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JUST LIKE HER


Moving into that house isn’t quite the celebration it was supposed to be. It would have been a lot happier and exciting if Bradley hadn’t caught his wife, Sydney, with another man, just weeks before move-in day. Now, he’s moving in alone, and lawyers have already started pressing him about alimony and child custody.

Sydney wants everything, and her expensive lawyers are determined to make sure she gets it. And Bradley thinks that his situation is hopeless, until he finds an old diary in that house, left behind by some previous owner. It’s a diary written by someone named Raymond, who went through the same exact thing. In fact, Raymond’s story is so identical to Bradley’s, it’s almost eerie.

At times, it’s almost like Bradley is reading about his own life. And it gets even weirder when he gets to the part of the journal where Raymond discovers secret rooms in the house, filled with women’s clothing, wigs, and makeup.


CHAPTER 1
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Moving into that house was supposed to be the start of an exciting new chapter in my life—but that only turned out to be half true…
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It was the start of a new chapter: a new town, a new home, a new job… but I wouldn’t exactly call it ‘exciting’.

I was supposed to be moving into that house with Sydney, but three weeks before we took possession, I found out that she was seeing another man behind my back. I was blindsided; I didn’t think it was possible that she could cheat on me… like—I mean physically possible.

We had three kids together. They were all under six years old. She was with them all the time while I worked… in the house, on my computer. She rarely left the house, and if she did, she brought the kids with her… so how did she manage to carve out an entire relationship with some guy that I’d never even met!?

I probably would have never found out, had she not left her phone in the guy’s kitchen. One of my kids, who was unsupervised downstairs in the dude’s house, grabbed the phone and started playing with buttons.
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He clicked on a picture of my face, starting FaceTime, and then he wandered around the house while I tried asking him where he was. “Where’s Mommy?” I kept saying. And I could hear thumping and moaning.

Oh God, I hate to relive that moment when he pushed open the door, and there was my wife, perking up. “Go downstairs, sweetie. Mommy is almost finished… working out the grocery order with Mr. Sanders.”
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She was sweaty and naked, and there was another man inside of her.

My son closed the door and the thumping and moaning resumed.

That’s all I can do; I can’t write anymore about it. It’s one of my more painful memories. When I confronted her that night about it, she came clean with all the details. “Two years,” she told me. “Three times a week… You just… don’t satisfy me the way that he does.”

She had the audacity to ask me to stay with her. “We can go to couple’s therapy,” she told me. “And maybe you can learn to satisfy me in bed.”

I felt sick. Not only was I losing my wife, but I was finding out that I was shit in bed. When I told her that I wasn’t going to take her back, she moved out the next day, taking the kids with her. It was three weeks before I saw my kids again. I had to get a lawyer to draft up a document, and then I had to get her served, and her lawyer had to process the document, and then it had to be approved by a judge before I could get a temporary split-custody.

Sydney had her lawyer tell my lawyer that she would be seeking full-custody in court… and she would also want half my assets, which included that house that I was now moving into… alone.

So, there was a good chance that the house wouldn’t remain in my possession. More than likely, the lawyers would facilitate the selling of it and the money would be split between Sydney and me.

I was already ordered to transfer ten thousand dollars to her. My lawyer advised me to obey the order if I wanted to stand a chance in court when it came to custody of the kids.

Okay, okay—I don’t want to depress you with details of my divorce. I could bitch and moan about Sydney for days, but this story isn’t really about Sydney at all. This story is about me… and someone named Raymond…

I never actually met Raymond. I honestly have no idea who he (or, I should say she) even was—or is. I just know that Raymond once lived in that house.

But Raymond wasn’t the previous owner. The previous owner was a man from China, with a name I won’t even try to sell. He owned the house, but didn’t live in it; he used it for storage. My realtor told me that he owned many properties in town, and the new homeowner rules, forcing an additional tax onto homeowners who don’t reside in the houses they own, had this particular Chinese man selling off some of his properties.

The house was supposed to be cleared out when I moved in, but the man hadn’t bothered; I guess he didn’t seem to think there was anything with much value in the home. There were piles of junk in every corner. The closets were stuffed with clothes. The whole house smelled terrible; it was much worse than when we attended the open house—that’s for sure.
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My real-estate lawyer suggested we demand he pay to have the house cleaned out, and that demand was successful; he transferred $2,500 to pay for a crew to come in and completely clean the place, inside and out. His things were tossed into a dumpster, and that was that.
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But it was an old, mysterious home. I mean—a big part of the reason we bought it was because Sydney said she wanted a house with character, and that house had more character than any other house in the city. It was built in the year 1868. It didn’t look huge from outside, but it felt huge inside, with hallways that twisted and turned, and multiple stairways that went to different levels… What do I mean by that? Well, there was a stairway on the main floor that went to the second floor, but to get to the third floor, you had to go into the basement and then head to the stairway that went from the basement to the third floor, bypassing the first and second floor completely. There was also a stairway in the basement that went to the second floor, but the door to it was locked, and the key was nowhere to be found.

There were locked closets… but no keys. The day I moved in, I had to jam a screwdriver into an antique door just to jam open the master bedroom.

I didn’t want to buy the house; I knew it would be years of work… but Sydney loved it. And now, I couldn’t even go and sell it and move, because I had to wait for a judge’s approval… even though the deed was in my name!

The master bedroom was empty, making me think the previous owner had never stepped inside of it.

[image: Empty]


I could only assume the locked closets were also empty. I dragged my mattress into that big empty room, and I tried my best to sleep in that house filled with creak, moans, and groans.


CHAPTER 2
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Ihad a week before I was due to start my new job. I spent my whole next day exploring that new town, which was about an hour from where we lived before. It was a much smaller town than any town I’d ever lived in, with only a few shops on the main drag, and a few more shops scattered around—all walking distance from one another. By noon, I’d walked around the whole place about four times.
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I drank a cup of coffee at both the town’s cafes. I had lunch at the town diner, and then dinner at the town’s only bar.

I perused the town’s art gallery. I walked the little scenic trail. Okay, you get it: I did it all. At the end of the afternoon, I decided to walk around my new office. It was upstairs, above a bank. I could see an empty office through the window, and I figured it would be mine. It seemed like an okay spot, with a nice little view and lots of bright natural light. I was tempted to walk in and ask if I could start sooner, because the boredom was starting to set in.

And the boredom got worse the next day. When I woke up, I wondered, ‘what should I do now?’ I drove around. I found the local beach, but it was too chilly to do much walking. I found a few of the local trails where locals liked to walk their dogs… but it was too chilly to do much walking. I found an old community center that apparently hosted live music, so I made a point of going that night for ‘Jam Night’.
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But I was very disappointed to see four old men strumming out-of-tune guitars, and a weird-looking young guy trying to learn the drums, playing so off-beat that I snuck out after just fifteen minutes.

My phone buzzed that night. “You have a memory to look back on!” It said. Then, it showed me pictures of me and Sydney together, looking so happy. The pictures were from before the start of her affair. She looked so sweet, so harmless… so incapable of doing something so horrible to me.

My heart felt like it was being squeezed by a tight fist. Then, it started to race. A sweat began to form on the back of my neck; I was panicking. I was worried that I would never find a girl like her… or maybe I would never find any girl—especially if I was stuck in that small town. My hands trembled as I went to install a dating app on my phone—one of the ones where you swipe left and right on girls until you match with someone…

I felt so guilty. I wasn’t over Sydney. How could I be over Sydney? We were together for so long… We had kids together. We kissed each other in front of a priest at our wedding. For a decade, I’d assumed that I would be spending my whole life with her.
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And now I was going to entertain the idea of being with other girls?

I felt so guilty as I swiped through the girls. I swiped left on five girls in a row, hoping some gem would appear before my eyes. But instead of getting some gem, I got the message, ‘You’ve seen all of the users in your area. Try changing your location to see more users.’

“Great,” I groaned.

When the panic attack ended, boredom returned. I wandered around that big empty house. I decided I would work on opening up those locked closets, simply because I had nothing better to do. I didn’t have many tools; I was working primarily with a screwdriver. I jimmied it into the slit between the door and the frame, and I wriggled it for about fifteen minutes, scratching up the frame quite badly before finally making that lock pop open.

“Eureka!” I smiled, feeling a small sense of victory that was quickly dampened when I saw that it was just a super-narrow closet that didn’t even have shelves. There was a one-hundred-year-old broom in that closet, which fell out and broke into two pieces, eliminating any value that it may have had.

So I went to work on the next door, which took longer. I did even more damage to frame before opening it up: another narrow closet. This time, there nothing in it at all—not even a broom.

I groaned. I’d spent over an hour breaking into closets… for what? I was just going to sell the house once the judge ordered me to (and he certainly was going to order me to, because the other option was to pay Sydney a quarter million dollars for her half of the house, and I didn’t have that kind of cash—or anything even close to it).

Still, I decided to open up one more closet, just to satisfy my boredom. It took another thirty minutes, prying that screwdriver into that door frame before making the lock pop. I groaned when I saw that it was empty… at least, it looked empty at a glance.

But then, I noticed a bump on the dusty shelf. I paused and took a closer look before realizing that it was a book, covered in a layer of dust, making it blend into that old shelf. I paused, grabbed it, and blew off the dust. I sneezed, and then I coughed, and then I saw that the book was labelled, ‘Diary’.

I flipped to the first page in the diary.

‘February 10th, 1992,’ was the first date.

And then I flipped to the final entry: ‘February 9th, 1993.’ It was a full year of someone’s life—someone named Raymond… that first entry was signed Raymond, anyway, and this is what was written:

FEBRUARY 10TH, 1992:

I’ve never bothered to keep a journal before, though I’ve always meant to. I mean—it seems kind of embarrassing to be writing for nobody, but I’ve always had this romantic thought in my head—this sort of fantasy, where someone in forty or fifty years stumbles onto my journal, sits down, reads it, and gets some sort of satisfaction from it—even just a subtle interest in a different time. When I was about fourteen, I read a journal that I found in my basement, written by whoever owned that house back in the 30s. He seemed to think that nobody would find his life interesting, but it really was so fascinating to read about a different time, from the words of someone actually living through it.

But I can’t help but wonder what could possibly be interesting about my life? Will this time really be interesting to anyone? I mean… a friend of mine told me about something called ‘The Internet’ today. He said it’s some thing where you can send mail to someone else in a matter of minutes, instead of days, and there’s no actual paper involved. Maybe someone in the future would like to have a good laugh about an absurd idea like that. I think it’s safe to say that it won’t catch on… My friend told me that both parties would have to own a computer, and they would have to plug their computer into their phone jack… it’s just not practical.

Anyway… I don’t really have anything else to write about, so I’ll leave it at that for now.

Raymond.
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I did a quick flip through all of the pages, shocked by how much Raymond was able to write in a year. He filled that entire journal with daily entries—and some entries were ten pages long!

