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      Larry has had it up to here with Kyle, the school’s Mr. Perfect. Every girl wants Kyle. He’s the star of half the sports teams. He’s even swooped in and taken Larry’s spot as captain of the chess team.

      But worst of all: he’s asked Katie Morrison out on a date, just as Larry was finally mustering up the courage to do it.

      Larry is over Mr. Perfect, and he’s determined to prove to the school that Kyle isn’t such a super human after all. So he starts spying… and soon, he learns a lot more than he expected to learn about the school’s pretty poster-boy—and it all starts with catching him painting white nail polish onto his pretty toes.
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      I had it all planned out. Of course I did—I’d been running that moment through my mind for an entire year. I was mentally prepared for every single variable, and I’d done my research. I was sure that Katie Morrison was going to accept my date proposal.

      Well… I thought that I was prepared for all potential variables, but I wasn’t prepared to watch Kyle swoop in and steal her right before my eyes. I was literally walking up to Katie, after fifteen minutes of practising with myself in the bathroom mirror—and Kyle stepped in front of me, tapped on Katie’s shoulder, and said, “Hey, Katie. Your outfit is super cute today. I was wondering if you maybe want to go and see that new Spiderman movie with me on Friday?”
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      I froze, stunned. For a moment, I thought that it was some sort of prank; maybe Kyle heard me in the bathroom and decided to tease me.

      Katie didn’t like superhero movies. An old Instagram post from 2021 literally said, ‘Ugh, why are people so obsessed with superheroes? It’s so juvenile!’. Yes—I wasn’t lying when I said that I’d done my research.

      So I was stunned when Katie blushed, giggled, and said, “That sounds like a lot of fun.”

      “Cool,” said Kyle. “Then I’ll pick you up at your place. Five o’clock work?”

      She nodded her head. “I can’t wait.”

      Kyle winked and strutted off. As he went by me, he smiled and said, “Hey Larry. You’ve got a bit of food on your chin.”

      I wiped my chin, and then I saw Katie looking at me. She stared for a moment as I stood in silence.

      “Can I help you?” she asked—and the tone of her voice seemed to suggest that she had no idea who I was, as if I was a complete stranger standing before her.

      Just like that, my plans were crushed. My year of careful plotting had been washed away. Kyle just strutted up and took her from me.

      “You should still ask her out,” I said to myself. I mean—it’s not like Kyle proposed marriage. It’s not like they had decided to be monogamous. Why couldn’t Katie go on a date with me as well? I just had to show her a better time than Kyle could show her…

      Next period, I sunk into my seat, coming to terms with defeat. Who was I kidding? I couldn’t compete with stupid Kyle. Kyle had everything going for him; girls wanted to be with Kyle. I was just a nobody.

      I’d always despised Kyle. Stupid Kyle… A year earlier, I almost made the school’s floor-hockey team, and then Kyle walked in on the last day of tryouts, grabbed a stick, and the coach damn-near wet himself watching Kyle handle the ball.

      A year before that, I spent two months working on my science-fair project. Kyle started working on his two nights before the science fair. Guess who won?

      Oh, and then there was the school’s annual 5K Run for Cancer. Every year, Kyle wins. Summer soccer: Kyle’s team won every damn year, and Kyle was the team MVP. One year, I was transferred to Kyle’s team after I moved into a new apartment. I was excited to win for once… and then the coach benched me; he made me an alternate… so I just sat there and watched as Kyle won… again… and this time I didn’t even get to play.

      The yearbook’s most likely to succeed… Who do you think? Oh—and whose face was featured on the cover of Teen Dream magazine, Talent-Search edition? Yes, Kyle was God’s favourite. Good for him.

      But the school was literally loaded with girls! Why did he have to single out Katie Morrison!? Every damn day, I had to hear the other students whispering, “Did you hear that so-and-so has a huge crush on Kyle? Do you think he’s going to ask her out?” Or, “Did you see Kyle in gym class today? Oh my God, he’s so dreamy. He even took his shirt off.”

      I groaned. I couldn’t wait for graduation, so I could get far, far away from stupid Kyle. Well, knowing my luck, he was probably getting some exclusive scholarship, all expenses paid to go to the same college as me—and he was probably going to be in every single one of my classes, and every girl was going to sit there and ogle him and ignore me.

      Okay, so maybe I was a bit salty… but did he really have to swoop in and ask Katie out?

      I really did consider asking her out regardless… but she wouldn’t stop blushing. She told all of her friends about the upcoming date with Kyle. There was just no way that I could compete with that.

      For the rest of that day, I had to hear the whispering gossipers: “Oh my God, did you hear Kyle is going on a date with Katie? They’re, like, so cute together.”

      I sunk deeper into my seat.

      “Kyle is so dreamy. I really thought he was going to ask Jessica out.”

      I was moments away from letting my face fall into my desk when the bell rang. Finally… I could leave. I could get away from that school and pretend like that day never happened… I could pretend like that whole year never happened.

      Now, I had no big prom plans. My whole scheme was to go on a few dates with Katie, so that I could make her my girlfriend just before prom. I hadn’t even considered any other girls. Hell—part of the reason I didn’t bother considering any other girls was because all of the other girls were so Kyle-crazy; I didn’t want to waste my time gunning for someone who had Kyle on the brain.

      I was going to graduate high-school as a kissless virgin. I was going to go into college having never experienced having a girlfriend. Maybe I shouldn’t have set my expectations so high; maybe I shouldn’t have picked out one of the most beautiful girls in the school as my preferred lady.

      Stupid Kyle.
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      At least I still had my spot as captain of the chess club… at least I thought that my position as captain was solidified, until the next afternoon, when the chess team coach approached me and said, “Larry, I want to talk to you about the tournament this weekend.”

      “What’s up?” I said.

      “We recently had a student try out for the team. I don’t normally allow late additions, but this particular student has… well, let’s just say, he’s an extremely promising player.”

      “Okay. That’s great,” I said. “We could use another solid player on the roster.” I smiled, thinking this was good news.

      “Well,” he said. “He’s actually better than solid. He’s phenomenal. He only just started playing a couple of months ago, and he’s already damn-near GM level. I, uh… I think that we’re going to actually have him step in as captain, and you will be alternate captain.”

      I stood there, confused, thinking that this was some sort of prank. “Alternate captain?” I said.

      “Yes, well… he’s very good. I think he can easily bring the provincial championship trophy here to Quinn Academy.”

      “Am I being demoted?” I could feel my skin becoming pale.

      “Don’t think of it as a demotion,” he said. “You’ll still play. I’m just… shuffling the roster.”

      “Who is this new guy even?”

      “I’m sure you’ve met him around the school before. His name is Kyle.”

      “Kyle!?” I shouted. “Tell me you’re kidding. Kyle doesn’t even play chess!”

      “He’s new to the game, but his game intelligence is just so… impressive. You should play with him.”

      Then, Kyle stepped into the room. “Sorry I’m a little bit late. They wanted my opinion on the yearbook cover.”

      I couldn’t produce a sound. I just stared… shocked… confused… sick. I really did think that I was about to pass out—or maybe I already had passed out, hit my head, and this was just some horrible comatose nightmare.

      Coach set a board up and insisted that I sit down with Kyle. “You won’t believe how good he is,” he said to me.

      I felt an intense pressure to win that game.

      “Hey Larry,” Kyle said. “I didn’t know you played chess.”

      My stomach churned. I said nothing. We played. Kyle hardly took time to think about his moves. He made a dumb play, and then another—which honestly just made me even angrier. He moved his knight, leaving a path for me to slide in my queen to put his king in check…

      And then he slid a rook down and said, “Checkmate. Good game though, Larry. That was fun.”
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      I spent a good three straight minutes staring at the board. He really did put me in checkmate! But how!? How did I not see that rook lingering there?

      “I should have noticed that,” I said.

      “Next time, Larry!” he said with a warm chuckle, and then he went off to chat with the coach about his new role as captain.

      I looked over and saw the three girls on the chess team, staring at Kyle with their glowing eyes—probably imagining him with his clothes off.

      I just wanted to pick Kyle up and throw him out the window. I couldn’t even understand what was so intriguing about him! He wasn’t even tall or ripped. He probably weighed 115 pounds. He was shorter than most of the girls in the school. He couldn’t grow a single facial hair. There wasn’t a muscle on his tiny little body. Yet still, girls just ogled him from the moment he stepped into the school until the moment he left in his stupid little Volkswagen Golf.

      I was truly starting to think that he was making an effort to stomp all over my life. He just wanted to constantly remind me that I wasn’t God’s favourite, and he was. And honestly… I wasn’t sure that I could take it anymore.

      I was about to leave chess club that afternoon when I heard the girls swooning over him. “I can’t believe how smart he is. I swear he’s playing ten steps ahead of the game!”

      “And he’s so cute when he’s playing too.”

      I cut in. “He’s just lucky. He’s playing with beginner’s luck. I don’t think he even knows what he’s doing. He doesn’t know any openers or counters. It’s just dumb luck.”

      The girls stared at me with nervous expressions on their faces, as if they were worried that I was about to lash out at them in a fit of rage. “I just don’t see what you see in him,” I groaned, and then I realized how petty and jealous I was sounding, so I scurried away before I could embarrass myself even more.

