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    THE GIRL AT THE CABIN 
 
    When Hank returns to his ex-girlfriend’s cabin where he discovered his secret cross-dressing fantasies, he doesn’t expect to fall for the new neighbour, a pretty little brunette who happens to be living out his dream life. It’s love at first sight, but there’s nothing Hank can do about it. Not only is he not supposed to be at that cosy little cabin, he already made the mistake of meeting the cute new neighbour as Eve, his ex-girlfriend’s cousin—his fake, female identity.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    As soon as I could see the cabin appearing through those thick pine trees, my heart started racing. Even though I knew I wasn’t going to get caught—I’d meticulously planned everything, down to every last detail—I still knew I was doing something wrong. It was still breaking and entering, and possibly identity theft as well. What exactly constitutes identity theft?  
 
    I brought my car to a stop, just before the little property line marker. I was fifty miles from the nearest town, six miles from the nearest neighbour, and Marcy was on the other side of the planet, and would be for the next three or four months. So why was I so worried? I’d been to that cabin dozens—maybe hundreds—of times and I’d never seen another soul there, save for Marcy and occasionally the retired fellow who went for a long walk every Wednesday morning. He was fit for an older guy, casually walking nearly fifteen miles. But it wouldn’t matter if he saw me—his vision wasn’t great, and I was confident he would think I was Marcy anyway.  
 
    I crept forward slightly and then found myself stopping once again. I could make out the heart I’d carved into the tree six years earlier—the last time I was at that cabin. The M+H inside of the heart was still legible. I wasn’t sure how to feel about it, but I ended up cringing. I don’t know why I ever thought I loved that woman… and to do something as juvenile as carving our initials into a heart? I was surprised that heart was still there. It made me wonder if Marcy had been at the cabin since we’d split up, or if it had just been sitting there, rotting away as the pine forest grew taller and denser.  
 
    I was starting to feel like it was the latter, seeing as the weeds were so overgrown, they covered half of the windows, and the deck and roof was covered in enough moss that the cabin would probably be invisible from a plane. I couldn’t understand how you could own such an amazing little cabin on such an amazing little piece of land, and never use it. Though, knowing Marcy, I wasn’t surprised. She never liked the cabin. It was never her idea to come out for the weekend, and within an hour of arriving, she was always already complaining about something—the water pressure sucks, it’s too damp, I get no cell reception, there are spiders in the bathroom, the owls are keeping me awake. Marcy was the kind of gal who could only sleep to the sound of heavy New York City traffic. The booming bass of some Puerto Rican’s car was her lullaby. I couldn’t even stand the gentle hum of the residential streets in the suburbs. Come to think of it, Marcy and I didn’t have a whole lot in common. How had we stayed together for so long? 
 
    Because she was hot. She had a great body. She was my first. And because she owned that cabin. It’s hard to leave your first, especially when everyone you meet pats you on the back and says, “Way to go, buddy.” I was with her on four separate occasions when she was approached by talent scouts looking for models. It was always strange when they pulled out their cameras and snapped photos of her on the subway. Sometimes strangers would come up to me afterwards and say, “Your sister is a babe.” I was never sure if it was there way of seeing if Marcy was single, or if it was because we looked disturbingly alike.  
 
    At least once a week, people would comment on how similar we looked. A bartender once asked if we were twins. We always laughed about it, and it wasn’t until after we broke up and I was looking at old photos that I realized we really did look a lot alike. I would be afraid to have a blood test done.  
 
    I parked my car and stepped out, smelling that fresh air for the first time in too long. I could hear the gentle babbling of the nearby creek, which fed into a beautiful lake about a mile away. The water in that lake was always warm. We used to lay on the shore with our feet in the water, sometimes all day. Once we were out there until the stars came out, but the mosquitoes ultimately shooed us away.  
 
    I walked over to that little brook. There was a salamander sitting on a rock. They say salamanders are great indicators of clean, fresh air. Their skin is hyper-sensitive to carbon monoxide and they can’t survive with even the tiniest bit of pollution. Marcy used to hate the salamanders. I would pick them up and hold them out to her, and she would run away screaming. I don’t know why—they’re cute little critters.  
 
    I returned to the cabin and I did a slow lap around it. God, I missed this place. For so many years it was my haven, my own personal sanctuary. Near the end of my relationship with Marcy, I would come out by myself. She always wanted to go out clubbing on weekends, and I wanted nothing to do with those loud and obnoxious places, filled with horny losers. It was at that cabin, on one of those weekends I came up alone, that I discovered I had a thing for dressing up like a girl. It started to become one of the big reasons I travelled up to that cabin, so I could dress up in Marcy’s clothes and feel sexy without anyone seeing me, humiliating me. Only once did I try wearing a pair of her panties when we were living in the city, but I was so close to getting caught, I decided I would never do it again—not unless I knew I had many miles of separation from the nearest human being.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was one year before our split, and it was the second time at that cabin by myself. I was looking forward to swimming in the lake, soaking up the sun, and reading a few books before I had to return to the city for work. And it wasn’t until I pulled up to the cabin that I realized I’d left my bag of clothes at home. All I had were my jeans, a t-shirt, and my hoodie. I thought about making the four and a half hour drive back to get my things, but first I thought I would check the cabin bedroom to see if I’d left anything behind from previous visits. I’d left nothing, but Marcy had left plenty. 
 
    I couldn’t stand the thought of driving an additional nine hours just to get some clothes. I thought about driving to town to buy some, but it was already late into the evening and the stores wouldn’t be open until the next day, which wasn’t the end of the world but I wanted to go for a swim that night. I could swim naked, I thought, so I went down to the lake, but on the far end of the lake was a family, sitting by the water. I could hardly make them out, they were a good mile away, but even with a mile of separation, I didn’t want to expose myself to a bunch of children. I thought about swimming in my underwear, but I only had the one pair.  
 
    And then I had the crazy idea to put on one of Marcy’s bikinis. I was far enough away from that family that there was no way they could tell if I was a man or a woman. If anything, they probably thought I was a woman because of my petite build. I found myself in the cabin bedroom, putting the bikini on, more as a joke than anything—just seeing if I would look ridiculous or downright stupid. I wiggled into the bikini bottoms and then I fought my way into the top—which wasn’t as easy as Marcy made it look. I felt silly, and then I looked in the mirror.  
 
    The bikini fit too well. I can still remember that chill that crawled up my spine as I looked at myself. I’d never wished I had a gym membership more than that moment. It was time for me to lift some weights, put on some muscle. My God, I had a woman’s body. All I was missing was a pair of tits, but you wouldn’t know it because of the padding in the bikini top. I was right about feeling ridiculous, but for the wrong reasons. I felt ridiculous because I actually looked good in the bikini. I did a few poses in front of the mirror, turning around and admiring my bum. Who knew I had such a great ass? I gave it a grab and watched it jiggle slightly. My heart sunk into my gut.  
 
