

LAB GIRL
A TALE OF MYSTERIOUS GENDER TRANSFORMATION
[image: ]


NICOLE C


[image: Princess Publishing]



CONTENTS


Newsletter
Join Patreon!
Lab Girl
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Join Patreon
Newsletter
About Nicole



NEWSLETTER


JOIN NICOLE C.’S MAILING LIST!

Sign up takes less than ten seconds and requires no personal information. Once signed up, you will be notified whenever there is a new release, free giveaway, epic discount… Oh, and did I mention a free book? That’s right! Get Cheerleader: A Tale of Reluctant Feminization absolutely free when you sign up.

Join:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


COPYRIGHT


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

[image: Princess Publishing]


Published By Princess Publishing

Copyright © 2024 by Nicole C.

Model License Holder: MillaFedotova (Iuliia Nemchinova)

Deposit Photos License # 331242016

Background Image License: Princess Publishing

Cover by Princess Publishing

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


JOIN PATREON!


Nicole is releasing a new Patreon-Exclusive book each week.

So far, there are 65 Patreon-Exclusive tales—too many to list here—including full-length novels.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


To my fans who have stuck with me through it all.

Love,

NC.


LAB GIRL


Trevor’s friend, Alan, has been acting strangely recently. He will disappear for days without a trace, and he keeps ending up in the hospital, with doctors thinking that he’s on the verge of death—just for him to be totally fine the next day.

To deepen the mystery, people keep seeing a stunningly gorgeous blonde woman around Alan’s property.

Alan is definitely up to something—and it might have to do with the scientific experiments that Alan has been secretly conducting in his late-father’s private laboratory.


CHAPTER 1
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It wasn’t our usual route home. Usually when we left that bar, we took the main strip. The main strip was a more direct road back to our apartment building, and it was also an excuse to walk by the other popular bars. More often than not, while walking home on those late Saturday nights (or perhaps I should say early Sunday mornings), we would run into some friend or another, and sometimes that would lead to more nighttime shenanigans: some club, a house party, or maybe a late night pint at some quiet pub.

But not that night; that night, we were trying to get home unnoticed. Barkley had embarrassed himself in trying to pick up some blonde chick who came in with some awkward skinny guy.

She was far out of her scrawny boyfriend’s league. The girl went to dance while the guy stood near the wall, awkwardly sipping his drink. Barkley moved in, dancing with the girl, hands all over her. He pulled her away and bought her a drink. He slipped a hand onto her back and slid that hand down slowly before saying, “Let’s ditch that loser and go back to my place.”

Then came the leather-vested bikers, damn-near kicking the door down on their way in. It turns out, the quiet scrawny guy was the little brother of some local Hell’s Angels leader. Luckily, I heard someone nearby explaining this before the bikers located Barkley. I ran over and said, “We need to get the hell out of here, like, yesterday.” And it was actually literally true, because it was fifteen minutes past midnight…

Barkley had been in similar peril before; he was often going for women who were far, far out of his league, and girls like that often came with some form of peril or another.

Luckily, we managed to get out before those bikers spotted us, but we decided not to take any risks. We slipped onto the back road and took the long way home. How could we know if the bikers were going to try to hunt us down? After all, Barkley did give that girl’s ass a little squeeze while they were standing together at the bar.

“I don’t get why they were so mad,” Barkley said, shaking his head. “That girl was into me. And she definitely wasn’t into that shrimp.”

“You couldn’t have known that he was involved in that gangster stuff,” I said.

“Right? You could argue that I didn’t even know she was there with a guy. I mean—I hardly saw him at all after he walked in.”

“I agree,” I said. “But, uh… let’s maybe stay away from that place for a few weeks… just to be safe.”

“I agree,” he said with a laugh. Though I could tell he was a bit nervous. His body was tense, and every sound had him looking over his shoulder. But we were on a road that was rarely walked. It was a road that was mostly populated at night by crackheads and prostitutes who were between jobs—and it wasn’t where those hoes went to find new jobs either. This was more like where they went to meet up with their pimps before heading over one street where the car traffic was.

But we were safe on that road; yes, there were prostitutes and pimps and drug addicts, and those are all crimes, but nobody there was violent. The streetlights were burnt out and none of the buildings had first-story windows to cast light down onto the crumbling sidewalk.

“I walked this road home a few months ago,” Barkley said. “Remember that night we met up with Charles and those guys?”

I tried to remember, but I really couldn’t remember the last time I saw Charles. I had a feeling that Barley was thinking back more than just a ‘few months’.

“Remember? I had half my beer and then I started feeling sick, so I took off?”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “That was… like this time last year.”

“Oh. Was it?” He laughed. “Okay, well, this time last year, I took this road home. I was really queasy and worried that I was going to puke, and I didn’t want to puke in front of people, so I skipped off the main drag and walked down this road. That was a weird night, man. Did I not tell you about this?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” I said. “My memory’s not quite that sharp.”

“I was walking this road, heading back to the apartment—and you see that building right up there? The one with the bricks and the peeling red paint around the windows?”

It took a moment to make the building out in the dark. “Sure,” I said.

“And you see that door—not the one on the right, but the one on the left?”

We walked closer to the building and then stopped. It seemed like an innocent-enough building, not quite as rundown as the others on the street—but still in its own state of disrepair. “What about it?” I asked.

“I was walking by it, and then the door opened. I didn’t really think anything of it until I turned and looked over, and I saw this… bombshell standing there.”

“Like a girl?”

He nodded his head. “Not just a girl,” he said. “Like… words can’t describe this girl. She was… like a supermodel. No—hotter than that, because supermodels these days are kind of ugly. She was like some high-end lingerie model. In fact, she was in lingerie.”

“She was a prostitute, Barkley,” I said with a laugh.

He shook his head. “No way. There’s no way a girl that beautiful could be a prostitute.”

“You said that she was standing outside, on this street, wearing lingerie. That’s a prostitute.”

“I’m telling you, Trevor: she was not a prostitute.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“I just know. I guess it’s like an instinct—or intuition or whatever. She just looked too… perfect. She had a glow about her, almost like she wasn’t real at all. Her features were all just… perfect. I know that sounds so weird, but she was mesmerizing.”

“And you flirted with her?” I asked.

“No!” he said with big, wide eyes. “I couldn’t talk to her. She was too beautiful. She was way out of my league.”

I laughed. “Barkley, you flirt with everyone.”

“Not her. I couldn’t do it. She was just too stunning. I didn’t feel worthy of talking to her. She took a quick look at me and then she wrapped a sort of housecoat around herself and ran off—down that way. I’ll never forget that moment in my life, because… Okay, I’ll just say it straight up: she was the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in my life, without contest.

“Wow, Barkley,” I chuckled. “That’s quite the statement.”

“You’re laughing, but I’m not kidding. She was otherworldly. She was… literally the perfect woman.”

“Well, maybe you should have said something. It sounds like you’re in love with the girl. You should have gotten her number or something.”

“No,” he said. “A girl like that would have never given it to me. A girl like that will end up with some… Ryan Reynolds-tier celebrity.”

“If she was running around these streets in her underwear, she’s probably not bagging some multi-millionaire celebrity anytime soon.”

“If you had seen her, you wouldn’t be saying that.”

There was a curious seriousness on his face. He almost seemed annoyed that I wasn’t taking his account very seriously. It seemed like he wanted me to be more interested than I was about this mystically beautiful woman…

But I had a vague memory of that night—and we’d been drinking. I’m not sure if Barkley had too much to drink or if he had been stricken by some pang of food poisoning, but I remembered him leaving early, seeming out of sorts. And if he had some sort of fever, then it’s possible his perceptions weren’t entirely trustworthy.

“If you saw her, you would be in awe.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to nod in agreement, but he still wasn’t satisfied with my interest level. So I tried to muster up a bit more interest. “So why do you think she was wearing lingerie then?”

“I have one theory,” he said, and then he looked up at the upstairs windows. “There’s a photo studio up there. I can’t remember what it’s called, but if you go around to the other side of the block, there’s a little sign above the door.”

I let out a small gasp. “You’re right,” I said. “And I know the owner of the studio.”

“Do you?” he said, perking up, a big smile now on his face.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding my head. “I didn’t realize it until you said that, but we’re just on the other side of Windsor Street.”

“That’s right.”

“My friend, Alan Tilley, is a professional photographer. I think you’ve even met Alan, when you came to that office Christmas party a couple of years ago.”

“Right!” Barkley said, now very excited—no longer annoyed by me. “I did meet him. He was a funny guy. Every sentence out of his mouth was a joke. He was wearing that orange Hawaiian shirt and those obnoxious shorts.”

