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THE GIRL ROLE


Dan has always let his childhood bestie, Xander, live in his house. Xander has always dreamed of being an actor, and Dan’s always wanted to support that dream… even though Xander has always been a lousy actor. After all, what are friends for?

After a blunt director tells Xander that he’s absolute trash, Xander decides to sign up for acting lessons. The course: an introduction to method acting.

A few months later, Xander is booking plenty of gigs. Dan even catches him on an episode of his favourite TV show, and Xander has really improved. The only downside: every time Xander starts a new role, he becomes that character for the duration of the production. That gets complicated when Xander is cast as a transitioning male-to-female transgender.
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My roommate, Xander, was an actor. You would probably recognize him if you saw him—but you would stare at him (like most people) and say, ‘I know I’ve seen him somewhere, but where?’ And the answer to that question was: Bridgewater Insurance commercials. He was the guy in the ads who answers the phone.

That ad was six years old (when this story begins). Each year, Xander got a cheque in the mail from his agent: a few thousand dollars; I guess they had to pay him every year that they renewed the ad, instead of simply filming a new ad. The ad apparently worked for them, so they kept renewing it, and they kept paying Xander his residuals.

Xander grew up in a poor part of the country, in a trailer park, so he was just fine making a few thousand bucks stretch out over an entire year. He would spend less than five dollars each day on food, and he only paid me one-hundred dollars each month to sleep on my couch.

Sure, he’d had plenty of opportunities to work real jobs; his uncle offered him a position at his landscaping company, where he would have made about ten-times what he was used to living off of. That very same insurance company that he did the ad for (Bridgewater Insurance) offered him a position as a spokesperson, but he turned that down too, for the same reason, because he wanted to be an actor, and he wanted to focus on pursuing his acting dreams.

He auditioned for everything in town—and I really do mean everything. He would lie about his age so he could audition for roles in kids shows (he once told a casting agent that he was thirteen; he was thirty-one). He even tried out for a role as a senior citizen, claiming he was actually fifty-eight; he got a friend of ours to help him with his makeup.

He lied on his resume and said he knew how to play piano and how to ride horses. Once he was cast in a commercial where he had to do both, and then he was sent home two hours into the gig, without pay, when it was revealed that he’d never touched a piano and he was allergic to horses.

I don’t want you to think that Xander was a bad person or some chronic liar; he was just desperate to act—and it wasn’t even about the pay. He auditioned for every student film, every unpaid short film, and he even joined some cringe theatre-group that did weird modern-art performances where they wouldn’t speak, and the whole story was told with facial expressions and hand movements… it wasn’t my thing, but Xander seemed to like it.

There was just one thing--one little problem that I never dared to mention to Xander. I didn’t want to break his heart. I didn’t want to see him crushed, so I never told him… But he was a terrible actor.

He would get copies of the student films he starred in and would sit me down to watch them, and for ten-to-fifteen minutes, I would bite my tongue and force a smile. “It’s really good, Xander,” I would say, and in that moment I was certainly the better actor.

He was just… awful. The overacting, the dramatic facial expressions. And look—it wasn’t just me who thought so. He made my friends watch an ‘action’ movie that he did, which involved some stunt fighting. Trying not to laugh was a serious challenge. One of my buddies reached over and dug his fingernails into my thigh in his attempt not to laugh—or maybe he was trying to help stop me from laughing.

I’m not trying to be mean to Xander; I wanted the best for him. I mean—I was technically supporting his acting dreams; I could have charged him three-times as much to be a bum in my house, but I chose not to. I wanted him to chase his dreams, even if his dreams were… unlikely.

Xander got the bad news one day, on set. I was there; Xander had invited me to set to see how films were made. While he was showing me his small area in a trailer, the director came in. “Xander, I have to send you home.”

“What?” Xander said, taken aback.

“It’s not working out. We’re bringing someone else in. But thanks for coming down.”

I was awkwardly in the corner of the room, witnessing the whole thing. I had nothing to say.

“What do you mean?” Xander asked. “Am I being fired?”

“Yes.”

“Why?” He looked like he was on the verge of tears.

“You’re just not good,” the director said bluntly. “You can’t act.”

Xander was pale. “W—What do you mean?”

“Thanks for coming out.”

“I can try the scene in different ways,” Xander said.

“No,” the director said. “We tried it different ways. You can’t act, mate. Just don’t quit your day job.”

“I don’t have a day job,” said Xander.

“Yikes,” said the director, and then he walked to the door. “Have the trailer cleared out in the next fifteen minutes; your replacement is on his way by shuttle now.”

I drove Xander home; he said nothing on the way. When we got to the house, he finally said, “Do I really suck?” His eyes were red.

“Suck?” I said. I paused. I didn’t want to lie to him… but the truth seemed too mean. “You don’t suck. You could just… maybe use a class.”

“A class?”

I nodded my head. That was the end of the conversation. I was worried that I’d helped to crush his spirits. I thought he was going to pack his things and leave town and enter into a void of emptiness.

Instead, he signed up for a class.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas surprised to see his face when he returned from the first day of that class. He didn’t look happy, or sad, or even neutral. He just looked… stunned. He looked like he’d experienced some sort of inner-revelation. His eyes were wide and he was moving slowly.

“Everything okay?” I asked. I wondered if he’d witnessed some deadly car wreck.

“Okay?” he asked. Then he looked at me. “Have you ever heard of… method acting?”

“Sure,” I said. “It’s like what Al Pacino and those guys do, right?”

He nodded slowly. “I mean—you’ve heard of it, and I’d heard of it. But I never really knew fully what it was.”

“What is it?”

“It’s…” He paused, and then a smile came onto his face. “Acting.” He walked off, and I was left confused—and even a bit worried that something had snapped in his brain. Now, it had been a month since the director told him that he couldn’t act; he’d had plenty of time to process those cruel but truthful words.

He went into the back office, where I’d moved his couch (so I suppose it was kind of his room), and he didn’t emerge until the next day, when it was time to leave for his class again.

It was a three-week course. I paid for it for him (fifteen-hundred dollars) and he promised to pay me back within the year. After the course was finished, he got right back to auditioning for roles. But now, things were different. He wouldn’t sit me down to watch his audition tapes. He wouldn’t show me the ‘dailies’ of what he shot on the sets he was cast on. He was suddenly very private about his acting life, and I assumed it was because he was embarrassed that I’d recommended an acting class to him.

I assumed that he was still terrible.

And then, a few months later, I was sitting down to watch TV: a show that I really liked and had been watching for years. Suddenly, there was Xander, before my eyes. He had a few scenes with the main character. I was completely stunned. The scenes were… good.

Xander had seemingly figured out—at least for one show—how to act. He’d even managed to land a role in a decently big production… but never bothered to mention it to me.

I was proud of him. I took a photo of my screen and sent it to him. “You never told me you were cast onto Night Drift!”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I forgot I did that a few weeks ago. Has it already aired?”

“I’m watching it now.”

“Neat,” he said, and then he didn’t mention it again, as if it wasn’t a big deal to him, even though this would have been a huge deal to him just a couple months earlier. There would have been a viewing party, and then he would have been on the couch rewatching his scenes over and over and over for days. Now, he couldn’t even be bothered to come and take a look.

Xander had become like a different person. He just didn’t care about his sudden success—and the success kept coming. He was cast in another big commercial, which paid him two-thousand dollars for two days of work—and if the ad was renewed after a year, he would be paid again. The only reason I knew about it was because he left the letter he received on the couch with the details. The old Xander would have told me every little detail within minutes of learning it himself. Now, he wasn’t in a sharing mood, apparently.

He was leaving almost every day for some gig or another. “Land anything lately?” I asked him one evening, when he came home tired.

“Oh, a few things,” he said.

All seemed good. He suddenly had money coming in, and I had a feeling that it was just a matter of time before he moved out. I thought he was on the up. I thought it was going well for him… and then one day, he just didn’t come home.

I didn’t think much of it. Then another day went by, and he wasn’t there. Now, I was starting to wonder if something had happened to him. I tried messaging him, but he didn’t reply. Then, it occurred to me that he’d possibly gotten some role that was filming out of town. His phone didn’t work outside of our area-code jurisdiction; it was the cheapest plan he could find.

So I didn’t think too much about it after that—even after a week went by and he still hadn’t returned. Then, two weeks went by. I tried messaging him again, but I assumed he was fine. I assumed that someone had tabs on him, and if something bad had happened, I would have heard.

It was three weeks after his disappearance that I stumbled onto him. He was sitting on a street corner, wearing dirty clothes, holding out a cup and begging for money. His patchy facial hair had sprouted, and he hadn’t bathed himself in weeks. He hardly even looked at me when I approached him. “Xander! What the hell happened to you!?” I was terrified that he’d gotten into some sort of drug addiction.

“Spare some change?” he asked, as if he didn’t even recognize me.

I dropped to my knee. “I want to help you, Xander. Come with me. I’ll get you help. We’ll get you clean and then you can stay with me. I hate to see you like this. Please.”

He stared into my eyes, looking like a man without a soul. “Spare some change?” he asked.

I almost broke down. I thought I’d lost him to drugs. I went to find him the next day, but couldn’t. It was eating at me. I couldn’t understand what went wrong. I thought a lot about it. I figured that the blunt rejection from that director had sparked a drug addiction—a way to hide from the pain of rejection—and it had spiralled into this.

Then, the next Saturday, he strolled back into my house while I was watching TV. He was cleaned up, perky, whistling. “Hey Dan,” he said, nodding at me.

I stuttered. “You—You’re clean!”

He stared at me strange. “Yes. Of course.”