      Stupid Kyle…

      First Katie, and now my title as chess team captain. What was he going to take from me next?
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      That night, some peculiar happened. I got a friend-request from one of the girls at my school. I recognized her and knew her name, so I accepted the request from Natasha Peterson.

      She sent me a message just a few minutes later. “Hi Larry. I don’t know if you know me; we took chemistry together last year.”

      “Hi Natasha,” I said. “Of course I know you. What’s up?”

      She was a pretty girl: long dark hair, big dark eyes, pale skin. I was surprised to see her using so many filters in her profile photos; she was an attractive young lady, and the filters just made her look… insecure.
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      “I heard about what happened with the chess club. Sorry to hear that,” she said. I perked up. Was I receiving some sympathy? Or was it just pity? Either way… it was attention! From a pretty girl!

      “It is what it is,” I said.

      “I have a hard time believing Kyle is better than you at chess,” she said.

      I grinned. “Well, he’s not bad for a beginner,” I said. “But he has a lot to learn.”

      Suddenly, Natasha was asking me about… me! She wanted to know how long I’d been playing chess. She asked me what I wanted to do after college. She asked me if I’d already been accepted into colleges.

      Then, she asked, “Do you already have a date for prom?”

      I turned dark red. I froze. I stared at my screen. I’d never considered Natasha as a ‘girlfriend’, but that was simply because I’d spent the whole last year solely considering Katie Morrison. Maybe Natasha was a good prospect. Hell—maybe she was even better than Katie! She had a great figure: thick thighs and a plump bum that probably made shopping for pants tough. But she was slender, with a big chest and that beautiful long dark hair.

      “Um, not yet,” I wrote to her.

      She replied with a smiling emoji. “What about your friends?”

      “Not that I know,” I said.

      “And Kyle?” she asked.

      The question took me by surprise.

      “I don’t know,” I said.

      “Aren’t you guys, like, really close friends?” she asked.
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      I sat there, dumbfounded once again. Stupid Kyle was sticking his damned knife under my skin again, and this time he didn’t even know he was doing it.

      “Next time you talk to him, maybe you can ask if he already has a prom date. And maybe you can see what he thinks about me,” Natasha went on.

      “I don’t really talk to him,” I said.

      “But you guys are in all the same classes and clubs, aren’t you? And you played on the same soccer team.”

      “We’re not friends,” I said to her. Then, I closed my computer screen. I was red with anger and frustration. I couldn’t believe she was just using me to get closer to Kyle, because she assumed we were buddies. No—I wasn’t friends with Kyle and I would never be friends with Kyle. And now, I was getting really, really tired of all this ‘Kyle’ hysteria, as if he was Paul McCartney and it was 1968.

      Enough of Kyle!

      Though maybe Natasha’s interest in Kyle could be to my own benefit. Maybe Kyle would ditch Katie Morrison for Natasha, and then I could be Katie’s ‘rebound’—and then she would quickly see how much better than Kyle I was.

      I didn’t have Kyle on any of my socials. In fact, he was one of those guys who was ‘too cool’ to have social media. But I needed to talk to him, and time was running out. Graduation was just a few weeks away, and I wanted to get Natasha into his head before he got too attached to Katie. After all, they hadn’t even gone to see the new Spiderman movie together yet.
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      I was going to tell Kyle about Natasha during math class the next morning, but our math teacher surprised us with a pop quiz, which ended up taking the whole class to finish. But Kyle finished early, so he was allowed to leave. I couldn’t find him after class, so I figured I would find him during lunch, but during lunch, he was posing for some magazine; the editor literally travelled to our school to take the photos; it was some followup piece for Teen Dream magazine.

      Ugh… How could he not see how cringe he was?

      So I waited until school was over, planning to find him at his locker—but when I went up to him, Katie walked up and they started chatting. I didn’t want to rudely interrupt, so I went out to wait by his car.

      But while I was waiting, my mother phoned. She needed me to urgently get my social security number for her, to update some banking information. My number was in my car, so I crossed the parking lot to fetch it. While reading her the number, I saw Kyle get into his Volkswagen and drive off. “Damnit!” I groaned. I didn’t have time to wait until the next day. Each day was valuable, so I had to follow him.

      I got into my car and tried not to lose him. He was driving fast. I was about a block away, squinting to keep track of his car in a sea of similar vehicles. I watching him turn right. I was worried I’d lost him, but when I turned right, I caught him making a left turn.

      Sweat was starting to form on the back of my neck. If I lost him, I would have to wait until the next day to tell him… but there was a good chance he wouldn’t be at school; I was fairly sure that there was a floor-hockey tournament, which would give the floor hockey team the day off of school while they competed (I was supposed to be on that team, by the way).

      And then tomorrow nigh was the night of his date with Katie. If I couldn’t get to him before that date, there was a chance he would develop real feelings for her, if he hadn’t already.

      This was my only real chance.

      So I pushed on the gas. I got a bit closer. I didn’t lose him as he took another right, and then another left. I followed him for fifteen minutes as he drove home.

      And, of course, he lived in a gated community. I watched him pull up to the gate and swipe a card. His car was permitted through. The gate was shut by the time I pulled up. I got out of the car and looked down the row of fancy houses. I watched as Kyle pulled into one of the driveways. His house was three-stories high, with a manicured garden and a bronze cupola. I watched Kyle walk inside. I squinted to see the number next to his door before pressing the corresponding number on the touchpad.
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      I waited as the gate dialled the house.

      Finally, a woman answered. She had a thick Latin accent. “Hello now,” he said.

      “I’m here to see Kyle,” I said.

      “Kie?”

      “Kyle.”

      “Kie? I don’t know Kie.”

      “Kyle. K-Y-L-E. I’m his classmate.”

      “Wrong house. So sorry.”

      “Are you sure?” But she hung up on me. I squinted again. Maybe she was right; maybe I put in the wrong number… Maybe I couldn’t see what the right number was.

      A car hoked at me, needing through the gate. I waved at him. “I need to see my, uh, friend.”

      “Phone him to let you in. Otherwise, move it.”

      “Can you just let me through?” I asked.

      “Hell no,” he said, looking me up and down. I pulled my car to the side and he went through. The gate closed too fast.

      I tried dialling other numbers. Finally, after my third attempt, a woman threatened to call community security on me. So I got into my car and I pulled away, driving a few blocks before pulling over in a strip mall parking lot.

      I looked around. I was on the other side of town from my own home—and I had so much that I needed to be doing. I had final exams approaching in just a few days, and I really should have been studying. I had a chess tournament starting in two days, and I needed to brush up on my openings and my counters.

      Instead, I was in some strange part of town, sitting in my car, letting the rest of that day waste away.
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      But I couldn’t just give up. I just needed to talk to Kyle for a few minutes. I just needed to tell him about Natasha, and get that seed planted. It really seemed like my only hope.

      So I got out of my car and walked the few blocks back to Kyle’s community. I stopped at the large fence. I began to walk the perimeter, noticing that some sections of the fence were higher than others. There was a small private park where the fence stopped at a little lake. There was a sign that said, ‘PRIVATE LAKE: NO TRESPASSERS’. But this was an emergency. I took off my shoes and pulled up my pant legs. I only had to walk knee-deep to circumvent the fence. Just like that, I was on the other side. Some security that fence was…
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      Now, I was walking down the private sidewalk of that private community, keeping my head down so that my face wouldn’t be seen. I eyed that Volkswagen Golf and moved faster, heart starting to race. Then, a familiar man emerged from the house next to Kyle’s: it was the man who told me to scram at the gate.

      I couldn’t let him see me—so I turned around and started moving quickly in the other direction. I turned sharply at the next turn, and then I scurried into back lane.

      My heart was pounding. Could they arrest me for this? I suppose I was trespassing—but I needed to speak to Kyle, and there was no other way! I paused for a minute and watched behind me, making sure nobody was running up to arrest me. The coast was, thankfully, clear. So I headed towards Kyle’s house again, this time from behind.

      It looked bigger and bigger as I got closer. The back fence was tall, but it seemed easy enough to climb. But now I had the awkward problem of not knowing what to say to Kyle. Sure, I could tell him that I wanted to talk to him about Natasha… but he would be very confused about why I went to such great lengths. He would wonder why I broke into his community instead of just waiting to tell him at school. So what would I say?

      Well, I had to say something. I could just tell him… that I was in the area. I could make some junk up in the moment. I started to climb his fence.

      Then, before I even hoisted myself over, I saw him, through his upstairs bedroom window. He was sitting there, with his foot up on the windowsill. He was very delicately and slowly… painting his toenails with a white polish.

      I froze.

      Why was Kyle… painting his toenails?

      I remained still, worried he would see me and freak. I just watched as he casually brushed white onto each nail, quietly humming under his breath.

      What the hell was I witnessing? Was this some sort of joke? Did he know that I was watching?

      I was tempted to call out to him, to get his attention… but now, I was worried about embarrassing him. If I embarrassed him, he would probably find some way to make my life hell at school.

      So I just remained still, watching him as he gently hummed and painted his toenails.

      I happened to have a very nice camera on my phone, with a fantastic zoom feature, which was now coming in handy. I decided that I would take a picture of him—and maybe that picture would come in handy; maybe I could show it to Katie so that she could see that ‘Mr. Perfect’ wasn’t really so perfect after all. He had a bit of a… feminine side.