    I actually went for a swim in the thing. I felt so exposed as I walked down the path towards the lake, even though I knew no one could possibly be around to see me. I kept my face tilted down as soon as I was within sight of that distant family, even though I knew they couldn’t see my face, unless they had a pair of binoculars. And then I went into the water and went for a swim.  
 
    I liked the way the water felt against my skin, flowing over my bare ass. I didn’t think much of it at the time, but it was the beginning of a brand new obsession. The next morning, I wanted to go for a walk. The clothes I’d driven up in smelled like body odour (it was ninety-five degrees out the whole way up and the air-conditioner in the car was busted), so I ended up putting on a pair of Marcy’s panties, her little jean shorts, and a white tank-top. My heart raced as I stared at myself in the mirror. What if I run into someone on the path? It was unlikely, but possible. I ended up putting on a bra, stuffed with a couple of socks, and a pair of sunglasses. If someone did see me, they would at least think I was a woman, instead of a man in woman’s clothing. 
 
    I ended up on a path that I was fairly certain no one knew about, that was a bit more of a challenging hike. I liked the way my clothes—Marcy’s clothes—felt on my body as I walked. I loved the way her panties held my junk in place, and the way the tiny jean shorts left my legs exposed to the fresh mountain air. I don’t know why, but I felt sexy. I felt good about myself, showing off my fit little body to no one. 
 
    That night the air was cool, but I wanted to sit out by the lake to watch the meteor shower. I could have put on Marcy’s jeans and one of her sweaters, but instead I found myself putting on a little black summer dress and grabbing a throw blanket from the cabin. The dress felt so freeing, so light and airy. Again, I didn’t think much of it.  
 
    The next morning, I went for another walk, this time sticking to the usual path. It was a bit brisk out, so I was wearing a skirt over a pair of leggings, and a fitted sweater. I left the sunglasses behind. I caught myself hoping to run into someone as I walked around a sharp bend. There was no one there, luckily, but why had I hoped there was? Did I want to be seen like this? Why?  
 
    Going to that cabin by myself became a sort of ritual. I looked forward to spending the weekends by myself with that closet full of Marcy’s long-forgotten clothes and bikinis. It wasn’t until the third or fourth trip out that I realized what I was doing wasn’t normal. If Marcy found out, she would have been shocked. Are you gay? she probably would have asked. I don’t think I was gay, I just liked the way the clothes felt, and I liked the way I felt when I wore them. The thought of being with a man repulsed me. 
 
    I started growing out my hair. I’m not sure whether it was a conscious decision or a subconscious one. Marcy hated it. “Cut your hair, you’re starting to look like a girl,” she would say to me. I told her I thought the long hair made me look like a rock-star. “Yeah, you look like Nancy Wilson from Heart,” she said. I even started playing around with her makeup when she was out of the house, teaching myself to put on mascara, eyeliner, eye-shadow, lipstick, blush. I always wanted to shape my eyebrows, but I knew that was too dangerous. That would just be asking for suspicion.  
 
    Sometimes, out at that cabin, I would get dressed up all sexy, as if I was going out to some event, even though I was just sitting around, reading books. I once sat on the porch in a red cocktail dress and tall black stilettos, after spending two hours perfecting my makeup. I’d never felt so hot in my life. I didn’t get a ton of reading done though, constantly distracted by my own reflection, my heel-clad foot gently swinging back and forth, my leg hung over the arm of the chair. That was the weekend before Marcy and I split up.  
 
    “We’ve just grown apart,” she said. It was true. We hardly did anything together. I spent weekends at the cabin, she spent weekends at the clubs. We both worked on weekdays, and during the evenings, we went our own ways. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d gone on a date. I saw the breakup coming, so I wasn’t too devastated. But the cabin was hers, left to her by her late-father, who had been a very wealthy man.  
 
    I was sure I was never going to see that little cabin ever again, my little haven, my cross-dressing sanctuary. But when I saw Marcy post to Facebook that she would be leaving for three months on a European vacation with her new husband, Steve, I couldn’t resist the temptation. I still had the key to the cabin on my key ring.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I expected to see that cabin for the first time in six years and feel relaxed. But instead, I felt torn. The sight of the old deck chair I used to sit on to read made me sad. I once dreamed of retiring to that cabin, living there for the rest of my life. I didn’t need much, just enough to pay for the property taxes, some food, and some upkeep. There was a small open patch of land on the property where I wanted to plant a vegetable garden. Back when I was still living with Marcy, I even calculated exactly how much money I would need to retire, and it wasn’t much, just over $200,000. I figured I could save that much in about ten years. 
 
    But now the property didn’t belong to me, and I suppose it never really did. A few months after the breakup, I looked into similar properties in the area, and could find nothing for less than $700,000—setting my retirement plan way, way back. And by the time I had enough for a down payment, I knew that number would be way higher. It seemed hopeless.  
 
    It wasn’t much, but it was my dream—a dream I would probably never realize. 
 
    I went to her closet and was blinded by a plume of dust as I opened the closet door. The little red cocktail dress was exactly where I’d left it, six years before. She really hadn’t come to the cabin since we were together. It made me angry thinking about it, how someone could waste something so perfect. I even loved the way the floorboards creaked as I walked through the little cabin. I still remembered exactly which boards creaked and which ones groaned. For years that cabin was a part of me. The strong smell of cedar was still the same in the bedroom.  
 
    I let my hair down (I always kept it up in a bun when I was anywhere near people) and then I pulled out one of my old favourites: a little white summer dress, which went perfectly with the little white sandals that were covered in a coating of dust. I had to give the dress a good shake before putting it on, to get the dust out of it. I wore my own panties under the dress. I saw them in a store window at a mall a few years before and I had to buy them. I lied and said they were for my girlfriend. They were white and lacy with little straps—probably for a bride, but oh well, I liked them. There’s no better feeling than lace hugging your cock, and that’s a fact.  
 
    I wiped the dust off of the mirror and then I did my makeup. My heart jumped when I saw my reflection in that mirror, not because I was surprised by the way I looked (I already knew I looked good) but because that mirror was where I saw myself looking sexy for the first time in my life. Memories of weekends spent at that cabin came rushing back to me. I started to wonder if Marcy would give me a good deal on the cabin if I asked nicely enough. But who was I kidding? I still couldn’t afford the place if she cut the listing price in half, assuming it was worth the same as the neighbouring properties I’d looked at online. I just had to accept that I would never be able to afford a plot of perfect land of my own. 
 
    I went for a walk down the little path. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been out in public dressed in women’s clothing. In the city, I wouldn’t even leave the house with my panties on under my clothes—it was just too risky. I’ve noticed panties have a tendency to ride up above the waistband of you pants, regardless of how careful you are. And when was the last time I’d gotten out of the city, on my own? I’m not sure I had at all in the last six years, since I last walked that very path in one of Marcy’s little outfits.  
 
