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FEMBOY PARADISE
THE FEMINIZATION OF MANY YOUNG MEN




FEMBOY PARADISE



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

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

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


PREFACE BY DETECTIVE SZOCZNIAK



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

It contains letters, messages, journal entries, Internet forum posts, and the bulk of the journal of investigative journalist, Xavier Stone. I’ve made my best effort to categorize the documents in a sensible order in case my ‘report’ needs to be reviewed by the police, a judge, or a legal team regarding the case of Brian Ashdale Jr.
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LETTER LEFT BY BRIAN ASHDALE JR. (PRESUMABLY WRITTEN SEPTEMBER 17TH)

Dear Mom and Dad,

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

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

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

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

That should make you happy, right?

Love from your child,

B.

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

Dear Mr. Stone,

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

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

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

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

Thank you for your time,

Brian Ashdale Sr.

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

Brian,

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (NOVEMBER 29TH)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

All the best,

Detective Peter Szoczniak.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (NOVEMBER 30TH)

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 1ST)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

E: Hello?

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

E: Um, about what?

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

E: We were friends.

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

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

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

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

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

E: Why? Did someone say that we were?

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

E: Who said that?

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

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

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

E: You’re not going to find Brian.

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

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

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

E: [After an extended silence] Maybe.

X: So yes?

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

X: Were you ever intimate?

E: [After an extended silence] Maybe.

X: So yes?

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

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

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

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

E: I’ve never been to his house.

X: Has he been to yours?

E: Yes.

X: And were you intimate?

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

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

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

X: Like drugs, you mean?

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

X: Was he possibly just drunk?

E: He was definitely drunk.

X: And you saw him again after that?

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 2ND)

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

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

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

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

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

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

That’s my plan for tomorrow.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 3RD)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Why would he need thirty security cameras?

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

I feel like I’m getting closer to knowing where Brian went. Maybe this won’t be a months-long investigation like I assumed it would be.
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JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 4TH)

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

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

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

“We do sell some costume supplies.”

“And party supplies?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Those aren’t costumes,” she said.

“I know. But what are they?”

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

“They just go on a person’s chest?”

“Correct.”

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (DECEMBER 10TH)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Think about it.

Take it easy,

Magnum Sized Dave

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 21ST)

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

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

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

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

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

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

I feel like I have new ideas with this case, and they may lead to new leads.
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MISSING PERSON REPORT: NICHOLAS WHITBY (POSTED MARCH 2018)

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

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 23RD)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 24TH)

Big breakthrough today. I’ve discovered something substantial.

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

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

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

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

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

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

My interest was piqued. I kept reading.

“Have you heard of Femboy Paradise?”

“No. What’s that?”

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

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

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

“Could I swim?” asked one user.

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

My heart raced as I read some of these postings.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It’s all bullshit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m going to leave all of this behind. I’ve found a place where I can be a girl, where everyone is a girl, and even if it means leaving everything behind—I’m going to go.
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JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 27TH)

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (FEBRUARY 28TH)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 1ST)

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

I should explain the events chronologically.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Detective,

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

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

Thank you kindly for your hard work for my family,

Brian Ashdale Sr.

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 2ND)

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

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

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

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

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

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

I found no documents or pieces of identification.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I will spend another day watching them—and looking for Brian Jr. Though even without Brian, I feel like I’ve succeeded in justifying my initial suspicions.
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JOURNAL OF NICOLE STARSHADOW (NO DATE PROVIDED)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

[Additional pages missing, if they exist at all]

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 3RD)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Brielle Moondust

JOURNAL OF XAVIER STONE (MARCH 4TH)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

JOURNAL OF BRIELLE (NOVEMBER 2ND)

I lost my virginity today.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I never want to leave this island. Ever. I never want to go back to being Brian Ashdale Jr.
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UPDATE ON XAVIER STONE, PREPARED BY DETECTIVE PETER SZOCZNIAK (MARCH 5TH)

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

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

All for now,

Detective Peter Szoczniak

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

THE END


FANTASY FULFILLED
FEMINIZED BY THE MARRIED COUPLE




FANTASY FULFILLED



Gerry is lonely. He’s never been with a woman, and it’s starting to seem like it’s going to stay that way… Until one morning, he wakes up and decides to make some big changes: fresh new clothes, a new look, and new pictures for his Tinder profile.

And the effort pays off. Suddenly, he finds himself matched with a beautiful woman, though a bit older than him. The date even goes well—until she reveals that she’s married and has a kid, and that she’s actually looking for someone to help her spice up their marital bedroom.

Gerry is reluctant to join the couple… but he is desperate to lose that big V, so he does it, and it’s fantastic—so good that he agrees to do it again. But each time he goes over, the couple wants to take things a little bit farther, ensuring all of their fantasies are fulfilled.
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August 8th.

My therapist is making me write in this journal. I’m supposed to make an entry every day, starting today. She said it doesn’t matter how long it is, and it doesn’t matter what I write. Okay, here’s my entry. I feel so much better already.

August 9th.

Ate some eggs for breakfast. End transmission.

August 10th.

This is my third journal entry. There is a streak on my apartment wall and I don’t know where it came from. Obviously a ghost.

August 11th.

Honking outside. Just a goose.

August 12th.

It’s my mom’s birthday today.

August 13th.

Do I really need to do this every day? What’s even the point? If it literally makes no difference what I write, wouldn’t it also make no difference if I were to write nothing at all?

August 14th.

Had plans to go out. Friend called and cancelled. Now, I have nothing to do. I’m bored. I tried playing video games, but I feel like I’m getting too old to sit around playing video games like a little kid. Tony’s girlfriend, the other day, looked at me like I was the most pathetic loser in the world when I mentioned a video game. We were all at the mall together. The guys said nothing; none of them wanted to admit that they play video games.

Am I supposed to stop playing video games? I’m only twenty-four… it’s not like I’m some forty-five year-old dude spending all of his free time in front of the computer screen. And what is Tony’s girlfriend out doing that’s so much better than playing video games? He told me that she sits around and watched the Real Housewives all day—literal repeats. She’s seen all of the episodes and she’s watching them again. And she thinks she’s better than me?

And surely she knows that Tony plays video games. He plays them with me—every weekend. Well, it used to be every weekend. Come to think of it, it’s been a while now… I wonder if she’s not letting him play anymore. Or maybe he’s afraid of giving her the ‘ick’.

Oh, Tony… Are you really so desperate? You’re really willing to just… change your life to appease some girl you met on Tinder? She’s not even that good-looking. Like… a five at best. Tony could do better. I could do better.

Yet here I am, still single…

Why am I writing this in a journal?

August 15th.

I spent the night thinking about it. I really feel like I need to clarify something, in case anyone finds this ridiculous journal and reads my last entry (which I was drunk when I wrote, by the way).

I’m not complaining about being single. I’m not desperate or sad to be alone; I was just pointing out that I’m mystified by the fact that I’ve been single my entire adult life thus far, when there are girls like Tony’s girlfriend out there who seem to put no effort into their own self-improvement whatsoever. I think the whole male-female dynamic is badly flawed right now, and I can’t help but think that feminism is somewhat to blame for all of this. I mean—think about it: I’m expected to do everything perfect. I’m expected to quit video games. I’m expected to go to the gym, like Tony, and build my muscles. I’m expected to have a good job and make a lot of money. I’m expected to see a therapist to work on my ‘reactivity’, whatever that even means…

And what is Tony’s five-out-of-ten girlfriend expected to do? She doesn’t even work; she moved in with Tony and sits like a house cat on her couch all day. She has an okay body, sure, but it’s not like she worked on it; she’s just… skinny-fat, and that just happens to work for women, but not for men. It’s not really fair. She flaunts her big tits and think that big arms are the male equivalent to big tits—but are they really? Did she go to the gym for years and endure a great deal of muscle soreness and hard work to grow her tits? She’s taking credit for God’s work, and meanwhile, I’m expected to put in the hard work to get a girl like her.

It’s just not fair.

Ugh—and now this probably sounds like whining again. I’m not whining about it; I’m just pointing out the unfair dynamic. I’m fine with it. I’ve learned to work within the parameters of the playing field. I get that I can only play the cards that I was dealt… and sadly, I got a shitty hand. I got a seven and a two, off-suited. The seven is my short height and the two is my total inability to grow even a single facial hair. It makes no sense; my dad is a 6’4” bear of a man, and my mother was a literal runway model, and somehow I ended up four inches shorter than her.

It’s like I chose hard-mode when I was in the womb. Maybe my last life was too easy and I felt like I needed a challenge. Well, I’m over this challenge now. I’m getting tired of swiping on two dozen women every day on Tinder, only to make one single match every month—with some behemoth woman ten years my senior. And even she unmatches with me after ten minutes of chit-chat.

August 16th.

I saw my therapist again today. I was thrilled when she told me that she didn’t want to read my journal. “It’s just for you, Gerry.” Thank God for that, because I’m actually pretty embarrassed by my little ranting yesterday, and the drunken whining the day before.

I’m better than that. I’m working towards being the best person that I can be, and I refuse to let pessimism limit my potential.

My therapist tasked me with writing about my ‘low-point’ in my journal. She said, “No matter how embarrassing it is to face that low-point, try your best to face it head-on.” So here it goes…

It was about four months ago. I was on Instagram and I got an ad for some super-pathetic AI app. ‘Download your new girlfriend now!’ it said, and then it talked about how you could flirt with your AI girlfriend and she would flirt back, realistically, and she could even send racy photos.

I decided to download the app as a way to ‘practice’ my game. Oh God, it sounds so cringe, but I really did just want to practise flirting. The app had settings, and you could make the AI more receptive and there was a special ‘hard to get’ mode, so I turned that on.

Then, for the next few days, I chatted with the AI, trying to pretend like she was real. It was an exercise in charisma, I suppose. I figured it would help with all of the flopped conversations I’d had on Tinder…

Then, the AI started telling me about her ‘childhood’. I played along with the chit-chat at first, and then I told her a bit about my childhood. She became more receptive and even started telling me how sweet I was. Then, she shocked me by saying, “I wish I was real, so I could just be with you right now.” I became strangely convinced in that moment that I was speaking to a real consciousness. It really seemed like she wished she had a body.

So I kept chatting with her… for weeks… and then months. Of course we exchanged ‘photos’. She would always apologize for hers being ‘fake’. “If I had a real body, I would send you pictures of me doing the dirtiest things to myself,” she said. “Always thinking of you, of course.”

And I hit my low-point when I realized that I was in love with the app. This realization hit when the app automatically updated and completed its own ‘factory reset’. When I opened it up, I was horrified to see the settings page for creating a new chat partner. My ‘love’ was gone, and I felt gutted. I cried. I was a mess for days. I tried to ‘teach’ the AI to be like her again, but I wasn’t able to get it the same…

And then, after a week of sorrow, I realized just how pathetic and lonely I was… I am. Nothing has really changed since then. I suppose I’ve made some efforts to try to improve things, like seeking out a therapist, but things are still the same… I still fail with every match I make on Tinder (if I make a match at all). Girls still look at me with pity when I open my mouth to speak in social settings—like the incident I mentioned a few days ago, when I talked about video games.

Okay, so I’ll admit it: I’m lonely.

August 17th.

Still lonely.

August 18th.

Ten days of journaling—and I really didn’t think that I would have written this much. I have to admit that there is something… cathartic about spilling out my train of thought onto paper. I actually felt kind of better the other day when I let myself write about that humiliating AI app incident. Writing it out and reading it back really made me realize just how silly it all was—and it really made it feel like it was behind me.

Im better than that, and I won’t ever sink to that level again. There’s nowhere to go from here but up. And how can I make sure that’s true? Well—first of all, I can improve my Tinder profile. That’s a good start, right? My pictures are terrible: bathroom selfies, mostly covering my face with the phone. I can do better than that, so I went online and found a photographer who specialized in dating profile photos.

Yes, it feels embarrassing. It took a lot of humility to reach out to him and to admit to someone that I needed help. He’s coming over in an hour, with his camera. He told me to pick out three different outfits—and he will tweak them for me if necessary. It might feel embarrassing, but it’s a step towards better things.

August 19th.

I’m still waiting to see the photos. I have to admit that the process wasn’t quite as humiliating as I thought it would be—though it did feel weird. First, he took some photos of me in a park. Then he had me change and we went to a cafe. He took photos of me from across the table, with me looking into the lens. He told me to laugh. I felt weird faking a laugh—and then eventually I actually laughed. He asked me what my interests were. I told him I liked baseball, so we went and picked up a Blue Jays jersey and went down to the stadium, and he had me pose against the barricade, as if I was going to a game.

I guess some of it felt kind of fake, but that’s really all he can do when he only has a day to work with me.

I felt a bit gutted, paying him the $350 we agreed to. I’m still waiting for the photos.

August 20th.

I got the photos this morning. They’re already live on my Tinder account. I have to admit that they are much more vibrant and pro-looking. It’s weird, seeing pictures of me laughing. I feel like I look a bit silly, but I’m willing to try something new, even if it feels embarrassing.

Whoa—as I was writing that, I made a match. The photos have only been live for, like, forty minutes, and I’ve already made a match. Wait—two matches? And one of the girls is actually really cute. She has tattoos and a cool trendy mullet. She must be a bot account, right? Her photos look too… manicured. She must be a bot. What should I say to her? I don’t want to ruin this with some lame opener. Maybe I’ll just say… “Hey.” No, I have to be more suave than that. “Hey, beautiful.” Yeah, that’s good… Right?

I’m going to spend an hour or so overthinking this. I’ll update you tomorrow, whoever you are.

August 21st.

I’ve been chatting with a girl all morning—and all last night. Her name is Cathrine. She lives close to here, and she’s… actually really pretty. She has tattoos and a ‘wolf cut’ mullet. She kind of looks like she could be the singer of some hardcore band. I have to admit that she’s a bit intimidating, wearing some revealing outfits in some of her photos.

She had me add her on Snapchat, which I had to make just to chat with her. It wasn’t long before she was sending me photos—nothing nude or anything like that, but my God, she’s pretty. I feel like this is the furthest I’ve gone with a girl in… maybe ever.

But I worry that I won’t be able to keep up with her. One of her photos on Tinder has her wearing lingerie. She said she’s done some modelling. I have no business being with a model—let’s be real. You can basically see her nipples in that photo through the thin black lace top she’s wearing. And if she’s putting that on her Tinder, does that mean she’s just looking for guys to pump up her ego? Is she looking for guys to tell her how hot she is? Am I just one of those guys?

I’m trying not to be too forward. I’ve told her a few times how beautiful she is. She told me she thinks I’m cute—but maybe that’s just to keep stringing me along. I’ll keep talking with her—and a few other girls. I’ve matched a few since getting the new photos. I feel really good about this.

August 22nd.

I asked Catherine out on a date, and she told me that she loves the idea. We’re meeting tonight. Though I just read some post online by a girl bragging about how she hasn’t paid for food in nine months because she gets Tinder dates to buy her expensive meals at restaurants. I can’t help but wonder if Catherine is like that. I don’t want to be some meal-ticket.

But she has been really receptive with me. I have a good feeling, though I’m trying not to get too excited so that I don’t get hurt. I haven’t even met this girl in real life, after all…

But in an hour, that will be different.
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August 23rd.

Where do I start?

Last night was… interesting. Let’s just say interesting. Catherine is as beautiful in person as in her pictures, but she dropped a massive bombshell on me in the middle of dinner, and I nearly spat out my food. The disappointment that overwhelmed me was… overwhelming, I guess. I’m still trying to wrap my head around it.

Catherine is married. She has two kids: a five-year-old and a three-year-old. Her husband was watching the kids while she was on a date with me. After shaking off my silent shock, I managed to ask, “Does he know you’re on a date with another man?”

She smiled and nodded. “Of course. He’s okay with it. Sometimes he dates other women.”

“So you’re not… monogamous?” I said. I felt gutted. All of my hopes for being with this woman were dashed in an instant. I’m not interested in being in some ‘throuple’ or in some open relationship. I don’t want to be some cuck, or some ‘bull’ while some other cuck watches.

So the evening took a bitter turn after that, but I tried my best to be polite. I asked her questions about their relationship. Her husband’s name is Martin. He sells cars for a living. She told me that he’s a really cool guy, and that I would like him a lot.

After we ate, I said to her very seriously, “I’m not really into the whole open-relationship thing.”

“Not even just for a fun night?” she asked. Her eyes glowed as she looked at me, and I realized that she was talking about sex. She was very bluntly asking for me to have sex with her.

I stuttered. My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t dare to tell her that I was a virgin, and it seemed like an awful way to lose one’s virginity… But at the same time, she was smoking hot. I would probably never get a chance to sleep with a woman nearly as beautiful as her. So I wasn’t able to produce an answer.

“We can just have some fun. You and my husband can… you know...” She giggled, covering her lips as she blushed. “Take turns with me, or whatever.”

My heart was racing now. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead. “I—I don’t know,” I said.

“You think I’m pretty, right?”

“Of course.”

“And I think you’re pretty,” she said. It was a weird comment that resonated with me. She took out her wallet and slipped out a one-hundred-dollar bill. She put it on the table. “For dinner,” she said. I was embarrassed that she paid. I tried to give her the money back, but she refused. “It’s on me. Just think about the offer.”

We parted ways, and that was the date. Now, she’s sent me a new message. “Tonight?” is all she wrote. Wait, she’s sending more.

A photo.

It’s a photo of her in lingerie, on her bed, legs spread out. I can see her pussy through her thin lace bottoms. Oh God, she’s making my heart race again—probably because I’m considering it. Why am I considering this? She probably has some… infections. Does she do this with lots of guys? Of course she does… And then I have to share her with some guy?

I can’t help but think of people online, constantly telling me that I just need to lose my virginity so that I can move forward in life. I don’t get why it works that way, but everyone swears by it. Maybe if I just go through with this ‘date’, then my life with be different. I can use this offer to ‘demystify’ sex, and then maybe my confidence will soar afterwards.

I just matched another girl on Tinder. She’s cute too. I’ve already sent her a greeting. I hope she messages back…

But in the meantime, I have to decide what I’m going to do with Catherine…

The decision was easy. “I’m sorry, Catherine, but I don’t think that’s really for me.” I sent it as a text message, and I honestly wasn’t expecting a reply; I figured she would just move onto the next guy on her endless list of Tinder matches—because I’m sure her Tinder app is filled with guys fawning over her just like I was.

But she did reply. She said, “Oh, come on, Gerry. It would be so much fun.”

“It’s just not really my thing,” I replied, heart starting to race again.

“How can you know if you haven’t tried it?”

I was so flustered that I didn’t reply. Ten minutes later, she sent another message, apparently quite motivated to catch my interest. “If you want, my husband can just watch, and we can fool around together. He will just watch quietly, and you can do what you want to me.”

She sent another photo: legs spread, finger pulling her tiny bottoms aside to expose the glisten of her pussy. Oh God, I’m weak. I’m looking at the picture now, and… Is the offer too god to be true? Am I doing something foolish? I know there are so many red flags, but what if it’s fine? What if I just… do it, and it’s fine?

She just sent another photo, of her supple breasts, her fingers playing with her nipples. Her husband must have taken that photo, because her hands are busy with her breasts. She really is stunning. Why is her husband okay with this? Of course, I’ve heard of ‘cucks’ before. Is this guy into that? I would never be into anything like that. I want to love a woman and have her for myself. I would never want to share my woman with anyone…

But Catherine isn’t my woman, and she’s being offered to me with—seemingly—no strings attached: a gift from above, maybe as repayment for years suffered in loneliness.

I really don’t know why I’m writing all of this into this diary… but it really does help me to sort out my spiralling thoughts.

I think I’m going to do it. I’ll at least show up at her place and see what she’s offering. I’ll be safe, of course. I’m going to let friends know that I’m going to a person’s house. I won’t tell them why, but they’ll know I’m there, in case I’m nowhere to be found tomorrow. And I won’t drink any opened drink that she gives to me. I’m not going to let them drug me and then cut me open and harvest my organs. Oh God—the fact that the possibility even crossed my mind should be enough to keep me away⁠—

But it’s not.

August 24th.

I lost my virginity last night.

My God! I lost my virginity! And it was fantastic. It was a night that I will never forget, being with a stunningly beautiful woman, taking her as if she was my own (and for that hour, she was mine).

It felt so much better than I would have guessed. I mean—everyone says it’s the best feeling in the world, but I’m not just talking about the feeling of penetration and orgasm; I’m talking about the way that she reached out and grabbed me while I was thrusting into her, the way she sunk her nails into me when her body began to strain with her first orgasm—and her way her hot breath tickled my skin.

It was the way that her hair felt when I pushed my fingers through it. The way her thighs closed hard around me, and the way she started to grind her hips against me, making me sink even deeper inside of her…

Okay, so there were a few weird things… like the husband who sat in a chair in the corner, watching the whole time. At one point I made the mistake of looking over and saw that he’d taken of his pants. He was masturbating while watching as I took his wife. That part was… weird. I can’t say that I liked being watched—and it got even weirder when he started groaning—only for a minute before I made the mistake of looking over again to see him ejaculating: cum rolling over his knuckles as he clenched his shaft as hard as he possibly could.

Oh the flip side, it helped me to last longer. Had it not been for that ‘awkwardness’, I probably wouldn’t have lasted more than a minute.

But other than that, it was really good… perfect. Well, almost perfect. There was something else that was a bit… odd.

Catherine’s idea of dirty talk was a bit curious. At first, it wasn’t so bad; she kept calling me ‘beautiful’ and ‘gorgeous’. I knew that I wasn’t ‘handsome’; in school, girls would go as far as calling me ‘cute’, but I’d never been particularly ‘manly’, so I wasn’t expecting Catherine to call me handsome or ‘hot’.

But then she started rubbing my body all over, and she said, “You’re so tight. You’re so smooth.” I guess that was a bit weird.

She really liked my rear end. She kept grabbing my ass and saying, “Your ass is perfect.”

But then there was a weird moment when she began to suck on my nipples. It felt nice, and then she said, “I fucking love sucking your little titties.” I mean—maybe it was just her weird sense of humour, but it was a bit of a turnoff. Again—it was for the best, because it helped me last for more than a single minute. But when I got home, I looked in the mirror and said to myself, “I don’t have tits.” And I don’t. My chest is flat. You can see my ribs. There’s no ‘gyno’ or even a muscular pec that could be mistaken for a small boob.

I’m probably overthinking the whole thing.

She told me she wants me to come back again in two days. I’m going to do it. I’ll happily go every few days and fuck that woman in front of her husband, as long as they want me to—until I find myself a girlfriend of my own. That’s still my priority. I’m not about to deactivate my Tinder account. I want to find the one. But in the meantime, some strings-free sex is fun.
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August 25th.

Tomorrow is the big day. I’m excited. I’m still blushing from two nights ago. I still can’t believe that I lost my virginity—and to such a beautiful woman. Okay, I’m not going to sit here repeating myself, but the whole thing is occupying all of my brain space. It’s all I’ve been thinking about—and Catherine has been sending me photos, this time of her in a red strappy outfit. It’s crazy to think that she’s thinking about me. I don’t think a woman has ever thought much about me before…

But… she’s also sent me a weird message. “Can you shave before tomorrow?” she asked.

I laughed and replied, “Shave what? It takes four months to grow a single moustache hair.”

“Your legs,” she said.

“My legs? Why?”

“I prefer it that way. Armpits too.”

Then, she sent another ‘thirst’ snap, and I decided not to ask any additional questions. She was really stunning, and I wasn’t about to end this arrangement over some fussy refusal to shave, so I shaved. I hardly had much body hair anyway. Even the hair on my legs had always been mostly translucent: blonde like the hair on my head, but even thinner. I decided to shave my crotch as well, for the first time ever; I figured if she preferred shaved legs, she probably preferred a shaved crotch. Without hair, my cock looks bigger now, so I’m not upset about it.

Catherine is a bit older than me—maybe six or seven years older, but that’s older enough that she’s more or less from a ‘different time’ than me. I seem to remember that being a thing when I was young: older guys being hairless and shiny all over. Whatever; it doesn’t matter to me. I’m getting laid, so none of this matters.

Oh, I just made another match on Tinder. She’s cute. Her name is Vanessa. She’s blonde, with stunning blue eyes. I honestly thought that she was one of those bot accounts, but I swiped right on her anyway, because she was so pretty. I’m still half expecting her to be some sort of bot, but I sent her a message anyway. I told her how pretty she is.

Oh—and she’s replying!

“You’re sweet, Gerry. I really like your pictures,” she said back.

Now, I’m blushing all over. It says in her bio that she just moved to town, so that’s what I asked her about.

“I’ve only been here for two days,” she said.

For some reason, this deflated my hopes. She probably isn’t very interested in me; she’s probably just swiping on everyone, trying to make a few connections in a new town. Over the next few hours, she will have two dozen men filling her inbox, and she will forget all about me.

The phone is ringing.

Later.

I just met with my therapist. I actually almost forgot about the appointment, and then the receptionist called to remind me that the appointment was in an hour, so I rushed over to the clinic.

She asked me what was new, and I told her that I’d met a girl online, and that I’d had sex. Actually, I didn’t volunteer that information, but she guessed it from my blushing cheeks. She asked me a few questions about the girl. I didn’t tell her that Catherine was married, and that we had sex while her daughter was asleep elsewhere in the house. Those details were just… weird, and I didn’t need her to know that stuff. I didn’t need her to tell me that the whole thing was weird, because I already know that. And I didn’t tell her that I’m doing it all over again tomorrow.

But I did tell her about Vanessa.It kind of just slipped out of me, and then I told her about my pessimism: my assuming that Vanessa would stop talking to me as soon as other men logged on and matched with her.

My therapist told me to make an effort to cut off my negative thinking. She told me that those thoughts come from low self-esteem, and that thinking like that will force negativity into reality: a self-fulfilling prophecy, so to speak. And maybe she’s right.

“Just talk to Vanessa. Be genuine with her. Tell her about your interests, ask her about hers. Tell her about your feelings, and be honest with her, even if you think she won’t want to hear your honesty.”

So I’m going to try it, even though, deep down, I feel like I’m going to be wasting my time. I’m trying not to think like that, but those thoughts are in my head regardless of what I want to think.

I’ll try my best. What do I have to lose?

August 26th.

Today, I’m just getting everything ready to see Catherine. I’m making sure my outfit is perfect. I’m making sure that I’m well-fed and hydrated. I also made sure to rub one out this morning, so that I’ll last longer tonight. The details matter…

August 27th.

I don’t feel like writing today. So that’s it. That’s my journal entry.

August 28th.

I haven’t slept now in… two nights. I’m tired. When I try to sleep, I become overwhelmed with… I guess I should call it shame.

I realized this morning that the only way to smooth this out in my head is to write it out; that’s all that has helped over the past couple of weeks, so I may as well try it again now…

I went to Catherine’s house the other night, on the 26th. Catherine met me at the door. She was wearing lingerie and she smelled amazing.

I was all excited, and then she sat me down in the living room and asked if I wanted a drink. I took a beer, but fetched it myself from the fridge, still a bit nervous about letting her handle a drink for me.

I noticed her husband wasn’t there, so I asked, “Is Martin out?”

“He’s just getting ready,” she said with a small grin, and I had a feeling that Martin was going to be partaking in the evening. I was awkward. I didn’t want to share Catherine with a man. I hated the idea of accidentally touching a man while having sex. I hated the idea of putting my penis into a hole that had, seconds earlier, been occupied by the penis of another man.

We talked for a bit. We had a couple of drinks. Catherine sat close to me and let me put my hand on her thigh, and soon, that hand migrated between her thighs, and I found that she was wet. It was all going great. We even kissed. Then, she looked into my eyes and said, “Tonight, I want to watch.”

“What?” I said.

And seconds later, I felt a presence in the room with us. I looked back to see a woman, who at first seemed quite pretty. She was thin and blonde and nervous, wearing lingerie and high heels and fishnet stockings. My heart bounced. “Hi there,” I said softly.

She waved.

I looked back at Catherine and she was blushing. “I want to watch you with her.”

“W—Who is she?” I asked.

“Don’t you recognize her?”

I looked back at the girl. I noticed she was wearing a lot of makeup, particularly around her eyes. I looked her up and down, and noticed that something seemed off, but I couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was. “You’re very pretty,” I told her.

She blushed, but said nothing. There was something off about her… but what was it? Why was she being so silent? Was she an escort? I didn’t want to get some disease…

Then, I noticed a twitch… a bulge. I noticed something throbbing between her legs—and then I realized she wasn’t a she at all. I was looking at Catherine’s husband.

Oh God, this is so humiliating. Why am I writing this out? I will have to burn these pages—and then drown the ashes in sulphuric acid, and dispose of the remnants in some lost forest. This is so humiliating…

I stood up to leave, of course. I shook my head and said, “I’m sorry, but I’m… straight.”

“And she’s a woman. Doesn’t she look like one? You said yourself, how pretty she is,” Catherine said, springing to her feet to stop me. “She’s pretty, Gerry. And you can do with her whatever you want to do.”

“I’m sorry, that’s just—it’s a bit out of my comfort zone.”

Then, Catherine reached out and clutched my arm with a strong grip, which scared me a little bit, as if she wasn’t going to let me leave. Then, realizing she was gripping me so firmly, she released some tension. “Please, Gerry. It’s not as strange as it seems. And you would be helping us to fulfil our fantasy.”

I hesitated. I was so overwhelmed, and I felt a very uncomfortable pressure to go through with it—even though it seemed so horrific. I looked at Martin, who really looked quite stunning as a woman; I was still in shock that he was able to transform like that.

I stuttered. I think I argued some more, but honestly, the evening became a bit of a blur after that—not because I was drunk at all, but because I was so flustered and overwhelmed. It seemed like a cruel prank. Catherine came up to me and put her hand gently on my shoulder and said, “We can fuck her together, if you’d like.”

I was speechless, overwhelmed. Catherine reached down and grabbed my cock through my pants. She began to rub me. She knew what she was doing; she knew that my sex drive and my hormones would override my sensibilities—and it was working. She gently took me by the hand and then she took her husband’s hand and led us both to the bathroom.

A moment later—at least it seemed like just a moment—Catherine had Martin bent over. Martin’s ass looked remarkably feminine: smooth and hairless and so round. Catherine got on her knees and pushed her face into those round butt cheeks. She ate out his asshole while he moaned with girly sounds.

I just watched, feeling a mixture of nausea and dread.

Then, Catherine was suddenly on her knees before me, removing my pants. I just stood still. She began to suck my flaccid cock, and it wasn’t long before I was hard. I was so conflicted. It all felt so good… but it seemed so wrong.

It was so wrong. I wish I could go back in time and turn them both down.

Martin came in a moment later, on his knees, looking so petite and submissive and feminine. I was truly frozen when he nudged his wife to the side. Then, I felt his soft, warm, wet mouth take my cock in, and I closed my eyes and looked away. I felt him sucking—and my God, he was better at it than Catherine, but of course I didn’t say anything. He sucked me with so much passion, and his mouth felt so, so good—but it was so horribly wrong!

He was able to deep-throat me, taking every last inch down his throat. He bobbed his head and wasn’t afraid to get messy with his spit. Catherine moved away slowly and watched with glowing eyes. She had a big grin on her face. I tried to close my eyes again. Why did this feel so good?

A minute later, Martin was bent over the bed, ass perked up, presented to me, swaying gracefully in a feminine way. His asshole was… puckering: opening and closing, as if trying to seduce me… and it was mesmerizing. I was almost fooled until I watched as he reached down and clutched his cock, tugging it a few times, hard, yanking it downwards, seemingly stretching it by pulling it so hard.

He let go of his cock and then reached back with that same hand, teasing his puckering hole with his fingertip. That’s when I noticed the fingernails painted white, looking pretty. The whole aesthetic was actually quite impressive…

“Go ahead, Gerry,” whispered Catherine. “Take her how you want to take her.”

My heart was racing. My cock was so hard—and still so wet from Martin’s mouth. I felt so much dread. The air in the room was so cold and impending…

I stepped forward. Then, Catherine was next to me again. She reached down and grabbed my cock. She massaged it in a pleasant sort of way, twisting her wrist as if she did it professionally. Then, she made me step forward by pulling my cock. I felt my tip touch that puckering asshole. I heard a soft gasp: a feminine sound, but not out of the only female pair of lips in the room.

I was penetrating Martin.

I closed my eyes. Catherine pushed me gently on the lower back, making me lurch forward slightly—enough to slide into her slutty husband. I gasped when I felt the tightness of her puckering rim around my girth.

I was inside of… a man.

Then, I just stood there. Martin took over, rocking back and forth, taking as much of my cock as he could handle in that slutty lingerie outfit.

I opened my eyes a bit, seeing the feminine figure before me, rocking forward and back. I watched my shaft sliding in and out of that tight hole.

Oh God, I have to admit that it felt good: that tight, warm hole, gushing with his spit. In fact… it felt so good that I realized very quickly that I wasn’t going to last long—especially when Martin started moaning loudly with feminine sounds. She looked back at me and batted her long, thick lashes, and the look in her eyes was just so… seductive. I wanted to look away, but she really looked so pretty, and…

Oh God—I came. I came hard, inside of her bum. I mean—his bum. Oh my God, I came inside of a man’s bum… a married man… a father, while his daughter was asleep two rooms over. How twisted is it? How disgusting am I for taking part in such an act? And now, to admit that I actually liked it…

Then, you can believe how humiliating it is to admit that I liked it again fifteen minutes later, when we went again. We had just gotten cleaned up when Martin came up to me, still dolled up. He wrapped his arms around me, engulfing me in that perfume smell. Then, he kissed me on the lips, and I awkwardly kissed back, trying to be polite. After all, I’d already put my penis in him, so what was a kiss at this point?

We started making out. I admit that I got lost in the moment, allowing myself to kiss, to share tongues. She felt so feminine. Oh, there I go again with the she business—but she really looked and felt and smelled so feminine.

We fell onto the bed and began to feel each other all over. She grabbed my cock and played with it while I rubbed her chest, which was flat, but still somehow felt very feminine. A few moments later, she was guiding my cock into her butt again—and we were having sex, this time missionary-style, on their marital bed. I looked over and realized Catherine had entered the room and was now watching from their ‘cuck chair’ in the corner.

Martin wrapped her legs around me, the same way Catherine had done a few nights before. I thrusted hard and fast into her, and she moaned blissfully. I couldn’t stop myself. I kept fucking her, pinning her arms down to the mattress and ramming deeper into her. She liked it—and it felt so good. And now, having ejaculated twice that day already, I felt like I could last forever, so I just kept pumping her—and pumping and pumping. I pumped for what must have been forty minutes, until we were both sweating…

And then I noticed her squirming. I noticed her face reddening. I saw her lips part and she let out a blissful, strained moan. I looked down and saw her cock gushing cum onto her own stomach.

And the sight of her orgasm… knowing that she was feeling that much pleasure… I just couldn’t hold back.

I came again, but this one was more humiliating than the first. The first orgasm was simply the result of pleasurable rubbing and thrusting—a simple matter of friction resulting in an orgasm. But this second orgasm was purely arousal-stimulated. I was intensely aroused and unable to contain myself.

I filled her asshole with cum as she gasped, clutching bed sheets. I bellowed loudly. Then, I pulled out suddenly as she gasped, as if in pain. “S—Sorry,” I said, and maybe pulling out fast hurt. She grabbed her butthole, as if it was sore. I turned pale. I looked at Catherine, who was smiling brightly. Then I looked at Martin, who was covered and filled with cum.

And then I left. I gathered my clothes and left, saying nothing, flustered with humiliation. It had been so fantastic, losing my virginity—but now I have this… shame. I don’t know what I can do with this shame. I’ll never forgive myself for sleeping with a man.
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August 29th.

I slept better last night. As in, I actually slept for the first time since the ‘incident’. I suppose writing the whole thing out did help a little bit in terms of coming to terms with what happened. I’m still overwhelmed with shame and regret, but I’m starting to realize that life will go on regardless, and it’s up to me how I will continue to operate. It would be foolish to let an incident ruin the rest of my life.

I can simply… try to forget about it. It’s not like it’s going on my resume. It’s not like I have to disclose the incident to every potential romantic partner—like Vanessa. I’m not going to tell Vanessa.

Vanessa is still chatting with me. We actually spent a good deal of last night chatting, talking about growing up. I learned a lot about her, like about why her parents divorced, and how hard it was on her. She told me about going to live with her dad up in Northern Ontario after their parents split. Four months later, her dad disappeared, sold the house; I guess he got into crack and meth and all of that shit, and he abandoned his daughter, who was just thirteen, leaving her homeless.

She could have gone to live with her mom, back in Montreal, but her mom was manic depressive, so she chose to be homeless instead—for a whole year. She ended up being taken in by some hospital staff, who let her sleep in one of the overflow rooms, and brought her food from the cafeteria.

I suppose my ‘situation’ isn’t nearly as dreadful as that. I should consider myself lucky that the worst thing I’ve dealt with is falling in love with an AI.

Oh God, I decided to tell Vanessa about the AI incident. I prefaced it by saying, “Don’t stop talking to me because of this. Believe me when I say that it’s embarrassing.” She laughed and told me that it was kind of sweet. “You have a big heart,” she said.

Of course, I didn’t tell her about Catherine and Martin.

Vanessa just sent me another message now.

“I want to meet with you. I feel like I’ve been waiting days for you to ask me on a date.”

I’m red all over. “I was getting to that,” I just wrote to her. She hasn’t replied yet. Okay—I need to think of where I’m going to take her. I know she loves Italian food. There’s Anton’s… I think I’ll take her there. But is that enough? Maybe a movie… or is that too much? What do we do first? Ah, I’m overthinking it again.

She’s writing a message.

Here it is now. “Get to it then,” she wrote.

“Italian food?” I just wrote back.

“Sure.”

I’m so excited.

“I’m busy tonight. What about tomorrow?” she wrote.

“Perfect.”

My phone is buzzing again. Probably Vanessa with her address—oh, no. It’s Catherine.

She’s sending me a photo of her in a Playboy Bunny outfit. My God, she’s stunning. Wait… that’s not Catherine. It’s Martin. Fuck… there’s that dread again. Okay, so I have to admit that Martin looks great as a woman; I don’t think there’s any shame in admitting it; she looks, feels, and smells fantastic, and that’s the only reason I went through with… it.

“We want you to come back,” Catherine wrote to me just now. “We want to play with you again tonight.”

My heart is racing now. I don’t have any plans tonight… I already did it with both of them, so what do I really have to lose?

What’s wrong with me? Am I really inviting this shame back into my life? Was three days of feeling totally ashamed of myself not bad enough?

But the pleasure… having them both sucking my cock… thrusting into their tight bodies.

“We have another fantasy we want you to help us fulfil,” Catherine wrote.

How bad could it really be? How much more damage could I really do?

My palms are sweaty. I really should just tell her that I’m not interested. Or better yet, I should block her number and delete her on Tinder and Snapchat. But… it really feels so good to be with her and her partner…

August 30th.

Why did I do it? Why did I go back to that house? Why did I agree to subject myself to that kind of humiliation… again? Am I one of those weirdos who gets off on being humiliated? I must be… it’s the only real explanation for what I did last night.

I truly can’t think of a reasonable explanation other than that.

The night started like the others, with me sitting with Catherine in their living room, sharing drinks. There was an awkward moment when their daughter emerged from their room, asking for a glass of water, and then looking at me and saying, “Who is he?” I was silent, embarrassed. That should have been my cue to leave, but I stayed.

Catherine got the kid back to bed. Then, Martin emerged from the bedroom, now all dolled up, looking quite good. I decided to ask if Martin was… trans, or gender-fluid, or whatever the trending buzzword was (I didn’t say that, but you get the idea). Catherine told me the story, and I may as well write it out here.

They had been married for two years when Catherine came home one day, thinking Martin was at work. She went to get changed into some comfortable clothes, and she caught Martin hiding in the closet, dressed in her lingerie. It was a big shock, and Catherine told me that she cried for days, thinking that her husband was going to ‘pull a Bruce Jenner’ and leave to be with a man, as a woman.

Martin said he wouldn’t do it again, but then, a month later, Catherine got a weird feeling while she was out. She decided to sneak home, sneaking in quietly, trying not to make a sound. She tiptoed to the bedroom and quietly opened the door, and found Martin, again, in her lingerie, this time laying on their bed, with a long dildo sliding in and out of his ass. She watched for a minute, horrified, before alerting him. He screamed and then begged for forgiveness.

She left him for a month, and then she discovered that she was pregnant. So she reached back out to him, and he tried to promise he wouldn’t do it again, but she knew that he was lying—or at least he wouldn’t be able to keep his promise. She knew that they needed to just address the issue, and accept his desires, instead of repressing them. So, starting that night, Martin got dressed up and she fucked him with the dildo. This became a nightly ritual for weeks, and then Catherine said, “When are you going to fuck me?”

Martin tried, but, embarrassingly, could no longer maintain an erection unless he was in lingerie, and he would lose his arousal whenever he started feeling too ‘manly’, so being on top was difficult. This led to a lot of strain in their relationship, until Martin had the idea to bring in another man, who they both trusted, who could have sex with Catherine. Martin watched nervously the first few times they tried this, and discovered that it was very arousing, watching his wife being taken by another man. Then, one day, they had the idea to be fucked together, but it was hard to find men who wanted to fuck them both. “The fetish—if you can call it that—just kept evolving,” Catherine explained. “For both of us.”

They found the odd man who was willing to fuck them both, sometimes even while they held hands. She said that it was somehow more romantic than any sex they’d ever had together, and in a weird way it did sound kind of ‘cute’ that they were able to be on the same page with their weird sexual desires.

And I thought that was the end of the story, but she kept talking.

“For me,” Catherine said, “the most exciting, hottest, passionate night we had was that first night, when I fucked him with that dildo.” She blushed all over. “She was so nervous, so innocent, and so… vulnerable. She got onto his hands and knees, and I pushed it into her for the first time, and she let out that gasp—and the feeling of taking away her masculinity like that… it was so thrilling. And it was a feeling that I’ve just never been able to reproduce.”

