from Sam in those twenty years—until one day, when Sam reached out via e-mail, asking if he could stay for a few weeks while visiting his old hometown.

Andy is excited for the visit—unlike his roommate Grant, who gets stuck preparing the guest room and running errands for Andy’s incoming guest. Grant wouldn’t be so grouchy had he been asked before Andy told his friend he could stay for three weeks. But that grouchiness fades away quickly when a beautiful woman shows up on the doorstep, ready for her three-week visit.


CHAPTER I

Grant wasn’t looking forward to the arrival of his roommate’s friend, who was apparently going to be staying in the spare room for the next three weeks. It didn’t help that Andy, Grant’s roommate, had somehow convinced Grant to go out and run errands for the soon-to-arrive visitor.

“How did I get roped into this?” Grant asked himself as he pulled up to the specialty grocery store on the other end of town. But Grant knew how he’d gotten roped into it: he was always offering his help to everyone. He got it from his mother, who got it from her mother. When Andy said, “Man, I really wish I had orange blossom syrup for the muffins,” Grant was quick to offer the use of his truck and himself—though he didn’t realize the only store that sold orange blossom syrup was forty-five minutes away.

And it really didn’t help that Grant had just gotten finished making up the spare room as a guest suite—he’d gone to the store to buy new sheets, he’d spent a few hours fixing the old wooden bed frame, and he’d hung curtains. Just before Grant left for the specialty grocery store, Andy had said, “Wouldn’t it be nice if the ceiling got a fresh coat of paint? The last tenant’s shoddy paint job has always bugged me.” So Grant had stopped at the hardware store on his way to the specialty grocery store to get a can of white ceiling paint—he didn’t even know that ceilings needed special paint, and he really didn’t know that special ceiling paint was almost twice as expensive as regular paint.

And why was Grant doing all of this? He didn’t even know Sam, Andy’s old friend from elementary school. By the sounds of it, Andy hardly knew him either. Apparently they hadn’t spoken since the sixth grade—which was two decades ago. They only started talking recently via e-mail. “What’s he doing in Calgary for three weeks?” Grant asked, and Andy didn’t even know the answer.

Grant wandered the very large specialty grocery store for nearly twenty minutes before he caved and asked an employee where they kept the orange blossom syrup. The employee’s eyes glazed over and he said, “What’s that for?”

“I don’t know—muffins I think,” Grant said. Grant wasn’t too upset about the errand. Whenever Andy baked, Grant at least got to eat the baked goods—so he couldn’t really complain. If the errand made the food better, then perhaps it was worth it.

The employee was no help, so Grant continued his search on his own. He ended up finding a small bottle of the syrup hidden in an obscure isle—though to be fair, there were only obscure isles in that store (mostly filled with fake meats for vegetarians). The small bottle cost him almost twenty dollars, and he bought it even though he knew Andy wouldn’t be paying him back—he never paid him back. And later, Grant would feel resentment towards Andy, even though he volunteered himself to go out and buy the obscure ingredient.

When Grant returned home, Andy hadn’t gotten much done. The floors still needed mopped and the carpets still needed vacuumed. The sink was still filled with dirty dishes and somehow the guest bed had become ruffled, as if Andy had taken a quick nap in it. Grant called out for Andy. “I’m up here!” Andy shouted back. Grant went up to Andy’s bedroom and found him playing video games.

“How long have you been playing?” Grant asked.

“Since you left,” Andy said casually. Grant found himself curling his fingers into a fist, trying not to shout at his roommate. But all he could really do was hope that Andy’s old friend wasn’t nearly as useless as Andy—hopefully this Sam character would clean up after himself, and maybe even help out with some of the chores. He wasn’t going to be paying rent, after all.

“So what time is your friend coming?” Grant asked.

“Tonight—I think he said around seven.”

Grant checked his watch. It was already five and there were still plenty of chores that needed done around the house. Had Grant had more of a backbone, he would have ripped the cable of Andy’s PlayStation out from the wall and demanded Andy finish the remaining chores. But instead, Grant slipped out from Andy’s bedroom and he swept, vacuumed, mopped, remade the guest bed, wiped the counters, cleaned the dishes, and then he even answered the door when the doorbell rang, because Andy was apparently in the middle of a game that couldn’t be paused.

“You don’t think it would be a good idea to answer the door for your old friend?” Grant shouted up the stairs.

“Sorry—it’s just bad timing. I’ll be down in five minutes—ten at the most,” Andy said. Grant squirmed at the thought of having to entertain a complete stranger for ten minutes, which actually meant fifteen minutes in Andy time.

Grant opened the door and was ready to step aside for Andy’s friend—but it wasn’t Andy’s friend at the door. It was a short, slender woman with long brown hair and a nice perky bust. She was wearing a cute skirt, which hardly covered much of her long, smooth legs. Her lips were pink with gloss and her eyes were dark with eyeliner. She smiled at the sight of Grant. “Andy?” she said, and it looked like she was ready to thrust herself forward for a hug.

Grant was ready to jump back, in case the girl really did lunge at him. He held the doorknob firmly and took a whole step backwards. “No,” he said. “I’m Grant. Andy’s, uh, busy at the moment. Can I help you?” Grant did his best not to look down at the young woman’s body, worried he would accidentally make her feel uncomfortable. Her blouse was buttoned down, showing off her perky cleavage (and it looked like she wasn’t wearing a bra), and her skirt was so short, Grant could nearly see her panties. She was too pretty to be a prostitute, but she was dressed down like one.

“I’m here to see Andy. You must be his roommate,” she said. And then Grant found himself wondering if Sam was actually a girl. Had Andy mentioned Sam’s gender? Had Grant just assumed Sam was a boy because it was Andy’s friend, and Andy didn’t have any female friends?

“Are you Sam?” Grant asked hesitantly.

She smiled. “Sarah,” she said.

“Oh, sorry,” Grant said. And then Grant realized Andy had probably invited other people over—maybe other old friends from elementary school—to see Sam when he arrived. That would have been nice to know… Had Grant known there was going to be a little party, he would have put more effort into getting everything tidy and ready. He would have gone out and bought some snacks so that people would have some nibbles to eat. Was it too late to order some food to the house? “Well you can come in. Andy’s just finishing something upstairs,” Grant said, stepping aside. Then the girl turned around and grabbed a suitcase that had been hidden behind her. She pulled it up the stairs with a grunt and rolled it into the house.

Grant’s heart sunk into his stomach. Was Sam not the only guest that would be living with them? Had Andy gone ahead and invited all his old elementary school friends to live with them? “So, uh, you’re going to be staying with us?” Grant asked. He tried to force a smile to be polite, but what he really wanted to do was storm upstairs and grab Andy by the collar. They only had the one spare bedroom, and Grant worked from home—he couldn’t have a whole flock of strangers bumming around while he was trying to work.

“A few weeks—Andy said that it was fine,” Sarah said with a concerned, glowing eyes.

“Oh yeah, totally fine,” Grant said, forcing another smile. Then he faked a laugh, which he thought was probably going too far.

At least the girl was pretty. She was petite and tight and smooth and her face was gorgeous. She would be nice to look at over the next few weeks—until she started bringing guys home from the bars. Grant was going to have to man up and make some house rules for the guests—however many there were: no parties, no strangers, and no fooling around.

“Where should I put my suitcase?” Sarah asked.

Grant didn’t know what to tell her. The guest room had been made up for Sam. There was an air mattress in the boiler room, but Grant couldn’t possibly send Sarah down to sleep in a boiler room for three weeks. “Well, uh, I’m not sure where Andy had in mind,” Grant said, looking around. He looked at the couch and found himself feeling bad about that, too—he couldn’t let a pretty, young woman sleep on the stiff old couch… Maybe Grant could give Sarah his room, and he could sleep on the couch. That would be the gentlemanly thing to do…

“No worries,” Sarah said. She started looking around the house—checking out pictures and knickknacks. She laughed at an old picture of Andy. In the picture, Andy was stumbling down the street, drunk. “Is that Andy?” she said.

“Yeah—he was really wasted that night,” Grant said. “That was a couple of years ago, before he started growing that terrible moustache.”

“He had a moustache?” Sarah asked with a big smile.

“Had? He still has it,” Grant said. Sarah laughed.

“Oh man, it’s been so long,” she said. And then she went back to admiring photos along the mantle.

Grant watched her closely. He looked up the stairs towards Andy’s bedroom. He could still hear Andy mashing away at his controller. His game wasn’t nearly about to be finished, so Grant was stuck entertaining. “So how do you know Andy?” Grant asked.

“We went to school together—many years ago. We were close friends and then I moved away before junior high. There wasn’t Facebook or anything like that back then—well, I guess there was MySpace and that other one… but I never really got into any of that, and I doubt Andy was ever into that kind of thing. So we never really kept touch, until recently.”

“And you were friends with Sam then, too?” Grant asked.

Sarah’s lip curled into a smile. She was about to respond when Andy yelled, “Fuck!” up in his bedroom. Grant turned and looked at the closed door. Sarah’s attention was stolen as well. A moment later, the door opened and Andy emerged. “Sorry—I’m done. Sorry that took so long,” he said as he rushed down the stairs. He was still in his pyjama pants, which he’d been in all day. “Hi,” he said to Sarah, once he noticed her—but it wasn’t the ‘hi’ that Grant was expecting. It even sounded like Andy had no idea who the woman was standing in the middle of his living room.