“Wow. Good memory,” I said. We kept on walking, away from Alan’s studio.

“Okay, Trev. In that case, you need to do me a favour. Help me remember the date of that night... the night I went home sick. Then, message your friend Alan and ask who he had in his studio that night.”

“I don’t think he does photoshoots at midnight,” I said.

“It wasn’t quite midnight. I left early, remember? It couldn’t have been later than ten. I’m sure of it, because King of Donair was still open.” Now, Barkley was pointing ahead to the cross street where King of Donair was usually lit up, but now it was dark because it was nearly 2:00 AM. “It wasn’t even ten in that case. And a girl was leaving your friend’s studio. Find out who he was photographing, and see if you can get her phone number. I really doubt I have a chance in hell with that goddess, but…” He paused for a moment. “Actually, don’t.”

I paused, stopping to look at Barkley, who was now staring at his feet in a seeming state of despair.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yeah, I just—I don’t think there’s a point. I want to know who she is, but maybe just don’t mention me or give her my phone number.”

He was acting strangely. Barkley had never encountered a woman he didn’t think he could bang. Don’t get me wrong; he struck out more than he scored, but he always thought that he had a chance. But with this mysterious lingerie-clad woman, he was positive that he had absolutely no chance whatsoever.

“I’ll talk to him about it,” I said. “Who knows. Maybe this girl is into scrappy dudes like you.” I gave him a nudge with my elbow, trying to cheer him back up.


CHAPTER 2
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Alan was an interesting fellow. He wasn’t technically employed by the office where I worked, but he was often being hired as a contractor to take new staff photos, and to being the event photographer for the various events and promotional campaigns we ran. He was there at least once a week—and that was often enough that we all considered him an employee, even though he operated his own photography studio on Windsor Street.

The studio was called Tilley Takes Photos, and he was fairly successful; the place was always busy. Every time I walked down Windsor Street, I could see lights flashing in those upstairs windows. I often saw curious characters coming and going. Once, I saw all of the employees of a circus ‘freak show’ leaving after having been photographed.

I also happened to know where Alan lived, because he’d invited me to a Halloween party one year. I was stunned when I pulled up to his place and saw that it was a mansion. Honestly, mansion is an understatement. Is there a word for something between a mansion and a castle? Have you seen the movie Eyes Wide Shut?

Alan explained to me that it was his family’s estate, but his parents had passed away when he was young. He was an only child, so everything was given to him. “But under one circumstance,” he told me. “That I get my doctorate. It was in my parents’ will, that I couldn’t get my inheritance until I had graduated medical school.”

So Alan Tilley was actually Dr. Alan Tilley. “But I never wanted to be a doctor,” he told me. “I did my residency and all of that, but that was it. Once I had my certifications, I stopped all of that. I always wanted to be a photographer. It’s really the only thing that I enjoy doing.”

Alan was a multi-millionaire, but you wouldn’t know it unless you saw his house. He wore t-shirts and cheap jeans. He drove a Ford F-150 that was nearly a decade old. He ate bagged lunches. He took on jobs that weren’t always artsy or glamorous, even though he didn’t need the money. He didn’t need the cash, but he was still happy to shoot the photos for our office ID cards. He photographed the office summer barbecue. He would shoot the odd wedding, and once I even saw that he’d been hired to photograph a funeral that I was attending. I can’t say that I know who hires a photographer for a funeral, but there he was…

I’d even hired him once, to take a band photo for my basement band. He only charged us sixty bucks, and he was there for four hour, using all of his expensive gear.

He really did like to take photos.

And he really was a doctor; he really did come from a long line of very successful doctors and surgeons. There was literally an operating theatre in his house; it made for a very interesting Halloween party. There was a whole room full of surgical tools. “My great-great-grandfather operated here privately for three decades in the 1800s,” he told me, showing me all of the antique surgical equipment.

“And what’s all of that stuff?” I asked, motioning towards what looked like some apothecary from some fantasy movie. “Was your great-great-great-grandfather a wizard or something?”

Alan laughed. “Oh, you know how people were way back then. Everyone was experimenting. People believed in kooky stuff.”

I walked over to a wall of old glass jars, which were still filled with freaky green fluids. “What even is this stuff?” I asked with a chuckle.

Then, Alan startled rattling off chemicals like he was some sort of science encyclopedia. I’d never heard of half of the shit he was rattling off, and I wasn’t even sure that he was being serious. “Actually, if you mix the Zyphon C with the Ekalythion fluid here, you get Porthex Gas, which you can synthesize into a form of Dexedemphamine.”

But I believed him after he showed me how he made his own film for his cameras.

“Your place kind of gives me the creeps,” I said to him half-jokingly.

“It gives me the creeps sometimes too,” he said. Then, he showed me his father’s old research ‘chamber’. It was a massive room filled with tubes and phials and jars. There were beakers and bunsen burners and huge metal machines mounted right to the roof to regulate the air temperature or pressure or something.

“What was he doing in here?” I asked.

“Experiments. He always dreamed of winning some Nobel Prize.” Alan laughed, picking up a beaker and giving it a swirl.

“It looks like you’re still working in here,” I said. “Picking up where your dad left off?”

“Hardly,” he said. “If I can’t sleep, I’ll mess around with this and that.”

How many photographers do you know who are also ultra-rich doctors?

Alan was a curious character. He was insanely cool… so I was surprised that he wanted to be my friend. I just thought that he was being nice to me when he was always inviting me to hang out with him—and then, one day, while we were grabbing lunch from a food truck together, he said, “I thought I should let you know that I’ve put you in my will.”

“In your will?” I said.

He nodded his head. “I don’t really plan on having kids. I don’t have brothers or sisters. I probably won’t ever get married. So I’m just putting my friends in there—at least for now. My lawyer insisted that I make a will, in case anything happens.”

“Are you okay?” I asked, my spine tingling.

“Yeah. I’m totally good,” he smiled. “Everyone should have a will, Trevor. Anyway--you’re in there, along with four other guys. I basically have it so that you all would just split my money five ways if I croak.”

“Alan… that’s incredibly generous. But… me?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “What? I like you. You’re a cool guy.”

I almost felt bad for him in that moment. It made me uncomfortable to think that I was in Alan’s top five… because I really didn’t hang out with Alan very often. I saw him every week at work, and I’d been to his house that one time. Aside from that, we’d gotten lunch together a handful of times, and we’d had a few beers together.

So I couldn’t help but start to think that I now understood why Alan took those office gigs. I was starting to think that Alan was lonely… and friendless. Maybe he just wanted any excuse to be around people for long periods of time.

It was hard to believe that a guy like Alan didn’t have loads of friends: society’s best type of guys. It was weird to think that he wanted to be friends with a guy like me: a guy who was more-or-less living paycheque to paycheque. Maybe I would have been a bit better off if Barkley wasn’t always coaxing me over to the bar to drink with him.

And maybe I should have been inviting Alan out more. Maybe I should have sent Alan an invite whenever Barkley reached out to me, asking if I wanted to grab a drink.

But it just seemed… weird to loop Alan in with Barkley. Me and Barkley grew up in a poor part of town, and we were quite poor still now. We went to a school known for the frequent fist fights. We drank at bars that were frequented by Hell’s Angels. That was no place for a high-society guy like Alan, even if he didn’t identify himself as a high-society guy.

I hadn’t told anyone about the fact that I was in a multi-millionaire’s will—not even Barkley. It just didn’t seem real, even if it was real. And then there was the fact that Alan was a few years younger than me, and he was… well, healthier. He worked out in his home gym. He ate well. I don’t think I’d ever seen him drinking. He didn’t smoke like me…

There was no way that I was going to outlive him to ever see any of his inheritance, so there really was no sense in being in his will…

At least that’s what I thought.

It was a December evening when I received a phone call. “Is this Trevor Beaty?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Who’s this.”

“This is Nurse Anne at the Central Memorial Hospital. You’re actually listed as the emergency contact for Alan Tilley.”

“Alan?” I said. “I mean… I am? What’s wrong with Alan? Is he okay?”

I hate to even admit this, but there was a moment of excitement as I instantly remembered the fact that I was in that will. No, I didn’t want Alan to be hurt or dead—of course I didn’t want that… but a pang of excitement hit me nonetheless at the thought of being an overnight millionaire. I pushed that excitement away and cleared my throat.

“We’re not quite sure. He was found unconscious, and we haven’t been able to revive him.”

I made my way to the hospital. I had a feeling that it was my duty to inform Alan’s loved ones that he was in the hospital, but I literally didn’t know who to contact. He told me he had no parents or siblings or cousins. So when I arrived and they asked, “Are you close to Dr. Tilley?”, I just said, “Yes,” even though it didn’t really seem true.