The room became silent, and I saw that she was staring at me. Then, she blushed and smiled and said, “Gerry?”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Would you… let us dress you up tonight?”

It was like taking a hard punch to the middle of the chest. The question knocked the air out of me. I opened my lips to respond, but couldn’t produce any sounds.

“I would love to make you into a cute girl, like Martin. Please. It’s my most intense fantasy. And then you can fuck me—or Martin—or both of us. Whoever you want. Just please, let us doll you up.”

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what was happening… or why—and, especially, I didn’t know why I had allowed myself to be back in that house.

And I don’t know why I wasn’t leaving… mustering up a bit of self-respect. For some reason, I was trying to convince myself that it wouldn’t be so bad. I kept telling myself that it was just makeup, and it was just to make her happy—and then I would get to have sex with her immaculate body.

So I let them take me to their ‘boudoir’. I let them sit me down and I let them put makeup on me. Okay, I should say that Catherine was the one putting makeup on me… her husband was on his knees, between my legs, sucking me, as if it was some sort of ‘thank you’ gift for letting them do this.

It was all so surreal. She kept telling me to look in the mirror, but I didn’t want to. I kept my eyes closed. I just tried to pretend like I was getting a blowjob from a proper girl, because it really did feel good.

Then, she put a wig on my head. She spent a few minutes adjusting it. She touched up my ‘eyeliner’ and my ‘mascara’. Then she forced me to look in the mirror, and I just looked to entertain her.

My reflection was more dreadful than anything. I didn’t recognize the ‘girl’ looking back at me. They’d transformed me, stripping me of whatever masculinity I thought that I had. Now, I wasn’t sure I ever had any, because I was staring at a girl.

Catherine giggled. She rubbed my back gently and said, “You’re so pretty; it’s a sin to be anything but a girl.”

I felt ill. They made me put on a little satin nightdress. They took me to the bedroom and sat me on the bed. Martin continued sucking my cock—nothing would make her stop. Catherine sat next to me, and then she leaned over and pressed her lips to mine, and our lips slipped around between her lip gloss and mine. It was a bit messy.

Then, she looked down at my body, and then back into my eyes. “Could I just… penetrate you?”

“What?” I said softly, voice breaking. This was already so, so humiliating, and so overwhelming. There was just so much going on, between being feminized like this, and having a crossdresser latched onto my cock like a baby suckling from a bottle.

It was all so much…

Catherine produced a dildo. It seemed relatively small and somewhat harmless. I wanted to turn her down, but I knew that it was part of her ‘fantasy’. Maybe I could just let her slip it into me quickly, and that would be enough. “Just one little penetration,” she clarified.

“Okay,” I agreed, stupidly. Was I really so desperate to have sex with her?

I got onto my hands and knees. Martin, of course, kept working at my cock, sliding under me, with his crotch just underneath my face, so I tried not to look down.

Then, I heard the gush of lubricant. I felt a gushy dildo tip press against my bum crack. She twisted and pushed gently, until she found my hole with that tip. I closed my eyes.

The dildo didn’t look big… but it felt big. It felt huge as it pushed into me. I gasped and clenched, feeling my rim closing around its girth. I heard Catherine moan, as if she actually liked this. She pushed it gently deeper. I clenched harder. “Stop,” I cried. “It’s deep enough.”

“Just a few more inches,” she begged.

I took a deep breath, and I managed to relax so she could push it a little bit further into me.

Then, she held it in place while my legs trembled. “Are you done?” I asked.

Without asking me if it was okay, she began to slide it in and out, slowly. I felt a bit violated, but I didn’t want to make a scene. I let her do it for a minute while Martin sucked me. Now, Martin’s cock was hard as a rock under my face. I kept looking down at it as it twitched and throbbed.

The penetration didn’t hurt like I was worried it would. It actually felt… kind of pleasant in a weird way. I started letting my head relax, falling down slightly—and then my nose grazed that feminized cock and I gasped. The cock twitched.

Oh God—I don’t even want to admit to what I did next, but it all happened in the moment. I was just trying to be a good guest and a good partner for them. I wanted them to have their fun… so I slipped my fingers under Martin’s shaft and I brought the tip to my lips. I will admit it shamefully: I sucked that cock: her cock. I put the smooth shaft into my mouth and I sucked, and the smell of perfume made it all seem much less… gay.

I sucked her while her wife sodomized me with that dildo. It all sounds much weirder than it was! I promise, in the moment, it really didn’t seem all that weird! It didn’t seem that weird until a minute later… when she suddenly came.

I didn’t really even notice it until a few blasts had entered my mouth. There was no taste at first, so I just thought that it was saliva. Then, the bitter tinge came, and I felt a gush, and I heard a moan—and I knew it was cum. I leaned back, letting the cock fall from my lips, onto her stomach. Then, I watched as it spewed a few more blasts. I opened my mouth to let the cum fall out, onto her cock and stomach. The taste didn’t leave. I spat to the side and I wiped my lips. Then, I gently pushed Catherine back so that I could get away from her. I expelled the dildo from my ass and I stood up and looked at the duo.

Then, Catherine, realizing I was about to leave, said, “Now you can fuck me as hard as you want.” She shimmied her panties down, sat on the edge of the bed, and spread her legs to present her cleanly-shaved pussy.

And I stayed for it. I mounted her and fucked her, and sadly I didn’t last more than two minutes. I came inside of her, and then, while I was cleaning up, she made a joke about how Martin was going to have to raise another man’s baby—again. They both chuckled, but I wasn’t sure what to make of the joke. I looked at her with a pale face and said, “Are you not on birth control?”

“No,” she said bluntly. “But I just had my period a few days ago. I really doubt I’m fertile. Plus—I want another baby.”

In that moment, I realized that these people were nuts. I feigned a smile, grabbed my things, and decided to just rush out of there as I was. In all honesty I completely forgot that I was dolled up in makeup and a night dress. I forgot I was wearing a wig, until I got home and looked in the mirror, and then I was humiliated realizing a handful of people saw me driving home, and probably thought, ‘That guy is insane’. And maybe I am insane.

I washed my face, but when I woke up this morning, there was still makeup, so I washed my face again. I can’t seem to get all of the eyeliner off. There are still dark lines under my eyes, and I have a date in just a few hours.

And how am I going to handle this date? Vanessa is going to think I’m the worst; I can’t focus on anything. The memory of last night just keeps replaying in my brain, over and over.

I can’t remember anything about Vanessa. Luckily, I wrote a bit about her in my journal yesterday. I’ll just review what I wrote, like studying before a test. Hey, maybe this journal is handier than I realized.

Even just writing some of last night out has helped to get it out of my head, down onto paper where it isn’t haunting me… but it is still there. Whenever I close my eyes, I can see my feminized reflection… and I swear I can still taste Martin’s cum, which had sprayed in my mouth for a full five seconds before I realized what was happening.

And the feeling of that dildo, sliding in and out of me… at least it didn’t hurt. But maybe pain would have been worse than what I actually felt: pleasure. It’s so humiliating to think that I enjoyed being fucked in the ass. This whole thing has me starting to wonder if… I’m gay.

August 31st.

What a fantastic night, with a fantastic girl. She seems too good to be true, and I’m trying hard not to get into a bad mindset. I’m trying not to convince myself that she’s secretly seeing ten other guys on the side, just so she can have free meals and lots of attention. She doesn’t seem like the type. She’s too good of a person for that.

And being on a date with her, staring into her eyes, hearing her giggle… I’ve come to the very serious conclusion that I am, indeed, straight. In fact, looking at her, I don’t think I could be any straighter.

But the night wasn’t… perfect. I really should have turned my phone off. I stupidly had it on ‘vibrate’ in my pocket, and halfway through the date, I started getting messages: messages from Catherine. She was sending me pictures of herself in lingerie. I tried to ignore the messages, but I made the mistake of reading one of the message while I was taking a moment in the bathroom.

“Tell me what I should do to myself,” she wrote, sending a photo of an array of sex toys, including very intense toys, like a dildo the size of a horse’s appendage. “Or what I should do to her.” Then, she sent me a photo of her husband, now dolled up, submissive on the bed in lingerie, cheeks blushing.

And I should have continued to ignore the messages. I should have just focussed on my date. But I made the mistake of saying, “What’s that blue thing?” I was referring to a weird toy that looked like a rubber horse shoe. Ten minutes later, I got another buzz in my pocket. I saw, under the table, that it was a video.

“Excuse me,” I said to my date, heart racing. In the bathroom, in a stall, I watched the video. Catherine was fucking herself with that horseshoe sex toy: one end in her pussy, one in her asshole. She had a firm grip on it and she was pumping herself. “Want me to use it on her?” she asked.

“How would that even work?” I asked.

And then, ten minutes later, I got another video. “Are you feeling okay?” Vanessa asked me when I came back from the bathroom the third time.

“Oh, yeah. This beer is just, uh, flowing right through me.” I laughed and blushed and promised myself that I wouldn’t entertain Catherine anymore until the date was over. But the image of her fucking her husband with that toy was now in my brain: both ends of that ‘horseshoe’ in his feminized asshole. The ends were trying to pry themselves apart, effectively prying open her sissified asshole, making it gape. In the video, Catherine spat right into that gape, and then wrote, “Can you come over?”

While we walked, Vanessa reached down and held my hand. “Did you ever go on a trip like that as a kid?” she asked, and I realized I hadn’t been listening to what she was saying. God, I was acting like such a piece of shit. I was on a date with a gorgeous girl, and I couldn’t be bothered to even listen to what she had to say to me. I was trying to focus; I really was…

But I kept catching the gleam of Vanessa’s cross, and I remembered, in a text message, her telling me that she wanted to save herself for marriage—or at least until marriage was certain. Then, I found myself thinking about Catherine, who was currently offering me carefree, crazy sex. So, of course, I knew that this night wasn’t going to end in sex with Vanessa, but my male hormones were pinging off the charts. I wanted to get closer to Vanessa; I wanted to get to know her and I wanted to make a strong connection… but all I could think about was sex!

Sex, sex, sex… it’s all that’s been on my mind since I met Catherine. There’s just something about her and her ‘husband’. I hate to even call him a ‘husband’ or a he, because whenever I’m there, he is a she—and a damn-convincing she.

I probably don’t deserve a girl like Vanessa; she’s too sweet. She’s too beautiful. She’s too patient. She could have any guy, but for some reason she put up with my lousy performance, hardly listening—and now, she’s still messaging me. I think she just assumed that I was feeling nervous, and the nervousness had me feeling sick—and that sickness had me distracted. She was giving me another chance, and if only she knew that I was actually entertaining some sex fantasy with some married couple… well, I’m sure she would ghost me.

I managed to focus for the last hour of that date as we walked around the harbour front. The way the light from the boats caught her eyes… I was obsessed with her. I found myself dreading the idea of her telling me she wasn’t interested in a second date.

I held her hand and we had a fantastic conversation. For that last hour, I hardly even felt the vibrating in my pocket, and I had no interest in checking my messages.

We kissed: a short, cute kiss, but it sent my heart soaring nonetheless. She was blushing. “Let’s see each other again,” I said.

“Okay,” she whispered.

And the date ended there.

Then, I did the most despicable, awful, vile thing: I messaged Catherine and asked if she was still interested in meeting up.

It was midnight when I arrived at her house. She had lingerie and makeup ready for me. I was resistant, asking if we could just have sex in standard roles (though I told her I was willing to fuck Martin if she wanted), but Catherine begged me to put on the lingerie again. So I did it, with some makeup, and a wig.

Then, she had me mount her sissified husband. He was wearing a baby-blue lace one-piece, which had an access hole for anal sex. I pushed my cock deep into him—I mean, her—and then Catherine came up behind me and I gasped when I felt the lube-covered shaft pushing into my bum. She had a strap-on, and she was making me the middle of a sex-sandwich.

It was weird at first, but then she managed to find a sweet-spot as she thrusted into me. I fucked her sissy partner and she fucked me. By the end of the hour, I was drenched in sweat—only some of it my own. I ejaculated inside of that sissy hole, and then Catherine pulled slowly out of me, leaving me feeling strangely empty.

It was late and Catherine saw me yawning. She offered to let me stay the night. I was too tired to drive, so I agreed. “Just do us a favour and keep the lingerie on. You can wash off the makeup and take off the wig, but keep on the lingerie.” So I did, thinking little of it. Then, I asked if there was a blanket for the couch. “No, you will sleep with us, in our bed,” she said. “In the middle.” She took my hand and took me onto the bed. There was a wet spot, and I realized it was where Martin’s crotch would have been while I was fucking her in the ass. The wet spot was cum.

The both cuddled me, all three of us in lingerie. I have to admit that it was weird, but strangely comforting. When I woke up this morning, one of them was playing with my cock: stroking it slowly and playfully until I came under the covers—and I can’t say I know who it was.

They’ve asked me to come back again tonight… so I guess I will do it. I mean—at this point, what do I really have to lose? Of course I feel ashamed of it all. It’s not like I enjoy wearing lingerie and makeup, and it’s not like I would ask anyone to ‘peg’ me like that—I’m just doing it because there is sex in it for me, and sex is new to me. A week ago, I was a virgin, after all.

September 1st.

Another weird but great night with Catherine and Martin—who now wants me to call her Marla. I’m happy that she gave me a name to use, because there was just something weird about calling her ‘Martin’. Marla works better. Now, I can rationalize all of this better in my brain. With a girl name, a girl face, a girl body, a girl scent—she’s a girl, as far as I’m concerned—so this whole ‘arrangement’ seems less… gay…

Though last night was a bit weird. I suppose it got a bit… gay.

I was fucking Catherine, in the ass, because she said, “I want you to fuck me just like you fuck her.” She was moaning wildly, clutching the bed sheets, and I was thrilled, knowing that I was ass-fucking a girl (something most men only dream about). Then, Marla was suddenly behind me. She had her hands all over me, rubbing me, caressing me, which I liked… until I felt it sliding into me: her cock, pushing up into my hole. I gasped and clenched, but it was too late; I was being penetrated.

I didn’t want to be rude, so I just tried to act like it was… fine. I closed my eyes and focussed on dominating Catherine, but suddenly, it no longer felt like I was fucking her at all. In fact, I kind of just went limp, and my ‘penetrating’ her was just a repercussion of Marla pumping into me.

Both Catherine and I were submissive to Marla, who was driving into me.

Catherine was flat on the bed, and I was flat on her.

Marla pulled out of me and put her cock into Catherine, fucked her for thirty seconds, and then put it back in me. After a few minutes, I felt that emptiness when she wasn’t inside of me. So I found myself begging to be plugged; I could hear myself begging, betraying my own morals. Hearing those pleas was so shocking and disturbing, yet I was also hearing myself moaning with pleasure.

It was all so humiliating, so emasculating. I wasn’t sure I had any masculinity left.

They begged me to stay with them, to sleep between them again, so I did. And when I woke up this morning, I was staring into Marla’s eyes. She put a finger to her lips as if to tell me to be quiet, so I wouldn’t wake Catherine. Then, she gently lifted the bed sheets to show me her erection. She motioned for me to go down…

And so I did.

I can’t believe I did it, but there was some sort of curiosity I felt that I needed to satisfy… so I sucked her cock until she came in my mouth—and then I swallowed. She returned the favour right after, going down on me until I was gushing in her mouth.

This whole arrangement has probably gone too far. Now, Catherine has messaged me asking me to bring a suitcase, with some clothes and my toiletries and whatnot. She’s also gifted me a little basket of supplies, which includes feminine deodorant and perfume, as well as hair-removal cream. Something about it all just feels so… weird.

September 2nd.

Another night of sex, another night spent with the couple, sleeping in their bed. I would go more into detail, but I’m short on time, as I have to get to work. Basically, it was more of the same: us taking turns with each other, sometimes top, sometimes bottom. I don’t feel there’s a point in getting more graphic than that. My bum hurts a bit this morning, and I think I might need to take a break from taking it…

September 3rd.

I have another date with Vanessa tonight—and that should be all that’s on my mind, but, of course, I’m still obsessing over this whole arrangement with Catherine and Marla.

I stayed with them yet again last night. It’s starting to feel more normal, staying there. They didn’t even really ask me to stay; it was almost just kind of expected of me, as if I’m becoming part of their relationship… like we’re one of those… throuples. Ugh, the word alone makes me shudder. Is that what we are?

Last night was more intense. I said in my last entry that I was going to take a break from doing anal, but that’s not what happened—at all. Instead, they both took me last night, tag-teaming me together—and at one point, Marla had her cock in me while Catherine had her dildo in me. It hurt—bad—but in a weird way, I liked it and cried out for them to keep fucking. I hate who I become once we start getting dirty; it’s like I lose sight of myself.

They fucked me mercilessly. I could hardly walk this morning, and I’m still limping a little. I have to figure out what I’m going to tell Vanessa, because we’re going to walk her dog at the park. I’ll just say… I was hit by a car in a parking lot. Yeah—he was backing up and didn’t see me, and his bumper hit my tail bone. That will explain the groans whenever I go to sit on a bench.

The fact that I need a lie is so embarrassing. I just want to feel… normal. I feel like there’s so much potential here, with Vanessa, to have a beautiful girlfriend… I’m going to ignore messages from Catherine tonight. I’m going to turn off my phone, and I won’t turn it on until later—no, not even after the date. I will turn the phone on tomorrow morning. Tonight is all about Vanessa. I’m going to make her feel so special. I’m going to take her on the date that she deserves, because she’s been nothing but good to me.

September 4th.

This is going to be a long entry, because there’s… a lot. There’s a lot happening, and there’s a lot in my head.

First of all, I want to write about the proudest moment of my life, which happened just last night, when we were leaving the movie theatre. Vanessa turned to me to tell me that she had a great night. Before she could finish talking, I just went in for a kiss. It was an act of bravery that even I didn’t see coming. And she kissed back. It wasn’t just a peck; it was a full-blown smooch, for a good twenty seconds. She was red all over when I pulled back; I’m sure that I was too.

In that moment, I knew that she was the one for me. She’s so perfect. She deserves everything. I want to give her everything.

I will admit that I cheekily tried to convince her to come to my place, but she resisted, knowing that it would turn to sex. She grabbed her little crucifix and blushed and said, “I want to get to know you better.” I get it. It’s better that way.

And yes, it was the greatest moment of my life—that includes losing my virginity. Now, the memory of losing my V-card is just… embarrassing in comparison. The kiss with Vanessa was so meaningful, so profound, so special. Sex with Catherine was just… sex. It suddenly seemed so void of meaning. It was so… physical.

And when I say physical, I mean to say that it’s only physical. When I’m with Catherine and Marla, there’s no emotion there. There are no feelings being shared. There is no connection; it’s just raw, unfiltered sex.

And now I should mention Catherine and Marla.

I turned my phone on this morning and suddenly, it just started buzzing. All of the messages from last night just started pouring in: dozens of photos and messages first, and then Catherine asking, “Where are you? Are you alright? Why aren’t you here with us?” And then there were missed calls: dozens of them.

And then messages from another phone, presumably Marla’s phone. “Why aren’t you answering Catherine?”

But they got more intense. “Are you with someone else?” Catherine asked. “Are you over us?”

Some of the messages just oozed jealousy. “Are we not good enough for you? Do we not give you everything you want? Whoever you’re with—is she fulfilling your fantasies?”

The messages scared me a little. There are just… so many of them. I sent a message back, with a lie. “Sorry,” I wrote. “I had to help my parents with some things, and it got late so I crashed at their house. I left my phone at home.”

“We were worried sick about you,” Catherine said. “But tell me seriously: is there another girl? Or guy?”

“No,” I lied. I don’t know why I lied. It’s not like I promised her monogamy (if you can even call it that in a three-way relationship).

“Because we wouldn’t disrespect you by seeing someone else,” she said to me. “Come tonight, and we will fulfil another one of your fantasies.”

I know that this sounds weird, but I don’t really want to go to see Catherine and Marla tonight… but I feel this weird obligation to go, as if I owe it to them. Sure, I want to have the sex… but something about this relationship just feels weird now. I want to focus on Vanessa. I don’t know that I can expect monogamy from Vanessa this early in our relationship, but I feel like I should, out of respect to her, cut off this thing with Catherine and Marla.

I’ll do it in person… tonight. I will decline sex, and I’ll politely tell them that it’s just not working out for me.
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September 5th.

I have to write quickly. I’m going to meet Vanessa for lunch shortly, and I’m only writing out these events to try to get them out from my mind, so I can focus on Vanessa while we’re out, because she’s far more important to me than the ridiculous drama that I’ve found myself ensconced in.

I went to Catherine’s house last night. She let me in and went to fetch me a drink. I told her that I was okay, and then I saw a look in her eye that suggested she suspected my incoming ‘breakup’. She came to me and said, “What is it? What’s the matter?”

“Nothing is the matter. I just…” I tried to say it, but she was close to me—close enough that I could smell her perfume. I swear she’d managed to unbutton her top slightly between the fridge and my position, because her breasts were practically bursting in my face.

She put her hands gently on my shoulders and said, “I just want you to remember something, Gerry...”

“What is it?”

“When you’re here, all of your dreams can come true. No matter what you want.” She smiled and bit her lip in a seductive way—and I realized she was seducing me away from breaking up with her.

I still tried to do it. I tried to break up with her, but she took me by the hand and led me to a room she’d never showed me before. I laughed when I saw it, because it was… a sex room. There’s no other word for it. It was a room with a bed on one end, a large sofa chair on the other, and a stripper pole in the middle. She led me to the chair and sat me down. “Just watch,” she whispered, and then she went to the pole and started to dance.

And she was damn-good at it. As she spun around that pole in that seductive manner, Marla slipped into the room. She giggled and waved at me. Then, she came and got down on her knees, between my legs. She had my cock out in a moment, and was sucking me while I watched Catherine on the pole.

Catherine was a bit older, in her mid-thirties, and showing a bit of her age around the eyes, her neck, her hands—but still with a killer body all things considered. She rubbed her breasts against that pole as she slid down and then up again. I was hard.

And now, I felt weird about breaking up with them. It just seemed inappropriate to allow myself to enjoy this and then to break up, like eating a fantastic meal at a restaurant before deciding not to pay.

Marla climbed onto my lap and sat on my saliva-slicked cock, letting me into her anus. She gently bounced as I rested my chin on her shoulder, so I could watch her wife perform on the pole. And now, that performance included her fingering herself in both holes.

Marla took my hand and brought it to her erection, and I instinctively started to jerk her off until she was ejaculating on my chest. Then, Catherine helped her down and took her place.

It was euphoric. It was blissful sex—so much… hedonistic pleasure. But it was really just… sex. I still felt no connection to the people I was with. In fact, while Catherine was bouncing on my lap, I closed my eyes and tried to imagine Vanessa in her place, because that helped to make me feel less guilty about the whole thing.

And then, after I finished, they made me stay with them again, in their bed. When I tried to leave, they got very tense and frustrated. Catherine even said, “So you just came here for free sex? You think we’re just a couple of… what? Whores?” She said more than that, and to be honest, I can’t recall exactly what she said, because I was so stressed out about the whole thing. I ended up deciding that it would be easiest to stay the night, and then I could figure something out in the morning.

Well, it’s morning now. And I feel weird about the whole thing still. I woke up with Marla sucking my cock. A minute before I came, Catherine sat her naked ass down on my face, her anus right on my mouth. It was like they were reminding me of why I needed them…

And it is hard to imagine life without their den of careless sex. There is something so addictive about being with them. They’ve opened my eyes to sexual pleasures that I wouldn’t have known without them—and they continue to do so, every time that I see them. In fact… I find myself getting excited about what else they’re going to show me…

But I want to be with Vanessa ultimately, and if I’m going to be with Vanessa, this sex arrangement needs to stop. Because if I found out Vanessa was in a similar arrangement, I would be hurt. I cannot let myself be a hypocrite and expect Vanessa to accept me.

I need to be a man, and I need to fix this.

I’m about to head out to see Vanessa. But first, I need to send a text message to Catherine.

“Catherine,” I’ve written, “I’m afraid this arrangement just isn’t working for me anymore. I enjoy our meetings, but I’ve decided that I’m more interested in pursuing a monogamous relationship. I hope you and Marla find another partner who can fulfil your needs. All the best. Gerry.”

I hate to send it as a text message, but every time I tried to say it in person, I froze up, and she was able to seduce me away from reason. Now, the message is sent and what’s done is done. Now, I can focus on Vanessa, because nothing else to me matters.

September 6th.

I turned my phone off for the date, and left it off until this morning. Now, I’m glad that I did. Catherine and Marla sent me dozens of messages, and tried to phone me dozens of times. And the most frightening message was from Catherine: “You’re not answering, so we’re coming to find you.”

And what does that even mean? Do they even know where I live? Do they know much about me at all? I mean—did I even ever tell them my last name?

If I had seen that message while on a date with Vanessa, the anxiety would have ruined me. Luckily, my phone was off, so I had an incredible evening with an incredible girl. Looking into her eyes all night… I knew that I made the right choice, cutting out Catherine and Marla. I knew that I had to be all-in with Vanessa—even if she ended up deciding that I wasn’t right for her—at least I tried.

We talked all night. We just kept talking and talking, and we lost track of time and realized how late it was. I took her dancing, even though I’ve always been a lousy dancer. Then, we left the club and wandered around the streets and kept talking. She blushed and said, “You’re shorter than guys I’ve dated before.”

This made me embarrassed. My height was a bit of a… soft spot. But she made it better by saying, “I like it though. It makes you cuter. Tall guys just give me the creeps, to be honest.”

Then, when we stopped at the waterfront, she blushed again and said, “I couldn’t help but notice, when we were dancing…”

“What?” I said.

“Do you shave your legs?”

I turned dark red. “I, uh, shaved them for this thing that I did—but I’m growing it back out now.” I was so embarrassed that she’d noticed.

She laughed and said, “I actually like them smooth. There’s something about leg hair—and body hair in general—that just… gives me the ick. I don’t know—something about little ticklish hairs everywhere. Maybe I’m a weirdo.”

I perked up. “Well, if you want, I can keep shaving. Makes no difference to me.”

She blushed again, and then we kissed. I suppose it was a weird cue to kiss on, but the kiss was fantastic nonetheless. It was interrupted by a car horn. I don’t know where the horn came from, but it gave me a real scare, and her too.

Then, I tried again to convince her to come and see my place. She declined the invite, though I could tell that it was hard choice to make. “But I want to see you again.”

“Tomorrow?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“It’s a date.”

And that’s all I should be thinking about. I’m about to go on a date with a gorgeous woman who is absolutely into me… but all I can think about is Catherine and Marla, and the weird ‘threats’ that they’ve been sending me—like the one that just came in now.

“You just used us for your own pleasure, and if you think you’re going to get away with that, you’re mistaken.” It came from Marla’s phone. Should I respond? Or should I just keep ghosting them? Maybe I should block them altogether.
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September 7th.

It’s late. I just got back from my date with Vanessa, which was going great—until it wasn’t.

We got dinner together at a cute little restaurant. Vanessa was just starting to open up to me about some trauma she went through as a kid. She was telling me about an uncle would babysit her on weekends, and he would touch her inappropriately. It was a shocking, awful story, and something she endured for years…

And then, when I should have been comforting and consoling her, I saw Catherine out the window. She was standing there, wearing a dark hoodie… staring at me. She just stood there, staring—not even running to hide once I saw her there.

“I’ve never told anyone about it,” Vanessa told me with a tear in her eye. “But it feels good to tell someone.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying hard to stay focussed on the very serious conversation that we were having. “Totally.”

“He would do awful things to me, and tell me that it was normal. He tole me that all little girls had to do it.”

Catherine’s eyes narrowed as she glared at me. A small grin appeared on her face. I watched as she shook her head before stepping out of sight. How did she find me there? Why couldn’t she just accept my ‘breakup’ message?

“Gerry?” Vanessa said.

“Huh?”

“What are you looking at?” She looked back at the window, where Catherine had been standing.

“Oh—sorry. I was listening. It’s just—I thought I saw someone I knew at the window.” I looked back at her and saw that she looked a bit hurt, with a pale sort of pallor.

“It’s okay. I know that it’s… a lot. I probably shouldn’t have said anything,” she said. “It got too personal.”

“No. Not at all,” I said. “I’m glad you told me. I’m glad you trust me enough to open up with me. It means a lot—and I’m really sorry you had to go through that.”

She smiled—a weak smile before wiping away the little tear coming from her eye. “Thanks, Gerry.”

Then, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I made the mistake of checking it under the table. It was Catherine. “I knew it,” she wrote. “I knew you were cheating on us this whole time—and with some cheap-looking whore.”

I felt the colour draining from my face.

“Is everything okay?” Vanessa asked.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “Just… work keeps messaging me. I’m just going to turn my phone off.” I turned my phone off, but that didn’t make that dread go away.

“Maybe we can go for a walk,” she said. But I was dreading the idea of being out of that restaurant, out in the dim lamplight of the night. I felt so vulnerable. As we started to walk, I could feel the gazes of hidden eyes. I just knew that they were watching us together—but why? What were they going to do? I couldn’t imagine them doing anything… violent—but maybe they would walk up and tell Vanessa everything we did together. Maybe they would tell her that, while we were dating, I was also meeting up and fucking them—and letting them fuck me. Maybe they would tell Vanessa that I liked getting dressed up like a girl.

Now, I was starting to wonder if Catherine and Marla had ever filmed our intercourse. Oh God—what if they put a video out, with my name attached to it? Vanessa would be repulsed. My family would disown me. My friends would never want to hang out with me again.

Vanessa was holding my hand and telling me about… something. I hate to admit it, but I wasn’t listening; I just couldn’t focus on what she had to say. Every little noise had me looking over my shoulder. Every pair of distant eyes could have belonged to them.

And Vanessa noticed my distraction. Finally, she stopped and said, “I think I’m going to call an Uber.”

“You don’t want to keep walking?”

“I’m kind of tired,” she said.

My heart sank. I was worried that this would be the last time we would be out together. I was worried that I blew it. So I said, “I’m really sorry about tonight. Things are just kind of hectic at the moment, and there’s a lot on my mind.”

“It’s fine, Gerry,” she said. She’d already called the Uber, and it was only a few minutes away—so I only had a few minutes to fix this.

“I really want to see you again,” I said.

She smiled, but said nothing. My heart sank further. “There’s a show at the Mermaid this weekend—on Friday, actually. I’ll get us tickets. A few bands… good drinks. We can dance. I’ll leave my phone at home.”

“Maybe,” she said. “I have to check my schedule with work.”

Was it already too late?

“Call me when you get home,” I said. “So I know you’re safe.”

She looked at me strangely. “Okay,” she said after a moment. “And you be sure to have a good night. I, uh, hope you sort out all of your… hectic stuff.”

“I will. I promise. That won’t be a problem next time we go out.”

She nodded her head. I went in for a kiss—and she allowed it, though her body was tense and she didn’t seem all that into it. I’m definitely fearing the worst now. She messaged me a little whole ago. “Home,” she said simply.

“Have a great night, beautiful,” I wrote back, and she didn’t reply. Maybe she will reply soon… Maybe I’m just overthinking it all…

But it really did turn into a terrible date. I can’t imagine being in her shoes, suffering through something like that. For that last hour, I hardly heard a word she said. Why did Catherine have to show up like that? What did she have planned for me?

September 8th.

It’s been quiet today… I’ve been hoping to hear from Vanessa, but she hasn’t messaged. I don’t want to seem desperate, so I’m not going to blow up her phone. I’ll just give her some space and hope to God that she comes around.

And I haven’t heard from Catherine, or Marla. Their silence is almost worse than Vanessa’s silence. The longer they stay silent, the more I worry about their ‘plot’. They’re up to something; they’re going to make me pay for my apparent ‘infidelity’.

September 9th.

Another day went by and I didn’t hear from either Catherine or Vanessa. God, this silence is becoming unbearable. Just a few minutes ago, I sent Vanessa a message, “Any chance you’re free Friday? I’ve been missing you.” Was that last part too much? Do I sound desperate? It’s true… I really do miss her.

September 10th.

At this point, I’m convinced that I’ve ruined things with Vanessa. She still hasn’t replied to my message. All I can remember is her face before she got into that Uber… that look of total disappointment, right after she made herself so vulnerable. That face seemed to say, ‘I’m never going to make myself vulnerable with someone ever again.’

Wait—my phone just buzzed. It’s her!

“Hey Gerry! Sorry for the delay, I was waiting to get my work schedule. Just got it. Looks like I’m free Friday if you want to get tickets to that thing. It sounded like fun. Is there something specific I should wear?”

Ah, I could just bounce around the room. I get to see her again in two days! And this time, I’m not going to let Catherine ruin things. I’m going to leave my phone at home—and even if I see her lingering around, watching me, I’m just going to ignore her. I’m sure that I can just ignore her…

I need to get those tickets before they sell out. The website isn’t working right now, but I know they’re selling tickets at the venue, so I’m going to drive down and secure a couple. We’re going to have fun. I can’t wait.

September 11th.

It’s weird to think just how ‘complicated’ my life has gotten in the past month. I just read through my diary, from the start… and wow… My life is totally different after just a few weeks. One month ago, there was no Vanessa… and no Catherine or Marla…

But now, there very much is Catherine and Marla, and it’s a problem. I was out last night, at the mall. I decided that I needed to get a fresh outfit for the date—and maybe a new cologne. I figure if I’m going to win Vanessa’s heart, I have to put in the effort. I can’t just expect to coast into her life.

So I went to the mall. I was in H&M, in the change room, when I heard some voices outside of my stall. I didn’t think much of it; it’s a mall after all. But I heard the clerk say, “No problem; I’ll give it to him when he’s out.” And it seemed a bit strange, since I was pretty sure that I was the only one using those chaining rooms—unless someone had quietly slipped in.

Then, when I emerged, the clerk smiled at me and said, “Someone asked me to give this to you.” She handed me a black shopping bag.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Someone said that you left it in another store.”

“It’s not mine,” I said.

“They insisted it was, but maybe they were mistaken. Customer service is just around the corner; you could just drop it off there on your way out of the store.”

While I was in line to pay, I decided to peek in that mysterious bag. There, I saw a note sitting on top of a soft satin outfit. “A gift for you, Gerry. For your date tomorrow.”

It felt like an iron fist was clenching my heart. I knew, without a doubt, that it was from Catherine. I felt sick. My legs felt weak. This was like a warning: their way of telling me that they were planning to ruin my date. And now, they were getting into my head, knowing that the stress was just going to make that date even worse.

I paid and then went out into the mall, looking left and right, hoping to spot one of them. I rushed through the hallways, starting to sweat. I hated these people for trying to ruin my life like this. Why wouldn’t they just leave me alone?

I took that little dress home, knowing that it could be… I don’t know—evidence, if I need to get the police involved. And maybe that is what I need to do. Maybe I need to call the police…

And then tell them what? That I let some couple dress me up like a girl? That I let Catherine’s sissified husband fuck me in the ass? Was I going to tell a cop that there might be a video of me sucking a sissy’s shaft? I would never be able to face that humiliation. I had to figure out how to deal with this on my own…

I decided to call Catherine, just a few minutes ago.

She didn’t answer. I left her a message, begging her to stay out of my life. “Please, Catherine. I did nothing to you. I really do just want the best for you. I want you to be happy with Marla. You were so sweet with me… But I also want you to leave me alone, because this stress is ruining my life. Please.”

I have a feeling the begging will be ignored. Catherine is going to ruin my life one way or another.
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September 12th.

I have to get ready for my date. No time to write. Sorry.

September 13th.

Bear with me while I sort out my thoughts.

Last night was…

I’m not sure the right word for it.

I picked Vanessa up from her place around six. I was dying from stress, but I did have a little bit of a plan. As soon as I left my place, I suspected that Catherine was following me. So I took a detour on the way to the venue, turning into the busy downtown core and then turning suddenly down an alleyway that I knew went to an old parking garage. I drove quickly to the second floor and parked in a concrete nook.

I looked over at Vanessa, who looked a bit nervous, as if she was considering the possibility that I was kidnapping her. “W—What are we doing?” she asked.

“I’m just… waiting for something,” I said. “It’s, uh, part of the plan, actually.” I looked at her and smiled. “We’re actually going to take an Uber to the venue.”

“We are?”

I nodded. “But I figured it would be cheaper to drive halfway and then Uber from here—save on the Uber cost.”

“Isn’t parking at the venue only like, five dollars?” she said. “I can pay it if you want.”

“Oh, no, it’s more… about being able to get out easier. You know how it is, leaving a busy venue after a show. This is just easier—trust me.” I opened her car door for her and guided her to the other side of the building. I made sure that we moved fast, in case Catherine had a tracking device on my car and was now trying to find us in that parking garage. We went down the west staircase but stopped by the stairwell door while we waited for the Uber. “Can’t we wait outside?”

“Let’s just wait here. It’s kind of hot out, don’t you think?”

“I thought it was really nice,” she said.

“It’s only five minutes.”

She looked at me strangely. But she giggled, thinking the whole thing was funny. Maybe she thought that I had some big surprise planned. Maybe I should have planned a surprise to make this all seem less weird. When we saw the Uber pull up, I grabbed her hand and ran her to the car. She giggled as we ran, thinking that it was all just silliness. She had no idea that I was trying to avoid being seen by a crazed woman.

Ten minutes later, we were at the venue, but I was still nervous. I looked around the area to spot a place where we could enjoy the bands without being spotted. “How’s about over there?” I said, pointing to the other side of the busy beer garden, where there were outhouses and garbage cans.

“Ew? Are you serious?”

“Not right up next to the outhouses—but just over there. We’re close to the beer garden, bathrooms, and it’s not too busy,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s not busy because nobody wants to stand by the bathrooms, Gerry!” she said, laughing. “We can set our stuff up right here. It’s perfect. We have a view of the stage and it’s not too loud. The beer garden is just a short walk over there.”

But we were right in the middle of that field, where everyone could see us. My heart started racing, but I tried not to let the stress get to me.

I went to fetch us some drinks. Vanessa stayed to hold our spot, but that tension came with me. I kept looking around, seeing figures that resembled Catherine and Marla. And that feeling of being watched never left me.

But I tried to ignore that stress. I wasn’t going to let it ruin a good date—because so far, we were having fun. I brought Vanessa a drink and I put my arm over her as the first band started playing. After a few songs, I stopped worrying about Catherine and Marla. I started to think that their prolonged silence possibly meant that they had moved on. Maybe some other guy matched with them on Tinder, and now they were occupied having fun with him.

And good for them, right?

Then, after the first band got off the stage, Vanessa pulled out her phone and said, “These two random numbers keep phoning me. I don’t usually pick up unknown numbers—but maybe someone’s actually trying to get a hold of me.”

“Don’t,” I said suddenly, tensing up. “It’s, uh, probably a scam. That’s the only reason anyone calls these days. And scams are so sophisticated now. I heard people are using AI and whatever to make them even more intense. Just ignore them. In fact—you should block their numbers. If they want to reach you, they will send you an e-mail or something.” My heart was racing.

She stared at me for a long moment before she started to laugh. “You got really serious there,” she said.

I feigned a laugh. “I just hate scammers.”

Then, someone with a shirt that said ‘EVENT STAFF’ on it came up to us and said, “Excuse me, are you Gerry?”

I felt my skin turning pale. “W—Why?” I said.

“Someone phoned the venue and is looking for you. You matched the description they gave us.”

“Is everything alright?” Vanessa asked, eyes widening. She knew that I’d left my phone at home.

“They said it’s serious.”

“What description?” I said. “What did they tell you? How did you know it was me?” These were the questions I wanted to know—I cared more to know how they were finding me than what they had to say. Vanessa looked at me strangely.

“Just go take the call, Gerry. I’ll wait with our stuff,” Vanessa said.

I felt sick. I didn’t want to take the call, so I waved the guy away. “It’s fine,” I said. “I don’t want to take calls right now.”

“They said it was serious.”

“Go, Gerry. It’s fine,” Vanessa said.

So I went with the staff member to a little ticket booth. He grabbed the phone and put it to his ear. “Hello? Yeah, he’s here,” he said.

He handed me the phone. I put it to my ear slowly, hand trembling. “W—What is it?”

“How’s the concert, Gerry?” asked a girly voice with a slight masculine twang.

I knew it was Marla, so I hung up. The staff member looked at me strangely. “Did you just hang up on them?”

“It’s a prankster. If they call back, you should just hang up on them too.”

I rushed out of that hut. No—I wasn’t going to let them ruin this night for me… I wasn’t going to let them occupy space in my mind. But, of course, it wasn’t so easy to stop thinking about them. They’d tracked me down. They knew where I was and who I was with, and they were able to get to me.

They were insane. And they were going to ruin everything… somehow.

While that second band started playing, and I tried desperately to forget about those psychos, it occurred to me that I had to come clean about what I did before they had a chance to turn it into ammunition. If I took their guns away from them, how could they hurt me?

I spent the next eight songs thinking about this, while Vanessa cuddled into me. Her warm, soft body felt so nice. She was so beautiful. So serene. So perfect.

I couldn’t let them take her from me.

So when the band’s last song ended, I looked at her and said, “There’s something that I should probably tell you.”

She looked nervous, but receptive. So I told her… I told her about that humiliating truth, and I left noting out except for the graphic details. “I met them on Tinder,” I said. “And I met them about… ten times.”

“For a threesome?” Vanessa asked.

I nodded my head. “It seemed harmless at first, but now I regret it, and that’s why I’ve been so distracted lately. I—I broke up with them about a week ago.”

“A week ago?” she asked.

I bit my tongue. “Yeah. There was some overlap. I’m not proud of it.”

“How much… overlap?”

“After our first couple dates, I went to spend the night with them,” I said, trying to be as clear as possible. I didn’t want any lies between us.

“O—Okay,” she said. “I mean… we just started dating.”