She didn’t reply. She just raised her arms up and smiled, as if to say, ‘Don’t you remember me?’ And now Grant found himself feeling very confused. What was happening? Was Sarah not invited?

“I just remembered that there’s some laundry that needs folded,” Grant said before turning towards the basement stairs. He looked back at Sarah and smiled. “Nice to meet you, Sarah.” Grant got out of there before things got too much more awkward.


CHAPTER II

Walking up to that house wasn’t easy for Sarah—ringing the doorbell wasn’t easy, either. She kept assuring herself that it would be fine, and it seemed like it was going to be fine, until she saw Andy, her old friend from elementary school.

When his expression dropped, after the roommate went downstairs to fold laundry, she knew that he knew she used to be Sam. She had wanted to say something in one of her e-mails—when Andy kept calling her Sam, she knew she should have said something, but she was afraid he would end correspondence as soon as he realized she was a transgender. There were still lots of people—especially in the conservative city of Calgary, Alberta—who weren’t down with the whole transgender movement.

She remembered Andy’s family. They were regular churchgoers. Sam always avoided Andy’s house on Sundays, because Andy’s parents would always drag Sam along to church with them. Even a sleepover wasn’t a good enough excuse to get out of mass.

Andy would be the first person from her old life that she would come out to. After she moved away from Calgary, she slowly started her transition. She came out properly when she turned eighteen, which was a surprise to all of her friends. Some of them were supportive, some stopped talking to her. Her own family condemned her decision to become a woman, and told her she wasn’t welcome home until she reversed what she’d already done—her parents didn’t know that she’d been taking hormone pills for years (she had to get them illegally, using all of the money she made at her crappy shoe store job).

But now that she was almost fully transitioned, she’d decided that she didn’t want to simply leave the first decade of her life behind, as if it had never happened. She didn’t want to avoid the city of her birth, just because she was slightly less likely to be accepted than if she stayed in Toronto, or if she moved to Vancouver. Plus, she’d been offered a job at a tech company downtown Calgary, and if she decided to take the job, then it was only inevitable that she would eventually run into people from her past life. So it seemed like a good idea to get the shock out of the way, so she didn’t have to go to sleep every night with a heavy weight on her shoulders.

But it was harder than she expected. As soon as Andy’s gaze fell upon her, she wanted to run. Even with his moustache and his shaggy hair, he still looked like little Andy from elementary school, and Sarah couldn’t help but think that meant she would still look like little Sam to Andy. And she was right—though it took Andy a moment. And now that he’d made the connection, he was speechless. His eyes were wide and his lips were parted, but he wasn’t saying anything and he wasn’t moving. “Andy?” Sarah said gently, worried she was about to be thrown out.

She would be fine if he threw her out—though a bit disappointed. She had enough money in her bank account for a few months in a hotel—though bumming on a friend’s couch would have been ideal. She knew there would be a chance that Andy wouldn’t be down for letting a tranny sleep on his couch.

“I, uh—I just—um,” Andy said. His jaw appeared to be trembling slightly. Now Sarah just felt guilty, as if she was putting Andy on the spot. That wasn’t her intention. She didn’t want him to feel uncomfortable. She would have been fine if Andy wanted to call her Sam and treat her like an old male buddy—if that’s what he wanted, as long as he was comfortable.

“I’m sorry if this is a shock,” Sarah said.

“No—It’s not shock. I mean, it is a surprise, but—I just didn’t realize… Why didn’t you say anything?” Andy asked.

“I didn’t want to freak you out. I thought it would be less jarring if I just showed up… Though now that I’m thinking about it, maybe that wasn’t the best judgement call.”

Andy’s lips curled into an uncomfortable-looking smile. “I’m just glad to see you,” he said, but Sarah knew that he wasn’t telling the truth.

“I’m glad to see you. Should we hug?” she asked, taking a step forward. Andy opened his arms and they hugged, though his body felt stiff and cold. She couldn’t blame him—it was the same reaction she got from her mother, who tried to be supportive, but ultimately failed.

“You look good,” Andy said. But he was clearly trying his best not to look down at Sarah’s body.

“Thanks. I like your moustache,” Sarah said. She reached out and felt it, but regretted doing so as soon as Andy’s body became tense and clenched.

“Thanks,” Andy said with another stiff smile. “So I guess I’ll show you to your room.” He turned around slowly and started walking towards the stairs. Sarah grabbed her suitcase and followed Andy towards the guest room. She was impressed—it was made up nicely, and it smelled like fresh paint—a lot of work to put into a guest room for an old friend. “I hope this is okay,” he said. “I know it’s kind of small.”

“It’s perfect,” Sarah said, falling onto the bed. It had been a long trip. She’d driven from Toronto, and she’d done it in just two days: about sixteen hours each day on the road, without much stopping. It felt nice to finally be grounded, knowing that she wouldn’t have to move again for at least a few weeks—unless she had to move to her backup plan hotel.

“Well you’re welcome to stay as long as you want,” Andy said. He was already back in the doorway, ready to run back into the house—probably to hide and regret letting Sarah come to visit.

“Thanks, Andy,” she said with a smile. She did a good job of hiding her guilt. She was already trying to figure out how much money she could give Andy for his troubles. At least if she gave him some money, it would be less awkward—as if she was renting the room, instead of just bumming it. It was more than she expected and she was clearly more than Andy had expected.


CHAPTER III

When Grant finally emerged from the basement, he expected to see a group of old friends chatting in the living room—laughing and drinking and catching up. Instead, he found a desolate space. The house was silent and everyone had gone to bed, even though it wasn’t very late.

Had Sam shown up yet? And Sarah—was she given the guest room? Someone was in there now—was Sam in there with Sarah? Were they a couple? Had they arrived in separate vehicles? Grant knew he wasn’t going to know any of the answers until the morning. He thought about knocking on Andy’s bedroom door for an update, but Andy’s bedroom light was off, as if he was sleeping (even though he usually didn’t go to sleep until very late).

So Grant watched some television in the living room for a couple of hours, just in case Sam ended up showing up—someone had to greet the guy, after all. But there were no visitors. Now it was midnight and Grant had to work in the morning. So he shut everything down and went to sleep, feeling somewhat frustrated that he didn’t understand what was going on.

For the past week, Andy had been raving about Sam—talking about all the different things he wanted to do while Sam was in town. He’d never mentioned Sarah.

When Grant woke up the next morning, the house was still silent. Andy’s car was still parked out front and so was Sarah’s—but there were no other cars that Grant didn’t recognize. So maybe Sam didn’t show up. Maybe he cancelled his trip and Sarah took his place. Grant wasn’t about to complain. Sarah was gorgeous. Sarah had a killer body and legs to die for. And if she was going to be there for a few weeks—that was more than enough time for Grant to make a move.

He smiled on his way down to his home’s basement office as he thought about her: her big eyes and her pink-glossed lips. She really was beautiful. How had Andy kept a friend like Sarah hidden for so long? Maybe he kept her hidden on purpose, so that Grant wouldn’t try to ask her out. Maybe Andy wanted her for himself. And was that why she was visiting now? Had Andy made a move, or was he planning on making a move?

It was around 9:00 AM when Grant heard someone walking around upstairs. He assumed it was Andy, and he really wanted to talk to Andy about Sarah—but he knew there was a small chance it was Sarah, and he didn’t want to seem desperate by suddenly showing up the moment she woke up. So he remained down in his basement office, though now he wasn’t getting much work done. Instead, he was staring at his screen and thinking about Sarah. He felt somewhat like a teenaged boy, eager to impress a classmate, but terrified of actually talking to her, face-to-face. He found himself daydreaming about her: sitting next to her on the couch with his arm over her shoulders. He couldn’t help but think about her in his bed, naked—her warm body pressed up against his. He was already imagining his hands against her perky tits, and his cock pressing into her tight pussy.

He navigated away from his work and found himself on Facebook. He searched for Sarah, but found tens of thousands of people named Sarah, just in his province. And he wasn’t even sure if Sarah was from his province. He tried searching Andy’s friends, but she wasn’t there. And then he even tried logging into Andy’s Facebook account, to see if her page was just hidden from people who weren’t her friends (Andy used the same password for everything: his last name with a 1 at the end). But Sarah’s page still wasn’t there.

And once again, Grant found himself daydreaming about holding Sarah’s naked body. He closed his eyes and leaned back in his chair. He reached down for the fly of his jeans when he noticed a figure standing in his office doorway. He sprung up and nearly screamed like a little girl. It was Sarah.

She smiled. “Am I interrupting?” she said.

Grant felt his face turning red. “No—not at all. I was just, uh, resting my eyes. I’ve been working for a few hours already,” he said. He cleared his throat and adjusted his shirt. He took a quick look down to make sure his erection wasn’t too noticeable under his jeans. “How did you sleep?” he said.

“Great. That bed in there is super comfortable,” she said. “So this is where you work?”

“Yeah, this is it,” Grant said, looking around at the plain walls in the windowless cube.

“Do you just work on your laptop?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Why don’t you work outside on your laptop? It’s a beautiful day.”

Grant smiled. “I would, but I work best with as few distractions as possible. Blank walls and no windows is perfect for me. If I can focus for five straight hours, then that’s all I need in a day. If I go outside, every car that goes by will steal my attention. I think I have ADHD, but I’ve never been tested.”