I put the book down on the kitchen counter and then I went out to get myself a coffee. When I returned, I decided to read another entry from the journal.
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FEBRUARY 11TH, 1992:

Today was a hard day. It was my first day in court with Carol. She’s had the kids for the past two months. I’ve seen them twice. I assumed the judge was going to rule in my favour—or at least throw me a bone… but he said that Carol was better suited to have the kids, full-time. For the first time in years, I wept. I went into the bathroom and cried.

I don’t understand how this happened. I’m not an alcoholic. I don’t do drugs. I make okay money. My lawyer told me that we should aim for a retrial once this one is finished, and hope for a judge who is more sympathetic to fathers. When my lawyer told me a week ago that the judge was a feminist, I didn’t think it would make a difference. I guess I was wrong.

I’m allowed two visitations per week, but they need to be scheduled with lawyers, and I’m supposed to pay for her legal fees, even though Carol makes more money than me. None of it makes any sense. I feel like I’m in a nightmare, and I’m going to wake up at any moment. Please—can I just wake up already?

It will cost me over one-hundred dollars in legal to schedule a visitation… Why is Carol torturing me like this? Why won’t she just let me see my kids?

I can only hope that Carol will wake up one day—soon—and realizes that it’s not right to hurt a person like this. She was the one who cheated on me, after all… and the only reason I found out was because one of our kids phoned me while the guy was giving it to her up in the bedroom. “Hi daddy! I remembered your number!” He said to me.

“What’s that noise? Where’s mommy? Where are you?”

“Mr. Cruz’s house,” he said to me. “Mommy is in the bedroom with Mr. Cruz.”

“Doing what?”

“Wrestling,” he said.

I could hear the moaning—his and hers. Oh God, it was so horrible. I don’t want to think about it… I don’t want to even write about it.

I just want to have my kids back in my life. I can’t stand being in this house alone… this house that Carol picked. I never even wanted to live in this house, but she loved how ‘unique’ it was, so I agreed to buy the house… I agreed to move to a new town and get a new job. Now, she’s out living her best life and I’m stuck here in his weird old house… with nothing to do but wonder where it all went wrong.

Signing out…

Raymond.
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I felt breathless. I sat there for a long minute before I was even able to blink. Raymond’s situation was frighteningly similar to mine. I didn’t think that anyone could know what I was going through, but there was someone out there who had gone through the same exact thing. In fact, Raymond’s situation actually seemed worse than mine, because I was still allowed to see my kids, and I would still get them for three or four days a week… at least until the court date… but now I was starting to fear that court wasn’t going to be so kind to me. What if I ended up with a ‘feminist judge’? I couldn’t lose my kids! I wouldn’t be able to live without them.

Speaking of my kids—Sydney messaged me while I was reading that journal entry, and they’re coming early in the morning. It’s going to be a big day, with them picking out their new rooms… even though they will probably only be their rooms for a few months (and only half of the days during those months).

It was also going to be the first time I’d seen my kids since the ugly split.


CHAPTER 3
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Sydney was late. She told me she would be there at 8:00 AM, but she didn’t pull into the driveway until 11:30 AM.
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Normally, I wouldn’t have cared, but while I was waiting for her to show up, I read the next entry in Raymond’s journal:

FEBRUARY 12TH, 1992:

My lawyer came over today. My journal was sitting on the counter and he eyed it. I blushed and admitted that it was a bit embarrassing. But he was thrilled. “Please tell me you’ve been journaling for years,” he said.

I was a bit confused. “Just a few days,” I told him, and then his smile vanished. He explained to me that journals are evidence in a court of law—even though it’s difficult to substantiate claims made in them. “Keep journaling,” he told me. “Every detail matters. A testimony with a dated journal entry to back it up is a big deal—especially now that they can date the ink in labs.” So I’m going to try to be as detailed as possible from now on…
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That journal entry went on, of course, but I went online and found out that it was true: journals are often used in court to substantiate testimonies. An account of events written down at the time of the occurrence is more solid than an account made from memory many months or years later. So while I was waiting for my kids to show up, I dug through moving boxes until I found an empty notebook. I started working on my very first journal entry. I made sure to include the fact that Sydney was three hours late for drop-off that morning.

And later, after the kids went to bed, I made sure to include other details:

Sydney forgot to pack pyjamas for the kids. She also forgot to pack toothbrushes, so at 7:00 PM, we got into my car and went to the local Superstore. I let the kids pick out their own toothbrush, and then I let them pick out pyjamas. We also bought the ingredients to make pancakes in the morning. The kids love pancakes.
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Riley wants me to let them stay up to watch a movie, but it’s late. I don’t want to spoil them in an attempt to make them want to stay with me instead of with Sydney—so they went to bed in their new rooms. I heard some crying, which broke my heart… but they will get used to it… right?

Sydney looked… good. She seemed rested. The kids told me that they spent the night before with a babysitter, but they weren’t sure where their mommy had gone, or who she was with. I was a bit annoyed that Sydney didn’t just call me; I would have happily taken the kids for the night, and saved her the cash for the babysitter.
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Raymond’s journal was left untouched for the next few days, while I had the kids in my care. I was used to splitting the kid duties with Sydney. I wasn’t used to having them all to myself for such a long period of time—but of course I didn’t include that fact in my journal. Speaking of journals, it was hard to find time to write anything in my own journal, but I made an effort, knowing that it could be useful in court.

I realized this morning that Sydney only packed a single change of clothes for the kids—so we went back to the store to pick out new clothes. Riley keeps asking me if we can just go back ‘home’, and she doesn’t seem to understand that I’m not allowed back ‘home’.
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There was more crying today. Kate asked me when I would be getting back together with mommy. She cried when I told her it wasn’t going to happen. These conversations are difficult, and I’m not sure what to say to be honest; maybe I should arrange to see a family counsellor who can guide these conversations… so nobody is left feeling traumatized.

[image: ]


I didn’t have time to write more than that.

The rest of that week was nice. With the kids around, I didn’t feel so lonely. I definitely didn’t feel bored; there was always something to do—always someone to chase around… and always something to clean up. I will admit that I was exhausted by the thought of doing this every week, with no help from a significant other. It would take some getting used to…

And in case it wasn’t hard enough, I had to make a two-hour roundtrip drive to take them back to Sydney. Sydney didn’t answer the door when I knocked. So I called her. “I’ll be home in forty minutes.” So I had to awkwardly find a way to kill forty minutes. It was cold, but we went to a playground.
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Riley fell from the top of the slide and split her lip—and then Sydney ripped into me when she saw the cut. “You couldn’t handle a few days alone with them, without breaking her face open?” she asked me.

It took a lot of willpower to stop myself from snapping back.

I had a feeling the split lip would come up in court.

I was exhausted when I got home, so I went straight to sleep—because I was due to start working the very next day.


CHAPTER 4
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Power went out overnight, so my phone didn’t charge; instead, it died, so my alarm didn’t go off—so I was late for my first day of work… almost an hour late.

My new boss wasn’t impressed; she stared at me for a long time, and then said, “This better not be a pattern.” It was the worst-possible first-impression. She would give me curious looks all day: untrusting gazes, as if she was already waiting for me to slip up so she could fire me.

I was tired and overwhelmed. I ended up making a few stupid mistakes. I accidentally hit reply-all to an email she sent out, which specifically said, ‘Please be sure not to press reply-all when you respond.’ Then, in the kitchenette, I accidentally dropped a full mug of coffee, which shattered and made a large mess.
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I got weird looks from everyone in the room. I could tell that they were all wondering, ‘How did this idiot get this job?’ And I was starting to wonder the same thing.

When I got home, I felt like crying, but I resisted the urge. I knew that I just had to get some rest and enter tomorrow with a clear head. I just had to prove to everyone that I wasn’t the fool that I made myself out to be today.

But when I got into bed, I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned, and then I decided that I needed something to focus on so my brain could calm down. I grabbed Raymond’s journal.

FEBRUARY 15TH, 1992:

This house is strange. Last night, I heard a bird flapping around inside. I turned on the lights and tried to find the bird. I went into every room, but the bird wasn’t there… but I could hear it. I assumed it was stuck in the walls—but I couldn’t sleep with that flapping sound…

I found the wall it was stuck in; I could hear it right on the other side of the built-in bookshelves. I went and grabbed a crowbar, to pull the panels off of the back of the bookshelf. I got the crowbar in, and as I started to pry, the whole bookshelf slid out. It’s a hidden door!

I pulled it back, revealing a staircase—and there was the bird, flapping around. It saw me and flew up the stairs and through an open door. Up those stairs was a whole room that I didn’t know I had. It’s a small room, filled with clothes: women’s clothes… I guess it was some young lady’s secret closet back in the 70s.

I found pictures of the girl, clipped out from the classified section of an old newspaper. I know it’s her, because in the picture, she’s wearing a red minidress, and that same red minidress is on a rack in that room. Here’s my theory:

The girl was an escort, but wanted to keep it a secret from her friends—or maybe from whoever she was living with. That room was like her… escort transformation chamber. There’s a boarded-up window in the room, but it’s on hinges, so it opens easily. I bet she climbed down the lattice, which is kind of ladder-like. So she would sneak into that room at night, change into her escort attire, and then sneak out to make some cash.

In the cut-out ad, she goes by Candy Sweet, but I have a feeling that’s not her real name.

She was pretty… I wonder what she’s doing now.

And I wonder if there are any other hidden rooms in the house. I should take a tape measure and start mapping the house out, to see if any rooms are smaller than they should be…

That’s enough for now,

Raymond.
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How could I just go to sleep now? I got up and went to the built-in book shelves. There were five in a row in that second-floor hallway. I began grabbing them, pulling, trying to see if it was true… and it was true! One of the shelves suddenly pulled towards me, squeaking quietly on its hinges. I gasped. My heart raced.

This was so exciting!

I felt like Indiana Jones. There, before me, was a very narrow, steep staircase. I couldn’t believe my house had a secret area! I couldn’t wait to tell my friends. Every boy dreams of having a secret room in his house—and I actually had one…

Though it wasn’t much. It was a small room with a boarded up window (which was, indeed, on hinges). There was an old cardboard box filled with female attire from the 70s—and then another curious box filled with newer girl clothes.

I even found that clipping: the ad for Candy Sweet. ‘Spend the sweetest night of your life with Candy for just $100. Put it in any hole you want. $50 extra to ram me without a condom.’
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I blushed reading the ad; it was so blunt… so short, yet so graphic. I dug into those boxes. I found a wig. I found makeup. I found multiple pairs of high-heels. I found perfume. I found accessories like earrings and chokers and fishnets and satin gloves.

Sydney owned slutty stuff like that—I bought most of it for her… but she never wore it with me… maybe once or twice. Now, I wondering how ofter she wore it with her affair. A chill crept down my spine thinking about Sydney being sexually liberated with other men.

And she said that I didn’t satisfy her in the bedroom… even though she was always rejecting me… always telling me that she only wanted it on her back, only in the bed, only at night after the kids were asleep. There were no exciting ‘sneak away’ romps. She told me she only liked missionary-position, but when I saw her on that dreadful FaceTime call, she was on top, bouncing on that man’s lap—and she was having an orgasm unlike any that I’d ever given her.