    But now, if I was going to go out of the cabin, it was crucial that I got dressed up like a chick, in case I was spotted by a neighbour. When I got my makeup just right, like it was now, I looked just like Marcy, and that was perfect. I had no idea whether the neighbours were aware that Marcy and I weren’t together anymore, and it wouldn’t be good if word got back to Marcy that I’d visited the cabin. But as long as they looked at me from across the lake and assumed I was Marcy, then it didn’t matter. Even if they thought I was some other chick, if word got back to Marcy, she would never assume it was me. She never caught on to my little cross-dressing addiction during our whole relationship.  
 
    The sun was starting to set but it hadn’t dipped below the treeline just yet as my feet touched the warm lake water for the first time in six years. The sun’s warmth on my skin brought back more memories than I could process, piling onto the sad realization that my cabin life was never going to happen. Maybe I should have put more effort into my relationship with Marcy… But why? Why keep a relationship going just so I could use a cabin? That wouldn’t be fair to her.  
 
    I sat down at the edge of the lake and I looked out at the shimmering water. Maybe coming to the cabin again was a mistake. I’d forgotten how much I loved the place, and that was probably for the best. Now, I had to go through the whole process of forgetting my dreamland all over again. I lay back, soaking in the final few minutes of the summer sunset. Maybe I could win the lottery, I thought. Maybe the housing market would crash and take vacation properties down with it—every week they were saying it would happen any day now… They’d been saying that for thirty years, though. Sometimes I think that’s just some property investor conspiracy, keeping people away from the market so they can have free reign. I could still hope, though it would need to be quite the crash for me to afford it on my unemployed salary.  
 
    I sat up as the sun crept off of my body and made its way to the treetops before leaving for the night. A half mile away, sitting on the edge of the lake, was a girl. She was by herself, her arms wrapped around her knees, her hair gently floating in the warm summer breeze. She was sitting in a peculiar spot, on the side of the lake where there were no houses. Maybe she wasn’t from the area. Maybe she’d just gone for a walk and ended up there. But as far as I knew, there was no way to access that side of the lake without bushwhacking your way over there—no roads, no trails, not even any decent boat access. 
 
    It was the next morning that I decided to head in that direction, to try and see how the woman got to that spot. There was a trail—a new trail that forked off of the old one. Some foliage had been cleared and the ground had been more or less levelled, and the path led all the way to a new cabin.  
 
    I stopped as soon as I saw it. It was almost identical to Marcy’s cabin, eight-hundred square feet at the most, built from cedar logs, with a very similar wraparound porch. Even the deck chair sitting next to the door was the same chair that Marcy had. The biggest difference was how clean and new it looked, the way Marcy’s cabin probably looked when her father built it, forty years before. Next to the cabin was a path leading down to the lake, the same spot the woman was sitting at the evening before.  
 
    There was movement inside of the cabin, someone passing the window. I jumped aside, hiding behind a tree, even though the path was public and skirted the property line. I didn’t want anyone to see me dressed like a woman. I’d been dressing in girls’ clothes for the better part of the decade and no one had ever seen me, except for the occasional person from a mile away, across the entire warm water lake.  
 
    I watched for a few minutes. It was the girl from the beach, her brown hair tied up in a cute, messy bun on top of her head. She was wearing a long, baggy t-shirt that extended down past her knees. She was making a pot of coffee. She closed her eyes for a moment and yawned, and then looked out the window towards the lake. The shimmering water was visible through the trees. Her cabin was closer to the water than any other cabin on that lake that I was aware of. It was a nice spot.  
 
    It was unusual seeing a girl out there, way out in those woods. As far as I could tell, she was alone, which was especially peculiar. Women don’t generally venture into the woods on their own. They’re usually dragged out by their husbands or boyfriends. Sure, I’d seen a few girls out in nature before, but never a girl like that. The solo chicks I’d seen all wore baggy plaid shirts they bought at men’s clothing stores, and they all looked like they could wrestle bears to the ground. But this gal was pretty. She looked innocent, untouched by the potential harshness of nature.  
 
    She turned towards me and I ducked for cover. My heart raced. Did she see me? I should have just kept on walking. There were no rules against me being on that path, but it sure didn’t look good when I was crouched behind a bush, staring into someone’s windows. I peeked back up and she was looking forward again, at the lake through the trees.  
 
    I decided to head back to my cabin—Marcy’s cabin—to get ready for my day.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I had no idea how long I intended to stay at that cabin that I had no business staying at. I’d recently been laid off at work and the lease had expired on my apartment. I moved my few things into my parents’ garage, and they offered my old bedroom to me where I stayed for four nights, but there’s something terribly degrading about sleeping in your childhood bedroom at the age of thirty-three. My old Green Day poster was still on the wall, as well as the picture of Katie Price I’d cut out of a magazine. My mom hated that picture, I was surprised she hadn’t torn it down. I wished she had—I cringed at the sight of it, an unwanted memory of my horny teenaged years, covered in acne and spending far too much time jacking off with the door locked—too many times to that very picture of Katie Price. 
 
    I had to get out of there. I spent my first day at my parents’ house applying for every job I could find that I seemed even remotely qualified for, and I spent the second and third days waiting to hear back from potential employers. On my fourth day, I realized it wasn’t happening, the economy was too deep in shit. So I started thinking of where I could go to get away from the sadness that was sleeping in my childhood bedroom, living with Mommy and Daddy. Somehow, in my mind, breaking into Marcy’s old cabin seemed like a step up morally. There was at least a glimmer of independence at that cabin, even if I wasn’t paying for any of the bills.  
 
    I told myself the reason for going up to that cabin was to reset, to figure out my priorities, and to make a plan with my life. I was thirty-three with no money in my bank account, no college degree, and no job. I was hardly more qualified than most teenagers when it came to most minimum wage jobs. For the years I was living with Marcy, it was hard to see the point in chasing a lucrative career. I didn’t want much more than we already had. After the breakup, I was too discouraged to chase my dreams, realizing I could never afford a cabin on a big piece of beautiful land. Everything seemed hopeless. And now, it all just seemed hopeless because I’d waited so long and I’d let my life slip away from me. Friends I went to high-school with were now doctors, lawyers, CEOs of big corporations, and so on. Even the guys who hardly graduated high-school had good careers in the trades, making more money in a month than I could make in a year flipping burgers or folding shirts.  
 
    I liked to tell myself I would go back to college, but I had no idea what to take and no money to pay for it regardless. When I sat down to think about what I wanted to do with my life, like I did that fourth night in my parents’ house as I sat beneath that old, faded picture of Katie Price, all I could think about was the cabin. I just wished I could live at that cabin, growing my own vegetables, hunting my own meat, taking care of the property, enjoying the sunshine. But we don’t get to do that with our lives when our fathers aren’t deceased millionaires who owned properties all over the country.  
 