“Whatever works, I suppose,” she said, still with that cute smile on her face. She remained in the doorway, looking at Grant. Grant suddenly felt tense, as if he was forgetting something. He wanted to say something—maybe a compliment—but he was still in a half state of shock from nearly being caught. Had Sarah walked into his office one minute later, she would have caught him with his cock in his hand—and that would have been truly devastating. And she probably would have guessed that she was the one on his mind. But thankfully, she caught him a moment before—it probably just looked like he was stretching, or maybe reaching into his pocket at most. “So, uh, what are you getting up to today?” Grant asked.

“I was thinking of checking out downtown. I haven’t been in years,” she said.

“Where are you from?” Grant asked.

“Well I’m from here originally, but I’ve been in Toronto for almost twenty years,” she said.

Grant nodded, his head still murky from Sarah’s sudden appearance in his doorway.

“Anyway—I’ll stop bugging you. I should probably start my day. I still need my morning coffee,” she said, turning away. Grant continued to nod, still slowly processing everything she was saying. His mind was still stuck on the last thing she’d said, about living in Toronto for nearly twenty years. Was that not the same story with Sam? Did Sam not live in Calgary until the end of the sixth grade before moving to Toronto? So were Sam and Sarah related, or was that just a big coincidence? Before Grant could think to ask, Sarah was already gone. He could hear her upstairs by the front door, probably putting her shoes on, getting ready to leave.

So Grant went back to work, though he was far less efficient than usual. He had to struggle to keep his mind on his daily duties, and there were a few moments where he found himself back on Facebook, searching through pages of people names Sarah from Toronto. It was 4:00 PM when Grant finally threw in the towel for the day. It was much later than he usually worked, and the quality of the work he was getting done was low. So he went upstairs and he got dinner started.

The house was still silent. Sarah was out exploring downtown—but where was Andy? He was usually watching television or playing video games in the living room. Grant walked up to Andy’s bedroom door and gently pressed his ear to the door. He could hear Andy inside, playing video games with the volume turned low. Grant carefully opened the door and poked his head inside. Andy looked over quickly and jumped at the sight of Grant, even though it wasn’t unusual for Grant to poke his head in like that.

“You scared me,” Andy said.

“I saw that. What’s going on? Where’s your friend Sam?” Grant asked.

Andy seemed to squirm in an uncomfortable way. “He never showed up,” he said after a strange moment of silence.

“Who’s this Sarah chick? Someone from your past?” Grant asked.

Andy’s face was strangely pale, as if he hadn’t gotten much sleep. “Yeah—just an old classmate,” he said.

“You never mentioned her.”

“Didn’t I?” Andy said after a bit of hesitation.

“Never.”

“Oh, well, she’s going to be staying her for a while, instead of Sam. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Not at all,” Grant said. His heart skipped a beat before he asked his next question. “So, is she, like, single?”

Andy was silent. His eyes seemed to be glazed over. His lips parted but it took a moment for words to come forth. “I don’t know. I guess you’ll have to ask her,” he said, and then he forced that strange uncomfortable smile that seemed so out of character. He turned his attention back to his screen and continued playing his video game. Grant slipped out of Andy’s room and he returned to the kitchen to check on his dinner. But now he was more confused than ever. There was something weird going on, but Grant couldn’t seem to wrap his head around what.


CHAPTER IV

Andy was killed rather quickly in his video game—so he started another match, and then he was killed again. He was off his game. He couldn’t focus the way he usually focussed. His teammates were shouting at him through his headset. “What the hell are you doing out there? You’re going to ruin our ranks!” one teammate yelled. So Andy figured it was probably best to hang up the controller for the evening. But he was too afraid to leave his bedroom, too afraid to be down in the living room when Sarah came back from her trip into town.

He didn’t know why he was so keen on avoiding her—he couldn’t possibly hide in his bedroom for the next three weeks. He would have to come out eventually—not to mention, if he hid throughout the whole duration of her visit, then she likely wouldn’t feel so welcome.

He heard her return to the house around 7:00 PM. The sound of her heels on the floor downstairs made his heart quiver. That was his old friend—his old best friend. They were inseparable in elementary school. They would hang out together every day after school, and on weekends they would alternate houses to sleepover at. Andy always preferred the sleepovers at Sam’s house, because Sam had a big basement and Sam’s parents never dragged Andy to church. But even at church, they still had fun. They would sneak away after mass and they would always find strange rooms to explore.

And then one day, Sam just left, and Andy never heard from him again. It was a few years later, after Facebook became a popular thing, when Andy finally tried reaching out—but Sam didn’t have a profile—at least not one that Andy could find. He tried a few more times to find Sam over the years, but after a while, he just gave up. His best friend was gone and that was just something he had to deal with.

But now his best friend was back—or was he? Was Sarah really the same person? Sure, she remembered all of those afterschool hangouts and all of the sleepovers, but did that mean she was really the same person? She was a girl now—and a strangely convincing girl. It probably wouldn’t have been so weird if she weren’t so convincing. But she was hardly recognizable—except for those eyes. Those were still Sam’s eyes.

Andy heard her down in the kitchen now. It sounded like she was talking to Grant. How long would it take for Grant to realize that Sarah was a transgender? He’d asked if she was single—so he obviously hadn’t figured it out yet. But when he did figure it out, what would he think? Would he mock her? Would he come upstairs and mock Andy? Or would he instantly become embarrassed when he remembered that he asked Andy if she was single?

Or was Andy just allowing himself to become irrationally paranoid? That girl downstairs was still his old best friend, whether he liked it or not. It was still that same friend from all those afternoon hangouts and weekend sleepovers. Andy had still spent half of a summer with that girl at her family’s cabin, in the fifth grade. So he knew it was only right to go downstairs and treat her like a proper guest. But Andy just couldn’t seem to will himself to open his bedroom door, to let himself out.

He took a deep breath. “Just calm down,” he mumbled to himself. “Just act normal.” He looked down at the doorknob and took another deep breath. He couldn’t figure out why he was so stressed out. He closed his eyes and turned the knob.

When he opened his eyes, he could see the stairs that would lead him to the kitchen, where Sarah was currently chatting casually with Grant. He took a few steps and could already feel his body becoming stiff.

He’d convinced himself that his eyes had lied to him the night before—that Sarah wasn’t really terribly convincing or beautiful. When he first saw her, before he realized she was Sam, he thought she was gorgeous, with her big eyes and her long brown hair. But he was tired—he’d been up early that morning for a work interview, and he’d spent the rest of the day playing video games—and video games can be terribly draining, staring at a flashing screen all day. Surely she wasn’t actually beautiful, and surely she wasn’t actually that convincing; she was Sam, after all, and Sam was your quintessential boy. He was lanky with short hair, and he would always wear long shorts and black t-shirts and shoes made especially for skateboarders…

Andy turned the corner and saw her back. She was standing and watching Grant as he prepared food. She was wearing another short skirt that didn’t do much to cover her bum. And her blouse was open in the back, showing off almost her whole bare back. Her skin looked smooth and tight and unquestionably feminine—even though Andy knew better. Her legs seemed to lack the muscle definition that most men had—was that from the hormones she was taking? And what about that ass? Her ass was perky and round—hormones can’t do that, can they?

She turned around slowly and her gaze met with Andy’s, and Andy became terribly stiff. He tried to force a smile before rigidity took over his whole body, but his smile didn’t feel convincing. “How was your day out?” he said in a tone that was louder than anticipated.

She smiled. “It was fun,” she said. She turned around, showing off her stunning front side. Her blouse was buttoned down once again, showing off that impressive cleavage, which had been created by lots of hormones and likely an expensive surgery.

She wasn’t wearing a bra. As she turned back to the table to pick up her drink, Andy could see under her shirt. He caught a very quick glimpse of her nipple as she spun back. His heart skipped a beat. Then he stuttered. “So, uh, where did you go?” he asked, feeling blood rushing into his cheeks.

Sarah started to explain where she’d spent her day. Andy struggled to pay attention—especially when Sarah turned and was looking away. It was almost impossible for Andy not to sneak a peek of her body. He still couldn’t believe that it was real—even if there were surgeries involved, it was still impressive. And she really was convincing—even her voice was amazingly convincing. But how was it possible? Was it just a fake voice that she’d gotten extremely used to using, or was that from the hormones too?

And if she was a girl now, did that mean she was into men? And what was between her legs: a pussy or a cock? It wouldn’t be hard to find out for sure—her skirt was so short, all Andy would have to do was bend over and look up, but he was too afraid to do it. He wasn’t sure he really wanted to know what was under that skirt. It’s not like he had any interest in being anything more than friend with her. Even then, he wasn’t sure he wanted to be friends with her. What would people think? What would his parents think?

“Andy?” she said. He snapped out from his daze and forced a smile.

“Yes?” he said.

“I asked you what you got up to today,” she said with a small chuckle. Grant chuckled as well. Oh God—did Grant think that Andy was interested in Sarah romantically? Andy’s heart plunged into his stomach. He took a deep breath.

“I, uh, just took a day off. I played some games, tidied up a little bit—that kind of thing. And you? I mean—I know what you did, you just told me.” He laughed nervously. “Sorry, I guess I didn’t get the best sleep last night. I think I have a cold. I woke up in the middle of the night with a runny nose and it just wouldn’t go away. Isn’t that the worst when that happens? So what do you have on deck for tomorrow?” He bit down on his tongue and felt more blood rush into his cheeks.