“But… You were on the street. You looked so… horrible.” Even now, he was thin, as if he’d lost twenty pounds, as if he hadn’t eaten more than crumbs on the concrete for three straight weeks.

“Oh, that was just for a role,” he said with a smirk. “We filmed and wrapped yesterday. Just a few scenes, one line.”

“One line?!” I gasped. I wasn’t sure what was happening. Was this some sort of prank? “Xander—look at you! You’re so thin. Do you even weigh 120?”

“A bit less,” he said. “I had to nail that role. It was really important to get it right. Cool project.” He smiled and sauntered off as if nothing had happened, as if he hadn’t just spent a month living on the street.

And he truly had been living on the street. His elbows were cut up from sleeping on concrete. He had permanent damage on his toes from sleeping in the frigid cold. He had to go to the hospital to be treated for tetanus. He’d sacrificed his body and a month of his life… for one line in a short film. “Spare some change?”

But to him, it wasn’t that big of a deal. This new Xander had a different outlook—or maybe it really wasn’t so different than before. He still put acting before anything else. In fact, now, it was even more intense than before.

It was a few weekends later when he snapped at me suddenly when we were in the kitchen. He asked for the pepper shaker and, not thinking, I passed the salt. He threw the shaker so hard it exploded against the wall. “Can you get one fucking thing right!?” he barked. “It’s the same fucking problem, over and over!”

He punched a hole in my wall, breaking two fingers. I was stunned, and considered kicking him out of my house. He snapped again the next day when he saw that I’d left a plate on the table from breakfast. “What good are you?” he yelled.

“Sort out your anger or get out of my house.”

“Oh, so it’s your house now?”

We were getting into fights every day—twice a day. And then, after a week of torture, I found a post by the agency that represented him, congratulating him on booking a gig where he played the bad guy in some family drama. He was cast as the angry young father who beats his wife. And it was scary; there were moments where he was damn-close to laying his hands on me. He broke his hand again the next week, punching another hole in the wall. And it wasn’t until the shoot was finished that he apologized for the damages. He bought new plates, a new salt shaker, and he had the holes in the walls fixed.

I was still angry. “That can’t happen again,” I said. “I don’t give a shit how important the role is. Understand?”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, smiling with a surprising amount of charm. “It won’t happen again. Promise.”

I was hesitant to believe him. Especially after the next week, when I woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of chanting. It was a low sound. I thought he was watching some horror film. I listened, and then I recognized his voice.

I went out into the living room and saw that there was what looked like blood on my floor. I gasped. There he was, in a black cloak, holding an old book, reading latin spells. “What the hell are you doing now?” I asked.

He ignored me—no matter what I said. I gave up after a few minutes and went back to bed; this was just part of some weird role. And it went on for hours, until about 6 in the morning. And then it went on all night the next night too, and the one after that. It went on for three weeks. He was completely devoted to this crazy role—and it wasn’t even a role in which he had lines in the film! I saw the finished film a month later, and he was just an extra in a few scenes. ‘Cult member #3’.

Xander had officially taken this method acting thing too far.
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Isuppose I got used to Xander’s new lifestyle. I was no longer surprised when he came home dressed in animals furs, as if he’d been out hunting with the tribe all day. It no longer surprised me when he brought in amplifiers and guitars and played loud music for two straight weeks because he’d been cast as a rockstar in some student film…

I shouldn’t say student films—those were becoming less frequent. Xander had found himself a new agent with a better agency. Now, he was booking more regular gigs: episodes on somewhat well-known shows. He booked a role on a real movie, staring Dennis Walker. He had two scenes with Dennis. He booked a scene in a Tom Cruise film—no scene with Tom, but he did have a scene with Michelle Curry.

He was booking commercials monthly. He was making good money. He started paying more for rent: a fair amount, even though I never asked for it. I appreciated the sentiment, though I was still thinking of booting him out of my house, especially because I’d just started seeing a girl named Elise.

I met Elise at Starbucks. She was working as a barista when I went in to pick up a coffee. I wish I could say our meeting story was more profound than that, but that was it; she was cute, so I asked her if she had a boyfriend. “Nothing serious,” she told me. “Why do you ask?”

So I asked her to get a beer with me, and she accepted.

Elise had long blonde hair and wore small pink dresses and skirts and blouses. Her whole wardrobe seemed to be pink, because each time I met with her, she was pink. She wore lots and lots of makeup: blush, lip gloss, and dark mascara on her already dark fake lashes.

After our beer date, I took her to the movies. After the movies, we had our first kiss. Before the end of the date, she invited me to a weekend party she was heading to in a couple of days.

“Sounds like fun,” I said. But it turned out to be more stressful than fun. Until that moment, I’d assumed that Elise liked me—and then I got to the party and saw that she was getting close with another man. She saw me and waved me over. “What’s up?” I asked, apprehensively.

“This is Derrick,” she said.

He gave me his hand. His other hand was around her back. “Derrick?” I said, my voice cracking slightly. I was a bit embarrassed.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“This is Dan,” she said. “The other guy I’ve been seeing. I told you about him.”

The man looked suddenly tense. He looked at me the way a dog looks when he’s guarding a piece of meat from other dogs. And now, I was confused. Why did she bring us together?

I went to the kitchen to get a drink. While in the kitchen, I saw Dennis storming out of the party, looking furious. I found Elise a few minutes later, and she had a frustrated look on her face. “What’s going on?” I asked, putting on a small laugh.

“I was trying to see if he would fight for me,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But instead, he just gave up. I guess I’m not worth fighting for.”

“He’s an idiot,” I said, seeing my opportunity to take the lead in a game I didn’t even know that I was playing. “You’re better off with me.” That night, we made love, upstairs, on the bed of some older couple who was out of town and probably unaware that their house was being used for a party. We had sex four times on that bed, and I learned that Elise was a squirter, so we were unable to sleep on that bed once we were finished.

I don’t want to be too graphic, but that detail is somewhat important, because the wet bed made us decide to call a cab and head back to my place. We both got into my bed, and then, two hours later, we woke up to the sound of yelling.

Xander was in the kitchen, screaming about something crazy. “Birds! The locusts! The birds!”

“What’s going on?” Elise asked, springing up and clutching the duvet against her naked chest.

“It’s my roommate,” I groaned. I got up to see if I could convince Xander to go back to bed.

Xander was in some crazed state, pacing around the kitchen, throwing up his arms, shouting about everything from diseased birds to rocks that could speak German. “You need to calm down,” I hissed. “I have a girl over, and you’re freaking her out.”

“The dreams won’t go away!” he said. And I must say that he had become a good enough actor that I couldn’t quite tell if he was serious. Was he actually having terrible dreams, or was this just for some role? I knew he wouldn’t tell me if I asked, so I just tried to calm him down, as if it was real. I led him to his room. “Try to sleep, man. Get some rest. The dreams will go away, okay?

Then, I went back to Elise and explained my roommate to her. I told her about the method acting class. I told her about the strange month where he was voluntarily homeless.

She giggled, thinking it was funny. “I’ve always been curious about method acting,” she said. “You know, I’m an amateur actress myself.”

“Really?”

She nodded her head. “I do the odd student film—just for fun.”

“Anything I can watch?”

“Maybe in the morning,” she said. “Some of it is better than others.”

“I want to see,” I laughed.

“Let’s just sleep.”

“Sleep?” I asked.

We kissed, but the kiss was interrupted by more yelling. This time, Elise came out with me, because she wanted to see my roommate’s intense devotion to acting. I was embarrassed, but she seemed to think it was hilariously entertaining. “He’s good!” she said to me.

“He’s better,” I said. “But it’s getting annoying.”

“It’s sweet that you support him,” she said.

“Sometimes I don’t feel like he’s giving me a chance.”

I kissed her and the moment became sweet and romantic for all of five minutes. Once I rolled on top of her, the screaming started again.

The next day, after Elise had gone home, I tried to persuade Xander to cut out the antics. “At least when I have girls over. Got it?”

“I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” he said with perfect conviction.

“Please,” I said. “Don’t do this now. This is important.”

He put a hand on my shoulder. “Dan... I really don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I was getting frustrated. “Were you cast in a movie as some schizophrenic or something, by any chance?”

He stared into my eyes and shook his head. “No.”

I groaned. “Please, Xander,” I said. “I don’t want to have to kick you out over this. I’m being lenient. I don’t care if you practise your acting here, however you want to practise it—but when I have a date over… It needs to stop.”

“Dan,” he said, taking a deep breath. “I honestly have no idea what you’re talking about.”

I will admit that a small part of me was worried that Xander had ‘snapped’. Maybe all of this method acting had damaged his brain. He did, after all, starve himself while being voluntarily homeless for an entire month. I’d seen him take drugs that were probably illegal, just to get in the right headspace for a role. There was a very good chance he’d damaged his brain. Maybe he was really suffering from some psychosis. Maybe I needed to be worried.

I woke up to screaming again the next night.

Then, Elise messaged, asking if we could do a movie night. “Maybe at your place,” she said. But I knew that Xander would find some way to ruin it, so I asked if we could do it at her place.

She giggled. “I live with my parents. That would just be… awkward. We’ll do it at your place; it will be fun.”

I tried to get Xander out of the house. I tried to convince him to go out on the town. I even offered to give him some money to get some dinner and some drinks, but he refused the offer. “I had an audition yesterday and got the part. Now, I need to do scene analysis.”

I groaned, feeling a dread inside of me: a new role meant an incoming surprise. It was just a matter of time before he manifested the characteristics of this new role. And what was this new role? What if he was cast as some murderer or rapist? What if he was cast, again, as some wannabe rockstar who played loud music at every hour of the day.

