Homecoming

Episode 15
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Chris! I haven't felt like this — like really
felt like this — since... since you left.
God, yes, keep going!
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I missed you so much. Fuck, you're good at this! No
offense, but you used to be, well, kinda clumsy with
your fingers.

Remember, take deep, s v
most of my clients were men, a fewwnmen dld ﬁn
their way in. And from them, I learned some things
My pleasure didn’'t matter, but there’s did. I earne
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O, fuck. You're so deep! This... This
may sound strange, but you seem even

- more passionate now. Not that you

. weren't before that bitch took you, but
now it’s... different. .







I love you, Chris. Like, truly, deeply, and
hopelessly. I'm so happy to have you back in
my life. It was...empty without you. Hollow.
Thank you for putting your fears aside for us.
I'had an amazing time tonight.




Mmm. H-Hey, babe, do you think you could,
um, switch back to your other voice? I know

it’s not totally masculine because of the

surgery but...

Oh. Yeah, sure.



Chris wasn't thrashing or moaning. Hell, he wasn't even

snoring. For the first time since he came back, he was
g .

sleeping peacefully. No little cries, no mumbled words,
no night terrors. It should’ve been a peaceful night.




But I couldn’t shake the feeling that I

was in bed with a stranger.




I was lying when I told Chris the night was amazing.
That’s way too simple. It was Jos of things: Fun, sure...
But also really confusing... and even a little scary.

I mean, yes, he knew how to give me pleasure, but that’s
no surprise. Chris was always the best lover I ever had -
no offense — and now he’s even better, but the logistics
of it all were just wrong. The Chris I knew had this
gentle roughness, a sort of primal energy that was both
protective and savage. Now? His sensuality is...precise,
like an artist. And he’s entirely focused on the pleasure
of his partner.

On the one hand... Yay? But I can’t help but feel left out,
even if I'm the one getting all the attention.




that despite the physical changes he was still the same
guy I fell in love with, just with boobs. No big deal.
The best people I know have boobs.

But he #sn? the same old Chris. Not entirely. It’s like
there’s a piece of him that’s been cut away, and I don't
know if it’'ll ever grow back.




I don't know how to help him. I want to try, really
I do. I love him! But I feel so fucking helpless. I'm

not the most nurturing person in the world — I've
killed every damn houseplant I've ever owned -
and I certainly don't know how to deal with this.
Or maybe just a coward.




I became a lawyer because I like rules. I like
arguments I can win. I like when every situation has
a clear answer, even if it’s one I don't agree with.

But this — this isn't like that. There’s no easy answer
here. No formula. No winning.

That’s the truth, isn’t it?

My fiancé was taken from me, turned into a fucking
woman, and forced into sex slavery. Sure, we can try
to pick up the pieces, but we can never go back to the
way things were.
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) P.S. This email is personal and should remain confidential. Since what happened
to Chris is all hush-hush, I can'’t talk to my friends. You're my confidante.

So, Ben, if I see this email in an official police report, I'm coming for you and all
of your assets.

Best,
Kayla
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Poor girl. Still, sounds like she’s beginning
to see the truth. Chris was an amazing guy
before all this happened. But something
broke in him, he went crazy, and fucked
up his body and his life. Now he’s come
crawling back, desperate to make it all right
again. Not gonna happen, buddy. At least,
not with Kayla.

Still, there’s definitely more to the story.
Let’s see if I can find out what really
happened...
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Oh. Good morning, sir. I'm sorry, this isn't a
& unisex salon. We only serve female clients here.

I'm trying to find a man named Dave

McBride—
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woman named Cindy.
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