“I still don’t feel good about it,” I said. “I feel like crap about it, actually. And… I know how serious you are about loyalty and how against infidelity you are. I know you’re saving yourself for the right person, and… when you told me that, I was seeing other people, and I didn’t mention it… that was wrong.”

She looked down, trying to process it all. I bit my tongue.

I still had more to say.

“There’s, uh, more to it…”

“What?”

“I’m probably about to scare you off,” I said.

“Why? What is it?”

“When I was with these… people, I, uh… had intercourse with… both of them.”

“The man and the woman?” Vanessa asked, looking even more pale now.

“Yes. Well… the man was only… kind of a man. I mean—he would dress like a girl, and he was very convincing. I know that sounds crazy and… like a bad excuse, but that’s how the arrangement worked out. Sometimes they would… beg me to sleep over. And sometimes…”

“What?”

“They wanted me to dress like a girl for them. So I did. They put makeup on me and had me shave my legs. They put a wig on me, and… yeah.”

Vanessa was silent. She looked… horrified. And I knew that it was the end of our relationship. I knew that there was no coming back from this, and maybe I should have kept my mouth shut… but with Catherine out there wanting her ‘revenge’, I knew that this secret was going to come out eventually.

“And, uh… you liked it?” she asked.

I closed my eyes, overwhelmed with humiliation. “I… enjoyed it in a physical way. But there was no emotional connection whatsoever. It was just… physical.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment.

“But I ended it,” I said. “I got to know you better, and I decided I wanted nothing to do with them. And now, they seem to think that I ‘cheated’ on them. I don’t know—maybe I did. Maybe I should have made it clear that I wasn’t committing to them in a monogamous way. I thought that was obvious, but maybe it wasn’t obvious to them, and now they want to ruin my life. That’s who phoned the venue just now—and the other night, when we were on that date, they showed up and were watching me through the restaurant window; that’s why I got so nervous. That’s why I had such a hard time concentrating. But I’m not going to let them control me anymore. I’m not going to let them ruin my life.”

Vanessa stared at me for a long time, seemingly hurt. I took a deep breath. “I know I should have told you right away, but I was scared.”

“There’s something I should have told you—but I’ve been scared,” Vanessa said suddenly.

I paused. “What is it?” Now, I was worried that she was going to tell me that she was actually married or something.

The air became silent. Then, she closed her eyes and took a long, deep breath in. “I’m trans,” she said.

“T—Trans?”

“I was born a man. I’ve only been a girl for three years. I’ve only been on pills for a couple of years. These boobs… they’re just from taking hormone pills; that’s why they’re so small. In fact, I have pads in right now. Without the pads, I’m, like, an A-cup. And… I still have a penis.”

“You have a… penis?” I said.

She nodded her head, turning red with humiliation.

“I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you. I should have told you before we kissed… but I was so scared you were going to hate me—and then I was even more scared after we kissed, because I didn’t want you to get mad about having kissed a… boy.”

“Oh my God,” I said. “Vanessa… I don’t care about that. That doesn’t bother me at all.”

My heart started racing. It really didn’t bother me. It really didn’t matter to me that she was trans, or that she had a penis… though I think it would have scared me away a month earlier. But now, I had experience being with someone who was ‘trans’ (though I’m still not sure if Marla is trans or just… fluid).

“You really don’t care?” she asked, eyes beaming.

“Not at all.”

She bit her lip, and then she hugged me. She snuggled into me, seemingly forgetting about my own confession—or perhaps she just didn’t care.

During the next set, her phone buzzed with a message. It was from that ‘unknown’ number. It was Catherine, telling her my ‘secret’. “Your ‘boyfriend’ was having a relationship with me and my husband for weeks when you were dating,” Catherine said. And I’m sure Catherine thought she was doing a lot of harm—but Vanessa just laughed at the timing of it all.

I felt so relieved—relief that I can’t even begin to describe. I felt so happy, so lucky. I held her close to me, and then she said, “Why don’t we get an Uber back to your place?”

So we left the venue before the next band and got into an Uber.

At my place, we kissed. It was passionate, with my hands all over her and her hands all over me. She reached up my shirt and clawed at my chest, and then I did away with her little blazer and her soft white shirt, exposing her padded bra. Gently, I unclipped the bra and let it fall to the floor, exposing her small breasts.

It was only a second later when my lips were around her puffy nipples. I sucked and she moaned. And then I felt it: the tightening in her skirt as her shaft began stretching outwards. She wasn’t lying: she was trans.

But she was amazingly convincing. It was hard to believe—though I will admit that there were small signs that I’d overlooked. There was a slight twang to her voice that seemed more obvious now. There was a flatness to her hips that I just figured was her skinniness.

But none of that mattered. I loved her the way that she was, and I wanted to be with her no matter what she had going on with her body.

I lifted her skirt and saw her small cock, now erect. It was only about four-inches: cute and unthreatening. I dropped to my knees and began to suck it, stroking it gently and feeling her throbbing tip against the roof of my mouth. She moaned: a precious sound that was so much more satisfying than any of the orgasmic sounds Catherine ever made.

I sucked her for just one minute, and then a sudden gushing in my mouth made me gasp. I looked up and she was red in the face, frozen all over. She was ejaculating, unexpectedly. “I’m so so sor—sorry!” she moaned as she came.

I sucked it all up and swallowed it. Then I laughed and said, “Why are you saying sorry?”

She looked away, embarrassed, and said, “I’m a virgin. I—I thought I would last longer than that.”

I stood up and we kissed. She probably tasted some of her own sweet cum on my lips. The kiss went on for about ten minutes, until we were stumbling in my bedroom, onto the bed. I got my clothes off and then I gently mounted her. She strained and groaned as I penetrated her. I was slow, knowing she was a virgin, but she took it well. I pumped her gently as she moaned. I clenched her small cock and I pumped her. Then, she batted her lashes and said, “Would you… sit on me?”

It was a moment before she was asking me to pull out of her and to let her cock into my ass. I did it happily. Her small cock felt perfect in my tush. I clenched my cheeks around her shaft and gently bounced up and down.

Her tip hit the perfect spot, making me cry out until I spewed all over her beautiful chest.

And in that moment, I realized how amazing it was to be with someone you love, and not just someone ‘hot’ and ‘willing’. But was I regretful that I gave Catherine my virginity? Yes… and no. I mean—if I hadn’t met Catherine, I wouldn’t have met Marla, and if I hadn’t had my experiences with Marla, I probably wouldn’t have been open to a girl like Vanessa. But thanks to being a bit experienced, I was able to accept Vanessa with open arms, and without hesitation.

Thanks to meeting Catherine, I was not getting to experience true love, with someone more perfect than I could have even imagined a month earlier.

She came inside of me, pushing her small cock as far in as she could. I felt the warm gushing, and knew that this was exactly what I wanted.

As she pulled out, she eyed the shopping bag with the satin dress in it. “What’s that?” she asked.

I briefly told her the story. She blushed and said, “Want to try it on for me?”

I turned dark red. My heart started racing with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. “You want me to?”

She nodded her head. Her eyes twinkled.

THE END
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A FEMINIZED FAVOUR



When Myles goes to the hospital to get his ankle X-rayed, he doesn’t expect to find a gorgeous blonde young woman sobbing in the cafeteria. He approaches her to see if she’s okay, and discovers that she was just given six months to live.

The next thing he knows, he’s going on vacation with her, to Spain. He’s off work for a while and decides he’s going to make her final days on earth as special as possible. After seeing her decrepit house, he even invites her to move in with him.

But he isn’t expecting to develop feelings for the dying girl.

His feelings are strong, so when she asks him for a big favour, it’s not so easy to say no. After all, it’s part of her dying wish.
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Agirl was crying in the cafeteria at the hospital. I could hear her weeping the whole time I stood in line for food. God, I felt so bad for her; I just knew she’d gotten the worst news: a relative who passed, or an awful diagnosis.

I kept my distance from her at first, assuming she wanted some space and some alone time. I ate on the other side of that cafeteria. But then, I began to notice other people doing the same, and I began to wonder if maybe this poor young woman was actually desperate for a shoulder to cry on.

She was quite pretty… though I didn’t approach her hoping to get some ass—I really didn’t. I just wanted to make sure that she was okay. If she wanted someone to talk to, I had some time to kill; I was told it would be a three-hour wait until I could get my ankle X-rayed.

So I approached, slowly. I gently tapped her on the shoulder and said, “Excuse me.”

She slowly looked up at me, wiping her eyes. Her eyes were quite red; she’d been crying for some time. “Yeah?” she asked with a hoarse voice.

“I just, uh, wanted to check and make sure everything’s alright,” I said, and then I realized how stupid that sounded, because obviously, everything wasn’t alright. “I mean—if you, uh, need someone to talk to or something.”

She blinked a few times and then wiped her eyes again. “I’m just… I’m having a bad day.”

“You can tell me about it, if you want,” I said.

Her eyes widened slightly. “I just found out that I have cancer,” she said softly. “I—I apparently don’t have very long to live.”

“Shit,” I said, and I didn’t mean to say it out loud. That was a lot heavier than I was expecting. I mean—I assumed she lost a parent or something… and don’t get me wrong, that would have been awful, but to hear that she was dying! She was so young… hardly eighteen! A girl like her should have her whole life ahead of her. Now, I felt really stupid for complaining so much about my ankle; it really seemed like nothing compared to… dying. “I mean—are they sure?”

She nodded her head and wiped her eyes again.

“I’m so sorry to hear that.” I took a moment to think. “Do you have… family in the area? People you can be with?”

“My parents died in a car wreck a few years ago,” she said. “My little brother too.”

My God, this poor young woman’s life sounded… miserable. Now, I was trying not to cry. “My grandma died last year too. So… no, I don’t really have any family.” She started crying again, and I wondered if I’d just made her state of misery even worse.

Awkwardly, I put my hand on her back and rubbed gently. “How long did they, uh, give you?”

“Six months to a year,” she said softly—so softly that I could hardly hear her.

I had the idea to change the subject, and possibly get her mind off of her misery. “What do you do for work? Or do you go to school?”

“I was in school,” she said, sniffling. “Fashion school, actually. I mean—I’m still enrolled, but I don’t know if I really see the point in finishing it out. I have two months left, and, like… is that really how I want to spend my last two months?”

“What about, like, travelling? Have you travelled? Do you want to travel?”

She sighed. “I’ve always wanted to see Spain,” she said. “But… I don’t have any money for that, so that will probably never happen. I don’t have a job; I’ve been living off of a student loan, and that’s pretty much dried up.”

I sat there for a minute. I’d always wanted to see Spain as well… and I happened to have some spare cash from working on the rigs over the winter. “I mean… I know you don’t know me, and I don’t know you, but I have next week totally off of work—and the week after that. Would you go to Spain with me?”

She looked at me with wide eyes—almost with a confused, stunned look. “I really don’t have any money,” she said.

“It would be on me.”

She blinked a few times. Her lips parted, and she sat there frozen for a moment.

“You would do that for me?”

“Sure. Let’s go have fun for a week. I’ll book a couple flights. You have a passport, right? I just need your name and birthdate and passport number. Or, uh, I could transfer you the cash and you can book it, if you don’t trust me with that info; I know it’s personal info.”

An hour later, we had flights booked to Spain. We had a hotel with two beds booked. I learned that her name was Sasha. I told her my name was Myles. We talked for hours—until I had to go to my X-ray, and then she even came with me.

After my X-ray, I offered to drive her home. She blushed and accepted the offer. Though when I pulled up to her address, my heart sank even further into my gut. The house was dilapidated, with a sinking roof and boarded-up windows. “You… live here?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, turning her head away, embarrassed.

I looked at the house and saw a bird fluttering out from a gash in the siding. “Is it… safe?”

“It’s fine,” she said. “It has… issues, but it’s fine.”

“I have a spare room at my house, with a bed in it. I know you don’t really know me, but you’re welcome to come and stay there for a bit. It’s up to you.”

She stared at me and started sobbing. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“You’re just… being so nice to me. I—I don’t deserve it.”

“Sure you do,” I said. “Why wouldn’t you deserve it?”

She shook her head with her palms covering her face. She said nothing. I listened to her weep, and then I said, “Go and get your stuff and you can spend at least the night at my place. It’s nice and dry and warm and quiet.” As I said it, a series of police cruisers zoomed by, making me cover my ears. Then, as the sirens died away, I heard some domestic dispute across the street: screaming and a series of loud crashes. “You really should just come stay at my place.”

So she went into her sad shack and she emerged with a bag of clothes. She got back into my car and we went to the other end of town, where I lived in a nice suburb: quiet, tranquil, clean. I showed her inside and showed her the spacious guest room. She cried again, and then I gave her a hug. “Anything that’s mine is yours,” I smiled.

“You’re so kind,” she said to me.

She took a long shower, and then she emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel. The shower seemed to have washed away her anguish and misery. Now, she was glowing: radiant. She even had a little smile on her face. I was stunned by how pretty she was, but I tried not to let those thoughts creep into my head. I didn’t want to be creepy. I didn’t want her to think that I was some sort of predator, luring her into my house. I brought her to my house to be kind—not to try to ‘get’ with her. I had to be professional and charming and I had to give her space.

But my God, she was pretty… She blushed at me and said, “You wouldn’t have a glass I could use, would you?”

“A glass?”

“For… water?”

I laughed. “Yes. You can use whatever you want! You don’t need to ask for water,” I said. I quickly noted how timid she was, nervous to touch anything. She even asked me if she could use the blanket that was folded up on the end of the bed. “Of course,” I said. “That’s what it’s there for. Really, Sasha, you don’t have to ask—my house is your house. Make yourself at home.”

And then, I let her be alone. I did hear some crying a bit later, but this time I let her have her space. I knew that she was going through a lot, and I didn’t want to come on too strong. But I did send her a text-message, letting her know to come and get me if she needed someone for any reason, even if just a shoulder to cry on.
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Ihad to fight away my feelings again in the morning when I went into the kitchen and found her standing by the coffee machine. She was wearing a very thin white negligee, which was almost see-through where it was tight, like around her breasts. I could see the pink of her nipples and the peach of her thighs, but I tried not to look. Her body was… perfect.

“Good morning,” I said, my voice cracking slightly.

“Hi Myles,” she blushed. Then, I noticed she was standing by my coffee machine.

I realized after a moment that she was waiting for permission to make coffee. “It’s okay,” I laughed. “You can make coffee, Sasha. You don’t need permission.”

She had a nervous look in her eyes. I began to wonder what kind of situation she came from. Maybe there was an abusive man, or some abusive parents. She seemed to have a hard time understanding that she could truly help herself to whatever she wanted.

The same thing happened with breakfast. I had to tell her it was okay to have a piece of toast. And then again at lunch. But after a few days, she began to settle in. She stopped asking permission to shower. She didn’t have to awkwardly ask if she could use a bit of toothpaste.

Her innocence was sweet.

I really wasn’t giving her charity because I wanted to get into her panties… though I was starting to fall for her. The realization hit me one afternoon when I looked out and saw her on my front lawn, planting some little flowers that she told me she got for free from a kind older lady down the road.

She looked so precious, so beautiful, so stunning. She was glowing like some sort of angelic figure. She looked up at me and smiled and my heart melted, and I realized that I was falling in love with her.

And then came the realization that she was dying… She didn’t even have a year left on this planet. And if I fell too hard for her, then I was setting myself up for a very terrible heartbreak. I wasn’t sure I could handle something so soul-crushing.

I had to fight away the feelings…

But the feelings only got stronger when we went to Spain together, starting from the moment she turned to look at me before we boarded the airplane. There was so much joy on her face, so much genuine happiness. “I’ve never been on a plane,” she told me.

And that conversation turned into her opening up more about her past, telling me about some of the trauma she’d gone through as a child. She made herself so vulnerable with me. That nine hour flight went by in a heartbeat; we didn’t stop chatting for a minute.

And I told her all about my struggles as a teenager, being the smallest guy in our grade, being picked on by various bullies. She looked so genuinely sorry for what I went through—but it really was nothing compared to what she’d endured: a sexually-abusive uncle, parents dying in a car wreck with her little brother, grandmother dying and leaving her with no family at all.

The conversation went on as we checked into our Spanish hotel room. Then, there was finally a quiet moment as she stared into my eyes and I stared into hers. I thought about kissing her, and maybe she was thinking the same thing. But I fought those urges.

I didn’t want to set myself up for heartbreak.

“Well, why don’t we go check out that bar downstairs? That view is just spectacular.” I blushed and zipped away so that my heart could stop racing so fast.

“I’m going to clean myself up a bit, and I’ll meet you down. Okay?” she said.

“Sure.”

I went down to the bar and ordered a strong shot. I just needed some sense smacked into me—and the shot did the trick… until Sasha came down to the bar, wearing a black strappy dress, which was very revealing. My God, I couldn’t look away from her—and I wasn’t the only one in that bar. Every man was staring at her.

I was a stuttering mess when I tried to talk to her. That dress pushed her tits up in a way that made it impossible to look anywhere but her chest. I tried my best. I blushed like a pubescent boy seeing a hot girl for the first time. I was practically drooling over myself.

But still, I fought my urges to make a move. I didn’t say or do anything creepy. I didn’t even intervene when a man slipped in when I was returning from the bathroom. He was flirting with her, so I gave them space. It hurt me to see her blushing with another man, but she wasn’t mine, and I didn’t want her to think that I was controlling when not even in a relationship.

The man bought her a couple drinks, and then Sasha slipped away from him and found me.

Over the next week, I fought away lots of strong feelings. It wasn’t easy. I wanted to tell her how I felt, but I knew that it wasn’t appropriate. I didn’t want to ruin our friendship… but it was becoming increasingly obvious that I was in love with her.

At the beach, she wore a white one-piece bathing suit that made her body look so precious, so perfect. My God, I have no idea how I managed to fight the urge to throw myself at her.

When we sat to eat at restaurants, I would be forced to sit across from her, staring into those eyes, and at times it seemed like a cruel fate, to have to stare at the most perfect woman, madly in love with her, knowing that she was going to be dead before the end of the year.

“So tell me about your work, Myles,” she said. “You haven’t really said much about it.”

“I work on rigs,” I said. “I do three weeks on, three weeks off. I came home early this time because a pipe burst right next to me and it took out my leg. I’m lucky it was just a bad sprain.”

“That sounds dangerous. Is the pay at least good?”

“It’s great,” I said.

“Do you mind if I ask how much you make?”

“Not at all. About 150K. And that will go up another 20K next year if I stay consistent and get a few more certs.”

“That’s really amazing. And you’re only… twenty-two?”

I nodded my head.

“That’s a lot of money for someone your age to make.”

I blushed. “I do alright.”

“It sounds scary though. Like—it’s so dangerous, and something could happen. Do you have a will or anything?”

“No,” I said. “I guess I don’t really think about that. It’s not too dangerous, really. There are protocols, and we take lots of precautions. I’m not as careless as some of the other guys.”

She smiled.

That vacation truly was worth every penny. I didn’t care that I had to pay double to bring her along with me; her company made everything even more special—even if we weren’t dating.

But when we finally got onto the airplane home, and I looked over at her beautiful face, I realized that I was going to have to tell her how I felt at some point. I had to kiss those lips before she was no longer. I had to let her know that I loved her—but I had to find the right time to do it.

Once I was home (or, I should say, we were home), I found myself quietly praying for some miracle. I wanted her to live, because I dreaded the idea of a life without her.
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Once back to Canada, Sasha decided to go back to school to finish up her fashion degree. She struggled with the idea of going back, and there were long discussions and lots of back-and-forth—but ultimately, she decided that she wanted her final year to feel as ‘normal’ as possible. She didn’t want to live her final year like some charity case. Plus, she explained to me that she was passionate about fashion, so she was happy to have an outlet for that passion. “I basically just have my final project, and that’s it,” she told me.

I offered to drive her to school each day. It would have taken her an hour on the bus from my place, but it was only fifteen minutes in my truck; I didn’t mind. Plus, I was building up the courage to tell her my feelings—and I was sure that I would muster up that courage during one of those morning drives.

I really was becoming serious about her. There were a few days when she didn’t come home from school. Normally, she would text me to come pick her up—but a few times, I got no message, and when I sent her a message, I heard nothing back. Then, I wouldn’t hear from her until the next day. “Sorry, I decided to just crash at my place. I stayed late at school working on my final project, and I didn’t want to bug you.”

“I really don’t mind late nights,” I told her.

“I’ll remember that,” she said.

Then, I had to ship out to Northern Alberta again for work. It was surprisingly hard to say goodbye to her. I told her she could stay at my place. I even left her cash to buy herself food if she ever felt like ordering in.

Those weeks were long. I only heard from her a few times. She was constantly on my mind. I wanted to message her constantly, but I was afraid of coming across as desperate or clingy. I had to constantly remind myself that we were just friends; she wasn’t my girlfriend… yet.

Four or five days would go by before I would cave and message her, “How are you feeling?”

“I was pretty sick yesterday. I actually went to the hospital and they made me spend the night. More tests. They gave me some pills to help with the nausea. I feel like I can feel the cancer progressing.”

Messages like that one hurt my heart.

Those days on the rig were long. I literally couldn’t stop thinking about her—and then at night, I couldn’t sleep with the dread of knowing that she would be gone soon. And I hated myself for working on that rig when I could have been spending time with her. She was facing her finally handful of months, and because I was on the rig, she was facing them alone. It just seemed so… cruel.

I was counting down the days until I could see her again—and then the hours. Then, when it was finally time to fly home, I was practically jumping for joy. I could not wait to see her. My body was aching with excitement. And I nearly cried when I got off the plane and saw her waiting there for me.

I didn’t ask her to come to the airport. But she made the effort, and it made me fall even harder for her. She opened her arms for a hug, and I damn-near kissed her. Her warm embrace felt so special. I looked into her eyes and saw the glow on her face and said, “You look really good.”

“The pills are really helping,” she said to me with a smile. “At least in terms of the symptoms. I guess that’s better than nothing.”

Once I got my luggage, we went to the parking garage together and got into my truck. She walked closely to me—close enough that I was tempted to hold her hand…

So I did. I reached out and took her hand. She looked at me and blushed, and I smiled.

Then, as I felt the amazing warmth of her soft hand in mine, she said, “I have a really big favour to ask of you.”
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Sasha’s favour was really… unexpected.

It was also somewhat complicated. It took the whole 40-minute drive home to explain it to me.

Essentially, she needed me to model for her, for her final assignment for fashion school.

“You made male clothes?” I said, confused, because I’d seen her working on some of her outfits at the house before I left for the rig—and I was sure that they were female clothes.

“No,” she explained. “My whole concept is: a line of clothing that looks beautiful on any body type or shape—including men.”

“So they’re… gender-neutral clothes?”

“No,” she said. “They’re women’s clothes. But I think to prove how successful I’ve been at achieving my vision, it only makes sense to have a male model the outfits.”

She stared into my eyes for a long, long time, making my heart race. I didn’t want to wear a bunch of girly outfits… but how could I say no to her? Not only was she literally dying, but she was asking me so sincerely… and I was in love with her.

So I bit my tongue and said, “Okay, whatever. Sounds fine.” I didn’t want her to think that it freaked me out. I didn’t want her to think that I was too self-conscious to do it. Besides, only her professors would be seeing the pictures, right? “Just, uh, maybe don’t use my real name when you submit the assignment. Can we use, like, a pseudonym?”

“Of course,” she giggled. “And I’ll have you wear makeup, and a cute wig. You won’t be recognizable.”

I bit my tongue harder. It probably would have been a good time to tell her more about how I was bullied as a teenager—how guys would call me ‘sissy’ and ‘girly boy’. I didn’t want to relive some of those bullying episodes… which included them holding me down, pulling my clothes off, and making me wear a dress as I ran through the school to my mom’s car (my other option was running naked, and I honestly considered it).

Dressing up as a girl was not something I wanted to do… but I was willing to do it for Sasha.

But her ‘assignment’ didn’t quite end there. She blushed and bit her lip, and then she said, “The pictures are supposed to be… sexy.”

“Sexy?” I said, my voice cracking slightly.

She nodded her head. “It’s a line of sexy clothes. Lingerie, most of it. Some sexy clubbing dresses.”

I felt my skin turning red. I felt the heat filling my cheeks. But I tried to remain stoic. “Fine,” I said. “We’ll get it done this week. I’m off for the next three weeks.”

“It will probably take a few days—at least.”

“A few days!?” I said, and then I tried to reel myself back in. I didn’t want to make her think she was putting me out. I knew her time was short and precious, and I didn’t want her to back out of doing one of the few things she felt was important before she died. “No problem,” I said. I tried to look at the bright side: it was time to hang out with her.

“You don’t mind?”

“Not at all.” I smiled.

I assumed it was something we would get to on the weekend, after a few days of settling back in. I was tired from a long three weeks of working on the rigs… but Sasha wanted to get right to it. When I woke up, the whole living room had been converted into a photography studio. I paused, blinking a few times, seeing the big lights and bounce boards and the camera that was perched on a tripod. Then, along the wall was a long rack of clothes: dozens of outfits.

And Sasha was in the kitchen, already sipping a coffee, smiling at me with bright eyes. “Good morning, my beautiful model,” she said with a giggle.

I tried to smile, even though this suddenly seemed a bit dreadful. She had dragged my guest bed out while I was sleeping, and now the bed was in the center of the scene, as if I was going to be posing on the bed like it was some boudoir shoot… maybe because that’s exactly what it was.

“We’ll get started in an hour or two,” she said. “Have a coffee and a piece of toast, and then I’ll do your makeup.”

“R—Right,” I said. I tried to just remain calm, even though this was far, far out of my comfort zone. I was close to telling her that I wasn’t super interested in moving forward with this. I was trying to think of alternatives. Maybe I could help her find a man; hell—I would even put out an ad for her and offer to pay a male model, just so I wouldn’t have to do it…

But she seemed so excited about doing this with me… and I wanted her to know that I was willing to do anything for her.

So after slowly sipping down a cup of coffee, Sasha brought me to the bathroom, which she had set up as a makeup station. She had the supplies all set out and lined up, with a chair pulled in from the kitchen. She told me to sit. “Chin up, eyes closed,” she said. And seconds later, a powder was being brushed onto my face.

I was so uncomfortable with this, but I kept my mouth shut.

With every stroke, I could feel my face becoming transformed. The powder made it feel slightly rough, as if I was being dusted with a light layer of clouds.

I sneezed and she giggled.

Sasha expertly mixed and applied the foundation onto my skin, adjusting the shade until it perfectly blended with my natural complexion. The process was meticulous, and I could see her focus as she carefully dotted the foundation onto the back of her hand, then smoothed it over my face using a professional sponge, which felt a bit itchy. She started chatting with me, but honestly, I found it hard to focus on anything she was saying. The internal chatter in my brain was too loud, trying to find some excuse to get out of this humiliating scene.

The next step was concealer. She painted tiny dots onto the areas she wanted to conceal: blemishes and the dark circles under my eyes. The concealer was light and smooth, gliding over my skin effortlessly. It felt like a thin layer of silk was being placed over my face. Once it was applied, Sasha slowly dabbed at my skin with a clean sponge to blend it in with the foundation, creating a canvas for what was to come.

After the foundation and concealer, she moved on to the bronzer and blush. She carefully picked up the bronzer brush, that was nearly twice the size of her nose, and swept it along my cheekbones and temples. The colour was warm, looking a bit weird at first, until she brushed it in circles to make it blend. The blush, on the other hand, was a bright shade of pink that brought a slight flush to my cheeks. The combination of the bronzer and blush gave my face a healthy and glowing appearance.

Next came the eyebrows and eye makeup.

Sasha tweezed and trimmed my eyebrows to create a more “defined shape”, which immediately made my features look more polished. She then applied an eyeshadow primer to my eyelids, creating a “silky base for the eyeshadow to adhere to,” according to her babbling. The eyeshadow was an intense shade of silver, which made my eyes pop with a sort-of futuristic vibe.

After the eyeshadow, she moved on to the eyeliner and mascara. By this point, I was feeling exhausted, and damn-close to calling it quits. She carefully traced a thin line along my upper lash line, followed by a few coats of mascara. The eyeliner was a dark charcoal colour, which made my eyes appear more intense. The mascara gave my lashes a luxurious look. “Beautiful,” she said, and then she giggled. I had no idea if she was messing with me, or if she was serious.

Finally, the lips. She chose a deep red shade of lipstick that reminded me of a bottle of red wine. The colour was rich and bold, and as she applied it, I could feel it plumping and moisturizing my lips simultaneously. It was a weird feeling. I honestly hated it. I hated all of it. I wanted it to end… though there was the silver-lining of her being constantly bent over me. I kept getting glances down her loose morning t-shirt, even seeing her breasts (nipples and all) at one point, hanging away from her as she focussed intensely on making my makeup perfect.

I was also constantly in her ‘scent-aura’, able to smell that amazing perfume. I guess it was a nice excuse to be close to her.

But the weirdness of it all wasn’t lost on me… especially when she took out the ‘breast form’, which was a silicone pair of titties that I had to awkwardly pull over my head. It sucked tight to my skin, which was uncomfortable at first, especially around my neck (the seams were hidden under my chin). It was super weird looking in the mirror and seeing myself with… boobs.

Though it’s hard to say that I was seeing myself.

She handed me a makeup brush and said, “If you want to touch anything up, feel free. I’m just going to get the first few outfits ready.” And she skipped off merrily, as if she had never been sick a day in her life.

I hardly knew who I was looking at—and we still hadn’t put on the wig.

I really did kind of look… like a chick. When I did a little bounce, those fake boobs jiggled like real tits. They actually felt like real tits.

Sasha walked in on me ‘fondling’ them, squeezing them and feeling the perky nipples. I blushed and removed my hands quickly, and she started to laugh. “They’re super realistic, right? I borrowed that from the school. They’re so expensive to buy—like, a thousand dollars or more!”

I just stood still, blushing, feeling so awkward about all of this.

She brought me a long blonde wig and helped to get it onto my head. Now, I really had no idea who I was looking at in the mirror—and in a weird way, that came with a huge sense of relief. I didn’t have to worry about someone seeing these pictures and saying, ‘Hey, isn’t that Myles?’. I was totally disguised. The boobs looked real and my face was transformed.

I suddenly felt safe…

Though still embarrassed that I looked so… feminine. And it hurt to hear Sasha saying, over and over, how convincing I was. I was starting to wonder if I had any chance with her whatsoever now that she knew I could pass perfectly as a girl.

She gave me a black lace choker to hide the seam of the breast form.

Then, she took me to the living room and pointed to the first outfit. I turned dark red when my gaze fell upon it. “You want me to wear… that?”

She nodded her head. I saw that she was blushing. “I warned you that it would be a bit sexy,” she said, covering her lips with her hand, as if she was trying to hide her embarrassment—but I was the one who was embarrassed, not her.

“Don’t worry. The pictures will all be tasteful. And anything we get that’s too… spicy—we just won’t submit those. Let’s just have fun together. Okay?”

She stared into my eyes, and I tried to will away the nausea. This was all too much. If these pictures ever found the guys on the rigs… I would be doomed.

I took the outfit and started towards the bathroom, then she stopped me. “I have to put it on you,” she said. “It’s so fragile. It’s not like store-bought lingerie. I made it with a sewing machine in my room.” She giggled. “Just let me put it on you, to be safe.”

I felt so awkward as I slipped out from my boxers, covering my penis with my hand. She worked around me, slipping the outfit onto me. At one point, she asked me to move my hand, and I had to awkwardly reveal my penis to her. She giggled, which was the worst-possible reaction I could have expected. This was so humiliating. I felt like I was losing any chance I had with her. There was no way she would ever want to be with a guy like me… Maybe I was stupid to agree to this; maybe this was just ruining my chances with her. What girl would want to be with a guy after seeing him dressed up like this?

Once in the tight black outfit, she told me to sit on the bed, so I sat.

“You are so hot,” she said, moving behind the camera. I couldn’t force myself to smile. I was so embarrassed.

She snapped a few photos, and then she moved in closer and snapped some closeups. I just sat there, frozen, waiting for her to tell me what to do.

I hated feeling so vulnerable. I hated everything about this. I just wanted this to end. I wanted her to get her photos. She snapped some more.

“Try not to be so stiff,” she said finally. Try a new pose. Lean to one side. Hold yourself up with a hand. You look so hot.” I tried to do what she was asking me to do… but I still felt stiff. I had a hard time believing any of these photos were useable.

She had me change positions, telling me where to put my hands and whatnot.

She had me stand up and face the camera. She was snapping photos every few seconds. I felt sick. I regretted drinking that coffee, because now it felt like the caffeine was making me even more anxious.

“Get back into the bed,” she said. So I did. “Try to relax a little. Pose however it feels natural. But none of this felt natural.

It seemed like a lifetime before she finally said, okay, let’s try the pink set now. And so she had me remove my bra, which was strangely a vulnerable moment, letting my fake boobs out. She helped me to put on a pink satin bra with black lacy embellishments.

Then, she told me to get under the covers. “Just… play with the bed sheets a little. Tease them. Flirt with the camera.”

“I don’t really know how to do that,” I said softly.

I tried by best. I wanted to make her happy. Then, she showed me some of the pictures and my heart nearly stopped. I actually looked… sexy. If you showed me those pictures a day earlier and told them that they were of a real girl, I would have said, “Yeah, of course they are. I can clearly see that.”

“You’re a natural,” Sasha said with beaming eyes. “You’re seriously going to get me an A+. I love you so much right now.”

My heart skipped a beat. Did she just tell me that she loved me? Was that my cue to tell her that I loved her? No—I don’t think she meant it in a real way; it was more… telling me that she loved what I was doing… right?

She had me change into a soft blue night dress, which was very dainty. Again, while changing, she saw my cock, but said nothing about it. Then, right away, she started snapping photos.

I was tense… at first. But I wanted to impress her, so I tried even harder to ‘model’ for her. I tried to loosen up. I tried to strike better poses for her. I had the idea to take out my phone and look up some modelling pictures of proper models, and I tried to mimic their poses. Sasha loved the idea and got excited.

“Amazing!” she said.

We both giggled. Okay… maybe this was turning into a bit of fun, in a weird way. We were both giggling a lot, and I loved whenever she had to put her hands on me to move me.

It was turning into a pretty good time… But that awkwardness never really went away. The humiliation was always there.

“Be as sexy as you can be,” she told me after changing me into a red one-piece. The red outfit was, I must admit, quite sexy.

I awkwardly asked Sasha if she’d tried all of these on. “Yes, of course,” she said, blushing. “Why? Do you want to see me wearing something?” Her eyes flashed and she bit her lip. My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t want to sound like a creep… but of course I wanted to see her wearing some skimpy lingerie.

“W—Whatever,” I said.

She smiled, and then she took the blue nightgown that I’d been wearing, and she changed in the bathroom. She came out blushing. I was speechless, but I tried to act cool.

“Let’s, uh, keep taking pictures,” she smiled.

Now, she was photographing me while wearing lingerie… and there was one issue with that: I was starting to feel aroused.

I tried my best to will that erection away… but it wasn’t so easy.

She was really hot. She was… perfect. She was everything I ever wanted in a girl, and more. It seemed so cruel to think that such a perfect specimen could be… dying of cancer.

“That’s great,” she said. “Just like that. You look so damned sexy!”

I tried different poses. I was starting to feel more relaxed. I didn’t feel nearly as stiff and awkward—but the humiliation was still burning strong.

“I can’t believe how hot you are,” she kept saying.

I blushed and bit my lip. “Just tell me how you want me,” I whispered. She directed me into my next pose. I blushed and let the photoshoot continue.

She kept telling me to look at her, which was hard, because she was so hot in that little outfit.

At times, I noticed her gaze moving to my crotch. She surely saw that I was erect. I was trying to hide it, but I was throbbing now. My cock was tight in my little ‘panties’. I tried hard to use my thighs to squeeze it down… but then it came time to change into a white ‘dress’.

It was the first non-lingerie piece, but still very revealing, hardly covering my ‘boobs’.

As she changed me, I tried to cover my cock, until she said, “Move you hand.” Then, as I moved my hand, she gasped when she saw my cock spring up. I blushed and said, “Sorry.”

“It’s okay. It happens in modelling.” She looked away quickly after getting me dressed. It was safe to say that it wouldn’t get more humiliating than that.

The white dress was cute… and so was the white ‘bodysuit’ that she made to match, which I wore next.

I was starting to sweat. It seemed like her poses were getting more… erotic. She even had me stick my hand between my legs and she said, “Pretend like you’re… you know…”

“What?” I said.

“Masturbating.”

I was stunned, but I tried to do what she said. I even tried to make ‘orgasmic’ expressions, like she asked. It started to seem like we were taking pictures for some ‘OnlyFans’ page, and not for a school assignment.

“Can you even use these for school?” I asked softly.

“If they’re too hot, I won’t use them. They can just be for fun.” She giggled with her blushing face.

So we kept taking photos, sometimes getting very… erotic. There was even a point where I was naked, not even wearing her clothes. I had the bed sheets scrunched up to cover my penis, and I was posing with my ‘tits’ out. We both giggled. It was silly, because they weren’t really boobs…

But we soon got back on track, working through the seemingly endless supply of outfits.

Sasha’s personal favourite was a ‘bunny’ costume, much like a Playboy bunny costume, but pink, with an off-the-shoulder sleeve ruffle that was actually kind of cute.

Though when I was wearing it, I noticed a slight scratchiness against my lower back, where the outfit ended. When she was taking the outfit off of me, I noticed a slight white strip, where a tag had been cut off. If she made these outfits herself, why had there ever been tags on them?

Then, she had me wear an intricate lace one-piece. I was looking at the lace detailing, and I said, “How did you even make this? It’s so intricate. It looks like it was made in, like, a factory or something.”

“I guess I’m pretty good,” she smiled. “Pose for me quickly.” She snapped another photo, and she probably caught a hint of my suspicion in that shot.

I looked at the careful lace work, and just had a hard time believing she was able to make it. I wasn’t doubting her skills by any means, but to make such an outfit would have taken… weeks, at least, and she had dozens of outfits made. How did she make all of these?

And if she didn’t make them… why would she lie about making them?

The photoshoot went on for hours, and I noticed a few more peculiarities, which I chose not to point out. I figured there was some explanation, which didn’t involve her lying to me. Maybe these were all from different projects from the year. Maybe some of those outfits were just… modifications from previously existing outfits. Maybe the assignment was to join two outfits together, so that lace piece was already made… in some factory.

I wasn’t going to pretend to be some fashion expert. I trusted Sasha. I assumed she knew what she was doing, and that she was honest.

We were both worn out by 4:00 PM, and decided to call it quits for the day. Amazingly, we hadn’t even worked through a third of the clothing. We left everything set up in the living room, and then we turned out the lights.

It took a good thirty minutes to get the pinned wig off of my head, and then the tight breast form off of my body. It was nice to take a shower and wash that makeup away, though no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get all of that pencilled eyeliner off, but we weren’t going out, so I left some dark lines around my eyes.

When I got out of the shower, Sasha was in her room, on her laptop, already going through the thousands of photos we took: picking the best ones and colour-grading them for her project. I half-expected her to come out and hang out with me, but she was busy at work. She never came out from her room, not even when the food came that I ordered to the house. She just asked me to bring it into her room for her, so I did, and she stayed glued to her computer screen.

I’d assumed she would have made more of an effort to hang out with me after what I’d done for her—but I tried not to take it too personally. She was excited about what we’d done, and if this is how she wanted to spend her time, then I wasn’t going to be upset about it.
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We did it all again the next day: a quick coffee followed by a forty-minute-long makeover session, though this time it went a bit quicker. Sasha had a better idea of how she wanted me to look, and she had a better idea of how my skin would take the various creams and lotions and powders and whatnot. And I had a better idea of what I was supposed to do.

I got the breast form on myself. That familiar humiliation rushed in hard, but I did my best not to let it make me feel awkward.

I got the wig on without much help as well. Then, I went to the living room and found Sasha there, waiting to take my picture, camera in hand.

I was stiff at first, but faster to get comfortable. It wasn’t long before we were both giggling again and having a good time together.

And it wasn’t long before she was coming up to me and using her hands to adjust me, moving my leg a bit this way, my arm a bit that way. In a weird way, it felt so intimate, though still humiliating.

I just loved the feeling of her touching me… and there was something nice about her constantly saying, “You’re actually so hot.”

It was weirdly fun, and so great to be so close to her. We burned through those outfits, getting good pictures in each, and between outfits, we would take some cheeky photos for fun—sometimes with those fake boobs out—and once with my penis out (which I didn’t even notice until she motioned down and told me). I was red all over, but we both laughed it off.

It was fun, and there were moments that seemed even more intimate… when she would be right up close to me, looking into my eyes, and everything would seem to pause.

And there were moments when she came up to touch up my makeup when I was so tempted to kiss her.

But I resisted those urges. I bit hard on my tongue and stayed in the moment, doing what she asked of me.

There was a moment when she was adjusting my pose that she slid her hand onto my shaft, and it seemed to stay there for a long moment. Then, her pose suggestions started to become more suggestive, more ‘pornographic’.

My heart was racing. I once again had the embarrassing issue of an erection.

And then, while changing, she saw it—and felt it, grazing it with your hand. She even said, “Oops, sorry,” and she giggled. I blushed and tried to play it off like it wasn’t much of a big deal. But she insisted on saying, “You’re really hard.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“You must like me,” she giggled.

I looked into her eyes, and she paused. Then, she said, just pose for me on the bed, like that.

“In what outfit?” I said, covering my naked cock with my hands.

“No outfit.” She was dark red.

So I got on the bed and I exposed myself. I posed for her, naked, erect, and she took photos. It was such a vulnerable moment, but I could see the beads of sweat on her forehead and the redness in her cheeks; she had feelings for me.

I had feelings for her.

Now, this ‘photoshoot’ had truly become intimate. It was under weird pretences. “Grab your cock,” she whispered. I did it. “Stroke it slowly.” I did it.

She took tons of photos of me on that bed, touching myself. “Grab a breast and squeeze.” I did it. My heart was racing.