I was nervous. Xander was in his room when Elise showed up. We chatted for a bit, had a couple drinks, and then we fired up the film. She snuggled up to me on the couch. The mood was nice, calm. We got through the whole movie, ordered some Chinese takeout, had another drink, ate the food when it came, and then loaded up another film.

Still, Xander hadn’t made an appearance, but his room was glowing: that strip of space under his door was the one light source whenever the movie was dark. I was still waiting for some shrill cry, some intense dramatic entrance, some crazy character to emerge.

But he didn’t come out.

Halfway through the film, I kissed Elise. That turned into a make-out session until the film was over, and then we migrated to my bedroom and made love. I was prepared for this, with a special tarp that I’d purchased: fleece on one side, and a waterproof tarp on the other. I had it down over my bed for when she ‘splashed’ and gushed, which happened a few times. Then, we pulled the tarp off the bed and snugged up under the covers and fell asleep while chatting. It was all very romantic—until the screaming started.

“This again?” I said, groggy, sitting up.

“Are you sure that this is for a role?” Elise asked. “It actually sounds like he’s going crazy!”

“I’m sure it’s for a role. It’s something new every week.” I let out a sigh. “Should I go calm him down, or let him get it out of his system?”

“I want to listen,” she said, seemingly intrigued. But I wasn’t intrigued; I was just annoyed. Xander had ignored my one request, and now, I was legitimately considering booting him out. I’d had enough: the damage to me property, the interruptions, the rude, inconsiderate behaviour. Yes, I wanted to support my friend, but at this point, he was just being downright selfish.

He screamed nonsense for two hours. I apologized profusely to Elise, but she was more intrigued than anything. “If he’s doing this for a role,” she said, “that’s some serious commitment.”

“That’s an understatement,” I growled.

Xander had ruined my night for the last time. I fully planned to kick him out.
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When I woke up, Elise wasn’t in bed with me. I heard chatter in the kitchen, and I realized my new girlfriend was talking with my soon-to-be-ex-roommate. I put on some clothes and slipped out quietly, curious to hear what they were talking about without them knowing I was there, in case it was a conversation about me.

It wasn’t about me; they were chatting about acting. Elise was telling him all about her acting aspirations, and now, Xander was telling Elise to look into the method acting class that he took. “It was, honestly, life changing. I feel like I wasn’t even acting before.”

My heart tightened up like a clenched fist and I sprung into the room. “Good morning,” I said. I didn’t want Elise to go to that damned class and end up just like Xander. Xander annoyed the hell out of me.

“Xander got a lot out of that class,” I said before they could pick up their conversation. “But I don’t think it’s for everyone.”

They both stared at me. I was biting my tongue, still annoyed, still feeling like my date was ruined (again) by my annoying roommate. And I say annoying with hesitation, because I still liked Xander; he was still my friend and I still wanted to support his aspirations—but if he couldn’t respect me by following my one request, then there was no space for him in my house.

I wasn’t going to kick him out in front of Elise, but I was going to kick him out.

“Want to go for breakfast?” I asked Elise. “Then I can drive you home.”

“Maybe we can all go,” she said, looking at Xander. “I want to hear more about this method acting thing.”

I bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. “I think he’s got a big role to prepare for.”

“I can come,” Xander said.

I was frustrated—but didn’t protest. Off we went to a diner, the three of us, to get some breakfast. They kept talking about acting—and worse, Xander offered to teach Elise a couple ‘techniques’ to improve her scenes. “Come by one afternoon and I’ll run you through some exercises that will totally open up your mind.”

I don’t think I’ve ever bitten my tongue harder. I hardly got a word in. Elise was seemingly captivated. When Xander went to the bathroom, I let out a small laugh. “You’re not really going to take him up on those lessons, are you?”

“It’s just so fascinating,” she said. “I just want to get a glimpse into his mind. He’s a good actor.”

“He sacrifices a lot,” I said. “His life is acting.”

“Is there something wrong with that?” she asked.

“Well…” I said. “He’s in his thirties. He’s never had a real job. He’s never had a long-term relationship. Most of his childhood friends have careers and families. And—I mean, I’m not trying to be mean—but what does he have to show for it? He’s been in a few shows, a few movies—a few lines here and there, but for what?”

“You have a lot of judgements about him,” she said, glaring into my eyes.

“I’ve lived with him for a long time, and I’ve known him for a longer time. He’s gone through a lot of turmoil and suffering to achieve… what?”

“He seems happy.”

“Does he? I took him to the hospital last month because he broke four bones in his hand. The doctor told him he would probably never have the same range of motion with his fingers. He’s been having manic episodes every night for the past week—and I’m starting to think that those have nothing to do with his acting gigs.”

She rolled her eyes. “I think you’re projecting.”

Now, I was starting to feel frustrated. She was brushing me off as some sort of maniac, some sort of evildoer, some sort of pessimist. I wasn’t a fan of being brushed off. Now, looking at Elise, I was wondering if we were experiencing our first serious rift. Maybe we weren’t quite so compatible. I wanted to tell her how disrespected I felt by Xander, and now her defending him felt like another pile of disrespect.

Xander came back, and we dropped the conversation. “I just got a call from my agent,” Xander said. “I’ve been called in for a callback.”

Elise perked up and clapped her hands quickly. “That’s so exciting!”

“It’s a pretty big role. A lead role,” Xander went on.

“Can I come to the audition?” Elise asked.

And now, I was beginning to wonder if she was more attracted to him than me. The whole situation was quickly turning into a turn-off. My romantic interest in Elise was waning. Did she have the hots for Xander, or was she just fascinated in him and his ambitions to an intense degree? Either way, I wasn’t loving any of it.

I was going to drive Elise home, but she went with Xander to the audition. I was invited to come along, but chose not to go. Instead, I went to the park, to walk, to get some fresh air. I was out for a couple of hours, trying to wrestle with my two problems: was Elise right for me? And was it time to do away with Xander?

Maybe it was time for a fresh slate: no girlfriend, no roommate. I could meet new people. I could put out an ad to find a new roommate, meet new people, find new social circles… Or was that just throwing the baby out with the bathwater?

When I got back to the house, there was Elise, and there was Xander. Together, they were at the table, looking at a screenplay. There were papers around with jotted notes, pens, highlighters. Apparently, Xander landed the role, and now, Elise had apparently been chosen to be his helper.

My frustration was mounting. Elise hardly even acknowledged me as I walked in. I wondered if I was just being salty and jealous, or if my frustrations were unjustified. I went to my room and got out my computer. I surfed the internet and half-expected Elise to come in and ask if I would spend time with her, but she didn’t. She didn’t even say goodbye before she left, and now I was just mad.

That night, I approached Xander, who was still deep in his script study. I looked down at the many pages scattered around the table. I saw all the highlighted lines, which I assumed were his. There were tons of pages with yellowed lines. “Big role?” I asked.

“Huge,” he said.

“Congrats,” I said. “So, uh, what do I have to look forward to now? What’s the part?”

“I’m playing a transitioning male-to-female,” he said.

“Oh boy,” I said with a laugh. “So you’re going to be a trans girl for a while?”

“I may include some method techniques in preparing for the role,” he said.

“And this role… this trans girl isn’t some crazy person, is she? She’s not some crazy nocturnal metal guitar player or something, right?”

He laughed. “No. It’s nothing like that.”

“And Elise…” I said.

“She’s going to help me with mannerisms. She’s actually been super helpful so far. I’ve really learned a lot.”

I paused. I thought about throwing him out. In that moment, I was over Elise; we had our few dates and we had our fun, but the spark seemed to have faded. The thought of seeing her every day was now dreadful—especially once I send her the message of, ‘Sorry, it’s not working out.’ Now, Xander was bringing more frustration into my life, this time in the form of a soon-to-be-ex.


CHAPTER 5
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Ididn’t see Xander the next day. He’d gone to the mall with Elise, and was out all day. I didn’t see him the next day either; he was with Elise in the morning, and then I worked that afternoon and into the evening.

I suspected that Elise and Xander were forming a romantic bond. I hadn’t broken it off with her yet, and now I was wondering if it was even necessary to do so; she hadn’t made an effort to contact me, so I was operating on the assumption that we were over.

I made a point of avoiding the house, so that I could avoid any awkward encounter with Elise. I knew that there was a good chance that she was there, helping Xander while gaining some acting tips.

I suppose I’ve never been a very creative person. My goals in life have always been practical: get a good job, make money, find a good girl. Creative pursuits, like acting, have always seemed so… selfish. I don’t want to go down that rabbit hole for thousands of words; I could understand Xander spending his twenties pursuing his dreams, but now, it seemed pointless—even if he did manage to break through and achieve his dreams. Maybe he would become some famous actor… but even still, the ‘job’ of acting seemed so juvenile and artsy and indulgent.

I went straight to my room whenever I came home. One evening, I heard Elise in his room. I don’t think they were making love (at least not loud enough for me to hear), but her being alone in his bedroom, with him, without bothering to emerge to greet me, was the last piece of evidence that I needed to know that our relationship was over with.

I didn’t lose sleep over it. We were hardly an item for a week.

When I woke up, I saw her in the kitchen and realized she’d spent the night. Now, I knew that Xander was fucking Elise. Even though I had broken up with her mentally, I still felt betrayed that she would do such a thing in my own home, under my own nose, and then act all nonchalant about it: making herself a coffee with my espresso maker.

“Alright,” I said, approaching her from behind. “I don’t mind you and Xander seeing each other, but this is just disrespectful—” I hardly finished that sentence. She turned around and I realized that it wasn’t Elise at all.

Standing before me was a blonde: loose curls, pink bow tied in her hair, pink frilly dress on her petite body. “Who are you?” I asked, and as those words came out, I realized I was staring at Xander.