He was flustered. She was beautiful and he just couldn’t deny it, no matter how hard he tried. She didn’t just look like a woman—she looked like the kind of woman that Andy would have asked out on a date. She was the kind of woman Andy fantasized about. And now, Grant was looking at Andy with a big grin. Grant knew Andy’s type, so he surely knew that Sarah was his type: petite and brunette, with big gentle eyes and a cute smile. Hell, she was every guy’s type. What guy doesn’t want a petite brunette with big beautiful eyes and long smooth legs? Maybe a guy who doesn’t want to be with a biological man…

“Andy?” Grant said.

And Andy snapped out of yet another daze. “Yeah?” he said, refocusing his vision onto his friend.

“She asked you what you’re doing for the rest of the night tonight,” he said.

“Me?”

“Both of us—I said nothing. But I don’t know what you’re doing.”

“I, uh, have nothing planned,” he said. He wanted to come up with a lie so he could get away from her—so he didn’t have to torment himself with the strange conflict that was brewing in his head. But he couldn’t think of anything, especially after he’d just told them that he’d taken the day off, and Grant knew that he didn’t work.

“Well there’s this bar that I’ve been told to check out. Maybe you guys can come with me,” Sarah said with that big, cute smile. She walked past Andy on her way to the living room. He caught a whiff of her and his heart melted a little bit in his chest. She smelled like a flowery meadow, and she was radiating a peculiar warmth.

“Okay,” Andy said. It took him a moment to even realize he’d said it. He really was flustered like a teenaged boy—even though he knew Sarah’s true identity.


CHAPTER V

Grant had a tremendous night bowling with Andy and Sarah—though it would have been even better had Andy not been there. It only took Grant about thirty minutes to realize that Andy had a bit of a crush on Sarah.

Grant made the realization when he was emerging from the bathroom. Sarah was up at the top of the lane, lining up her throw. Andy was watching with glowing eyes. His gaze slowly travelled down Sarah’s body and ended on her bum. His body became tense as she bent over—she threw her ball with both hands, with her legs spread into a wide stance. Grant had never seen Andy stare at a girl like that before—and Grant wasn’t thrilled to have the competition, especially because Andy had the obvious advantage of actually knowing Sarah.

They were old friends with lots to talk about—though they weren’t talking much. When Sarah went to sit with Andy at the score table, Andy became tense and silent. Grant never thought Andy was a shy guy, but as he thought about it more, he realized he’d never seen Andy around a crush before. Maybe this was just the way he got around girls he liked.

When Grant got up to get some nachos and another beer, he looked back and saw Andy staring at Sarah’s tush again—it looked like he was trying to get a peek up her skirt. Grant laughed. And then he wondered if he should give Sarah to Andy. All night, he’d been chatting Sarah up, complimenting her, trying to figure out what makes her tick so he could have a shot of getting into her panties. But she was Andy’s friend and she was there because of Andy—so maybe Andy should be the one to get her.

But after three games, Andy was still silent and tense. His face was a constant shade of red, and he would force big, awkward smiles every time Sarah looked his way. He looked scared and uncomfortable—lost in a fantasy involving his old childhood friend. But when Grant was talking with Sarah, he didn’t feel uncomfortable at all. In fact, he felt more comfortable than ever. All of Sarah’s stories were strangely relatable, and she wasn’t like the other girls Grant had met in his life. She was different—she was easy going and funny and she knew how to have fun. In a weird way, it was like hanging out with a guy. Except she was a gorgeous girl, so it was so much better.

“Should I try throwing the ball the way you throw it?” Sarah asked Grant. And she was referring to the proper way of throwing the ball—with one hand and an approach.

Grant laughed. “Yeah, you probably should. Once you get used to it, it’s much easier and it’s actually legal.”

“What do you mean, legal?” Sarah asked.

“Well, if this was a bowling tournament—not that I’ve ever bowled in a bowling tournament—you would be penalized for throwing with both hands. I mean—it’s fine for this. I don’t care and I don’t think Andy cares. But you should probably give the proper way a try.” Grant found himself rambling a bit, feeling strangely flustered, which wasn’t like him. He took a deep breath and gathered his composure, and then he watched as Sarah attempted to throw the bowling ball properly. It went straight into the gutter. “Here, do you mind if I show you?” he said, standing up.

He went up behind her and reached around her, showing her how to properly hold the ball. Then he slowly swung her through the motions. He could feel Andy’s gaze burning against his back. Would Andy be angry? Would he be jealous? As Sarah practiced the motions, Grant could feel her soft tush pushing against his crotch. He bit down on his tongue in an attempt to suppress the erection that wanted to grow inside of his pants. He took a step back to ensure that erection didn’t happen—it was his throw next after all, and he didn’t want to step up to that lane with a big bulge in his pants. “Give that a try,” he said, moving back to his seat quickly.

Sarah threw the ball—it wasn’t the greatest bowling throw ever, but she knocked down four pins, which got her excited. “I did it!” she said with a small cheer.

“That was great,” Grant said. He looked over at Andy. “Wasn’t that great?”

Andy’s face was still red. His gaze was lost inwards. He looked like he hadn’t even heard Grant’s question. Was he feeling betrayed? Grant looked away quickly, feeling strangely guilty. He took a deep breath and then thought to himself: if Andy wants her, he can have her—but he has to make some sort of move first to prove it. Until Andy made some sort of move, Grant was going to continue his pursuit.

“I’m going to get another pitcher of beer for us,” Grant said. As he stood up, he noticed Andy’s glass was still full—he hadn’t taken a sip. He was lost deep in his mind. Maybe he wasn’t feeling well. “You okay, bud?” Grant asked.

Andy looked up slowly, and then his gaze finally returned to the real world. He forced a smile. “I’m great,” he said. “I guess I’m just not very good at bowling.” And he really wasn’t. Most of his throws ended up in the gutter, but he didn’t seem to care. He was more interested in staring at Sarah when no one was looking—Grant caught him again when he was returning with a new pitcher of beer.

Sarah was handling her liquor surprisingly well for a petite woman. Grant couldn’t help but notice that she’d poured herself five glasses throughout that night—and each glass was about twenty ounces. Her cheeks had turned a darker shade of red (which only made her look cuter) and she wobbled slightly whenever she stood up, but otherwise there were no signs that she was drunk. Grant, on the other hand, could hardly walk in a straight line. In the final game of the night, he ended up throwing half of his balls into the gutter. Sarah came up behind him and tried to show him how to properly throw the ball—imitating him from earlier. They had a good laugh, and then, for a brief moment, they looked into each other’s eyes and they were silent.

“We should probably get a cab home,” Grant said. The three of them went outside and hailed the first cab that went by. Fifteen minutes later, they were home. Andy went straight to his bedroom without saying more than “Goodnight!” Grant still couldn’t decide if he was feeling sick or if he was feeling betrayed. But in that moment, Grant was too drunk to care. Now he had Sarah alone, and Sarah was staring into his eyes with that adorable smile on her face. “Want to see my bedroom?” he asked her.

“Sure,” she said.

He reached out his hand and she took it gently. He led her up the stairs and into his bedroom. He closed the door carefully behind them, so that Andy wouldn’t hear what happened next.


CHAPTER VI

Sarah was shocked when Grant went in for the kiss. She became still, but she kissed back. How could she not kiss back? Grant was a handsome guy. He was funny and nice, and he didn’t seem to care that Sarah used to be a man. Though Sarah couldn’t help but wonder if Grant thought she’d transitioned completely. Maybe he thought there was a pussy between her legs, and not a long throbbing cock…

He slipped his hands around her sides and he pulled her close. Her hands ended up under his shirt, on his chest. She felt his pecs and then she heard herself whimpering slightly. He was stronger than she’d expected. His body was warm and comforting. She took another step closer, pressing her chest against his body. Now his arms were around her completely. She had to stand up on her toes to keep her lips pressed against his.

Her heart was pounding. She’d never had sex before. Most guys ran away as soon as she told them she used to be a guy. The ones who didn’t run away were always creeps—fetishists looking to satisfy some trans fantasy. But Grant didn’t seem like a trans-fetishist. He was a nice, funny, normal guy. He was handsome and strong and he had a big cock—Sarah was feeling it now, with her hand down between his legs. She let out another little whimper.

But why would a handsome, strong, normal guy want to be with a trans chick? Sarah tried to think of a reason, and then she thought: maybe he doesn’t actually know. Maybe Andy never told him. Maybe Andy and Grant weren’t as close as she assumed—or maybe Andy was too embarrassed to tell him. Sarah’s heart sunk into her gut and she stopped kissing. “Is everything okay?” Grant asked.

She looked into his eyes. Maybe she wasn’t about to lose her virginity. Maybe she wasn’t about to finally get with a guy… “I’m fine,” she said, forcing a smile. She could feel warmth rushing into her cheeks. She took a deep breath as Grant slipped a hand gently around her head. He smiled—he really was handsome. He pulled her head in closer and then he kissed her again. And then Sarah thought: maybe he does know. Maybe there’s nothing to worry about. Or maybe he just won’t care—he seems nice and understanding.

“You’re tense—just relax,” Grant said.

Sarah took another deep breath and forced another big smile. Grant unbuttoned her top and gently pulled it off of her body. Her tits were exposed now. He sunk down and cupped her supple breasts. He squeezed and then he leaned forward to suck her nipples. It felt nice—really nice. She took another deep breath and leaned her head back. Another whimper slipped out from her lips. She pressed Grant’s head firmly into her chest. “Shit, that feels good,” she muttered. He circled her nipples with the tip of his tongue, and he sucked hard, making her nipples big and erect. But now there was a tingling between her legs—she was getting hard. Soon her panties wouldn’t be able to contain her and there would be a huge bulge pushing her skirt out. And she still had no idea if Grant would be okay with that.