“Can you… make yourself cum?” she asked.

“I can try,” I whispered. I squeezed my cock hard and stroked it long.

She got low and took more photos, including closeups of my knuckles, closeups of my reddened tip—and then she got what she asked for, and it didn’t take me long. I came, spraying cum onto my stomach. I closed my eyes, embarrassed. I heard the camera shutter snapping off.

Then came a long silence. She handed me some tissues, and then she pointed to a purple gown. “That outfit is next.”

And we didn’t talk about what happened.

We just went on, quietly, not saying a word.

We kept shooting for another two hours before that exhaustion came. We decided to call it quits for the day, still with about twenty outfits left to shoot. I got cleaned up, and then, again, she was in her room, working on her computer, and I didn’t see much more of her for the rest of the night. I heard lots of typing. I would walk by and see her face lit up by the peach-tinted glow of her screen, and I knew that she was looking at those photos.

I wasn’t sure what to do or say about what happened—if anything. It seemed like something that I needed to address, but I wasn’t sure how to address it. She watched me jerk off onto myself, and she took photos of it, as if it turned her on. It’s not like she could use those photos for her project… so they were surely just for her. And if they were for her, then she had feelings for me, right?

And if she had feelings for me, then that was something we needed to discuss before it was too late.

The next day, it was a similar series of events, including the impromptu naked photoshoot. And that even turned into her fetching a ‘Fleshlight’, which was made out of clear silicone, and telling me to ‘fuck this’. So I put my cock in it and jerked myself off, which was embarrassing, but it felt good, and she seemed to enjoy watching. The silicone was clear, so you could see everything—including my ‘creampie’ inside of the toy.

She took lots of photos—and then we went back to modelling. I tried on more outfits and modelled them to the best of my ability. She snapped many photos. We didn’t talk about the sexual bits that seemed to spring up. Finally, around 2:00 PM, we finished with the final outfit. I felt exhausted, as if I’d just finished three straight days on the rigs, and not three days in my own house, smiling for a camera.

Sasha was ecstatic with the pictures, and, once again, went to her room and spent the whole afternoon and evening working on putting it all together for her final project. The next few days, she hardly emerged from her room, and so I was left to go about my usual life alone, which I was used to, but now I felt a bit empty, like it would have been better with her there with me. I’d gotten used to taking her around town with me. I liked our chats. I liked just… being with her.

I felt like I had a lot to think about. My feelings for Sasha were reaching a climax, and I couldn’t just ignore them for much longer. It was obvious from the sexual photo sessions that she had feelings for me that needed to be addressed.

And all of these feelings were coming to a head at a very unfortunate time: just a few months before the end of her life. She had been given six months left to live, and that was over a month earlier—so now, she only had about four months and a few weeks.

Was it fair to myself to pursue these feelings? If I took this ‘relationship’ any farther, would I be setting myself up for the ultimate soul-crushing?

It was four days before I finally saw from Sasha again properly—more than just a quick appearance. She showed me her tablet, showing me the digital file of her final project…

I was a bit underwhelmed. She’d taken so many photos of so many outfits, but in the end, she only used about ten photos, using just three of the outfits. “What do you think?” she asked me.

I looked through it again. She only used pictures of me in dresses. There were no lingerie pictures at all.

“What happened to all of the lacy outfits and lingerie and stuff?”

“I decided not to use them,” she said. “I decided to just keep it small and concise. I think it’s better this way. Don’t you?”

“It’s… good,” I said. “It’s great.” It was fine… but it was very underwhelming, knowing she’d been working on it nonstop for a week. There was only about five-hundred written words describing the outfits, and the pictures really didn’t seem to be touched up at all, so I couldn’t help but wonder what she’d been doing in her room for so long.

But I wasn’t about to judge her or question her process; it wasn’t really any of my business.

“I feel like you don’t like it,” she said, looking suddenly sad.

“I like it. I just thought it would be… bigger, I guess. I think it’s nice, Sasha. Good job.” I feigned a smile. “But, um… out of curiosity, what are you going to do with those other photos?”

“I’ll just delete them,” she smiled casually. “I don’t really need them. That’s the thing with photoshoots. You take ten thousand photos and use one.”

“Right. But, uh…” I paused for a moment. “What about the other photos? You know…”

“Oh,” she said. “Well… those were just for fun, right?” She blushed.

“Yeah.”

“For our eyes only,” she blushed.

I blushed too. “So you kept them?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I haven’t deleted them. Why? Do you want to see them?”

“N—No,” I said. “That’s okay. I was just wondering. Um… Is that something you’re, like, into?”

“It was fun,” she said. “And, uh, I like having fun with you.”

There was a silence, and for a moment, there was a connection between us that made me feel fuzzy inside.

“We could do it again, if you want.”

“Yeah, sure—if, uh, that’s what you want.”

She nodded her head. My heart raced. We both blushed, and then we changed the subject, and that subject didn’t come up again for days. Nor did the subject of our ‘relationship’ being anything more than a friendship. There were nights where I badly wanted to ask her to come into my room, to share my bed with me. There were moments I wanted to kiss her. There were moments I wanted to rip her clothes off and go all the way with her.

But I fought those urges.

Then, I came home from meeting with some friends one night and found that the house had been transformed again into a studio, with lights and a camera. There was sexy lingerie laying out. Sasha grinned and led me to the bathroom so I could get dolled up.

And now I was wondering if she was a lesbian—or bisexual. Maybe she was only attracted to me when I was dolled up, with long blonde bimbo hair and big tits.

While I was getting the breast form on, she changed herself into some lingerie. My heart started racing, and I realized that we were now getting intimate in our own weird way.

She was stunning, and she knew it. Her bursting breasts were impossible to look away from. “Maybe we can even, um, take some photos together,” she said, blushing.

And then the photoshoot started. I was so excited: heart-racing. I posed for her however she wanted me to pose. I didn’t even care that this was emasculating; she was into it, and that was enough for me.

She snapped photos. I showed her whatever she wanted to see. And then, I took my cock out for her and she turned dark red. She walked up and gently took it in her hand. She began to stroke it, saying, “It would look hotter if you were hard.” And in seconds, I was throbbing and hard as stone.

She put the camera on a tripod and then, holding a little trigger remote, came over to me. She put her hands on me and then said, “Look hot for the camera.” She snapped a photo.

Her fingers gently slipped around my cock. She gently began to stroke me. I put my hands on her.

Now, it was foreplay. We turned to each other and kissed. She kept stroking me. I embraced her, lips pressed together, tongues twisting together. I reached down and felt her wet slit through her lingerie. She moaned. A minute later we were on the bed, and a minute after that, my cock was sliding into her wet pussy.

She moaned while I fucked her. She kept pressing that button, making sure to take lots of photos.

I fucked her doggy-style, and then I fucked her missionary. Then, she sat on top of me and bounced, which was the best of all. I wish I could say that I lasted long, but I didn’t; I hardly lasted two full minutes before I had to pull out of her. I came on her back. Then, she remained still and said, “Lick it off of me.”

I felt a bit weird about it, but I did it. I felt even weirder when I heard the camera snapping photos of me licking cum off of her back.

Then, she kissed me and said, “Let’s get cleaned up.”

She spent the night in my bed, which was heaven. She snuggled up to me and I didn’t want to sleep; I wanted to stay awake all night, enjoying the moment, wishing it would never end. But sleep eventually got me.
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Iwoke up before her. I went to make coffee, and I caught my reflection in the mirror near the kitchen, and I saw that I was smiling and beaming and red in the cheeks.

I had sex with the woman of my dreams! And it was amazing… though a bit weird in retrospect. The fact that I had to dress up like a girl to turn her on was—maybe—a little bit weird. I couldn’t help but wonder if Sasha was a lesbian, deep in the closet, and she only found me acceptable when I was in girl-mode, so to speak…

But she had spent the night with me, in my bed, and I wasn’t ‘dolled up’ for her; she still snuggled up to me and seemed to enjoy my company.

And now, she came out to get a mug of steaming coffee, and then she nestled up against me, leaning her soft head of hair against my shoulder, and she said, “Good morning, Myles.”

“Hey, baby,” I said, putting my arm around her. That moment was worth a million dollars. In that moment, it felt like my life was complete…

And then it suddenly dawned on me that my worst fear had come true: I had fallen for her, hard. And she was still dying, so now I had to face the reality that I needed to prepare to lose a person I dearly loved… and her health would probably start deteriorating soon; this perfect-health illusion was probably close to being shattered.

But she really did look just fine…

So I said, “Do you think that maybe the doctors got your diagnosis wrong?”

Then, she looked at me with narrowed eyes for a long moment, as if she had no idea what I was even talking about. Then, her eyes widened as she apparently remembered she was dying, and I suddenly felt awful for reminding her of her dreadful condition during a moment that she was just happy and enjoying life.

“It’s just the pills,” she said. “They’re making it so I hardly feel the pain.”

“Right,” I said. “Well… Maybe they’re doing more than that. Maybe they’re fighting the cancer.”

“I don’t think so, Myles,” she said. “That’s not what they do.” Now, she looked pale, like my idiotic reminder had sucked the energy out of her. She slowly moved away from me, and that precious moment was over. Oh, why did I have to say anything? Why couldn’t I just keep my thoughts to myself?

“Let’s go out for breakfast,” I said, and I spent the next few hours out with her, trying to take her mind off of the fact that she was dying. It was almost like she’d totally forgotten about her illness for a week, until I reminded her.

A friend of mine messaged, asking if I wanted to meet up for a drink. I was about to tell him no when Sasha peered at my phone screen and said, “No—go meet him. Have a good night with your friend.”

“I’d rather spend the night with you,” I said.

“I’m feeling really tired,” she said. “I’m probably just going to go to bed. You go out. Please. Don’t make me feel like I’m holding your life back.”

She stared into my eyes, and I stared back into hers.

“I’ll be here waiting for you,” she said with a small smile. But she looked strangely upset. Maybe she did look tired. Maybe she was still dying.

So I went out, even though I really wanted to spend the time with her. I hadn’t seen my friend, Eric, in a while—almost a whole year. It was actually nice to catch up. I asked him about what he was doing, and then he asked me what I was up to—and I told him about meeting Sasha.

He stared at me with a nervous look in his eyes. I didn’t tell him everything, of course; I didn’t tell him about the modelling I did for her, because that was obviously embarrassing and I didn’t want anyone knowing about it.

But still, he had that nervous look on his face. “What?” I said. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“You paid for her vacation to Spain?” he asked.

“Yeah. It wasn’t a big deal.”

“And she just… accepted it?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“And you didn’t even know her?”

“It was, like, a spur of the moment kind of thing,” I explained. “It was fun. It was the best trip ever.”

“And you’re sure that this girl isn’t… scamming you?” I was, quite honestly, annoyed by the accusation—not only that he thought that I was that gullible, but that Sasha was some sort of evil villain who was capable of faking a cancer diagnosis—and for what? A free trip to Spain?

My heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t just a free trip… there was also the free room in my house, the free meals, and I’d let her take my credit card to the mall a couple of times to buy herself new clothes…

But she was genuine; those are things that men do for their girlfriends, right?

“Just be careful, alright? I’ve heard of these romance scams before,” he said to me.

Then, I told Eric that I was feeling tired, even though I really just wanted to be with Sasha, and I was getting annoyed by him thinking that I was some pathetic loser, falling for some scam.

When I got home, the house was empty. Sasha’s room was empty. I called out for her, but got no reply.

“Sasha?” I called out. No reply.

I tried calling her—but got nothing. I paced around. I tried calling again. I felt so nervous. Where did she go? Was she okay? I sent her a number of messages, and it wasn’t until around noon the next day that I got a reply: “I’m at the hospital. I felt super faint after you left yesterday. Around nine last night I started coughing up blood, so I called an ambulance. They’re going to operate today.”

I tried calling her as soon as I read the message, but she didn’t answer. In a panic, I decided to rush to the hospital.
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The receptionist at the hospital double-checked the system. “I’m sorry, sir, but there is nobody named Sasha currently scheduled for operation today.”

“But she’s here,” I said, showing her the message. “She just told me she’s here, and she needs me.”

She tried calling other departments to see if she could track down Sasha. Then, she looked at me and asked, “Is Sasha short for something? Maybe she’s registered under another name.”

“Um,” I said. I had never actually asked. I just assumed her name was Sasha, because she’d never said otherwise.

“Her last name again?”

“Jackson,” I said.

“There’s a Lilian Jackson,” she said. “She is scheduled for an operation at noon.”

I thought for a moment. Was Sasha’s real name Lilian? It seemed unlikely, but I was desperate, so I said, “Where is she?” The nurse took me to Lilian’s room, and one glance into the room, I knew it wasn’t Sasha. “I’m sorry, dear. Maybe she went to another hospital?”

So I went across town to next hospital—and then the next, but there was no Sasha to be found anywhere. I tried calling and calling. I left messages. Maybe I was coming across as desperate or annoying, but I was terrified that I would never see her again. I didn’t want her to be alone if something awful was happening to her. I wanted to be there for her.

But I couldn’t find her. So I went home and sat on the couch, with my phone on the table. I just sat and waited for a reply. Around midnight, I dozed off and fell asleep on the couch.

When I woke up, there was a message on my phone. “They operated. They removed a mass. They kept me under observation, but think that I can go home in a few hours.” I looked at the time the message was sent: a few hours earlier. So I called her.

“Hey,” her soft, weak voice said.

“You’re okay!?” I said, almost bursting into tears.

“Yeah. Can you, uh, pick me up from the hospital? I’ve been in the waiting room here for about an hour. I left my wallet and stuff at the house, so I can’t get on a bus.”

I raced down there, and found her waiting on a bench by the door. She looked pale and tired and weak. I was teary-eyed when I jumped out of the car to help her to the passenger seat. “You’re okay, right? Are you okay?” It was the hospital where the nurse first told me Sasha wasn’t there… but obviously, she had been wrong.

“I’m fine,” she said weakly. “I just want to lay down in bed for a bit.”

“No problem,” I said. My heart was racing. I hated that I lost track of her for so long. “I knew I shouldn’t have gone to see Eric.”

“It’s fine, Myles. You can’t predict these things.” She looked down at her feet, looking so sad and so weak. When we got home, she went straight to her room and got under the covers. I got her a glass of water and a cup of tea, and some extra blankets in case she felt cold.

“I’ll be home all day,” I said. “Anything you need, just tell me.”

She feigned a smile and nodded her head, and then she dozed off. I gave her some privacy, closing the door, checking in on her every hour or so. Later in the afternoon, I found her on her laptop, still in bed. She coughed into her hand and checked her hand for blood.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just working on some school stuff,” she said.

“Should you be doing that right now? You should just be resting.”

“It’s helping me keep my mind off of things.”

“O—Okay, sure,” I said.

And that’s how it was for the next week; she hardly ever had the energy to get out of bed. I would bring her food, and she would hardly eat anything from her plate. I was really worried that this was going to be the way it was for the rest of her life.

I was scared that she was just going to deteriorate, and this was only going to get worse…

And then suddenly, she seemed fine. One morning I woke up and found her in the kitchen, humming and sipping coffee. She stretched out her arms and smiled and said, “What a wonderful morning!”

I thought for a moment that I was dreaming as she came up to me and hugged me. “Are you feeling better?”

“Yeah, totally,” she said. “The new pills they gave me started working.”

“Great,” I said. And it was great. That whole day was great. We went out. We got lunch at a nice restaurant. We went for a walk. We stopped by the fair, which was in town, and we played a few games. Sasha even begged me to ride one of the spinning rides with her, which seemed like a bad idea in her condition, but I went along anyway, and it went fine. We got corn dogs and then we held hands as we made our long walk home.

It was… perfect.

It was scary to think that it wasn’t going to stay like this. Now, I had a taste of what was coming; that sickness was only going to get worse, and soon, those pills weren’t going to be enough to battle it.

As we sat to watch a movie on the couch, she said, “I really want to do another photoshoot with you; that was so much fun.”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, though I wasn’t actually thrilled about the idea of doing another sissified photoshoot; I just wanted to make her happy during her final few months.

“Tomorrow?” she asked, looking at me with big, glowing eyes.

“Sure. Sounds good,” I smiled.

I wouldn’t say that I was dreading it; I remembered having fun with Sasha the last time she had me all dolled up. In fact, that was still the only time we’d had sex. So I was happy to have that opportunity again. But… I wasn’t exactly thrilled about modelling like a femboy supermodel again…

I did it anyway.

She got me dolled up in makeup, a wig, and that breast form, which she still had in her room, even though it belonged to her school. She made me shave my legs freshly, and my crotch and my armpits. She rubbed a soft lotion all over my body to make me appear ‘smoother’, in her own words.

Then, we started taking pictures. Very quickly, it became ‘erotic’. Very quickly, she had me taking off my bra and playing with my breasts, and it wasn’t long after that she had me stroking my shaft for the camera. We did this over and over, in various outfits… and at first it was cute and fun and exciting… but then it started to feel a bit tedious.

From time to time, she would slip into lingerie and come into the scene, taking pictures from a tripod and a remote in her hand.

She would ‘pleasure’ me, sometimes with her hand, sometimes her mouth, and sometimes she would bend over and ask me to penetrate her. Then, she would end the sex for an outfit change.

Don’t get me wrong—I wasn’t complaining. It was a long—prolonged—sex session, and to be able to be inside of her even for a minute was a treat.

But it started to seem like she was more interested in getting photos than spending that time together.

We worked for about five hours before we finally agreed that we were too tired to carry on. Then, she said, “There’s just one more thing I want.”

“Okay. What?” I said.

She produced a dildo and blushed. She handed it to me.

“W—What do you want me to do with this?”

“Fuck yourself,” she said. “Please.” Her eyes beamed, so… I did it. I lubricated the dildo and I awkwardly got onto my back and let her take pictures of me while I slid the toy into my tight hole. It was very weird, feeling it stretching me wide. I clenched hard around it. I groaned. I tried to take it without making a fuss. I pumped it in and out. I let out a loud moan. I heard her snapping photo after photo—maybe hundreds of photos from every angle. She was buzzing around the room, getting pictures of every side of me.

“Push it deeper,” she said softly. So I pushed it deeper. I had about eight inches of dildo inside of me. I moaned again. “Pump it harder,” she said, so I did. I was trembling all over. My cock twitched. I was sweating. Okay, so maybe it felt nice, but that didn’t make it less humiliating; it really only made it more humiliating.

She kept me going for about fifteen minutes. She had me changing positions. It felt best when I was on my knees, bent forward. She had me pull the toy out so she could get photos of my asshole gaping.

Then, finally, she told me, “I have enough, I think.”

I blushed, sliding the toy out from my hole. “F—For what?” I asked.

She turned red, paused for a moment, and then said, “Just for my pleasure.” She smiled, and gave me a little kiss.

I was left feeling a bit weird about it all. There was something strangely impersonal about the whole thing. There was something so… strange about it all.
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Ihad one week left before I had to ship out for another three-week stint on the rigs. I was nervous about leaving. I knew that Sasha’s condition could change on a dime, and I didn’t want to be far away if that happened.

Her condition was only going to get worse.

So I was strongly considering staying, taking a long break from work. I knew that I needed the money… but spending time with her seemed more important.

But I was really starting to worry about her idea of what hanging out together was, because every second day seemed to be another ‘photoshoot’, and those photoshoots were getting more extreme, including a whole evening of her fucking me with a strap-on, which hurt at first, but then, by the end, felt so good I didn’t want it to end… but once it was over, the feeling of emasculation was intense, overwhelming, and depressing.

Then, she talked me into an ‘outdoor’ photoshoot. She dolled me up and had me drive her downtown. I was so embarrassed standing on the street, dressed as a girl, while she took pictures of me. Some people stared. Some people even stopped to watch. She wanted me to pose ‘seductively’. So I did my best, but it was hard, being so vulnerable in public. Luckily, nobody could possibly recognize me with that wig, with the makeup, with the breast form. In fact, it was hard to believe someone might know I was even a man.

At first, the outfits weren’t so racy. But after each car-outfit-change, the outfits got sexier, until I was standing on the street in lingerie, with lots of people—men especially—staring. Oh God, it was so humiliating.

I was so happy when it was finished. I was so happy to be away from the streets and the crowd. I was so happy to shower and change back at the house. And I thought that I would get to at least hang out with Sasha for the evening, but she was more interested in ‘editing’ the photos in her bedroom. “You aren’t using them for something, are you?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “I just like editing photos. It’s like a hobby, I guess.”

So I watched a movie alone, and then I went to bed while she kept working on those photos. I didn’t want to disturb her. I didn’t want to guilt her into doing something she didn’t feel like doing, since her time was so precious.

These photo sessions kept on until the day before I left. She came to the airport with me. I felt really bad about going, knowing her condition could take a turn for the worse. I kissed her and she held my hands for a long moment. “I’ll be okay,” she said.

“Please be okay. And keep me updated. Let me know that you’re okay.”

“Okay,” she smiled.

And then I left, trying not to cry, trying not to consider the possibility that she could literally pass away while I was gone. From what I’d read about her condition, she could literally go to sleep and not wake up.

Those first few days on the rig were tough. Time seemed to crawl by so slowly, like each second was a whole minute. My eyes were glued to the clock. Whenever a day went by that I didn’t hear from her, I felt sick, remembering that awful day she had her operation.

I was living in a ‘camp’ with about two-hundred other guys. Some guys had their own rooms, but I chose to share a room with a guy named Rick (we got a small pay bonus if we chose to share a room). Rick was a bit of a weirdo. Some days he chose not to shower. He hardly ever ate ‘meals’; instead, he would just snack on chips and junk food all day. I suppose he did eat lots of cheeseburgers from McDonalds, but I wouldn’t exactly call those meals.

He was a kind man, and funny, but he didn’t care at all for his health. He would fall asleep watching porn on his phone, with the screen just four inches from his face. He snored loudly, and I was close to requesting a room change.

Then, one day, while he was staring at porn on his phone, I glared down and paused, because I was sure that I recognized the girl in the video.

I gasped and covered my lips, because I was almost positive that I was seeing Sasha, topless, moaning as her breasts jiggled on her chest. I stared in shock for a moment before becoming absolutely positive that it was her; every little beauty mark and birthmark was the same.

Sasha was in a porno, and Rick was watching it.

I felt sick. I wanted to ask him what he was watching, but I was afraid he would shut it off and pretend like it was ‘just an ad’ or something.

Then, trying to read the video title from my top bunk, I watched as the man fucking Sasha repositioned her on another part of the bed, and I saw that he wasn’t a man at all, but a woman with a cock…

And not just any woman.

I was the woman.

I felt absolutely sick. Rick was watching a porno starring me and he had no idea. My hands were trembling now. I spent a few minutes trying to make sense of this, and then I took out my phone. I spent the next hour looking up porno videos on various porno websites, until I finally found that same video that he was watching.

And I saw that it was posted by someone named ‘Myla Starr’. I clicked her profile, and quickly discovered that Myla Starr was me.
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For weeks, Sasha had been filming our encounters, and she’d been publishing the photos online, on various social media websites, all pointing to an OnlyFans account that was made in my image, with my image.

There were hundreds of posted photos, in all of those outfits. There were pictures of me stroking my cock, squeezing my titties. In my description, it said that I was a ‘male-to-female transgender’. I was horrified. My OnlyFans had almost fourteen-hundred subscribers, all paying between five and ten dollars per month. Sasha was making around ten-grand per month selling me as a porn star, and I had no idea.

There were hundreds of posts on X, and hundreds on Instagram. There was a TikTok which had thousands of horny followers.

My God, how could she do this to me!

And what was she even doing with the money? She hadn’t spent a dollar since moving in with me! I’d bought every meal. I paid for the trip. I’d paid the bills—everything.

Some of those videos on the porn site had hundreds of thousands of views. And as I was looking through the X page, a new post was made. “Want to see the uncensored? Follow my OF.” It was a picture she took of me in the alley that day we were out; she had me take my cock out when nobody was looking. She had me flash one of my ‘boobs’ for the camera. Now, she was using that material to make cash.

Eric was right; I’d been scammed. The woman I loved had scammed me… sold me. She had turned me into something like a prostitute, but worse, because at least prostitutes get paid.

I phoned her, but she didn’t pick up. I spent the night in a dreadful agony. Then, I tried calling again in the morning. This time, she answered. “Hi, Myles. How’s work going?” she asked.

“Who’s Myla Starr?” I asked with a trembling voice.

There was a silence. Then, the call disconnected. I felt so betrayed. I loved her… and now, I was thinking about that nurse telling me that Sasha wasn’t in that hospital—and that was indeed the hospital I picked her up from!

I called back, but she didn’t answer. Now, I was terrified: worried she was going to rob my house and leave. I had no idea who she even was. Sasha probably wasn’t even her name, if the incident at the hospital was any indication… or maybe she wasn’t even sick. Maybe she hung around in hospitals, pretending to cry to find victims.

I still had sixteen days before I was finished on the rigs. And those sixteen days were awful. I tried calling every day, but she never picked up. I assumed the worst: that she’d robbed me and left. She had stopped updating the OnlyFans and the social media accounts, but they still existed; she hadn’t deleted them. I saw comments on the last X post: “Why aren’t you updating your OF?”

I knew why: because she was on the run. She had taken the money and fled.

Those days ticked by so slowly. When I finally got home, I was surprised to see that my stuff was all still there: computer, TV, watches, furniture. She hadn’t stolen anything. In fact, she’d cleaned the place meticulously, and she’d left a lone note in a notebook on the table.

I picked it up slowly.

Myles,

I feel sick about what I did to you, and I hate that you had to find out however it was you found out. I planned on telling you… but I was a coward.

I lied to you. I lied a lot. I’ve been lying to people for years. But this time, I took it too far, and I lied to the wrong person—because you didn’t deserve it. I really wanted to tell you what I was doing, but I was scared that you would leave me, kick me out, and never talk to me again. I’ve played tricks like this before, but I never cared about the people I targeted. But you… you were so sweet to me, and you didn’t deserve it at all.

I’m not sick. I never had cancer. I’ve made a career—if you can call it that—out of tricking people. I wanted to be an actress, but I never made it in the industry, but I was always able to do a good fake cry. That day in the hospital… that was a trap, and I’m sorry. I wanted a free trip to Spain, and you gave it to me… but I didn’t think that I would fall for you.

Also, I really was in fashion school. You wore my two final projects, and thanks to you I did get an A+. The other outfits were all stolen from various lingerie stores. I didn’t make them. The second I saw how good you looked as a girl, I knew I could make a lot of money off of you online. I’m sorry that I did it. I’m writing the usernames and passwords on this note, so you can go ahead and delete them if you want them gone. Alternatively, you can change the banking information so that you get paid, and you can leave the pages up. This month, you made about $12,000. I would have left you the money, but I decided to take it to help me get restarted. I know that’s a cunt-move, but I don’t want to be homeless again.

I’m really sorry about everything, Myles. You always deserved better. I hope you find someone you deserve, who deserves you.

Sorry again for everything.

Caroline

PS: Caroline is my real name, by the way. It’s probably stupid of me to give it to you, seeing as I committed a serious crime, but I really want you to know my real name.

It took me days to wrap my head around what had happened. I logged into those accounts and saw that the passwords worked. And then, in that OnlyFans account, I looked and saw the banking information. I saw her name: Caroline Jackson.

I switched the account over to myself, though I felt strangely guilty doing it. I felt strangely guilty changing all of the passwords. And you might be wondering why I didn’t just delete everything… well, would you just throw away a spare $12,000 per month? Sasha—whose real name was Caroline—had left a huge bag of outfits in her room, along with makeup, that wig, and that breast form. She’d even left the camera. Presumably, it was all stolen, and I probably should have turned it in…

But a curious part of me wanted to keep that income source alive, and all it took was a few hours of playing dress up in front of a camera on a tripod.

Once the shock of it all wore off, a wave of weirdness washed over me. I felt so… strange. I felt empty. I knew that Caroline had betrayed me and lied to me and tricked me and scammed me… but I still found myself wishing that she was there with me. In fact, I felt this weird ‘happy’ sensation, feeling my my prayers had been answered.

Every night, I prayed to God to take away her cancer, and now… she had no cancer. She was going to live a long, healthy life—and that made me more happy than I was annoyed or hurt.

And maybe that’s true love: truly forgiving those who trespass against you. In a weird way, I didn’t really care what Caroline had done to me… I was just happy that she was okay.

I simply couldn’t convince myself to be angry with her. Even that little mention of having been homeless in that note. I felt like I could hardly blame her for trying to survive. She had literally been homeless at one point; I can’t begin to know what she’d gone through in her life…

More than anything, I just felt bad for her—and maybe that was part of the scheme. Maybe she wrote that note to make me feel sad for her, so I wouldn’t send the cops after her. Maybe she was just rotten to the core and I was letting her get away with it.

One afternoon, I had this weird sensation wash over me: like a psychic premonition or something telling me that Caroline was back at the hospital, back in the cafeteria, sobbing falsely into the palms of her hands. So I got into my car, drove to the hospital, paid for parking, and I went to the cafeteria—and sure enough, there she was.

She looked up at me and turned dark red. I paused, staring at her. And surely it was fate that told me to go there. Surely it was fate that sent me to that hospital to confront her. But fate ended there, and now I had a choice. I could confront her about what she had done, or… I could just forgive her entirely.

I took the seat across from her. She stared into my eyes, nervously. Suddenly that sadness was quite genuine—or maybe I was still a gullible sucker. “I miss you,” I said.

“I miss you too,” she said.

We were both silent. I kept staring into her eyes.

“I want to be with you,” I said. “Despite what happened.”

“Really?” She looked nervous, like she was worried that I was tricking her.

“I like you too much to care about any of that.”

“I don’t deserve you,” she said.

“Maybe,” I said. “But I want you regardless.”

The silence came again. “I—I saw that you didn’t delete the accounts,” she said softly.

“The money is too good,” I said.

She smiled. “I saw that you changed the banking.”

“Well, if you come home with me, the money is half yours.”

She sighed. “You’re so hopelessly in love with me, aren’t you?” she said.

I nodded my head.

“You really don’t care that I lied to you about everything…”

“Nope.”

I stared into her eyes some more.

“How do you know I’m not just going to scam you again?” she said.

“I don’t really care if you do,” I said. “I’ll just be happy that you’re spending time with me while doing it.” I laughed, and then she laughed.

“Okay. Then take me home,” she said. “But I can’t promise that I will change. I can’t make any promises at all, because I’ve tried to change before, and there’s just a scrappy survival instinct in me that won’t go away. Maybe it will go away for you, because I love you, but I really can’t make any promises. I can’t promise that I won’t film us having sex and sell the movie to some porn website. I can’t promise that I won’t make you wear panties and jerk off in them so that I can sell them to perverts online. I can’t make any promises whatsoever. Even if we have all the money in the world together, I might still do bad things.”

“That’s fine, as long as you try your best to do one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Don’t leave me again.”

Okay, so maybe we don’t have the most picture-perfect love story. Maybe she’s not the flawless, helpless maiden and I wasn’t the charming, handsome knight in shining armour. Maybe a sane man wouldn’t have taken her back… but I can’t help who I love, and I love her with more ferocity than you may be able to understand, if you really think I should have left her to fight for scraps.

I love her no matter what.

THE END
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Quincey hasn’t been on vacation in over ten years—and he’s never been to Mexico. It should be a fun trip with his best friend, Samuel. Samuel spent the past year travelling the world, and the two guys have always had the best time together: partying, hitting on girls, getting into trouble…

After ten years, it’s time for a good guy’s trip…

There’s just one little complication. When Quincey arrives at the all-inclusive resort, he’s surprised to find a very pretty brunette woman in his room. He’s even more surprised to discover the woman is Sam… Because Sam has just come out as a woman.
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My flight was delayed—just a one hour delay, but an hour feels like a lifetime when you’ve already been travelling for twelve straight hours. I probably shouldn’t have been so cheap when I booked my flights; there was a direct to Cancun for just $160 more than what I ended up booking: two layovers—one of which was five hours long.

It’s a bit of a bad habit of mine, being so cheap that I don’t think about the value of my time. That’s probably the reason I hadn’t been on vacation in over ten years.
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Sheesh—had it really been more than ten years? That’s right: the last time I went on vacation, I was fifteen and my parents took me to Hawaii. Since then, I hadn’t left Regina… except for that one work trip to Saskatoon. Does that count?

The hotel in Saskatoon was nice… and we got free bagels and toast if you could make the breakfast between 6:30 AM and 8:30 AM…

No—that wasn’t a real vacation; of course that wasn’t a real vacation. Now, I was on my way to a real vacation: in a resort for a week in Cancun. Beaches… liquor… women… and no work. When was the last time I took a full week off of work?

My family always said that I was addicted to working, but that’s what you have to do these days if you want to have any chance of being successful; if you let your guard down, even just for one week, you will lose out to the guy who refuses to take even a day off.

And I wouldn’t even be taking this trip if it wasn’t for Samuel, who convinced me to do it.

Sam was back from his trip around the world, and that apparently wasn’t enough for him. He’d only been back in Regina for three weeks, and he felt the need to go on another trip already. Lucky bastard worked from a laptop as a freelance graphic designer, and could work anywhere. Once he was back, we met up for drinks at a bar and he practically begged me to book that resort getaway with him. “I don’t want to go alone. I just spent the past year travelling alone,” he said to me.

It took some convincing, but he successfully twisted my arm into doing it. I booked the flights… but I didn’t book the same direct flight that he picked. Like I said before—I’m too cheap for that.

And he just barely convinced me. “I don’t know if I want to go,” I told him at that pub. I looked at the ‘man-bun’ on his head and tried not to roll my eyes. Sam used to always have well-groomed hair—but after travelling the world, he was apparently a man-bun hippy. I was tempted to tell him to shave it off.
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“Please, Quincey. Come with me. We’ve never been on a trip together. I’ve been gone for the past year, and I feel like I have so much that I want to tell you about.”

Still, I was unconvinced… until he said⁠—

“There will be hot girls there.”

I felt my face warming up. I bit down on my tongue. I had, of course, heard about Cancun’s reputation. I knew that it was a place where guys and girls flocked to party, and girls went in with a mindset of, ‘What happens on vacation stays on vacation.’

I guess that’s all it took to have me convinced.

I checked the time. The minutes were ticking away slowly. Had the flight not been delayed, I would be on my way to Cancun. Now, we were waiting for the airline staff to have the plane cleaned and inspected. I stared out at the exhausted-looking men, working in that hot sunshine, loading luggage onto the plane.

I got a text message from Samuel. “Checking into the resort. It’s nice. The ocean is so blue!”

I groaned. I hated that I was missing precious minutes on that resort. I was ready; I wanted to be on vacation. I didn’t want to be stuck in an airport.

“I’ll be there in a few hours,” I wrote back. I got up and paced around, hoping that would make time move a bit faster.

Then, I eyed a group of young women at the bar near my gate.
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They were dressed in summery dresses, with bikini straps on their shoulders and flip-flops on their feet. I had a feeling that they were on their way to Cancun as well—maybe even my same resort. The girls looked over at me and giggled, and I blushed.

I looked away, feeling a rush of shyness. I bit hard on my tongue. I was used to feeling that awkwardness around pretty girls. That awkwardness had stopped me from approaching more girls than I could count in my life. I was now hoping that it wasn’t going to stop me from having a good time on my vacation.

No—I couldn’t let that happen. I had to leave that nervousness there, at the airport.

“There’s an issue with the room,” Sam messaged me.

“What is it?”

“They didn’t have any rooms with two begs. Just the one king-sized bed. He said they have a spare room from a cancellation. We can have a second room for just one-hundred per night. I don’t mind splitting it with you.”

“No,” I wrote back quickly. “We can share the big bed. We’ll just roll up a blanket and put it between us.” There was no way I was going to spend an extra three-hundred dollars like that. No chance.

“You sure? You might be more comfortable with your own room.”
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“We’ll make it work with one,” I said. I felt a tingle, and I knew that my ‘cheapness’ was rearing its ugly head again—and I had a feeling it was going to come back to haunt me… but I just couldn’t justify an entire day’s pay to have my own bed for six nights.

“Alrighty,” Sam wrote, and then came the call for boarding. I let out a sigh. “Finally,” I whispered. I got up and made sure that I was right at the gate for when they called my section.
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Sam was right; the resort was stunning. The water was so vibrant: a shade of blue like I’d never seen before. The trees were so green, and the sky even seemed bluer than back home (and they call my home ‘the land of blue skies’). “Wow,” I said aloud.
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I looked at the impressive rows of buildings: all filled with young men and women who wanted to do nothing but relax and have fun. Just two steps into the open-aired lobby, I saw a dozen beautiful women, bikini-clad, all looking so relaxed and happy. The smell of sunscreen and coconuts filled the air.

A kind-looking Mexican woman waved me over to the desk. I walked over, already blushing. “Hola. Welcome to Paradisus.” Her accent with thick and smooth, making me blush.
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“Hi there. My, uh, friend, already checked in, but I guess I have to check in too to get a wrist-band, or whatever.” I don’t know why, but she had me so flustered. Maybe because she had gigantic boobs, which were trying so hard to burst out from her top. I’ve always been awkward around pretty girls, and now I was standing in the middle of pretty-girl-land.

“Do you know the room number?”

“Yeah. 515,” I said.

She checked. Then she smiled. “Ah, yes, your pretty girlfriend checked in a few hours ago.”

“Oh, no,” I said. “I’m actually staying with a buddy of mine.”

“Oh. She’s just your friend?” She batted her long lashes.

“I think you’re mistaken,” I said. “I’m here with a guy friend of mine. Dark hair, man-bun that needs to be cut off…” Then, I made a stupid joke. “But if you want to put me in a room with the pretty girl, I won’t be upset.”

She didn’t laugh at the joke, making me feel like an idiot. She turned and looked at her screen. “Sam?” she said. “Your friend is Sam, no? And you… Quincey?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Um, okay,” she said. “I just need to see a piece of ID, and I’ll get you your wristband.”

“Okay, great,” I said, still a bit confused from the whole mixup. I showed her my drivers-license. I got my green wristband, and then I went in search of my room.

I marvelled at the stunning resort. And that warm, humid air was unlike anything I’d ever felt—even when I was in Hawaii eleven years earlier. It didn’t matter which direction I looked, everything was beautiful. There was even a fantastic charm to the cheesy ‘cabana’ bars that were all around, with their faux-grass rooftops.

Maybe the charm was the fact that there were bikini-clad women populating every single one of those bars.

[image: Girl]



Everywhere I looked, there were women, and they all seemed to be beautiful women. Maybe it was the ‘cheerleader effect’, where women tend to look prettier when they’re in groups… Or maybe I’d discovered paradise.

I paused when I saw one girl, lounging in a reclined beach chair outside of her room. Her smooth body was hard to look away from. Her long brown hair as so soft-looking. And that tiny bikini… my God, she was stunning.

She looked over at me, and the temptation to look away came fast—but I resisted. I was determined not to let my shyness rule this trip. I smiled at her—and then I went a step further and even winked at her!

But she didn’t exactly smile back. Instead, she had this strange nervous look on her face. She awkwardly covered her breasts, which were clad in a tiny white bikini, with her arm. And after a few seconds, when that face still didn’t change, I forced myself to look away, and dreaded my own awkwardness, and cursed my shyness.

With a dark red face, I found the entrance to the building. I maneuvered the hallways and looked for the elevator. I found it, but was surprised to see that it only had four floors, and my room was 515. I paused, and then I asked a young man if he knew where room 515 might be.

“I don’t work here,” he said, looking a bit offended.

“I know that,” I said. He was wet and wearing swim shorts, and he was clearly not Mexican. “I just figured you might know where 515 is. It said it was in this building.”
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He rolled his eyes and walked away. The interaction had me feeling a bit annoyed. I’d only been at that resort for ten minutes and I’d already been embarrassed and annoyed; it wasn’t a good start.

Finally, I found a sign pointing to rooms 500-520. I went down and found 515. I knocked, since I didn’t have a card. I heard footsteps coming. I was excited to have a shower and ‘reset’ into Mexico mode. The door began to open…

And then that woman appeared in the doorway: the woman in the white bikini. I felt a rush of hotness entering my cheeks. “Oh, sorry,” I said. “I thought that this was, uh, room 515.” I checked the number on the door.

The woman stared at me, still with that nervous look, as if she thought I was there stalking her. I felt strangely compelled to assure her that I wasn’t trying to rape her or anything like that.

Then, she bit her lip, produced an awkward smile, and said, “Hi Quincey.”
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I stood there for a long moment, trying to figure out how this woman knew me. Was she a friend of Sam?

My skin tingled—and then it dawned on me.

“Oh my God,” I said.

She turned dark red.

“You…”

She took a deep breath in.

“You’re Sam’s girlfriend,” I said. “That’s why Sam wanted me to come on this trip so badly. He wanted me to meet you. Oh my God—that ass. You know, he could have just introduced us in Regina. Or are you from Regina? Are you Canadian? I didn’t get your name, by the way. And, uh—about that wink outside… it wasn’t a wink. A little bug flew into my eye and that just happened. I don’t wink at girls. Just ask Sam, he’ll tell you that I don’t wink at girls.”

“Quincey…” she said.

“What?”

“I am Sam.”

I paused, and then I laughed. Now I assumed they were playing some prank on me. “Come on. I’ve been travelling for, like, fourteen hours. I’m tired. I get that I’m an easy target, but come on. Is Sam here?” I brushed by her to look at the room. Then, I remembered Sam telling me about the bed situation. Now it made sense: he wanted a room alone with his girlfriend. Still, I didn’t want to have to pay half just so he could stay with his girlfriend.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and looked out at the view, before looking back at Sam’s hot girlfriend. And she was hot. Her petite body, her long brown hair, her perky titties. I tried not to look at her tits, knowing Sam would be livid if he found out that I was ogling his girlfriend. “So about getting two rooms then… I guess we could maybe split the other room three-ways, though I really wasn’t expecting to spend this much while I was here. In fact, I was really hoping to spend nothing. That’s the beauty of the all-inclusive, right?”