She giggled. “You can call me Zara,” she said softly with a feminine inflection, which wasn’t quite convincing but good enough that it was surprising.

I stood there silently, staring at her. It was hard to believe what I was seeing. She looked shocking convincing from behind. Staring at her front—also a shock. She had feminine curves and a bust on her chest that looked realistic. She seemed smaller than Xander.

Why am I saying she? She was a he! To say ‘she’ was just disrespectful to actual women—and even to trans women. “You freaked me out,” I said.

“Do you like my dress?” he asked, clutching his skirt and spinning around with a feminine twirl.

“Is it Elise’s?”

“She’s letting me borrow it.” He batted his eyelashes.

It wasn’t just the wig; it wasn’t just the outfit; it was the smell that really knocked my brain into a spin. He was wearing a soft, girly perfume that… well, it should have been illegal for a man to have that on.

Xander had shaved his legs to raw-hotdog smoothness—armpits too, and maybe even arm hair. There were small red dots on the sides of his face, which at first I thought were pimples, but then I noticed they were in a pattern. “What is that?” I asked.

“I had laser hair removal done yesterday—the first of ten treatments.”

“My God!” I gasped. “Xander, smack some sense into yourself. This is your body. That isn’t reversible!”

“My name is Zara,” he said with a small grin. “And it’s just part of my transition.”

“Next month there will be an audition for some grizzled wild man. What are you going to do if you can’t grow facial hair?”

“Why would I audition for a man’s role? I’m a girl. I’m only going to try out for girl parts—obviously.”

I reached out and grabbed him by the arms, giving him a shake, hoping to shake some sense into him. “You keep destroying your body with these roles; there won’t be anything left in a few years, man!”

“Don’t call me man,” he gasped. “Seriously. I get that this is new, but it’s just… it’s mean.”

“But you are a man. You’re a man pretending to be a woman for a movie. I know you’re into this whole method acting thing, but c’mon!”

He rolled his eyes and turned away from me. He went to the espresso maker, and that’s when I noticed the pumpkin-spice oak milk. I noticed something else too: an orange bottle of pills, next to another one. “What is that?” I asked.

“Medicine,” he said.

“What medicine? Since when do you take medicine?”

“I got it from a doctor,” he said without looking at me.

“When?”

“Yesterday.” He looked at me for a brief moment, with a guilty look on his dolled-up face. I did have to admit that he’d done a pretty damn-good job at making himself look like a girl. I’m not sure what he used as a reference, but the rosy cheeks, the glossy lips, and the big, dark lashes… it made him look so feminine; it made his features appear feminine in a way that I hadn’t noticed before: the small nose, the high cheekbones, the soft brow.

I thought about bringing up that awkward topic that I’d been meaning to bring up: his eviction. But now, it just seemed cruel; I wanted to kick him out, but he seemed so vulnerable, dressed up the way that he was. I could sense a nervousness in him—and maybe it was a sense of embarrassment that he was trying to hide. He was probably feeling somewhat humiliated, standing before me with shaved legs, wearing that wig, wearing that dress.

I decided to stick to the more important discussion, which was the topic of his self-destruction. “You can be a girl all you want for the next few weeks,” I said. “But the pills, the lasers—that’s serious stuff. You need to take this seriously.”

“I’ve thought about this—for years,” he said. He reached out and grabbed my hands in a girly sort of way, clutching them down near her pelvis as he stared into my eyes. Those long lashes were distracting—and a part of me wanted to giggle at the sight of him. “I’ve thought about this for years, and I’m tired of hiding my true self.”

I sighed. I had no idea how to handle this. He hadn’t had those ‘night terror’ episodes in a while. It seemed like those had gone away—and their disappearance just happened to coincide with him wrapping up a short film that had filmed a couple of days earlier.

“Xander…” I said.

“Zara.”

I paused. I noticed the script on the table nearby, so I sauntered over and saw that the highlighted character name just happened to be Zara. “Okay, Zara,” I said. “When is this film wrapping up?”

“In three months. Why?”

“Three months?” I said. “You can do a lot of permanent damage to your body in three months.”

“It’s going to take years to complete my transition,” she said.

“Those pills… They can leave you infertile!”

“It’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make,” she said. “If I want to be a mother, I can always adopt.”

“Or, you can keep your hormones properly in check, and stop taking those pills! Just take sugar pills and pretend. Just act like you’re taking the real thing.”

She sighed. “You’re being transphobic.”

“Transphobic!?” Now, my blood was heating up. I was getting nowhere with this conversation. She was getting under my skin.

She—there it was again. Why was I suddenly thinking she? Sure, he looked feminine, and had many of the mannerisms down. At a glance, most people would assume that Xander was really a woman. Maybe they would even assume that he was a woman after a minute of confrontation; I don’t think that it would be immediately clear to a stranger that Xander wasn’t actually Zara. The details of that disguise were carefully planned and executed and practised. I could see, on Xander’s neck, a slight seam, and it was a moment before I realized that it was the top of a larger piece: some sort of latex or silicone that went over the torso to create breasts—and those breasts were quite convincing. Maybe he even had pads on his hips to create curves—and maybe a corset to pull in his waist. Surely his feet were crammed into shoes that were a size and a half too small, to make his feet appear more petite (which, by the way, was another way that he was permanently damaging himself).

Then, of course, there were the pills. I looked closely at the pills in the bottle and then looked online to see if the pills resembled the real thing. I wanted to think that Xander was smart enough to dump the pills out and replace them with Tic-Tacs, but that wasn’t the case. Those pills were, indeed, hormone blockers and estrogen replacements. My God! Xander was truly destroying himself for this part.

But there was nothing I could say. Changing the pills for sugar pills would be an assault on his ‘process’. He had to believe that he was a woman, and substituting falsehoods would just take away from that illusion.

Over the next twenty-four hours, I watched as Xander destroyed himself in more ways than just physically. He went out that night, in a skintight minidress, to a club, alone. He was taking a real risk, exposing himself, potentially, to homophobes and transphobes.

He came home late—around 4:00 AM, showered, and then went to bed. It was 11:00 AM when he awoke the next morning, emerging from his room groggy, tired, wearing a satin slip and a wig. I stared at him for a moment, putting together the facts: he must have put the slip and the wig on after the shower, even though he was exhausted and probably drunk.

And I wondered what else he’d gotten up to; he’d been out so late—beyond the hours of the club. So did he go home with someone? Did he have sex with a man? How dangerous was this game he was playing? What if he tried to seduce a man who had no idea that he was ‘trans’? What he was doing was downright dangerous.

I tried once more to talk some sense into him, but the attempt to smarten him up quickly turned into accusations. “You’re being transphobic,” he said to me in that girly tone of voice, which I think had improved since the day before.

“It’s not transphobia,” I growled. “It’s your life, Xander, and you’re not taking it seriously.”

“Just when I need your support the most,” he said, starting to tear up. I realized that this was absolutely hopeless. He was so devoted to this new role. And worse—he had those female hormones surging in his system—and they would be surging in his system for months, making him more and more irrational.

The emotions were certainly getting stronger. He would cry a few times each day. I decided there was nothing I could do. I was still considering kicking him out of the house. But now, he was so vulnerable, and I knew that he had nowhere to go—at least, nowhere he would choose to go that would be good for him. I felt stuck—stuck with him, and stuck with these insane ideas that were plaguing his brain.

It was two weeks later when I realized that this was much more serious than I originally thought. It was the middle of the night and I was thirsty, so I got out of bed to fetch a glass of water. I stepped out from my room and tiptoed down the hallway, and then I paused when I saw him, in the bathroom, standing before the mirror. He was topless, chest heaved, hands clasped behind his back.

And now, I could see the power of nearly a month of hormone replacement. His nipples were wide and puffy. I could make out the development of mass that wasn’t muscle. He had what I would describe as A-cup breasts. And I knew that they were real, because the silicone breast form was there, on the vanity. Now, Xander was cupping his chest and gently lifting those small breasts, playing with that newly acquired mass. He blushed and bit his lip before pinching his nipples and pulling gently, eliciting a moan from his own lips.

I tiptoed back to my room, abandoning the idea of getting water. I slipped back into my bed, mouth dry, head spinning. Then, I grabbed my phone and did a bit of research, and I learned that the only way Xander would ever be able to rid himself of his new breast mass was through a double-mastectomy. And they were only going to get bigger; this was just the start.

When I was in the kitchen the next morning, I saw Xander swallowing another pair of pills. Once again, I tried to explain to him the dangers of what he was doing, but he couldn’t be bothered to listen. “You don’t understand,” he said. “This is who I’ve always wanted to be.”

An hour later, Elise came over, while I was cleaning dishes. There was an awkward silence as she stepped in—not bothering to knock. She smiled awkwardly, looked around, and then asked, “Is Zara home?”

“You mean Xander?”

“Her name is Zara now.”

“Don’t feed into this shit, Elise,” I said. “You don’t understand what you’re doing to him. The amount of damage he’s suffered over the past few months; you’re basically helping him commit suicide.”

“That’s so narrow-minded,” she said, waving me off. “To just assume that being trans is a phase…”

“It’s not a phase—it’s a job! And it’s a job that will be over in two months!”

“It makes her happy.”

“Him,” I said. “Do you know that he’s been taking pills? He’s been going out alone, dressed up as a girl. This is dangerous shit.”

“I think that’s why we never worked out,” she said to me, addressing our ‘split’ for the first time. “You just can’t see life with an open-mind. You’re so… stuck in your ways.”