I guess she just didn’t want it from me…

I went back down to my bed. I still couldn’t sleep, so I grabbed the diary again.

FEBRUARY 16TH, 1992:

When it rains, it pours. I showed up for work today, just to find my things all packed into a box on my desk. No notice, no warnings… they were letting me go.

Nobody gave me an explanation. I’m officially unemployed, living in an unfamiliar town, in a new house that I don’t even like. I don’t have access to my children.

I doubt I’ll be able to find work in this town… but I can’t leave. I’m still waiting for Carol’s lawyers to tell me what to do with this house. My own lawyer told me that I couldn’t do anything… but I’m going to need money to pay for it… and to pay to live. I have just four-hundred dollars in my bank account… that should last a couple of weeks. But I’m going to need to figure out… something.
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My heart broke for Raymond—even though those diary entries were over thirty-years old. I wished that I could track Raymond down, just to see how he was doing… and how he managed to deal with his predicament.

Poor Raymond…

And sadly, his life didn’t sound much different than mine. Sydney’s lawyers were working on a plan to ensure I didn’t get access to my kids, and my new boss hated me enough to possibly stuff my things into a box without warning. Now, I was starting to wonder if I was actually reading some sort of glimpse into my future.


CHAPTER 5
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FEBRUARY 20TH, 1992:

Ihad weird dreams last night. They were so vivid and so real. I’ve never believed much in the idea of dreams being indicative of anything—and I’m certainly not a believer in the idea that dreams can be somehow prophetic, or glimpses of past events that we can’t possibly know the details of.

But these dreams were… curious.

I’ll tell you about one in particular, though I hate to even write about it, because it’s quite embarrassing. In the dream, my phone wouldn’t stop ringing. I was tense and nervous, not wanting to answer it… though I wasn’t quite sure why.

Before answering it, I went through the house and closed all of the curtains. I locked the doors. I waited a minute for the tension to leave my body. Then, I picked up the phone, and instead of answering as myself, I put on a girl voice and said, “Hello, you’ve reached Candy.”

Then, I turned and saw myself in the mirror, wearing a blonde wig, wearing a red dress, wearing makeup—and I could even smell the perfume. I was the girl who used to live in the house.

I froze as I saw myself. Instead of being horrified, as I would have been in real life, I was captivated. I walked closer—as close as the phone cable would allow—and I admired myself. I was so… beautiful. That dress fit me so perfectly.

I was flat-chested, and my penis was still there, tucked into a pair of satin panties. The man on the phone asked me when I could be over. Before giving him an answer, I said, “What do you want to do to me?” in a sweet, soft voice.

“I’m going to make you scream,” he said, his voice growling.

“How?” I asked, nervous.

“First, you’re going to suck me. You’re going to get every inch of me into your little throat. Then, I’m going to bend you over the bed, on my wife’s side of the bed, and I’m going to put my cock in your asshole.” The man was vulgar and unrestrained. “I’m going to pump you hard—no condom. I’m going to cum in you, but not until I make you cum all over the side of the bed. Then, I’m going to put a collar and a dog leash on you, and I’m going to make you eat your own cum.”

Then suddenly, I was in his bedroom. “Where’s your wife?” I asked him. He was a big man: tall and fat, and covered in patchy body hair. He was balding, and he smelled quite… ripe. I was extremely grossed out, but strangely aroused at the same time. When I sucked his cock, the sweat on his belly rubbed against my face. When he mounted me from behind, I could feel his stomach almost enveloping me, smushing all around me.

The dream didn’t end until the man’s fantasy played out. He fucked me. He came in me. He made me drop down and lick cum off of his bed sheets, with a collar around my throat. He spanked me hard, making me yelp like a dog.
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Then, he told me that I was so good for him that he wanted to give me a gift. It was a weird gift… a dog’s collar. It had a gold band around it, and he told me it was worth a ton of money.

Well—it was a weird dream, but the weirdest part of it all was the collar—because I found that collar in that hidden room. It was in the room’s small closet, tucked in the back. I mean—maybe I saw it there before, and it found a way into my dream… or maybe I really did see some sort of glimpse into Candy’s past. And now I’m wondering… was Candy actually a girl? There’s a wig in that box…

Who knows?

Raymond.
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Raymond’s diary entries got longer and longer… and they became a bit more difficult to read, because his handwriting began to turn more into shorthand as he wrote more. Some of those entries were actually a bit tedious to read, because the handwriting was so scratchy. But I really wanted to know what happened to Raymond. I wanted to know if he managed to sort his life out.

It was Thursday when my kids returned to my house, dropped off by Sydney… two hours late. Sydney told me that she was stuck at the house, feeling sick, but Riley told me later that a man had come over, and had taken ‘mommy’ into the bedroom for a couple of hours.
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Hearing Riley’s account stung my heart. Sydney had moved on. I’d been left behind. I couldn’t stop thinking about her being with another man—and that thought hurt more than anything. I hated to think of her smiling… and moaning… and letting another man touch her all over. For a decade, she was mine… and I thought she would always be mine.

And now—I had nothing, and she was just living her life unaltered.

I wrote Riley’s story into my journal, even though it hurt to put it into written words. I also, of course, included Sydney’s lateness… Maybe it would help my case in the future.

I worked hard over the next four days to make my kids happy and healthy—and it was not easy, at that age where they get into trouble around every turn. I didn’t have any time to read from Raymond’s journal, though I did show the kids the secret room in the house. They thought that was pretty cool. Riley asked if she could make it into her own secret clubhouse, and I told her it was fine. I moved the boxes out, and I put a few screws in the hinged board over the window, so she wouldn’t open it and fall out.

And then again, Sydney wasn’t home when I showed up to drop the kids off. This time, she was out for many hours. She didn’t show up until 10:00 PM. The kids were asleep in my car. Sydney’s lipstick was smeared, and I knew that she’d been fooling around with a man.

“It’s not fair to them,” I said. “And it’s not fair to me. These times were arranged by the lawyers.”

“Don’t act like you’re better than me,” she scolded. “God forbid I’m out living my life. You wouldn’t let me have a life for ten years.”

I bit my tongue so, so hard. I wanted to defend myself. I wanted to get into it with her… but I knew that there was no point.
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I let my frustrations out on my way home, screaming at nothing during the long drive. I was fuming as I walked into my house. I wasn’t able to settle down to sleep, even though I had to be up in six hours for work. “That stupid, stupid… bitch!” I snapped. I sat down on the ground and cried. I couldn’t help but wonder what she was saying to my kids behind my back. Surely, she was telling them that I’d been a horrible, awful man. She was surely telling them that I’d been emotionally abusive and she had no choice but to seek support from another man.

And it got worse… I got a text around midnight, from Sydney. “I’ve been in the ER for the last hour. Riley was having an allergic reaction when you dropped her off, and you didn’t even notice. Just so you know, I’m calling my lawyer about this.”

My stomach twisted into knots. She didn’t pick up the phone when I tried to call. Then, in the morning, I got a call from my lawyer. They wanted to let me know that the kids would not be coming back to me—at least until the judge made a custody ruling in a couple of months.

I broke down. In the bathroom at work, I cried.


CHAPTER 6
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The next day, I was called in for a ‘Performance Review’ at work. An HR manager from the city drove in for the meeting. My boss was there, in a full suit and a stern look on her face. “Here’s the problem, Bradley,” she said. “We hired you with certain expectations, based off of your resume… but your performance…”

“I’m still settling into the new job,” I said.

“Right…” She eyed the HR manager. Then, she looked back at me. “The problem is… it’s been a couple of weeks already, and you aren’t meeting our standards. Now… When you signed your contract with us, there was a section, which you initialed, that stated your first month here was subject to a performance review.”

“Please, just give me another couple of weeks,” I said, realizing I was being fired.

“We already have someone lined up to fill the position,” my boss—now ex-boss—said with a guilty smile. “We interviewed her yesterday, and she’s better equipped to fill the role.”

“No. Please. I—I need to have this job… for my kids.”

“I’m sorry, Bradley.”
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So, just like that, I was unemployed, divorced, and unable to see my kids. It all happened so fast—just like it had happened to Raymond. Now, I was sure that I was living through some sort of echo of his life. Or maybe it was some sort of prophecy that I was fulfilling subconsciously. Maybe I was somehow sabotaging my own life.

I was out of sorts for the rest of that day. I brought my things back home, and I knew I should have begun job hunting, so that I would have the slightest chance of getting some custody of my kids come court-time… but I was just too destroyed. I wasn’t able to focus.

I went to the liquor store, bought a big bottle of whiskey… and I drank until I passed out. It’s not something that I’m proud of—and I definitely regretted it the next morning. I spent a few hours at the toilet, and then it was another couple of hours before I was able to move around the house.

I kept telling myself that it would get better, but it didn’t seem like life wanted me to feel any better. I made the mistake of going onto Instagram, and there, I saw a picture of Sydney, sharing a kiss with a man. It wasn’t even the man she cheated on me with; she’d gone out and found a new man, and she was already ‘in a relationship’ with him. He was better than me… I made the mistake of clicking his profile. He had money and a big house with a pool. He had multiple cars and owned his own contracting company. He was about ten years older than Sydney (and me), and he looked like he had gone to the gym every day for at least fifteen years.
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And, oh my, it got even worse! I clicked on his ‘story’ and saw a video of him pushing my kids on a swing at a playground. #DadLife was tagged on the screen, and I broke down again.

Sydney had replaced me, and now my kids were replacing me too.

Sydney had also made a few recent ‘story’ posts, with her cleavage out—looking much bigger than I remembered. Did she get a boob job? Did her new man pay to have her tits enlarged?
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In those pictures… she looked so good… but so… slutty. She was never like that with me. I would have been thrilled if she acted that way for me—but now she was flaunting it for others… for strangers online, and for this new boyfriend.
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Or maybe she was posting it so that I would see it, to rub it into my face, to make me suffer for… for what? For somehow forcing her to cheat on me? It made no sense. I felt like I was being tortured for a crime I didn’t commit. My life had been stripped away from me for the sins of someone else, and my personal hell was to be forced to watch everything fall apart while I could do nothing about it.
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My luck remained poor with the dating app: no matches. I even expanded my search radius to include the nearest major city, but girls just weren’t interested in me. Maybe they could see through my profile; maybe they could tell that I was in a totally hopeless position.

I wrote a journal entry about it…

Girls aren’t interested in dating me, and it seems so depressing to write about it in a journal, but I feel like I need to vent and this is the only place. Every day, I use all of my ‘free’ swipes. I’m on three dating apps. Hell—I don’t even want to be dating someone right now, but with Sydney back in a relationship, I just want to know that it’s possible…

But I’m learning that it might not be so possible.