So she acted on impulse and sunk down to her knees. Grant hesitated and then he smiled, and it took Sarah a moment to realize that she’d just signed up to suck his cock. Her heart stuttered. She’d never sucked a cock before. She’d never even seen an erection before that wasn’t her own. She looked down at the crotch of his jeans. There was a big bulge—he was already erect and ready. So she reached forward and gently undid his belt. Then she toyed with his fly until it was undone. She looked back up at him. He was smiling with red cheeks, excited to be sucked. She had no choice. She had to do it—and she had to get him off. If he didn’t get off, then he would want to go further, and she wasn’t sure she had what he wanted.

She tugged down his pants, along with his boxers. His curved, throbbing erection sprung free, nearly slapping against his abdomen. It truly was large—extending up beyond his bellybutton. She carefully slipped her fingers around it and began to pull back his foreskin. His tip was red. The veins were visibly pulsing. Sarah’s jaw trembled slightly. It was so warm and so hard—like holding a metal pipe that had been left too close to a fire. She continued to stroke him.

“How does that feel?” she asked, looking up at him. His cheeks were somehow a shade redder.

“Good,” he said. “Really good.”

She tightened her grip and began to pump faster. “And this?”

He nodded his head, biting the corner of his lip. She kept pumping, feeling every inch of his long shaft. But she knew he wanted more—and she knew that she wanted more. She wanted to taste him. She wanted to make him come—and she wanted to try swallowing his cum. She’d always fantasized about sucking a man off and swallowing his cum—now was her chance.

But she was terrified. She’d never sucked a cock and she had no idea what she was supposed to do with her tongue or her lips. But she knew she wasn’t going to figure it out by staring at his erection. So she leaned forward and parted her lips. She had to part her lips wide to fit his whole tip into her mouth. But she managed to get him inside. He groaned and slipped his fingers into her hair. He pulled her head tight against his crotch, sinking his cock deeper into her mouth, pressing his tip against the back of her throat. She managed not to gag, but it was a close call.

What she couldn’t fit into her mouth she continued to pump, keeping her grip tight, stroking quickly. In her mouth, she used her tongue to explore the length of his shaft. She could feel all of his veins and hard ridges. It was only a minute later when she could taste something sweet, which she assumed was a drop of pre-cum. She liked it, so she kept sucking and she kept pumping.

Grant laughed nervously. “If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come,” he said, his body becoming tense.

She looked up at him with her eyes, without slipping that beautiful cock out from her mouth. She smiled, letting him know that that’s exactly what she wanted. Now his whole face was a shade of crimson. She closed her eyes and kept sucking. She managed to plunge more of his length into her throat without gagging. Now she had her hand on his ball sack. She massaged it sensually while sucking with her lips and bobbing with her head. It was surprisingly difficult to keep all the differently motions in sync—but she thought she was doing a good job.

She could feel his cock bloating. His fingertips pressed firmly against her scalp and pulled her head in closer. Now she gagged, nearly throwing up—but she managed not to pull back. Tears suddenly formed in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. She could hardly breathe, but she knew she was close—she only needed another minute at the very most—

He came with a loud groan. Cum splattered against the back of her throat and she gagged again. He continued to hold her head close, pressing her nose into his neatly trimmed pubic hair. And his cock didn’t want to stop unloading—shot after shot after shot. Where was it all coming from? There must have been five ounces of cum in her mouth already!

She finally managed to pull her head back. She coughed and spat cum out all over her chin, but she managed to keep most of it in. She closed her eyes firmly and tilted her head back. It took all of her might to swallow that massive cumshot, but she managed to get it down. When she opened her eyes, she saw that Grant was looking at her with big, glowing eyes. “Wow,” he said. “That was hot.”

“Really?” Sarah asked. She could feel cum dripping off her chin.

Grant nodded slowly. “Yeah—that was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.” Sarah didn’t know what he was referring to exactly—her swallowing or her gagging and choking on his cum?

Sarah stood up and kissed Grant on the lips. When she pulled back, a strand of his cum connected their chins together. Grant didn’t seem to mind. Sarah used her shoulder to wipe her chin.

“Do you want to sleep here tonight?” he asked.

“I’d better sleep in my room,” Sarah said. “But I’ll be thinking about you.” She winked and then she turned to leave. Her heart was pounding. She maybe didn’t lose her virginity, but she’s certainly had an unforgettable experience. She wanted to stay the night with Grant, but she still had no idea if he knew her real identity. And if he didn’t—she didn’t want to be there when he found out that a biological male had sucked his cock.

So Sarah went to her own bed and she locked her bedroom door. She lay down and found herself staring up at the ceiling, reliving those precious few minutes of cock sucking. She could still taste his sweet cum on her smiling lips.


CHAPTER VII

Andy was afraid to leave his bedroom the next morning—but this time because he was afraid to face Grant. He heard Grant and Sarah slip into Grant’s bedroom, so surely Grant learned about Sarah’s truth… How could he not have?

And what happened after Grant learned about Sarah’s truth? It was only ten minutes after they went into the bedroom that Sarah came out. Did he angrily send her back to her own room? Or did they go through with it? Ten minutes was more that enough time for a quick fuck—but was it enough time to get through foreplay?

Andy could hear Grant emerging from his bedroom around 8:30 AM. He listened as Grant went down to the kitchen, and then he listened as Grant rifled through the cupboards for a pan to cook breakfast. It was only a few minutes later when Andy heard Sarah emerge from her room. Her soft bare footsteps went to join Grant in the kitchen. Andy carefully opened his door so he could hear their conversation.

“Good morning,” Grant said with a smile in his voice.

“Good morning,” Sarah said. Her voice was smooth and flirty—no signs of fighting or animosity at all.

They started chatting. “Last night was fun,” Grant said. “I think you’re a natural bowler.”

“You really think so?”

Andy couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Either they never actually fucked, or Grant was totally okay with her reality. And maybe there was no reason not to be okay with her reality. It was 2018, after all—they say that 1% of the population is trans. Andy had no idea if that was the truth or not, but even if it was only a tenth of that, then that’s still a lot of people. And should those people not be treated the way they want to be treated? Should a perfectly convincing trans woman not be treated like any other woman?

Andy smiled, but his smile was short lived. If Grant was okay with her reality, then that meant Grant and Sarah were now an item—whether it was official or not. They’d been intimate together and now they were chatting amiably like boyfriend and girlfriend. Which meant that Andy missed his chance with Sarah.

He was liking Sarah more and more every day. The fact that she used to be Sam seemed less and less relevant—just an interesting part of her backstory more than anything. She was beautiful and she was fun to hang out with. All of the guys at the bowling alley were checking her out—had Andy been there with her alone, all of those guys would have been jealous of Andy. Andy wasn’t sure if anyone had ever been jealous of him before.

He went down to the kitchen to see Sarah again, with fresh morning eyes. And without surprise, she was still stunning. She was wearing a pair of pink cotton booty shorts and a tight white t-shirt with a pink cat design. She looked at Andy with a big, warm smile and said, “Good morning, Andy.” Andy’s heart melted a little bit, and then his gut turned with a bout of jealousy. Was she officially off the table, or did Andy still have a chance with her?

“Hi,” Andy said. “You look lovely this morning.”

“Thanks,” she said.

Grant turned and looked at Andy. “Feeling better?” he asked, holding a spatula as bacon sizzled in his pan. He was cooking for everyone.

“Yeah. I think I was just a bit… spaced out last night,” Andy said. But in reality, he’d just been suffering from a sort of existential crisis all night: could he get past Sarah’s male past? Could he be in a relationship with his old male friend without constantly remembering Sam? The answer came to him late in the night: yes. He couldn’t even seem to remember what Sam looked like. Whenever he tried to think about Sam, he could only muster up the image of Sarah, and it wasn’t long before that mental image was stripping for him and teasing his cock with the tip of her tongue.

“Well you look better today,” Grant said, and then he turned back to his breakfast.

Andy found himself looking at Sarah, who was now sitting at the breakfast table, staring out the window into the backyard. She looked peaceful and happy. Her hair was ruffled and she was glowing—probably still revelling in the sex she’d had the night before… But Andy knew he could get past that. He knew that Sarah would fall for him once she got to know him—Grant was just a fling. Lots of girls slept with Grant. He was handsome and tall and muscular. But Andy was the real boyfriend material. He was funny and nice and caring—and he was a good listener. Girls were always telling him that he was a good listener.

Andy took a seat next to Sarah. “So what are your plans for the day?” he asked.

“I was hoping to make a trip out to the mall. I really need to get a new pair of jeans if it’s going to start getting colder soon.”

“The mall, huh?” Andy said. “I actually need a few things from the mall myself. Mind if I tag along?”

“Sure—that would be great,” Sarah said with that big, cute, warm smile. “It will be like old times.”

Andy managed to hold his smile, but Sarah’s last sentence finally brought that image of Sam back into his mind. He could now see the young man with the short hair. They used to go to the mall together and hang out around the video game store. The mall was only a few blocks from Sam’s house, and Sam’s parents would always give them twenty bucks to buy whatever they wanted. Usually they would save their twenties over a few weeks so they could buy a new video game. But sometimes they would hit up the candy store and fill giant bags full of sour keys and peach rings and gummy frogs.