I was baffled—but more certain than ever than I made the right decision by stopping my pursuit of Elise; we weren’t compatible. She went off to Xander’s room, and together they read lines. And the whole mystery became less mysterious later that night, when I saw the script on the table and noticed that there were more lines highlighted: a character named Florence.

“So are you playing Zara or Florence?” I asked, half-trying to take an interest in Xander’s ‘craft’, and half-trying to wrap my head around this whole mess that he’d created.

“That’s Elise’s part. When we met with the director, he really liked her look and gave her the part.”

“She’s in the movie!?” I said.

He nodded his head. “So we’ve been running lines together.”

“Of course,” I said, shaking my head. “And let me guess; you got her into that method acting class, didn’t you?”

“I think she started it,” he said in that girly tone. “Why does it bother you so much? It’s her lifelong dream, and she’s finally pursuing it.”

“It’s all a big scam,” I said, feeling like I couldn’t hold back my frustrations any longer. “You’re scamming yourself, she’s scamming herself, and you’re being scammed by these filmmakers.”

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

“Xander, I’m sorry, but I think I need you to move out.”

Now, she was pale, standing still like a statue as she stared into my eyes. “M—Move out?”

I nodded my head. “It’s just… I can’t take this disrespect anymore. I’ve been letting you live with me for nearly a decade—almost for free, with no expectations. And in the past few months, you’ve just completely ignored me and used me in your little method acting games. I begged you to be quiet during the night when you had that schizophrenic role. I put up with you punching holes in my walls and breaking my dishes. And now, you’re forcing me to watch a you destroy my yourself, and I just can’t do it; I feel like I’ve become an enabler, and I just won’t sit around an enable you.”

He stuttered. He was completely white. “I don’t have anywhere to go.”

“Well, you should have thought of that when you decided to ignore me over and over and over. I can’t just accept this constant disrespect. At some point, I need to make you realize that I’m serious.”

“I—I’ll need a few weeks to find a place,” he said.

“Fine. You can stay until the end of the month, but then you need to leave. I’m really sorry, Xander; this isn’t what I wanted to do, but I think you’ve just gotten too used to my support that you not only took it for granted, but maybe you exploited it to some degree.”

She tried to insist, unsurprisingly, that she wasn’t exploiting anything—and that this wasn’t just some act. She kept telling me that this was who she was, deep down, but I was just tired of hearing it; it was a reminder of why I was giving her the boot.

Her—there it was again. I kept falling into that way of thinking. I had to keep reminding myself that Xander was still a male, even though he was female-presenting day in and day out; this was just part of his method acting.

“Do, uh, I need to have something written up for you to sign?” I asked awkwardly. “Or can we just agree that you’ll be out by the end of the month.”

“I’ll be out,” he said softly. He was devastated, filling me with guilt and even some shame, like I had done something inexcusable. But still, even in his moment of devastation, he was still committed to that feminine act. Nothing could shake him to his senses. I could have put a gun against his head, and he would have stayed in that character until I pulled the trigger.


CHAPTER 6
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Ifell into a stroke of luck the next day: a call from work, asking if I could fill in on an out-of-town trip, all expenses paid. I usually avoided those gigs because I usually hated being away from home. But with the awkward tension between Xander and myself—and with Elise constantly coming to the house—I was thrilled to have the opportunity to get away, so I took the opportunity and left that afternoon: a short ferry ride and a four-hour drive to the hotel where they were putting me up.

During my time off, I did some research into ‘method acting’. I wanted to see if there was some sort of ‘safe word’ that method actors used—some magical sentence that would pull him out of his nonsense. When I made a post on Reddit asking for help, some of the replies were concerning. “Your friend needs to stop. That is not method acting; that’s just self-destruction.”

“Your friend didn’t understand their method acting class. They’re just being edgy.”

Was it true? Was Xander into something that wasn’t exactly method acting?

I was worried about Xander. Then, I read a potentially more worrisome post. “Did you ever think that maybe this role has given your friend an opportunity to come out? Maybe they really are trans.” No—I’d never considered such a proposal. I’d considered it before, with past roles. Before, I thought, maybe Xander really has turned schizophrenic. Maybe Xander really has turned into a psychopath who needs anger management. I’d been burned too many times, and now I just refused to buy into it again. I’d been manipulated too many times.

But, in the off-chance that this random guy was right—I couldn’t help but feel some potential guilt rolling in; I’d possibly kicked my roommate and best-friend out during the most vulnerable time of his life…

Her life.

Maybe I needed to assume the possibility, or risk hurting her.

After that week away, I was quiet coming into the house. I was hoping to be ‘invisible’. I wanted to get ‘Zara’ in her own element so that I could make a better judgement call. I wanted to see if this was acting or if this was real.

She wasn’t home when I got there. I was in my room a few hours later when she got home. I didn’t make any noise. I just kept silent and walked to my door. I put my ear to the door. I listened as she went around the house, doing her things. She made a couple phone calls; I could hear her inquiring about possible rentals. “It’s already been taken?” she asked, still talking like a girl (and more convincing than ever). “Okay, thank you.”

Then, I heard her fixing herself a meal. Then, I heard her at the table, talking through her lines. Production had apparently started for this movie about the trans girl. Now, she was memorizing tomorrow’s lines.

I kept listening. My heart was in my stomach. The guilt was strong. I kept considered that possibility: what if she really was trans?

I heard her head off to bed a couple hours later. She had a phone call with Elise when she was in her room. It was hard to know what they were talking about; she laughed a few times, and then they talked a bit about the set they were working on. “Want to come over? Oh really? Oh well, I’ll see you in the morning. Good night.”

There was a long silence—about fifteen, twenty minutes. I assumed she’d gone to sleep. Then, I heard something else: a soft moan. There was a five minute silence, and then another moan—this one louder than before. Then, the moans became more frequent: every minute, and then every ten seconds. Then, I could hear something else: a wetness. It sounded lubricated and moving. “Oh God,” she whimpered. Now, I had my ear against her door. I was listening to her… masturbating?

“Fuck,” she moaned. The wet sloshing sound was louder now, but I wasn’t sure what it was. I tried not to think too much into it. Red-faced, I went back to my room and closed the door. Then, in the morning, she was gone. Just to satisfy a curiosity, I crept into her room, and there was the evidence, right on her bed: a dildo, and a bottle of lubricant. There were discarded tissues on the floor—probably filled with cum.

“Ew,” I whispered. I didn’t think more into it… until I started wondering if it was part of her ‘role’. Maybe exploring her trans sexuality was part of this gig she was working through.

I went to make breakfast. I got a text message. “Hey Dan,” she said. She was, of course, still in my phone as Xander. “Did I leave my iPad at the house? I’m looking for it in my bag, and it’s not here.”

I looked over and saw that it was on the counter. “It’s here,” I replied.

“I’ll come grab it at lunch,” she said.

“I can take it to you. I have the morning off. Where are you?”

“Really?” she said. “That would be so awesome.”

“Don’t worry about it.” I felt like I was trying to repay her for being so cruel to her—whether or not I was truly cruel to her, or if my frustrations were justified.

I grabbed the iPad, and the I noticed that she’d changed her background picture to a photo of herself, on the beach, in a bikini. In the photo, she wasn’t wearing that breast form—instead, she had a properly-sized bikini top over her small breasts. I stared for a moment, surprised by the striking feminineness that she’d managed to muster up in just a few weeks of being a girl. Some trans girls spend years trying to achieve that much girliness, but Zara had pulled it off in seemingly record time… and that made me wonder if she’d been taking those pills for many months, long before this whole gig. Maybe she’d been working on these mannerisms for longer than I knew.

I unlocked the iPad and clicked on her photos, just to see… I scrolled through many screenshots of acting quotes, pulled from the net. Then, I came upon a series of photos: selfies, taken in lingerie, makeup—and some, she had her cock out, erect, sometimes gripped in her hand. There was even one picture of her, gripping her shaft, with thick white ooze running over her knuckles.

I blushed and put the iPad away. I ate breakfast quickly and then I took it to her set.

I had to call her at the gate of the studio, so she could tell the AD to tell the guard to let me through. I was finally, after five minutes, permitted onto the grounds. “Studio C,” I was told, so I walked across the quiet compound to the doors of Studio C.

A PA asked me where I was headed, and I told him that I needed to speak with Xander. He had a blank, confused expression, so I corrected myself: “Zara.”

“Down the hall, on the left. Her name is on the door.” So I went down the hall and found her name, knocked, and was told to enter.

Then, I saw her in the makeup chair, alone, script in hand, and skintight lingerie on her body. The lingerie was sheer. I could see through her sheer top: her pink nipples, the small amount of mass, which probably was more like a B-cup now. “Thank you so much, Dan,” she said.

“It’s all good,” I said.

“Can I show you around my room?” she asked. “Or are you in a rush?”

“Not at all,” I said, hurrying my hands in my pockets. I was trying not to look at her chest—or her bottom half. Her sheer bottoms squished her cock between her thighs, but hid nothing. I could see the whole package mashed into a tight fist-sized ball, clad in a lace pattern. I was suddenly sweating; she didn’t seem to care.

She showed me around the place: the makeup mirror, the couch, the little bed for naps, the eating area, the desk where she could study her lines. Then, she took me out into the hallway and led me down to the set, where the crew was working on lighting. As she led me, I got a clear view of her backside, which was more-or-less naked, unless you could the thin strip of her bra-top and the thin strip of her thong panties.

Her butt was surprisingly plump and round and firm. It bounced ever-so-slightly, and I wondered if it was a consequence of the pills, or maybe even some other operation. I felt like I would have noticed an ass like that before, even if it was on a man, simply because it was so symmetrically perfect and so… feminine.