The girls on the apps… it seems like there are so many of them: an infinite number of girls, looking for men, but for some reason I’m just not fitting the bill.
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Three weeks of swiping, and I’ve matched nobody. Maybe it’s my photos. Maybe it’s my description. Maybe it’s the ‘separated’ in my relationship status… but I’m just trying to be honest. I see tons of girls listed as ‘separated’, and I still swipe right on them… Maybe it’s different for men.

Or maybe it’s my kids. Maybe girls don’t want to get involved with a guy who has kids.

And now, without a job, without a wife, in a new town… what can I do? How am I supposed to spend my time? I’ve dropped off applications around town… anticipating a large pay cut. It’s going to be a minimum wage job if I land anything. I’ll be a cashier somewhere, or maybe flipping burgers. At least I will be able to tell the judge that I’m employed. Maybe it will help.
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And here’s my diary entry from the next day:

I was hired today at a place called Damian’s. It’s a pizza place, and I’m going to be driving pizzas. It’s minimum wage, but I can earn tips if I can be fast. I start tomorrow. Now, I’m just trying to familiarize myself with the town, so that I can hav enough delays between picking up pizzas and dropping them off.

I don’t know why, but I’m strangely excited. It’s a very low-stress job. I would have to seriously screw up to lose the job, and nobody is expecting much from me, as long as people get their pizzas while they’re still hot. I’m sure I’ll be able to figure it out.

And the hours are flexible—so when my kids are in town, I’ll be able to take days off if I need to… and I will need to, because I won’t make as much as it would cost to hire a babysitter. I guess I’ll just be living on a small income for a while, until I figure something else out.
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It’s a big pay cut. I went from making nearly six-figures as a marketing executive to minimum wage delivering pizzas. I should probably be more depressed than I am.
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After writing that entry, I sat down to read an entry from Ray’s journal. I was planning to read through a great deal of that journal, but I was quickly slowed down—not by the hard-to-read writing, but by the content. I had to read it twice to believe it.

MARCH 12TH, 1992:

I started working at a new job today. It’s a new place in town that just opened up—Damian’s. They mostly sell pizzas, and some sandwiches. Don’t ask if it’s any good; I haven’t tried the food; I’m just going to deliver the pizzas for $4 an hour. I’m praying people tip generously, because I don’t think $4 an hour will cover gas.

But my lawyer is thrilled; he said that being employed will help our case. Good news: the lawyer successfully applied for a retrial, with a new judge. We don’t know who the judge is yet, but it’s my understanding that we couldn’t possibly be treated less fairly than we were in the last courtroom.

I’m excited. I feel like I’m going to get my kids back.

But I’ve still been having those weird dreams—again, with me dressing up as Candy Sweet, the escort. The dreams are so vivid and so graphic. But the most disturbing part is that when I look in the mirror, I don’t see some stranger; I see myself, dolled up… and in my dreams, I actually look good.

I suppose I should tell you about last night, though I hate to; it’s quite embarrassing. Try not to judge me too much, but I had to satisfy a nagging curiosity.

It was late and I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about those weird dreams. So I got up and went into that secret room. I was tingling all over, nervous, feeling like I was about to do something that I would regret… but I knew nobody would ever find out (and yet, I’m writing about it in my journal for some curious reason).

I took off my clothes. I put on that wig. I put on that red dress. Then, I took that makeup and tried to put it on my face. I’d seen Carol do her makeup about ten thousand times before, so I had a rough idea of what I was doing.

I put on eyeliner and eyeshadow and blush. I felt so silly… and a bit ashamed of myself. But I just wanted to see if the reflection I saw in my dream was at all a reflection of reality.

And… well, I hate to say that the dream was quite accurate. I looked quite a bit like Candy Sweet. Those clothes fit well. That wig seemed to actually suit my face.

I was blushing all over. It was strange… like I wasn’t looking at a mirror, but out a window, and there was a blonde woman standing on the other side. I hardly recognized myself… but at the same time, I could see me in that reflection. Oh, I know it makes little sense.

There were some details that weren’t quite right… like my leg hair, like the stubble on my chin, like my gait and posture. But all things considered… I actually looked like a girl.
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I hope that you—whoever you are—aren’t judging me too much. It was a curiosity that needed to be satisfied so that I could move on. And now, it’s out of my system.

So what? So I look like a girl when I put on a blonde wig and a dress and makeup… Is that such a big deal? I don’t think so.

I’m not going to let it distract me from what’s important: winning back my family. And I am going to win back my family.

Until later,

Raymond.
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Raymond’s next entry was short, so I read it right after.

MARCH 13TH, 1992:

I received a call from my lawyer today. They know the judge for our case now, and apparently it’s good and bad news; he’s old-school, and very ‘analytic’. I asked my lawyer what that meant.

“He’s a numbers guy,” my lawyer told me. “He’s going to crunch the numbers like he’s a baseball GM playing Money Ball. He’s going to decide who is more fit to have primary custody of the kids, and how much you should give to Carol. He’s not an opinion kind of guy. He doesn’t care about he said, she said. He cares about how much money, exactly, each parent makes, how many hours, exactly, each parent has of free time. He will make his decision based on location… neighbourhood score, community crime statistics… that kind of stuff. A big thing is how much cash you each have in your bank account.”

In other words, I needed to find money. I made $36 in tips during my first night delivering pizzas. I made an additional 32$ in wages… not a great night, especially since I paid about 40$ for gas. I’ll need to figure out how to get better tips.
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It was curious to think that I was getting some legitimate legal advice from Raymond’s journal. It was good to know that a judge could straight-up compare bank accounts. That wasn’t a good thing for me in my current state (I sent almost all of my money to Sydney after the legal order). But maybe I could pad the bank account back up. I had a couple of months before the court date, after all. I just had to be frugal, and I had to make as much cash as humanly possible. I had to charm the hell out of customers.


CHAPTER 7
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Ihad a bit of spare time the next day, so I read more from Raymond’s journal. Some of the next few entries were strange. He talked a lot about his legal case, and I won’t bore you with the details (one particular entry was over twenty pages long, and it was mostly him trying to process a new legal document). But there were a few lines that caught me off-guard:

I can’t stop thinking about how soft that dress was on my body.

Then, he would go back to talking about his upcoming court case for a few more pages, then suddenly:

Maybe I should try the dress on again, just to see. I wasn’t in a good state of mind to make a proper judgment call before. It was late; I was tired; it was dark. I should try it again.

And then it was right back to talking about the court case.
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MARCH 25TH, 1992:

I have a lot to say today. The past week has been hectic, but mostly positive. The new judge reviewed the previous case and called in the lawyers for an impromptu meeting. My lawyer called me, all excited, to tell me that I would get to see my kids for two days—one night—every week. I guess the previous ruling was deemed ‘horrendously unfair for the father’.

And there’s more great news; the judge said that I’m allowed to sell the house. He said it wasn’t fair that I had to live here until a final judgement is made, because that could take months or even years. If I do sell the house, the money would have to go into an escrow account with the lawyer, and the judge would have to decide how much me and Carol can take from it temporarily, until the final judgement. It’s not the best-case scenario, but it’s a better scenario than it was.

I asked my lawyer what the situation would be if I fixed up some of the house before selling it, to make a better profit, and the judge gave a quick response; any appreciation beyond inflation would go to me. I’m loving this new judge.

So I’m going to fix a few things up. I’m going to slap up some paint and fix up that sunroom. I might be able to walk away from this house with a few dozen grand in my pocket—and I really need that right now.
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Raymond went on about some other details of the court case. He received new documents that he spent some time mulling over. He liked to use that journal in a stream-of-conscious way, to make sense of those hefty legal documents. But the end of his entry interested me greatly.
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Update: I went to tidy up the basement and discovered a hatch. I pulled it open and discovered a whole second basement! And I truly mean a second basement. It’s massive: at least fifteen-hundred square-feet, dug out and boxed in with bricks. There’s a couple vents on the ceiling, so I went up to the yard and found the venting shafts hidden in stacks of rocks. Some previous owner made a bunker—maybe earlier during the Cold War or something…

There are bins of grain and rice… all covered in mould and infested with bugs. There are huge jugs of water, but I would never drink from them; they’re in those old plastic containers, and I’m pretty sure those are cancer waiting to happen.
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But the space is amazing. I can store all of my things in there when I list my house—that way I don’t have to rent storage.

And there are boxes of clothes in that huge bunker: women’s clothing from another era. I spent some time digging through. I found a dozen dresses… and old dusty lingerie. I have it all in the wash now.

I’m just… curious…

Raymond.
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I went straight down to the basement. It took fifteen minutes for me to find that dusty old hatch, hiding behind an old broken window frame next to the old boiler.

The dust was so thick that I kept sneezing. I needed to fetch a flashlight to see in that dark area. But it was true: there was a massive bunker dug underneath the backyard, seemingly only accessible through that basement.
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I spent an hour sweeping dust, and then another hour running the shop-vac. I ran an extension cable into the space and set up a work light, so I could see. There were old boxes, shelves with bins, and I could see the vents on the ceiling. Now, I was thinking of how I could incorporate the space into the rest of the house—or if I needed to keep it secret, so that I wouldn’t flag some coding violation forcing me to pay some fine, or forcing me to have to pay for a cement truck to fill the cellar up before I was allowed to sell it.
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I looked in the boxes. Sure enough, they were filled with women’s clothes.

The bins on the shelves had been emptied—except for one, which had been filled with newer clothes: feminine outfits from the 90s.

Did they belong to Raymond?

Then, on the ground, I saw a slip of paper. When I dusted it off, I saw that it was a photo—of Raymond.

He was a good-looking guy, about my age in the photo, with dark hair like mine. Hell—he looked a lot like me… it actually gave me the creeps. I started wondering if Raymond was like a relative of mine. The shape of his face, his round eyes, his hairline—let’s just say if I dressed as Raymond at a Cosplay contest, I would have won first prize.

Then, I found more pictures on the floor: dusty polaroids that could have easily been overlooked. I dusted them off. They were pictures of Candy Sweet, the escort who once lived in the house…

No—these photos were newer. The clothes in the photos were too 90s to belong to Candy…

Wait—was that…

Raymond?

I let out a small gasp. It was Raymond, but it was damn-hard to tell. I had to look closely to see those round eyes. My God, he really looked like a woman! I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.
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There were dozens of photos, taken in that house. I recognized rooms. I recognized wood paneling from upstairs. He must have set his camera up on a tripod, with a timer.

That night, I read a bit from Raymond’s journal.

APRIL 1ST, 1992:

I spent the whole evening in that hidden room, playing dress-up. It’s not something I’m proud of. I shouldn’t even be writing about it… but I’ve decided that I’m going to burn this journal at the end of the year. I’ve decided that there’s no way that I can let anyone read it. Writing in it has been therapeutic… It’s helped me to process everything going on… and this is also something I need to process.

I don’t know why, but putting on that red dress… it felt nice. The fabric was so soft. The way it hugged my body—it felt so nice. And it just helped to… take me away from my problems. It was a nice little distraction, and it left me feeling some strange fuzzy feelings that I’ve never really felt before.