    Marcy never knew how lucky she was. Her New York apartment was paid for in full by her father, the cabin had been paid off for decades, and same with the little house on Cabo, overlooking the ocean—the one with the private beach. It wasn’t the nicest house on the Mexican peninsula, but how many people can say they own a house off the ocean on Cabo?  
 
    I didn’t care about the New York apartment or the house on Cabo, or the three million dollar cash inheritance. If my father had just left me a cabin like that one, I would have been happy. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t angry with my father. He worked hard and did the best that he could. He did far better than I was doing. Thank God I didn’t have kids to disappoint when I pass away and leave behind nothing but debt and a secret drawer full of panties and skirts and dresses and stockings.  
 
    I returned to Marcy’s cabin and I got changed into a bikini. I brought my own bra pads with me, which I ordered online—specifically designed for cross-dressers. I hate that I owned anything specifically designed for cross-dressers. I hate the word cross-dresser. It sounds so wrong and so dirty in the worst way possible. Though there’s no better term for it—it perfectly describes exactly what I was doing when I slipped into a bikini.  
 
    Before leaving the cabin, I quickly did my makeup and I practiced my voice. I’d been practising that voice for more than half a decade but I’d never tried it out in public before. As far as I knew, I’d been perfecting a terrible-sounding voice that would reveal me immediately upon opening my mouth.  
 
    I went down to the water. The lake was silent and I had it all to myself. I slipped into the warm water and I went for a swim. I swam for a good twenty minutes and then I flipped over and floated on my back, feeling the warmth of the sun on my body. I remembered teaching Marcy how to float on her back, the year we’d started dating. She could float for about five seconds before panicking and giving up. “You just have to trust the water to hold you up, relax your body,” I said. Her breasts would float to the surface—I missed that. Looking down at my own chest, I wished my fake tits would do the same.  
 
    When I got out of the water, the girl from the new cabin was at her spot, sitting on a reclined beach chair with a book in her hand. She was wearing a big pair of sunglasses. She lowered the book slightly and looked at me. Then she waved. I could just make out the smile on her face from the distance. My heart began pounding. I forced myself to wave back with an equally forced smile.  
 
    Did she think I was Marcy? Did she even know Marcy? That cabin wasn’t there six years earlier, and as far as I could tell, Marcy hadn’t been back in that time, so how could they have possibly met? Or was the real reason my heart was sent aflutter the fact that I’d just been seen in public for the first time dressed up like a girl. I looked down to make sure my cock and balls were securely in my bottoms. They were, and the bulge was hardly noticeable—definitely not noticeable from where she was sitting.  
 
    I took a seat on my towel, my body still tense. Her attention was back down on her book. She didn’t seem too concerned about me, or even confused about me. I needed to relax, to get out of my own head. I took a few deep breaths and I lay back. I felt so exposed, constantly looking down to make sure everything was in place, including the pads in my bikini. I found myself feeling my throat, making sure my Adam’s apple wasn’t too apparent. I knew I looked fine, but my nerves insisted on remaining tense.  
 
    I thought about going back to the cabin, packing my things, and leaving. There was a small chance I was mistaken, that Marcy had been back and she had met her new neighbour, and there was a tiny chance that the new neighbour didn’t recognize me, and then what would be stopping her from calling up Marcy—or worse, the police? God, it would be so humiliating to be arrested in a little bikini. Would they let me change for my mug shot?  
 
    Back at the cabin, I looked around for any sign that Marcy had been back in the six years. How long did it take for a half centimetre of dust to build up? I tried my best to remember how the cups and plates were arranged. There were a few dishes in the sink. Were those dishes I’d left there? What about the moss covering the driveway? How long did that take to grow back once it had been driven over? It was grown back now, but did that mean anything?  
 
    I was taking a close look at the dishes in the cupboard, trying to tell the difference between the dust on the front row versus the dust in the back row, when there was a knock at the door. I jumped and nearly screamed, throwing my hand over my mouth and spinning towards the door. There was no window on the door, no peephole to look through. But whoever was there knew I was home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The cabin had no backdoor and the windows were all screened, so sneaking out wouldn’t be an easy task. I thought about slipping into one of the two bedrooms and closing the door, hiding in the corner until whoever was at the door went away. I’d never heard a knock at that door before, in the many years I’d been going to that cabin. 
 
    They knocked again. The knock seemed to reverberate through the whole cabin, and through my bones. There was a bluntness to the knock, the kind of knock you would expect from a six-foot-four police officer, looking for a murder suspect. They knocked a third time. They knew I was there, there was no question about it. I had to answer the door and I didn’t have enough time to change out from my girl clothes and makeup.  
 
    I forced myself towards that door. My hand trembled as I grabbed the handle. I held my breath as I opened the door. And then there she was, the girl from the cabin down the path. She was smiling and standing small in the doorway. “I hope I’m not bothering you,” she said. 
 
    I just stood there, frozen, with the biggest forced smile on my face. I wanted to say ‘Not at all,’ but I had no faith in my girl voice, which I’d practiced for years. So I just stood there silently, smiling.  
 
    “I was just wondering if you has some sugar I could borrow. I was going to do some baking this afternoon and I just realized I’m totally out.”  
 
    After a moment of crippling silence, I managed to say, “Yep.” I turned around and went to the kitchen to fetch the bag of sugar, which was kept with the coffee maker. When I turned around, she was there. She’d followed me inside.  
 
    “Wow,” she said, looking around, “this place is just like mine. Do you know who built it?” 
 
    I cleared my throat. “My dad built it,” I said softly. Hearing my own voice out loud gave me a bit of relief. At least to me, it sounded okay, and the girl from the cabin down the way didn’t seem to think I sounded strange. She wasn’t raising any eyebrows or looking at me with any peculiar expressions. I watched her walk around, checking out the layout. 
 
    “It’s got so much character,” she said. “I thought this place was abandoned. I’ve walked by here almost every day for the past three years and I’ve never seen anyone inside. You must not get a lot of time to come out here, huh?” she said. 
 
    “Not really,” I said. 
 
    She poked her head into the bedroom. My heart skipped a beat. I tried to remember if I’d left my male clothes out or if I’d stuffed them into my bag. If she saw them, would she put the pieces of the puzzle together, or would she just assume I was there with a man? Or would she even be able to tell they were male clothes? I bit down on the edge of my tongue in an effort to suppress my paranoia. “I love it. It’s so cosy. You should come by and see my cabin sometime. You wouldn’t believe how similar the layout is. I designed it myself—me and your dad must think a lot alike.”  
 
    I forced a little laugh.  
 
    She turned and looked at me. “I’m sorry, I’m being so rude. I’ll get out of your hair. It was nice meeting you. I’m Sam, by the way.” She extended her hand. After a moment of hesitation, I reached out and shook her hand. I wanted to tell her my name, but I froze up. I should have told her my name was Marcy, but I was afraid that one day she would meet the real Marcy and realize we weren’t the same person. So I just shook her hand silently.  
 