      And when I looked closer at the photo I took, I couldn’t help but notice the bare ankles: no leg hair to be seen.

      I got down from the fence and snuck away, back around the block, to Kyle’s front door. I knocked and waited. I knocked again, and then finally, Kyle opened the door. “Larry?” he said. “How did you even get in here?”

      “Someone let me in,” I said. “Do you have a minute?”

      “I was just working on some homework. What’s up?”

      I tried not to crack a grin, knowing that he was full of it. I told him about Natasha. “She’s really into you and she wanted me to let you know. I, uh, guess she thinks we’re really close or something.”

      His face turned dark red. That was a good sign, right? Maybe he liked Natasha. Maybe he would ditch Katie and go for Natasha, leaving me with Katie!

      “So are you going to ask her out?” I asked.

      “I don’t know. Um—probably not,” he said. “I’ve got a lot going on right now and can’t really commit to anything like that. But thanks for letting me know, Larry. I really appreciate it.” He smiled and then he closed the door.

      My little glimmer of hope fizzled away. What did he mean, he wasn’t going to go for her? Why did he get so flustered? Was he just trying to play it cool?
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      The next day was a warm day, and that made Kyle’s choice in clothing quite interesting. He was wearing jeans, and everyone else was wearing shorts. Of course, it wasn’t something anyone else noticed—and it wasn’t something I would have normally noticed, but now I knew a little secret about Kyle: he painted his nails and shaved his legs, like a sissy.

      Okay—maybe there was a reason for it. I’d heard of athletes shaving their legs, and lots of ‘hip’ dudes painted their nails, though I never really understood that. I couldn’t reasonably label Kyle as a sissy just yet.

      But I was curious to find out what the heck he was hiding.

      I saw an opportunity after first period, when he was sitting in the spare lounge where I just happened to be. I nodded to him, getting his attention, and then I said, “You know I found something interesting out this morning.”

      “What?” he said.

      I bent forward and ran my fingers over my shin bone. “People can have a pointed shin-bone, or a flat shin-bone. In some countries, they think that people with pointed shin-bones are more genetically pure.”

      He just stared at me. I showed him my shin-bone. “Sadly, mine are flat. What about yours?”

      I wanted him to show me his hairless ankles—but he didn’t. “Oh, mine are flat too,” he said without exposing anything, and then he turned away. “Neat fact though.”

      I bit my tongue.

      Before gym class, I made sure to get close to him in the changing room. No, I didn’t want to see him naked, but I wanted to see what he was hiding. Sadly, he casually took his gym clothes and strutted into one of the bathroom stalls to change. Nobody seemed to care that he was changing in a stall—or maybe they didn’t notice; usually, guys were made fun of for being insecure like that—but Kyle apparently got a pass, maybe because everyone knew he wasn’t insecure at all.

      He emerged from the stall wearing sweatpants. “A bit hot for sweats, no?” I said.
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      He shrugged his shoulders. “What difference does it make?” he said, and then he darted off to join gym class.

      He was being careful to hide his legs. I was starting to think that he kept more than just his ankles shaved.

      After gym, he skipped showers. He dressed in a bathroom stall and then casually strutted off for his final class of the day.

      I saw Katie in the hallway, and I thought about showing her the photo I took, of Kyle painting his girly nails, with his shaved legs.

      But I didn’t want to stoop to that level, even though my dad was always saying, ‘All is fair in love and war, Larry!’. If Katie thought that I was a jealous, petty freak, she wouldn’t run to me after the dust settled with Kyle.

      I followed Kyle again, after school. This time, I had no intention of confronting Kyle. This time, I just wanted to… well, I’ll say it: spy.

      I parked a few blocks away. I walked to that little lake. I waded through the water. I wore a big pair of sunglasses and a ball cap as I navigated the private streets of that little community. I slipped into the back lane and found his fence. I surveyed the area, knowing I couldn’t just perch up on the fence again and expect not to be caught.
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      I eyed an old treehouse—maybe from Kyles youth. It looked a bit sketchy: neglected and possibly unsafe to hold the weight of an eighteen-year-old man. But it was the best place to seek refuge while I spied on Kyle.

      I felt a bit psychotic, not even really sure what I was hoping to see. I was taking a huge risk… and for what? I didn’t want to end up being charged as a peeping tom, just because I decided to spy on the school’s popular guy.

      Still, I got into that treehouse and ducked low. My heart was racing as I peered around, making sure neighbours weren’t watching me. Then, I turned my attention to Kyle’s window. He was just getting home, pulling into his driveway. His parents were home, buzzing around downstairs. His mom was running the vacuum.

      I sat there, heart racing, worried that I was going to be caught. Even with my sunglasses on, Kyle would probably recognize me. And how would I explain this to him? What excuse could I have for being in his treehouse, staring at his house?

      There was no excuse. It looked bad. I wasn’t even so sure what the hell I was doing… but I was frustrated; Kyle was always there, ruining everything for me. I was just… over it.

      I sat there for an hour. It was hot. I had to take my hat off.
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      My heart never settled. I kept watching. Kyle was just getting ready for his date with Katie. He changed where I couldn’t see him. Now, I was watching him spritz cologne onto his neck and wrists. He was wearing a collared shirt and tan pants. He had his hair neatly slicked back. He looked… like a normal guy.

      Then I watched as he said goodbye to his parents before getting into his car.

      And I was just about to leave when I saw his parents leaving the house, getting into their own car. They were all dressed up for a date night of their own.

      They rolled away, out of that gated community, leaving their house empty.

      Now, my heart was really racing. The house was empty. The doors, I knew, were unlocked. I could just strut in and peek around.

      I got down from the treehouse. I considered the possibility that they had alarm systems, and maybe cameras too. But that possibility, amazingly, didn’t stop me. I went in anyway, through the back door, keeping my cap low, keeping my shades on. I knew I was taking a huge risk, but I was so determined to expose Kyle to all of the people who seemed to think that he was God’s most perfect creation.

      I tiptoed towards his bedroom: up the stairs, down the hallway, towards his door. I scoffed when I saw his ‘KEEP OUT’ sign. Who was that for? His parents? He was an only-child. I rolled my eyes and pushed the door open.

      His room was clean. It was freakishly clean. I stepped in and peered around. “What are you doing here?” I whispered to myself. I couldn’t answer myself, but I kept going. I went to his desk and started opening drawers. His drawers were so perfectly organized: pencils and pens all lined up in a row. His pencil sharpener was empty and looked like the inside had been scrubbed. I rolled my eyes.
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      He was so phoney. I just knew he was hiding something.

      I kept looking.

      I looked in every drawer, even pulling his clothes out carefully to see if there was anything secret hiding behind.

      In the back of his homework desk drawer, I found a little bottle of white nail polish. “Ah ha,” I said… but it wasn’t much of a revelation; I already knew that he was painting his nails white.

      But was that it? He was just painting his nails? So what? Big deal. No one at school would care. I needed something bigger.

      I started digging around under his bed, and between his mattress and box-spring. Then, I felt something soft and lacy. I pulled it out.

      It was a pink minidress with white lace embellishments. It was a tiny, dainty number. My heart soared. Was it possible that he was wearing this? I was practically lingerie! Now I finally had something…
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      But maybe it was left there by a girlfriend. Maybe he had Katie over, and she spent the night. My heart fell into my stomach. It wasn’t enough—so I had to keep looking.

      I kept looking… but found nothing. So after an hour and tearing up his room, I started to process of putting it all back together. It was late when I finally crept out of that house, feeling disappointed that I didn’t find hard proof that Kyle was some weird cross-dressing pervert.

      Maybe he wasn’t. Maybe I was just being hopeful.
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      I’d recently joined a gym. Okay, I’ll tell you exactly why I joined the gym: Katie had made a post on her Twitter a few months back saying, ‘I don’t think I would ever date a guy who doesn’t go to the gym. If he can’t care about something as important as his body, why would he care about me?’. I hadn’t spent much time in a gym before, but I figured it couldn’t hurt to work on my physique just a little bit.

      So I’d been going to the gym for almost four weeks. I decided to go the next morning, even though I had a feeling it would be super busy because it was Saturday.

      It wasn’t busy… but there was one face in the gym that I really didn’t want to see. “Hey, Larry,” Kyle said from the dumbbell corner.

      I froze. “Kyle?” I said. “W—What are you doing here?” A coldness crept down my spine; was he there to confront me? Did he find out that I’d been snooping around in his bedroom?

      “I’ve been coming here for a few weeks,” he said. “Just some light weights and a bit of cardio—trying to keep my body in decent shape for soccer season.”

      He was, of course, wearing sweatpants, so I couldn’t see his shaved legs.

      He was the last person I wanted to see in that gym. I hated going to the gym when it was busy, but I would have definitely preferred a packed gym to a gym with Stupid Kyle in it.

      I tried to ignore him. I tried to just focus on my own little routine. Ten minutes into my session, I had to pee, so I went to the changing room where the toilet stall was. There, I saw Kyle’s phone on the bench. He must have left it there after changing.

      I paused. I poked my head out and saw Kyle just getting onto a treadmill, setting the time to 25 minutes. He started jogging, and I knew that I had time to snoop.