Grant placed a plate down in front of Sarah, and then another one in front of Andy. “I have to work today, but we should all do something tonight,” Grant said.

Sarah looked up at him with a smile. “Yeah, totally,” she said. Andy’s gut turned as that jealousy returned. He tried to will away that jealousy—he knew it was just temporary. He knew that soon Grant would be the jealous one. But first, Andy needed to get that old image of Sam out from his mind.

Sarah got ready quickly after breakfast. She only took ten minutes to do her makeup. She tied her hair into a cute ponytail and she slipped into a simple black dress and a pair of black heels. She looked nice—Andy couldn’t wait for the jealousy to burn inside of every man at the mall. “Ready to go?” Sarah said.

“Ready,” Andy said. They took Sarah’s car, seeing as Andy’s hadn’t been cleaned in a few years (the passenger seat was covered in old McDonald’s bags). Sarah took the back roads to the mall—which surprised Andy. After nearly twenty years, how was she still able to remember all of the shortcuts? When her parents drove us from Andy’s house to her house, they would always take those same back roads. Once again, the image of Sam crept into Andy’s mind. He pushed it away and tried to remind himself that Sam didn’t exist anymore. Now there was only Sarah, and Sarah was a woman.

Sarah even parked in the same hidden nook in the parking lot where her parents would park when Andy and Sam were young. “Still a secret, huh?” she said. Andy wanted to tell her to stop reminding him about her past, but he knew it was just something he would have to become numb to. And he would eventually become numb to it, right?

They started their mall journey by hitting up a few women’s clothing stores. Sarah tried on a few different pairs of jeans before she found a pair that she liked. And then she started to admire a pair of faux-leather leggings. “You should try them on,” Andy insisted.

“I don’t know if they would look right on me,” Sarah said. She was blushing. Andy had seen girls wearing similar leggings at clubs before, and he’d always thought that they looked sexy. So he kept pushing until she caved and tried a pair on. From inside the changing stall, Sarah said, “Yeah—I don’t think these will work.”

“Show me,” Andy said.

There was a moment of silent hesitation, and then Sarah emerged from the changing stall. She looked good in the tight faux-leather leggings. Her legs looked so long and perfect—and her ass was killer. But as she turned to the side, he noticed the slight bulge between her legs. That bulge was probably the reason she thought the leggings didn’t work. That bulge made Andy’s heart stutter. He suddenly had a lump in his throat. Sarah reached her hand down the front of her pants and pushed her cock firmly between her legs, hiding as much of the bulge as she could. “What do you think?” she said.

“I think they look good,” Andy said. “But maybe they aren’t your style.” His heart was still stammering. She slipped back into the changing stall and got back into her little black dress. That bulge was invisible in that little black dress—but now Andy knew it was there, and he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

For some reason he’d assumed that she’d undergone a full transformation. He thought she would have a pussy, though he wasn’t sure why he thought that. Had she just not gotten around to getting the operation? Could she not afford it? Or was she happy with her cock? Andy tried not to think of it, but his efforts were futile—it was all he could think about for the rest of the afternoon. Every time Sarah tried something on, his gaze would drift down and he would find himself trying to spot it. He knew it was there.

In one store, Sarah tried on a very short skirt, which wasn’t even short enough to cover her whole bum. She stepped out from the changing room and did a full spin. And while she was spinning, the short skirt lifted up into the air and Andy caught a brief view of her panties—and he was positive that he could see a tinge of flesh poking out the side of her panties: a little bit of cock, or maybe a bit of testicle. But he knew for sure that he wasn’t seeing a bit of pussy.

“What did you need to get?” she asked as she stood in that terribly short skirt. At least her legs were long and smooth and feminine. At least her ass was perky and firm. At least her feet were petite and cute in her little heels. “I totally forgot that you said you needed to get some things.”

Andy was suddenly drawing a blank. He tried to think of something—the first thing that came into his mind. “Shirts,” he said with a monotone voice. “I need to buy some new shirts.”

So the next shop they went into was a men’s clothing store. Andy located a few cheap blank t-shirts and he bought them. As he reached his credit card to the cashier, he noticed his hand was trembling. How long had it been trembling for? Sarah was standing next to him. He could smell her amazing perfume and he could feel that incredible warmth radiating off of her body. But in his head he could still see that image of Sam.

That image would only go away with time—he was sure of it. He looked over into her eyes and smiled. She smiled back. “It’s only three—is there anything else you want to do while we’re out?” Andy asked.

“We could see a movie—like old times,” she said. And there was that term again: like old times. Andy tried not to squirm—but he liked the idea of seeing a movie with her. He liked the idea of sitting next to her, smelling that beautiful perfume for a couple hours. He was already fantasizing about putting his arm over her, holding her close—maybe they would see a horror movie. Maybe she would cower into him. Maybe they would kiss. Maybe the theatre would be empty and they would do more than just kiss… And what could they do, exactly?


CHAPTER VIII

Sarah was surprised when Andy ordered two tickets to Death Man—a horror movie that had been in theatres for a few months already. Andy didn’t seem like the horror type, and there were so many new movies out that were probably better than Death Man.

Though it was nice that the theatre was completely empty. They were able to chat as the movie started, without feeling like they were ruining the movie for anyone.

The movie started with a tense scene. Andy and Sarah both became quiet at they turned their attention to the movie. The main character was walking down a hall after hearing a noise. A shadow moved across the wall behind her. “I don’t do so good with scary movies,” Sarah said.

Something zipped past the camera, making Sarah jump. She reached over and grabbed tightly onto Andy’s hand. Then she looked over at his hand and then up into his eyes. “Sorry,” she said, letting go quickly.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind,” he said, offering his hand. She hesitated, looked back at the screen and realized there was still ninety minutes of horror left, and then she took the hand. She squeezed tightly. Then there was another jump scare. This time she cowered her face into Andy’s chest. “Tell me when the scene’s over,” she said.

Andy was wearing a nice cologne—or maybe it was just a smooth deodorant. Either way, he smelled nice. And he was surprisingly fit. Her face wasn’t pushing into softness—his chest was hard, though not quite as stacked as Grant’s chest. But Andy was still comforting, especially once he had his arm around her, holding her close, keeping her safe from the scariness on the movie screen.

“Is it over yet?” she asked, looking up at him.

He looked down into her eyes. “Not yet,” he said. But he didn’t look back at the screen. Now his eyes were locked with hers. Sarah’s heart skipped a beat. Was Andy into her? Did he have a crush on her, even though he knew that she was actually a biological male? Her lips parted slightly, but there was a lump in her throat preventing her from speaking.

“You’re cute,” he said with red cheeks.

“Thanks,” she said.

“I mean it,” he said.

“Really?”

There was a silence. A monster jumped out on the screen but Sarah hardly noticed. Andy started leaning in, so Sarah closed her eyes. A moment later, their lips were pressed together. They kissed. His lips were warm and soft. He held her gently. The kiss lasted a few minutes, but those few minutes went by quickly. Sarah’s mind was spinning. She was kissing Andy—her old best friend. She couldn’t figure out how to wrap her head around it.

“Y—You know I’m trans, right?” she said once they broke away from one another.

Andy shrugged his shoulders. “Of course I know that,” he said.

“And you don’t care?” she said.

He shrugged his shoulders again. “I guess not,” he said. And they kissed again. This time Sarah pushed her tongue through Andy’s lips. She wrapped her tongue around his and then she wrapped her arms around his body. Thankfully the armrest between their seats pushed up easily, so there was nothing between them. She slipped over and found herself on his lap, straddling him. She looked down into his eyes. “Are we really doing this?” she asked.

“I guess so,” he said with dark red cheeks. His hands slowly moved up and cupped her breasts. She let out a soft sigh as he squeezed.

“They’re nice,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said.

He pulled the straps of her dress off of her shoulders. She found herself looking around, double-checking to make sure they really were alone in that small theatre. She couldn’t see anyone so she turned her attention back to Andy. She could feel his bulge growing in his pants. So she reached down and undid his fly. She didn’t bother undoing his belt or pulling down his pants. She was able to fit his erection through his fly, and that was enough. Once it was through, she started stroking it. He was tense for a moment but he quickly relaxed.

His hands explored her body—everywhere but between her legs. He became tense every time his fingers came close to her cock, which was erect and throbbing. She understood—it wasn’t an easy pill to swallow. She was just happy that he was accepting her in the moment.

She spat into her hand and then she rubbed her spit all over his shaft. Then she pulled her panties aside and got her butthole lined up with his cock. “Ready?” she asked.

Andy nodded. His face was dark red, but she had a feeling that wasn’t going to chance. So she took a deep breath and she started to lower herself down. She had some anal experience with dildos and vibrators—some that were bigger than Andy’s cock. But still, she found herself clenching hard, squirming slightly, and feeling a bit of pain as she sunk down low. Maybe it was just nerves. But Andy was patient. He placed his hands on her hips and he waited for her to sink down fully before he started thrusting upwards. Occasionally he would look down, but his gaze would quickly dart back up, as if he was put off by the sight of her erection bouncing around under her skirt. Again, she didn’t blame him.

It felt nice after a couple of minutes: his cock sliding up and down, massaging the walls of her anus. She could feel his veins pulsing deep inside of her body. She placed her hands on his shoulders and gripped tightly so that she wouldn’t wobble. She looked down and watched as his cock disappeared and reappeared every couple of seconds. It was a strangely sensual sight: the sight of her losing her anal virginity.