    Her expression dropped. “Thanks for the sugar,” she said, and then she left awkwardly. I must have made her feel so uncomfortable with my silence. I probably came off as standoffish. Oh well, on the bright side, she didn’t seem concerned over my being there, and she did confirm that Marcy hadn’t been to that cabin since we’d broken up. I wondered if Marcy even remembered she owned the cabin. Her father’s estate manager managed all of the bill payments, including the property tax and other bills concerning the cabin—it was entirely possible she’d completely forgotten about the place.  
 
    Is there not some squatter law, where I get to keep the place if I squat there for long enough? I remembered hearing something about that, where you’re supposed to take an ad out in the paper announcing that you’ve taken up residence at the abandoned location, and then you need to stay there for a certain period of time. I could look into that the next time I was in town… 
 
    I went back down to the lake for the evening, this time wearing a fairly conservative little dress. The skirt of the dress reached my knees, and it was not cut for cleavage. Now that I knew I wasn’t entirely safe from being seen, I needed to be more careful. And as much as I wanted to dress sexy, it just wasn’t worth it. I found a little private nook on the beach, out of sight of Sam’s little beach area, in case she finished baking and came down to the lake. I had a book with me, but I couldn’t bring myself to read. My mind was racing with thoughts. I kept reliving my interaction with Sam over and over in my head, cringing at my awkward silence, wishing I would have conducted myself differently, less embarrassingly.  
 
    I figured I should go over and apologize, properly introduce myself, make sure I didn’t raise any red flags with the new neighbour. I decided I would go over in the morning. For the rest of that evening, I needed to build up my confidence, and I needed to get my facts straight. My new name was Eve, and I was Marcy’s cousin. I was visiting from out of state while Marcy was away on vacation with her new husband.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I hadn’t been in any serious relationships since splitting up with Marcy. I’d gone on a few dates—a couple a year at the most—but nothing felt right. The girls were nice, nothing wrong with them at all, but it always felt like something was missing. I could never quite put my finger on what exactly, but I had a bad feeling it had to do with my secret cross-dressing habit.  
 
    When I was out with a girl, I always found myself distracted by her outfit, wondering how it would look on me, what I would do differently. I wondered what else they had in their closets. I dated one girl who was a model. At her house one night, while she ran out to buy a bottle of wine from the liquor store down the block, I snuck into her bedroom and found myself looking through her closet. She had an incredible clothing selection. She got to keep a lot of the outfits they made her wear at work. I wanted to try so much of it on, but I didn’t have the time. For our next dates, I kept insisting that we hang out at her place, and I found myself wishing an opportunity would arise that I would have an hour to myself in her bedroom—maybe she had to run an errand, or maybe if I slept over and she went off to work in the morning, I could spend the day trying different things on. And then one day I realized I was staying in that relationship for the worst reason ever, so I broke it off.  
 
    I realized I had a real problem—possibly a serious psychological malfunction. I thought about seeing a therapist, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to even tell a therapist about my cross-dressing fantasies. They were too embarrassing. So I started looking for a new girlfriend, one with a wardrobe I wouldn’t care for. That was the best solution I could think of: find a girl with a closet full of clothes I couldn’t care less about. I ended up finding a girl who was a bit of a hippie, and all of her clothes looked like they were straight out of Woodstock. I hated all of it, and for a while, it was great. I was able to focus on us, and she liked getting outside of the city. We had quite a bit in common, save for her love of psychedelic drugs and ambient music. But after a while, I started to lose interest. There was no excitement in the relationship, like it was moving along on some predetermined, easy path of least resistance. I broke it off and she was surprised.  
 
    So I decided I would stop dating until I felt that spark—I would let my destiny guide me. I wouldn’t date girls simply because I wanted to wear their clothes, and I wouldn’t date girls simply because I hated their clothes. I would just wait for that spark. I knew the spark existed: I’d felt it once before with Marcy, and then I’d let it slip away. But I knew it would come back one day. So I waited. And I waited. But that spark never came.  
 
    Until I was standing at Sam’s cabin doorstep, and the door opened and she was standing there in a little black dress, her hair wet as if she was freshly showered. She smelled like lavender and vanilla and she was beautiful. “Hey,” she said. “Did you come for your sugar? I’ll go grab it.” 
 
    “No,” I said, stopping her before she got too far away. “I just came to apologize,” I said. The whole hour before walking over, I’d stood in front of the mirror, making sure my voice sounded right. I even used my phone to record a series of lines. I thought I sounded pretty good. “I was rude earlier, and I didn’t mean to be. I was just surprised—you’re the first person to ever knock on the door.” 
 
    “You weren’t rude,” she said. “I just assumed you were busy.”  
 
    I extended my hand and introduced myself properly. “I’m Eve.” 
 
    “And I’m Sam,” she said with a laugh. “But you already knew that. Want to see my place?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said, and she let me in.  
 
    I had a hard time keeping my eyes off of her, even as she showed me the layout of her cabin, which was strikingly similar to the layout of Marcy’s cabin. I don’t know what was so mesmerizing about her. She just seemed real, not shy about being in her own element. Her eyes seemed to be shining brightly and I swear she was glowing, radiating some fantastically warm aura. My heart was racing. It was the spark—and I couldn’t have been more frustrated about it.  
 
    “The only difference is your cabin has a bathroom inside. I just have the outhouse, and the shower in the back,” she said. I looked out her window. Her shower was a long rod protruding from the ground, with a spout on the end. It reminded me of the showers they had at outdoor swimming pools. 
 
    I’d waited years to feel that spark, that raw attraction to someone, and now I was feeling it when I could do nothing about it. If I left and came back as a man, as myself, she would certainly recognize me. And even if she was a lesbian, she would inevitably discover that I wasn’t really a woman. It was the ultimate lose-lose situation. “Try one of these cookies. Let me know what you think,” she said, passing me a plate of chocolate chip cookies. I took a bite and it was delicious.  
 
    “That’s amazing,” I said. 
 
    “Really? It’s a new recipe. I think I might like my old recipe better.”  
 
    “I’m having a hard time imagining anything better than this,” I said. 
 
    She blushed. She looked adorable when she was blushing. “Thanks,” she said. “Want a beer?” She went to the fridge and pulled out a pair of beers. We ended up walking down to the lake together. I briefly fed her my phony backstory and then she told me about herself. She worked at a law firm in Manhattan for ten years, and then she got into a workplace accident, sued the company, and made enough to retire early. “A workplace accident at a law firm?” I asked. 
 
    She blushed again, looking as cute as hell. “It’s kind of embarrassing. It was the staff Christmas party and my boss kept insisting that I dance with him. He was drunk, and he ended up falling over, knocking me out. I was unconscious for two whole minutes. I hardly remember any of it—I got a terrible concussion. But, if it wasn’t for that knock to the head, I wouldn’t have any of this.” I was jealous. I wished I had a boss who would get drunk and fall on me so I could sue and end up with my own cabin on a big plot of beautiful land.  
 