They took me to his room, and I saw him totally unconscious and pale, his body appearing emaciated, as if he’d suddenly lost forty pounds overnight. “W—What happened to him?” They had him on an IV, and there was a breathing tube shoved up his nose.

“We don’t really know,” said a doctor. “His vitals are inconsistent. He’s struggling to breathe. We thought at first it was maybe a drug overdose, but the lab report came back clean. Are you aware of any conditions Dr. Tilley might have? We checked his medical record, and there’s nothing that sticks out. We ran his blood… everything seems normal.”

“I—I don’t really know of any issues,” I said. Alan really did look like he was going to die. Though now, looking at his emaciated body, I didn’t feel that same pang of excitement as before. I didn’t want him to die. He was young and he was so friendly; he supported the community constantly. He did favours for everyone. As far as I knew, he hadn’t ever done anything mean or spiteful to anyone.

So why had God stricken him down like this?

“We’ll keep running tests, but quite honestly…” The doctor let out a sigh. “We’re running out of ideas. His body just seems to be… shutting down.”

It got worse. Alan’s organs started to fail, so they moved him to a new room with big fancy machines, which acted in place of his organs while his actual organs recovered. I wasn’t allowed into that room, but I was given an update every hour or so—and none of the updates were positive.

It really seemed like Alan was dying.

I stayed at the hospital that night, even though there was nothing I could do in any circumstance. I just felt like someone needed to be there for him. It seemed so awful to think that Alan had nobody.

Then, around 4:00 AM, a nurse tapped on my shoulder to wake me up. She had a smile on her face as she said, “I just wanted to let you know that Dr. Tilley has stabilized and the doctors believe he is going to make a full recovery.”

I thought for a moment that I was dreaming, because a few hours before, he was on his deathbed!

But it was true; they even let me in to see him, and there he was, looking… fine. He was on a bed, still with an IV, but the colour was back in his face, and he had seemingly… plumped up. He no longer looked like skin clinging to bones. His eyes were no longer sunken into his skull. His hair no longer looked as thin and dead.

“Hi, Trevor,” he said, with a voice that didn’t even have a hint of strain in it. “It’s great to see you.”

“You’re really better?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “I don’t know what happened. I don’t even remember anything. I was just in my house, and then… I felt faint. The next thing I remember… well… this is it! I guess I was lucky; some delivery guy came to the door to get a signature for a package, and he saw me through the window. How lucky is that?”

“You’re on borrowed time, I’d say,” I said. He literally looked fine, as if that dying man had never existed. I was baffled. I was starting to wonder if I was dreaming—or maybe the rest of that night had been the dream.

“I really appreciate you coming. It means the world to me. I guess I should have told you that I had you put down as my emergency contact. I hope that wasn’t a scare.”

“It was a bit of a scare. I don’t want anything bad to happen to you, Alan.”

“Well, I appreciate it. But don’t worry about me.”

I smiled, and then I told him that I was going to head home to get some sleep before my shift at work. Before I walked out the door, he called out for me to stop. “I should tell you something, Trevor. I’ve told doctors this before, but they won’t put it on my file for some reason—I guess because it’s not something that they can test and diagnose. But… I’ve always had this little problem where I pass out like that. My blood pressure gets weird, and people think it’s a lot worse than it is when they see it happen. The truth is, it’s not a big deal. It usually only lasts a few hours, and then I’m back to normal. If you ever get a call from the hospital like this again, just tell them that it’s a rare condition that’s not on my file. They might try to argue you, but just tell them not to worry too much—and definitely tell them not to put me on life support machines again.”

“But… your organs were failing you, Alan,” I said.

“They weren’t really,” he said, waving me off with a weird smile on his face. “Like I said… it’s a weird, rare condition. I’m going to try to convince them to put it on my file for me. I know it seems crazy and whatever, but it’s really fine. Really.”

I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to say. So I just smiled and nodded my head.

“I’m glad you came, Trevor. I’m sorry if I ruined your night.”

“Not at all,” I said. Then, I realized I still hadn’t asked Alan about the woman who had left his studio in lingerie. It seemed like a weird time to bring it up, but I really wanted to change the subject. Truth be told, he was putting me in an awkward position. I really didn’t know him very well, and I didn’t like being told to tell doctors about some strange medical condition that he claimed to have. So I brought up the girl.

“A friend of mine was by your studio and he saw some girl leaving,” I said. “This was about a year ago. I bet you don’t remember it, but I told him that I would ask you about it.”

He stared at him, his expression suddenly dropping. His countenance was suddenly pale, his eyes gleaming with a lifelessness that made me instantly regret asking the question. His delay in answering made me think that the girl was some girlfriend that didn’t work out, and I was touching on a sensitive subject.

“It’s not a big deal,” I said. “I just figured I would ask.”

“I don’t know anything about that,” he said. “Is he sure it was my studio?” His voice didn’t have the usual peppiness now. He was totally serious, totally stern and cold. “Maybe he was mistaken.”

“Maybe,” I said. “He seemed pretty sure about it, but who knows. He’d had a few beers. It’s anyone’s guess, really.”

The atmosphere in the room had turned totally sour and cold. I just wanted to get out of there, so I nodded goodbye and I took off.


CHAPTER 3
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It was only a week later when I received an invitation to a party at Alan’s house. The invitation was extended to the whole office, as well as the other offices where Alan did some casual photographic work. The promise of an open bar ensured that the party was well-attended.

I arrived a bit late because of some errands I had to run for my mother, who had recently moved into a care home. I apologized for my lateness when I arrived at Alan’s big, impressive house. “Don’t apologize, Trevor,” he smiled. He gave me a pat on the shoulder. “I’m just happy you came.”

I saw Barkley across the room, and then I remembered that awkward, cold moment in the hospital room, when I told him about Barkley’s story. Now, Barkley was turning to see me, and he was coming towards us.

My heart began to race. I had an inkling that the lingerie woman was a sore subject, and I had a feeling it was about to be brought up again.

“Trevor!” said Barkley. “And it’s Alan, right? We met about a year or two ago.” Barkley thrusted his hand towards Alan. I could tell that Barkley was dying to ask about the girl.

“I remember,” said Alan. “You’re a good friend of Trevor’s, right?”

“That’s right. Hey! I was actually meaning to ask you a question. That’s your photography studio on Windsor Street there, right?”

I gently grabbed Barkley by the arm, getting his attention. I shook my head.

“What?” he said.

“Yes, that’s my studio,” Alan said.

“I already asked him about the girl you saw,” I said, before it could become an awkward conversation. “Alan doesn’t know who that was.”

“Oh,” said Barkley. “But she did come out of your studio. I’m sure of it. Red doors, brick building—right? I know it was your building. She was beautiful. Red lingerie—or maybe it was pink and it just looked red in the dark. She had long blonde hair. She had one of those little upturned noses. And—oh! I’m sure she had one of those little beauty marks, in the same place Marilyn Monroe had hers. Right here.” He pointed to that spot on the corner of his upper lip. “Freckles too—just light ones, but I could make them out in the dark. And her eyes… I can’t even really describe the colour to you. I want to say hazel, but they were more like… yellow! They were the most fantastic colour of eyes I’ve ever seen in my life.”

Alan had a pale face again. I could tell that he knew the woman. I could tell that this was some sort of sore subject, and maybe I should have tried harder to stop Barkley from running his mouth. “Barkley, maybe just don’t worry about it, alright?”

“I really don’t know her,” said Alan. And then I saw a female friend from the office, so I reached out to tap Barkley on the shoulder. “I really want you to meet Kitty.”

Kitty was an attractive young woman, and I knew she would take Barkley’s attention away from Alan—and I was right. He was like a puppy dog when he saw Kitty, now clad in a low-cut dress. But even with Kitty’s breasts nearly bursting out of her little dress, Alan’s mind still wandered back to that mysterious beauty.

It wasn’t long before Barkley had found me again. “Trev, where’s Alan? I want to ask him another question about that girl.”

“Buddy—I don’t think Alan wants to talk about her. I think it’s… kind of an off-limits topic, if you know what I mean.” I kept my voice low, in case Alan was around.

“I need to ask him a question about her. She’s just… She’s not leaving my mind, and I just need to put this whole thing at rest. Do you know where he is or not?”

I sighed. There was no stopping Barkley. He was going to ask his questions with my permission or not, so I figured I could at least accompany him and hopefully keep him from saying anything too stupid.

We went looking for Alan, but he wasn’t with the rest of the party. We started looking around the big house.