And the more time I spent with her at that studio, the bigger her breasts seemed to look. I think it was an illusion, fostered in my subconscious in some capacity; the more I saw her looking like a woman, the more womanly her feminine features became. Was such a thing even possible?

“Want to stay to watch a scene? We’re about fifteen minutes away from filming.”

“Um,” I said, and then I saw Elise. Elise was talking to a guy (maybe the director). She, too, was wearing lingerie, and I wondered if the scene was some sort of hot-and-heavy love-making scene. “What are you filming?”

“Just a little kiss scene. A couple lines.”

I felt my face turning red. “I—I don’t know. I might have to go.”

“Five-minute warning!” yelled the assistant director.

Zara let out a little gasp. “I didn’t realize we were that close. You can wait here. I have to run and get ready.”

She zipped off before I could react. I wasn’t sure what to do. I backed up, into the darkness behind the stage lights. I watched as a flurry of men and women rushed to get the set ready. Then the director was ushered in, brought before a series of monitors, and a minute later, they were filming.

Elise was on a bed, lingerie-clad. Then, Zara walked in. They had an awkward silence between them. “Should we talk about what happened?” Zara asked.

“Probably,” said Elise.

Zara sat with Elise. Before she could say anything, Elise leaned over, and they were kissing. It was a slow, passionate kiss—not just a little kiss. The girls fell together onto the bed. Elise rolled over Zara, and I suddenly wondered if I was on the set of a porno.

Zara reached up and pulled away Elise’s bra, making her breasts fall out. I caught a glimpse of the monitor; the way the scene was lit, Elise’s breasts were obscured in a silhouette—but from where I was standing, I could see it all.

The scene ended, and I scurried off, leaving the set. I felt like I’d seen too much. This movie was much more erotic than I realized. And now, I was wondering how much of that eroticism had become a part of her ‘character’ that she’d adopted—assuming this was a character that she’d adopted. Maybe her masturbation with that dildo the night before was in preparation for this scene…
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Clearing my mind wasn’t so easy; my home was still very much filled with her footprint, even with half of her belongings in boxes. It seemed like her belongings had multiplied since she turned into a ‘girl’. Now, the bathroom was completely overtaken: makeup supplies on every surface, hygiene products, and lots of skincare products. The kitchen was constantly filled with shopping bags from the mall. There were outfits with tags on them stacked here and there. The front door was a mess of shoes: maybe a dozen pairs of girl shoes, from flats to heels.

The smell of perfume had slowly engulfed the whole space, making it feel like a girl’s house. And more—she’d done some feminine redecorating; though I can’t say that I hated all the changes. She’d brought in a few lamps and thrifted a new sofa chair that really ‘brought the space together’, so to speak.

On the living room table were bottles of nail polish, along with the remnants of her nail painting session (presumably with Elise). Little cotton balls were still there—from between her toes while the polish dried.

And you may be thinking: she sounds like a pig, but the opposite was strangely true, despite the pockets of clutter that suddenly sprang into existence. When she was Xander, dishes would pile up, but now, the kitchen counters were clear and clean. Dishes were always done—and she would even do my dishes, wearing an apron and elbow-length dishwashing gloves to protect her manicure and to keep her skin from drying out from the dish soap (these were little details that women seemed to care about, and they weren’t overlooked by Zara).

Laundry was always done, every second day, and she cleaned my laundry as well: pressing and folding it, and even hanging it in my closet, which I was generally too lazy to do. The carpet was always vacuumed. The tile landing was always scrubbed. I was actually very impressed.

The baseboards had been cleaned. She’d gotten behind the vanity and cleaned the silicone along the tub. These small details were often overlooked, but now, I was… impressed. It was a lot like when I was twenty and my girlfriend at the time moved in with me, and lived with me for a year. I forgot about some of the luxuries of living with a woman—and they’re the kinds of luxuries that a man tends to take for granted when he has them.

Of course, there were downsides too: the classic issues. For instance, the very next morning, when I got up for work, she was in the bathroom: the one bathroom And she never vacated it. I peed outside. I knocked and told her that I had to brush my teeth. She opened the door a crack and passed out my toothbrush and my toothpaste, and that was the closest I got to using the bathroom that morning.

She was still on set when I got home, so I decided to sneak into her room to look for clues, to see if this ‘phase’ was just an act or a real thing. I had no idea what, exactly, I was looking for. Maybe I would find a page from her script: a line she used on me that was actually a line in the movie.

The room was cluttered, but clean. In my hunt, I found a couple different sex toys, a bottle of lubricant, and lots of lingerie. The whole room had a strong perfume smell—and I could see bottles of perfume on the dresser. I also found her pills, and considered dumping them out and replacing them with sugar pills, but I knew that she would be able to tell that I’d done it.

One of her phones was on her dresser (she had two, one for personal use, and one that was provided by her agency, which she took to set with her). I picked up the phone and looked for new clues. There, I found a video that she’d recorded, and I watched it from start to finish in a state of shock.

She was on her back, on her bed, in lingerie. The video started with her fingering herself: one long lubricated finger sliding in and out of her butthole. Then, she grabbed a dildo and gently teased the tip into her hole, twisting it. She moaned and turned dark red. I had no idea if it was a genuine moment of ecstasy or a fabricated act. She was rolling her head from side to side as she pushed the toy deeper into herself.

At first, I was sure that it was just an act. I knew I needed to put the phone down but I just couldn’t look away. She got the whole dildo into her and began pumping herself. This went on for many minutes. She pulled up her lacy camisole and grabbed one of her breasts. She squeezed hard and then pulled on her nipple. “Oh God! I’m coming!” she moaned—and then it happened; her cock sprayed her soft, smooth tummy with thick, long strands of white.

I flushed red all over. Then, I did something I wasn’t proud of: I AirDropped that video onto my own phone. Then, I noticed there was a pair of discarded pink panties on the ground. I lifted them up gently and caught a smell (without having to lean my face in) of that sweet perfume. I don’t know why, but I felt that I had to keep the panties, so I stashed them in my pocket.

My heart was racing. Strange thoughts were in my head; I tried to expel them. I felt sick after a minute. My sudden and unexpected perversion didn’t end there. I found that same camisole and I smelled it. Now, I was erect—pants tight. My heart was pounding hard and fast.

I went back to her phone and looked to see if there were more pictures or videos; there was one: a video of her bouncing on a dildo in the bathroom (suctioned to the tile floor). In her right hand was a pocket pussy and she was using it to jerk herself off. I watched as she moaned in pleasure. Then, I found that pocket pussy, in her sock drawer. It still had the smell of recent use. It was still slicked with lubricant. It even felt warm, as if used that morning. I used my fingers to pry open the silicone pussy lips and saw a gooey whiteness. It wasn’t warm… but it was cum: her cum. And the sight of cum would have normally left me revolted, but now, I had bad ideas in my head. I unzipped my pants and let my hard erection out.

I pushed my cock into the lubricated pocket cunt and then felt the gooey coldness of her ejaculation. I began to pump it, and soon, that old cum was warm again.

I could feel my body darkening, reddening. I was already ashamed of myself, but couldn’t stop. I pumped hard and fast, and then I suddenly came to my senses and pulled the toy off of my erect cock. Now, my penis was slicked with gooey white streaks.

My God, the shame I was now feeling was strong… but I was still horny. I still wanted to grab that toy and finish myself off.

I pulled myself away from that room. What was happening in my brain? Why was I fantasizing about my friend? Why had I put that toy on my erect penis? Now, I was rushing into the shower, determined to wash that cum off of me. But the erection wouldn’t go away; it was throbbing, begging for a release.

I did what I had to do to make those feelings go away, but they didn’t stay away. When Zara came home, she was still in costume: a black lace minidress and thigh high latex boots. She was radiant, smiling, in her element. She went to the kitchen and started to whip herself up something to eat, which involved bending over, showing her fleshy bum, black panties (and testicle bulge)—and then she would reach up high, highlighting her curves and her amazing body.

Why did she have that body? It didn’t seem natural. Had it always been like that? Or did the hormones make it that way? Was she cinching her waistline in? Was she playing some cheap visual trick on me?

I sat on the couch and tried to mind my business, but now, she was like a new entity. I found myself suddenly perplexed by her, unable to look away from her as she graced around the kitchen. My God, she was so striking! She looked over at me and giggled. I looked away, but apparently not fast enough; “Why are you staring at me?” she asked.

“I—I’m not,” I said.

“Okay. If you say so,” she said, rolling her eyes. My face turned dark red.

After she ate, she went to the bathroom to shower. It was a minute later when she called me to the door. “What is it?” I asked.

“This clip; I can’t get it undone,” she said. She was standing in a skirt and a bra, and nothing else. The strap of her bra did indeed look complicated. I carefully grabbed it and began to mess with it, trying to get the little clasps loose. I looked down her smooth body. Her short skirt wasn’t quite long enough to hide her perky ass.

I couldn’t help myself; I reached down and lifted up her skirt. She let out a little whimper, looking back at me. Then, I unzipped my fly and stepped in, pulling my cock out. She was on the same page, reaching back and gripping my cock firmly and massaging it before stepping back so that her ass was pressed into my lap.

The moment happened so fast, but I’ll try to describe it in detail. From start to finish, it couldn’t have been more than three minutes. She massaged my cock until I was hard, which couldn’t have taken more than fifteen seconds (I was already quite aroused before I even touched that bra clip). Then, she said, “Spit on you cock.” I did what she said. She took my saliva and smeared it up and down my shaft, and then she pulled my tip into her asshole, as if she just couldn’t wait to feel it inside of her—or maybe she didn’t want to wait to give me a chance to come to my senses.