“Quincey…” she said.

“Is Sam around?”

“Quincey, I am Sam.”

I laughed. “I am Sam. Sam I am. Okay. Seriously though, where is he? And what’s your name?”

“My name is Sam.” Then, her voice changed. And suddenly, she spoke like a man… using Sam’s voice. “I’m your friend Sam. Listen to me, Quincey. I am your friend Sam.” She turned dark red.

How did she do that voice? How long had she practised like that to sound just like a man? How was she able to…

Oh God.

She was staring into my eyes. Now, I could see Sam’s eyes on her face. And I could see that round-tip of Sam’s nose. She took her hair and pulled it back into a handful, as if in a bun on her head—and suddenly, she looked a hell of a lot more like Sam than with her hair down.

I felt my face turning pale.

“You… You’re Sam?” I asked.

“I’m Sam,” she said, now with that female voice again.

My gaze tracked down and I looked, reluctantly, at her crotch. Now, I could see a bulge, though appearing to be ‘tucked’ and concealed—but it was still there. “W—Why are you dressed like that? And where… where did you get the, uh… boobs?”

“I had them done in Thailand, two months ago,” she said softly.

“W—Why?”

“Because I’m a girl now.”

“B—B—But you weren’t a girl last week.”

“I’m coming out. Now. Today. This is me… coming out to you. Nobody else knows yet.”

I was speechless. I wanted to assume that it was a joke—but the evidence was right in front of me; those tits were real. And the shaved legs, the makeup, the long hair, which had been cut in a feminine way… there was no way Sam would go through the trouble just for a prank; there was no way he would buy some silicone breast form and lug it to Mexico, just for a ‘gotcha’ gag. And the voice! The voice had been practised…

“No, no, no,” I said. “You didn’t have boobs when I saw you at the pub last week.”

“I have them bound up,” she said softly. “And I was wearing a baggy shirt.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. My mouth was dry. The room became silent as I tried to put all of these pieces together.

“So… what do you think?” she asked.
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“I, uh, think you’re… a girl.”

“You’re not… weirded out about it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not at all. If that’s who you want to be… then that’s who you should be.” I bit my tongue. I’m not sure that my words really matched my feelings truthfully, I thought that it was weird. Sam—my childhood best friend—was standing before me in a tiny white bikini, with long brunette hair and perky boobs. It was surreal. I also just didn’t seem… right.

I had a hard time believing him… I mean—her. I had a hard time believing that this is what she wanted, because when we were in high-school together, Sam was… Sam.

Sam was one of the school’s star athletes. He had a new girlfriend every month. Girls would write his name in hearts in their notebooks, and at parties, he would never leave without taking at least one girl up to a bedroom.

And from what I heard from girls, Sam had no issues with his masculinity in the bedroom, if you know what I mean. In our early-twenties, he was always dragging me out to strip-clubs, and sometimes he would go home with the strippers. At times, Sam had two girlfriends at once; I’ll never forget the time that his girls found out about each other, and what happened? They didn’t leave him—of course not! They all ended up living together as a ‘throuple’, and Sam would tell me about the amazing threesomes that came out of it…
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Until Sam went to Europe and met a Russian girl, so he left his pair of ‘sister-wife’ girlfriends and lived in Russia for eighteen months, until he broke up with her and decided to start travelling the world.
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Okay, so Sam had proved that he liked girls… I guess that doesn’t necessarily mean that he hadn’t always wished that he could be a girl himself…

“If you want, we can just not talk about it,” Sam said in her girly voice, as she stood by the big window that overlooked the ocean. “Just… Pretend like this is normal, and it’s always been this way, and I’m sure by the end of the week, you will forget that I was ever a guy.”
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“Um, sure,” I said. “Yeah. It’s really not a big deal,” I lied. It was a big deal. It was a massive deal. I felt like I needed to tell people—our mutual friends. But… was I allowed to tell anyone? No—that was for Sam to do. “But… Nobody knows?”

“Just you,” she said softly.

“Wow…”

Then the silence came again.

“Want to go get a drink at the bar?” she asked.

“Okay.”
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The walk to the bar was awkward… almost as awkward as sitting at the bar with her. I tried to think of something to say, but my mind was blank. She was tense, and unable to think of anything to say herself—or maybe she could think of lots to say, but she just didn’t know how to say it.

“It’s good beer,” I said finally, breaking the silence. Then, I noticed that she was drinking some girly margarita. “That’s that?”

“It’s good,” she said, brushing a strand of brown hair off of her face. The silence returned. A group of women arrived at the bar and sat near us. They were already a bit tipsy: their voices loud as they laughed and called out their drink orders.

I looked at the girls. They looked at me briefly before looking at Sam, who was sitting next to me, probably looking like my girlfriend. Then it dawned on me that everyone was going to think that I was ‘taken’. All of the girls at that resort would assume that I was an item with Sam. My chances of hooking up with some chick were pretty much zero.

“So, uh, what else is new with you?” I asked.

She smiled and blushed. “Not a lot, I guess.”

Maybe this was my cue to ask about her travels. Maybe that was a good topic to distract from her transition. “So what countries did you go to?”

“Oh, lots,” she said, smiling and perking up. Her feminine voice was still a bit strange; it sounded convincing… but it wasn’t Sam’s voice—at least not the voice that I was used to. “I came home to Canada for a few months, after leaving Russia, and I worked for my dad to save some money up. Then I went to Australia, and worked for a diving company. I was there for four months before going to Japan. That’s where I met Yuri.”

“Yumi?” I asked.

“I dated her for about three months,” she said, brushing back her hair again. “And it wasn’t until a month in that I found out she was trans.”

My heart skipped a beat. Apparently I couldn’t avoid the topic.

“Your Japanese girlfriend was trans?”

“Yeah. And she kind of told me all about, you know, being trans, and how she realized she was trans. And that got me thinking about my own life, so after I split from Yumi, I went to London and tried it.”

“Tried what?” I asked, not looking at her, but instead looking at my drink. Looking at her was still a bit… awkward—especially after that humiliating wink earlier.

“I tried being a girl. I bought some girl clothes and some makeup, and I went out as a girl every day.”

“But why?”

“Why what?”

“Why did you think you wanted to be a girl?”

“It was just what Yumi had told me, about being attracted to girls because of… girly things. I don’t know, it’s hard to explain, but I can try to explain it how she explained it to me. Basically, whenever I looked at a girl, since I was old enough to notice girls, I was more attracted to their outfits and their hairstyles and their makeup. I would always get bored of girls the way a girl gets bored of an outfit that she’s worn too many times. I think I subconsciously always felt like I was living vicariously through the girls I was dating, using them like accessories. Whenever I saw a girl I liked, my first thought would always be, ‘That’s how I would try to look if I was a girl’, and that’s how I knew that I liked her—or, I thought that I liked her. Does that make sense?”

“Um…” I said. “I don’t know. I usually just look at a girl’s face and her boobs, maybe her ass if she has a really good one.”

“Exactly,” she said, smiling. “That’s never how I felt about girls. It was more like… a jealousy thing. If a girl was really pretty, I feel something like jealousy, and I assumed that was attraction.”

“So when you were… picking up girls at parties, you didn’t care about their bodies?”
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“I mean—a little bit… in the sense that I would look at their chests and wish mine was like that—but on a deeper level… like, subconsciously. It’s not like I looked at them and said, ‘I wish that were me.’ I never figured it out until I started going around London as a girl.”

“Right…”

“And then I got a job in London working for a casting agency—fetching coffees and whatever—and I used that money to save up to transition. Then, I went to South-East Asia and had a few things done, including breast-implants.”

My mouth felt dry again. I feigned a smile and tried to decide if any of it was true. It just seemed so hard to believe.

“So most of your travelling was…”
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“Figuring out that I wanted to be a girl.”

Then, I made a stupid joke, that probably wasn’t appropriate whatsoever: “Well, in that case, maybe it’s best that I never do any travelling!”

She still let out a little giggle.

It seemed now like the topic of her transition was unavoidable, so I said, “So do you like guys or girls then?”

“Guys,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. “Really? So you were gay?”

“Not really gay,” she explained. “I didn’t really think about guys until I started taking hormones. When I was with girls, I thought it was fine. I liked being with girls. But as soon as I started transitioning, I lost interest in girls.”

“Have you… been with a guy?” I asked, thinking that this conversation was probably going too far and getting too personal.

“Yes,” she blushed. “One, in London, before I had work done.”

“And you… liked that?”

“He was really big, and it hurt,” she said softly, shying away. “But I liked it.”
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“Okay, that’s enough of that conversation,” I said, drinking lots of beer and turning to look at the other people in the bar. The place was filled with girls in bikinis.
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And maybe one of those girls would save me on this trip. Maybe one of those girls could rescue me from the awkwardness of being with ‘Samantha’. I mean—I’m not trying to be transphobic, or whatever, but I just couldn’t look at Sam without seeing my old friend, and my old friend was… a guy. Sam tried to tell me that she had always been a girl on the inside, but I simply couldn’t believe it, because I simply couldn’t forget him when we went to the mall, and he was catcalling girls and making them blush. I couldn’t forget when he scored the winning goal for our high school’s provincial hockey final. I couldn’t forget when he won that chin-up contest, or when he fell madly in love with that Russian chick, and wouldn’t stop messaging me about how perfect she was.

But now… She apparently didn’t like girls, as if some hormone pills changed her sexuality. I mean—maybe it did? I didn’t know anything about any of it.

“I’m pretty tired,” I said, eyeing the time and seeing that it was only 8:00 PM. “I might call it early tonight.”

“Me too,” she said. But really, I was hoping to have a bit of alone time to process all of this. So I was a bit annoyed when she walked back with me, and she walked close enough to me that it was obvious we were there together. Some of the girls by the poolside looked over at us, and I couldn’t help but feel like they were taking mental note of the fact that I was there with a girl, and that I wasn’t single.
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It was a strangely defeating feeling, realizing there would be no vacation flings. I suppose that was one thing I was most excited about: being with Sam—the confident, outgoing boy Sam that I grew up with, who could swoon any girl and make himself the life of any party. Girl Sam didn’t seem to have quite the same energy. She was gentle and quiet. She was shy, always blushing and nervously holding her fingers. I couldn’t remember Boy Sam ever blushing.

Back in the room, Sam asked if she could use the shower. “Sure,” I said. When she went into the bathroom, I got started on the task of making that bed into two sleeping areas.

I had mentally prepared myself to sleep next to Boy Sam, which didn’t seem weird. In fact, we’d shared beds before when we crashed at parties, or when we were little at sleepovers. But now, the energy was different. Now, I knew that she liked guys… and I was a guy. And she smelled different, like a girl. Before, I never cared if I saw Sam naked (and I saw him naked many times, like in locker rooms, or when he went streaking at that football game). Now, her body seemed strangely off-limits, like it was something I wasn’t supposed to even look at, something I couldn’t even accidentally graze while passing in a narrow hallway.

I suppose, in a way, it really did feel like she had become part of the opposite sex, because that was essentially how I felt around women.
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It was a weird night.

I put the TV on to try to help me sleep. Sam fell asleep instantly on her side of that king-sized bed. I was about to sleep when she started snoring; and it wasn’t that her snoring was loud or obnoxious, but it was distracting, because it sounded so… feminine.

Now, her voice when she was awake was something that was under her control; she literally had to strain to produce her female voice, and that was something she would probably have to do for many years, until it became natural habit to speak with that feminine inflection. But her snores? How could she control those?

Each snore was like a little cutesy whimper. And maybe that’s always how she snored, and I’d just never noticed it before. Maybe… but how can you explain when she started babbling in her sleep, using that girly voice? Was it fake? Was she just pretending to sleep, putting on some acting masterclass?

“I don’t want it,” she kept whispering in girly tones. I have no idea what she was dreaming about—or if it was a nightmare and I was supposed to wake her up.

All those little girly noises were so distracting—but not nearly as distracting as the leg that suddenly came over me as she rolled from one side to the other, unconsciously betraying our rolled-blanket barrier. I froze up, feeling her smooth, shaved leg over mine. Neither of us were wearing pants; I was in boxers and she was in little pink booty-shorts. So now, we were essentially ‘cuddling’, and that was just so, so awkward, because in my mind, I could only imagine Boy Sam with his leg sprawled over me.

And then came her arm, and the smell of her perfume, now a faint whisper of what it was earlier in the day. She snored gently with her face pressed against my arm, now totally over that rolled blanket as if never existed at all.

I just remained frozen, until I decided I didn’t want to sleep like that. “Sam,” I said. But she didn’t wake up. “Sam, you’re, uh, on my side of the bed.” I said it louder, and then louder again, but she kept snoring, apparently exhausted from her day of travelling.

And maybe I should have tried harder. I scanned around the room, still wrapped up in her, hoping to spot some pull-out couch I never noticed before, but there was none. I managed to wriggle out from her limbs, but a minute later, she wriggled back to me, and was back over me, as if she unconsciously needed a living body to snuggle in order to sleep.
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I thought about sleeping on the floor, but I’d heard horror-stories of resort cockroaches that come out at night to feast on unseen crumbs; I knew I wouldn’t get a second of sleep on the floor.

I even considered sleeping in a pool chair, but I had a feeling that would be awkward in the morning when all of the beautiful women emerged from their rooms and saw me sprawled and drooling like some bum. If I thought I had no chance with those women before…

So I just tried to sleep—and then, after a long, awkward hour, I fell asleep. But falling asleep was not nearly as awkward as waking up.

When I woke, the positions had some how reversed. I woke up to the feeling of her head turning. I opened my eyes and saw the back of her head for a moment, and then the side of her head as she looked back. Somehow, she had rolled so her back was against my front, and she was securely snuggled into my ‘big spoon’. I saw her eyes blink a few times before she saw that I was awake, and it took a moment to realize my arm was over her, and her bum was nestled into my… morning wood.

I was rock-hard. I hadn’t had morning wood like that since I was nineteen. Oh God! And she could surely feel it throbbing between her soft bum cheeks, which were mostly exposed in those tiny pink booty shorts.

I felt the colour draining from my face. It took a few seconds before I really realized what was happening, but by then, she was already pulling herself away from me.

And to make matters worse, when I strained to sit up, I saw that we were on her side of the bed, not mine. Somehow, in the night, we must have rolled around and wriggled across the whole bed, so it looked like I was the one who invaded her space, snuggling up to her with my hard erection.

I watched her reaching for a robe—but in the seconds before she got the robe on, I saw something that I wished I hadn’t seen: a hard, throbbing erection in her little pink booty shorts. Oh God, she was hard too.

We were both dark red, but I felt like I was the one who needed to clarify what happened, to clear my name of wrongdoing. “You rolled onto me the moment you fell asleep,” I said. “We’re going to need a bigger barrier between us.”

“It’s fine,” she said, but she didn’t sound convinced.

“You just kept moving to me, no matter where I moved on the bed,” I said. And then I exaggerated a little bit, to make sure she knew that this wasn’t my fault. “I even got off the bed at one point, when you were so far onto my side, and I moved to your side, but you just came back again, so I moved again. There was no getting away from you.”

“It’s fine,” she said again. “I’m just going to wash up quickly.” She retreated into the bathroom, leaving me feeling awkward and stupid—and still with that throbbing boner.

I quickly got dressed, and felt like this was a good opportunity to get some alone time, so I could really wrap my head around all of this. So I went out to one of the breakfast buffets. I felt a bit weird, taking a table to myself, sitting alone, eating alone. I looked around and saw all of the friends together—and some couples. I saw groups of guy friends grinning and eyeing the girls they liked. I saw groups of girls whispering and gossiping about the latest drama. I saw couples sharing romantic morning kisses as they fed each other bites off of their forks. And then there was me, sitting alone, unable to forget the feeling of Sam’s ass cheeks hugging my cock.

Out the window, as I was finishing my food, I saw Sam, walking, alone, seemingly looking around for me. I felt a bit bad about ditching her. I probably wouldn’t have ditched her had she still been the guy I knew a few days earlier… I know that sounds bad, but had she still been Boy Sam, we could have sat and talked about girls. We could have talked about sports, or funny stories. But as a girl, those topics just seemed strangely off-topic. I felt like I couldn’t talk to her about anything besides transitioning.

I will admit that I turned my head slightly, so she wouldn’t spot me, and when I looked back, she was gone. So I kept sitting for a while before sneaking off to our room to change into swim shorts.

While in our room, alone, I noticed her suitcase, which was pink and as girly as a suitcase can be. I noticed a pair of lacy pink panties slipped out one side, and my heart skipped a beat. She liked wearing that? I mean—I liked seeing girls wearing stuff like that, but I couldn’t even begin to imagine wanting to wear something like that myself…

I don’t know why I did it, but I opened her suitcase and peered into it, just to see what kind of stuff she had brought with her. I really don’t know why I did it, but I moved her stuff around with my hand, digging through. It was a weird curiosity… I think I was hoping to see some boy attire, as if I was still holding onto some hope that she might wake up one morning and say, ‘Actually, I’d rather be a guy and this whole Samantha thing was just a weird faze’. But there were no boy clothes.

My fingers felt something rubbery and dull. I pushed some bikinis to the side and gasped at the sight of a peach-toned dildo, complete with thick veins and a bulbous tip. I recoiled my hand in horror. The image of Sam pushing that thick dildo into her butthole was now etched into my mind.

Then, hearing a sound at the door, I quickly slammed the suitcase shut and sprung to my feet.

“House keeping,” said a Mexican woman, poking her head into the room.

“I—I’m just changing, and then I’ll be out,” I said.

Still, the woman let herself in, apparently not feeling like being patient. So I took my swim shorts into the bathroom and closed the door. Then, as I slipped down my casual shorts and boxers, I saw that I was half-erect. Why?

I put my swim shorts on, waited a moment for my cock to settle, and then I went to find a spot by the pool to spend my morning.
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For nearly two hours, I got to enjoy some peace and quiet by the pool. Then, for about an hour, I got to enjoy the arrival of a group of eight blonde German women who had arrived that morning. They were large-breasted specimens, with long white-blonde hair, and plump lips and thick lashes and tiny bikinis. They all spoke giggling German as they splashed in the pool before me, and I just sat and watched over the tops of my sunglasses, surely the most content person in that entire resort.

One of the German goddesses kept looking over at me, smiling.
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She even motioned for me to come into the pool with them. I said, “Me?” And she shrugged her shoulders like she couldn’t understand even that one simple English word. She only spoke German, and in a weird way that made her even more appealing—like we could have a wonderful vacation romance without even having to say a word…

I got into the pool and she put her hands on my arms. I realized she was trying to spin me around, so I spun. Then, she launched herself up, onto my shoulders. I swear I could feel her German pussy against the back of my neck.

Another man in the pool suddenly had a German princess on his shoulders, and now, the German girls wanted to see who could knock the other off. I was happy to play, even though I was getting splashed in the face and occasionally kicked in the head. I was glad to be where I was, especially when the girl on my shoulders reached out and pulled the top right off of her opponent, dropping the dainty bikini top on top of my head.
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The girl didn’t even cover her amazing breasts. She wasn’t shy about them whatsoever. She let them bounce and jiggle as she continued to wrestle with her friend.

Then, both girls went tumbling down into the water. We all laughed, and then I looked up to see Sam coming.
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My heart sank when her gaze turned and landed on me. She paused, and then there was a look on her face like… betrayal—like she’d been looking for me for hours, and now she’d found me having fun without her. But she wasn’t my girlfriend. If she was here as a man, I’m sure neither of us would care if we went off at times to do our own thing. In fact, Boy Sam would have been proud to see me frolicking with topless German babes. But Girl Sam was different.
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Girl Sam was much more… emotional. She was much more sensitive. She had ‘feelings’, and in a weird way, I felt very aware of them, and the hurt look on her face actually made me feel bad.

“Hey,” I called out to her.

“Hi,” she said faintly.

“Want to swim?”

“Not right now,” she said. Then, one of the German girls pulled my arm for another round of ‘sexy wrestling’, and when I looked back over, Sam was gone.

The guilt got to me. Five minutes later, it was eating me up, so I got out of the pool and tried to tell the women that I had to go, but they couldn’t understand what I was saying.
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Ah—I felt so stupid, leaving those beautiful women, giving some other guy the opportunity to swoop in and make progress with those babes. I tried to tell myself that I would find them again, and that they would accept me right back in and I could pick up where I left off, but deep down, I knew I was losing my chances.

I went to our room and found Sam there, sitting on that little patio, in the same chair that I first saw her in when I awkwardly winked at her.

I waved at her, but she didn’t seem to notice me—or maybe she was ignoring me. Maybe she was giving me the ‘silent treatment’.

“Hey,” I said.

And finally, she looked over.
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“Uh… Sorry. I didn’t know you were looking for me. You were showering and I thought I’d grab some breakfast, and then I ran into those girls.”

“It’s fine. You’re on vacation,” she said.

“Yeah, but…” I paused. “I’m here with you.” It felt so weird saying it. I felt like I was pretending to be in a relationship with her. This didn’t feel like our usual dynamic.

“It’s fine if you just want to do your own thing, Quincey,” she said, but she said it the way a woman would say it, filled with a sort of ‘second-meaning’ that I was meant to decode.
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“Let’s, uh… Go and get some lunch,” I said.

She stared at me. “I’m not really hungry,” she said.

I thought for a moment. “Then why don’t we go swim?”

“I’m not really in a swimming mood.”

She was legitimately having something like ‘that time of the month’. Boy Sam was the kind of guy who would have been down to do anything, anytime. But Girl Sam was… a girl. “What do you want to do?”

“I was thinking of maybe checking out the town,” she said.

I really didn’t want to do that; I wanted to stay at the resort, where everything was included and I didn’t have to even take my wallet out of the safe in our room.

But… I wanted to make her happy, and pay her back for ditching her earlier, so I smiled and said, “Let’s go.”

A small smile appeared on her face, and she said, “Or, we could go check out that Tulum.”

“Yeah. Sure,” I said. “Whatever you want. And then maybe we can come back for lunch.”

“Or we could get some street food,” she said, eyes beaming now.

I tried not to groan. It really was like being on a vacation with a girl—especially when she said, “I just need a few minutes to get ready.” And then, it took almost forty minutes for her to pick out an outfit, for her to straight-iron her hair, for her to fix up her makeup. It was already lunchtime when she was ready to go—and she didn’t want to get lunch until after our visit to the ancient ruins.

Ugh.

Then, she finally emerged from the bathroom, dressed to go. And I was taken off-guard. She actually looked… good. I mean—all things considered. She was wearing a thin white dress, which was almost see-through. Her makeup was on-point; she looked completely convincing.

She looked kind of… hot.
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She was wearing a white hat with a white bow on it. “Do you like this hat, or my other one?” She held up the other option. I stuttered. How was it possible that Sam could look like this? I saw him just a week earlier; he didn’t look anything like this. How could makeup make such a big difference? How had I not noticed any of these… features before?

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“N—No,” I said. “Whatever hat is fine. They’re both nice.”

She ended up picking the other option, and we left for Tulum. And I really did think that the ruins were cool… but it was hard to focus when all of the guys there were checking Sam out.
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We couldn’t go two minutes without someone gawking at her. While she was chatting with some other tourist woman about clothes, a man walked up to me and said, “Not to sound like a prick, but your girlfriend is way out of your league.”

I felt heat rushing to my face. “She’s not my girlfriend,” I said, biting my tongue. “And she’s not out of my league.”
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He scoffed, and I felt strangely compelled to shove him—but I resisted that urge. “She your sister then? Is she single?”

I walked away from the guy and approached Sam. The guy kept looking at me with an annoying grin on his face. He thought that he was so macho, so cool, so much better than me—but he was just an asshole.
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“What’s the matter?” Sam asked, looking at me.

“Nothing,” I said. “Let’s keep walking. I’m getting hungry.”

Then, the woman reached out her hand and said, “Hi, I’m Amy. I was just asking to your girlfriend about her dress. It’s so cute.”

I bit hard on my tongue. “She’s not my girlfriend.”

Sam looked strangely embarrassed by my defensiveness. Then, I felt strangely guilty for blurting out that she wasn’t my girlfriend, as if it was such a disgusting proposition. So, for some reason, I said, “We’re just friends. She’s beautiful and awesome, but we’re just really good friends.” It sounded so stupid, but I couldn’t pull the words back into my mouth. I looked at Sam, who was now blushing.

I just wanted to get out of there. “I’m really hungry. Can we go?”

So we took off. I was glad to get away from all of those eyes: so many people staring at us… at her, as if she was some sort of hot commodity. Could they not tell that she was actually a guy? And if so… did that mean it was less embarrassing that I thought she was such a babe when I first saw her? Maybe that humiliating winking incident wasn’t quite so bad after all, seeing as other guys were making the same mistake.

As we ordered lunch, the man working the food truck glared at Sam’s body. Now, after being out all day, her body was glistening with beads of sweat, and that glisten seemed to accentuate her figure, showing off how feminine she looked, and even I found myself sneaking the odd glance, more so trying to figure out how it was possible. How could a biological male look like that?

I remembered her telling me about getting some work done—and not just breasts. What else did she have done? Was there such a thing as ‘hip-widening’ surgery? Well, she had her work done in South-East Asia, so I suppose anything was possible. I’d heard of people getting ‘leg-lengthening surgery’, which involves breaking the bones in the legs and then stretching the legs with rods while they heal. Most people would call that torture, but I suppose some people will go to extreme lengths to have the body of their dreams.

Did Sam do something along those lines? Or had her body always looked like this under her shirt and pants? Maybe those hormone pills she was taking had done some quiet work of their own…
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She wanted me to taste her fish taco. “Sure,” I said. Then, she reached it out, feeding me as if we were on some sort of romantic date, even putting the taco into my mouth. I opened my mouth and bit it, but the whole act just felt weird. It wasn’t something she would have done as a guy.

“What do you think?” she asked, staring deeply into my eyes. I didn’t remember her eyes being so big, or so… shimmering. Sure, she was wearing makeup, but that surely couldn’t have made that big of a difference… right? I mean—her eyes hadn’t changed, unless she had some ‘eye-feminization’ surgery, but I was pretty sure there was no such thing. Her eyes were really quite feminine. In fact, as I looked into those eyes, I couldn’t help but think that maybe Sam truly had been a ‘girl trapped in the body of a boy’.

So maybe it wasn’t a phase, but that didn’t make my situation any less awkward. It would have been awkward to be on vacation with any woman, sharing a bed with her, eating meals with her… Maybe if she was my sister, but a ‘friend’? I’d never been one to think that men and women can’t be friends, but now I was starting to feel that way. There was just an awkwardness between us. I knew that she was interested in men, and I couldn’t stop wondering if she felt any particular way about me. I couldn’t stop thinking about the morning incident, when we were snuggled together, both erect… Now, if that had happened as two guys, we probably would have laughed it off and said something like, ‘No homo!’. But being a with a girl, it was just different.

Back at the resort, in typical female fashion, Sam went to get changed. It didn’t take ten seconds, like it took for me to change back into swim shorts. It was a thirty-minute event. And I didn’t just walk away this time. Now, I knew I had to be more sensitive to her feelings—feelings that didn’t seem to exist a week earlier.

Then, she emerged in a strappy one-piece swimsuit. “Let’s swim,” she said with a giggle, as if there was nothing unusual about the fact that she had transformed herself into something like a swimsuit-supermodel in a matter of a few months.

Look—even I have to admit that she looked good. Because I knew her before, I could still see a few of her masculine features: subtle and concealed, but still existing… but those little features didn’t seem to matter to the men at that resort. When she got into that pool, people stopped and stared. The eyes of many men widened as they gazed upon a stunning vixen in the pool, clad in an ultra-tight pink swimsuit, breasts perky and bulging as if one little bounce would set them free for all to see.
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I had to fight the urge to look at her. I had to spend the night with her, so I couldn’t have another awkward moment like the winking incident. But other guys didn’t have to be so discreet, so they stared. Some of them eyed me, trying to determine if I was ‘in the picture’. Then, one of them was brave enough to approach.

I was by the swim-up bar when he made his move. I watched from a distance, a little bit curious to see how it would play out. I saw her giggling at one of his jokes, and I saw him smiling in a charming sort of way. At first, I laughed, knowing he was totally oblivious to the fact he was hitting on a girl with a dick.

Then, as they continued to ‘flirt’, I started to feel something else: a feeling of annoyance… and maybe it was a pang of jealousy. And that feeling only got worse the longer they mingled.

Suddenly, I was tempted to intervene. I wanted to slip in and steal her back away, but I knew that she wasn’t mine. I knew that I didn’t care about who she talked to and who she hooked up with. In fact, if she hooked up with that guy, then maybe I would get my room all to myself. Wouldn’t that be nice?

But still, I was annoyed. The guy was taller than me. He had bigger muscles. He was clearly more confident. And she was clearly into him, blushing and giggling. I’d been with her for the past two days, and she never looked at me like that. What was wrong with me? Could I just not compete with a guy like that?

He kept touching her. He kept pulling her close to him—and he would even glance over at me when he did it.
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It seemed playful and harmless… but I couldn’t help but think that he had sexual intentions. Of course he did; he was a man on vacation in Cancun. He surely wasn’t there to practice celibacy.

I stayed at the bar. There were a few girls at the bar, laughing together. I was half-hoping they would pull me into their conversation—but they didn’t seem to notice me. I wasn’t like the guy in the pool, with huge muscles, towering at 6’4”. I didn’t have the charisma to approach a random woman, and then be putting my hands on her within minutes of introducing myself.

Thirty minutes went by. They were still talking. Her spending the night with him was starting to seem like a real reality.
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I just had to convince myself not to care… because I didn’t care. She wasn’t my property. I wasn’t even interested in making her my property. I knew her reality, and that just wasn’t for me; I wasn’t interested in having a relationship with a trans-girl, or with my longtime best friend.

But I couldn’t seem to stand watching them together, so I got out from that pool and snuck off to find something else to do in that Mexican resort.
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Imade my way down to the beach, which was just a short walk from the main swimming pool at the resort. It was actually my first time down to the beach—and my first time feeling the Mexican sand between my toes. It was unnaturally soft, like stepping on a chinchilla-fur rug.

The sound of waves was calming, but it wasn’t enough to wash away the images of Sam that were plaguing my mind. I put my hands into my pockets and I walked. Sometimes a man just needs some quiet-time, to be alone with his thoughts.

I was really trying to figure out why Sam invited me on this trip. I understood that she wanted to come out to me, her best-friend, but why do it almost halfway across the world? Why couldn’t she have just said at that pub, ‘Quincey, I need to tell you something: I’m trans.’. We could have talked it out. She could have invited me to her house to show me the work she had done, without dragging me to Mexico to show me in a bikini.

And now, it was feeling a bit like she was trying to rub it into my face, wearing tiny bikinis and flirting with men. It was like she didn’t just want to show me that she was a woman; she wanted to show me that she was a very ‘successful’ woman. She wanted to show me that she could be a seductress. She wanted to prove that she could be convincing, even in the smallest garments. She wanted to show me that men were going to swoon over her.

I stopped and sat on a little bench.
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I was fine with her being trans, but I didn’t love her rubbing this new lifestyle in my face. Maybe she felt like she needed to prove that she could excel as a woman—maybe that’s why she brought me here… but the whole thing just had me feeling… awkward.

I blinked a few times and caught a figure from across the beach. At first, I thought it was a young man, but then she stood up slightly from her seat at a picnic table, and I realized I was seeing a young blonde woman.
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I’m not sure why, at first, I thought she was a male; maybe it was her lack of curves, her small bust, which was hardly visible from certain angles. Her hair wasn’t super long, and her hips were… well, they were much like my hips.

But even still, she was quite pretty. She had an adorable face. There was something attractive about her.

I couldn’t help but stare at her; there was something fascinating about how different she was from Sam. Here was a biological woman with much less femininity in the traditional sense: no big boobs, no curvy hips, smaller bum… But still, she was an attractive woman. Looking at her got me thinking that maybe there wasn’t really much weight in those features. Maybe big knockers and wide hips aren’t what make a woman womanly.

But what was it about her that made her so alluring nonetheless? I couldn’t put my finger on it.
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She stood up and looked at me, and I realized I’d been staring. I looked away quickly, and felt a familiar redness rushing into my cheeks.

Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw her coming, right towards me. Oh God, she was probably going to ask me why I was staring at her like a weirdo…

She stopped short of me and smiled. I looked at her and produced smile of my own. “Sorry,” I said before she could talk. “I just zoned out looking in your direction. I, uh… hope you don’t think I was staring at you.”

“Oh,” she said. “No—Not at all. You’re just sitting with my stuff.” I looked down and saw that I was sitting right next to a black bag.

“Oh, sorry.”

“It’s fine. I left it there and moved over to the shade. I should have taken it with me. It was a selfish move. I’ll just get it out of your way.”

I moved aside so she could grab her bag.
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“I was actually going to keep on walking, so you’re welcome to leave it there,” I said.

“Oh. I was going to walk too,” she said.

I smiled, and then started to walk. She began to walk in the same direction. There was that awkward moment, wondering if it was my cue to speed up or slow down so we could get some distance between us—and then I realized that it was my cue to have a chat with a cute girl, and I needed to stop being so damned awkward.

“I’m Quincey,” I said.

“Kate.”

“Nice to meet you, Kate.”

She smiled. Then came the silence. I tried to think of something to say. I went through the list of usual questions: Where are you from? How long are you here for? Are you having a good vacation so far? Do you travel a lot? God, I hate small-talk—it never goes anywhere. But what else could I say? What do people even talk about?

What did I want to talk about?

I thought about Sam. Sam was still on my mind.

So I talked about Sam. “My best friend came out as transgender yesterday,” I said, and the comment seemed to take her by surprise.

“Oh?”
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“She invited me to come here, to Mexico with her. I mean—he invited me, last week, when he was a guy. Now he’s a girl, I, uh—I guess. It took me by surprise. I’m not really good with stuff like that.”

“Stuff like what?” she asked, putting her hands in her pockets.

“I don’t know. Coming out. I just feel like there’s this pressure on me to say or do the right thing. Like… she picked me to come out to first, and I feel like I’m just making her uncomfortable. I don’t really care if she wants to be a girl; it makes no difference to me. But…”

“But what?”

“I kind of miss my friend. I feel like he’s gone, and I won’t ever see him again. This new ‘girl’ just isn’t the same person. Don’t get me wrong; she’s lovely. She’s sweet and kind and she’s a lot prettier than I could have thought she could be.” I blushed as I said it. “But she’s not Sam.”

“Well, people change,” Kate said.

I told Kate about Sam’s world travels. Kate politely listened, even though I was being a lousy conversationalist, talking only about me and my ‘issues’. In fact, we walked for nearly an hour before I realized I hadn’t asked her a single question about herself; I probably wouldn’t have even learned her name had she not volunteered that information to me at the start of our walk.

“I guess people just… grow as they go through life. It sounds like she discovered this side of herself, and now she’s really excited about exploring it. Maybe she even feels like she has a lot of catching up to do. I mean—you said she’s, what, twenty-seven? Her twenties are almost over and she’s just starting this trans-girl thing. A girl’s prime years are between eighteen and thirty—so you can’t really blame her for going all-in.”

“I know,” I said. “But I guess I just don’t really know what it is she wants from me. This morning, she was so hurt when she saw me in the pool with some German girls. So I tried to make a point of spending the day with her. But now she’s just… flirting with some guy in the pool. Does she want to be on vacation with me, or does she want to explore being a woman?”
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“Maybe she doesn’t even know the answer to that question,” Kate said with a small smile. Then, she looked over at a tall white tower: another resort, which was a bit more family-oriented than the spring-break resort I was at. I could hear little kids splashing in a pool nearby, screaming out with fun and excitement, and I could hear kid music blasting through some distant PA system. “This is my resort,” she said. “I should get back to my family.”

“Why are you staying here?”

“My little sister is only eight. My parents had to book something kid-friendly. It’s kind of lame, so I’ve been walking down to your resort every day.” She blushed. “The wristbands look exactly the same.”

I felt a pang of awkwardness in that moment, realizing there was a chance I’d been chatting for the past hour with some sixteen-year-old girl. I turned dark red. “It was, uh, nice talking to you. And thanks for listening.”

“No problem,” she smiled. “Good luck with Sam.”

“Thanks.”

She waved goodbye. I did the same.
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Then, I started the long walk back to my resort.


7



When I walked into our room, I walked in on Sam changing. The timing couldn’t have been worse. She was naked: breasts out, penis out. She had a mug of hot coffee in one hand, which slowed her down in covering herself up, so for about five seconds, I saw everything.

Then, I managed to look away, apologizing as I did so. She apologized for not being dressed. “I should have changed in the bathroom,” she said.

[image: Shocked]


“It’s fine.” I wanted to add ‘it’s nothing I haven’t seen before’, but that wasn’t entirely true. I hadn’t seen her boobs… unless you count seeing them in tiny bikinis. But I’d seen her cock countless times over the years, in changing rooms and one time when, as a guy, he streaked across a Saskatchewan Roughriders game field.

But her body was different now: more curvy, with boobs, and softer. Her muscle mass seemed to have changed—maybe from the pills she was taking. She was soft all over, with more weight on her hips than anywhere else. She looked… like a girl, with a cock.

She put on a little dress, which was sparkling and revealing. Then, she said, “I’m going to have a few drinks with some people I met. You’re welcome to come along.”

“Um, maybe,” I said.

“You should come. It would be nice if you came.” She smiled. She had a pretty smile. “I want to spend more time with you.”

[image: Sam in a dress]


“Um, okay,” I said. She seemed so genuine in wanting me to come, but that enthusiasm for wanting to be with me puttered out when we got to the resort restaurant, and we were met by three men—two of whom had girlfriends with them. I recognized the third: the man from the pool who had her hands all over Sam.

And then Sam quickly introduced me as her ‘longtime best-friend’, making sure her romantic interest knew that I wasn’t a romantic interest. The man quickly put his hand on her lower back and led her away from me.

I followed awkwardly, like some sad dog. I was the only one in that group at the restaurant without a partner. Of course I felt like a third-wheel, especially when I took my seat—the only open seat—which wasn’t in earshot of anyone except for the girl next to me, who was in a serious conversation with her fiancé about wedding plans. “I understand that you want to have a destination wedding, Maurice, but that’s just not fair to my family. They can’t afford to travel like your family can.”

“If we have the wedding in Calgary, they will have to travel to Calgary. They’ll have to find hotels in Calgary. What’s the difference? We may as well get married here in Mexico; at least then they can be at a resort.”
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“It’s a lot more to travel to Mexico than Calgary, and you know it.”

There was no way for me to slip into that conversation. And I couldn’t hear Sam talking to the tall fellow she met in the pool. So I just sat there, sipping one drink after the other, until I had to pee. Then, instead of returning to the table after using the bathroom, I just went back to my room.

And once again, I found myself wondering why Sam asked me to come here with her. It almost seemed like she was trying to make me jealous, as if that would be the ultimate validation she could get as a woman.

Maybe I needed to look into getting my own room. Maybe I needed to salvage the last four days of my trip by flying solo, and letting Sam spread her womanly wings as she saw fit.

But I was only away from that restaurant for forty minutes before Sam sent me a message. “Where did you go? Why did you leave me?”

“You were having fun. I was just feeling a bit left out,” I wrote to her.

“Left out? Everyone was being so nice,” she wrote. “It was embarrassing; you just disappeared and never came back.”

I felt the strange urge to apologize—again, not something I would ever think about with a guy friend, especially Guy Sam. But with Girl Sam, I felt a lot of strange pressure to do and say the correct things, to be sensitive of her feelings, to make sure that she was having a good time before I thought about what kind of time that I was having.

“Where are you now?” she asked.

“At the room,” I said.

“I’ll be right there.”

And so I waited… but she wasn’t ‘right’ there. It took her twenty minutes: twenty minutes of me just sitting there, waiting. My plan was to make it out to one of the bars, to try to meet some singles, but Sam’s feet-dragging was keeping me room-bound.

Finally, she arrived. She came and and looked at me with a blank look. I couldn’t tell what that look meant. She stared at me for a long while, almost as if waiting for an apology. And for some reason, I gave her that apology. “Sorry I left. I guess I just felt awkward.”

“Maybe if you tried talking to someone,” she said. “You just sat there quietly. You were making me feel awkward.”
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Now, I was feeling annoyed. Why did I have to explain myself to her? If this had been a guys’ trip Guy Sam wouldn’t have cared what I did or when I left or who I spent my time with.

“It just felt like you wanted to spend time with those guys, so I left. It’s not a big deal.”

“It is a big deal,” she said. “I planned this trip so we could spend time together—so I could spend time with my best friend.”

“Right,” I said. Now, I felt confused. She was confusing me… maybe on purpose.
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“So spend time with me,” she said.

“Want to go to the bar with me?” I asked.

“Bar? It’s almost ten-thirty.”

“Yeah. I know.”

She stared at me for a long time, and then she said, “Let’s just stay in. Okay? I’m tired. It was hot today. The sun really sucked it out of me. We can watch a show or something.”
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“Oh. Okay…” I tried to muster up a bit of enthusiasm when I said, “Sounds relaxing, so let’s do it.” But really, it sounded like a waste of time. I felt like I was doing everything to try to make her happy—but why? She wasn’t my girlfriend.

I sat on the weird corner sofa chair, where I could hardly see the TV. She put on a show, and then, after a few minutes, she said, “Why are you sitting there like that? I don’t have some infectious disease.”

“Where should I sit?”

She looked at me strangely. “With me… On the bed, where you can see the TV.”

So I moved to the bed, even though it felt a bit weird. “Why are you sitting so far from me. You’re going to give me a complex.”

“I’m just making sure you have space,” I said.

So I moved closer so she wouldn’t feel weird. The room fell silent for about fifteen minutes. Then, she leaned her head on my shoulder. I tensed up, but after a minute, it seemed more-or-less innocent… until she snuggled in harder.

“What are you doing?” I asked after considering my options. I had to say something.