And when I did it again, I felt those feelings again. I can’t explain where they came from or what they mean. It’s not like I wish that I was a girl or anything. And I’m not one of those transvestites, or whatever they’re called. I just… like the feeling of the clothes on my skin.

Some of those dresses are outrageously soft. Oh, and the way the lingerie hugs. My God, I’m shivering just thinking about it. The lacy bralettes feel so… right. The matching panties are just the most comfy hug, and they feel so… intimate.

I never put on Carol’s clothes before; I never even thought about it. But there’s something about Candy’s clothes… something that puts ideas into my head; ideas that weren’t there before.

It’s quickly turning into an addiction.

Actually, I think I know where the idea came from: that picture of Candy, in that red dress. I looked at that photo and thought, ‘My God, she kind of looks like me, if I was a pretty girl.’ She had similar eyes and the same nose—like she could be some long-lost sister… though I suppose she’s technically old enough to be my mother. Oh God, I really hope that wasn’t my mother.

I can’t seem to stop myself, so I’ll keep doing it in secret. Tonight, I’m going to sleep in a little sheer nightie. I did it last night, and I have to admit that I had the best sleep of my life.

I even took a few photos with my old polaroid camera.
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I turned on the timer and posed… and I must admit that posing like a model was curiously fun. My heart was racing. I felt a rush of adrenaline. And the photos… Well, I think they look kind of good. I’m tempted to send one off to a modelling agency, just to see what kind of response I would get. Can you imagine?

Maybe I’ve finally snapped.

Raymond.
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That night, I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about the frightening similarities between Raymond’s life and mine—even right down to our similar appearances. And the similarities had me wondering… Would I look like a convincing girl as well?

Why did it matter? Why did I care? Why was that thought even being entertained?

Why couldn’t I stop wondering?

It was just a curiosity. I was less curious to know if I would look like a girl, and more curious to know if I would look like Raymond. I just wanted to see how similar we were, wearing the same clothes and the same wig. I just wanted to see how much of a doppelgänger I was.

So, around midnight, I caved. I groaned, slipping out of bed. “Just do it quick,” I told myself. I pulled out that built-in book case, revealing the stairs. I went up to that secret room. I flicked on the light and I quickly undressed. “Just get it over with,” I said, rolling my eyes.

Then, I put on the red dress. I shimmied the wig onto my head. I scoffed and shook my head, and then I turned to the mirror and paused.

Okay, so maybe I looked more feminine than I would have guessed. Maybe the dress fit me a bit better than I thought it would… and maybe I didn’t look half bad in it.

But that was it—I was done. I saw what I wanted to see and I could move on. I nodded my head and started to undress, but then I paused again. I caught a glimpse of myself bending over. I noticed my hairy legs, and wondered what it would look like if they were smooth—and my face too… and armpits.

I laughed nervously. What? Was I going to shave just to satisfy some dumb curiosity?

Okay—I’ll admit it: I went and shaved. My heart was racing, because I knew I was doing something dumb. I knew that I would probably have to explain this… to my kids. ‘Dad, why are your legs shaved?’ I could tell them that I started lap-swimming at the nearby YMCA. Swimmers shave to swim faster, right?

All smoothed out, I went back to the room. I put the dress back on.

Then, I blushed. Okay—so I really looked like a girl—and I really looked like Raymond. It’s not like I looked like a girl when I was wearing normal clothes. I’m sure lots of guys look like girls when they dress like girls.

Now, I was eyeing the makeup.

Well—I’d already come this far. I figured I may as well see how I looked with a streak of eyeliner. Like Raymond, I had a good idea of how to put on makeup from watching my wife for years.

So I grabbed that old eyeliner, surprised that there was still some liquid in it. I drew on a couple of thick lines. I rolled some mascara on my lashes. I dabbed some red onto my cheeks, and then some very 90s glossy pink onto my lips.

I stood in front of the mirror, frozen like a statue. The transformation was drastic with a shockingly small amount of effort. I knew that I could do better if I tried… but I didn’t need to do better, because I already looked like a girl…

And, I looked just like her.

I mean—him. I looked like Raymond.

I caught myself smiling.
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A darkness churned in my stomach. Why was I smiling? It’s not like I liked what I saw. This was… weird. I needed to stop this. My curiosity was satisfied, now I could be done with this.

I took off the dress. I washed off the makeup. I put it all away and then I went to bed.


CHAPTER 8
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Ithink most people would have given up on that hefty journal by now; most of the entries were long descriptions of legal proceedings that would have bored most people to death, but to me, it was relevant.

Then, there were the strange entries about Raymond’s new interest in dressing like a woman. He would write about some new piece of clothing or makeup that he’d acquired.

I found out today that I could look even more feminine by extending the eyeliner out to about my temple. The look is even better when I narrow the lipstick, to make my lips appear more narrow—but fuller. If I put a dab of blush on the tip of my nose, it makes my nose look smaller, which makes my face appear fuller; I read a thing in a magazine, in line at the grocery store, that a woman should always try to make her face appear fuller. I think it actually works.

I actually found myself wondering if Raymond had suffered some small mental breakdown. He really did seem to be obsessed with this new crossdressing hobby. If he wasn’t dealing with work, with lawyers, or with his kids, he was trying to level-up his femininity.

And... well, just out of curiosity, I did try that little trick that night, making my eyeliner longer and lips more narrow, with a dab of blush on my nose. Raymond was right, it made a drastic difference. I caught myself blushing, and then I washed it all off. It was just a curiosity that needed to be settled—nothing more.

I was happy that I stuck to reading Raymond’s journal, because in one entry, around late-April of 1992, he mentioned a statute in the provincial divorce code that his lawyer managed to find, which was very relevant to me. Basically, there was a form I could fill out, accompanied by a police check and a third-party home inspection, which could be submitted to the provincial department of family resources. If approved, a judge could not make a pre-trial custody ruling that would overturn the provincial standard. In other words, until we met in divorce court, I was entitled to fifty-percent custody, as long as I had a clean criminal record and a safe house.

So I spent the day making my house extra-safe: not a loose nail to be found. Then, I went to the police station and paid $15 for a background check. I found a company that did home safety inspections, and by the end of the week, the documents were submitted to the provincial board.

My lawyer was stunned. “How did you find out about that?” he asked. “I’ve never even heard of that process before.” He then told me that he mentioned what I did at his office, and one of the older lawyers remembered someone doing the same thing back in the 90s.

I wondered if it was Raymond.

On Monday, my application to the provincial department of family resources was approved, and the judge was forced to change the ruling. It was a huge victory… at least until the court date, which Sydney was now, apparently, trying to have moved up, because she knew that my financial situation was currently rocky, and she didn’t want to give me time to sort it out before the judge made a new ruling.

I celebrated that night with a cheap bottle of champagne. I celebrated alone—and I know that sounds a bit pathetic, but I was elated. In two days, my kids were coming to stay with me for an entire long weekend. I couldn’t wait. I just wanted to hug them and take them for ice-cream and let them play on the playground, and I wanted to read books to them and kiss them goodnight and make pancakes for them in the morning.

After a few glasses of champagne, I found myself in that secret room, in front of the mirror. I was blushing.

I put on the red dress. I put on the wig. I put on some makeup. I don’t know why… I just kind of liked the way the dress felt. It was so soft…
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And… well, I was bored. I needed something to do. Those clothes were kind of fun to try on. I kind of liked seeing how I looked in different outfits. Some made me look more boyish… but some made me look like a totally convincing girl.

And some were so comfortable. I couldn’t believe how soft and lovely those little skirts and dresses were! Why couldn’t men’s clothes be so comfortable?

I kept telling myself, ‘Just one more outfit.’ But after I took one off, I just had to put on another. And then I was putting on chokers. I was putting on stockings. I was putting on satin gloves, and clip-on earrings. I was trying out different makeup styles. I was just… having some fun.

It didn’t mean anything. It’s not like I was going to start identifying as a woman. I wasn’t going to start using the girl’s bathroom at the mall. I was just having some harmless fun. It meant nothing.

I kept telling myself that it meant nothing.

Then, I found a small satin nightie. I wondered if it was the one Raymond said that he often slept in. It could have been… it was so soft, so petite, so elegant.

I found myself wearing it to sleep—and then I had the deepest, most cozy sleep of my life, like sleeping on a cloud. But when I woke up and saw that I was wearing it, I flushed with embarrassment and quickly took it off.

I was red all over. I didn’t like what was happening, and I knew I needed to stick a pin in it. So I told myself that I was done. I saw what I wanted to see. Now, I could move on.

I had some free time that morning, so I read some of Raymond’s journal.

MAY 5TH, 1992:

What a strange night…

I did something weird… and maybe something regretful. But I felt desperate, and in the moment, it seemed like a good idea.

Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea… but it worked, and I really needed the cash.

I started my shift at 5:00 PM, as usual. I delivered pizzas to ten houses before 6:00 PM, but… people weren’t really tipping. The best tip I got was two bucks. And the new delivery girl was at the shop, with a big smile on her face. When the cook in the kitchen asker her why she was so happy, she said that she was making more money than she could believe.

“How much are you making?” I asked curiously.

“I’m getting at least six bucks per house. The last guy gave me fifteen dollars!” She showed me the cash, and I was stunned. She made more in an hour than I made on a good week.

I couldn’t understand it—until it clicked. I saw that she had her top buttoned down enough to see her bra, and her face was all dolled up. Hell—I would have tipped her at least ten bucks if she came to my door like that too.

But that gave me an idea…

What if I got dolled up for a delivery?

The idea tingled inside of me for a while. The cook slid a stack of ten pizzas towards me: three houses, three potential tips. The first house was right next to mine. I made the first delivery and got a measly dollar as a tip.

Then, I eyed my house. “What if?” I thought. And then, I did it. I ran in. I put on the wig. I quickly put on some makeup: eyeliner, mascara, lip gloss. I put a bra under my shirt and stuffed it with some tissues. I changed into some mini-shorts. Then, I went to the next two houses.

My heart was racing. I felt sick. I knew I was playing with fire. But I was curious… and desperate. And then, the guy who answered the door ogled me with glowing eyes like I’d never seen before. He turned red all over, and he even said, “You’re too pretty to be delivering pizzas.”

I said nothing. I batted my lashes. He handed me the cash. I started fishing for change, and then he said, “Keep it.” I was stunned. I could hardly move. He gave me a twenty-dollar bill for an eight-dollar pizza.

And it happened again at the next house: a man answered the door. His gaze moved up and down my body, real fast, and he said the same thing: “Keep the change.”

I looked and saw that he, also, had left me with ten bucks.

I made twenty bucks in about ten minutes.

I used wipes to remove the makeup. I pulled off the wig and the bra. I went back to the shop and saw a new stack of pizzas waiting for me. I took them into the car, pulled around the corner, and I took out that eyeliner pen. I did it again. I worked fast, with shaky hands. I don’t think I did the best makeup job of my life—but it worked! The tips were so much more! Guys were telling me to keep the change at every house… and nobody ever told me to keep the change, unless it was a buck or two.