      And as luck would have it, his phone wasn’t locked! I took it into the bathroom stall and I stopped minding my business.

      I started with his text messages. He’d been messaging Katie. “Last night was fun,” she wrote to him. “Thanks again for taking me to see that movie.”

      “Glad you had fun,” he wrote.

      “I’m sorry again about… you know.”

      “It’s fine, Katie.”

      “I guess I just got carried away.”

      “It’s fine.”

      “Am I not your type?”

      “I think you’re great, Katie,” Kyle wrote.

      “But… am I your type?” There was a long gap before she wrote again. “Kyle?”

      “I think you’re great. Let’s talk some more at school, okay?”

      I almost jumped for joy! I was fairly sure that Kyle was rejecting her. He was trying to be polite about it. I couldn’t help but wonder what Katie was sorry about.

      Next, I went into his photo album. I began scrolling through his pictures, trying to find anything incriminating. Nothing very interesting showed up, but I wasn’t ready to give up. I decided to look in his recently-deleted folder, hoping he hadn’t cleared it.

      And there, I found something!

      It was a picture of legs: women’s legs, with white painted toenails. There was the cusp of a pink lacy skirt in the picture: the same dress that I found in Kyle’s bedroom.

      Were those Kyle’s legs in those photos?

      There were many pictures of them in that deleted folder: those legs posing slightly differently—sometimes with a knee up, sometimes with a little hand slipped down between the thighs. Those pictures were provocative. There was even one with the skirt pulled up, exposing a bit of white lace panties.

      My heart skipped a beat. I looked carefully and recognized Kyle’s immaculately clean bedroom. The photos were taken… last night! Did he come home from that date and play dress up? Or were those photos of Katie? Maybe she ended up back at Kyle’s house, and she took those photos with his phone, as a sort of cheeky ‘thank you’ for taking her out. Maybe that’s what she was apologizing for…
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      Damnit, I thought. I had more ‘evidence’, but I wasn’t sure what it was evidence of. I was pretty sure I was looking at Kyle’s legs… but the more I looked, the more feminine they seemed; there was no way Kyle’s legs looked like that.

      But I hated to think that they were Katie’s legs. I hated to think that she was in his bedroom, taking intimate photos with his phone.

      I kept searching his phone for more clues, but I couldn’t find anything… except for a weird message on his phone from a girl at school named Larissa. “Are you still coming today to get the clothes?”
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      “Yes,” he said to her. That message was sent an hour earlier. “I’ll be there at noon.” And it wouldn’t have been so strange, if there wasn’t also a message that he’d sent to his best friend, Brett. “Sorry I can’t make it to lunch today. I have to do some work with my dad.”

      Why would he lie about having to work with his dad if he was actually going to pick up clothes?

      I decided that I would spy on him again to get to the bottom of this.

      I knew where Larissa lived, because we used to take the bus home together before I got my car. She was just a few blocks away from me, across from the old elementary school, which was now a diagnostics clinic.

      I was there at 11:30, hanging out on the old broken playground equipment, with a good view of Larissa’s house. Sure enough, at noon, I saw Kyle’s car pulling up.

      While Kyle was approaching the door, I took out my phone. I pulled open the camera app and used my phone’s zoom feature, so I could see the interaction clearly.

      Now, I was watching as Larissa emerged from the house. She was a larger girl, with her hair dyed blue and black gothic clothes on her body. She didn’t used to be so strange, until around the tenth grade when she suddenly put on a good eighty pounds and started dressing more like a goth. Some of the kid gossiped that she’d been molested by some creepy uncle; I have no idea if that was true, but her new appearance really was a shame, because she was quite cute before.

      I don’t think I’d ever seen her talking with Kyle, so it was weird that they were now chatting at her home. They spoke for a few minutes. Kyle’s face was strangely red—and it turned even more red when he looked into the green cloth bag that she handed him.

      I couldn’t hear anything, until Kyle was walking back to his car and she waved and called out, “Your secret is safe with me!” She said it jokingly, but they say there’s a bit of truth in every joke.

      Kyle blushed. He tossed the bag into the trunk of his car, and then he took off. I snuck over to my car, which was in the parking lot of the old elementary school, and then I tried to follow Kyle, but I lost him. I decided to head to his house, hoping I could catch him there—and I was in luck. He was pulling through the gate as I came down the road.

      Sadly, I had to park and walk and wade through the lake just to get to his back lane—and by then, he was already inside, sitting at the dinner table with his parents. The bag of clothes was nowhere to be seen.

      But I wasn’t quite ready to give up on this little ‘lead’. I hiked back to my car. I drove back across town. I crept down the alleyway behind Larissa’s house, and the timing couldn’t have been better. She was outside in her backyard, listening to music through her phone. She was practising some sort of strange ritualistic dance with an incense stick in each hand—surely part of this goth phase she was going through.

      I spied from a distance, wondering if I could get any clues from her—maybe I could pay her to tell me what she knew about Kyle… but that wasn’t necessary, because her mother called her inside. “You can keep dancing when you finish cleaning your room!” her mom shouted.

      “It’s not dancing!” Larissa shouted back. “It’s a karmic ritual! God!”

      She went inside, leaving her phone open, playing music, on the little wooden table right next to the fence line. The timing really was too good to be true. I just had to reach my hand through the gap between the fence boards, and her phone was in my grasp. I grinned. I opened up her messaging app and saw her messages with Kyle. After her meeting at noon, she’s sent him a message: “Send me photos. I really want to see.”

      “Okay,” he replied. “It won’t be until late tonight. I have to wait for my parents to go to bed first.”

      That was all I needed. I reached the phone back onto the table and took off before I was caught. Now, I had plans to stay up late—but first, I had a chess tournament to win.
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      I’d totally forgotten that I was no longer the captain of the chess squad. When I walked into the auditorium, I saw Kyle standing there with the coach, smiling. He turned and waved at me. “Hey Larry,” he said. “I was just telling coach about seeing you at the gym this morning.”

      I feigned a smile. I just couldn’t get away from this guy.

      I was shown the tournament schedule. I recognized my first opponent; I’d beaten him many times before. Coach had Kyle playing the other schools’ stronger opponents, which had me feeling grumpy, but I was tired and my mind was scattered, so I was a bit relieved that I wouldn’t have the pressure on me.

      Kyle’s first game was right next to mine, which was distracting. I kept seeing him making his moves out of the corner of my eye—and I would look over and see some ridiculous, idiotic move.

      His game was so distracting, I kept making silly mistakes in my own.

      Yet somehow, Kyle managed to win his game in just eighteen moves. “Checkmate,” I heard him say. His opponent was stunned. I looked over to see the board, thinking there was a mistake.

      “It’s your turn,” my foe said to me.

      “Huh? Oh. Sorry,” I said.
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      Kyle looked at me and smiled before standing up. He walked behind me, and for a brief moment, I caught a whiff of… perfume. I swear it was perfume and not cologne.

      That smell got into my head. I couldn’t think straight. If Kyle was some closeted cross-dresser, the school needed to know… so that they could stop worshipping the ground that he walked on! And maybe so he could stop getting in the way of absolutely everything I was doing.
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      “Checkmate,” my opponent said. I looked down and realized I missed a very stupid setup. I groaned.

      Just like that, I was eliminated from the tournament. And to make it worse, I heard our coach say, “I’m so happy I put Kyle in as captain today.”

      I was humiliated. Now, I was stuck watching Kyle as he worked his way through the brackets. He was winning all of his games, stunning his opponents with totally unexpected moves. I couldn’t wrap my head around how he was planning so many moves ahead.

      He made it into the finals, and almost won, but made a little slip-up, resulting in his opponent snagging his queen—and then it was over.

      It was still further than I’d ever made it in a large-scale tournament. So naturally, I was biting my tongue with jealousy. I was sure that it was just beginner’s luck—and that little mistake at the end just proved it; nobody who knew the game would make a mistake like that.

      And now, he was being praised by our whole team, as if he was some sort of superstar.

      “Dinner is on me,” said our coach.

      “I think I’m going to head home,” I said.

      “No way!” Coach said. “Come out with us. Let’s celebrate our best tournament ever. It’s my pleasure.”

      I reluctantly went along to the pizza restaurant. There, we got a big booth. I slid in, and then Stupid Kyle slid in next to me. I tried not to groan. The waitress didn’t have enough menus. “You two can share, right?” she said to me and Kyle. Kyle smiled and nodded. I just bit my tongue. I didn’t love Kyle leaning in against me to see the menu, as if we were on some sort of date. And now, I could really smell that perfume; now, I was sure that it was perfume.

      And as Kyle sipped from his drink, I noticed that his arms were strangely… hairless. Now, I know that some guys just don’t grow much in terms of arm hair, and some girls have lots of arm hair—but Kyle’s arms were peculiarly smooth. And when he stretched his arms up, letting out a little yawn, I noticed his smooth pits as well. A razor had recently detailed the area; there was no question about it.

      I knew that he was hiding some sissy secret. He probably had panties on under those jeans, so when he said he had to pee, I said, “Me too.” I went with him, and was less than surprised when he slipped into a stall instead of using a urinal. “I thought you had to pee,” I said.

      “Better safe than sorry,” he said with a smile. He had an excuse for everything.