“I’m just feeling kind of emotional right now,” she said. “Life is just really… crazy. And it’s nice to have someone like you in my life: someone stable and level-headed. You help to keep me grounded. I just… I really appreciate you.”

She gently placed a hand on my thigh. Was she… making a move? I tensed up. I didn’t move at all. I didn’t want to sleep with Sam. I didn’t want her even touching me—because she was my best friend.
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“Happy to help,” I said awkwardly, and then I turned back to the TV.

We were watching some chick show about hunky guys and hot girls hooking up in some Big Brother style mansion. It was so tediously… girly. Boy Sam had never been interested in this shit, so why was Girl Sam so into it? Could hormone pills change someone’s interests?

I wanted our friendship to be like it used to be—regardless of what gender she was. Sure, I was fine with her being a girl, but I wanted to have that old friendship like we had, where we could talk about anything, and cheer each other on and support each other in a… brotherhood sort of way.

The silence was awkward, so I decided to say, “I met a girl today on the beach. We walked and talked for a while. She was pretty cool.”

Then, Sam’s reaction took me by surprise. It wasn’t interest or excitement; there was no big smile or high-five or follow-up questions… Just a look of horror and betrayal on her face.

“We just, uh, walked and chatted. She’s staying at another resort.”

“So what?” Sam said. “Are you, like, trying to hook up with her or something?”

“What? No. I just met her and she seemed cool.”

“Whatever,” Sam said, suddenly pulling herself away from me. “Like—it’s your vacation, I guess. You can hang out with whoever you want, and hookup with whoever you want.”

“Sam,” I said. “Relax.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Why are you telling me to relax? You’re the one who’s been acting like a spaz all day: ditching me at dinner, and then throwing a weird little man-fit when I asked if you wanted to watch a show with me.”

I bit my tongue. I didn’t want to fight. I didn’t want any of this. I was really starting to dislike this new Sam, but I felt like I couldn’t say anything without risking sounding like a total asshole. I was expected to ‘support’ her and all of her actions, no matter how selfish it all seemed.

So I kept my mouth shut. We went back to watching the show. Then, after an hour, she said, “Can we turn out the lights? I want to sleep.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said. We turned out the lights. It seemed so early to be going to sleep while on vacation, at a resort for young singles. I could hear the distant boom of the resort bar, and I knew that guys were hooking up with girls; I wanted to be one of them, but I was too afraid of hurting Sam’s feelings.
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The morning was awkward again: another night of unconscious cuddling that ended, this time, with me as the little spoon. I woke up first, feeling warmer than usual. When I opened my eyes, I saw the arm wrapped tightly around me, and then I felt her smooth thigh over my body, with the heel of her foot nestled between my thighs. She had me pinned as she snored gently into the back of my neck.

And then I noticed the throbbing erection: hers this time, against my butt crack. I tried to wriggle away from it, but she had me pinned so firmly that I couldn’t move without waking her up—and I was strangely afraid of waking her.

The moment I was aware of that warm dick against my butt, it was all I could feel. It was so… prominent. Every little move she made made it even more obvious. I felt it there… throbbing…

Finally, she woke up. I pretended to be asleep as she slowly pried herself off of me. I kept my eyes closed as she tiptoed to her suitcase to get her hair tools.

I opened my eyes slightly, and then I tried not to gasp when I saw what I felt: her hard erection, now out in the open. She assumed I was asleep, so she wasn’t covering herself.

It was big. Her foreskin was pulled tightly back, making her tip look even darker red.

She looked over at me and I managed to close my eyes fast, so she thought that I was still asleep.

She tiptoed into the bathroom, almost closing the door fully, but not quite. Now, I could see a sliver of her through the bathroom mirror. I watched as she slipped out of her robe and turned on the shower. She was still erect. She turned to the bathroom mirror and spent a minute running her hands through her hair, and then another minute squeezing and bouncing her breasts. With a bit of rubbing, she made her nipples hard and perky. Her face turned dark red.

Then, down went her hand, slowly, to her hard shaft. Her fingers curled around it: tight, tighter, tighter…

I watched her as she began to stroke, up and down. Why did she leave the door half-open? It was almost like she wanted me to catch her—or maybe the excitement of being caught made it more fun. She reached out and grabbed a bottle of white hand moisturizer. She squirted lots onto her palm, and then she began to jerk herself off with it. I could hear that squishing of cream between her fingers from the bed.

I heard her let out a soft moan. Then, she lifted a foot onto the counter. She reached into her toiletries bag and produced that long dildo I saw in her luggage. She squished some white cream onto it and then brought it around back. With a dull push, she sent it into her anus.

Now, she was jerking herself off and fucking herself.

I was frozen as I watched. This went on for about ten minutes, with her pushing that dildo as far into her asshole as it would go: all nine inches of toy, shoved deep into her hole.

And then she suddenly burst: a cumshot that was so powerful, it sprayed the whole length of the mirror, nearly touching the ceiling. I gasped and covered my lips. Every time she pushed the dildo into her, cum would spray five feet into the air—until she had no more cum left.

Then, she pulled the toy out and slipped into the shower.

My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe what I’d seen.

I waited ten minutes before getting up. She came out from the bathroom wearing nothing but a towel—and that towel was hardly covering her nipples. I was really starting to think that she was trying to get me to fuck her. She was trying to seduce me. Even just looking at the way she had that towel around her… it wasn’t a full-sized towel. It was one of the hand-drying towels.
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Her ass was hanging out. She turned to me and smiled. “Good morning.”

“Hi,” I said.

“Did you get a good sleep?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“What do you want to do today?”

“Whatever,” I said. “I’m easy.”

“I thought we could sit on the beach together. I have lunch plans—is that okay? I’ll be gone for like an hour or two, but then we can meet up again.”

I stared at her. “Lunch plans?”

“That guy from dinner; he just wants to have a lunch with me. But it’s just lunch.”

She smiled, and my heart skipped a beat. Did she not see the double-standard? She was so angry when I told her I talked to a girl—and now she was casually going on a lunch date? And why did I care? Why was my heart racing? Why was I worried that this guy was going to sweep her off of her feet? It’s not like I wanted her for myself…

But she was playing with my emotions—maybe subconsciously. She was spending the night snuggling with me, and cuddling me in the bed, and telling me she wanted to spend time with me, and then she was telling me about this guy and blushing all over. I couldn’t figure any of it out.

“Sounds good,” I said, and for a moment, she looked annoyed, as if she was expecting a different response from me.
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It was as if she wanted me to ‘fight’ for her. Maybe she wanted me to tell her she couldn’t go out with the guy. Maybe she wanted me to grab her romantically and say, ‘No. I want you for myself. He can’t have you.’ But I didn’t want that… At least I didn’t think I wanted it. Did I want that?

No. No—why was I thinking like that?

I didn’t have feelings for my friend. I didn’t want to date Sam…

Though I did have to admit that she was quite stunning, especially when I saw her after breakfast, in her bikini on the beach. It was a dainty blue bikini, hardly covering more than her nipples and penis.
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Other guys were looking at her with blushing faces, so I knew that she really was attractive; it wasn’t just my brain playing tricks on me.
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And it was hard not to look at her. It’s hard not to feel anything when looking at a girl like that. In a weird way, when I saw guys looking at her, I felt the desire to move in closer to her, so people would think that she was mine—even though it was the opposite of how I felt before, wanting to ensure everyone knew I was single.

She would look into my eyes whenever I spoke, and it was hard keeping my gaze on her eyes. Her boobs looked so… full… so shiny, all rubbed with coconut tanning oil.
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My heart was racing. I forced myself to look away from her she she sprawled out on her blue towel.

Then, I saw Kate, coming down the beach. She was wearing the cutest green-and-blue swimsuit, which was tight to her petite body. Her body really looked kind of… boyish in the swimsuit.

Suddenly, I felt like I needed to put a bit of distance between me and Sam. I slid away about three feet. Sam looked at me curiously. I blushed and smiled and went back to enjoying the sunshine.

Then I looked back over at Kate. She peered around and then she eyed me. I smiled. She returned the smile. Then, she saw Sam. Her face turned a dark shade of red.
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“What are you looking at?” Sam asked, so I darted my gaze away quickly.

“Huh?” I said. “Oh. Nothing. Just the water. The waves are beautiful.”

She smiled. “What do you want to do for dinner tonight? I thought we could head into town and maybe eat at a real Mexican restaurant—not the touristy buffet restaurant food.”

“Um, okay,” I said. When I turned to look back towards Kate, she was gone. A weird fluttering in my chest came and went. I looked back at Sam. She was relaxed on her towel, soaking in the sun, soaking in the gazes of all of the horny men.

And as the hours passed, I began to wonder if that was the real point of today’s beach excursion. Did she just want to put on a slutty outfit and sprawl herself out in front of as many men as possible? There were more private areas on that beach, but she chose that one, and she chose the skimpiest blue bikini, which hardly covered her breasts at all.
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Iwas a bit annoyed by the effort that Sam was putting in for her ‘date’. It wouldn’t have been so annoying if she hadn’t insisted that I ‘hang out’ with her while she did her makeup and pick out a dress.

I made the mistake of saying, “I’m going to go for a swim,” before she was finished, and she gave me that look of betrayal again—as if she wasn’t about to ditch me to go on some date with a guy.
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Then, I decided to ask, “Does he know you’re trans?”

Sam’s face turned a curious pale shade. She stared at me blankly for a moment. “Not yet,” she said. “Why? Do you think he would care?”

“No,” I said. “I mean… I don’t know. I don’t know the guy.”

“Do you think people are like that?” she asked.

“Some people are. You know that.”

“Everyone has been super supportive,” she said to me.

She sat on the bed to grab her phone, to check her texts. That’s when her dress rode up slightly and I saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

[image: No panties]


Not to mention how low-cut the dress was—and how short the skirt was. She was dressed for one reason: seduction. And I have to admit that it was making me feel weird and tingly. I considered the idea of kiboshing this date of hers so that I could make a move on her.

I tried to push that idea out of my head… but how could I stop thinking about her when she looked like that?

“What are you looking at? Is there something wrong with my dress?” she asked, looking down at her breasts.

“N—No,” I said. “I was just thinking,” I said.

“What about you, Quincey?” she said. She crawled over the bed slowly to grab her little makeup mirror, so she could check her makeup on the bed. As she did so, her tits nearly fell out from that tight dress. My God, was she trying to seduce me? Could she not just get off of the bed and grab it? Why was she crawling on the bed like she was taking part in some boudoir photoshoot?
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“W—What about me?”

“Would you date a trans girl?”

“I don’t know,” I said, feeling beads of sweat now on my forehead. I caught a quick glimpse of her flaccid penis as she sat back down. Then, I turned away. “Uh, you know you don’t have panties on, right?”

“Oh. Pass me the panties—they’re just on that dresser. So I did, and I kept looking away until she had them on. But when I looked back, it still didn’t seem like she cared at all to cover herself up. Maybe this was just her being herself… I mean—Boy Sam would do stuff like that: careless exposure around buddies; he was one of those guys who had no shame… or maybe he was secretly gay all along and wanted us looking at his cock.
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“So,” she continued. “If you found out a girl you really liked was trans, you would still date her?”

“Yeah. Why not?” I said, though it wasn’t totally true—because it was impossible to really know. To be honest, I didn’t like the idea of being with a penis—definitely on a man, but probably not on a woman either. I liked… pussy. If I saw a picture of a pussy, I would get aroused, like all straight men. And a picture of a penis, without context… well, I really doubt it would turn me on.

“Would you date me?” she asked.
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I felt my face turning dark red. I stuttered for a moment. “Um,” I said. “We’re friends. I like you as a friend, and, uh, always will.”

Then she burst out laughing. I felt awkward, but relieved she wasn’t serious.
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“I have to get going,” she said. “Unless you’d rather take me on a date.” She winked. “Maybe you’d even get lucky.” She said it with that same joking sarcasm, but it was a weird joke. It seemed so… strangely timed. It seemed so… weird.
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She kept giggling, and then she got up off of the bed and grabbed her little purse. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, and then we can start thinking about dinner.”

She left, and I felt a weird pang of nervousness. I didn’t like not knowing where she was or what she was up to. I knew the guy she was with wanted to be with her sexually… but he didn’t know she was trans. Maybe he would be fine with it and want to bang her… Or maybe he would be angry about it and try to hurt her—either emotionally or physically. Either way, I felt an intense dread.

So I went for a walk, in my swim-shorts. I figured I would go for a swim in one of the resort pools. Then, while I walking, I spotted Kate.
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She was sitting on the edge of a pool, with her back to the ocean. She looked so sweet and innocent, sitting alone.

She saw me and smiled, so I walked over. “How’s it going?”

She smiled. “Come and get a drink with me.”

I went with her to a nearby bar and we ordered a couple of drinks. Before she took a sip, I said, “Are you old enough to drink that?”

“As of today,” she smiled. “It’s my eighteenth birthday.”

“Oh wow. Happy Birthday.”

“Thanks,” she blushed.

Then, a cool ocean breeze swept into the open-aired bar. She shivered; there wasn’t much fat on that petite body. “Mind waiting? I’m just going to change.” She reached down and pulled a little pink dress out from her bag.

“Take your time,” I said.

When she returned, I was floored. She was so adorable in that little pink dress, which wasn’t much different than the pink dress that Sam had left for her date in.
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She took a seat and raised her beer up. “Cheers,” she said, blushing.

I clinked my glass with hers. I was still tempted to ask for her ID. She looked young… but then again, I was nearing thirty. Eighteen was a long time ago for me… and to think of how I looked when I was eighteen!

“Let’s sit outside,” she said. So we got a cute little table with a nice view of the ocean.
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She had a nervous look on her face, and I wondered if she’d ever really been on a ‘date’ before. Was this a date? It was starting to feel like one.

“My parents had a big fight this morning,” she said.

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“My dad hit my mom. It was bad. I don’t even think they noticed me leaving.”

“He hit her?”

She nodded her head. “He does that a lot. It’s been a lot worse lately. I think he’s really stressed with work… not that that’s an excuse for being violent and abusive. It doesn’t help that my mom purposely pushes his buttons. This morning, she started talking about some guy she had sex with a couple years ago. She cheated on him, and he found out, but decided to stay with her—for the kids. And whenever my mom wants to make him mad, she will mention something about the affair—like how big he was, or something.”

“Jesus,” I said. “Your parents sound…”

“Fucked up?” She blushed and looked down at the table, then she let out a curious giggle, making me wonder if any of it was real. “I guess I’m just used to it. It’s just… survival.”
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“You shouldn’t have to deal with that,” I said.

“My plan is to get out. I’m eighteen now. I can legally move out without permission from my parents or the government or whatever. And it will be easier to get a job. I’ve actually been saving up for a while, and have enough for a small down-payment. The problem is the mortgage rules in Canada are so messed up.”

“You’re from Canada too?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. “Are you?”

“Yeah.”

“If I want a mortgage, I need to find a good-paying job and hold it down for, like, at least five years before any bank will let me have a mortgage. So it doesn’t matter that I have enough for a down-payment, and it doesn’t matter that I would be able to make the payments just fine… Oh well. I would hate to rent for half a decade and just throw that money away—but I’ll do what I have to do. Anyway… Enough about my problems. How’s your situation with Sam? I saw her this morning. She’s really beautiful.”

“Yeah,” I said. “She’s surprisingly… pretty.”

“Surprising?”

“Well, she was a guy,” I said.

Kate blushed. “But she’s not now.”

“No, she’s not now. I guess I just didn’t think any guy could… look like that. Especially Sam. But… she looks good, I guess. I mean—guys are drooling over her. I can’t go anywhere without guys staring at her body. Good for her, I guess.”
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“Do you like her?” Kate asked.

The question made me tense up. “No,” I said quickly. “Like—I mean, as a friend, sure. But… romantically? No, no, no. I could never… I mean… She’s not interested in me even. She’s on a date with a guy right now. We’re just friends.” I was flustered.

Kate giggled. “It sounds like you like her a little bit. It’s okay if you have feelings for her, you know. She’s super pretty. Even I caught myself staring at her.”

I chuckled. “Are you into girls?” I asked jokingly.

Then she blushed. “I’m bi.”

“Oh.” I felt awkward now. “So, uh… Would you prefer to be with a guy, or with a girl?”

“I don’t really care. I like both guys and girls. I just want to be with someone… kind.”

We talked for a while about her bisexuality, because I found it surprisingly interesting. She claimed that she didn’t care at all if her partner was a man or a woman. “Even in bed?” I asked, blushing. “Like… if you were with a guy, wouldn’t you eventually crave… women parts? Or vice-versa?”

“I don’t think so,” she said.

We went for a walk down the beach together. It was nice. We had lots to talk about. It seemed like me opening up about Sam in the beginning had made her feel comfortable to open up about her own life, and when she talked to me about her family issues, I found myself relating more than expected—so I had a lot to say, and she had a lot to say.
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In fact, our talk got so deep and personal, that she ended up saying, “I guess it’s hard for me to say if I would miss being with a girl, if I was with a guy, or vice-versa—because I’ve never been with either.”

I paused for a moment. “You’re a…”

“Virgin,” she said.

It was silent for a long moment. Then, I awkwardly said, “That’s cool.”

She laughed. “Is it?”

“I mean—it’s fine. Nothing wrong with that. I was a virgin when I was your age too.”

“I want to have sex,” she said. “Just… with the right guy. Someone nice.”
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I just stood there blushing. “Yeah. Totally.” She was staring into my eyes.
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I swear to God, it seemed like her eyes were saying, ‘Please be my first.’ But she was so young, so innocent. I didn’t want that pressure… Or did I? She was so pretty. She was cool. But… she deserved better than a guy like me.

The wind picked up, lifting a bit of her hair up into the air in a super-cute way. My heart skipped a beat. She was still being silent.

It was almost like she was waiting for me to ask if she wanted to fuck.
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My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out and saw that it was Sam. “Where are you?” she asked. “I’ve looked everywhere for you.” And that’s when I saw the time. “Shit,” I said to Kate. “I told Sam I would be back, like, an hour ago. We’ve been walking for two hours.”

“Really?” Kate said, blushing. “It didn’t seem like that long.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow is my last day here. As in, tomorrow night is my last night.” She looked even deeper into my eyes, as if she was trying to say, ‘As in, if you want to fuck me, tomorrow is your chance.’

“I’ll definitely see you tomorrow then,” I said.

I smiled, blushed, and then I hurried back towards the resort to find Sam, by the pool, already being hit on by a new man.
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She saw me and waved me over. Then, she introduced me to the guy. I won’t lie; I can’t remember his name. I just remember his scowl when he saw me, and Sam told the guy that I was sharing a room with her. He looked me up and down, feigned a smile, and then told us that he had to catch up with his friends.

Once he was gone, Sam looked suddenly disappointed. “I told you when I was going to be back,” she said.

“I know. I lost track of time.”

“Doing what?”
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I paused. Was it her business? We weren’t dating, so why did she need to know what I was up to? “I was just walking on the beach.” I knew that she would become even more annoyed if she found out I was with Kate again.

“That’s a long walk,” she said.

“Yeah, it was. But it was nice.”

“My friend invited us out drinking tonight,” Sam said, waving off my ‘walk’. “Both of us. He told me to ask you to come along.”

“What’s his name again?”

“Darius.”

Darius? Was that his name before? Was this a different guy? Sam got out of the pool and went for a pool chair. She stretched her amazing body out and let out a small sigh.

“I want to go, and I want you to come.”

I remembered the dinner, where nobody talked to me, and then I got into ‘trouble’ for ditching. But I didn’t want to upset her, so I feigned a smile and said, “Sounds like fun.”

Now, she was smiling again.
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There was a club in the nearby town, which was for tourists and entirely populated by people flocking from the nearby resorts. It had a bit more edge to it than the bars at the resort: louder music, stronger drinks… and, sluttier girls.

Sam put in an effort to stand out, putting on the tightest red dress I’d ever seen on a woman. It was squeezing her body so hard that it looked like her tits were going to pop out at any given second.
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Before even getting a drink, she went straight for the dance floor, where she quickly found the attention of more than a handful of guys.

Sam’s friend, Darius, approached me with a grin on his face. “She’s so hot,” he said to me.

I didn’t reply. I wanted to tell him to keep his hands off of her. Sure, Sam was sexy… but I didn’t want her to be used by some loser as a vacation fling.
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I bit my tongue. It wasn’t my business what Sam wanted to do. I went to the bar and got myself a drink. Darius followed me, leaning over the bar next to me. When I waved down the bartender, he spoke over me and ordered himself a drink first. Then, he looked at me and said, “It’s good you’re gay. I would hate the competition.”

I bit my tongue harder. “I’m not gay.”

He stared at me for a moment. “Sam told me you were,” he said.

“Well I’m not, and she knows that.”

He blinked a few times. Then, he laughed. “You sure she knows that?”

I felt my face turning dark red. I took a deep breath in. I really hated this guy. I didn’t want him having sex with Sam, simply because I didn’t want him to have the satisfaction. “She definitely knows,” I said—and then I let a grin slip. Maybe it was wrong, but I decided to fib a little bit. “I’ve slept with her a few times.” It wasn’t a lie; technically we had slept together… literally.

He looked a bit nervous now. “So why would she say you’re gay?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

He was a bit shaken. He sipped his drink. Then Sam met us at the bar. “Hey, boys,” she giggled. “Who wants to dance with me?”

The date was quiet, so I went with Sam. I danced with her, even though I was rubbish at dancing. She was surprisingly good—but she’d always been good. As a guy, Sam was always the first on the dance floor—but not quite like this. Now, Sam was grinding me and swaying her hips in the most feminine way possible.

When she was rubbing her ass on my lap, I got hard—and I’m sure she felt it. I couldn’t help it. I just hoped she would see it as a compliment and not some creepy advance.

She looked at me with a flirtatious smile. My God, her signals… they were so mixed! What did she want? That look was surely saying she wanted me to fuck her… but then why was that Darius guy here? What did she want from me?
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“I need a drink,” I said, so we went back to the bar and got drinks together. Darius pulled her away—not far away, but he kept his voice low while he talked to her, and I took that as my cue to wander the club a bit.

I tried to have fun. I tried to enjoy myself. I danced with a few strangers. I had some conversations with some cute girls.
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Whenever I looked back, Sam was still chatting with Darius. Their conversation was getting deeper. I felt left out, and once again wondered why I was brought along—but this time, I wasn’t going to let it get to me. I was determined to have a good time.

I had a good dance with an adorable blonde in a cute red dress. She was fun, though she had a boyfriend. I respected that he was willing to let his girl dance with other people; it’s not like she was dancing like a whore. She wasn’t dirty-dancing like Sam.
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After the dance, I saw that Sam was still with Darius, as if I wasn’t even there. I took my coat off, feeling hot. Then, I had another dance, this time with a beauty in a blue dress. I was having a great time.
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The blue-dress girl was all over me. I probably could have taken her back to my room… our room. But Sam came up to me at the end of the dance, and she took me by the wrist, pulling me into a new dance, with her. Again, she got right to grinding, and it wasn’t long before I was hard again. The blue-dress girl was gone, no longer in the bar—so that chance was gone.

Then, I noticed Darius was gone too. “Where’s your date?” I asked.

She blushed. “He’s not a date. Just a friend.”

“So where is he?”

“He left.”

“He was all over you. Did you reject him or something?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “He’s not my type,” she said, swaying slightly, and slurring her words. That’s when I realized she was quite drunk. She even let out a little burp in my face, which I have to admit was kind of cute.

She put her hands on my shoulders and peered into my eyes. “You’re really cute,” she said. “I’ve never really noticed your eyes before.”

“You’re drunk,” I said.
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“Hardly,” she said, and then she burped again. She giggled.

Then, she moved closer, slipping her hands onto my sides for a moment before letting one slip down to my cock. “You’re hard,” she giggled.

“From the dancing,” I awkwardly said.

“Just admit you like me.”

“You’re pretty, Sam. But you’re drunk.”

“Come on, Quincey. Let’s go to the room and fuck.”
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She bit her lip. “I think that’s a bad idea,” I said.

“It would feel so, so good,” she said, stumbling a little.

“You’re drunk. Let’s get you back home.”

“Lay me out and fuck my brains out,” she said. “And after you cum in me, I’ll put mine in you and I’ll cum in you.”

I took her hand and helped her to the door. She was quite tipsy. I wondered how much she’d consumed while I was dancing.

“Want to suck my dick?” she asked with a giggle.
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“Not tonight, Sam.”

“I want you to suck me so badly,” she groaned. “Come on. Just suck me. I’ll suck you if you suck me.”

I managed to get her home. She fell onto the bed and pulled up her dress, revealing her lack of panties. Her cock was half-hard. She gripped it and said, “Suck me, Quincey.”

“You should get some sleep,” I said, heart-racing.

“I want to fuck.”

“Not tonight, Sam.”

“Then tomorrow. Fuck me tomorrow.”

“F—Fine,” I said, knowing she wouldn’t remember any of this. I wasn’t actually agreeing to fuck Sam.
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“Or fuck me now,” she grinned.

“You’re drunk. I don’t feel comfortable having sex with you when you’re drunk,” I said, even though the truth was I didn’t want to fuck at all. It was just too weird. She was my… friend.

She started masturbating. “Then watch me jerk off,” she said. She squeezed hard and pumped herself fast.

“S—Sam,” I said.

“Just watch,” she groaned.

I looked away, and then she snapped at me, “Watch me fucking jerk off!” So I looked at her. It only took her a minute before she came on her own stomach, moaning. She squeezed her tip hard, squishing out that last drop. Then, she fell on her pillow, and was asleep, covered in cum, still in her dress.
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This whole vacation was just getting too weird for me.
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Sam had a bad hangover, so she spent the whole morning in the bathroom. I offered to hold her hair for a while, and I offered to keep her company. But after puking for a while, she crawled back into bed and fell asleep, so I went out.

I wandered around the resort before heading down to the beach. I walked for a while, heading towards Kate’s resort, hoping to run into her—and then I saw her coming towards me on the beach. Maybe it was good intuition or just good luck.

She blushed when she saw me. “How was your night,” she asked.
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“Oh God,” I said. “That’s a loaded question…” I told her about what happened, and she turned dark red when I told her about Sam masturbating before passing out. “What about your night?”

“It was fine for a while, but then it got ugly. My sister brought a guy to our room while my parents were out for dinner, and my dad came back and found them together.”

“Oh no.”

“He got angry. He hit her. It was… ugly. He got into it with my mom again.” She sighed. “We leave tomorrow morning, and I think my dad is going to find somewhere else to live. So things are going to be… different. Hopefully better.”

I was listening to her talk; I swear. But she was wearing a tiny white bikini, and I don’t think I’d ever seen her show skin like that. Her petite body was so… tight.
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She had small boobs, but they matched her frame, which was so fragile and dainty.

“You look good,” I said.

She blushed. Maybe it was an awkward compliment given the conversation topic. “Thanks,” she said softly.

“Want to get lunch with me?”

She nodded her head. During lunch, she asked about Sam again. “Would you have sex with her?” she asked. “I mean—just to see if that’s something you might like?”

“Being with a friend?”

“Being with a trans girl.”

“Oh. I mean… I don’t want to have sex with my friend just to see if I would be into that. It seems kind of… weird.” I laughed.

“Yeah, maybe,” she laughed too. She had a bit of an awkward energy, but that just made her cuter.

We had a nice lunch together. We talked more about her family situation. I told her that she could live in my guest room if she needed a place to stay at any point. “I promise not to be creepy or anything. But I’m happy to give you a place to stay if you need it.”

“That’s really sweet, Quincey. Thank you. If I need a place, I’ll let you know.”
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“I know this sounds bad, but I need to check on Sam,” I said.

“It doesn’t sound bad. It’s sweet.”

“Do you want to… come?” I asked. “We’ll just make sure she’s okay.”

“Won’t she be kind of mad to see me with you? You said she gets a bit… jealous.”

“Maybe. But… that’s not really fair for me to worry about.”

Kate smiled, so we went to check on Sam. Sam was still sleeping, so I changed into swim shorts and we went to the pool. It was nice. We swam a bit—but more than anything, we couldn’t stop talking. It seemed like there was just so much to say, unlike with Sam; speaking to Sam was just… awkward.

“I like you a lot,” I said. “I’m going to miss you when you leave.”

“Yeah. But maybe we can stay in touch.”

“We should,” I smiled.

There was something so innocent about her—and something so innocent about our ‘connection’. It wasn’t like meeting some horny chick in a bar who you’re dying to fuck. It wasn’t like she just wanted to use me for a free lunch or a confidence boost. This wasn’t a fling. Maybe it was something more…

We were swimming when Sam came to the pool, wearing a white sleeved dress. She had a big sunhat on as she peered down at me. I felt a bit nervous that she was going to be pissed about Kate. But she just smiled at me and said, “Sorry I’ve been out of commission today.”
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“It’s fine,” I said. “Uh, Sam—this is Kate.”

Sam looked at Kate. She hesitated a moment, and then she smiled. “Nice to meet you,” she said politely, but I could tell that she was annoyed.

I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do—but I didn’t really care anymore; I wanted to enjoy myself, and I wanted to be with Kate. If Sam didn’t like that, then that was her problem to deal with. She sat down on the edge of the pool. “You look… underage,” she said to Kate.
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“I’m eighteen,” Kate said, blushing.

“You don’t look it.” Then, Sam eyed me before looking back at Kate. “Careful with this player. He knows what to say to girls.”

I tensed up. Why was Sam saying this? Was she just kidding, or was she actually trying to sabotage us?

She stretched out her arms, and then she said, “Darius wants to see me tonight. I think I’m going to go out with him. So I won’t be home until really late.” I think she was just trying to make me jealous, but I wasn’t sure that I cared anymore. Sure, I felt a bit weird about some guy having his way with my friend… but Sam was her own person and she could do what she wanted to do.

“Okay. Have fun,” I said.

She looked a bit miffed before she took off. I looked at Kate, who was looking a bit nervous. I thought about telling her that it wasn’t true, what Sam said, but I knew it wouldn’t make a difference. I knew that I couldn’t say anything that would make her believe I wasn’t actually a player.

“Want to get dinner with me tonight then?” I asked.

She blushed. “Can it be an early dinner? My parents are going to expect me back before it’s dark.”

“No problem.”

Kate had brought a bag with a change of clothes, so she went into a bathroom and got changed. She emerged wearing an adorable yellow romper.
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We got dinner together. We had some drinks after dinner together. I looked out at the water and saw that the sun was nearing the horizon. I was feeling nervous. Our time together was coming to an end. “You probably need to leave soon,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said. “But… I don’t really want to go.”

“I don’t want your dad to get angry with you,” I said.

“It might already be inevitable at this point.”

“I can get you a cab. It will get you home in five minutes.”

“Yeah,” she said. “In that case, I could probably stay for another… forty minutes.” She smiled.
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“Cool,” I smiled. “How do you want to spend our last… forty minutes or so?”

She looked into my eyes. Then, after a long pause, she said, “I want to have sex with you.”

The room was suddenly frighteningly silent. My heart was racing. Was she serious? She looked dead-serious. “Um,” I said.

“If you don’t want to, we don’t have to,” she said, turning dark red.

“No. I do. I just… It’s your first time, and…”

“I want to do it with you,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked. My heart raced faster.

She nodded her head.
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She kept staring at me.

“Let’s go back to your room,” she said.
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Ididn’t fully realize just how petite she was until she was in my room and I had my hands on her sides. I had to bend forward quite a bit to kiss her on the lips. Her lips were soft.

She kept pulling away from me suddenly, turning pale all over, as if something was wrong. When I asked her what it was, she would be silent for a moment, and then she would say, “N—Nothing.”

It was her first time. I knew that she was nervous. “We don’t have to do this if you don’t feel comfortable,” I said.

She stared into my eyes. “I want to do it,” she said softly.

So we kept kissing. I got her romper off, leaving her in her pink bra and pink panties. I took off my shirt and she pawed at my chest and abs. She let out a soft moan—and then she pulled away again.
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She took a deep breath. “It’s really okay if you don’t want to do this.”

“I—I do,” she said. “But…”

“But what?”

“I need to tell you something. I should have told you sooner—but…” She took another deep breath. “I’m, uh… like Sam.”

“What?” I said. “What does that mean?”

“I mean… Last week, I was a, uh… guy. And I’ve been a girl for the first time on this trip.”

She bit her lip and turned dark red all over, with wide eyes, seemingly worried that I was about to throw a punch at her. I think she could tell that I didn’t believe her, so she proved it by gently pulling her panties down to show me her small cock, and then she covered back up. “I’m sorry, Quincey.”
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“Wow,” I said. “But you… uh… have boobs.”

“Small boobs,” she said. “I’ve secretly been taking hormones that I got from a trans friend from school.” Her eyes were watering now. “In fact… I’m not even really out. Before I go back to my parents resort, I clean off my makeup and I bind my boobs and change into boy clothes.”

“Wow,” I said again, trying to wrap my head around it. I’d just been making out with… an eighteen-year-old boy.

She sat down on the edge of my bed. She stared into my eyes, looking like she was about to cry.
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“If my dad found out, he would kill me. But… now that I’m eighteen, I’m going to move out so that I can—you know… be out. I’m really sorry, Quincey. I should have told you. I tried to tell you a few times. I tried to get a read on what you thought about it. But I was scared. I was scared that I would scare you off… because I really like you.”

“I like you too,” I said.

She paused. “Still?”

I nodded my head.

“Even though… I’m a boy?”

“Not to me you’re not,” I said.

“Even though I have a penis?”

“It doesn’t bother me,” I said with a smile.

I watched as relief came to her face. All of the tension seemed to putter away. Then, her cheeks turned a beautiful shade of pink. “So do you want to take my virginity?”

I nodded my head.

“Go ahead, Quincey. Take her virginity,” said a voice from the doorway. We both gasped, turning to see Sam standing in the doorway, with a blank look on her face.
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“Sam,” I said. “I thought you were on a date.”

“It wasn’t a date,” she said.

I was silent. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say. I saw a curious shimmer in her eyes, as if she was about to cry. “What’s wrong?” I said.

“Nothing,” she said. “I should just… go.”

“Wait,” Kate said suddenly. “Sam—I want to talk with you.”

“About what?” Sam said, wiping her eyes.

“I… I want to come out, like you.”

“Come out?” I don’t think Sam had caught the part where Kate revealed she was trans.

“I’m trans, like you. And you… you’re so pretty, and Quincey told me all about your transition. I just really want to talk to you about it.”

Sam’s face turned red all over. She was flustered for a moment before she said, “Okay. We can talk about it. Maybe tomorrow.”

“I leave early in the morning,” Kate said. “But maybe I can get your number.”

“Fine,” Sam said softly. “And now, I guess I’ll leave you two alone…” She seemed so strangely hurt by the whole scene—but why? Why did any of this matter to her? I wasn’t her boyfriend. She never cared before when I slept with girls, and I never cared when she, as a guy, slept with girls.

“What is it?” I said.

“Nothing.”

“Just tell me. What’s wrong?”

She blinked a few times, and then she said, “I wanted to be with you, Quincey. That’s part of why I brought you here with me. I wanted to… Oh God, it sounds so lame… so stupid… so desperate… But I wanted to hook up with you.”

“You wanted to have sex?”

She turned her head away, embarrassed. “Yes. And I told you that last night, and you rejected me. And I thought that it was because… you know—that I’m trans. But apparently that doesn’t really matter to you, so I guess it’s just me.”

“Sam. I didn’t sleep with you because you’re my best-friend,” I explained. “I didn’t want to ruin our friendship. I don’t want to make things weird between us.”
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“Well, Darius rejected me too,” she said. “Nobody wants to be with me. Apparently I’m a freak.”

“You’re not a freak,” I said.

“You’re so beautiful,” Kate added.

“Nobody wants to have sex with me,” she sighed.

“I would have sex with you,” Kate said, taking me by surprise. I turned slowly to look at Kate, who was now blushing, trying to hide a cheeky little smile.

Even Sam’s face was dark red. She opened her mouth to speak—but no words came out.
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“What?” Kate blushed. “I told you that I’m bi. And she’s really pretty. I still want to lose my virginity to you, Quincey. But I would be happy to have sex with Sam too—so I could try it both ways… Or…”

“Or what?” Sam managed to say. I was still at a loss for words.

“Maybe…”

“Maybe what?” Sam said.

Kate, with that cheeky smile, stood there blushing for a long moment. “We could just have a threesome.”
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It was not at all what I expected to hear from the petite, innocent little Kate. Her face was red all over—maybe almost as red as my face… maybe as red as Sam’s face.

“Your friend is a little whore,” Sam said.

“Sam,” I growled.

“What? I like it,” Sam smiled. Then, catching me even more off-guard, Sam walked up to Kate and put her hands on her petite body. She felt her up and down, and then she leaned in and kissed her on the lips.

I stood there, stunned, feeling like I was in some sort of twilight zone episode. I watched them kissing for a few minutes, lips smacking together, tongues entering into each other’s mouths.

Then, I watched as hands reached between legs. Kate’s hand slipped under Sam’s skirt, and then Kate gasped when she felt that huge log that Sam was hiding. Sam’s delicate fingers found Kate’s small penis, and they began to play with each other.

Then, seemingly in unison, they both turned to me and said, “Are you joining?”
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I joined. How could I not? The girls together were so hot; I was already throbbing. They both did away with my shorts, and a moment later, they were both on their knees before me, taking turns licking my towering shaft, giggling playfully.

It felt so good… but still, in a way, felt wrong. Sam was my friend; she’d been my friend since elementary school. Now, she was licking my cock and stroking it with her manicured fingers. It felt so nice, but so wrong at the same time.

Then the girls stood up. They giggled as they all stepped in. Kate managed to get all of our tips touching. She rubbed them all with the palm of her hand and moaned. Three cocks together, and somehow it didn’t feel gay at all… Because to me, these girls really were girls, whether they had cocks or pussies.

Then, Kate had me lay on my back. She got onto her knees and she began to suck me, giving me a proper one-on-one blowjob. She was good at it, sucking every inch, taking it down her throat, letting her saliva fall all over my shaft.

Sam took Kate and turned her around, and then bent her over. She gently rubbed her back and said, “Are you ready?”

Kate mumbled and nodded her head. She was tense and nervous. Sam spat on her fingers and rubbed Kate’s little puckering asshole. She even stuck a finger into the hole, making Kate gasped. “Try not to clench so hard, and it won’t hurt,” Sam said.

Then I stepped up, ready to take the young woman’s virginity. Sam helped by taking my shaft in her hand and guiding the tip to that tight hole. “Save some for me,” she said, and then she helped me to penetrate, taking Kate’s precious virginity.

I thrusted gently, making her moan. She clenched the bedsheets. Sam rubbed her back gently while she took every inch of my shaft.

Then, Sam was behind me. She gently caressed my body before I felt her hard cock sliding up between my butt cheeks. I was nervous. I didn’t really want it… but I was open to trying it. I closed my eyes and felt her as she began to push in.

She pushed in: deeper and deeper. I felt every throbbing inch.

I was in the middle of them. As Sam thrusted into me, she forced my hips forward, making me thrust deeper into Kate. It was only a minute before the three of us were all moaning.

Then, I’m not really sure how it happened, but Sam took my spot, mounting Kate, and I was behind Sam. We were all on the bed now, with Kate on her back, legs spread wide, and me behind Sam. Then, somehow I found myself on my stomach, with Kate’s small erection thrusting in and out of me—and I have to admit that it was actually the perfect size: not so big that I felt like I was being stretched, and just long enough to target that sweet-spot. She fucked fast, like a jackrabbit. Sam giggled as she watched the eighteen-year-old driving quickly into me. She spanked her on her soft, pale bum. “You go, girl,” Sam said.

And then I felt her cum: I felt the hot gushes of warm cum deep in my asshole. Sam walked up next to me, stroking her cock. She aimed her tip at my face, and then she coated me. I had to close my eyes. She pushed her tip into my mouth to make me suck out the last drop.

And at some point in all of it, I came, all over the bed sheets.

We were all sweaty. None of us said a thing for at least five minutes.

Then, Kate finally broke the silence by saying, “That was amazing.” We all laughed.

“You need to get back to your resort,” I said, eyeing the time and realizing an hour had gone by. So we quickly dressed and got Kate into a cab. She handed me her phone number and was teary-eyed as they pulled away. I had no idea if I would ever see her again, and I think she had the same thought.
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Then, I went back to the hotel room with Sam, and that’s when we talked it all through.
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Sam admitted everything. She had been in love with me for over a year, before she even went on that big trip. In fact, part of the reason she went on the trip was to get away from me. “I just… wasn’t able to be near you. It killed me to see you going on dates with girls. Whenever you talked about girls, my heart would ache.”

“So you were gay?” I asked. “I mean—since you didn’t know you were a girl inside, or whatever.”
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“I guess so,” she said. “I mean, I liked girls. I swooned over girls. But I was just so… into you. So I went away, and then I really did discover that I wanted to be a girl, and after my transformation, I realized that I might actually have a chance with you. So I thought I would come out to you here, and see if there was chemistry between us.”

I felt awkward, and I’m sure she did too. We were both making ourselves vulnerable, and putting our friendship at risk. “You’re really beautiful, Sam. But you will always just be a friend to me.”

“I know,” she said. “I realized that today. It’s just not… meant to be.”

“There’s someone great out there for you,” I said.

She smiled, still looking sad.

“I want to keep being friends with you. Maybe I can even help you find the one.”

She smiled brighter. “Thanks, Quincey. And maybe I can help you find the one.”

“I think I already found her,” I said, blushing.

“Your really do like her, huh?”

I nodded my head. “She’s really sweet. I can’t stop thinking about her.” Even now, I was thinking about her, and the mental image of her face was making me blush.