“I don’t think we should be wandering around his place like this,” I said.

“I just have to ask him a question.”

“What’s the question even?” I asked.

“It’s not a big deal. I’ll just ask him.”

“Barkley…”

We heard a clang of metal coming from a doorway far down the hall. We both stopped and looked at each other. It was a loud clang—followed by another. “What on Earth is that?” I asked.

So we both went to the door and pushed it open, revealing Alan’s large home gym. Now, Alan was shirtless, laying on a bench, pushing a barbell with three 45-pound plates on each side, over and over. He was grunting.

We both stood in awe, wondering if we were looking at fake plates. And did that mean that the bulging muscles on Alan’s body were fake too? He was ripped. How did he keep that body hidden underneath his clothes? And why did he keep it hidden!? If I had a body like that, it would be tight tank tops all day, every day!

Finally, he finished his set of fifteen or so reps, and then he sat up. He wiped the sweat from his forehead, and then he turned to look at us. “Oh. Hey, guys,” he said.

“Alan?” I said.

Barkley was totally silent.

I walked over to his barbell and tried to lift an end to see if it was real. “Are you crazy?” I asked.

“Oh. I’ve been lifting for a year or two now.”

“Alan… You really shouldn’t be lifting this much alone. It’s not safe.”

“Oh, I’m fine,” he said. He walked over to a mirror and flexed, making his enormous muscles bulge.

“Did you just leave your party to get a workout in?” Barkley asked, finally breaking his stunned silence.

“I guess so,” Alan said with a laugh. “I just felt this… need to get my blood flowing a bit.” There was a distant beeping, which I hardly noticed until Alan said, “That’s my steak.” We followed Alan through a doorway into a large kitchen. He took a cloth and used it as an oven mitt to pull a cast iron pan out of the oven. On the pan was a large steak. He set it down to rest with a lump of butter on it.

We just stood and watched, seeing the veins on his body throbbing after his super-intense weight-lifting workout.

“Are you going back to the party?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe,” he said. “It’s honestly a bit boring. You know what I really want to do? I want to jump out of a plane. Do you think they would let us do that in the dark? I’ve never heard of nighttime skydiving, but it would intense. Maybe I’ll make a couple calls and see if I can get someone to take us up.”

“I’ll pass,” I said. “And I don’t think that sounds very safe, Alan.”

“Quit being a girl, Trevor,” he said, waving me off. He fetched a steak knife and then he cut himself a massive chunk of steak, thrusting it into his mouth. He hardly even chewed it before swallowing, and that’s when we saw that the steak was hardly cooked at all. It was deep red through and through, and the oven was only set to its lowest setting—hardly a few degrees over the bread-proofing setting.

“Is that safe to eat?” Barkley asked.

“What are you guys, a couple of ladies?”

It was like he was playing a character. It was like he was trying to make us think that he was Mr. Macho.

“I, uh, should probably head back to the party,” I said. “I think Mr. Henson was looking for me.” Then, I looked at Barkley and said, “Didn’t you have a question you wanted to ask Alan?”

“Um…” Barkley paused. “No. I don’t think so. I was just going to ask about a bathroom, but I saw one down the hallway.”

We left that gym and then we looked at each other. The whole scene was so surreal—and so out of character.
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It got even more surreal. The party ended. I went home and went to bed, but was woken up just an hour later by a phone call.

It was the hospital again, and Alan was back in it. I rubbed my eyes and groaned, and then I went down again.

There was a paramedic there who explained the situation to me. He was standing with a man named Norman, who had been at Alan’s party. “I left my wallet at Alan’s house, and didn’t realize it until I went home. I don’t have Alan’s phone number, so I figured I could just swing back to the house to get it. I was surprised to see that the front door was left wide open—but I didn’t think too much into it,” Norman explained. “I called for Alan, but he didn’t answer. I figured the party was still going; maybe everyone is just around back in the hot tub, you know?

“So I just went in to get my wallet. I figured I knew where I left it, and I could grab it quickly without bothering anyone. I went down towards the coat closet, and I heard a groaning sound. At first I thought… you know—someone was getting lucky. But as I was picking my wallet up off of the table where I had set it down earlier, I heard another sharp groan, and this time I was sure that it sounded like someone struggling to breathe. So I went down the hall, towards the sound, and that’s where I found him… on the ground, having a sort of seizure. I called 911 right away.”

“Doctors are running tests right now,” a nurse told me.

I sighed. I was worried about Alan. I knew what Alan wanted me to say, but I wasn’t so confident in Alan’s self-assessment of his medical condition. “I, uh… figure I should just mention…” I started talking, but already felt foolish, as if I was jeopardizing Alan’s health. “He, uh, wants me to tell you that this happens regularly, and it’s not actually a cause for concern. Now—I don’t know if he’s right about that, but he asked me to tell you if this happens again.”

The nurse just stared at me. “His organs are literally failing,” she said. “I really doubt that this is something that happens regularly.”

“Well, that’s just what he told me. And this is what happened last time—a few days ago—and he was totally fine a few hours later.”

But this time was different. This time, a nurse didn’t come out of Alan’s room to tell me that Alan was awake and feeling much better; this time, a nurse came out to tell me that Alan had vanished from his room.

“Did you see him leave?” she asked. She was accompanied by a very concerned-looking doctor.

“N—No,” I said. And I hadn’t fallen asleep this time. I’d been sitting there—and I was fairly sure that there was no other way out of that ward, except through an alarmed emergency exit, or through the paramedic bay (and the paramedics were positive that nobody had gone through).

Now, I didn’t tell you the weirdest part of all of this. I didn’t tell you about the most surreal bit of this wild, crazy story. I didn’t tell you about the woman I saw sneaking out of that ward, wearing only a dainty blue hospital gown, which didn’t even cover her round, perky ass (I will admit that I snuck a peek of that perfect bum as she went by).

The woman was startlingly beautiful. She was the essence of femininity with her soft blonde hair and pouty lips and upturned nose. But there were two features about her that left me absolutely awe-struck: her little Marlyn Monroe beauty mark, and her piercing yellow eyes.

I’d never seen yellow eyes on a person before. I didn’t even know that eyes could be yellow. Surely they were contacts, right?

What struck me hardest was the fact that she perfectly matched Barkley’s description of the beautiful woman that he had seen leaving Alan’d photography studio. Every detail about this woman was the same, including her stunning beauty.

Two other men had seen her as well: the men sitting next to me in that waiting room. Now, one of those men decided to pipe up to the nurse and doctor. “I saw a woman sneaking out of here about fifteen minutes ago,” he said.

“I saw her too,” said the other guy.

“We aren’t looking for a woman. We’re looking for a man.”

My heart raced. Theories started forming in my head. Maybe that woman was helping to sneak Alan out. Maybe she was some girlfriend that he, for some reason, wanted to keep secret…

But why? How did any of that make sense? And why was she wearing a hospital gown?

The nurse and doctor weren’t at all concerned about the woman, but I couldn’t help but dwell on her. “Is there a woman that matches that description here somewhere?”

“Right now, we need to find Dr. Tilley,” the doctor said to me. “His health is our biggest concern at the moment.”

They allowed me through the doorway, into the ward, so I could help look around for Alan. We even went around calling out his name. I was there for another hour before they told me they would give me a call if he showed up again.

Then the police were called, and a missing person case was started. I decided to go to Alan’s house with one of the police officers (they asked me if I would meet them, to give them an account of the night). I showed them where we had the party. The police officers poked around the empty house. I showed them the gym, and they saw the loaded barbell. None of them believed me when I told them that Alan had done more than fifteen reps of the heavy weight.

I was starting to think that Alan’s health condition had something to do with steroid abuse. After all… no man can naturally lift that kind of weight—at least not without at least a decade of devoted training and careful dieting.

I was with an officer in Alan’s kitchen when I heard a voice through the officer’s radio. “We’ve got eyes on a woman around back, leaving the premises,” the crackling voice said. “Wondering if we should pursue.”

“Was she on the property?” Buzzed another voice.

“Roger that.”

“She’s a person of interest. Stop her.”

“She’s dressed, uh… provocatively. Possibly a prostitute.”

“Get a statement.”

My heart raced. I couldn’t help but think of that mysterious woman—especially a few minutes later when I accompanied the officer into Alan’s bedroom, and we found a discarded blue hospital gown.

My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe this series of events; it was so surreal. It was now 4:00 AM, but I wasn’t even a tiny bit tired. My heart was pounding, and adrenaline was surging through me.

After a few hours, I was told to head home. “We’ll be in touch if we have any additional questions.”