      I peed fast, and when I went to wash my hands, I bent down to look under the stall door. I could see his scrunched up pants—but I couldn’t see much; he was sitting, but he hadn’t let the pants fall to the floor. I was tempted to hoist myself up and say, “Surprise!” as if I was making some sort of joke… but it just seemed too weird.

      I did suspect he had panties on, at the very least.

      While we ate our pizzas, his foot kept grazing mine. But the feeling of his foot gave me an idea. I saw that he wasn’t wearing socks. “I like your shoes,” I said to him.

      “Really? Thanks.”

      “What size are you?”

      “Seven,” he said.

      “Really? Me too,” I lied. I was a nine. “Would it be weird if I tried your shoes on, to see how they fit? Maybe I’ll buy a pair like them.”

      He paused. He was a bit red as he wavered. “Better not,” he said. “My feet stink right now.”

      “I don’t really care.”

      He smiled. “Okay, fine.”

      He took off his shoes, revealing dainty little ankle socks. They were feminine—maybe even a bit of a whitish pink colour. I’d never seen men wear socks like that before. “Those look like chick socks,” I said.

      “They are,” he said. “I stepped in a puddle earlier, before the gym. The girl working the desk at the gym let me borrow these. I literally haven’t had a minute to go home and change.”

      He had an excuse for everything. I knew his toenails were painted, but I couldn’t think of a way to get him to expose himself.

      I tried putting his shoes on my feet, but they were way too small. “You’re really petite,” I said.

      He blushed, as if it was some sort of compliment.

      “You’re, like, the same size as my little sister.”

      Again, he blushed, though it was kind of meant to be an insult. It was my little way of shooting a jab at him, but it didn’t bother him in the slightest.

      We ate our pizza. Then, he made a weird comment. “You’re pretty strong, huh?”

      “What?” I said.

      “I saw you lifting at the gym. You’re, like, a lot stronger than I assumed you would be. You can lift way more than me.”

      My skin tingled. Was he complimenting me? Was he admitting that there was something I could do that he couldn’t? It seemed like a setup, so I was cautious. “I, uh, guess so,” I said. “I’ve never really thought about it.”

      “Girls must like that,” he said. I paused again.

      “Maybe one day,” I laughed.

      “What? You don’t get lots of girls?”

      I felt my face turning dark red. I pressed my lips thin together. “I’ve got a lot going on; I don’t really have time for that.”

      Then, he took me totally by surprise, reaching out and feeling my bicep. “Wow,” he said. “You have real muscles.” He groped me for a few seconds too long. And it really did feel like ‘groping’. He was gently squeezing, feeling my muscle.

      And now, his leg was touching mine. Sure, it was tight in that booth—but he had a good six inches of room. He could have slid over.

      It was too weird for me. “I have to get going,” I said, springing to my feet. “See you Monday.” But really, I planned on seeing him that night; he just wouldn’t be seeing me.
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      Stakeouts aren’t as cool and fun as they look on TV. They’re actually very uncomfortable—especially after a couple of hours. Kyle’s parents stayed up late—much later than my parents ever stayed up. Kyle sat up in his room, headphones on his head. I watched from that treehouse. I had my phone ready, with a little attachment I bought on Amazon, which glued to my phone’s camera, magnifying it even further.

      Midnight rolled around, and I was dozing off. Then, finally, the TV downstairs was flicked off and Kyle’s parents started heading to bed. Kyle’s bedroom light flicked off suddenly.

      Then, I watched his parents enter their room. Kyle had no idea, but his parents then had sex over the covers, quietly. His mother’s saggy body jiggled all over their mattress while her wrinkly husband rammed her hairy cunt.

      He finished, rolled over, and turned out the light—and then the house was dark. It stayed dark for the next thirty minutes. And honestly, I thought about abandoning my post. I was fairly sure that Kyle had gone to sleep.

      But then a small light flicked on in Kyle’s room; it was a dim lamp, providing a soft orange glow.
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      Kyle was standing, looking nervous. He tiptoed to his closet and slowly pulled the door open. It was a moment later when he had that green cloth bag in his hands. He dug in, pulling out what looked like a black dress.

      Was he about to do it? Was he going to cross-dress in front of me? Was I going to get it on camera? Was this my chance to prove to the school that he wasn’t so amazing after all?

      He put the dress back in the bag and then the bedroom light flicked off.

      “What?” I whispered.

      It remained dark—until I heard the revving of an engine. I turned and saw the red taillights. Kyle was leaving in his car!

      Before I could get out of the treehouse, he was already at the community gate.

      “Shit!” I said. I didn’t think he was going to be leaving!

      By the time I was out of his little gated community, he was long gone. My pants were wet from his lake, and my back was sore from being crouched in his treehouse for hours. I felt totally defeated…

      I started driving home, and then I was sure that I spotted his car.

      It was parked downtown, near Blue Avenue, where most of the decent hipster bars and nightclubs were. I pulled up behind it and stared, trying to decide if it was his. He had a Volkswagen Golf in the same white… but that was a very common car. Maybe it wasn’t his.

      I got out and peered through the windows. There, on the back seat, was a green cloth bag. Was that not the same green cloth bag?

      I looked around. Was Kyle down here somewhere? I eyed a nearby club, which had a short line outside of it. Maybe…
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      I sauntered over to the line. I eyed some of the people waiting. None of them were Kyle. It took ten minutes to get inside. Then, I started to wander around, trying to find Kyle. It was loud inside—and dim, with lots of flashing lights.

      I peered around, heart now racing. It was late. I should have been home sleeping, getting some good rest before a long day of studying for final exams. Instead, I was searching a nightclub at 1:00 AM for one of my classmates. And for what reason? So I could expose him to the school.

      I decided to get a drink. I sipped it slowly, peering around. Girls were dancing. There were some awkward boyfriends along the wall, waiting for their ladies to be done for the night.

      Then, I saw a girl that seemed a bit out of place.
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      She had long dark hair, and she was wearing a black lacy dress. She had a matching black lace choker around her neck. At first, I didn’t think much of her, and then she turned her gaze to me and froze. I watched, from across the club, as the colour drained from her face. She suddenly snapped her gaze away from me and then she disappeared into the crowd.

      Was that… Kyle? Was that the black dress he pulled out from that cloth bag? My heart was racing. No—that girl was too pretty to be a guy—especially Kyle. Though she did have some similar features… they had similarly big eyes, and a similar petite figure.

      I went to find her again. I needed to get a closer look. I looked everywhere—but when I finally found her, she was slipping out the back door. I caught a very quick glimpse of her from behind: the smooth legs, the tight waist… and I caught a quick glimpse of white toe nail polish.

      I gasped. Was she Kyle!? No… that wasn’t enough evidence. I needed to get closer.

      I worked through the crowd, getting to the back door. I threw it open and stepped out, but the alley was clear. Then, I heard a distant revving. I rushed down the alley just in time to see that Volkswagen Golf driving away.

      Was it a coincidence? Or did Kyle, dressed as a woman, see me and flee? I went back to my car and saw that the Golf really was gone.

      If it was Kyle, then I could catch him. I got into my car and peeled out of that parking spot. I pulled a fast U-turn and raced down to that gated community. As I made that final turn, I saw red taillights at the gate. The gate opened and a white Golf went through.

      I didn’t have time to park and navigate the community, so I pulled right up to the gate and I got out of the car, looking down at Kyle’s driveway. There was a dark figure in the car—and I swear that figure was looking back at me.

      Kyle wasn’t getting out of the car, as if he was waiting for me to go before exposing that he was dolled up like a chick. But I wasn’t going anywhere; I had to see with my own eyes.

      I thought I could wait, but then the security truck came towards me. I was surely getting told to scram. So I acted quickly. I turned my phone to video mode, set it down in a patch of grass next to the gate, facing Kyle’s house, and I pressed record.

      The truck pulled up. “You live here?”

      “No, I was hoping to meet a friend,” I said to the guard.

      “Did you dial them?”

      “I can’t remember their number,” I said, smiling with lots of teeth.

      “Get lost,” he said. “That’s your one and only warning.”

      I nodded my head and I complied. I zipped off. An hour later, I came back to grab my phone quickly. A few blocks away, at 3:00 AM, I sat in my car and watched what I’d recorded, zoomed in with my little gadget. And there, emerging from Kyle’s car, was a young woman in a tiny black dress, with long dark hair. From Kyle’s car, she rushed around to Kyle’s back door. But there was nobody else in that car.

      I was sure that woman was Kyle.

      I was sure that I now knew Kyle’s deep, dark secret.
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      I slept through my alarms. No—I didn’t have anywhere that I needed to be (I didn’t qualify for the second day of the chess tournament because of my abysmal first—and only—game), but I wanted to find some time to study for my week of final exams. It was 1:30 PM when I finally pulled myself out of bed.
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      But my brain woke up much later than that. It was 3:00 PM by the time I was able to wrap my head around what happened last night, and what I needed to get done before it was time to write my exams.

      So I got all of my school books out. I spread out my notes. I went downstairs to make a coffee—and then my mom said, “I need your help with dinner.”

      “I have to study,” I said.

      She rolled her eyes. “Oh, please,” she smirked. “You haven’t had to study a day in your life.”