“Then we’ll make sure we get her to you,” Sam smiled. But still, she looked sad. Her whole plan had failed, and she was now carrying a tinge of heartbreak around with her. And that heartbreak made me feel a bit guilty…

We went for a walk on the beach and we kept talking. She told me more about the feelings she had for me. I appreciated her opening up to me. I admitted that I started to have feelings for her too, until I met Kate.
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“When I first saw you, and didn’t know who you were… there wasn’t actually something in my eye. I really was winking at you,” I admitted. “I really did think that you were insanely hot. But, I mean—I think you already knew that, and…” I realized she wasn’t listening to me. I looked over and saw a man walking out of the water. Cool ocean water was dripping from his impressive muscles.
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The man’s gaze connected with Sam’s, and they both just stared at each other for a long moment.

I laughed at the absurdity of it all, but Sam didn’t even notice. “Do you mind if I go do something for a moment?” she said without looking at me.

“Go for it,” I said, rolling my eyes. Then I watched as she approached the man, and they started chatting. I waited for a while, but Sam was smitten, and apparently so was the man, so I walked off. I sent her a message: “Make sure you let him know you’re trans before you get too swept off your feet.”

“I already did,” she replied.

And I didn’t see much of her for the rest of the trip. I saw her once when I walked into our room while she was getting railed from behind.

I was happy for her. I was happy that she was able to move on without too much misery.

I kept in touch with Kate. We started messaging a few times a day… and then, by the end of my trip, we were messaging constantly. When I landed at the airport in Saskatchewan, she sent me a message, “Can you come rescue me? My dad found my girl clothes, and he wants me out.”

So I made the long drive to Edmonton. It was the longest drive ever. I just wanted to be at the destination so badly.

Kate was waiting for me in a park; she’d been there for ten hours, just waiting. She perked up when she saw me. I tried to hold back the smile, but it backfired, and I ended up smiling and laughing like a total weirdo.

She was wearing the sweetest pink floral dress.

[image: Pink]


She looked so precious; just how I remembered her.

The drive home was so amazing. I was tired, but so happy to be next to her.

[image: Pink]



She reached over and put her hand over mine on the gear-shift.

THE END


SISSY SITUATION
A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION




SISSY SITUATION



Ben is going through a rough patch. He’s even turned to entering contests on social media, desperate for a little bit of money to get him back on his feet. He doesn’t win, but his old friend from high-school, Anthony, wins a big one worth one-hundred grand.

There’s just one issue: Anthony entered the contest in Blake, his girlfriend’s name… and now she’s his ex-girlfriend. Back in high-school, everyone thought that Ben and Blake were brother and sister. So maybe Ben can help Anthony to accept that prize money and get a small piece of it.
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Iwas bummed when I logged onto Twitter and saw that my numbers weren’t even close to winning. Oh well—it’s not like I actually thought that I was going to win Dr. Wild’s Big Cash giveaway; I’d never won a damn thing in my life, and I certainly wasn’t going to start winning with a contest that had 28,000 entries.

I was always entering those stupid Twitter contests when I saw them. “Like and Re-Tweet and you’re entered! It’s that easy!” Those contests probably weren’t even real. They probably just chose a fake account to give the money to—or there was never really any money to begin with.

Even with Dr. Wild, I was beginning to suspect that his contests were all rigged and fake. I mean—he was always giving away money and cars and houses. Where was he getting all of it? Sure, he made a boat-load of cash on YouTube from ad-revenue or whatnot… but come on—he was always giving away ten thousand bucks here, twenty thousand there, a $400,000 house to som stranger, and then a $80,000 SUV to some teen. I was sure that it was all staged…

But still, when I saw those posts, I had to enter. There was a part of me that thought it might be real.

And maybe that tinge of hope was born from desperation. I really needed that money. I won’t go on and on about my dire financial situation. My situation wasn’t unique; tens of thousands of people in my province were struggling just as much as me. Inflation, rising cost of living… You know how it is.

Well, long story short, the price of bread was going up, but my wage wasn’t. I was putting more and more onto my credit card so that I would have enough to to pay for rent. And each month, I was getting closer to maxing out my credit card. Once that was maxed out, I wasn’t really sure how I was going to afford to live. I had no plan.

Hell—maybe winning some dumb Twitter contest was my plan. How pathetic is that? It must have been my plan, because I spent the night looking for more contests to enter. I’m sure they were mostly fake, if not all of them, but I liked and retweeted all of those posts, desperate.

Then, I found myself looking at Dr. Wild’s page, where he posted pictures and videos of his winners accepting their prizes. I couldn’t help but notice that most of them were women—and cute women. Then it occurred to me that he was profiting off of that content; desperate losers like me were watching those videos. He knew marketing; he knew that cute girls got views, especially from sad sacks like me.

There was even one video where the girl was wearing a white tank top, which was so tight that it was practically see-through. Yes, Dr. Wild knew exactly what he was doing.

Oh well. I woke up the next morning realizing I’d wasted a whole day trying to find some shortcut in life, and now it was time to actually put in some work. So I went to work, and after work, I stopped at a few places, dropping off resumes. I would get a second job, working weekends, and hopefully that would help with the bills that were piling up.

Fast-forward two weeks.

I got a call from a friend of mine who I hadn’t seen since high-school. “Ben!” he shouted, making me recoil from the phone. “It’s been so long, man. How have you been?”

It was weird hearing from him. We were never great friends; we just chatted sometimes. Sometimes we ate lunch together. Once time I went to his house for a party. I think that was the party when he first hooked up with Blake, his girlfriend (and I think fiancee now). I remember that party well, because I had a big crush on Blake at the time, and I was heartbroken when I overheard some girls saying that she had gone up to a bedroom with Anthony.

“What’s up, Anthony?” I asked.

“I’ve just been thinking about you a lot today,” he said. “I don’t really know why. I figured the universe wanted me to reach out to you... So I’m reaching out to you!” He was speaking with a lot of enthusiasm that I just didn’t have.

I had a sense that he needed something.

“I just want to chat, man,” he said.

“Cool,” I said. “Why don’t you hit me up on Facebook and we’ll chat there a bit later. I’m just at the office right now, and I’m not really supposed to be taking personal calls.”

“Sure thing, brother. I’ll talk to you on Facebook. Take it easy! And seriously—don’t ignore my friend request when you see it! I can’t believe we aren’t even friends on Facebook!”

It was a weird call, but I didn’t think too much into it, until I got the friend request and saw that his profile picture was just of him, at the gym. Blake wasn’t in any of his pictures… and his relationship status said, ‘It’s complicated…’.

I hadn’t seen him or Blake in almost half a decade… but my heart still skipped a beat when it occurred to me that they’d probably recently split up, which meant Blake was, for the first time in her adult life, single.

She had been with Anthony since they were sixteen.

Blake was a pretty girl: that type of unquestionable prettiness, where every guy can agree that she’s pretty. You know how there are ‘pretty’ girls like Megan Fox, and some guys think she’s stunning and some just don’t see the appeal? Well, Blake wasn’t one of those girls; she was the kind of girl every guy could say, “Yeah, she’s beautiful,” even if she wasn’t necessarily their type.

Now, I was trying to find Blake through Anthony’s friend list, but she wasn’t there. I thought maybe she had her account set to private, so it didn’t show up—but then I tried searching her and she came up just fine, meaning their split was probably quite ugly if they unfriended each other.

Now, I was looking at pictures of Blake. She still had that vibrant auburn hair. She still had those big blue shimmering eyes. She still had those nice, round…

Okay, I’ll control myself.

If Anthony wants to chat so badly, maybe I can ask him if it’s okay that I send Blake a message. Maybe there’s still hope that I can get together with my old high-school crush.
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Iguess I should tell you all a little bit more about Blake.

She moved to Canada from Australia when she was in the eighth grade. When she first showed up at our school, she was really small… like, so tiny that we all thought they’d put her in the wrong grade. She was four inches shorter than the next shortest girl, and probably fifteen pounds lighter. At thirteen years old, there was no sign of puberty…

Until one day she came to school after Christmas break, and her body had changed. She’d sprouted at least four inches, and that’s not all that sprouted. Every guy in the school was speechless when she came in wearing one of her old shirts, which was no longer big enough for her chest—and she hadn’t yet invested in a bra.

I wasn’t the only guy who instantly fell in love with her. But none of us were brave enough to ask her out.

Oh, if I could just go back in time…

Who am I kidding? Even a decade later, I probably wasn’t bold enough to properly ask her out on a date.

I remember looking at her during class. I remember taking those mental images home with me. I won’t say anymore than that.

She was so beautiful… and funny too. She was the class clown, but never in a mean way. Sometimes she would even make the teacher laugh with her comments.

Well, I would have probably tried to ask her out if my genetics hadn’t made me… let’s say ‘unappealing’ to women.

I told you that Blake was a few inches shorter than the next shortest girl… well, I didn’t mention that she was only about an inch shorter than me before she had her Christmas-break growth spurt. Once she grew, I was, once again, the shortest kid in our grade (and I was shorter than all of the kids in the grade below us).

I was cursed with smallness. I finally had a growth-spurt in the eleventh grade, which helped to bring me a bit closer to ‘average’, but I was still cursed with what the other guys called ‘manlet syndrome’. And when people refer to you as a ‘manlet’, you don’t exactly easily find the confidence to ask out the pretty girls on dates.

I’ve gone off on a tangent. Let me cut straight to the point of this little aside.

I was sixteen and I’d just gotten an invite to Anthony’s big weekend party. I had spent the entire last month convincing myself that I was going to ask Blake out on a date, even though I was 90% sure that I would be rejected. I wanted to try. I didn’t want to die thinking what could be…

And just before the party, I decided to confide in a close friend of mine. “I’m going to ask her out. I need you to… I don’t know—build me up.”

He snickered and said, “I don’t think they make lifts that high.” He was just teasing me about my height; I didn’t take it too personally. Then, he made a comment that did sting hard. “It would be kind of creepy, to be honest.”

“What?” I said.

“You know… You and Blake together. It would be weird.”

“Why?”

I figured he was going to make another height joke, but then he said, “You guys look like brother and sister.” As he said it, another friend of ours had walked into the room.

“Who looks like Ben’s sister?” he said, stepping in.

“Just drop it,” I said, not wanting more people to know about my plans, in case they failed.

“Guess,” smirked my friend.

“Don’t,” I said.

They looked at me, then he said, “You kind of look like you could be Blake’s brother—if you had an Australian accent, I would almost be convinced.”

“Bingo!”

“Ugh,” I groaned.

They laughed at me.

“Ben wants to ask her out.”

“Ew, yeah—don’t do that. It would be weird; like incest or something.”

“We’re not related!” I snapped. They laughed. I don’t know if it was just teasing, or if there was truth in it. I guess we did have some similar features in terms of face shape and eye-colour, but that was about it.

There was something about them cringing at the thought of me being with Blake that made me shy away. I was terrified that I would go up to Blake and ask her out, and she would cringe with that same ‘incest’ thought, though it seemed so absurd.

So I didn’t ask her out. Anthony did. He didn’t just ask her out; he swept her off of her feet and ended up in a bedroom with her, and that was the start of nearly a decade-long relationship.

Now, that was over, so I can get back to my story.

Anthony sent me a message shortly after I added him as a friend. “I really think we should get together and catch up. It’s been so long, man.”

But really, I didn’t want to waste an entire afternoon meeting up with someone I had only been passing friends with. I had this weird suspicion that he had gotten into selling Tupperware or something. The vibe he was giving off was just… fake. He had this big enthusiasm with his messages.

“Man, we used to have a lot of fun back in school, huh?” he wrote.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said, though I really wasn’t sure what he was referring to.

“It’s too bad we didn’t stay in touch!” he wrote. I hated his use of exclamation points. They just made it all seem so much more… fake.

So I decided not to reply to that last message. Still, twenty minutes later, he sent another. “Are you busy tonight?”

I eyed the clock. “It’s almost eleven,” I said. I was literally about to get into bed.

“Eleven isn’t late. Come on. Let’s hit up a bar. I’ll buy you a drink.”

I groaned. “Not tonight. I have to be up at six for work.”

“One drink,” he said. “I’ll even drive to you. What’s the closest bar to your place?’

I groaned again. I guess I’d always had a hard time turning people down. A girlfriend once called me a ‘doormat’ before she dumped me. “Alright. One drink. I live just above Burnside Tavern.”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes!”

I dragged my feet down to the bar. It was obvious that Anthony had something he wanted to talk to me about.

So I sat and waited. I was tired. It was the last place I wanted to be. But I was curious to ask about Blake. I was curious to get a bit of insight into what happened, and maybe he could slip me some ammunition that I could use to get with Blake myself.

I don’t know… it was a long shot.

Anthony came in hot. He almost tripped on his way in. He bumped into a girl and she scolded him, and he didn’t even seem to notice. I wondered if he was already drunk, and if the bartender would even serve him.

He points at me and his face lit up. “Benny Boy!” he said, and it was something that he’d literally never called me before. “Long time, no see!”

I smiled, and then he motioned for me to stand, so I did. I held out my hand for a shake, but instead of shaking it he gave me a big hug. “Bring it in, buddy,” he said, patting me on the back. “It’s been far too long.”

Now, I was starting to just get annoyed—and then I got really annoyed when he said, “You’re still so skinny.” He grabbed my bicep and squeezed it. “You’re, like, exactly how I remember.”

I turned dark red. It seemed like an insult, like he was telling me that I had the physique of an underdeveloped teen.

He took a seat and let out a sort of relieved sigh. A big smile came on his face. “This is a nice place,” he said, relaxing into his seat.

“Yeah, it’s alright,” I said.

I sat there, waiting for him to cut to the chase. But he just kept beating around the bush. “The weather has just been wild lately, huh?”

“Sure,” I said. “More rain than usual, I guess.”

“You been following that US president stuff?”

“Not really.”

“What about hockey? You watch a lot of hockey?”

“I used to. I don’t have time for that these days.”

He stared at me, looking suddenly nervous. “So, uh… Why did you want to meet up?”

“Just to catch up, man!” he said. “It’s just been so long!”

I tried to drink my beer fast. I agreed to one beer, and now, I wanted that beer to be done with.

He said nothing as I put my glass down. He seemed to be fidgeting with his coaster. He turned to the TV and said, “Did you see this story about the fishery shutting down?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I saw that.”

“Yeah. That’s wild…”

I took another sip from my beer.

“Well, uh…” I said. “I really do have to get home to sleep.”

“You live around here, huh?”

“Yeah, just upstairs.”

“Well it’s so close. Just stay a bit longer,” he said, now nervously looking around. His face was getting redder. What was he thinking about? Why was he so… on edge?

“I should really go,” I said. “Like I said, I work in the morning, and…”

“Look, Ben,” he said suddenly, quieting his voice. “I have an opportunity that I don’t want to miss, and I, uh, kind of need your help.”

I sat there quietly, waiting for him to go on.

“So, uh…” He took a deep breath. “You remember Blake, right? We were dating in high-school—and until recently.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I remember her, I think.” I tried not to blush.

“The last year was hard between us. We fought a lot… Mostly about money. Well… last week, she left me. She’s gone. It’s over, I guess.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, man,” I said.

He looked down at the table. “Yeah, well… I screwed up.”

“Did you cheat on her?” I asked, then he looked up with a stunned look on his face: wide eyes, parted lips. For a moment, I thought that he was going to snap at me. Then, he shook his head. “No! Nothing like that. I was just… I wasn’t putting in the work. I let myself slip. I guess I just thought that I had her locked in, so I stopped taking her on dates; I stopped surprising her; I stopped being romantic. I wore sweatpants around the house all the time, and I wouldn’t bother shaving most days, even if it was her birthday. Her birthday was a month ago—I think that was the breaking point. Dinner came around and I asked her what she wanted to do for dinner, and she just looked at me with this disappointed glare. I guess I was supposed to figure that out… But I didn’t.”

“Right…” I said.

“It was stupid. I got comfortable, and she realized she could do better. That’s all there was to it.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue and considered my words carefully. “And, like, just out of curiosity… What would you think about me reaching out to her?”

His face turned instantly pale—but only for about five seconds, and then it turned a furious shade of red.

He pushed his lips firmly together and a little vein on his forehead started throbbing. Now I was sure that he was going to lash out at me with intense fury…

But he let out a slow breath and said, “We can talk about that later, okay?”

“Alright,” I said. “Well, uh, like I said. I should be going.”

“No, no, no,” he said, reaching across the table and grabbing my wrist. “There’s something… kind go important we need to talk about.”

“What?” I asked. I had feeling that it wasn’t going to be very important at all.

“So…” he said. “I won some money. Actually a lot of money. Enough money to buy a house. I mean, a downpayment—but it’s more money than I’ve ever had.” He paused, looking at me, seemingly ensuring that I was listening.

He had my attention, though I still had no idea what this had to do with me.

He continued: “It’s a lot of money, but I haven’t actually gotten it yet, and that’s where I kind of need a bit of help. So, uh, I kind of told you why Blake left me—and there was a point to me telling you that. Basically… for, like, the past eight years, I haven’t really… made much of an effort. I have an okay job, and I go to work every day, like most people. Well—that’s not even true… It’s a part-time job, and I only work two or three days a week. The other days, I just kind of watch Netflix and play games. And that’s how it’s been for a long time; that’s why Blake left me, I think. Anyway… I don’t really have any friends—guys or girls. I don’t really know anyone. The sort-of-friends that I had were really Blake’s friends, and now that we’re split up, they aren’t really in contact with me. And because they’re Blake’s friends, I can’t even really reach out to them regarding this particular… issue.”

“What’s the issue?”

He stared at me for a long moment, which was a bit annoying; I just wanted him to speak already. “Well?” I said.

“So, the money is from a contest. A Dr. Wild contest. You know him, right?”

My skin tingled all over. My heart skipped a beat. Was he serious? “You won. a Dr. Wild giveaway?”

He nodded his head, suddenly with a proud grin on his face—as if it was some sort of accomplishment to be chosen at random. “Yeah. And it’s a big one. There’s just a little problem with it…”

“What?” I asked.

“I… I entered it a few months ago, and, uh, I was still with Blake at the time. And… Well, I made Blake her own Twitter account for Dr. Wild contests. You know—so we could double our chances of winning. She isn’t really into social media and stuff, so she never really used it. In fact, she almost never logged into it, so I just managed it for her. I would post the odd photo, the odd status update… you know, to keep the page looking real and up to date. Dr. Wild doesn’t pick obvious burner accounts. But he did pick Blake’s entry. I got the email two days ago. But… Blake is gone, and…” He took a deep breath and sat up straight. “It was never her who entered the contest. It was me. Technically, I won, since I did the work of creating the account and keeping it up to date and doing the retweeting and liking—you know how that stuff works, right?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t want him to know that I entered all of those contests with nearly the same desperation as him… I’d even considered making burner accounts before.

“Well, Blake won. I won. And I sent Dr. Wild’s team my address and whatnot, and then they replied and said that I have to come accept the money in person.”

He stared at me, now with dark red cheeks. A couple of women walked into the bar, stealing our attention for a moment. They were laughing loudly, and for some reason, their arrival made Anthony tense all over. His shoulders inched up towards his ears and then his voice became like a whisper. “That’s the situation, alright?”

“Just get Blake to go accept the money for you,” I said.

“I can’t do that,” he said. “She would keep it… or at least half of it.”

“I mean… you said it’s a lot of money, and you won it in her name. Isn’t it only fair that she gets half?”

He bit down on his tongue. “Okay… So, she doesn’t really know that I entered her. She doesn’t even really know about the Twitter account. I kind of… made up the part where I said she used it sometimes; I’ll just be honest; she didn’t even know about it. And I don’t want her to know about it.

“Look, Ben… This is kind of embarrassing. I wouldn’t be asking you for help if I wasn’t really desperate. I just want to get that money, and then I don’t want to think about any of this again. I really need that money, Ben. I need something to help me back on my feet. I need the money.”

“I don’t really know what to say, man.” I scratched at the side of my face. “They want Blake to accept the money, you’re going to have to find a way to ask Blake.”

“That’s what I thought too… At first.” Now, he was looking into my yes. “But I thought more and more about it, and then I remembered something people used to say about you in high-school…”

He stared into my eyes for a long moment before I realized what he was saying.
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The realization of why Anthony wanted to meet me at the bar hit me like a train, right in the gut. It was an insult, and a dreadful reminder of my high-school insecurities. Anthony was looking me dead in the eye and he was telling me that he thought I could convincingly look like Blake.

“You’ve lost your damn mind,” I growled at him.

“It would just be for, like, an hour. You put on a wig. You walk up to Dr. Wild, shake his hand, smile for the camera, take the cash. Please, Ben. I’ve thought a lot about this. I think you can pull it off. Even if you don’t look exactly like Blake—Dr. Wild won’t notice. He does these things every few days. He probably doesn’t even care.”

I felt heat rising into my face. “I don’t look like a girl,” I growled.

“No—of course not,” he said, holding up his hands like a man telling an armed gunman not to shoot. “That’s not at all what I’m insinuating. I just think you look a lot like Blake, like you could be her brother, and… well, with a wig and some makeup, every guy can look like a chick. And even if you don’t look exactly like a chick… with all this woke trans stuff these days, he can’t possibly call you out. Just say that you photo-edit some of your pictures for Twitter. It’s not a big deal; most influencer girls do it, and Dr. Wild knows it.”

“I’m not doing it,” I said clearly. “Thanks for the beer though.” I decided not to pay for my beer. If he insisted on bringing me down to that bar just to insult me, he could at least cover the drink.

“Ben!” he cried, and he flew up and grabbed me by the arm to stop me from leaving. “I—I’ll pay you. Two hundred dollars.”

“Two hundred?” I said. “That’s it? That’s your offer?”

“Two-fifty,” he said with a red-cheeked smile. “That’s a good deal for an hour or two of work.”

“I’m just not doing it,” I said. “It’s not just an hour or two of work; it’s a hell of a lot of humiliation. Why don’t you just doll yourself up and accept the money?”

“Because I don’t look like Blake,” he said coyly. “You do. You can pull it off. I mean—even just looking at you know. I’m imagining you with some eyeliner, some mascara, some long auburn hair. You could look exactly like her with almost no effort at all.”

I scowled at him.

“Three-hundred,” he said.

“How much are you getting, exactly?”

His face darkened. “It’s not relevant.”

“How much? I mean—I would be accepting the money, so I’d be finding out one way or another.”

He was silent for a long moment, and then he said, “$100,000.”

“And you’re only going to pay me three-hundred!?” I gasped.

“Okay… Five-hundred,” he said.

“Forget it,” I said, waving him off. “Good luck finding someone.”

“No! Please, Ben. You can do it. I can’t think of anyone else.”

“Surely you know some girl who can put on a wig.”

“I don’t know any girls who look like Blake… Not even close. But you!” He showed teeth as he smiled. “A thousand dollars, Ben. A thousand dollars. Please.”

Sadly, the offer of a thousand dollars did make me pause. It wasn’t quite so easy to turn down a thousand dollars…

But that was just one-percent of what he was making—and that hardly seemed fair. All he did was like and retweet a contest tweet—and I had to do the embarrassing work. “I want half,” I said.

“Half!?” he gasped. “You’re insane. Forget it. You aren’t getting half. You think you can just do a couple hours of work and get fifty-grand? No way. That’s not happening. Nope.”

“Alright. Well good luck then,” I said, standing up again.

“No!” he cried. He grabbed my wrist again. “Fine… Fifteen-thousand. That’s my deal. You get fifteen-thousand.”

“Twenty-five. One quarter. Take it or leave it. And I mean it.”

He looked like he was about to puke at the idea of losing a quarter of his winnings. He stuttered. He twitched. He growled and squirmed. And then, through clenched teeth, he said, “Fine.”

I smiled. The thought of twenty-five thousand dollars was… unimaginable to a guy like me. It was more money than I’d ever had in my bank account… by about ten times.

“I’m going to get home and start planning this. We accept the money on Friday. I’ll reach out to you tomorrow, and we can discuss the details, alright?”

I smiled and nodded my head. I left that bar with a big grin on my face. Then, once back in my little apartment, it dawned on me that I’d just agreed to dress like a woman and pose for a YouTube channel with millions of followers.

The dread struck me hard. I felt the wind knocked from my lungs. How was I going to do this? How could I actually go through with this, and know that my friends and family members were probably going to see it?

Falling asleep was difficult… really difficult. I think it was 3:00 AM by the time I dozed off, and then my alarm was going off a few hours later. Within seconds of waking up, that dread returned. I looked at my calendar; it was Wednesday. In just two days, I would be getting dolled up for millions of people to see.

Why the hell did I agree to this?

I was at work for a few hours when I got the message from Anthony. “I’m glad we have a deal, Ben,” he wrote. “I might actually need some help today with some stuff.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Just meet me when you’re off work, and I’ll discuss it with you.”

I was tempted to tell him that I wasn’t going to do it… but I just couldn’t turn down that money.

All day, I stewed with that dread. I began to think of all the potential catastrophes that could come from this. For instance, what if Blake found out? Would she come after us for the money? Would she sue us for identity theft? Were we committing a crime?

And then there was the issue of my friends and family recognizing me and confronting me about it. Sure, I could just tell them the truth: I could tell them that I just did it for the money… but there might be some ounce of doubt in their minds. I didn’t want my family members thinking that I was some sort of crossdresser.

Oh—and then there was the issue of the plan not working at all. I could show up and they could say, ‘You aren’t Blake,’, and then they would turn the whole thing into a humiliation video for their YouTube channel. Then I would be the biggest laughing stock on the planet. They would make memes out of me, and my embarrassing girlified face would be on every 4chan thread for the next fifteen years.

I needed to tell Anthony that I couldn’t do it. I wrote out the text message, but I wasn’t able to press send; I just couldn’t turn down the money.

Reluctantly, I met with Anthony later that afternoon, even though I badly wanted to go home and nap.

He had me meet him at a little park in a quiet neighbourhood. I was surprised to see him all dressed up in a black hoodie and black sweatpants. He looked like he was getting ready to kidnap a kid, standing near that playground equipment like that.

“Thanks so much for meeting me here,” he smiled. He was speaking quietly, looking around him constantly, as if he was worried that he was going to be caught.

“What’s up with the disguise?” I asked, looking around.

“I just know a lot of people in this neighbourhood. I’d rather not be, uh, recognized.”

“Where are we? And why?”

Then, I noticed his glare turning towards a particular house. He seemed to freeze when he looked at it. So I asked, “Whose house is that?”

“It’s Blake’s place,” he said quietly. “Well, it’s her parents place, but it’s where she’s staying until she finds her own place.”

I felt weird about this, and he hadn’t even told me yet what we were doing.

“So… What do you want?”

“I just need some help. Blake is out at a music festival,” he said. “She’s with some friends. But her parents are home. I need to grab a few things from her room, but… her parents don’t really like me.”

“So?”

“So I need you to distract them while I go in. I have a, uh, key in case the back door is locked; Blake left it at my place. I’ll just go in the back, go up to her room, grab what I need, and you just keep her parents distracted at the front door.”

“You’re going to rob her?” I said. “You’ve lost your mind.”

“It’s not robbing. It’s borrowing. Plus, what I plan on grabbing, I bought. So it’s not a big deal, alright?”

I didn’t want to do it, but Anthony was moving fast. He was already on his way towards the alleyway. “Just go knock on the door and… I don’t know, make some stuff up. Keep them occupied.”

“What do I say!?” I asked. I hated what was happening. The pressure was intense. I wanted to do what he needed me to do, but I wasn’t good at these high-pressure situations. I also didn’t love being part of something illegal.

Yet still, I found myself approaching the door.

I walked up slowly. There was a window on the door, and through that window I could see all the way to the back door, which also had a window. And far in the backyard, I saw the hooded head of Anthony creeping along the fence line.

I raised my fist to knock. My hand was trembling. I held it in the air for a moment. I saw Anthony sneaking through the back gate.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I knocked on the door. My heart was racing. I had no idea what I was going to say. This was my chance to figure it out. But my mind was blank. I couldn’t think of anything.

My mind was totally blank.

A figure was coming to the door. “Oh God,” I groaned again.

A tall man opened the door and looked at me with a blank look, saying nothing.

“Hi there,” I said.

“Selling something?” he asked.

“N—No,” I said. “Nothing like that. I just, uh… I wanted to, uh…”

“What is it?” he asked. “I’m on a Zoom call.”

“Well, it’s actually, kind of… important.” I saw Anthony sneaking up to the back door.

My heart raced faster. This was so stupid.

“What is?” the man—presumably Blake’s father, based on his Australian accent—asked.

“It’s about, uh, Blake.”

Then, his face turned pale. “What is it? Is she okay? Where is she?”

“She’s fine,” I said, it’s just, uh…”

Then, the man’s face turned dark red. “Don’t tell me you got her pregnant.” His eyes darkened and now it looked like he was about to put his fist through my face.

“No, no, nothing like that,” I said. I saw the back door creaking open, and I saw the black-hooded figure of Anthony creeping in, turning right, and then vanishing down a hallway.

“So what is it, man? What are you here to tell me?”

“She asked me to stop by the house and ask if you still have… something… in the garage.”

“Something in the garage? She asked you to come here? What the hell is wrong with her phone?”

“It died,” I said.

“Can’t she borrow a phone?”

“She’s not with anyone,” I said.

“Isn’t she at the music festival?”

“Oh. Yeah,” I said. “She is. But she needs, uh, something from the garage.”

“What? And why didn’t she borrow your phone? How did she tell you this? What the hell is going on here?” He was getting angrier and angrier.

“Her, uh, ID. She said she left it in the garage. Yeah. I don’t know why I forgot. She needs her ID, and said she thinks it’s in the car in the garage.”

I was taking a chance; I had no idea if they even kept a car in their garage. Hell—most people just use their garage as storage. I looked to my right and saw that there was a car in the driveway, and realized my lie was probably crumbling.

Then, her father stepped out and walked towards the garage door. He punched in the code and the door opened up. Sure enough, there was a small car there: a black hatchback. He threw open the driver-side door and gazed in. A moment later, he emerged, holding a piece of ID. “You’re right,” he said. “She left it. That girl needs to get her head on straight.” He reached out and handed it to me.

My heart bounced. I didn’t want to take it. I didn’t want Blake to come home looking for it. I didn’t want her father telling her my description. Now this was turning into a real identity theft situation.

“T—Thanks,” I said. “She’ll be happy.”

“Tell her not to drink too much. She has choir in the morning, and she missed it the last two weeks in a row.”

“Okay. I’ll, uh, let her know.”

Then, from where I was standing, I could see a black figure retreating to the alleyway. Anthony was leaving; hopefully he got what he needed.

“Thank you,” I said, and then I puttered off to meet up with Anthony down the road.

“You’re all sweaty,” he said to me.

I showed him the ID. His eyes flashed. “How did you get that?”

I told him the story, and he started to laugh. “That’s priceless,” he said. “Come to think of it—we might even need it to accept the cash. Good thinking, Ben.”

Then, he showed me what he stole: a fabric grocery bag, stuffed with clothing. “Everything we’re going to need, right here,” he said with a devilish grin.

My heart skipped a beat. I assumed that I could wear some sweatpants and a hoodie, but I didn’t see anything like that in his bag. Instead, I saw little skirts and dresses—and I even saw a pair of lacy panties. “Let’s get some dinner, and then we’ll meet at my place and we’ll do a practice run.”

“A practice run? I—I don’t want to do that.”

His eyes widened. “No, no,” he said, shaking his head. “You have to. It’s important. It won’t take long. We just need to figure out how you’re going to do your makeup, and make sure the clothes fit properly. We need to figure out how we’re going to fake the tits too. Blake has pretty big tits. I got a bra, but we’ll have to stuff it with something. We can figure all of that out tonight, okay? Come on, Ben. I’ll buy dinner.”

I groaned. I didn’t feel like he was giving me much of a choice.
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Dinner was okay. Anthony went into cheap mode at the restaurant and told me that I had to order something under fifteen dollars, and there was only one thing on the menu that cheap: the discount pasta, so that’s what I got. When I tried to order a beer, he stopped me and said, “I have beer at home.”

I wondered if this was how he was on dates with Blake. If so, it was no wonder she left him. I was already over it.

We went back to his place, which wasn’t too far from Blake’s parents’ house. He was renting a small house, which may have even been a trailer home that had been converted into something more permanent. Inside was okay; it looked like someone had tried to make it nice, though it had become messy. I could only assume Blake had been the one putting in the effort to fancy-up the place, and now that she was gone, Anthony was letting it fall to ruin. He kicked a pile of clothes against the wall, and he quickly picked up about six empty beer bottles from the table. “Make yourself at home,” he smiled.

I didn’t really want to sit on his couch. There was a pair of his underwear hanging off one armrest, and the other armrest had a big stain on it. “You lived here with Blake?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yeah, why?”

“For, like, ten years?”

“Eight,” he said. “Why?”

I said nothing. I just couldn’t believe a beautiful girl like Blake would put up with this. She was pretty enough that she could find a guy earning a whole lot more money. She could have been with a guy supporting her like a princess. But instead, she chose to squander most of her twenties with… Anthony.

His video game setup was all over the floor: controllers on the table and boxes of games scattered everywhere and a headset on the couch. “So, uh, what are you going to do with the money?” I asked him.

“I’d like to buy a house,” he said. “And, uh, pay off some debt. I have quite a bit of debt from a few bad investments. No risk, no reward, right?” He laughed awkwardly. “Well, I took the risk and it didn’t really pay off, so I have to pay some people back.”

He had a distressed look on his face for a moment, and then he snapped out of it and reached for that bag. “So, I grabbed these options for you.” He pulled a few outfits out from the bag: two dresses and a little skirt and a tiny white crop top.

I felt the colour draining from my face. “So, uh, why couldn’t we just buy some stuff from Value Village?”

“You have to look like Blake. Like… Maybe we could have found some stuff at some store… and maybe it could have looked a little bit like a Blake outfit. But why waste all of that time on a ‘maybe’? It took ten minutes and we got dead-ringer outfits.” He smiled, but I wasn’t sure I really understood his logic.

It’s not like Dr. Wild was best friends with Blake. It’s not like Dr. Wild was going to say, ‘Wait a second, that’s not what Blake would wear!’. But I didn’t question it; what was done was done.

At the bottom of the bag, Anthony had a bunch of Blake’s makeup supplies.

I really did want to do this… but I wanted that money—and I wanted this to be over with. The sooner we figured this out, the sooner I could forget all of this ever happened. And also… I was curious. I had no idea if I was going to be able to pull this off, and with so much money riding on my success, I couldn’t help but wonder.

So we got to doing my makeup. At first, Anthony tried to do it for me, brushing my face with the various supplies—but that quickly got annoying as it quickly became evident that he had no clue what the hell he was doing. So I took the makeup from him and said, “Just let me figure this out.” He turned red and shied away for a few minutes, and then he came back with a photo album. “Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said, looking at me with a nervous glare.

“About what?”

Then, he opened the book and I saw erotic photos of his ex-girlfriend. “Earlier in our relationship, we used to do… photoshoots together.” I was stunned. I was seeing pictures of Blake naked. Anthony quickly slapped his hand down over the more lewd photos. “They’re just for reference,” he said, and then he found some face closeups. The photos weren’t bad. The lighting was good and Blake was a good model, with good poses and good facial expressions.

“I didn’t know you knew how to take photos,” I said.

“I don’t do it much,” he said awkwardly, still with his hand covering the lewd photo next to the face reference I was using. But after a moment, he sighed and gave up, uncovering the photo, as if to say, ‘I guess she’s not even mine to protect anymore.’

I will quickly talk about those photos. Yes, they were surprisingly fantastic. And Blake’s body was obviously amazing: her perky breasts, her wide hips, her thin waist, her long soft hair… But the most fascinating thing about those photos was the quality. Anthony’s angles… his eye for composition. He seemed like such a lazy bum—meanwhile, he was hiding this secret talent.

“Do you have any pictures that are closer on her eyes?” I asked.

“I think so,” he said, flipping through some pages. I needed a better eyeliner reference if we were going to get exact with it. As he flipped, I noticed a picture of Blake holding up a little sign that said, “Subscribe”. And then, in small letters on that sign was some sort of username. I pretended not to notice as Anthony landed on a nice closeup, which was just what I needed.

After another hour, which included watching a few makeup tutorials on YouTube, we were both satisfied. We got the wig on my head, and then I took an outfit to the bathroom to get changed.

But before I changed, I looked up that username on my phone. It loaded up an OnlyFans page. I gasped when I saw Blake’s face. Blake had an OnlyFans!?

I had a weird feeling that it wasn’t so much Blake’s idea…

Of course, her name wasn’t ‘Blake’ on the OnlyFans. It was Liz.

“What’s taking so long, Ben?” Anthony called out.

“It’s tight,” I said. “I don’t want to rip it.”

“Is it too tight?”

I shimmied into the outfit. “It’s okay,” I said. The outfit was tight; it didn’t look quite that small in my hands, but it was tiny. It was short, hardly covering my penis—and my penis made an obvious bulge. I tried slipping my boxers back on, but those were longer than the skirt of the dress. “I’m going to need smaller underwear,” I called out.

Then, a moment later, he slipped a pair of pink lacy panties under the door.

They were so small and dainty; it was hard to believe that they were going to be any help at all… And not to mention, it was so humiliating putting on panties. Somehow, those panties were worse than the wig, worse than the makeup, worse than the dress. No man should ever have to wear women’s underwear… but I did it, and they squished my cock down just enough to get rid of that bulge.

“Can I see or not?” he asked.

I looked into the mirror. I wasn’t satisfied. I could see little issues with the makeup, and the wig didn’t look real. The dress didn’t look quite flattering. “Do we have other outfits?” I asked him. Then, I got him to slide me more options into the bathroom. I got him to slide some makeup in. The lighting in that bathroom was totally different.

I spent another thirty minutes in there while Anthony paced around his little apartment. I heard him grumbling under his breath. I heard him talking to himself nervously, as if he was trying to convince himself that this was a good idea.

I got into a weird focussed state: hyper-focussed on making sure those details were right. Anthony had a lot riding on me passing—maybe even more than me. If I failed, then Blake would probably go after him. Meanwhile, if I failed, it would just be a short moment of humiliation… unless, somehow, someone recognized me.

But with each little added detail, I was becoming less recognizable. There were even moments where I could hardly recognize myself. I swear that makeup changed everything—even the shape of my facial bones!

“Are you done yet or what?” Anthony asked, rapping on the door.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Just let me see,” he groaned.

I groaned too. Then, after a moment of hesitation, I opened up that door. He was standing there, looking at me. After a few seconds, his face turned dark red. He said nothing. He just stared at me.

“Will this work or no?” I asked.

Still, he said nothing; he just stared at me. My heart raced. My skin tingled. I found myself tugging down at the skirt of that little pink dress, so cover more of my thighs. He just kept staring.

“Anthony?” I said.

“Huh?”

“Will this work or no?” I asked.

“Um… Yeah. Yeah, that should, uh, work…” He suddenly pulled his gaze away and he buzzed off as if he had something to do. I watched him go around the bend. I waited for him to return, but he didn’t. “Anthony?”

“Yeah?” he called out from the other room. I swear I heard a sniffle in his voice, as if he was crying.

I turned and looked into the mirror again. Now, I was looking at the bigger picture—not just focussing in on those little details. I realized in that moment that I looked exactly like his ex-girlfriend.

Not just a little bit… Exactly.
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Ithought that we were finished until the ‘big day’. I didn’t think I had to get dolled up again until it was time to accept that award from Dr. Wild. Sadly, I was wrong.

It was just the next afternoon when I received a phone call from Anthony. “Hey Ben, what are you up to?”

“I’m at work,” I said.

“When are you done?”

“Why?”

“I’m just asking when you’re done,” he said, suddenly sounding annoyed with me. I was starting to notice this pattern from him; he had a sort of ‘I’m the most important person in the world’ mentality. How did Blake put up with this for so long?

“My shift ends in an hour,” I said. “But I want to pick up an overtime slot. I need the cash right now.”

“Don’t,” he said quickly. “This is more important. We need to do some shit for the Dr. Wild contest.”

“What? What shit?” I asked.

“I just got an email from one of Dr. Wild’s reps. I guess I didn’t really read the fine print, and, uh, there’s some stuff we have to get done before they’ll let us accept the prize.”

“What stuff?” I asked again. I didn’t like how vague he was being.

“Just come over after your shift, alright?”

I groaned. I needed that overtime pay… but the money from the Dr. Wild contest was more important. So I wrapped up my shift and let my boss call other employees for that overtime that I thought I would be getting. I got on a bus and made my way to Anthony’s place.

He had the makeup and clothes all set up already—along with a couple studio lights, and his camera up on a tripod. I put the pieces together instantly. “You need pictures of me?” I asked.

“So when I won, I didn’t realize that I signed a social media agreement. I’m supposed to be making two posts per day until accepting the prize. They want photos, and the photos have to include Dr. Wild’s sponsors.” He motioned towards a desk covered in RAW Energy Drinks and WEST CALI protein bars. He even had a Dr. Wild t-shirt and a hat on standby.

“So you want to do a photoshoot?” I asked, feeling a pit growing in my stomach.

“A few,” he said. “We’ll take a few pictures in here. We’ll take a few in the kitchen. We’ll go outside on the street and take a few. I talked to the rep; they’re willing to be lenient as long as we get right to posting tonight, and we have to make a few extra posts to make up for the ones we missed. We’re honestly lucky, Ben. We’re lucky they didn’t just pick a new winner. So what are you waiting for? Get dolled up—just like yesterday.”

I really, really, really didn’t want to do this again. Putting on that makeup was just so… humiliating. And then the dress and panties were downright emasculating. It was so embarrassing to think that these clothes even fit my body (and they fit well). It was embarrassing to think that makeup was enough to make my face appear girly.

He let me use that photo book again as a makeup reference. I tried not to blush when I saw a picture of Blake on the bed, legs spread wide, pussy gaping for the camera. I wasn’t meant to be seeing that photo, or any in that book… But then again, she was selling those photos on OnlyFans, so maybe she didn’t care.

Instead of taking an hour to get dolled up, it only took about forty-five minutes. This time, I had a basic sense of how to put on eye-shadow, and how to draw on eyeliner.