I kept it going. My skin was starting to hurt from wiping the makeup off over and over, but I was making so much money—it was hard to care.

I counted the tips when I got home… almost one hundred dollars—and that’s after I stopped to fill up on gas.

I hate to say it, but I will probably do it again tomorrow night. I just need to figure out a way to put on the makeup faster—and take it off faster.

Raymond.
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Raymond’s story had me blushing—especially because I was about to get ready for my own pizza delivery shift.


CHAPTER 9
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Of course I didn’t get dolled up for my shift… but that thought did enter my mind a handful of times.

For instance, I never really had to see the cook in the kitchen, like Raymond did. Raymond had to constantly wipe off his makeup and then reapply it, but I wouldn’t have to do that. We had swipe-cards to enter the back door, and an automatic system stacked the pizzas, with delivery bills, in small stations with our names digitally labeled on them. We were all a self-driving-car away from being redundant.

But I did think about how easy it would be to slip in and out, dolled up, without being noticed. Most nights, I never even saw a manager. I just showed up and started slinging pizzas.

And Raymond lived in a different age. If my manager caught me dolled up, he probably wouldn’t say a thing, because HR would get involved.

Then, as I received payments, I couldn’t help but notice that my tip numbers were low. I knew that Susie, the only female delivery driver, made much more than me in tips… I don’t know how much more, but I knew it was more because I’d heard the guys talking about how ‘unfair’ it was. “Must be nice to have boobs,” said one guy.

That thought plagued me. I couldn’t help but notice that most of the people answering the door were men… more than 90% of them. Some of them were in very nice homes, and they probably had a lot of cash.

And I needed cash. I needed to pad up my bank account to stand a chance in divorce court.

That idea lingered with me. I tried hard to shun it away.

I read Raymond’s journal that night.

MAY 6TH, 1992:

I worked my first weekend as a ‘girl’. It was the same routine, getting dolled up between each delivery. I went out and bought a ‘girl’s first makeup kit’, because it said ‘ultra-washable’. And it was true: one drop of water and it was all gone. I had to be careful not to touch it, of course, but cleaning it off was super easy, and not nearly as harsh on my skin.

I worked from 5:00 PM until 1:00 AM. I made almost $160 in tips alone. I even received three phone numbers. Ha! What am I going to do with a bunch of men’s phone numbers?

I’m still embarrassed. There were a few people who could tell that I wasn’t a girl—at least I think they could tell; they didn’t say anything, but they looked at me strangely, and I scurried away, feeling so humiliated.

But when guys were ogling me, it was a whole different rush of adrenaline. I loved that feeling… I don’t know why I loved it. I wasn’t used to being noticed. I wasn’t used to people looking at me and thinking that I had some sort of value.

Maybe Carol broke me down over the years. We would go out and she would get all the attention. I don’t think that I was jealous, but after years of it, I guess I started to wonder if I had any worth, any value…

And when I’m delivering pizzas, dolled up, getting big tips… I feel like I have some value.

I know that it’s all just in my head, and it’s all meaningless… but the extra cash will help. I’ve been stashing it all away. If I can keep this up, I’ll have more in the bank than Carol, and then the judge will be more inclined to ensure I get split custody of the kids.

All for now,

Raymond.
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I found Raymond’s pizza delivery outfit in the basement. It had been modified—tapered in the back to make it tighter—and shorter. I found a small pair of red booty shorts, which I could only assume he wore with the skimpy top. I even found a dusty old bra with rubbery pads sewn into slits. I was sure that it was Raymond’s old pizza delivery disguise.

I tried it on. It fit me perfectly. It was actually kind of cute, with the blonde hair resting softly on my shoulders. I posed. I spun around. I did a little hop. I kind of liked that old-school Damian’s logo—much better than the bubbly new logo that was being used.
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I swear I could feel Raymond’s energy flowing trough me when I looked in that mirror, seeing that I looked just like her.
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That idea kept slipping into my mind. What did I have to lose? I would potentially make more money in tips, and worst-case scenario, I could say that I was ‘gender fluid’, and the company’s HR department wouldn’t let anyone say a word.

But… there was still my reputation. Maybe HR would protect my job, but they couldn’t stop people around town from gossiping, and if that gossip reached the ears of my children! Oh God, how could I live with that?

But the money… the extra cash in the bank… the better odds of getting custody of my kids.
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My kids showed up the next day—once again dropped off very late (this time four whole hours). Sydney saw into the foyer of the house, and she saw that I’d fixed up the banister and replaced the broken boards on the wall, and painted the hallway. “You can’t change the house without my approval,” she scolded me.

“Actually, I can. I checked with the lawyer, and she checked with the judge. It was approved.”

“My lawyer wasn’t informed,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders and fought the urge to say, ‘not my problem’. She rolled her eyes. “It’s your time, Bradley. Any extra money you make flipping this house—I’m getting at least half.”

“Actually,” I said. I was shocked that she hadn’t been informed. “The judge ruled that I get any appreciation beyond inflation.”

Sydney paused. Her face turned red. She was silent for a long moment before saying, “That’s not fair.”

“Why?”

“Because—Because I don’t have any control over what you’re doing here! This is half mine, and you can’t just do what you want with it!”

“If it’s half yours, then pay half the mortgage,” I said, feeling a new sense of confidence, but I knew that I was just making her angry, and I knew that she would find a way to make me pay if I made her angry enough.

“You’re paying the mortgage because you made me a housewife without an income while we were together. I literally have no income to pay the mortgage, Bradley,” she hissed.

“I saw you were living in a super-mansion, driving a brand-new BMW. Where did that money come from?”

I just couldn’t help it. It didn’t seem fair that she could hiss at me like this while living like a Real Housewife. Now, the kids were looking at us. I was able to bite my tongue. “We can talk about it on the phone,” I said, trying to bring some calm to the scene.

“You can talk about it with my lawyer,” Sydney said, and then she stormed off.

And the rest of that night was hectic, because the kids were out of sorts. They hadn’t had a proper breakfast, lunch, or dinner. Riley told me that they’d been eating chocolate all day—and now, they were feeling sick, but unable to sleep. Getting them down to sleep was chaos—especially when Riley started crying, and told me that Sydney told her my house was haunted.

I was furious, but had to try to remain calm.

The next morning, all of the kids were sick, puking: too much sugar the day before, and now they were paying the price—and I was too.

Finally, the next day, they were recovered, but it was their last day with me. We tried to make the most of it, but it was short. By 4:00 PM, the kids were fading, and by 6:00 PM, they were asleep.

I loaded them up in the morning and drove them back to town. I was told to take them to Sydney’s new house, in that luxury estate on the far end of the city. Sydney was home, and so was her new man. I hated seeing my kids running up to that stranger and hugging him like he was their father. I tried not to get too emotional, but I wasn’t able to keep it together during the long drive home.

I didn’t want to only be half of their father. I wanted to be their only father… but now, that wasn’t up to me. It was up to a judge and a bunch of lawyers.


CHAPTER 10
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JUNE 11TH, 1992:

I’ve been delivering pizzas as a girl for a long time now. My work found out that I’d been showing up at the door as a girl, because a few customers called the store asking specifically for me. There was a lot of confusion before my boss finally looked in my car and saw the makeup and the wig.

He was confused and shocked and now he treats me like some sort of mental case… but he admitted to me that we’ve been getting many repeat customers specifically asking for me to deliver their pizzas. So now, I don’t have to do the car disguise swap… but everyone at work knows what I’ve been doing, and they all treat me like a weirdo.

It’s not ideal, but the money is still good.

All for now,

Raymond.
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JUNE 15TH, 1992:

Word has been spreading about the ‘crossdressing pizza delivery guy’. I showed up at two houses tonight, and the guys who ordered looked me up and down and said, “You can’t be the crossdresser—right?”

Walking up to doors is hard now. I find myself blushing every time—and not in the cute way. I feel like I’m just waiting for people to laugh at me. Nobody has laughed yet, but I know it’s coming.
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I feel ashamed of myself. I know that it’s a matter of days before everyone in town knows, and recognizes me. This is my reputation here now, and I guess I have to live with it until I can sell the house and move to a new town and find a new job. The only upside is… the pay is good. I’ve managed to save almost five-thousand dollars. My lawyer is thrilled; he said it should be more than enough to make a good case for me.

It’s sad to think that these things hinge so intensely on money. Who says a rich parent is a better parent?

Well—I hate to admit it, but the extra cash is helping me to be a better parent. I’m able to buy better food for their lunches. I signed them up for gymnastics lessons in town, and I have Riley in horseback riding lessons too.

She loves it.

Dinners are better. We go out to a restaurant every couple of weeks. I bought them new outfits. I don’t stress out over the thermostat anymore; the house is always comfortable. So… yeah, having money is helping me to be a better dad for my kids.

And I make more money when I look better. I went to the library today and took out an old textbook from an aesthetician school. It had some serious passages about how to fine-tune makeup for different face shapes, how to change the appearance of masculine features… that sort of thing. I’m picking up so many tips. I think the tips will help. If I can turn guys on, I can get bigger tips. I’ve already discovered that I get more money when I bat my lashes at guys, and when I make my lips a little bit pouty. If I get a little bit flirty, the tip goes up. I touched a guy on his bicep, and he perked right up, and then he gave me twenty-dollars.

A part of me is tempted to put a pin in this charade… but the money is just so good… and it feels so good to be admired.

Raymond.
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It was a Tuesday night when I decided to do it. I put on the wig… I put on some makeup… I spritzed myself with a bit of perfume… and then I went to Damian’s. I slipped in the back door and saw a stack of pizzas, ready to go out. I clocked in, grabbed the pizzas, and slipped out. Nobody saw me.

My heart was racing furiously. I went to the first house. I felt dizzy and sick as I approached the door. I was worried I would faint and fall off that raised step. The man answered. He paused when he looked at me. His gaze tracked down my body. I tried to smile as I held out the pizza boxes, with the credit card terminal perched on top.

He took the terminal. He punched in his tip. He tapped his card.

“Thanks,” he said with a warm smile.

I nodded my head and skirted back to my car.

I checked the receipt. I gasped. He tipped me $20. That was a big tip for a $40 bill. I thought maybe he’d made a mistake…

I went to the next house. A young guy answered the door: college aged, pimples, messy home… that usually meant no tip… but he gave me a five-dollar bill. I couldn’t believe it—that was a damn-good tip for a guy like that.

And the next house was receptive as well. The father, with his kids playing in the background, blushed at the sight of me. “I like your hair,” he said nervously. I noticed the ring on his finger. He punched in his tip, tapped his card, took his pizzas, and I went to the car to see that he’d tipped me thirty-percent.

That night, nobody tipped less than fifteen percent. Fifteen percent was usually the most I would ever get.

That night, I made almost double what I made on a regular night… and it was a Tuesday!