I went home, but I couldn’t sleep. There was an enormous stress lingering over me. I couldn’t understand how I had become the police’s civilian point-of-contact with this ‘investigation’. Why me? I really didn’t know Alan that well. Like I said before: we had only gotten together a handful of times. We chatted casually at the office whenever he was in. I thought Alan was a nice guy, and he obviously liked me… but I didn’t know him well enough to be any help in a missing person investigation!

I tried hard to sleep, but I couldn’t.


CHAPTER 4
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It was three days of stress and dread before I received a call from Alan. His voice was frighteningly normal when he said, “I heard there was some panic over the last few days. I’m really sorry that you ended up ensconced in all of that.”

“Where the hell were you!?” I asked.

He chuckled casually, as if his sudden vanishing at the hospital wasn’t a big deal whatsoever. “I went out of town to visit some friends. How was I supposed to know that people were going to freak out like that? I guess I should have told someone that I was leaving.”

It too me a moment to reply. First, I had to shake off my state of dumbfounded confusion. “Alan,” I said. “You’re obviously free to come and go as you please, but you vanished from an intensive care unit at the hospital… in the middle of the night. People thought that you were dying.”

“Trevor,” he said with a sigh. “I told you to tell the doctors not to worry about all of that. Remember? It’s a rare condition, and it’s not as bad as it seems.”

“One of your party guests found you lifeless on the floor,” I said.

“It’s just the condition,” he said. “Like I said; I’m trying to get them to update my medical file so they stop overreacting every time this happens. Really, what I should do is improve my home security. This is twice now in a single week this has happened: someone coming onto my property without permission. If that guy hadn’t let himself into my house, none of this panic would have happened.” Then, he suddenly let out a strange laugh. “It’s water under the bridge. Let’s just forget that it happened.”

I really didn’t know what else to say. I was in too much shock to think of something to say.

But I did start thinking about Alan’s millions of dollars—and the fact that I was one of few people listed in his will. Again, I wasn’t crossing my fingers that he was going to drop dead. I liked Alan, even though I was beginning to realize that he had some weird quirks. But it really was starting to seem like him dropping dead was a real possibility.

I felt guilty, fantasizing about Alan’s death—but those thoughts kept sneaking into my head.

And there was another ‘thought’ that I couldn’t stop thinking about: that strange woman who darted out of the hospital in the middle of that very strange night, dressed only in that loose-fitting baby-blue hospital gown. I couldn’t stop thinking about her perfect body, her gorgeous face, her long soft blonde hair bouncing on her shoulders… and the fact that she matched Barkley’s description perfectly of the woman he saw leaving Alan’s photography studio in the middle of the night.

Somehow, I knew that woman had something to do with all of this strangeness.

I found myself playing the role of investigator over the coming days, during slow hours at work. I wanted to see if I could figure out who that woman was.

I had this dreadful idea in my head that she was trying to kill Alan. Maybe she had snuck her way into his will, and now she was trying to do away with him so that she could walk off with some easy millions. Maybe when Barkley saw her, she was working on seducing Alan. He said he saw her in lingerie, leaving his place. Maybe that was her making Alan fall in love with her. And maybe she was poisoning him—maybe that explained these mysterious blackouts, these countless near-death experiences. So maybe she snuck into the hospital, dressed as a patient, and tried to finish the job while the doctors weren’t paying attention—and then we all saw her darting off when she abandoned her plan after nearly being caught.

It was a theory—and it seemed absurd, but how else could one explain her constant appearance?

I wanted to think that she was just a friend—or a lover. It didn’t matter to me, as long as she wasn’t trying to harm my friend. First, I needed to figure out who she was, so I found myself looking through Alan’s photography website, which had thousands and thousands of photos hosted on it, from all of his photography jobs.

I had a perfectly clear image of this woman in my head, even though I had only seen her for a few brief seconds. I knew exactly what her face looked like, because it was so strikingly beautiful; Barkley was right (assuming I saw the same woman): her beauty was otherworldly. In fact, I would maybe even go so far to say that she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Barkley certainly seemed to think so…

I looked through photo after photo, mulling through all of the photoshoots Alan had conducted in his studio. It took hours, but I eventually did find her.

And when I found her, I gasped, recognizing her stunning femininity instantly. There was just something so… womanly about the way that she glowed. She had a radiance, and I’m really not sure how else to describe it. Of course there was also the fact that she had piercing canary-coloured eyes, which made her unmistakable.

But something was a bit different about the girl in the photos. She looked… younger. She looked a lot younger, as if she was still just a teenager—and even then, just barely.

They were tasteful photos, looking like they were done for some middle-school graduation.

The photos were a year old.

I couldn’t understand how she had gone from being so young just a year ago, to being an adult, in such a short period of time. Maybe those photos were much older, and he had just posted them a year ago…

I continued my investigation. I went to one of those AI likeness-finder websites. It was a paid site, so I had to pay $25 to search the whole internet for the girl—and the site turned up results. It found an Instagram page that clearly belonged to the girl. It was filled with photos of her.

And scrolling through the photo feed, I could see the girl as she aged. In every photo, she looked a few months older. From the start to the end of the feed, she seemed to age about ten years… But the account had only existed for eighteen months.

Was she just a very-late bloomer? Did she not sprout until she was eighteen?

That AI investigation website also turned up an adult X page that she had made. It was filled with seductive photos of her in dainty lingerie. I could tell that Alan had taken the photos in his studio; I recognized the white-washed brick and the tall floor-to-ceiling loft-style windows. I also recognized Alan’s distinct style. There was a dreaminess to Alan’s photography style: a softness in the highlights, and a sharpness in the shadows. There was also a certain way that he liked to frame his photos, certain angles that he seemed to love more than others—and all of those qualities were in those spicy photos.

And there were hundreds of photos, so I could only assume that Alan and this girl were intimate partners. I mean—why else would he had hundreds of photos from dozens and dozens of photoshoots of the same girl?

My theory was unchanged; I was sure that this girl had wriggled her way into Alan’s will, and now she was trying to kill him in some discreet, clever way.

It was the only theory that explained everything.

And now, I felt an obligation to help save Alan. I couldn’t let someone kill him, even if it would benefit me financially; I wasn’t interested in making a fortune if it meant the destruction of a good person.

It was the very next night that I decided to pay Alan a visit. I made a call to ask if he was home before heading over. He met me at his gate, which had recently been installed. Cameras were in the process of being mounted on tall posts, pointed in every direction: an intricate security system, but not necessarily being put in for security, but to make sure that nobody tried to save him while he was having heart-stopping seizures. There were people working on mounting big flood lights.

Now, he looked just fine, smile on his face, glow to his skin. “It’s great to see you, Trevor,” he said to me. He looked up at the crew mounting the lights. “Lights are going up today, but the electrician can’t be here until Friday to run power to them. Anyway—Come on in.”

I went in with him. He motioned towards a pair of tennis rackets by the door and said, “Want to play a round? I honestly feel bad letting that tennis court out back go unused. My father was a big tennis fan, and he spent a small fortune putting that court in… and I think I’ve used it, like, twice.”

“To be honest, I’ve never played,” I said. “And I unfortunately can’t stay for too long. I really just wanted to have a quick chat with you about something that I think is… important.”

“If this is about all of the hospital nonsense, I really don’t want to get into that again,” he said, waving me off. “I just spent days dealing with the police about it, and now I have a medical lawyer working on getting them to put a do-not-act order on my medical file—and that’s been a whole gruelling process. I want a mental break from all of that.”

“Well, I will admit that it does have a little bit to do with that, and I’m only going to bring it up because I care about you, Alan.”

He sighed. “Please don’t bother,” he said. “Let’s just play tennis. I know you said that you don’t play—but I will help you to learn. I bet you’ll love it—and I’d love to have a tennis partner. I really love competition, and I have almost none of it in my life. Come on.”

I reluctantly went with him to his tennis court. He gave me a pair of white shorts to wear, and a tennis shirt. He served a soft ball to me, which I returned half-decently. He smiled. “Hey, you’re not that bad. Are you sure you’ve never played?” After a few rallies, he decided to step it up. Out of nowhere, he suddenly became competitive. He was smashing balls hard towards me, and I was sprinting to try to return them.

There were moments when he would stop and give me pointers. He showed me how to hold the racket. He explained how to hit the ball properly so that it would go where I wanted it to go. He showed me how to get top-spin. I will admit that it was a good time, until I managed to hit a perfect return, which took him by surprise.

His attitude suddenly shifted from playful to serious. He screamed, “Fuck! How did I miss that!?” His sudden outburst made me pause.

“Let’s play for points,” he said, wiping beads of sweat from his forehead.

“I really should be leaving soon—and I still want to talk to you about something quite serious,” I said.