She clenched hard as the euphoria started to swirl inside of her. She could feel a tingling in the tip of her cock and she stated to worry that she was going to come. If she came in her dress, she had no change of clothes—the fabric was so thin, the jizz would surely soak through.

So she reached down and clenched her cock tightly, as if that would stop her from coming. But it only made the tingling more intense. She was relieved when Andy groaned, “I think I’m going to come.” But she was slightly disappointed when he didn’t come, teasing her further, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm. “Shit,” she muttered. She squeezed her cock tightly, but it didn’t stop anything. She ended up coming. But her skirt was hiked up, and she didn’t notice until it was too late. She ended up coating Andy’s shirt with her hot load. His eyes were closed and he didn’t seem to notice—not until after he’d climaxed in her tush.

He looked down as he caught his breath and he noticed the white cum that was all over him. His lips parted but he didn’t say anything—he was too polite to say anything. Sarah forced a smile as she tried to find something to clean it up. There was some paper in one of her shopping bags. She managed to wipe up most of it, but the stain was still there. When the movie ended, Andy turned his shirt inside out so that people wouldn’t see that his chest was covered in cum. No one seemed to notice the dry cum stains running down Sarah’s legs.

They left the theatre holding hands, with smiles on their faces.


CHAPTER IX

Grant was sitting in his bedroom when he heard the car door slam shut. He peeked out his window and saw Andy approaching the house with Sarah next to him. They were holding hands.

Grant wanted to be proud of his buddy—Sarah was Andy’s friend, after all, so it was only fair that he got claim to her—but Grant couldn’t muster up any pride. He was jealous and a little bit heartbroken. He’d thought he had something going with Sarah. She laughed at all of his jokes and she stared into his eyes as if she really liked him—and here she was now holding Andy’s hand.

He told himself that there were plenty more fish in the sea—and he was content with this reassurance until he went downstairs to say hello. Then he saw Sarah’s face again for the first time in about six hours, and he remembered how beautiful she was. He remembered how sweet her voice was, and he remembered how bright her eyes were. So his heart sunk back into his gut. Andy and Sarah weren’t holding hands now—now they were acting as if nothing had every happened, but Grant had already seen enough through his bedroom window. He knew that they were flirting with a relationship.

“How was the mall?” Grant asked casually, pretending to be oblivious.

“Great,” Andy said with a big, goofy smile—the kind of smile he only had after spending a night with a woman. Had Andy and Sarah gotten up to more than just perusing the mall? Did they kiss? Did they do more than just kiss? They were gone for a while—almost six hours. There weren’t nearly enough shops at the mall to fill a six-hour window, so surely they’d gotten up to more than just shopping.

“I made dinner—it’s in the oven. It might need heated up,” Grant said.

“Thanks so much,” Sarah said with her classic big smile. Grant’s heart stuttered. He was falling in love with that smile. He couldn’t just let Andy have it, just because Andy knew her longer. Grant was the one putting in all the work—he was cooking the dinners, he’d prepared the guest room, he was cleaning up, and he was paying the bills. And what was Andy doing? Spending the money he supposedly didn’t have for rent on clothes at the mall… Maybe Andy wasn’t entitled to Sarah. Maybe Grant wouldn’t step down so easily. “You look lovely in that dress, Sarah,” Grant said.

“Thanks,” she replied, her cheeks turning a shade of red.

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught a dirty glare from Andy. But Andy was going to have to make a really strong case for Grant to stand down.

“I was thinking of renting a movie on the Apple TV,” Grant said. “You should watch with me.”

“That sounds nice,” Sarah said with her big smile.

And there was another dirty glare from Andy—but Grant ignored it. “Which movie?” Andy asked.

“That new Terminator movie.”

“I’ve already seen it,” Andy said.

“Have you seen it?” Grant asked Sarah.

“No,” she said.

“Great, then it’s a date.” Grant smiled. He tried to avoid eye contact with Andy as he went up to his room to get changed into nicer clothes. He also freshened up his deodorant and gave himself a squirt of cologne. Before leaving his bedroom, he fished his lucky socks out from his sock drawer and he put them on his feet. He was taking this ‘date’ very seriously.

Grant and Sarah sat on the big couch facing the television. Grant had a blanket ready (and he’d turned off the heat, hoping they would end up sharing it), and he had a giant bowl of popcorn popped. Every time he would lean forward for a handful of popcorn, he would subtly inch closer to Sarah. He was almost close enough to get his arm over her shoulders when Andy came into the room and took a seat on the other side of her. Grant’s heart skipped a beat and his gut turned. “I thought you said you’ve seen this movie,” Grant said—and Grant knew it was a fact; just a few weeks before, he’d seen Andy watching it up in his bedroom.

“I forgot how good it was. You guys don’t mind if I watch too, do you?” he asked. He had a sly smile on his face.

Sarah shook her head. “I don’t mind,” she said. “It’s just like old times.” Then Grant watched as Andy’s face became strangely pale. His gaze turned inward for a moment before he forced an awkward smile. And Grant wondered: what was that all about?

Andy’s presence didn’t stop Grant. He kept inching closer and closer, one little scooch at a time. It took a good fifteen minutes before he was right up next to Sarah. His plan to throw his arm over her shoulders was thwarted by Andy, who beat him to the punch. His hand was dangling uncomfortably close to Grant’s face, but it wasn’t enough to deter him. So Grant grabbed the blanket. “It’s kind of cold in here, isn’t it?” he said to Sarah.

“Great idea,” Sarah said, looking at the blanket. Grant tossed it over them—and then Andy tugged it his way, so it would cover all three of them. But Grant remained diligent. After a couple of minutes, he slipped his hand over, onto Sarah’s bare thigh. Her skin was soft and warm. She didn’t reject his hand—she didn’t even squirm of flinch. She looked over at Grant, right into his eyes, and she smiled. So Grant inched that hand further up her leg. His heart was racing—he was winning. A hand on the thigh beats an arm over the shoulders, as far as he was concerned. And he wasn’t too far from her crotch now, as he slowly inched higher and higher.

He was only a few centimeters away when Sarah slipped her hand over his, stopping him from going any further. He had his hand under her dress, and he had the tips of his fingers on the edge of her panties. She didn’t push him away—she just held his hand in place. Grant casually looked over at her and noticed that she was tense, sitting upright with a pale look on her face. Had he crossed a line? Was she uncomfortable with his advances while sitting next to her childhood friend?

Grant bit down on his tongue. He couldn’t let Andy win the game. He had to keep up his momentum. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. If he was going to win this battle, he needed to be more outgoing, more confident, and he needed to take more risks. The first risk he needed to take was getting that hand between her legs, so he could show her what he could do with his fingers.

Grant opened his eyes. He could see that Andy was looking down at Sarah’s lap—he could probably see the movement of Grant’s hand beneath the blanket. He was tense, his lips pressed thin—he was probably trying to think of his next move. And then he suddenly blurted out, “She’s a man!” And the room fell strangely quiet.

Sarah’s face became white. Her lips parted slightly and her body became strangely stiff. Grant shook his head and laughed. “What are you on about?” he said.

“Sarah’s a transgender. She used to be Sam,” he said with conviction. “Sorry—I had to say it.”

Sarah’s face turned whiter. She wasn’t denying his claim—but why not? Why was she not standing up for herself? Why was she letting Andy get away with saying mean things about her? Or was it true?

Grant thought about it for a moment. His gut started to turn. It answered a lot of unanswered questions. Grant had never figured out why Sam never showed up, or why Sarah suddenly showed up, even though Andy had never mentioned anyone named Sarah.

But it couldn’t be true. Sarah was beautiful. She was sweet and gentle and petite… but none of those qualities meant she was necessarily a biological female.

“Andy…” Sarah said, her voice sounding strangely broken.

“I’m sorry, but he should know,” Andy said.

“But why like this?” Sarah said, still pale and tense. She kept her gaze forward, away from both men.

“Because… Because he’ll care, but I don’t care. You should be with me.”

Sarah looked over slowly at Andy. “What do you mean, you don’t care?” she asked.

“I mean—I don’t care that you used to be a guy. I want you to be mine. I like you. He only likes you because he thinks you’ve got a pussy.”

“That’s not true,” Grant said, but he had to think for a moment to decide if it was true or not. If it was true—and it was sounding like it was true—was that a deterrent? Could he be with a woman who used to be a man? He looked over at Sarah and tried to find some sort of evidence on her face. There was a slight bulge on her throat, but lots of girls have bulges on their throats—that didn’t mean she had an Adam’s apple.

Regardless of whether she used to be a man or not, she was beautiful—there was no denying that. Regardless of whether or not she was a man at some point in her life, she was still fun to be around, and she was still great at sucking cock. Maybe Grant could be with a trans girl. Maybe that wasn’t such a crazy proposition. “I like you too,” he said, his voice cracking slightly.

“Well we can’t both have her. Sarah—you have choose. Me or him,” Andy said.

Sarah looked at Grant and then she looked at Andy. Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes were wet. “I don’t want to choose,” she said. She looked over at Grant. “How can I know that you really don’t care about my past?” she asked.

“Let me prove it,” he said.

“How?” she asked.

His heart stuttered. He only had one idea in mind, and it terrified him. His hand was still on her thigh, just an inch away from whatever was hiding between her thighs. All he had to do was reach out and take it—stroke it and suck it and prove that he really meant it. But could he do it?

Sarah looked over at Andy. “And how can I know that you really like me—and you aren’t just trying to keep me away from your friend?” she asked.