      “I study all the time,” I said. “I really need to study for these finals.”

      “Well, I really need help with dinner if you’re going to eat. So do me a favour and start chopping up some onions.”

      I groaned.
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      I knew she wasn’t going to let me go back to my room, so I was stuck chopping onions. And then I was stuck chopping garlic. And then I had to roll out the dough, and then I had to cut the noodles. Then I had all of fifteen minutes to cram before it was dinnertime. “It’s your night to do dishes,” my mom said to me.

      “But mom. I really have to study.”

      “You can study after you finish your chores.”
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      I groaned. By the time the dinnertime dust settled, it was 7:00 PM. And that should have been my cue to study, for at least a few hours before the most important exams of my life, but I looked out the window and I saw a familiar woman walking down the street, staring at her phone, with a big grin on her face. It was Larissa, clad in gothic black, hair a freshly-dyed shade of green.

      She was texting someone, heading away from her house. Was she texting Kyle? I remembered Kyle promising to send her photos—but photos of what? Once Larissa was a bit further away, I strayed out from my house. I peered down the road and tried to see where she was going. She was headed for the old park at the end of the road.

      “How can I get that phone from her?” I wondered.

      I put on my hoodie and I zipped out. “This will just take a minute,” I said to myself. I just had to catch up with her. I had to make up some reason to chit-chat with her. Then, I just needed to ‘borrow’ her phone. Yes! This could actually work.

      I was closing in on her. I saw a few weirdos at the playground—and I say weirdos for lack of a better terms, because they were the ‘weird’ kids at school. One of them dressed like a wizard every day. Another wore dark cloaks and carried around a book of spells. Then there was the kid who always had a pair of Rubik’s cubes in his hands.

      Larissa was meeting up with them. They had a case of alcoholic coolers and they were drinking on the playground equipment. I approached slowly.

      They looked up at me and their conversation came to a quick halt. They all glared at me for a long moment while I feigned a smile. “How’s it going?” I asked.

      But they didn’t answer. I must admit that my heart was racing. I thought my plan was a good one, but there was a chance that I could be caught, and then Larissa might tip off Kyle, making the rest of that school year quite awkward… though there wasn’t much school year left, so maybe it didn’t matter.

      “Hey, Larissa,” I said, nodding to the large goth girl.

      “What?” she said. She was very suspicious of me—and maybe that was my cue to leave. But I knew that I was so close to getting the answers that I was looking for.

      “I saw you walk by my place,” I said. “And, uh—I was actually just studying for the chemistry final. You’re in my chemistry class too, right? I was just going to ask you if, uh, you were one of the ones who got to preview the exam.”

      “Preview the exam?” she said.

      “Yeah. Um… I heard that Ms. Wilkinson kept a few students after last class to preview the exam.”

      “What? No—that’s not fair.”

      “That’s what I thought. I guess it wasn’t you then. Damn… it would be nice to know where to focus my studies, you know?” I laughed.

      She kept staring at me.

      I patted my pockets. “Shoot. I forgot my phone at home. I’m supposed to meet a buddy here.”

      She kept staring at me—and her friends did the same.

      “You don’t suppose I could borrow your phone? I just need to call a buddy quickly.”

      “Do you even know his number?” she said.
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      “No—but I have him on my socials. If you want to just log yourself out and I’ll quickly log in and make a Facebook call. You don’t mind, do you?”

      She kept staring at me. My heart was pounding. But what did I have to lose?

      She slipped her phone out, logged herself out of Facebook, and handed me her phone—unlocked!

      I had to be fast. I tried not to smile. She wasn’t even peering over my shoulder to monitor my phone usage. So I quickly went into her messages. I quickly pulled up her messages with Kyle. I scrolled up quick and then I saw a series of photos: pictures of a girl’s body, her face cut off, wearing various tiny outfits. Larissa had sent messages back. “That looks so cute on you. I wish I could still fit into those dresses.”

      My heart pounded. But Kyle’s face wasn’t in those photos… Still—it had to be him, right? Who else could be in those photos? It’s not like Kyle had a sister…

      Or maybe those were pictures of some girlfriend. Maybe Kyle bought a bunch of clothes off of Larissa as a gift for some girl, and now, I was looking at pictures of her modelling the clothes. In some photos, you could see as high up as her lips. In those pictures, she had boobs—but the boobs had a bit of a fakeness to them, as if I was looking at a silicone form.
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      The girl in those photos sure didn’t look like a guy. That body… it was too… hot. She had long legs and a narrow waist, with wide hips. She had an impressive elegance to her posture. She seemed so… comfortable. It was hard to believe that I was looking at some cross-dresser.

      While I was holding the phone, it buzzed. Larissa was getting a message from Kyle. “I’m going to be at the Mermaid Lounge tonight,” Kyle wrote. “You should come.”

      My heart skipped a beat.

      But I didn’t have time to do any more investigating. I closed the messages and went to Facebook. I logged myself in and then pretended to make a call. “He won’t answer,” I said. I logged out and handed her phone back. “Thanks though.”

      Her eyes narrowed, as if she knew that I was up to something. So I knew that I had to retreat. I nodded my head and I zipped off before they could press me.

      Back home, I couldn’t focus on studying. Instead, I found myself trying to figure out how I could solve this Kyle mystery.
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      The Mermaid Lounge was a club on the far end of town. It was a hip place in a neighbourhood that used to be sketchy, but was now where a lot of ‘cool’ college kids hung out.

      I’d been there once with some friends, but it was a weird scene and we didn’t stick around long. They often had live music: intense heavy metal bands and borderline-violent punk rock shows. It was a place where bikers liked to congregate—but also a place where the gay community often hung out—and rumour had it, it was where gay people went to hook up with strangers.

      It wasn’t where I wanted to be, just eight hours or so before the biggest exam of my life… but I felt like I was so close to having answers. I knew Kyle was going to be there; the only question was: would he be there as Kyle, or as a woman?

      I was determined to know. I needed a conclusion to this mystery. It was 11:00 PM when I paid the $5 cover at the door.

      I had a disguise: a ball cap, non-prescription glasses—and yes, I even had a fake moustache; it was a decent fake though, and looked perfectly realistic as far as I was concerned.

      Even with my disguise, I hung out near the back of the lounge, trying to stay out of sight. I got myself a drink and sipped it slowly, trying to blend in. A metal band was setting up for a show. I couldn’t see Kyle, and there weren’t many woman in the place—just a few biker girlfriends, looking a bit rough and way too old to possibly be Kyle.

      I knew I had to be patient. I knew that Kyle had to wait for his parents to doze off before he could sneak out.

      I was tired. I knew that I needed to get a good sleep before my exam. But I knew I would never be able to focus on an exam unless I could get to the bottom of this mystery. So I just waited, sipping my drink.

      It was around 11:40 PM when Larissa came into the lounge. I tensed up and turned myself away from her so she wouldn’t see me—even though I was confident she wouldn’t recognize me. I stepped away into a darker corner as the band started playing loudly. I kept an eye on Larissa. She was texting with someone.

      It was midnight when a young woman stepped into the lounge, stealing the attention of many men. She was petite, with long dark hair and a pale complexion. She had an innocent look about her: a daintiness that didn’t belong in that sketchy lounge. She was pretty. She…

      She was possibly Kyle.
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      Men ogled her. Larissa waved her over. The young woman blushed and scurried over to Larissa. They spoke quietly together. Older men kept gazing over at the newcomer. Now, I was just trying to get a closer look. Carefully, I took a few photos with my camera, zoomed in. I would analyze the photos later.

      Larissa and the young woman found a table near the wall. It was a dark nook, but there was a small free table nearby, so I went and claimed it, keeping my back to the women.

      “The guys here are obsessed with you,” I heard Larissa say to the girl.

      The girl didn’t reply.

      “You need to be careful. The guys here are the type that will wait for you out back and stuff you into their trunks.”

      “Don’t freak me out,” the young woman said. She spoke softly. It was hard to hear her over the music.

      “I’m just telling you to be careful. This isn’t a place for a pretty thing like you.”

      The girls stopped talking and started listening to the music. I got up and circled the lounge. I managed to find a dark corner where I could see Larissa and her friend.

      She was petite—and so was Kyle. But this girl… looked like a girl. Her hair looked so real. Her figure was so feminine. The way she held herself… no guy can do that.

      But it must have been him! I saw that text message on her phone, asking her to meet him there. Now, Larissa was there—and she was with someone. That wasn’t a girl I’d ever seen at school.

      I kept watching them. But now, I felt like I was at a standstill. How could I come to a final conclusion? How could I find out, one way or the other, if the young woman with Larissa was Kyle?

      Sure, there were clues: her nails were that same shade of white. Her facial features seemed very familiar—especially her big eyes; Kyle had the same eyes. But those ‘clues’ weren’t definitive. I needed something that would hold up in court. I needed… a confession.

      So I went closer, back to that table. I listened to them chatting, but they were chatting quietly—usually too quiet to hear. When I could hear them, they were just talking about the music, about what they were drinking. At one point, Larissa asked, “Do you like boys or girls?”

      There was a long pause before the girl nervously said, “Boys.”

      Larissa giggled. “Wait… Do you already have a boyfriend?”

      “No.”

      “Do you have a crush on a boy?”