He said nothing, waving me off, shaking his head, seemingly annoyed by me bringing up the seizure thing again without actually mentioning it.

I had never played tennis, but I had always had good endurance. I was a runner in high-school, and I still tried to get out whenever I had free time.

Alan was strong and fit—but in terms of endurance… it was clearly something that he didn’t prioritize. He could smash those balls hard, but after a few rallies for points, I could tell that he was getting tired.

But he seemed to be enjoying the competition, so I decided to put in a bit of effort. I identified his weakness (his endurance), so I tried to make him run as much as possible, hitting balls left, then right, then left, then right… His exhaustion started to get to him, even though he was winning. Now, he was starting to stumble. He was starting to miss shots. At first, it was just mild frustration—but then it turned into something that scared me. He screamed loudly. He smashed his tennis racket into the ground.

Suddenly, I found myself caught up. I was making a comeback, and I couldn’t help but let a grin slip. He was a better tennis player, without a doubt, but he just didn’t have the endurance to play a long game. I tried my best, wanting him to have a taste of the competition he told me that he loved.

But now, I was starting to think that he wasn’t really so fond of competition. It was starting to seem like what he really liked was winning.

So when I beat him for that final point, he screamed loud profanities and he smashed his tennis racket into two pieces on the ground before throwing it against the large chainlink fence. “Fuck this,” he said. “Fuck this absolutely bullshit!”

I stood there awkwardly as he stormed off. He threw a punch at a tree while leaving the court, and then I heard him cry out in pain. I rushed over to see if he was okay, but he pushed me away. His face was red with anger, and I knew that it was my time to leave.

I looked down and saw blood on my shirt. Then, I looked at him and could see blood dripping from a distance. There was even blood on the tree. He had badly mangled his hand punching the tree. “Alan!” I called out. “Please let me look at your hand.”

Then he turned to me with a scowl. “I’m a fucking doctor, Trevor. I don’t need you to look at my hand!”

I was seeing a dark, ugly side of Alan that I didn’t like. I’d never seen someone react so gruesomely to losing a friendly match. He was throwing a violent tantrum, and he had certainly broken at least a few bones in his hand.

I decided to follow him, even though he was in a lousy mood. “It wasn’t a fair game, Alan. The sun was to my back—and it was in your eyes,” I said. “We can have a rematch another day. Please, let me take you to the hospital to have your hand looked at.”

“I think it’s best that you leave,” he hissed. The voice coming out of his mouth didn’t even sound like his own, as if he was possessed by some sort of demon.

“Alan, please,” I said.

“Go!”

I sighed, and then I said, “I still want to ask you about a girl that you know. I believe her name is Cassidy.”

He paused, eyes widening. “Cassidy? I don’t know a Cassidy,” he said.

“Well, I don’t know if that’s her real name, but I believe that’s the name she goes by online. I, uh, found her while looking through some of your photos.”

“What photos!?” he snapped.

“Old photos on your website.” I stepped back slightly, worried he was about to throw a punch. “Alan, I only bring it up because I care about your well-being. I don’t really know your relationship with the girl, but I do know that you’ve been taking her photo for at least a year. Please, Alan, just hear me out. I’m just concerned about your health.”

He took a few deep breaths, and then the redness started to leave his face. His eyes widened into guilty, glistening bulbs. He let out a sigh and then he shook his head. “I—I’m sorry, Trevor,” he said. “I don’t know what came over me. I just… I threw a little bit of a fit there. I guess I’ve been letting some frustrations pent up. All this nonsense with the hospitals… they’re trying to force me in for tests that I don’t need. And the police keep coming to bother me, so I have to deal with lawyers. It’s been a lot, Trevor. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to take it out on you.”

I looked at his badly damaged hand. “Can I take you to the hospital?”

“I can deal with this myself. Maybe you can help me. Come on.” He led me to his surgical theatre. He pointed to a closet and told me to put on some scrubs. “Wash your hands, and put on some sterile gloves,” he said. “I’m going to have you help stitch the skin, and then I’ll need you to help brace my hand while I reposition the bones.”

It all was quite gruesome, and I will spare you the details. I was quite impressed by how cooly he handled the self-operation. I acted like a nurse… a terrible nurse who couldn’t stand to look at his gaping wounds.

He did take a strong pain-killer, and he numbed the area with some injection or another. But even still… I wouldn’t be able to snap my bones straight like he did. I wouldn’t be able to squeeze my skin together and stitch myself up like that.

He was proving that he truly was medically trained.

I helped him to clean everything up, and to sterilize the area. Then, we went together to his living room. “I’ll order us some dinner,” he said. “Help yourself to a drink, Trevor. Don’t be shy; pick the good stuff. There’s a scotch on the top shelf that I think you’ll love.”

We ordered Chinese takeout.

While we were waiting for the food, he went out to gather his things that he had left on the tennis court, and then he went to change into some clean clothes.

I noticed that he was looking quite tired. His head kept falling forward, and then he would catch it with a start. His eyes were heavy. He barely made it through eating. I went to the bathroom and returned, and found him passed out on the couch, snoring loudly.

I fetched a blanket and covered him up. I had a feeling that his exhaustion was a combination of his hectic week and the extra-strength painkillers he took to get himself through his hand operation.

I spent some time cleaning up the area. It was late when I went to find my car keys. I was quite tired myself from the day’s commotion. I couldn’t remember where I had left my keys in his large house. After searching for twenty minutes, I realized that they were out on the tennis court, so I went out. But the tennis court gate was locked. Alan must have locked it when he went to retrieve his things.

“Shit,” I muttered. Then, I went back to the house. Alan had a number of guest rooms, and I figured he wouldn’t mind me crashing in one of them. I didn’t want to wake him to ask if it was okay, and I didn’t want to wake him to get him to unlock the tennis gate; I wanted him to rest, and to recover.


CHAPTER 5
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Ihad the most peculiar night—so peculiar that I was almost sure that it was a dream when I woke up.

I fell asleep quite quickly. The guest bed in Alan’s main guest room was ruthlessly comfortable, like being engulfed by a cloud. In fact, as I dozed off, I felt a terrible dread at the thought of returning to my usual bed, knowing that I would probably never be able to afford whatever bed I was now resting on.

But I didn’t stay asleep long. I don’t think I was asleep for a full two hours when I woke up to feeling something coming onto the bed. I could feel the weight of another body, repositioning on that bed. I turned my head, overwhelmed by a sudden terror, which was amplified when I saw the figure of a person looming over me.

I wasn’t able to speak, but the figure brought a finger to its lips and spoke. “Don’t be too loud. We don’t want to wake up the doctor,” she said with a remarkably sultry voice. It was a feminine voice, and as my eyes adjusted, I could see that she had a feminine figure.

It was only another few seconds before I recognized other features: the beauty mark and the yellow eyes. I let out a gasp, and managed to speak a single word through my terror: “You.”

“Do you know me?” she asked with a grin. “Should I know you?”

“I—I’ve heard of you.”

“From who?” she asked. I could see her eyes narrowing in that dark room.

I paused. “A friend.”

“What friend?”

“His name is Barkley. He saw you one night and told me about you. He, uh, was quite captivated by you. And to be quite honest with you, I’ve actually been trying to track you down to talk to you.”

“To me?” she asked, interested. “And why am I so popular?”

“I want to know how you know my friend, Alan,” I said, sitting up, finding myself eye to eye with her. She was intimidatingly beautiful. It was hard not to look down her body. Now, she was wearing lingerie, which hugged her skin like it was formed to it. It was translucent, not hiding her nipples, or the general radiance of her skin. But it was her lips that had me most captivated: they were so plump and so soft. I’d never been so captivated by a pair of lips! I didn’t even know lips could be so enticing.

“I’m a friend of Alan’s. Nothing more. Why? Did someone tell you otherwise?”

“I know that he has friends. I haven’t met many of them,” I said. “And… I’m sure you’re aware of Alan’s health condition?”

“Of course,” she said. “It’s terrible, isn’t it? But it’s not a big deal, like everyone thinks it is. It’s only terrible because people make such a big deal out of it.” She blinked a few times and then she smiled. “Aren’t you going to make a move on me?”

“A move?” I asked, stuttering slightly. My heart was racing now. Was she seducing me? And where did she come from? Had she been in that big house this whole time?

“I’m presenting myself to you in lingerie, and you’re just asking me about my friend. If you don’t want to have me, that’s fine; I can pleasure myself.”

I was speechless. Was she making a strange joke?