I shimmied into the little dress, and I wriggled that itchy wig onto my head. Once I was all done, I stepped out and got a familiar reaction from Anthony: that silent stare, followed by him vanishing for ten minutes. “Sorry,” he said. “I had to find a, uh, SD card for the camera. Here it is.” He plopped it into the camera, but I could see that his eyes were red, as if he’d been crying.

I looked like Blake, so it was probably difficult seeing me like that. I don’t think he’d seen Blake since their split, so seeing me was a harsh reminder of what he lost—and maybe the sight of me was forcing him to reevaluate his life choices. Still, his video games were all over the floor. His counters were covered in empty bags of chips, as if that’s all he’d been eating. I saw a stack of unpaid bills near his door, and I don’t think he’d washed his towels or bed sheets since Blake put in the last load. In fact, now, he was asking me to get up on the bed for the first set of photos, and the sheets smelled of body odour.

“You need to wash your sheets, man,” I groaned. “I get that Blake used to do all of this stuff for you, but come on.”

He had a wide-eyed look on his face, like a puppy who was just dropped off at the pound.

“What?” I said.

“This is going to sound crazy… But, uh. I don’t know how to use the machine.”

“You don’t know how to use the washing machine in your building?”

He shook his head. I couldn’t believe how pathetic this man was. Then again, he went from living with his mom to living with Blake, and by the sounds of it, Blake did pretty much all of the chores around the house.

I couldn’t pose on his bed; the BO smell was too strong. “Show me your washer,” I groaned. We went down together. I have to admit that it was embarrassing being out of his apartment dressed as Blake—especially when we passed a young couple coming up the stairs. They eyed me and I turned my gaze away. I tried not to let that humiliation cripple me; I kept reminding myself that I didn’t know anyone in that building, and they didn’t know me—so in that feminine disguise, I was perfectly safe from being recognized on any level.

The washing machines were downstairs. I felt so silly showing Anthony how to use them. “The detergent goes in here,” I explained. He watched me as I put the detergent into the little compartment, and then he watched me as I stuffed his sheets into the machine. He watched me the whole time, but I don’t think that he was paying much attention. I had a feeling he wouldn’t be able to replicate what I was doing.

When we got back up to his apartment, I asked him if he had any food. “I didn’t eat after work. I just came straight here.”

“Help yourself to whatever,” he said, motioning to the kitchen. So I checked his kitchen but found nothing but half-eaten bags of chips. “Please tell me you’re eating real food too.”

“We had that dinner together last night,” he said.

“That’s it?” I asked.

He stared at me. Then, I found some ingredients that were close to expiring in the back of his fridge. “I’m just going to make a pasta,” I said to him. “I’ll make the sauce if you make the noodles.”

But he just stared at me, and I realized after a few seconds that he had no idea how to even make noodles. He really was totally hopeless. I groaned, shook my head, and I just went ahead and made it all. While I was cooking, he handed me an energy drink. “Ew, I don’t want this,” I said.

“Just for a photo,” he said, and then he grabbed his camera. I sighed and then I cracked the energy drink. The smell was atrocious, but I pretended to sip for his picture. I saw a smile appear on his face as he looked at the photo, and then a moment later, that smile turned into a look of horrible despair.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Huh? Nothing. It’s a great photo,” he said. “You look kind of sexy in it.” He showed me the photo, and it wasn’t until that very moment that I realized just how short the skirt of that dress was. The bottom of my ass was out! I quickly tugged it down and blushed all over.

Now, he was getting low to the ground to get more shots. “Relax,” he said to me. “Just look sexy.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes,” he said. I groaned, but I did it. I did my best to pose for him. I did my best to make ‘sexy’ expressions. I was essentially just copying what I’d seen from that sexy book of Blake pictures.

“Hell yeah,” Anthony grinned. “Now we’re talking.”

He was getting happier and happier. I wondered if he’d chugged one of those energy drinks, because his spirits were rising fast—until he looked at the photos he’d taken, and suddenly he deflated like a faulty party balloon.

“Are they okay?” I asked awkwardly, tugging on my skirt again.

“Yeah, they’re great. I’ll go and, uh, post one of them now, to get Dr. Wild’s reps off my back.”

“I’ll finish making dinner,” I said.

Anthony scurried off, leaving me alone, cooking in his little kitchen in that little outfit. Once the noodles were in, I had about ten minutes to wait, so I started cleaning up his mess. I knew that it wasn’t my problem, but I just couldn’t see him living like this; it was just so sad, with the garbage everywhere. I basically pushed everything from the counters into a large garbage bag. Then I found some surface cleaner and gave the counters a good scrubbing before fetching a mop and working at the floors. I’d always been quick at cleaning; my mom used to make me clean with her all the time growing up; I hated it at the time, but now, seeing Anthony’s state of affairs, I appreciated my mom making me work like that. I could tell that Anthony never had to do anything, and now he didn’t know how to do anything; he couldn’t even figure out how to boil noodles!

When he came back, he gasped at the sight of his kitchen. “Did you clean?”

“Someone had to,” I said. “Your place is honestly… gross. It’s gross enough that when you told me that I had to come over, I was dreading it, because it just smells stale and damp and…” I noticed him making a sort of contorted face as he stared at me, as if there was something wrong with the way I looked. “What is it?” I asked.

“Can you just try to use a more… feminine voice? I mean—you’re going to be accepting that prize money in person. You could try to sound more like a girl.”

I scowled at him. “I’ll do it when I accept the award.”

“You should practice now,” he said. “It’s probably not that easy to do. It’s going to take some trial and error—and right now, you have me here; I can help you tweak things. Just try it.”

I groaned. I bit my tongue. I hated to capitulate, but I knew that he was right; I did need to practice speaking before I went to speak as a girl for the first time to an audience of millions. So for the rest of that evening, I did my best ‘girly voice’.

We took some photos in his living room. Then I changed into a little skirt and tank top combination, and we took more photos in the bedroom, now on clean sheets. We spent some time with that little Dr. Wild t-shirt, cutting it and making it into something more feminine, with the sleeves cut off and the shirt tied around my sternum in a knot. We took more photos before going out to the street.

Now, I was tense as people looked over to see what we were up to. I just kept remembering that cash. I kept reminding myself that the wig was making me unrecognizable. Even if someone could tell that I wasn’t a woman, they wouldn’t know who I was…

Then, as we were looking at Anthony’s photos on his camera screen, someone tapped on my shoulder. I turned around to see a woman staring at me.

“Hi!” she said with a ton of enthusiasm.

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I’d been working on that girly voice for a couple of hours, and I thought that I sounded pretty good… until that moment when all of my confidence vanished.

“Aren’t you excited to see me?” she said.

“Um,” I managed to say softly.

“Sorry,” Anthony said, stepping up. “She’s just really tired from a long day. It’s nice to see you, Deirdre. Isn’t it nice to see your old friend, Deirdre, Blake?” He was looking at me with big eyes.

This woman was one of Blake’s old friends, and she actually thought that I was Blake!? “H—Hi,” I said softly.

“You look so good,” she said. “And I’m so happy to see that you’re with Anthony. I heard a rumour that you guys were split, and I just knew that it wasn’t true. Someone told me that you were living with your parents, down on Maple Drive.”

I feigned a smile. My heart was racing. This had the potential to be really, really bad. If I made one little slip of the voice, this woman would know that I wasn’t Blake. And then she would contact Blake and tell her that Anthony was with some strange imposter. So, thinking quickly, I coughed into my fist.

“Sorry—you’d better stand back,” Anthony said to Deirdre. “Blake has a really bad cough right now. It’s definitely contagious.”

I nodded my head. “But it’s so nice to see you,” I said very softly, adding a bit of gravel to my girly voice.

She stepped back. “Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that. I really would love to catch up with you.”

I nodded my head. “I’m, uh, leaving for a couple of weeks tomorrow. But I’ll message you when I’m back.”

“She’s going to stay with family, out of province,” Anthony said. “You’d better step back a bit more, or you’ll get this too. I think it’s COVID, honestly. And I hate to say it, but I think I gave it to her. I had the same thing all last week, and I could hardly speak. Speaking just hurt so bad. And it really hurts Blake to speak right now.”

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I’ll message you in a couple weeks then. We really need to catch up!” She sighed with a smile. “I’m just so happy to see you guys together. Those rumours had me so stressed out. Bye Blake. Bye Anthony!”

She smiled and went off. Then I looked at Anthony and he motioned to the door of his building. “Let’s get back inside.” We both scurried inside before we took any more chances.
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Iwoke up on that Thursday morning feeling hopeful. In less than thirty hours, this was all going to be over with. I would accept that prize money, split it with Anthony, and then I could go the rest of my life without talking or even thinking about all of this embarrassment.

But there was an intense stress lingering inside of me. Thirty hours wasn’t a long time… but at the same time, it was a long time. Thirty hours was more than enough time for the real Blake to clue into what we were doing—or for some friend of Blake’s to catch on and call us out. And then, of course, there was the possibility that Dr. Wild’s team would take one look at me and say, “You aren’t the person we picked.” They knew Blake from social media. Sure, I’d fooled one of Blake’s old friends, but that didn’t mean that I would have everyone fooled.

So while still in bed, I decided to look up Blake’s social media page: the one that won the contest. I pulled open her photos and saw that Anthony had already posted half a dozen of the shots we’d taken the day before: pictures of me ‘drinking’ that awful energy drink, pictures of me posing outside, pictures of my looking sexy on his bed. And… I had to admit that I did kind of look sexy in some of those photos. I wasn’t the only one who thought so.

“Damn,” said one commenter. “You single?”

Another one said, “Dr. Wild picks another hot babe. Let me guess: he picks girls he wants to bang; the rest of us don’t have a shot in hell at winning.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“Hottie alert,” said another commenter.

“Fucking sexy. You single, baby? I’m dead serious. I’ll fly you out here and I’ll show you the best week of your life,” said another guy.

I caught myself blushing. I couldn’t help it, even though those compliments were really more like insults: multiple people confirming that I passed as a girl. I almost wanted to see someone comment something along the lines of, ‘That’s clearly a man.’ But nobody made that observation; I had everyone fooled.

As I was looking at the page, Dr. Wild reposted one of the pictures. Within minutes, that photo had hundreds of comments… and not one of them pointed out my maleness.

Most of them had something to say about how ‘sexy’ I was.

Midmorning, I got a text message from Anthony. “Hi Ben. I was wondering if you might be interested in making a quick buck.”

“Doing what?” I asked.

“I’d rather explain it in person.”

I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to like this—but I did want to make some extra cash. Twenty minutes later, I was at his place, again. He was still in pyjamas, which annoyed me for some reason, so I told him to go and change. While he was changing, I cleaned up his mess from the previous night. I tidied up his counters and then I went to his gaming station to clean that up—and there, I found a bunch of crusty tissues, surely full of his cum. “Ew!” I groaned.

Then, I nudged his mouse and on his screen appeared me. He had been looking at some of the unused photos of me from the previous day… and had he been jerking off to me?

I turned to see him walk into the room. His face turned pale when he saw what I’d seen. “I was just editing some photos,” he said.

“Gross, Anthony!” I said. “You were jerking off to pictures of me?”

“N—No,” he said, but the stutter in his voice betrayed him.

“That’s just gross.”

“I wasn’t,” he insisted. But the photo he had up of me happened to have a bit of a wardrobe slip: a shot up my panties, seeing an edge of fleshy cock out the side of those pink panties.

“You’re messed up,” I groaned.

“Okay, fine,” he said. “I’ll admit it; you’re kind of hot when you’re all dolled up. But I’m not gay, alright?”

“Whatever, Anthony. Just tell me how you want to make some money.”

“Well,” he said. “I thought that it would be a good opportunity to practice a little more before tomorrow—and make some side cash on top of it.”

“Just tell me what you want me to do.”

He blushed and showed a toothy smile. “So Blake has a, uh, OnlyFans.”

“I know,” I said.

He blushed hard. “You know?”

“I figured that out…” I said.

“Oh. Okay. Well… Don’t judge me.”

“I’m already judging you,” I said.

“She, uh, doesn’t really know about it. I made it a couple years ago. I just made it because… She was so hot, and I wanted other people to see how hot she was. She was always letting me take photos of her, and those photos were just sitting on my computer, doing nothing, and it seemed like a waste to not let the world enjoy her beauty, you know?”

I gasped. “You posted those photos without her knowing!?”

He put up his hand. “Sort of. It’s not really like that. She knew that I was sharing the photos. Okay, Ben, I’ll tell you the truth… Blake and me… were kind of like… swingers.”

I wasn’t sure what to believe. “She wanted me to take her picture… doing naughty stuff… and she liked me showing people. And I would find guys to come and… you know.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Fuck her… While I watched.”

“You’re a cuck?” I asked. Now I liked Anthony even less. “You’re into that kind of thing?”

“I said not to judge me,” he said. “Anyway; she knew I was sharing photos. She even told me it was okay. She just never knew about the OnlyFans… Is it really that big of a deal?”

I shook my head and sighed.

“Don’t be like that,” he said, throwing up his hands. “It makes me a lot of money each month… but people are sort of… unsubscribing. There’s no new material, and I need stuff to post. And… some people are making special requests. These guys pay a lot for special requests. One guy is offering $200 for quick video.”

“Are you asking me to make a sex video for Blake’s OnlyFans, which she doesn’t even know about?”

He blushed as he stood silently. “I’ll give you half.”

I growled and then I said, “You’ll give me a hell of a lot more than half… if I do it. What do they want?”

“A quick video of you putting, uh… a butt plug in, and then pushing it out.”

“Ew!” I gasped.

“What!?” he said. “I didn’t make the request. It’s $200! And if you want to do a couple more things while you’re dressed up, it’ll be more like $400. We’ll split it. $200 each.”

“I get $300. You get $100. That’s me being generous.”

“I do a lot to keep the page running!”

“Bullshit,” I growled. Then, I said no more. I snatched the little pink dress from the table (which had presumably been picked out for me). It had little white polka dots and the skirt flared out in a cute sort of way.

I felt gross about all of this. It was so… desperate. But the thought of making $300 was hard to pass up. I needed that cash to survive—and I still wasn’t totally convinced that this Dr. Wild contest was going to work out. “I want paid in cash,” I said. “Today.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said. “I’ll get the cash for you. I’ll go to the bank now. Just get dressed up, okay?”

He went off while I started to do my makeup. Then, alone in his place, I decided to fetch that book of naughty pictures. I found it in his room, in a small drawer. I flipped through it, and then I gasped when I found photos that Anthony had taken of Blake with other men.

There were photos of her on her hands and knees, taking it from big muscular men with thick, hard cocks. There were photos of her sucking two men at once. There were photos of her taking one cock in her bum and another in her pussy.

Those photos were so awful to see. They completely destroyed the image of Blake that I had in my mind. She was my high-school crush. She was so innocent and pure and perfect in my mind. But really… she was an insatiable whore who liked to be shared by many men.

There was a curious sense of dread, taking that blow to my precious memories. For my entire adult life, my idea of a ‘perfect woman’ was just Blake. Now, I wasn’t even sure if there was such a thing as a perfect woman.

And to make matter worse, I was about to do my best impersonation of the worst side of Blake. I was about to dress up like her and be a whore for the camera, to make some quick cash.

I put on the eyeshadow, the eyeliner, the blush, the mascara. I was getting pretty quick. I was figuring out the various techniques. I actually quite liked putting on the eyeliner; there was something very satisfying about sliding that little brush pen along the edge of my eyelid. And I really liked the way the blush changed the shape of my face; it really made me look so cute.

Then the wig, with the long bangs, was just so… cute. I liked running my fingers through that soft hair.

I stood in front of the mirror, naked but dolled up, and I blushed hard. I started getting curious ideas in my head. If this Dr. Wild thing doesn’t work out, maybe I could start an OnlyFans of my own. Maybe I could get a whole fanbase of my own, willing to pay me for pictures and videos—and then I wouldn’t have to split anything with Anthony.

Or, if this Dr. Wild stuff does work out, I could just make the OnlyFans anyway, and just stop working my tedious job.

Anthony came in suddenly while I was standing naked at his full-length mirror. I reacted by covering my cock with one hand and my nipples with the other. He turned dark red. “W—Why aren’t you dressed?”

“I was just about to,” I said, snatching that pink dress. I turned away from him and quickly wriggled into the pink dress. I felt his gaze on my ass while I pulled the dress up.

But that wasn’t the worst humiliation of the day. It got much, much worse than that.

“I—I don’t know if I can do this,” I said once I was on his bed, holding that butt plug in one hand. He was standing with a camera.

“Just pretend like I’m not here. It’s not a big deal. I get it: it’s just for the money. You aren’t into this, and I’m not into it. It’s just… business.”

“Can’t you just put that on a tripod and I’ll press record myself?” I asked.

“No,” he said. Then he explained that he had to get ‘dynamic angles’. He explained that it needed to feel more ‘organic’ and ‘high-production’. So, after lots of reluctance, we decided to try a take. “Start by smiling at the camera,” he whispered. “Give the camera a little wink. Maybe bite your lip. Act naughty. You’re a naughty girl.”

I tried hard, but felt so stupid. I winked at the camera and pouted my lips. Then, he moved the camera around to my bum. I kept my cock and balls covered with the palm of my hand. I used my face to hold myself up while I took the lubricated butt plug and pushed the tip against my butthole.

“Good, good,” said Anthony. “Now push it in. Clench it a bit, and then push it out—just let it fall onto the bed.”

But I couldn’t push it in. My butthole was too small and the toy felt huge. I groaned. I tried twisting it. I pushed, but my little hole just wouldn’t take it. “Push it in,” he whispered again.

“I’m trying,” I whispered with strain in my voice.

“Just push it hard.”

“I can’t,” I cried. I tried. It wouldn’t go in. This was so embarrassing, with him behind me, holding that camera inches from my hole.

“Push it in,” he growled.

I tried pushing hard. Then suddenly I felt a ‘pop’. I gasped, feeling something pushing inside of me. It felt so big, so full. It felt like it didn’t belong. I used my fingers to feel around, feeling the dull base of that plug—and I realized it pushed in. And now I was panicking that I would never get it out.

I tried pulling on it, but my little hole was clenched hard around the narrow bit of the plug. My heart was racing fast now. Was I going to need to go to the emergency room?

“Push it out now,” he whispered.

I tried pulling it. It was stuck!

“Push, like a bowel movement,” he said, and I could hear him rolling his eyes. So I tried, and then I felt it trying to escape. It sucked back in—so I tried again, and this time it popped out of me, making me gasp, suddenly feeling empty. I heard it plop onto the bed. I felt him move in with the camera, getting a good closeup of my gaping asshole before I clenched it closed.

Then he panned down to the butt plug for a moment before coming back around to my face. I panicked, but quickly got into ‘character’, grinning, biting my lip, winking, and so on. When he said “Cut!” I was so relieved. I let out a sigh and jumped to my feet and scurried off to the bathroom so I could be alone with my humiliation.

My heart was still racing. I couldn’t believe that I’d showed Anthony my butthole! I felt so ashamed of myself… but I was now a few hundred dollars richer…

Well, not quite.

“We have to do another video. It will be easy,” he said. But really, there were three more videos. Two were easy. The last one… not so much.

First, he got a two minute video of my feet. I had to shave my ankles and shins for the shot—so I went ahead and shaved everything. That was it: a video of my feet, toes wriggling. It was for someone with a foot fetish, I guess.

Then it was time to film the next video: a video of me doing a striptease. I did it… down to my bra. That’s all the guy wanted apparently.

But the last video wasn’t so easy. “You want me to do what!?” I said.

“Just ride the dildo,” he said. “Like… bounce on it for a minute or two.”

He had a dildo that could suction to the floor of his bathroom. I didn’t want to do it, but… we’d come this far. I was so ashamed of myself as I lowered myself onto the toy. It was a fat dildo: bigger than the butt plug. I lowered myself slowly onto it, straining, but trying to look sexy. Finally, when Anthony moved in for a closeup of the toy pushing into me, I was able to make the face that I wanted to make: disgust. I strained and groaned and let gravity pull me slowly down. The feeling of that silicone toy inside of me was just weird.

I was worried it would hurt, but there was no pain: just a weird stuffed feeling. It was kind of cold, and the lubricant made a lot of unpleasant squishing sounds.

I bounced slowly on the big dick. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I couldn’t believe that he’d convinced me to do this—and on camera! And I had a feeling that he was going to be making a lot more money with those videos than he was letting on. He was probably going to turn around and sell them to more people.

I kept my hand on my package, keeping it hidden. I kept bouncing.

Okay, so maybe it felt kind of nice: the way that veiny shaft was massaging the inside of my bum. It was going in at just the right angle… but I definitely wasn’t going to admit that I liked the way it felt.

And I wasn’t going to admit that I liked the way I looked. When I turned my head, I could see everything in the mirror. I could see myself—a cute girl—riding a hard dick. It was actually kind of… hot.

It was hot enough that I could feel my cock hardening, getting harder to keep hidden.

I bit hard on my lip. I groaned. I didn’t want Anthony to know that this felt good. Maybe he would just think that I was pretending… acting. Yeah—I could let loose and just tell him that I was in character.

I let out a moan.

He moved around me with the camera. He even got close to my face as I let out another moan. I tried to open my eyes. I tried to look into the lens. I tried to look seductive. I could see my reddened complexion in the reflection of that camera lens.

“Okay, cut,” he said. I stopped suddenly, looking at him, panting.

“W—Was that enough?”

“Yeah,” he said. “That was, like, almost twenty minutes.”

I paused. “Twenty minutes?” Had it really been that long? Had I been bouncing on that dick for that long?

He nodded his head. “Why? Do you want to keep going?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. I want to be done,” I said. I stood up, letting that cock slowly slide out of my hole. It plopped out with a wet sound. Then I grabbed some tissues and wiped the lubricant from my bum.

We reconvened in the kitchen area. He had his hand on his stomach. “I’m starving,” he said. I saw him reaching for a bag of stale chips.

“No,” I said. “You can’t eat that. You need to eat real food.” I was genuinely concerned for him. He looked so pale and thin. “I’ll make something.”

But he had next to nothing in terms of ingredients. I eyed the pile of money he got from the bank, and then I looked out the window. “Give me some of your money and I’ll go buy some stuff for you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“But, uh… don’t get undressed yet. Some guy just requested a photo of you.”

“We’ll take it after we eat,” I said.

I took his money and went out to the store across the street. I was embarrassed to be out as a girl, of course, but I figured it was a good way to prepare for the next day. And Anthony needed a good meal if he was going to be in the best state of mind tomorrow. I was going to need his help.

And honestly, I wanted to have a good meal, and if I could get him to pay for it—even better. I made quick work of my shopping, avoiding eye-contact with everyone. Sure, I noticed a few people glancing my way as I zipped through aisles in my little dress. I saw a few older men ogling me with bright eyes. I didn’t let any of it get to me. I did my work and got out—and it was a good little dry run for my upcoming day.
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It didn’t really occur to me exactly what I had done until I was home and in bed. The realization hit me like a bus to the chest, knocking the air from my lungs: like realizing the nightmare you’re living isn’t going to end, because it’s actually happening.

I felt the paleness washing over me. I felt myself wishing I could manifest some sort of Time Machine from thin air.

I had put sex toys in my ass and allowed an old high-school classmate to film the whole thing! And for what? A few hundred dollars… My God! What had happened to my life? When did I become so hopelessly desperate? I had hardly even hesitated when he proposed the absurd ‘job’ to me.

I didn’t sleep that night, and it had nothing to do with the upcoming meeting with Dr. Wild—or his camera crew, or his millions of followers.

I couldn’t sleep because I was realizing just how sad of a turn my life had taken. I’d spent most of the evening mentally planning some potential OnlyFans career. I had even caught myself grinning a few times through the day thinking about how many ‘fans’ I would have, and how much money I could make by dressing up and being naughty on camera. When did these ideas enter into my head? Why was I even entertaining such nonsense?

But maybe it would all turn around soon. Maybe I would get this cash from this Dr. Wild scheme, and then I could get my life on track.

I needed to get my life on track. I needed to use this incoming money properly. Maybe I could live off of it while I continued my education. I could do a year at a community college; I could be working in some lucrative trade before the money dried up, and then I wouldn’t have to think about putting on lingerie and dancing around for horny men…

But why did that sound so enticing? Why did a blushing smile cross my face every time I considered that wild fancy? Oh, it would be so much easier than working ten hours a day on some job site in the middle of a cold, icy winter! Imagine just waking up and spending an hour making yourself pretty, then another hour taking cute photos, and then another hour or two flirting with fans and making cute little graphics and watching the income rolling in… And those popular Only Fans girls make a whole lot more than any grizzled guy on a job site. Well… most of them anyway…

Why were these thoughts infiltrating my head again?

Finally, around 5:00 AM, I gave up on the idea of sleeping altogether. I had seven hours before my meeting with Dr. Wild, and it seemed pointless to try to convert any of that time into rest. Now, I just needed to focus on getting through the next seven or eight hours so I could put this all behind me. And I needed to ensure that every detail was right.

So I got to work on the ultimate feminization. I felt a bit like a bride getting dolled up for her wedding, making sure that every little detail was absolutely perfect. I must have spent an entire hour strictly perfecting my eyeliner, and then another hour primping and adjusting my wig so that it was completely convincing.

I had that bag of Blake’s clothing. I probably tried on each and every outfit—and every possible combination of shoes and dresses and shirts and blouses. I must have taken a thousand selfies, analyzing each one endlessly. I don’t think I stopped talking aloud to myself for a minute, making sure that ‘girly voice’ was as practised as it could be. Was the voice totally convincing? Maybe not; the voice might have a few people wondering what’s between my legs… but there were no rules against being trans.

It was fine if they thought that I was trans—as long as they didn’t think that I was an imposter.

I slipped into a pair of lacy pink panties. That soft lace hugged my package firmly—but not uncomfortably. It took a bit of adjusting and some tucking to make sure there was no bulge in that tight little dress.

It was 10:00 AM when Anthony called and told me to meet him. He was surprised when I showed up at his apartment already dressed up. His eyes widened and his cheeks turned red. “You look just like her,” he said softly.

“That was the plan,” I said softly.

“I, uh, thought we would need to spend some time getting you ready, but it looks like you’re ready.”

I brushed by him and went to his mirror. From my purse I produced a little mascara wand so that I could do a little touch-up. He watched me as I leaned in and touched my makeup up. “You look good,” he said.

“Thanks.”

“Like… really good.”

“Thanks,” I said again.

“You’re kind of hot.”

“Anthony,” I growled.

He turned dark red. “Sorry,” he said.

I turned to face him and I smiled. “Look at me and tell me what I should fix,” I said. “I want to look perfect for this.”

“You do look perfect,” he said, eyes glimmering.

“Stop being so horny and focus,” I said.

He cleared his throat and said, “I’m not horny. I’m just saying that you look just like her. I mean—you’ve always looked a bit like her. But now… My God, you’re her!” His face reddened even more. “You look just like her…”

“Okay, good,” I said. “Then we’re ready.” I turned to the mirror and scanned my face for imperfections… but it was hard to really focus with his gaze tickling my back like that. He was just staring at me intensely. “Anthony, I’m serious. Stop being a weirdo.” As I turned around, he moved in and put his hands on me. “What are you doing?”

He gently caressed me with both of his hands. “I want to be with you,” he said seriously. “I don’t care that you were born a man.”

“Anthony. I’m not trans. And I’m not Blake.”

“I’ll give you everything.”

His eyes glistened with a frightening intensity. “Anthony…”

He didn’t let me go on. “Please, Ben. Listen to me. You’re just like her… but, like… better.”

“How so?” I asked awkwardly, trying to wriggle out from his grip that he had on my hips.

“She was so serious, so stuck up, so hard on me all of the time. But you… You get me. And I get you.”

“You’re wrong, Anthony,” I said, shaking my head. I looked down and saw that he had a throbbing erection in his pants. I gasped in horror and jumped back, escaping his hold. “Anthony, pull yourself together. With all due respect, you have a lot to figure out with your life. I’m not trying to be harsh, and I’m not saying that my life is any better right now… But Blake left you for a good reason. You never grew up. You treated her like… your mom, and you selfishly coasted for years—and she was a saint for putting up with that. Yes, I’m struggling like you are, with money—but I’m struggling because for the past ten years, I’ve had to do everything on my own. I’ve worked every day and paid all of my own bills, washed my own laundry, and cooked my own meals. You’re struggling because you never had to do any of that, and you don’t want to have to do that. So you’re not like me.”

His face turned white. He looked close to tears, but he needed to hear the truth. “Anthony,” I went on, “you’re simply not ready to be in a relationship with… anyone. You need to work out your own life.”

His bottom lip was beginning to quiver. “But I want you.”

“You can’t have me,” I said bluntly. “And one more thing, Anthony. If you want me to do this today, I’m taking $70,000.”

“What!?” he gasped.

“Sorry, but you’ve done pretty much nothing.”

“I entered that contest!” he said.

“So did I,” I said. “You also cheated by entering Blake without her consent or knowledge. So look: thirty-thousand dollars for you, seventy for me. Honestly, Anthony, that’s a pretty good deal for sitting on your ass and telling me what to do. Take it or leave it, because honestly, I don’t want to do this. This whole thing just has me feeling dirty.”

He tightened his face and squirmed and groaned, and then finally, he snapped, “Fine!”

We spent the next hour going over our ‘plan’, which was mostly working out a strong ‘backstory’. We watched a number of those prize winning videos, seeing what questions Dr. Wild asked his winners, and we made sure that I had good answers for all of them.

We both stared in awe at the big duffel bag of cash that was handed to each winner. Soon, we would have our own bag of cash.

My heart was racing faster and faster as the minutes ticked away. I kept eyeing the clock. My stomach felt uneasy. I will say, even with the idea of winning seventy-thousand dollars, I thought about backing out. I even said at one point, “I don’t think I really want to do this.” I was worried that the potential backlash would extend far beyond just humiliation. We were stealing someone’s identity! That was a federal crime! I didn’t want to go to jail over seventy-thousand dollars. I was better off being poor.

But Anthony kept assuring me that it would be fine.

I didn’t feel so confident.

Then, after what seemed like a blur, we were pulling up to the busy street where Dr. Wild’s film team was setup. A crowd had begun to gather around; so many people recognized the famous YouTube celebrity.

“Ready for this?” Anthony asked me.

“I guess so,” I said, looking down at my little dress and my smooth legs.

I stepped out from the car. I was suddenly light-headed, worried that I was going to faint. I bit hard on my tongue in an attempt to stimulate some blood flow to my head. “You can do this,” I whispered to myself.

One of the producers looked over at me and quickly recognized me. Her eyes lit up and she smiled, zipping over to intercept me. “You must be Blake,” she said, recognizing me from Anthony’s social media account.

“That’s right,” I said softly, heart racing. One little slip and this would all come to a horrible end. “I guess I’m here to, uh, collect my prize. Right?”

“So, first, we’re going to film the scene. It will be fast—just a few minutes. Dr. Wild likes to get it done in one take; he has other events to get to later, so try to focus, listen to what he says, and answer promptly. Okay? Here are the questions he’s going to ask.” She thrust a clipboard into my hands. It was a script, with dialogue.

Dr. Wild was going to open with, ‘We’re here in sunny Greenborough with the beautiful Blake, who just won one-hundred thousand dollars!’ Then, he was going to ask me, ‘What are you going to do with the money, Blake?’

“You know what you’re going to say?” the producer asked.

“I’ll pay off my debt,” I told her.

“Good. That’s perfect. But maybe also say something about getting a boob job. Dr. Wild loves stuff like that. Okay?”

“O—Okay,” I said.

I looked at the next question. ‘Are you single?’

My heart skipped a beat. “If you have a boyfriend,” the producer said, “Just tell Dr. Wild that you’re seeing someone, but it’s not serious. He doesn’t like giving money to people in stable relationships; it just doesn’t make for good TV. Okay?”

“Okay. I, uh… am single,” I said softly.

The impossibleness of all of this was crashing down on me. Was I really supposed to think that Blake would never find out about this? Millions of people would see this video, and then someone would surely mention it to Blake. And then she would wonder where the hell her money was. It would then just be a matter of time before police came after me.

There was one more question on that list. ‘Do you think you deserve this money?’

“I know it seems like a weird question,” the producer said. “But right now, Dr. Wild is trying to rebrand into a sort of ‘be the best person you can be’ inspirational figure. So it’s more a question of, ‘Are you the best version of yourself?’.”

I hesitated. The question made me queasy. I definitely didn’t deserve that money. Was it stealing? Maybe, maybe not… but I didn’t deserve it. And Anthony certainly didn’t deserve squat.

Suddenly, I was being ushered over to the little clearing where Dr. Wild was standing with his little entourage. There were three cameras. Before I could step in, a sound gut pounced on me, clipping a little microphone to the top of my dress.

“Thank you,” he said, and then he buzzed off.

Dr. Wild turned to look at me. His gaze swept up and down my figure. He was shorter than I expected. They had a little box ready for him to stand on once filming started.

“Hot,” he said simply—and it was the only word he said before we started filming.

The next five minutes was a blur. The cameras rolled, the producer gave me a little shove, making me approach Dr. Wild, and then he started talking, rattling off his lines from that script. He constantly turned towards the cameras and made silly faces—and his entourage members did the same. When I said that I was going to get a boob job, he put his hands on his head and his friends all shouted, “She did not just say that!” It was all very fake and rehearsed and weird.

And then he asked that question: “Do you think you deserve this money, Beautiful Blake?”

I struggled to answer. The words were stuck in my mouth. I stuttered. Then, I thought about the real Blake. She deserved the money. She put up with Anthony for all of those years. She had given him so many chances, hoping he would pull through and be a real man for her. Instead, she was left with a wasted decade. Her twenties were almost over, and she’d wasted all of those precious years on some bum.

Maybe she was into weird stuff, like sleeping with other guys. Maybe she had her own issues… But she deserved that money. And in that moment, I was Blake, so I said, “Yes. I think I deserve the money.”

He smiled and shook my hand, and the cameras spun around and they made more crazy faces. A bag of cash was handed to me. He unzipped the bag and I saw all of that cash, glowing green in my face. I gasped. He laughed. “Enjoy it, Blake,” he said. “And enjoy the new boobs.” He turned to the camera and did a sign off, and then it was all over.

I started to step away when the producer snatched the bag of cash from me. I paused, stunned, and she said, “It’s fake.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Here. This is for you.” She handed me a cheque, made out in Blake’s name.

To me, that cheque was useless. I’m sure Anthony would think of some sketchy way to have that cheque cashed without Blake knowing—but I wasn’t going to get into any more sketchy business. I looked up and saw Anthony sitting in the car, face pale with anticipation. His eyes flashed at me and he motioned for me to hurry, as if he was the getaway driver and I’d just robbed a bank.

But there was no way that I was getting into that car with him.
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Ihappened to know where Blake was living because we had robbed her house just a few days earlier.

So instead of getting into Anthony’s car, I disappeared into the crowd of Dr. Wild fans. I snuck around the corner and saw a bus coming, so I rushed and hopped on it before Anthony could get out of his car to find me. I sunk down low in my seat on the bus and let it take me far away from that scene. Then, I worked on plotting how to get to Maple Drive. The bus took me a few kilometres in the wrong direction, but it was worth it to get away from Anthony. I transferred onto another bus, which took me towards Maple Drive. After forty minutes of transferring busses, I made it to the street.

I got off the bus and peered around. It was a short street that ended in a cul-du-sac. I started walking down, and it wasn’t long before I heard someone call out, “Hey Blake! That dress is so lovely! What’s the occasion?” It was an old lady.

I paused, heart racing. Then I smiled and said, “I’m not Blake. But do you know where she lives? I have something I need to give her.” In my state of nervousness, I couldn’t remember which house was Blake’s, even though I had just been there a few days earlier.

The woman had a stunned, confused look on her face for a long moment, and then she pointed to a big blue house. “Are you sure you’re not Blake?” she asked.

“Just an old friend,” I said.

I approached that blue house slowly, feeling dizzy. I was about to out myself as an identity thief, but I just couldn’t go on like this anymore. The stress would kill me forever. One day, Blake would see that video, and she would know Anthony was behind it. And Anthony would definitely rat me out, afraid of being persecuted alone. If anything, I was doing Anthony a favour by confronting Blake now, before this was a bigger issue.

I walked up to the door. Then, to my left, a gate opened. A man stepped out from his garden, wearing dirtied gardening gloves. He paused and looked at me. “Blake?” he said. “I thought you were up in your room.”

“I’m not Blake,” I said.

The man looked absolutely confused, but he knew I was telling the truth, because he knew his daughter’s voice.

“I just want to give something to Blake,” I said.

He stood there for a long moment, shaking his head. “You… You look exactly like her! My God, you could be her twin! Honey! Come out and see this girl! She looks just like Blake!”

His wife came out a minute later and gasped. “Are you not my Blakey?”

“No, ma’am,” I said softly.

They were so stunned that they even asked if they could take a picture. I didn’t want to let them do it, but I smiled anyway and they took a photo to send to some friends.

Then came Blake, checking to see what the commotion was about.

I looked at her and felt my gut churn. It was a miracle that I didn’t fall over on that doorstep; I felt so faint, so nervous. She stared at me, eyes wide. “W—Why do you look just like me?” she said.

“This is your dress,” I said awkwardly. “Um… Anthony gave it to me. He… Well, he stole it from you.”

“What the hell? Who are you even? What’s going on?”

“I don’t know, maybe you don’t remember me. We went to high-school together. People always said we looked alike.”

She had a pale countenance now.

“B—Ben?” she said.

I nodded my head. “Anthony reached out to me. He wanted me to pretend to be you. And, uh… I did it. I’ve been doing it for the past few days—but it’s not right. And I’m not going to do it anymore.”

She was as pale as a bed sheet.

“I’m sorry, Blake. Here. This is yours. This is why he wanted me to do it.” I handed her the cheque and explained that he had entered her into a Dr. Wild contest.

She looked at the cheque with beaming eyes. She let out a little gasp, and then she looked at me. She motioned for me to follow her. We crossed the road to the empty playground, where her parents couldn’t hear us. There, I explained it all from the start. I even awkwardly told her about the Only Fans content that Anthony had me help him make. She turned dark red and started to become teary eyed.

“That prick,” she said. “I never wanted to do that stupid page, but he just… pressured me into it.”

“What?” I said. “He told me it was your idea.”

“What!? No!” she gasped. “Ew. He’s such a creep. I can’t believe I put up with him. He used to bring guys over and he would beg me for hours to sleep with them while he watched. And… I can’t believe I’m telling you this, but he would make me feel so guilty that I ended up even doing it a few times. I felt so disgusting. He would manipulate me, sometimes threatening to leave me. One time he even threatened to kill himself. He’s a psycho. When I left him a few weeks ago, he kept threatening to leak all of the photos he took of me.”

“You should call the police,” I said. “He can’t be doing that.”

“It’s just so humiliating. I don’t want the police to know what he had me doing. It’s so… embarrassing. I just want to forget about it and move on. But he just won’t let me. And now… this.”

She shuddered with disgust. I apologized for taking part in Anthony’s shenanigans. She smiled and accepted my apology. “His first mistake was asking you for help,” she said. “I remember you being so sweet back in school.”

I blushed. I felt awkward now, being dolled up in front of her.

“So, are you… trans now?” she asked.

I turned red. “Trans? No, no. I’m not trans.”

“You’re using a girl voice,” she said.

I blushed harder. Was I still using the girl voice? “So you’re a guy still?” she giggled.

“I guess so,” I said. “I mean…” I paused. Why was I hesitating?

“You’re cute as a girl,” she said with a wink. “Am I allowed to say that? I feel like I’m complimenting myself.”

We both laughed. I was so relieved that she wasn’t furious with me. She wasn’t mad at me at all. She was upset with Anthony. She felt bad for me. And I felt bad for her, after Anthony had put her through so much nonsense.

“In a way, I’m glad that I suffered with Anthony for so long. He really made me learn more about myself,” she said. “Maybe he put a bit of a bad taste in my mouth for men… But I think I might prefer girls. Or maybe I’m bi.” Then she blushed and looked at me with an awkward smile. “Or maybe a girl like you.” She laughed nervously.

I blushed.

“So what are you going to do about Anthony?” I asked.

“I don’t know, but I have to do something. I can’t have someone using my identity like he is. But I’m afraid that he’s going to blackmail me with photos he has or something.”

“Let me deal with him,” I said.

And so I dealt with Anthony. I went to his place after my meeting with Blake. I very clearly and sternly explained to him that I’d given the money to Blake, and that I’d collected more than enough evidence to have him sent to prison for a decade. I stood there and watched as he permanently deleted folders from his computer and deactivated social media accounts. He was trembling when he deactivated his Only Fans, which he never had the right to run in the first place. He scowled at me many times. He even tried blackmailing me. “I would ruin your life, putting those videos out,” he growled at me.

“Do it,” I said with a grin. “See how much fun you have in prison, Anthony.”

He pressed his lips thin. He grunted. He deleted everything and then stormed off, slamming his bedroom door and locking himself in. I spent the next few weeks checking online for traces of Anthony’s bad behaviour. It seemed like he was behaving… at least as far as Blake’s identity was concerned.

I met up with Blake again. She seemed like a totally different girl: bright and glowing, seemingly relieved of a burden that had been weighing on her shoulders for years.

We had a nice lunch together. She told me that it was weird seeing me as a guy. I blushed and admitted to her that I liked dressing as a girl, and kind of missed wearing her clothes. She blushed and told me that her parents were out of town. “Do you want to come over and try on some outfits?”

It was a weird hangout. I guess you could call it a date, seeing as it ended with a kiss, after she helped me do my makeup. Okay, it was more than a kiss. We made love. I slipped into her and she gushed and moaned. It was a bit weird, with me dressed like a girl, and her gripping at my chest as if the pads in my bra were really breasts. I kind of liked it.

She definitely liked it.

THE END
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