    We talked for hours. I didn’t even realize how long it had been until the sky started to darken and the glow of sun started to disappear over the treed horizon. “I should probably get out of your hair,” I said after looking over at the little table next to me and realizing I’d drank three of her beers and eaten half of her cookies. She’d gone through three beers herself.  
 
    “Maybe I’ll see you around tomorrow,” she said, and I took off.  
 
    I felt giddy as I walked back to the cabin, but it was short lived as I realized I’d just set myself up for disappointment. Like going to a restaurant, and as you sit down the waiter tells you they’re all out of the clam chowder, and it’s not until that moment that you realize all you really wanted was the clam chowder. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d completely lost track of time with a woman like that. I couldn’t remember the last time a conversation had pulled me away from reality.  
 
    I drove into town the next morning to buy Sam a new case of beer, to replace the one I’d polished off the night before. While I was in town, I decided to swing by the little library at the town square and check to see if I could find anything about taking over a property by squatting. I found a whole bunch of information on ‘adverse possession’, which used to be called squatter’s rights. According to the local laws, I would need to squat there for ten years “without discontinuance”, and I had to notify the county that I’d taken up residence. It seemed unlikely that Marcy wouldn’t come around in that ten years, especially after I announced to the whole town that I was going to be there. In some way or another, I was sure it would get back to her, and at some point, her new husband was probably going to be interested in seeing the cabin he now partially owned.  
 
    Taking over the land was a pipe dream. I felt stupid for even thinking there was a small possibility. I felt even stupider as I loaded the case of beer into my car and started back towards the cabin. I didn’t just buy that beer to replace Sam’s old stock—I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but I really just wanted an excuse to spend more time with her. I knew that if I gave her that case of beer, she would invite me to have one or two with her. But what was the point? Whose time was I wasting, hers or mine? Probably both. 
 
    Before leaving the library, I checked in on my Facebook, to see what I’d missed since venturing off to that cabin. At the top of my feed was a status from Marcy. I had to read it a few times before it fully registered in my brain. “I’m back early. Trip didn’t work out as planned.” I’m not sure my heart was beating while I read that status. I felt sick, like there was suddenly a large pit in my stomach. What did she mean, it didn’t work out as planned? She’d changed her profile picture from a shot of her and her new husband to a shot of her playing with a dog. Had they gotten into a fight? Did I have to worry about her showing up at the cabin? 
 
    I reminded myself that it had been nearly a decade since she’d last visited that cabin, and the chances of her randomly deciding to visit now were slim to none. I knew Marcy well enough to know she wouldn’t just decide one morning to visit that cabin. She only ever came out when I dragged her out, and if her and her new husband were fighting, I had a feeling he wasn’t about to drag her out to a cabin she hated. I packed up my things and headed back to the cabin. 
 
    I found myself at Sam’s doorstep, with the case of beer in hand. I knocked a few times, but there was no answer. Her car was in the driveway, so I knew she was around, possibly down by the lake. I decided to walk down and see if she was there. As I came around the house, I heard a splashing sound. I stepped around the corner, and then I froze as I saw her. 
 
    She was naked, showering with her back to me. Her head was tilted back and her eyes were closed as she washed shampoo out of her long brown hair. She had a nice ass. I started to back away, then her eyes opened and she saw me. She shrieked and threw one arm over her breasts and the other down at her crotch. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I was just—I mean—I was going down… I didn’t see anything. I’m sorry.” I spun around and retreated behind her cabin. My heart was pounding.  
 
    I started walking back towards my cabin. She caught up to me, with a white towel wrapped around her body. “Hey, where are you going?” she said. 
 
    “Back to my cabin. I didn’t mean to intrude like that.” 
 
    “It’s okay, you just surprised me, that’s all. Besides, like you said, you didn’t even see anything, right?” She looked into my eyes. I loved the way her eyes glowed and shined.  
 
    “I swear I didn’t see anything,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Even if you did, it wouldn’t really matter. We’re both girls. Nothing we haven’t seen before, right?” She laughed.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I bought you this. Sorry for drinking all of your beer last night.” I handed her the case of beer.  
 
    “Thanks, you didn’t have to do that. I’m happy to share. Maybe you can come over again tonight and we can have another drink or two. I realized after you left that I spent the whole night talking about myself and I didn’t even ask what you do for a living.”  
 
    I smiled awkwardly. I thought about lying, hoping a random profession would pop into my head, but instead, I felt strangely obligated to tell her the truth. “I’m kind of in-between jobs at the moment. I was laid off. That’s kind of why I’m here, to try and figure out what I want to do next.” We ended up making plans to meet up later that evening.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Sam and I had a moment that night. It was a short moment, but it was impossible to ignore. We’d both had a few beers, and our chairs ended up right next to one another as I pointed out constellations to her. She was fascinated by my knowledge of the stars, and I have to admit, I was making some things up to stay in the moment. “Is that a constellation there—the one that looks like a big W?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s Cassiopeia,” I said. That one I knew was right.  
 
    “And that one—those four bright stars there?”  
 
    “That’s Aquarius,” I said—that one was a lie, and I was a terrible liar. I started laughing. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what that is,” I admitted. She gave me a playful shove and then we went back to watching the sky. 
 
    Then her hand slipped on top of mine, and her fingers nestled in-between mine. She was holding my hand. Is that something girls did? Hold each other’s hands? Marcy never held any of her friends’ hands, not that I ever saw. And even if she had, Sam and I had only known one another for a couple of days. I don’t think we were at the hand-holding-friends stage yet.  
 
    So was she a lesbian, and was she coming onto me? I let her hold my hand, pretending not to notice, enjoying the moment while it lasted. Her hand was warm and soft. I wanted to lean over and kiss her, but I fought off the impulse. I still didn’t really know how she felt about me, and if I ruined things with her, then I ruined my stay at the cabin. I couldn’t possibly stay after a humiliation like that. If she rejected me, it could be the end of my cabin days, of which I wanted to cling onto as long as possible. 
 
    Besides, it was pointless. I couldn’t have her anyway, because I wasn’t who she thought I was. And the more I revelled in the feeling of her soft hand holding mine, the further I was slipping from that reality. I was a man, dressed up like a girl. I was tricking her. She deserved better, and I didn’t deserve her. “I should get going,” I said. 
 
    “So soon?” 
 
    “Yeah, I want to get up early tomorrow and take the canoe out on the lake,” I said. 
 
    “You’ve got a canoe? Can I come along?”  
 
    I wanted to say yes, but I couldn’t. I wanted her to come along, but I knew she couldn’t. I needed to detach myself from her, let go of that nonsensical hope that it could work between us. How could it ever work between us? Did I honestly think I could hide my cock and my lack of tits for the rest of my life? Even lesbians have sex—and from what I understand, they go at it more than most people. “I’ve only got the one paddle, and the canoe is pretty small,” I said, which was a lie.  
 