Then, she leaned over me, making me fall back down onto the bed. She hovered over me, filling my nostrils with the smell of her perfume. I stuttered again, this time unable to say whatever it was that I was trying to say. Her nipples grazed my chest as she leaned in. She brought her lips to my ear, and her hot breath sent a tingle down my spine. “You can have me. Let’s just try not to wake the doctor.”

“O—Okay,” I said, caving to my masculine desires. How could I turn her down? What man would turn down a lingerie-clad supermodel? “But… I have to ask first…” She grazed my chest with her fingertips, making me stutter again. She let her fingernails gently graze my penis.

“What is it?”

“You haven’t had a, uh, hand in… Alan’s condition. Have you?”

She giggled. “A hand in it?” she said. “Of course not. And please, Trevor. Stop obsessing over his condition. It’s not worth obsessing over.”

I wanted to ask her how she knew my name, but her sexual aura left me speechless. She began to kiss my nipple, making me tingle all over. Her fingers found my cock and she gently played with it until I was hard. Then, she went down, slipping my hardened shaft into her warm mouth. She sucked. She licked. She tickled my tip with her tongue. She giggled. The sounds of her cute giggles were even more arousing than the moves of her tongue.

“You’re very attractive,” I managed to say.

“Thank you.” She smiled, wiping the spit from her lips as my cock’s tip rested on her chin. “Dr. Tilley is helping to launch my modelling career.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“And… Would he be upset to find us together right now?” I asked nervously. I wanted to ask if she was dating him in any capacity, but I knew she wouldn’t give me a straight answer.

“On the contrary,” she said. “He would be thrilled. But the doctor needs his rest.”

Then, she stood up on her knees and slid down her lingerie one-piece, revealing her whole body, which included a half-erect penis.

That penis made me freeze.

How was it possible? Was it a gag? Was this some sort of prank? Was this Alan’s idea of a joke?

It was real; I could see it throbbing. I could see it twitch as it grew longer and stood more upright. “You’re… trans?”

“I’m still transitioning,” she said. “Dr. Tilley is helping me with that too. Is that an issue for you?”

I was silent a moment. It wasn’t an issue; I just hadn’t seen it coming.

“I promise my asshole feels just as good,” she grinned. Then, she took my saliva-slicked cock and pulled it to her puckering hole. She sat down slowly, letting out a groan. She sunk down until her butt cheeks were firmly on my lap. I was deep inside of her as her cock stood stiff, uptight, like a flagpole without a flag.

I couldn’t believe it. The most beautiful woman I’d seen in my life… and she wasn’t even born a woman!

She rose up and feel down with grace. She looked so stunning, her breasts bouncing and jiggling. I reached out and cupped them. I squeezed them. She moaned. Her butthole clenched hard as pleasure surged through her. She took my hand and pulled it down to her cock. She curled my fingers around her shaft, and I knew that she wanted me to stroke her off, so I started stroking her. I pumped her with a tight fist. She moaned beautifully.

“Don’t stop,” she said softly. “Keep going. Don’t stop. Please. Pump me faster.”

So I pumped her faster—until she was spraying my chest with long streaks of cum. She let out a beautiful sound as she experienced that intense orgasm—and the sound alone was enough to make me cum inside of her.

It was short sex. How could any man last more than a couple of minutes inside a goddess like her? She stood up slowly. My cum fell out of her and oozed down her thighs. She giggled, and then she bent forward and started to lick her own cum off of my chest and abs in a feline sort of way.

Everything she did was so ruthlessly feminine, so sexy, so alluring. I was rock hard again in just a minute. She eyed my cock and smiled. “Want to fuck me again?” she asked. She didn’t wait for an answer. She took my cock and put it back into her asshole, which was now lubricated by my warm cum. Just like that, I was fucking her again. She folded over me and I thrusted hard into her, while her cock mashed against my pelvis. She came before me again, spewing warm cum onto my tummy before I filled her tight hole one more time.

My head was spinning. Even in the moment, I wasn’t sure if any of this was real. She stood up in the darkened room and smiled at me. “I should go.”

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“I hope I’ll see you again, Trevor.”

“How do you know my name?” I asked.

But I got no answer. She picked up her lingerie and giggled as she ran out of the room. I was absolutely stunned into a state of disbelief.

Did any of it really happen? And if so… why? Why would a woman like her want to be with a man like me? And where did Alan find her? Did he find her as a man and had he overseen her whole transition? Or did she find him as a trans girl already?

The woman had left me with more questions than answers, and I was starting to think that I wasn’t going to figure any of them out anytime soon.


CHAPTER 6
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Imet with Alan in the kitchen the next morning. He looked well-rested, smiling as he sipped from his coffee. “I’m glad you stayed the night,” he said to me. “When I woke up and saw your car out there, I was worried you had wasted money on a cab.”

“I’m glad you don’t mind me staying,” I said with a smile.

“Of course. You can stay anytime you’d like. Consider my house your house.”

“How is your hand, Alan?”

He held it up. He moved his fingers. It didn’t look like he had more than a few scratches that were lightly bandaged.

“My God, Alan. It looks like it was never hurt,” I said.

“I don’t think the damage was ever as bad as it looked,” he said. But I had seen the damage. I had seen the open wounds, with the broken bones sticking out gruesomely. He should have been without a useable hand for months!

“It’s all about how you realign the bones. If you do it right, healing doesn’t take long at all,” he claimed, but it seemed hard to believe. Everything about Alan and his house made me think of some Twilight Zone episode. I took a closer look at his hand.

“Remarkable,” I said. Then, I looked at him and said, “Your female friend… Cassidy. Does she live here?”

He stared at me for a long moment, and then he sighed. “You’re really twisting my arm into telling you about her, aren’t you? Well—I will admit it, that I have a friend named Cassidy. Well, she’s both a friend and a patient. I hate to admit that I lied to you, Trevor, but there is a good reason for it, and I can tell you… but I would ask that you promise to keep it a secret.”

“Of course,” I said. “I mean—assuming you aren’t breaking the law.”

“Well, that’s just the issue,” he said. “Technically, I can’t legally practice medicine without meeting certain regulations. Doctors can’t just practice in their houses without getting certain permits and whatnot. My dad had all of that figured out, but those permits expired, and certain regulations have changed since then. Well—I’ve been doing some procedures for Cassidy, here in the house. I’ve been giving her medical care that she hasn’t been able to get elsewhere. I promise that everything I’m doing is safe. She’s in good hands. It’s nothing that I can’t do. But legally… no, I shouldn’t be doing it in the house.”

I let out a sigh. This was a big revelation. Suddenly, this whole crazy scenario was starting to make sense. Alan had been helping a young trans woman transition. He had befriended her and was also helping her to achieve her dream of being a model. “So tell me, Alan, to help me put these pieces together in my head: why was Cassidy at the hospital that night?”

“Cassidy has been in and out of the hospital for the past few years. She’s getting certain treatments from me, but she’s also getting treatments through the medical system. She’s undergone a number of operations at the hospital. I believe she had her breasts done recently. Maybe that’s why she was there.”

“The timing is just peculiar,” I said. “And why was she running out? And why did she come to your house right after?”

“I don’t know why she ran out; that would be a question for her. I’m sure there’s a reason for it, Trevor. As for why she came here—well, that’s simple: she lives here. Well, she lives here sometimes. Not always.”

“Is she here now?” I asked.

“I’m not sure, to be honest,” he said. “She comes and goes as she pleases. She’s a sweet girl, so I opened my house to her.”

“Well, that’s very noble of you,” I said. I felt my cheeks beginning to blush. I didn’t want to tell him that I’d fucked Cassidy not once, but twice that night. “And… she’s just a friend to you?”

“A dear friend,” he said.

I bit the edge of my tongue. I was trying to get a read on him. I didn’t want to think that I slept with his lover. “You can tell me if there’s anything else there, Alan,” I said with a grin. “She’s a beautiful woman.”

“There’s nothing else,” he said, turning a strange shade of white. “Nothing at all.”

I poured myself a mug of coffee, drank it quickly, and then offered to strip my bed before leaving. “Don’t worry about that,” he said. “That’s actually part of my deal with Cassidy. She lives here rent-free, and I help her with her transition, and to pay me back, she helps to cook and clean.”

“That sounds like a wonderful deal,” I said. “Well, when you see her, thank her for me. I hate to leave the bed like that, but if you insist…”

I felt better about everything when I returned home. Yes, Alan was breaking the law a little bit, but it seemed harmless enough. He was making someone happy and hurting nobody. It was a victimless crime. Was it even a crime? It was more like a bylaw violation—hardly worth losing sleep over.