And when I got back to the house, I searched that basement until I found that same textbook that Raymond had mentioned in his journal. I spent the night mulling over it, and he was right: there were some excellent tips. And the book was wonderfully blunt, published in the 70s, when you could get away with saying things like, “If a jawline is too masculine…”. One line even said, “Avoid heavy blue eyeshadow, or risk having your client look somewhat like a transvestite.”

So I went out again like that the next night.

I thought about Raymond many times, remembering him mentioning the damage it caused his reputation once word started getting around town. I didn’t want that to happen to me… but I was willing to take the risk. I wanted the extra money. I wanted to show up in court with the strongest case possible, and that meant being able to prove that I could provide for my kids.

So I went from door to door, slinging pizzas, dressed like a chick. I remembered Raymond writing about batting his lashes, so I batted my lashes. I tried to look ‘cute’. I tried to make my lips pouty. I smiled and I giggled. I spoke softly. I even reached out and touched a guy on the arm in a flirty kind of way after he told me that he liked my ‘makeup’.

I felt ashamed of myself, pretending to be someone else, risking my reputation… but the money was so good.

And… like Raymond said… it felt kind of nice to be ogled. The more confident men would feed me compliments, and I would blush all over; I liked that feeling. I realized that I never received compliments like that when I was out normally. I wondered if Sydney had ever complimented me like that, during our whole relationship… Had she even ever said, ‘I like your haircut’?.

Maybe I was overthinking all of this. Maybe I was having a small mental breakdown, just like Raymond… like he thought he was having.

Or maybe I was just trying to be optimistic about my situation; maybe I was just trying to convince myself that it wasn’t so bad to have to dress like a girl to make some extra money.

Well—I wasn’t just doing it to make some extra money. Now, at night, when I couldn’t sleep, I would go into that hidden room, which now had all of the outfits I’d found, and I would try on different clothes. I don’t know why I was doing it—but there was a strange satisfaction in it: in seeing myself being so transformed… looking so… cute.


CHAPTER 11
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Ijust couldn’t seem to stop myself. When I was home alone, with nothing better to do, I would just start… trying clothes on.

There were so many outfits, and the more I tried on, the more I wanted to try on.
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It all fit me so perfectly, as if it was made for my body. Those outfits felt so nice. The lingerie made me tingle all over…

I even wore lingerie under my pizza delivery outfit—but I can explain! The tight lingerie hugged my body in all of the right places, creating the illusion of curves and a bust; it was actually helping my case. It helped me to look more girly, which helped to get tips.
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I was convincing—to most people. Though, like Raymond, I could tell when someone wasn’t quite convinced. I could see a confused look in their eye, which came before a nervous blushing—I’m assuming that they were afraid of saying something offensive.

And with each passing night, I knew that I was tiptoeing closer to my ‘secret’ being well known around town. I’m sure there were already people telling their friends: ‘There’s a pizza delivery guy who dresses like a chick.’ But… this wasn’t 1992. Transgenderism was more accepted and normal than it was back then. Maybe it wasn’t a big enough deal to gossip about.

I knew I couldn’t stop. The money was just too good.

Just like it was for Raymond.

JUNE 29TH, 1992:

If I’m going to write this, then I really do need to burn this journal when I’m finished with it.

I did something bad today. Maybe I did it out of desperation… or maybe I was just… curious.

I delivered a pizza to a man, around 6:00 PM. His eyes lit up at the sight of me—something that I was getting more used to. I blushed and batted my lashes and hoped for a good tip—and he handed me a twenty and told me to keep it. I blew him a kiss, trying to be cute and grateful…

And then I went to the shop and my manager was standing there, waiting for me. “A customer called, asking about you,” he said before rolling his eyes. “He wants another pizza, and he wants you to deliver it.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I knew it was him—and I was right. I was handed the address and a small pizza. I went back to that house, and there he was again, blushing all over. He started chatting with me, and I will admit that I got a bit flirty, hoping for another big tip. I touched his arm. I giggled when he talked. I clasped my hands behind my back and did that thing where I twist from side to side…

He was dark red. “I really want to take you out sometime,” he said. I’d been asked out before. I knew how to let guys down easy.

“I’m, like, super busy right now with work and school,” I said. “But if you give me your phone number, maybe I can find a time to give you a call.” Okay—maybe I wasn’t letting him down; maybe I was getting his hopes up a little bit… but my court date is in a couple of days, and the extra cash will go a long way.

He gave me another twenty. I blew him another kiss. He blushed harder.

Then, back at the shop, my manager was there again. “Same guy. Small pepperoni.” He handed me the pizza.

Now, I was feeling a bit flustered—and, I will admit, a bit uncomfortable. I went back to that house. There he was again, looking nervous. “You’re really hungry, huh?” I asked with a giggle.

“To be honest, I just really want to see you,” he said. “I have to say it. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life. I really, really have to take you on a date. I know that you were being polite earlier, taking my number, but I really want to persuade you. I’ll buy you dinner, drinks, take you to a movie. I promise it will be a great night.”

“I’m really busy though,” I said.

“But you’re so gorgeous,” he said. “I’ve never seen anyone so beautiful.”

His compliments had a strange effect on me. I was so flustered. I couldn’t stop smiling… even though I knew they weren’t for me—as in, they were for a girly persona that I was putting on to make money. The real me wasn’t a little blonde woman…

But I was so strangely captivated.
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“Come in,” he said. “You have a minute, right?”

I don’t know why, but I stepped into his house. It was a nice house. He was well-to-do. He was a handsome guy, so it was hard to understand why he was so captivated with me—but that somehow made him even more appealing.

No—I’m not gay. I’ve never had gay thoughts in my head or fantasized about men at all… until that moment. Suddenly, I felt like I could see what women see in men; I could understand why someone could find a man attractive, and I’d never understood that before; it wasn’t a looks thing… but once it clicked, I could appreciate the man’s physique.

Suddenly, the atmosphere in the room was different. I feel so stupid telling this story, because I know it’s hard to believe; thankfully, nobody will ever read this, so it doesn’t really matter if it’s believable or not. It was like the plot of some cheap porno.
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He stepped up to me and put his hands on my waist, and I just… melted. I just caved to emotions and desires that I’d never had before.

I longed for that feeling, of being desired. I never knew that I wanted it so badly—but I did! And he was giving it to me. He wanted me so badly, and that made me feel so good.

So I let him kiss me. I let him press his stubbly face against my smooth face. I opened my lips and let his tongue inside. I let him grope me all over. I let him lift me up and carry me into his bedroom. He was so much stronger than me; it was like I weighed nothing to him.

He threw me down and he crawled over me. We kept kissing.

My heart was racing. “I—I have to get back to work,” I whimpered.

“Soon,” he said.

He stood up on his knees and peeled off his shirt, showing off his abs. I moaned. He undid his belt and slipped down his pants, showing that he was already erect.

I gasped.

I told him to bring it to my lips, and he did. I sucked him, on his bed. I didn’t even know his name (I know it now—it’s Stephen). I sucked his cock, feeling his foreskin peeling back in my mouth. I used my clenched fist to pump his veiny shaft. I felt his warm balls against my chin.
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And strangely, I didn’t feel any shame. I was weirdly proud of myself, thinking I could seduce a man like him, without even trying. He wanted me so badly… and now I wanted him.

He moaned. I was making him moan. I don’t know why, but that made me feel so good, so I pumped harder and faster. I kept sucking. He strained. He groaned. I sucked so hard. Spit was dripping off of my chin. He was throbbing in my mouth…

And then he burst. I gasped when I felt the first gush. It’s so embarrassing, but I didn’t realize what it was at first. Even after the second burst, I couldn’t figure it out—and then the bitter taste hit my tongue, and I realized he was coming.

Instinctively, I pulled my head back, suddenly feeling a bit… disgusted. That was a mistake. Now, he was coming on my face. He had a lot of cum to spray. I spat it out, but it just fell onto my chest. He came all over me: my face, my clothes, my thighs, my hair.

I sat there, frozen, still able to taste that bitter load. He blushed. He apologized. I smiled, but it wasn’t easy because I was realizing what I’d done. “I really have to get back to work,” I said. I jumped to my feet.

Before I left, he handed me a fifty-dollar bill. “I can’t take this,” I told him.

“Please do,” he said. “And call me about that date—okay?”

I was blushing. I went to my car and used a whole bag of makeup wipes to clean myself up.

I swear I can still taste his cum.

A man came in my mouth… and in the moment, I liked it. Now, I’m not so sure I know who I am anymore. I’m not so sure about anything.

All for now,

Raymond.
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I was afraid.

I was afraid that the same thing would happen to me. I mean—it seemed so repulsive, like something I would never dare do… but the rest of that journal had been like a prophecy so far. I was just like Raymond, following the same trajectory.

I never thought that I would try on women’s clothing… but now I was doing it regularly. I never thought that I would put on makeup, but now I was doing it daily—even wearing it at work. I never thought that I would be flirting with men, but I did it all the time to make better money.

And Raymond said it best in his next journal entry, which was the shortest entry yet (a day before his court date in divorce court):

I think I like being a girl so much because it’s such a great distraction from the hell that Carol created in my life.

I could relate to that. Whenever I was dolled up, I stopped thinking about all of my problems. When I was wearing a pretty skirt or a dress, I was no longer wondering how I was going to support my kids and pay alimony.

This feminization fascination was a great distraction. Even when I wasn’t dolled up, I found myself doing research, looking up outfits, looking up tips on how to be even better, how to improve my voice—stuff like that.

I ordered myself a silicone breast form—something Raymond wouldn’t have had access to back in his day. It arrived the very next day. Having cleavage increased my tips by a full 20% almost instantly.

And the looks I was getting were more intrigued… more horny. Guys would stare at me with glowing eyes. Guys would pass me their phone number, ask if I was single. And I thought about what happened to Raymond, and I realized just how easy that would be.

So many guys living alone, ordering pizza—none of them would have turned me down if I stepped into their home. A few steps in and the right twinkle in my eye, and it would be go-time.

Now, it was a thought that kept creeping in… every time a man answered the door, and gazed into my eyes. Every time I saw a pair of blushing cheeks, I knew that it would be that easy: a couple of steps and a cheeky little smile. Words weren’t needed.

I didn’t want to do it… but I knew that I could. I knew that it would be so, so easy.

Sometimes, I would see men open their wallets; I would see the big wads of cash, and I would know that I could easily double my tip if I just stepped through that doorway…

Day after day, those thoughts were there. I was relieved when Sydney dropped my kids off for a whole week. I took that week off of work, even though I needed the cash. I spent that whole week with my kids, and it was a good distraction from the terrible ideas that had been crawling into my brain.