“Let me prove it,” Andy said. Then the room became silent.

Grant bit down on his tongue. If he was going to win the battle, he needed to act—he needed to prove that he didn’t care. So he reached his hand further and he felt the bulge in her panties. She really wasn’t lying: she really wasn’t fully female. He began to massage that bulge, feeling its whole length, exploring her entire package.

Andy didn’t just sit back and watch. He slipped his fingers under her chin and he turned her head towards his. He kissed her. Grant’s heart skipped another beat. He had to go further. So he slipped his fingers under her panties, onto her bare penis. It was already throbbing, getting bigger and harder. And if he was truly going to prove himself, he needed to go further. He pulled away the blanket and he lowered himself down. He closed her legs together and then he gave her panties a tug, pulling them down to her knees, revealing her long, curved cock. He gently picked it up and started stroking it again. Now, his lips were inching closer and closer to her throbbing tip. He was ready to suck her off—ready to do whatever it took.


CHAPTER X

Sarah had hands all over her body, but she didn’t know whose were whose. She had a hand stroking her cock, a hand squeezing her ass, a hand caressing her face, and a hand fondling her tits. There were moments where it felt like there were more hands. She had Andy’s tongue in her mouth and Grant’s tongue gently circling the tip of her erection. She felt terribly vulnerable and strangely free at the same time.

One of the men lowered her down onto her back. Andy continued kissing her and Grant continued sucking her. It felt nice. Her heart was racing. Both men really did like her—they really didn’t care about her male reality. And both men wanted to pleasure her, and they were doing a good job so far. She was already rock hard. She reached around blindly until she found a crotch. Then she started toying at the belt—whose belt, she wasn’t sure.

It was only a few seconds later when she had a cock in her hand. It was long and thick and warm. She gently pulled it back and could feel it throbbing and growing. When she opened her eyes, she could only see Andy’s face—so the owner of the cock was a mystery, though she was fairly certain it belonged to Andy. She gently stroked.

She could feel Grant’s lips pushing down her whole length, his tongue squirming all over her shaft, getting her wet. Someone now had a finger teasing her anus, pushing up, penetrating her. She didn’t mind. It felt nice—one more little piece of stimulation. That finger pushed further and further until she could feel the hand’s knuckle. Then the finger pulled back and it came back again with a partner: two fingers pushing up into her asshole, stretching her wide, getting her ready.

Her heart was pounding, and she could feel Andy’s heart pounding as he lay on top of her. Her head was spinning—she still hadn’t processed everything yet. She still couldn’t figure out how she ended up with two well-endowed men making love to her body. It was especially crazy seeing as she had woken up a virgin that morning.

But she embraced it. She held both men close to her and she let them kiss her, suck her, fondle her, and squeeze her. She found herself in a sort of pretzel, with legs over her and under her, and a cock in each hand. Grant’s cock was now close to her face, and his face was still down between her legs. He was deep-throating her erection expertly and without hesitation. Now Andy was lower, sucking her nipples, with his bare erection pressed against her side. He was naked—and so was Grant—and so was Sarah. Somehow, all of their clothes had ended up on the floor.

“I want you inside of me,” she said, but she wasn’t sure who she was saying it to—maybe to both of them. She was scared but excited. She was nervous but she couldn’t imagine not getting fucked. She’d already been fucked once that day, but she knew this was going to be more intense. She knew she wouldn’t last long once a throbbing member was deep in her body. And she couldn’t wait to feel warm cum all over her body.

Someone spread her legs and held them up high. Someone else straddled her chest and pressed her tits together. She had her eyes closed and she was too afraid to open them, though she wasn’t sure why. She felt a cock sliding in-between her breasts, and then she felt a cock press up to her tight hole. A moment later, she was penetrated. She clenched but she was still stretched wide from earlier, in the movie theater—clenching didn’t stop the thick cock from travelling deeper.

She knew the cock in her asshole belonged to Grant—it felt different than Andy’s. It was longer and thicker, and the veins throbbed harder. It was curved slightly, pushing to the left, which felt strangely amazing. She tried to squirm as euphoria began to overwhelm her, but the two men had her pinned. Grant held her legs firmly in the air as he sunk his cock in deep, while Andy thrusted his cock between her breasts. It all felt so good—she didn’t want it to end. But she knew she wouldn’t last long, so she knew the men probably wouldn’t last long either.

“She’s so tight,” Grant said.

“I want you to come inside of me,” Sarah said—and she couldn’t believe she’d actually said it aloud. “I want you both to come inside of me.”

It was a second later when Andy got up and stepped off of the couch. Grant stayed where he was, gently thrusting, getting her warmed up for the real fucking. “Hold her up,” Andy’s voice said, and then she felt Grant’s hands slip underneath her. He lifted her as if she was a blow-up sex doll, and Andy squirmed underneath her. Grant then put her down on Andy’s chest.

She opened her eyes and looked down. Grant was reaching down—he grabbed Andy’s erection and lined it up with Sarah’s butthole. Once he had his first inch inside of her, he let go. Andy continued to push in. Then, Grant took his own cock and pressed it up to the same tight hole, which was already stuffed—the men were going to try and get both cocks inside of her at the same time. Was it even possible? How badly would it hurt? Would her asshole ever look the same afterwards?

She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. “Do it,” she said. She was scared. She knew it would hurt—at least at first. But she somehow knew it would be worth it. Grant started to push in. It took a moment of pushing before he penetrated.

Sarah screamed, and then she covered her mouth. She bit down on her fingers and looked down again. She watched as Grant slowly pushed his cock in, on top of Andy’s cock. It did hurt—she could feel her skin stretching, like it was about to tear, but she remained strong and brave. She watched as that cock sunk deeper and deeper, and then she let her head fall back. Andy reached around and cupped her tits. Grant reached down and held her hips. A moment later, both men were gently thrusting.

And with each thrust, that pain was going away. Her asshole felt less and less like it was going to tear. She reached down and grabbed her cock firmly and began to stroke it. Euphoria began to fill her body. Her legs started trembling and her chest started heaving. It felt good—too good. She didn’t know pleasure like this was possible. She bit down on her tongue in an attempt to stop herself from moaning, but it was a futile attempt. She started moaning like a wild animal. She could feel both cocks inside of her ass, sliding in and pulling out.

“I think I’m going to come,” she said.

“Me too,” Andy said.

“Me three,” Grant said. No one was lasting long—it was impossible to last long with so much stimulation. It was amazing Sarah managed to last as long as she did, with two thick cocks pressing into her prostate.

Sarah groaned. She strained to look down, just as her cock spewed white streams across her chest. A couple shots hit the backs of Andy’s hands. The rest, Andy wiped upwards, onto her tits. Then Sarah felt the warmth blasting inside of her—one of the men was coming—or maybe it was both of the men. She could feel blast after blast after blast. She felt so full, like she was going to burst. Both men were groaning—so surely she was feeling a double creampie filling her up deep.

Both men pulled out at the same time. She tried to clench her anus shut, but she was too stretched out, so all of the cum came pouring out, down her butt cheeks and onto the couch. Sarah was exhausted. Her arms and legs were trembling and she couldn’t move. She had the biggest smile stuck on her face. Andy and Grant were slow to get up to their feet. Grant stumbled back as he tried to catch his breath.

Both men had proved that they really did want her—but Sarah still wasn’t sure who should get her. But they were looking at her, waiting for her verdict. So what could she say? How could she make them both happy while making herself happy too?

“Now what?” Andy asked. He looked down at his legs, which were covered in cum—some of which probably wasn’t his own, but it all came out from Sarah’s butt.

“Now, I guess Sarah decides who she wants,” Grant said. Both men looked back at her.

“I don’t want to choose,” Sarah said.

“You have to,” Andy said.

“Then I want Grant,” she said. And she was shocked to hear herself say it so suddenly and so confidently. But it was true—Grant liked her more. Grant had put in all the work. Andy was a good friend, but Sarah could tell that Andy was struggling with her trans identity. “Andy—we used to be great friends, and I still want to be friends. But I think Grant really cares about me.”

“I understand,” Andy said. He looked disappointed, but he truly looked like he understood. Sarah couldn’t help but feel that Andy was only interested because he didn’t want Grant to take away the precious memories of his childhood. But Andy needed to learn to grow up. He needed to accept that things change—people change—and that doesn’t change a person’s memories. Whenever Sarah mentioned their childhood, Andy’s face would turn white and his mind would drift away. Whenever she looked into his eyes, she could see hesitation. He just wasn’t ready.

Sarah slept in Grant’s room that night. She woke up in his arms, warm and relaxed and happy and excited for the life that lay ahead of her. She was happy to see Andy in the kitchen after she got up. He was cooking breakfast, for her and Grant as well as himself. He had the strangest smile on his face, and he was whistling like a man with a new lease on life. “What’s up with you?” Sarah asked.

“I just had a chance to think about things last night, and I’m glad the way everything turned out,” he said. And then he turned back to the stove and continued smiling and whistling. Sarah wasn’t sure what kind of revelation he’d had, but she was happy he’d had it. That afternoon he applied for jobs, and the next morning, he went in for an interview with a big company. He got the job. That same week he cleaned up his bedroom and packed up his video games. And then he went up to Sarah and said, “Thank you.” She had a good idea why he was thanking her.

She moved out at the end of the month, and Grant went with her. They got a nice two-bedroom apartment near downtown, not too far from Andy’s place. And everything seemed strangely perfect—because everything was perfect.

THE END
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