      The young woman was silent. My heart was racing; maybe I was close to hearing some sort of confession. Even if she just said some familiar names, I could reasonably deduce her identity…

      “Who is it? Come on—you have to tell me. I promise I won’t say a word to anyone.”

      “I don’t want to say. You’re just going to tease me.”

      “Tell me. I can’t help you if you don’t tell me.”

      The next song started, and it as harder to hear them. I strained, knowing I was about to hear something vital.

      “Come on. Tell me. Please.”

      “Promise you won’t tease me?”

      There was a pause. Then… “You know Larry?”

      “Larry!?”

      “Shh!” the young woman hushed.

      I was frozen.

      “Larry is so… weird!” Larissa said. “He came up to me in the park today, acting so weird. I think he has the hots for me. He, like, wanted to just… chit-chat.”

      I wanted to defend myself. I wanted to make it absolutely clear that I had no feelings for Larissa whatsoever. But I bit my tongue.

      “He’s not weird,” the young woman said. “He’s cute. And he’s nice. He’s smart. He’s…”

      “What?” Larissa said.

      “I don’t know. I feel like such a creep. I literally changed around my class schedule just so I could be in more of his classes. I know that sounds so desperate. I even learned how to play chess just so I could get closer to him.”

      “Oh my God, girl. You are crazy! Larissa said, laughing.

      Suddenly, I felt faint. Did they know I was there? Were they pranking me? Were they trying to get me to jump to my feet? Were they trying to get me to reveal myself?

      “He’s just so… cute,” she went on. “We went out for dinner last night. I swear—it took all of my might not to just pull his dick out and suck it right at the table.”

      “Oh my God, you’re a whore! And for Larry? Ew!”

      “You said you wouldn’t tease me.”

      “I didn’t know you were going to say Larry!”

      My head was spinning. Now, it was clear: the girl was Kyle. Yes, there were a few girls on our chess team—but the girl at that table wasn’t one of them. The girl at that table was, unquestionably, Kyle.

      Kyle was a cross-dressing homosexual who wanted to be with me—and that explained why he turned down Katie.

      I should have been jumping for joy! I should have been calling Katie up on the phone to tell her, ‘The guy you like is gay. So, do you want to go out with me instead?’.

      But I couldn’t muster up any excitement. Instead, I was frozen. I was still having a hard time believing any of it. I was still considering the possibility that this was all a prank.
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      About ten minutes later, Larissa got up to use the bathroom. On her way back, a rough-looking biker approached her. He was easily fifty years old. He put his hands on her and started flirting with her—and surprisingly, she reciprocated. They started flirting, and the man led Larissa back to his table.

      Kyle was left alone, looking nervous. It was late. Many men in the lounge were eyeing him, not realizing that he was actually a guy, and not a girl at all.

      Kyle kept eyeing Larissa, probably wondering when Larissa was returning, but Larissa seemed to be enjoying the attention she was getting from the old, horny biker man. So Kyle stood up and started towards the exit.

      I found myself planning my own exit. It was now 2:00 AM, and I had to be up in just four hours to get ready for my exam. I didn’t want to leave too soon after Kyle, so I waited a couple of minutes before getting up from my seat.

      Then, I left quietly, turning towards my car. I was halfway to my car when I heard a little scream. “Please!” a feminine voice cried out.

      I paused and listened.

      “Please—Just let me go. Please.”

      I followed the sound to a nearby alleyway. Then, I saw a large man handling Kyle, trying to wrestle him into a silver sedan. My blood turned cold.

      The man looked up at me and his face turned into an evil scowl. “Beat it,” he shouted.

      My heart skipped a beat. “Let her go,” I roared.

      He kept trying to shove her into the car. So I ran in. I grabbed the man and pulled him away from her. “Hey!” he shouted. “Mind your fucking business.”

      “Leave her alone.”

      He threw a punch—straight to my face. I saw stars as I stumbled back . Then, he went back to pushing her into his car. I got up, stumbling. He turned to me and rolled his eyes. “Fuck off, idiot,” he said.

      I tried to grab him again, but he threw another punch. It hurt, hitting my gut. But I was able to get hands on his shirt—enough of a grip that I could throw him to the ground.

      “Run!” I said to Kyle.

      Kyle stood there, staring at me, stunned, frozen.

      “Go!”

      The man started getting up. Kyle ran off. Then, I got my ass kicked by a large man in an alleyway.
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      And he probably would have killed me if some guys who came out to smoke didn’t jump in to stop him.

      I got a black eye, two bad cuts, and two broken fingers. I was in the hospital until around 5:30 AM.

      But the worst part wasn’t the beating; the worst part was the hat, glasses, and moustache, which I found on the alley ground. That first punch knocked them off. Kyle saw me without my disguise on.
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      I saw Kyle the next morning, at school. Now, Kyle was himself: dressed as a guy, looking tired and pale. When he saw me, he went from pale to porcelain. I tried not to make eye-contact. I knew his secret… and he surely knew mine. He surely knew that I’d figured him out.

      The teacher picked the seating arrangement. They put me right next to Kyle. And right before that test started, Kyle looked over at me with a pale look and said, “Thanks.”

      My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. I thought about pretending like I didn’t know what he was talking about… but I knew it was pointless. “Don’t mention it.”

      The tests were put down and we were ordered to be silent. I tried to focus on that test… but now, I knew too much. I knew that Kyle had a ‘crush’ on me. And that crush was probably even worse now after I got my ass kicked saving him.

      And Kyle probably wanted to talk to me about what happened. He probably wanted to make sure that I would keep my mouth shut. And worst of all: he was probably going to have a lot of questions concerning my presence at that lounge. I’m sure he considered the possibility that I was there to spy on him… and how was I going to explain any of that?

      “One hour left,” our teacher called out. I was hardly a few pages into the exam—and it was already half over. Oh God—I couldn’t focus. I just couldn’t get my brain to think about the exam at all.

      My college applications hinged largely on the results of that week of exams. I needed to pull it together…

      But Kyle was looking at me again. Oh God, why was he getting into my brain?

      Now, I was remembering what he looked like in that little dress, with that long dark hair, with that dark eyeliner. How was he able to do that? How could he transform himself so dramatically? And was that just some weird hobby… or was Kyle trans? Was he planning to come out as a woman? He looked so… good. And did it make me gay to think so? Did it make me gay to admit that he looked… cute?
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      I mean—all of the guys in that place were ogling him. So it’s not like I was the only one who thought Kyle made for a pretty girl.

      That ‘pretty girl’ wanted to be with me…

      The ‘pretty girl’ that every girl in the school wanted… wanted me.

      My heart raced faster as I tried to put it all together in my brain.

      “Thirty minutes,” said my teacher.

      “Shit,” I whispered. I’d hardly gotten two more questions into the exam.

      Then, I heard a small, “psst.” I looked over and saw that Kyle had inched his answers over to the edge of his desk. He was finished. And I knew that he had perfect grades… He was Mr. Perfect, after all.

      So I took the handout. I copied the answers. I felt bad about it, but I didn’t want to fail.

      After the exam, I found him at his locker. “Thanks for that,” I said awkwardly.

      “Don’t mention it,” he said with a small smile. “S—Sorry about the, uh… bruises.”

      “It’s fine,” I said. “You should… uh, stay away from places like that. Alright?”

      He nodded his head. Now, he looked smaller than ever. I really couldn’t believe how petite Kyle was. How did he get so much female attention with such a feminine figure?

      I suppose he had a lot of charisma. He didn’t seem to let his frame kill his vibe. I guess it’s true that girls are attracted to confidence more than looks.

      I turned to walk away. “Larry?” he said.

      “Yeah?” I said, pausing.

      “You, uh, haven’t told anyone… have you?”

      “No.”

      “I, uh, appreciate that.”

      “Yeah. Sure.” I nodded my head and started to turn away again. Then, he said. “I’m, uh… I’m going to be at the Multiplex tonight… at 11:15, to see that horror movie.”

      I stared at him. He stared back. Then, I turned around and headed towards the spare lounge, where I was planning to study for tomorrow’s exam.

      But it was hard to study with so much on my mind.
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      I knew that I needed to prioritize sleep. But… Kyle had done be a big favour, letting me copy his answers on that exam; that was a big deal. That exam was worth 40% of our final grade, and it was the difference between getting into a good college and not.

      So I went to that movie theatre. I was there at 11:10 PM. It was late. I was tired. But I figured it would be good to pay him back for doing me a favour… even though his favour was already probably him paying me back.

      I really wasn’t expecting to see Kyle there as a woman, with her long dark hair, with her thick eyeliner. Guys were eyeing her up. I even heard some guys near me whispering about her. “That girl is a babe. I’d love to be her date.”

      I blushed all over. Was I her… date?

      This was all so weird. I knew that Kyle was a guy. I knew he was a classmate. But now, before me, was a pretty brunette girl. She waved at me, blushing. Her dress was short, showing off her long, smooth legs. She was wearing that ‘breast form’, with the fake breasts. She really did look convincing in that tight red minidress.
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      “Hey,” I said, approaching slowly. “You, uh, look cute.”

      “Thanks, Larry,” she said with a weirdly feminine voice. “You look nice too.”

      “I look like shit,” I said, gently touching my black eye, and running my finger over one of my cuts.