    I got up, brought my empties to her recycling bin, and I said goodbye. She watched me with hurt eyes. She didn’t realize I was doing her a favour, saving her from a real heartbreak. This was nothing compared to what it could have been.  
 
    I slept in the next morning. I didn’t end up taking the canoe out. I’m not sure I ever intended to. And seeing as it took me hours to fall asleep that night, waking up early was out of the question. I ended up staying inside all morning, looking occasionally out the window at the path down to the lake. I wanted to go down to the water for a swim, but I didn’t want to see her. Even the thought of her was a reminder of what I couldn’t have.  
 
    I was sitting on the couch, staring up at the ceiling, when I heard her step up to the door. I waited a moment for her to knock, but the knock never came, as if she was standing at the door, deliberating whether she really wanted to see me or not. She was giving me time to decide whether to answer the door or not—whether I should start packing my bags so I could get on with my life. Sitting alone at that cabin, my life was just slipping away from me. I was surrounding myself in a life I wanted so badly, but it was never going to happen if I didn’t get back to the city, back into college, back on track to actually do something with my life.  
 
    I hated that cabin more than ever. Now it wasn’t just a lifestyle I was going to miss, it was Sam, too. I knew that every girl I would meet back in the city would be compared to Sam in my mind.  
 
    The door handle jiggled. Was she just going to let herself in without knocking? Luckily it was locked. Maybe she knew I wouldn’t answer if she knocked, but how could she? 
 
    Then I heard the clunk of the turning lock. I sat up and froze. The door opened. It wasn’t Sam at the door, it was Marcy. She took one step in and then froze at the sight of me. Time stopped for a moment while neither of us moved a muscle. I hadn’t seen Marcy in six years, but she looked exactly the same, as if she hadn’t aged at all since the day she told me things weren’t working out. “Who the hell are you?” she finally managed to say. 
 
    I couldn’t think of a response. I knew that lying was hopeless, it was only a matter of time before she recognized me. Maybe she already had but she was denying the reality. It was too crazy to be real.  
 
    I watched her eyes widen as the realization set in. She put her hand to her mouth, as if to stop herself from screaming, and then she said, “Oh my God…” I wanted to die. I wished I was living through a nightmare that would end at any moment. Any moment now… But the nightmare continued. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    She stared at me with big, dark eyes. Somehow I managed to bring myself to my feet. I felt so stupid, feeling the soft fabric of one of her skirts touching my legs. I tried to think of a lie, an excuse, some way to explain away what she was seeing, but I could think of nothing. All I could do was hope that the nightmare would end at any second, and I would spring awake in bed. I should have never gone up to that cabin.  
 
    “You… You’re wearing my clothes?” she said. Her lips remained parted. 
 
    And as I stared into those eyes, I realized it was inevitable. And I’d always known it was inevitable. From the moment I put on my first pair of panties, I knew it was just a matter of time before I was caught, either by Marcy or by one of the million people I would encounter throughout my life. No secrets remain secrets. “I don’t know what to say,” I said. I realized after I said it that I was still using my female voice. I couldn’t break out of it. I’d been using it so much, it had become natural. It would take days to train back my real voice. 
 
    “You became a woman?” she said, still slack-jawed. 
 
    I thought for a moment before responding. Had I become a woman? No—I was still just myself. I was just me, wearing women’s clothing, and she was just her, wearing women’s clothing. “No, I just… sometimes… I like to…” I couldn’t finish the sentence. I didn’t know how to, but I didn’t need to. I could tell she knew exactly what I was trying to say. 
 
    “For how long?” she asked. 
 
    “Since before we broke up,” I said. My body was still rigid with tension. My joints were locked. A part of me wanted to run, but I knew it was pointless.  
 
    “I feel like I should be mad but I’m in too much shock.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. I hated the way she looked at me, when she was looking at me and not down at her feet. It was like she had to look at me, like she didn’t want to miss the freak show. I couldn’t stand to look at that face any longer. I looked down at my feet. “I’ll go.”  
 
    I went to the bedroom, stuffed my things into my bag and then I started towards the door. I was leaving with one of her outfits but I had a feeling she didn’t care, that she would sooner see me gone right away rather than wait for me to get changed. Besides, she hadn’t worn those clothes in nearly a decade—it was nothing she was going to miss. “Wait,” she said before I got to the front door.  
 
    I stopped, but I didn’t look back at her. “Steve and I broke up,” she said.  
 
    I was silent for a moment before saying, “I’m sorry to hear that.” 
 
    “He cheated on me, while we were engaged. He told me last week, after I saw the text messages on his phone.” I don’t know why she was telling me. Maybe just because she wanted to tell anyone and I was the only one there to hear. She wasn’t crying or showing much emotion at all. Maybe she was still in shock from seeing me in her clothes and makeup. Maybe she was in shock from the breakup. Or maybe she just didn’t feel anything for her now ex-husband.  
 
    “It sounds like you’re better off without him,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess so,” she said.  
 
    The room became silent. I took that as my cue to leave, so I continued towards the car.  
 
    “Is there something wrong with me?” she asked. I stopped again. “Like, why did he cheat on me?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I couldn’t believe that was what was on her mind after finding her ex-boyfriend squatting in her cabin, wearing her clothes. Was that not a big enough deal to address for more than ten seconds? “You’re a nice girl. I’m sure you’ll find a good guy eventually.”  
 
    She forced a smile. “You think so?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Why did you leave me?” she asked. 
 
    “You left me,” I said.  
 
    “I left you because you didn’t want me. You always wanted to go off and do your own thing.” 
 
    “We didn’t have a lot in common. But I should have tried harder. You deserved better,” I said.  
 
    “You know, after Steve left, I could only think of you. We had it so good, at least during the first few years.”  
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that. I just stood there, wondering why she wasn’t more perturbed by the fact I was standing in one of her skirts, looking and still talking like a girl. It didn’t even seem strange to her, now that the initial shock had worn off. Was it not as big of a deal as I’d always thought it was? I’d always imagined being caught and having life crash down in flames around me. I always thought there would be tears and anger and confusion, but it just ended up being little more than a shrug of the shoulders.  
 
    “You look good in that skirt. I never looked good in the damn thing. It always made my ass look big in the worst way possible,” she said with a little laugh. My heart was still racing and my head was spinning.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said.  
 
    “I have a whole bunch of clothes I don’t wear anymore in the city. You can come by and pick them up some time. I was just going to bring them all down to the Salvation Army.”  
 
    “Sure, thanks,” I said.  
 
    She looked around the cabin and then she laughed. “I forgot how much I hated this place. You used to love it. You still love it, by the looks of it. I’m not even sure why I came up here. I just started thinking about you, and then I thought about this place, and… well, here I am. I’m probably going to sell it. I can give you a deal, if you want to buy it. I looked up prices in the area—I can probably give it to you for, say, half a million.”  
 