Her hole was warm and tight. She puckered, clenching my tip, making me realize that I wasn’t going to last long at all, even though I’d masturbated just a couple of hours earlier. “Fuck me,” she said. “Push the whole fucking thing into me.”

I pushed and she moaned and became weak, folding forward, her muscles ceasing functionality. I gripped her and spun her to the bathroom vanity. I folded over her and grabbed her breasts in the palms of my hands. I squeezed her cute B-cups hard, making her moan. Then, I began to rail her hard and fast, like a filthy animal, caring only about getting myself off. My energy was intense. I could feel my blood reaching a boil as my vision blurred. Sexual energy was the only thing in my brain.

I fucked her senselessly until I came, rattling her against the vanity. When I pulled out, she fell to the ground, onto her knees before slowly slumping forward. And in that moment, I panicked; I thought that I’d broken her. Maybe I was too hard. Maybe, in my sexual frenzy, I’d failed to hear her begging me to stop, or I hadn’t noticed the signs that she was in pain. “Are you okay!?” I asked, dropping down next to her.

“I’m coming,” she whispered. And then I noticed the little puddle forming on the ground; her flaccid cock was spilling out thick white cum—and my own cum was dribbling out of her backdoor at the same time.

I helped her to get cleaned up. I helped her to her feet and saw that she was blushing and smiling, which came with a huge relief. “You’re okay then?” I asked.

She nodded. “That was amazing,” she said. “Whenever you feel like doing that again—I’m game.”

“O—Okay,” I said, but now, I was embarrassed. I felt that familiar shame and humiliation. I knew the truth: that I’d just fucked my best friend: a man dressed as a woman. I’d technically just had a gay experience, which is something no straight man ever wants to face.

I retreated to my room, to be alone. I thought this episode of my psyche was over, but it was just starting.
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Iheard her masturbating before leaving for set. It was 7:00 AM and I was hardly awake, but right away, I felt a bit frustrated that she didn’t come to me after what happened the night before. I knew that it was for the best—that we needed to pretend like nothing happened.

I heard her moan loudly—presumably her coming—and then, thirty seconds later, she was putting on her heels and running out to get into the shuttle that was parked on the street, to take her to set.

A minute later, I was in her room. I saw the pocket pussy on her bed, with a fresh, warm creampie inside of it. I put my cock in it and gently mashed it up and down the length of my erection for the next fifteen blissful minutes—until my creampie joined hers.

I was embarrassed, but satisfied at the same time. It was 11:00 AM when she messaged and told me that she was off for a few hours. “Want to get lunch?” she asked. I was relieved that she was seeming to act like nothing had happened between us—and then I went to lunch and realized that it was quite the opposite. Now, she was seeming to act as though we were a couple, and that made me think that this was about to get a lot more complicated than it ever was before.

But there were perks. During lunch, she winked at me and then motioned towards the bathroom. “I’m going to slip in for a moment; I don’t know if, uh, you have to relieve yourself as well…” She stood up and went into the restaurant’s little bathroom. Before entering, she looked back at me and winked again. I jumped to my feet and went in, and then I railed her against the wall. When I pulled her away from the wall, I saw the thick cum dripping down; she must have climaxed while I was pumping her asshole.

And then again came the shame, along with the realization of what I’d done: another homoerotic experience. Why couldn’t I stop myself? Where were these urges coming from?

I told myself they wouldn’t continue, but now, I’d revealed a weak part of myself to Zara, and she was determined to exploit it for every ounce of its worth. It was the next day when I got home from work that she was on the couch, dressed in a skimpy lace bikini-style piece of lingerie, lips red with lipstick, cheeks pink with blush. As she saw me, she opened up her thighs to show me that her cock was out of her panties—and that the panties had a hole for anal access. “Come play with me,” she said in a purring feminine voice.

And the sight of her like that just made me weak. I wasn’t strong enough to control myself in her presence. She was just so inviting, so… accessible. And what she was offering was, in that moment, exactly what my body wanted, so I went to her. We kissed, and then she pushed me down to my knees and pushed her cock into my mouth. She made me suck her, which was weird at first, but soon, it didn’t seem so strange at all. She gently thrusted in and out of my mouth while I sucked; time must have been flying by. She ended up ejaculating onto my tongue, with a loud moan, and I swallowed every drop. She repaid me by sucking me off for thirty minutes, until I was ejaculating in her mouth.

As I crawled into bed that night, she came into my room and crawled into my bed with me. “Come to set with me tomorrow,” she purred.

“I have to work.”

“Take it off,” she said. “I want you there with me.”

I had to think about it, but I caved. I messaged my boss while in bd and told him that I was feeling ill. He messaged back and told me to take the day off—and I was excited, but that excitement was doomed to failure.

When we got to set, I saw Elise. I’d forgotten about Elise. Suddenly, I dropped Zara’s hand. My body turned cold, and it seemed like in an instant, I remembered that Zara was a man, pretending to be a woman for that movie.

I quickly regretted going to that set. And it only got worse. The first scene was another kissing scene, but not with Elise; this scene was between Zara and a man. He was tall and fit and handsome, and I couldn’t help but notice that his bulge was bigger after the kiss than before it. They filmed that scene over and over, getting it from different angles, getting different takes, and so on.

I had to sit there and watch as Zara made out with this guy. Then, they filmed a few different scenes over the course of the day. I don’t know why I stayed. I guess I just didn’t want to make it awkward with Zara, so I hung around.

At the end of the day, they filmed the sex scene. When Zara told me about it, I was furious. “Don’t worry,” she said. “It’s not real sex. It’s just movie sex.” Then she kissed me on the cheek and said, “It’s cute seeing you jealous. You must really like me.”

Was I just being jealous? Maybe… but what I saw was more than just ‘movie sex’. The man was naked; Zara was naked—penis flaccid and breasts exposed. The man began the scene by grabbing her tits and squeezing them. He even sucked one of her nipples. Then, she started bouncing on his lap.

And from my angle, I saw what the camera couldn’t: he was inside of her. He was erect and he must have slipped it in, and Zara seemed fine with it. When the director called cut, Zara stood up, and if I had blinked, I would have missed it—but I saw his erect cock slip out from her asshole before he pulled up the blanket on that bed. When I asked her if that was real, she blushed and said no—but I saw what I saw. I knew she would deny it; I knew that she’d just fucked that actor with a blanket pulled over them.

And it was even more obvious later, when we were back at the house and she bent over in the kitchen and waved me over. “You’ve been so moody today. Why don’t you get a bit of frustration out on me, baby?” She lifted her skirt and showed me her puckering hole. I don’t know why I caved, knowing that she’d just ‘cheated’ on me—assuming we were the budding of a couple. I put my cock inside of her, and I could feel a warm wetness, and I knew it was the actor’s cum. I knew that I was thrusting into a used hole, enjoying some man’s sloppy seconds.

But I couldn’t stop myself. I fucked her until I was coming and spilling my seed into the same gushing hole the actor used. Of course I felt a sense of shame, but once again, I also felt a certain sense of satisfaction. When she crawled into bed with me a couple of hours later, I was still holding onto those frustrated feelings, but that didn’t stop us from going at it again.

As she dozed off next to me, I thought hard about what the hell was happening to my brain. I enjoyed the feeling of her soft, warm body, snuggled up against me. I was tempted to even wrap myself around her, to hold her close to me—but after seeing her on set, with another man’s appendage inside of her body, as if it meant nothing…

Did intimacy really mean nothing to her? Was she, for lack of a better term, a total whore? Did she care about me at all, or was she just using me for convenient sex?
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Ihated the thought that I was being used, especially when I knew that she was seeing other men on the side. It was late the next night when I saw a message on her phone from the assistant director of the show she was working on. “Your scenes were moved to Friday. No work tomorrow. Enjoy your day off.”

But in the morning, she told me she was off to set. I didn’t question her; instead, I followed her. She went to the mall. She spent a few hours shopping, going from store to store, spending all of her paycheque on expensive skirts and dresses and lingerie. Then, she met with a man around lunchtime. They laughed as they shared a meal in the cafeteria.

I felt insane as I followed them to the park, four blocks away. They walked and talked, and then they slipped away into a wooded area near the park. I went in quietly and carefully and found them ten minutes later. She was on her back, legs spread left and right, and he was driving his shaft into her asshole. “Cum in me,” she said. “Please fucking cum in me.”

He gave her what she wanted.

He left the park. I kept following her, from an unseen distance. Next, an hour later, she met with another man at a bar. They had drinks and then went to a motel across the street. I saw them close the curtains, and then I crept up and looked through the slit between the curtains and saw her bouncing on his lap, taking all nine inches of his impressive shaft. He came in her, and then she showered up and left.

Next, I followed her home. It was 8:00 PM when she walked in the door. I entered ten minutes later. “Where have you been?” she asked.

“I got called into work.”

“I’ve been here waiting for you, for hours,” she lied. I hated that she was lying to me. She bit her lip and then winked. “I’m just going to change into something more comfy.” She left and then returned in a latex outfit: two pieces, with tight straps and little metal hoops. Her cock was hanging out of a hole, and there was another hole for anal access. “Want to fuck?” she asked, biting her lip.

I hated her in that moment: her whorish, deceptive nature. I hated that she could lie to my face. I hated that she was willing to put me at risk; I saw that she wasn’t using condoms with those men. And now, I was wondering how many men she’d been with just hours before being with me.

What I hated more than anything was my inability to resist her. I was furious with her, but I couldn’t turn her down. I hated that I wanted to have her, even just for a few minutes, even if she was going to run off to another man right after.

I took her to her own bedroom and began fucking her on her bed. She grabbed her pocket pussy and slid it onto her erect cock and began pumping it while I thrusted into her asshole. “Fuck,” she groaned. “I just—I just want to be inside of you.”