But when the kids fell asleep each night, around 8:00 PM, and I had a few hours before I was ready to crash, those familiar feminized thoughts would creep in. Sometimes I would even sneak into that secret room and put on some outfits. I would try out new makeup techniques. I’d recently purchased a Polaroid camera on Facebook Marketplace, and the film was cheap. I would take photos of myself, just like Raymond did. I kept the photos hidden, but I couldn’t bring myself to dispose of them… because I looked so cute in them. I was so pretty, and I wanted to hold onto that feeling. I was scared that it wouldn’t last forever, and then I would only have those photos…
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And another part of me wanted to leave those photos behind, to linger around for twenty or thirty years, until some stranger would come along and find them and think he was looking at a beautiful woman.

Raymond thought the same thing. He wrote it in his journal:

I did a big cleanup today. I found a huge stack of photos, of me, dressed like a girl. I know they need to be destroyed, so my family doesn’t discover them… but I just adore the idea of someone finding them one day, and thinking, ‘Wow, she’s stunning.’.
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My kids almost caught me one night. I heard footsteps and I quickly undressed and cleaned myself up. I was just finished cleaning up when Riley stepped in. “What are you doing in here?”

“Just… looking around,” I said. “I can’t sleep.”

She stared at me, and I could tell that she wasn’t buying my story, as if she caught me hiding Christmas presents. But she went back off to sleep, and I knew that I had to be careful.
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I thought that week away from work would act as a sort of reset-switch. I thought I would return to my senses once I was back to work, but that wasn’t the case. Instead, I felt like I’d made more progress in my feminization ability, and I felt even more curious to know if I could pull off what Raymond pulled off.

Because Raymond kept doing it—even after he finished his trial.

JULY 8TH, 1992:

Carol is livid, because the judge sided with me on most issues. I’ve been given eight months to sell the house, and we’ll split the cash from that. For alimony, I only have to pay $300 every month for two years—$7,200 total over two years. I don’t have to pay child support, because I’ve been given fifty-percent custody. Carol gets to keep the van. Any belongings that we cannot decide on are to be sold and profits split.

It’s a major win—but I am a bit sad about having to sell the house. I don’t have enough money to buy Carol’s half—and I don’t think she would sell it to me if I did, because she wouldn’t want me to have the satisfaction. But I’ll spend the next few months fixing some things up, to fetch a higher value—because the judge said that I could keep all appreciation beyond inflation.

The judge was good to me because of my bank account; by the court date, I had almost twenty-grand saved up. I had my income all tracked, with my tips logged in a log book. That was enough for him to believe that I was responsible and prepared to care for kids.

So I thought that I could be done with the whole girl-thing… but last night, when I went in to work, I went in as a girl. Maybe I just wanted to keep making good money… or maybe I’m just not ready to let it go.

I went to a house late last night, and I saw a familiar glimmer in a man’s eye, so I stepped in, and he shut the door behind me. It’s amazing how easy it is to hook up with someone when you have a pretty face.

I let him take me in the kitchen. He pushed himself into me—anally—and he pumped me until he was finishing inside of me. I’d never allowed anyone to do that before… but I liked it. I liked it so much, I’m already looking forward to my next shift; I want to try it again.

Oh, and he gave me two twenties as a tip; I can’t complain about that.

I really must burn this journal before I leave this house.

Raymond.
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I did it one night. The man was looking at me, red all over. I could tell he wanted me. He was a shy young guy, nervously biting his lip. I took a step in and his eyes widened. I pushed the door closed behind me, and his eyes became even wider.

My heart was racing. I kept thinking about Raymond’s journal. I remembered what he said in one entry:

Nothing in the world feels better than a man having an orgasm inside of your body.

I was ashamed of the fact that I wanted to feel it too.

And the man put his hands on me. He was trembling, sweat forming on his palms. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it. I was doing it… just like her.

He kissed me, and I kissed back. It was a strange feeling: his stubble against my face. This was nothing like kissing a girl.

He was taller than me, forcing me to turn my head up. I realized while his tongue was in my mouth that this was my first kiss since before catching Sydney with another man.

I felt him throbbing, growing in his pants. I reached down and felt it with my fingers, making him moan.

A moment of panic set in. I realized what I was doing. Maybe I didn’t think this would actually happen. Maybe I assumed that he would have rejected me, or I would have chickened out before getting this far. I wondered if I was dreaming; it seemed so surreal. It all happened so fast.

But now, his cock was out. His tip was red and pulsing. My legs were weak, so when he pushed on my shoulders, I dropped right down. He touched his tip to my lips. I groaned. I closed my eyes.

A cock slipped into my mouth.

I heard him moaning as I began to suck. I was reluctant. I felt like this was a big mistake. In a way, I felt like I was just doing it because Raymond did it, and I wanted my life to resolve the way Raymond’s had resolved. He won his court case. I wanted to win mine. And for the prophecy to truly come true, I had to do as Raymond did…

I’d never been superstitious like that before. I don’t know where those thoughts came from. Maybe I was just trying to justify doing something that I wanted to do, deep down.

I sucked him for five minutes while he moaned. Then, he stood me up and turned me around. “B—Be gentle,” I whispered.

He grinned. He bent me over. I sighed. He pushed into me, my spit acting as lubricant. His cock gushed into my body and I cried out, feeling it, feeling my anus stretching.

He took me right there, near his front door. He pumped me as the smell of pizza filled my nostrils.

I clutched a small table. I held on for my life. And then… I felt what Raymond tried so hard to explain: a euphoria that just can’t be defined by words. I trembled all over. I felt something like pulses of bright light inside of my body. I cried out—and then he came.
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I felt the gushing pulses deep inside of me. I felt the wetness growing, filling me until I was about to burst—and then pulled back and it all spilled out. I cried out again.

Some of his cum fell right onto that pizza box. I blushed. “I—I’m sorry,” I said softly.

He wiped sweat from his forehead. “Don’t apologize,” he smiled. He handed me some cash. “Keep the change.” It was a one-hundred-dollar bill.

I won’t lie: it made me feel like a whore, like I just let him fuck me for a good tip—but I really didn’t do it for the money. I did it because I knew that I had to… because I wanted to.


CHAPTER 12
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My lawyer called to remind me that my divorce court date was that morning. My kids went to stay with Sydney’s parents. I was horribly nervous, trembling all over. My lawyer gave me a pat on the back and said, “Don’t worry, Bradley. You’ve got a strong case.”

But it didn’t feel like it; I was a pizza delivery guy living in a crumbing old house, and Sydney was already attached to some millionaire in a beautiful new home. It wasn’t going to be so easy to compete with that.

But the judge was a fair man, and right after Sydney’s lawyer made his opening statement, the judge said, “I don’t care who has a nicer car or a nicer house. I care about who’s the better parent for the children.” We were all a bit stunned, because he was, supposedly, known for being an extremely analytic numbers-based guy.

And he did look at the numbers. He did eye my bank account, and he saw that I had a few thousand dollars saved up. He saw that I had a half-decent income. He saw my logged tips and logged gas mileage.

And Sydney’s lawyer presented the financials of her new boyfriend—but the judge tossed them aside. “Why are you showing me some guy’s tax returns?” he asked with an annoyed look.
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“Well, uh, Sydney isn’t working currently; she’s a house-girlfriend for Mr. Smith.”

“A house-girlfriend?” the judge scoffed. “The separating couple hasn’t even divorced yet.”

“We’ve been together for almost three months,” Sydney chimed in, looking annoyed.

“That’s someone else’s money and stuff, and you aren’t legally entitled to any of it. If he were to dump you this afternoon, you would be broke and unemployed,” the judge said.

Sydney’s face turned white.

It was only fifteen more minutes before the judge ruled that I would get primary care of the kids, and Sydney could arrange to see them when she wished to see them. But she would have to get a permanent job and her own residence before she could have split custody—or wait 21 months before she was officially ‘common-law’ with her new boyfriend.

She was furious. She cussed out the judge and stormed out of the court room.
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Of course I was elated, though not happy that the kids wouldn’t see as much of their mother. I told Sydney that she could come see them whenever she wanted; she could even stay at the house, or I could come to the city with the kids—but Sydney rarely reached out. After a few weeks went by, she stopped trying altogether. She even broke up with her rich boyfriend after just a few weeks.

My pizza delivery job got a bit more complicated. Now, I needed to find childcare every time I had a shift, and I needed to pick up five shifts a week to support the family. Sydney’s mother ended up moving in a few blocks away and offered up childcare, which was a blessing; I truly am in debt to that woman. It’s too bad her daughter couldn’t have been more like her—but maybe she would come around eventually.

I was still worried that word would get out about what I was doing to make extra money at work. I’d already been seen by two managers, dressed as a girl, and two cooks. I delivered pizzas to people I knew in town, and I suspected a couple of them recognized me. I really didn’t want that ‘news’ to reach the ears of my kids… not until I’m ready to properly own that identity…

Because I’m starting to think that being feminine is something I want beyond work. I’m starting to think that I would make a great woman outside of delivering pizzas. It’s quite strange, but since letting that man take me in his house, I’ve found myself more attracted to men… and the thought of being with a man, as a woman, is appealing… but it’s something I need to give more thought.

As a parent, I need to be extra-careful with every decision that I make. I can’t just run off and try out some crazy new thing without considering everything. But I know that, in the end, I’ll make the right choice—whether I choose to come out as a girl, or if it’s just someone I get to be during my private time—because that sounds okay too.

I decided to flip through to the end of Raymond’s long journal, just to see how it all turned out for him.

JANUARY 29TH, 1993

Karl asked me to move in with him last night. I’ve given it some thought. It’s going to be weird explaining it to the kids; they still don’t really know anything. But they’re going to find out sooner or later, so that talk will probably happen soon… maybe tonight.

I want to move in with Karl; he’s so sweet and he treats me so well. It’s turned into so much more than just sex. He makes me feel like a princess, and he makes me feel like this is who I’m meant to be. He’s so supportive… I couldn’t ask for anything more than that.

I’ll probably do it; I’ve taken every other opportunity that has come my way in the past eight months, and my life has only gotten better—like selling the house for $200,000 more than expected—and accepting that modelling gig. It still seems so surreal, being a female model, when just eight or nine months ago, I was a male pizza delivery guy. Life is funny like that.
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The new owners get possession of the house in four days. I know I should burn this journal… but I keep having this dream where someone finds the journal in the house, and it helps them. And maybe… I don’t know… maybe it will help someone one day. Or maybe it will just be eaten by rats in the basement and that will be that.

I feel like I need to come up with some super epic way to end this journal… I’ve spent a good hour with it every night for the past year. It helped me to process so much—and pages of it even came in handy during that second court date… but I can’t think of anything extraordinary to say.

Good luck to whoever reads this—with whatever it is you’re going through. I hope it gets better for you. Just know that life can turn around fast. One minute, you’re broke and have no custody of your kids, and the next minute, you have a dream life as the person you were really meant to be. I hope that it happens for you too.
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All for now,

Raymond.
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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!
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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:

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
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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
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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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc1CE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BV.jpg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF TRANS FICTION
RUSEIRS N

JUST LIK ER

YN\






OEBPS/image_rsrc1C0.jpg
Q @

?{“"%1






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BY.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CK.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1C2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CH.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C6.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D9.jpg