    “I’d love that, but I can’t afford it,” I said.  
 
    “Four hundred?” 
 
    “Still can’t afford it,” I said. 
 
    “Well I can’t go any lower than that. I’m nice but I’m not crazy,” she said with a laugh. She looked down at her feet. “Maybe I’ll wait a few years before I sell it, and then maybe you’ll have enough.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said, but the thought of having any money seemed unlikely.  
 
    She looked around some more, at nothing in particular. There was a long silence. I wasn’t sure whether she was waiting for me to say something, waiting for me to leave, or just waiting for life to make sense. I just stood there. “You know,” she started, “I didn’t know why I was coming up here, but I’m glad I came. In a weird way, it feels like closure. I should start heading back for the city. You can stay here, if you want. At least for a little while.”  
 
    She gave me a hug and then she left. Once the grumble of her car was inaudible and she was totally out of sight, I wondered if I’d just had a strange lucid dream. It was hard to believe the interaction had really happened. And if it was a dream, what the hell did it mean?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    There are moments in life where it’s hard to believe there is no guiding hand of fate. Sometimes, things really do happen for a reason, and coincidences are impossible to ignore. Marcy’s sudden arrival at the cabin was no coincidence. She didn’t know what brought her there, but I knew: it was fate. The same fate that brought me to that cabin. It was destiny giving us both our own versions of closure. 
 
    I felt a warm tingling inside of me. For the first time in nearly a decade, I didn’t feel like a loser. I didn’t feel like I was hiding some disgusting, insane secret. I felt strangely normal. I felt like I had nothing to be ashamed of. I’m not sure whether it was Marcy’s reaction to seeing me all dolled up, or if it was something else, but I knew what the reason of it was, and I knew what I had to do next. 
 
    I went down to the water. Sam was out for a swim, paddling gently on her back on the warm lake. She looked happy and peaceful. I watched her for a while. She was living the life I wished I had, but for once, it didn’t feel like that life was way out of reach. I knew I could pull my life together. I could scrounge up the money for the down payment on the land, if Marcy really was offering to give me a deal. It would be a lot of work, and I would have to get back to town as soon as possible to start, but it wasn’t impossible and for once I felt like I could do it, like there was nothing holding me back. 
 
    Sam swam out from the water and she began to towel herself off. She turned to me and then she smiled and waved. I waved back, hypnotised by her beauty and lost in my suddenly achievable cabin fantasy. The sun was beginning to set. I watched as she packed up her few things and headed back up the trail. And then I walked up to the path and started towards her cabin.  
 
    I had nothing to lose and everything to gain. When I saw her cabin appearing in the distance, my heart started racing, but I didn’t falter. I didn’t slow down and I didn’t hesitate. I walked up to her door and knocked, and as soon as she answered, I said, “You should know something about me.” 
 
    She stared at me with wide eyes for a moment before asking, “What?” 
 
    “I’m a man,” I said. “This is just what I like to be when I’m alone. You weren’t really supposed to see me like this.”  
 
    She was silent for a few seconds before looking down at me and saying, “Wow. I can’t tell if you joking or not.” 
 
    “I’m not.”  
 
    “You had me fooled,” she said. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to fool you. I just didn’t know how to tell you.” My heart was pounding ferociously, but I felt free. I’d never felt so free in my life. Suddenly, I wasn’t living with a big, dark secret. The reaction from Marcy, and now from Sam, just proved to me that there was nothing to be ashamed of, nothing to hide from. I was who I was and that was all that mattered. 
 
    “Can I tell you something?” she said. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’m a man, too,” she said. “And you’re the first person I’ve ever told.”  
 
    I laughed. “You know I’m being serious, right?” I said. 
 
    “And so am I.” She laughed. Her face was dark red and she looked small and vulnerable. If she was lying, she was a damn-good liar.  
 
    “I don’t believe you,” I said.  
 
    “Well, do you want to come inside and I can prove it to you?” 
 
    My heart stuttered. She gently grabbed my collar and pulled me into her cabin home. The smell of fresh cedar filled my nostrils as she reached down and gently pulled up her little skirt, revealing a big bulge in her panties. My heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t kidding—she really was a man. “So does that make us gay, straight, or lesbos?” she asked with another red-faced laugh.  
 
    “I don’t know. What difference does it make?” I said. We kissed. It was a kiss we’d both been waiting for, desperately holding off, and now it had come at the perfect time. Her lips were soft and warm. Her tongue poked through my lips and wrapped around mine. I put my hands on her sides. It was hard to believe she was a man with that body. Then again, she seemed to think it was hard to believe I was really a man. Maybe we weren’t men. Maybe we were just women born with a few of the wrong parts.  
 
    I slipped my hand down the front of her panties and felt her long rod with my fingers. I started to rub, feeling it growing and throbbing. I’d never touched a cock before. I’d never wanted to until that moment. But it didn’t feel wrong. It didn’t even feel like I was touching a man. She slipped down my panties and then she took a step forward, pressing her body against mine. She reached down and took both of our cocks in the same hand, rubbing them together, stroking them as one. I squeezed her breast, which was just a pad under a bra, but I didn’t mind. To me, she was a woman. I couldn’t fathom any scenario in which she was a man, even with her cock and her padded bra.  
 
    “Bedroom?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. We didn’t waste any time. She jumped right up onto the bed and got onto her hands and knees. Her panties were a band between her knees. She wiggled her perfect bum in the air. I could see her big ball sack hanging between her plump thighs. I mounted her, getting the tip of my throbbing cock right up to her little hole.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she said. I could feel the excitement radiating off of her body. She could probably feel the same excitement radiating off of me. We were finally free. Fate had brought us together and liberated us from the unwritten rules of society. Who says a guy can’t dress like a girl? If it feels right, it’s right. If no one’s getting hurt, then it should be fine and even encouraged.  
 
    I pushed in and she began to moan right away. “You like that big cock?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. Fuck me,” she said between moans. I started to thrust in and out of her, feeling her tight, puckering bum hole hugging every inch of my cock. It felt amazing. I loved the sound of my ball sack slapping her soft tush. I didn’t want the moment to end.  
 
    And it didn’t have to end. There was nothing stopping us from going at it whenever we wanted, every day, twice a day, three times a day, if we really had it in us. Because after I came in her perfect little asshole, she asked me to stay with her. How could I not? It was everything I’d ever dreamed of and more. And with the rest of her settlement money, we had more than enough to buy Marcy’s property as well, just because why not? That cabin would always have a special place in my heart and I couldn’t bare to see it get torn down by some developer.  
 
    And as for Marcy, she ended up marrying Sam’s real-estate agent. I was in the room when they met, and they both froze and stared into one another’s eyes. It was love-at-first-sight, no question about it. And if that’s not the guiding hand of fate, I don’t know what is.  
 
    THE END 
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