“What?” I said, pausing for a moment.

She pulled that toy off of her cock, which was now glossy with lube. Then, she motioned for me to pull out, so I pulled out. She reached out and grabbed my hips and led me onto her lap. I was in a state of hypnotized shock, so I just went along with it. I let her penetrate me, which hurt at first. I let her hard rod push into my body, and I groaned. She giggled and slipped that pocket pussy onto my cock. She began to pump me as I lowered slowly onto her cock. “I want to make you cum like you’ve never cum before,” she said.

And she accomplished her goal. Once I was bouncing on her lap, and that toy was sliding up and down my shaft, I fell into something like a trance. I was screaming, moaning, squirming, sweating, and trembling—and then she pulled the toy away just as I began to spray gooey cum high into the air. It came down with loud splats, all over her developing chest. She used the palms of her hands to spread it around her skin, moaning until she unloaded inside of me.

Her cum wouldn’t come out; I sat on the toilet for nearly an hour, hoping it would push out easily, but it was so deep and refusing to move. So I ended up sleeping with an ass filled with warm trans-cum.

In the morning, she was gone; it was Thursday and I knew that she wasn’t working until the next day. But the message on my phone said, “Sorry I missed you this morning; have to be on set. See you tonight!” I knew the truth; I knew she was seeing other men.

Was I angry? Had she promised me something monogamous? No—but it still stung. I still felt like an idiot; I gave up a lot to hook up with her… my dignity especially.

I felt so, so foolish. I let her stay in my apartment after everything that happened, because I felt bad for her, because I felt like I was being the bad guy—and now, she was going around behind my back, seeing men, and then lying to me. She was using me all over again, and I knew that it would never stop until I stopped it.

So that night, when she was back, I said, “We need to talk.”

“Can we talk after I get cleaned up?” she asked.

I paused. “Fine,” I said. Then, she slipped into her room and came out in a Playboy bunny outfit, complete with ears and wrist cuffs. “Want to bounce with me?” she asked with a wink. Then, she giggled.

That playful enthusiasm was contagious. I cracked a grin and even considered the offer. I wanted to roll around with her; I wanted to have one last go at her surprisingly perfect body. And maybe I wanted to feel her inside of me one more time, before I cut her out of my life.

It was so, so tempting. It took all of my strength, all of my willpower, to say, “This isn’t working. I—I think you need to move out.”

She froze. “What?” she said.

“It’s just not working. I can’t live like this.”

“I can pay you more.”

“No,” I said. “I just... I need you to be out.”

“Give me until the end of the month.”

It was only the 5th of the month. “No. Like—tomorrow. I’m sorry. But you made me a promise, and then you broke it. I have to hold you accountable. This… This can’t go on any longer.”

“Two more days,” she said. “Tomorrow is my wrap day. Then the day after that I can find somewhere else. But—I have to work tomorrow.”

“Fine,” I said, shaking my head.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” she said, shedding tears—and those tears seemed so, so real. Maybe they were real. “I’m going through so much right now, with my transition. I’m in a really… vulnerable place.”

“Maybe,” I said. “But that’s no excuse.” It was hard to say. I had no idea what to believe’ maybe I was kicking her out at her most vulnerable moment. Maybe she hadn’t broken any of the rules that I’d made… maybe—I guess it’s a matter of interpretation. My big rule was: no more disrespect. I felt like her going around and seeing other men, and then lying to me, was the height of disrespect.

“What did I do?”

“You lied,” I said, and then I told her that I knew about the men. I told her that I knew she was lying when she told me that she’d been at work.

She stood there, white, looking guilty, and that look of guilt should have made me feel dignified in my decision, but instead, I just felt worse.

But I held to my guns. I stuck to my principles, which wasn’t easy.

That night, when I was in my room, I heard the door creak open. I sat up and saw her, crawling onto my bed. “What are you doing?”

“I think I can change your mind,” she said, going under the covers. I slept naked, and now, she was grabbing my penis. She brought it to her lips and began to lick. And I have to say that my whole moral mindset nearly collapsed in that moment—but I managed to push her away. “Don’t,” I said.

“I’ll suck your cock every night,” she said. “You can cum down my throat every single night that I’m here.”

“N—No,” I said. It wasn’t easy. “You can’t do this anymore. It has to end.”

“You can cum in my asshole then. Cum on my tits. Choke me. Spank me. Fuck—you can fist me; I’ll take it.”

“No, Zara,” I said.

“I’ll fuck you. Is that what you want? I’ll go balls-deep every fucking night.”

“No,” I said.

She was red now, looking furious as she struggled to accept rejection.

“So you really just want me… gone?”

I nodded.

She began to cry, and then she ran away.

The next day, I didn’t see her; she was at work, finishing that movie. I used that time to pack her things for her; it was a courtesy more than an act of passive-aggressiveness. I didn’t want to be mean, but I wanted her out. I got everything in boxes, furniture disassembled and piled by the door. I even called a U-Haul and had it waiting at the house, keys on the counter for her to use when she was ready.

I was in bed when she came home. I heard her cussing, I heard a plate smash. But I didn’t emerge from my room.
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Iheard her hauling her things in the morning. I was nervous to go out; I thought about hiding in my room until she was gone. I could hear her grunting as she tried to pick up heavy boxes. It didn’t sound like she had any help.

So, biting my tongue, I decided to go and help her. I still felt guilty that I was kicking her out. I felt like helping her move a few heavy boxes was probably the least I could do. After all, she’d been consuming hormone pills for months for this role, and that was surely enough to erode much of her muscle mass and maybe even some of her bone density.

I went into the kitchen; she was out, in the U-Haul. I put on some gloves and got ready to help out. I peeked in her room, which was now emptied totally; the carpet still needed vacuumed, but otherwise, it was vacated.

Then, I heard her coming. I turned to face her, and knew it could be awkward. It turned out to be much more awkward than I could have realized.

Standing before me was Xander, and not Zara. Zara was gone—as gone as he could send her. Now, Xander’s hair was short, cut crudely with scissors. He was wearing a t-shirt and a pair of loose jeans. There was no makeup, but there was still a feminineness on his face that was possibly the permanentness of him taking those pills.

“Z—I mean, Xander,” I said. “What… What are you doing?”

“I’m moving out,” he said, now with a male voice.

“What happened… What happened to Zara?”

“Zara?” he said, looking genuinely confused. “What about her?”

“Why aren’t you… her?”

“We wrapped last night,” he said. “That’s done. Why?”

“But you—you told me you were really transitioning! You were taking pills!”

He stared at me for a long moment. “Dan… That was just some method acting. Obviously…”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “That was… months! You took pills. You—You have breasts.”

“What are you talking about?”

His attitude was suddenly enraging me—so much so that I reached out and grabbed his shirt and wrestled it off of him while he gasped and tried to fight back. Then, he quickly cupped his breasts, which were still real. “What are you doing!?”

“Look!” I said. “Those are permanent!”

“I can get them removed! Give me my shirt back!”

“You’ve lost your fucking mind! Maybe you can surgically remove those… but they’re real! And there’s so, so much more than that. You… You were with men! You’re probably sterile!”

“You’re overreacting,” he said, snatching his shirt from me. For a moment, I saw that feminine body: those perfect breasts, that amazing waistline—and then he covered up. “It’s just acting. Actors sometimes have to make changes to their bodies for a part. Quit making a big deal!”

“I won’t!” I said. “This is craziness! You’re destroying yourself.”

“Mind your own business!” he snapped back.

I sighed. In that moment, I realized something: you can’t save other people; people have to save themselves. Sure, you can help someone; you can be honest with them.

I stood there, in awe, as I watched Xander load that U-Haul. Then, without saying a word, he left, taking the U-Haul and his things—and I never heard from him again. He was gone.

Now, my house was more empty than ever. I felt strangely lonely. I felt strangely heart-broken. Over the past few weeks, I’d started having real feelings for Zara, but Zara was never real. I felt like one of those people who gets scammed by people in India online: romance scams, or whatever they’re called. Xander only ever used me to help with his acting role.

It all seemed like everything happened for no reason at all. It just seemed like Xander’s weird method acting stage was some stupid, pointless episode in my life, and now I would have to live with a lifetime of repressed shame over what I did with him, under the covers (and elsewhere). Those memories wouldn’t be so easily washed away.

But fate is an interesting enigma. Everything happens for a reason—and now, I believe that more than ever before. It was four days after Xander moved out when I got around to putting up a ‘roommate wanted’ posting. I figured it would take a few weeks to find someone suitable—and I had a feeling that I would never get along with them in quite the same way that I jived with Xander—before he became crazy, that is.

But the first person to come and see the place was a girl name Emma. She was adorable: short, freckles, wearing a little white and pink sundress. She was shy as she sauntered around the place. “It’s nice,” she said.

“I like it,” I replied.

“And we would share the bathroom, and the kitchen. You’re okay with that?”

“Of course,” I said.

“I should let you know…” she said, then she blushed. “I’m trans. I started transitioning about eight months ago.”

My heart skipped a beat. “That’s fine,” I said.

“Really?”

“Of course.”

She smiled. “When could I move in?”

“Whenever you want,” I said.

“Maybe this afternoon?”

“Sure.”

And it was only ten days later that she came to sleep in my bed with me. And no—I didn’t seduce her; it just happened naturally. Every day we talked a bit more than the day before, until we were spending all of our free time together. I would have never considered the possibility of being with a girl like her—a girl who grew up male—but I guess Zara changed my mind in a lot of ways; maybe she made me more open-minded, and thanks to that, I now had Emma.

THE END
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