      “I mean—all things considered, you look nice.”

      “Thanks, I guess.”

      “Do you like horror movies?”

      “Uh… I guess so. I don’t really find them scary.”

      She blushed. “I do.”

      She already bought the tickets, so I bought us some popcorn. It was a movie that had been out for a while already, so the theatre was empty. We sat in the far back, under the projector booth. As she sat next to me, I smelled that strong perfume. It was a nice smell. I’d never been on a date before…

      Now, I was on your first date with a guy… dressed as a girl.

      “I, uh, like your perfume,” I said.

      “Thanks,” she smiled.

      We watched the previews. When the movie started, her hand slid over and found mine. She let her fingers nestle in with mine. I tried to think of a way to tell her that I wasn’t interested. I wanted to tell her that I had feelings for someone else: Katie.

      Or did I? I hadn’t thought much about Katie lately. Even trying to think of her now, I could muster up much in the way of feelings. But when I thought about Kyle, all dolled up in that red dress, my heart started racing. Did I… have a crush?

      When the first scary part happened, she leaned into me. She clutched my arm. It actually felt kind of nice, giving her that sense of security. I decided to put my arm around her, to help her feel more at ease.

      She snuggled in. It actually felt kind of nice.

      I tried not to think of the fact that she was a guy. I tried not to think of the fact that she was Stupid Kyle—Mr. Perfect. I tried not to think of the fact that she took my captain status away from me on the chess team.

      I gently caressed her shoulder. Then, she turned her body and bent over my lap. Her fingers unzipped my fly, and a moment later, she had my cock in her mouth. She let out a soft moan as I tensed up. “You’re already hard,” she whispered.

      I was hoping she wouldn’t notice… but it was true: the moment she snuggled into me, I was rock hard.

      And now, she was sucking my erection. I looked nervously around, making sure we were properly alone. She sucked elegantly… slowly, slurping and puckering her lips. Her tongue slid perfectly up my length, making me moan. She gently pumped my length with her fist.

      “Fuck,” I groaned, clutching the arm rests. Then, I came in her mouth. She gasped. She froze. She took the whole load and swallowed it. Then, she wiped her lips and stuffed my cock back into my jeans before sitting up.

      “That was just a thank-you for last night,” she whispered.

      “O—Okay,” I said.

      We watched the rest of the movie. I could smell the cum on her lips whenever she turned to smile at me; I didn’t mind.

      After the movie, I decided to give her a little kiss on the lips—mostly just to see what it would feel like. I assumed it would feel wrong… but it didn’t.

      She blushed. Her eyes became heavy and lethargic. My heart pounded hard in my chest. “Well… See you tomorrow,” I said, and I left.
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      After school the next day, Kyle came up to me and handed me a slip of paper. “187658,” I read. “What’s this?”

      “It’s the, uh, gate code for my community,” he said. “My parents are going to be out until about eight tonight, if you want to come over after school. I’ll just… need thirty minutes to get ready.”

      “Oh. Okay,” I said.

      I showed up at Kyle’s house at 3:30 PM. The door was left open slightly, so I let myself inside. I went up to Kyle’s room and found Kyle waiting for me, blushing, in lingerie on her bed. “Hi,” she said softly.
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      “Hey.”

      She was nervous. She looked so vulnerable. She looked so good. So I approached, climbing onto her. She wrapped her arms around me, and we kissed. We rolled around a bit: her on top, and then me on top. I will admit that it was weird when I felt her erection rubbing against me. It was even weirder when our making out was getting heavier, and she slipped her erection out from her bottoms. She took my hand and guided it down to that hard, throbbing shaft.

      I played with it, to be polite. It wasn’t quite as weird as I was worried it would be.

      She sucked me. Then, just to see what it would be like, I went down on her and sucked her. I didn’t finish her off; I didn’t want to find out what getting a mouthful of cum was like. Instead, she got onto her knees and spread her butt cheeks for me. I slipped my saliva-covered cock into her asshole and pumped her tight, petite body.

      I have to admit that she looked good. She looked damn-fine when I was thrusting into her, with her back curved down in a feline sort of way. And the way her tight asshole grabbed my fat shaft, pulling out slightly from her body every time I pulled back so I could thrust in again.

      And I damn-near came a second time after I pulled out, and her little butthole started to let out little ‘cum-farts’: making globs of cum spill down her thighs. She blushed all over, embarrassed about the sounds her body was making, but I was so turned on that I stuffed her again with a brand-new, rock-hard erection. I pumped her for another thirty minutes, using my own cum as lube, until I was unloading in her all over again.
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      And it happened again the next day, after we finished our exam. We were both done early. She took my hand and led me into the student bathroom. She took off her t-shirt and jeans, revealing skintight lingerie. And hell—she didn’t look half-bad with her short scruffy hair. We made out against a wall, and then I took her hard against that same wall. My heart raced the whole time, knowing someone might walk in and catch us.

      But it was worth the risk; her body felt so good. She was so sexy when she was being dominated like that.
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      I just couldn’t help myself.

      We fucked again after school, in a park near her house. The next day, during chess practice, she reached under the table and gave me a handjob.

      I had real feelings for her. I realized that I’d moved on from Katie on the following Monday, when I was at my locker and Katie walked right up to me. “Hey, Larry,” she said.

      “What’s up?”

      “I was, uh, wondering if you… you know—if you’re taking anyone to prom…” She was red all over. For a moment, I was thrilled. It was exactly what I wanted before the beginning of this whole crazy roller coaster ride. But after that initial excitement settled, I realized… I didn’t really want to take Katie to prom.

      I wasn’t really into her. In fact, I felt weirdly guilty even entertaining this conversation. The only person I wanted to take to prom was Kyle—just like every girl in the school. I guess Kyle managed to be even more desirable by the school population by undergoing that feminization.

      I stared into Katie’s eyes. I felt bad, letting her down… but I had to follow my heart. “I’m already taking someone,” I said.

      Her eyes widened. Her skin turned pale. “W—Who?”
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      “I don’t know if I can say just yet. I’m sorry, Katie. You’re a lovely girl. Most of the guys in this school would be thrilled to take you to prom.”

      She just stood there, pale, being rejected for the second time in as many weeks. Yes, I felt lousy—especially after everything I went through trying to make her mine. But after that whole journey, I just realized that I wanted someone else.

      So that night, I messaged Kyle. “I want to take you to prom.”

      “You do?” she replied.

      “But I want you to go as a girl.”

      There was a long silence. My heart pounded mercilessly as I waited for her reply. “That would mean coming out… to everyone,” she said.

      “I know,” I said. “I’m not forcing you to do anything. I’m not even pressuring you. I want you to do whatever you want. But... I would be so happy to make you my date for prom. Just… think about it.”

      She wasn’t able to give me a firm answer until prom night. In fact—she never really gave me any answer until she showed up at prom, wearing the most spectacular satin dress, cut high to show her amazing thigh and hips. The whole place literally turned silent as everyone turned to look at the beauty, trying to figure out who the hell she was.

      I walked up to her, blushing all over. I offered her my hand. Then, I heard a guy chuckling nearby. “Did Larry pay his hot cousin to be his prom date?”
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      Kyle grinned and blushed. I did the same, leading her over to the dance floor. It took about twenty minutes for word to spread around. I saw a few jaws hit the floor. I saw a few snickering faces, but I expected as much.

      I heard the whispering. I saw the cupped lips next to attentive ears. We really stole the attention that night. But we didn’t stick around all night to be the stars of the show. Kyle’s parents were on a trip to Mexico, and we weren’t going to let the opportunity go to waste.

      Kyle showed me the secret compartment in the hallway closet where she hid her makeup and clothes. I would have never found it, even if I’d been in her house alone for hours.

      We fucked late into the night, until she couldn’t take anymore.

      For the first time ever, I got to spend the night with her, snuggled up with her in her bed, listening to the soft sounds of her snoring. She admitted in the morning that it was the first time she slept as a woman. She told me that sleeping like a girl was somehow more freeing than coming out to the entire school.

      I was proud of her… though still a little bit jealous of how good she was at literally everything. I was still a bit salty about her chess skills, though I was determined to brush up on some exercises so I could beat her.

      But the satisfaction beat out the jealousy. I was just happy that such an amazing woman wanted to be with me.

      THE END

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEWSLETTER

          

          KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FEMBOY ACADEMY
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      So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

      Join Femboy Academy on Patreon

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIND ME ON PATREON!

          

        

      

    

    
      I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

      I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

      

      
        
        LOYALTY TEST

        THE PUNISHMENT

        FORCED

        TWINS

        LORI’S LAST FUCK

        THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

        TRANS CAM WHORE

        GETTING READY FOR PROM

        DUBIOUS CONSENT

        PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

        JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

        THREE WISHES

        HIS BIGGEST FAN

        TRUTH OR DARE

        ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

        WEREWOMAN

        ROOMMATE DARES

        GETTING THE JOB

        MASSEUSE

        HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

        CHEER FOR THE TEAM

        SWAPPED BY A GENIE

        SHAMELESS SHEMALE

        GENDER SWAP ON TOP

        ABDUCTION DREAMS

        NEW GIRL IN TOWN

        THE OPERATION

      

      

      
        
        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

      

      

      
        
        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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