Though I was still worried about Alan’s health. I really wasn’t so sure about his assessment of his condition. The doctors and nurses at the hospital were positive that he was near death both times that he was admitted—and how could Alan be so sure that he wasn’t? Maybe he’d just gotten lucky up until this point.

I really wasn’t sure what to think of Alan’s condition, but I decided that it wasn’t worth stressing over. You can only help a person so much; if he wanted help, he needed to attempt to help himself in some capacity. Or maybe he wasn’t lying to me; maybe his condition wasn’t a big problem. Maybe it wasn’t as bad as it looked.
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It was the next day when I received a phone call from Barkley, which brought a whole new set of questions into the picture.

“It’s going to be a long story,” he said. “But you really should listen to what happened… I’m not even sure that I believe what I saw.”

“What did you see?” I asked.

“Okay, well, first of all, I was thinking about that woman again. I’ll be honest and tell you that I think about her all the time; she was so gorgeous, and I just wanted to see if she was real, so I went out for a walk. I decided to just walk over to that photography studio—I don’t know… half-hoping that she would be there. I knew that it was a long-shot… but when I was walking up the road, near midnight, I saw that the light was on in the studio. I walked around the block and looked up into the windows. I could see a figure moving around in the studio—and it was definitely a woman—and she was definitely dressed… provocatively.

“Anyway, I walked around until I found a half-decent vantage point. I could see into one part of the studio, so I kind of just stayed there, waiting. I saw the odd glimpse of the woman, and I could tell that it was her. I could just tell from her figure; she had that perfect body that just doesn’t exist outside of… paintings. So I kept watching, and I saw that she was doing a sort of lingerie photoshoot—sexy stuff, posing really provocatively.

“I have to admit that my eyes were popping out of my head every time I saw her. Even from half a block away, she was breathtaking. And I saw her with a camera and a tripod. I realized she was alone taking the photos. She would set up the camera, put it on a timer, and she would walk back and forth, hitting the button and then posing before doing it all over again.

“I hate to even admit this to you, but I stood there for over an hour watching. I kept to the shadow between two buildings, feeling a bit like a peeping tom… but I was actually waiting for her to come out. Not in a creepy way or anything, but I just wanted to ask her for her phone number. I knew that I had no chance, but I knew that I had to try.

“But when she came out, I froze up. She was too overwhelmingly beautiful to approach. I got scared. I kept my distance. I watched as she went over to an old truck and got in. I think it was a Ford F-150. Anyway, I got into my car and followed. At this point, I felt like a serious creep, but I had a feeling I would never see her again. If I knew where she lived, I could go and ask her out anytime, so I just… followed. It seemed harmless at the time, though I know that it sounds creepy.

“Here’s where it gets weird. She drove to Alan’s mansion. She drove right up to the gate, hit a button in her car somewhere, and the gate opened. She drove right in, parked, and went in through the front door, using a key.

“So at this point, I figured that she was Alan’s girlfriend or something, even though Alan pretended like he didn’t know her. Anyway… I went to do a U-turn at that gate… but it was really dark. There were big flood lights on poles there, but they weren’t turning on, so I couldn’t see the gate. I ended up backing right into Alan’s gate, putting a big dent in my car, and in his gate. I felt awful—and I hated the idea of leaving it like that for him to find in the morning.

“I just wanted to come clean, and I saw that lights were on in the house, so I went around the big gate to a gap in the fence, which I could fit through. I felt awkward, walking up to his house at that hour, but I just wanted to come clean about the accident so that I could sleep feeling a bit less guilty.

“I knocked at the door, but nobody answered. I waited and waited, and then I peeked through the window next to the door. I think they call them side-lights, right? Anyway—I looked through, just to see if someone was coming, and that’s when I saw that girl, lying on the ground, looking dead as if someone had clonked her over the head and knocked her right out! She was naked, her clothes discarded on the ground next to her. I was afraid that someone had been about to rape her, but my knock scared them off!

“The door was unlocked. I rushed over to the girl and tried to wake her up. She was breathing, but hardly—almost wheezing as if she was struggling to take in air. I reached for my phone, but I realized I’d left it in my car. Then I checked her purse to see if she had a phone, but there wasn’t one. No house phone around. I wanted to call the cops. So I ran out to my car, which was a long way. I got my phone—and of course it was dead. I figured there would be an iPhone charger somewhere in that house, so I ran back in to find it. If I could just charge it for a minute, I could call an ambulance.

“But when I got back in, the girl was… convulsing. She was twitching and gasping loudly. I fell down to her side and tried to support her neck. And that—that’s when she started to change.

“I don’t know how to explain it to you, Trevor. I—I don’t think you’ll believe it, but I watched that woman change. I watched her body stretch. I heard bones grinding and I saw skin stretching taut before becoming suddenly loose. I gasped and fell back, dropping her head to the hard, cold ground. I nearly screamed at the sight…

“And then suddenly, I wasn’t looking at that beautiful woman. She was just… gone. I was staring at Alan, who was now naked and groggy. He was totally out of sorts. He blinked a few times and then his gaze found me… I was speechless. I was horrified. I felt sick with terror.

“I just ran. I didn’t stay to talk to him. I—I didn’t even tell him about the gate. Oh, Trevor, I know that it sounds so ridiculously unbelievable, but I promise you that it happened! I swear to God that I saw it with my own eyes. I watched that woman morph into Alan. I watched her breasts just suck up into his chest. I watched her long hair shrivel back into his head. She was beautiful in one moment, and then… she was Alan!”

“What you’re saying is impossible,” I said.

“Believe me: I know that,” Barkley said to me. “And I wish to God that I hadn’t seen it… but I saw it. And now I’m afraid. I feel like I saw a glitch in the matrix that I wasn’t meant to see. I feel like I need to stay far, far away from that place. And how am I ever supposed to be able to trust a woman again? How can I take a woman into my bed and just trust that she’s everything that she appears to be? My God, Trevor! I saw something absolutely horrifying last night, and I wish to God that I could un-see it.”

“Maybe you were dreaming.”

“I wasn’t,” he said. And I did believe him. As remarkably insane as his story sounded… I believed the conviction in his voice.

And then came the dread of knowing that I had slept… with Alan.

I can’t say why I believed the story. Maybe it was Barkley’s tone of conviction, or maybe it was a culmination of everything. Maybe it was the fact that it perfectly explained the strange occurrence in the hospital when Alan went missing, and Cassidy ran out. Maybe it made more sense than rational, normal reality.

I got into my car and headed straight to Alan’s house. I had to confront him. I had to demand an answer from him, no matter what. I needed to force him to tell me the truth, because now, I was a victim in this crazy scenario. Cassidy had slipped into my bed and seduced me—and if she was really Alan, I needed to know. I dreaded to think that I had slept with a man in the form of a woman… and I wished that I could regain my ignorance.

I pulled up to the gate of his house and saw the large dent. I parked my car and buzzed. After a few minutes, I decided to slip through the same portion of unfinished fencing that Barkley had presumably went through. I went to the door, but before I knocked, I saw blood. There was blood on the door knob, blood on the door frame, and through the side-light I could see blood on the floor. I tried the door and it was unlocked. I rushed in and called for Alan, now worried that something truly horrible had happened to my friend, or to his trans girl roommate (if they were even different people).

“Alan!” I shouted. “Alan, are you okay!?”

I phoned the police instantly. Then, I noticed a letter on a small table near the door, and it was addressed to me in shaky handwriting. I approached it slowly and lifted it up. My heart was racing as I opened it, feeling a thick note inside: at least a few pages thick, with writing on both sides. The handwriting was shaky: done by a nervous hand. I knew instantly that the letter contained a confession… and possibly more. I was terrified that it was some sort of suicide note, addressed to me. I just prayed that the note wouldn’t turn me into a suspect in some murder case.


CHAPTER 7
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NOTE LEFT FOR TREVOR, BY DR. ALAN TILLEY

Ihave a terrible confession to make to you, my friend, and I fear that your friend, Barkley, has already told about what he saw. He left before I could explain myself to him, and hopefully you find this note, so that I can explain everything to you, so you can hear my side of the story. I don’t want you to think that I’m some sort of monster, and I don’t want you to think that I deceived you, because I didn’t—at least not knowingly.

Can one unknowingly deceive another?

In order to explain my side of the story, I have to go back three years, actually quite close to the time we met. My uncle had just passed, and he had left me a journal in his will, which had belonged to my father. I read it over the course of a few days. In the journal, my father detailed some of the experiments he had been conducting over the years. My father, as I’ve told you before, was somewhat obsessed with the idea of being responsible for some scientific breakthrough. He was convinced that he would discover some medical advancement that would change the world, and near the end of his journal, he claimed that he had been very, very close with one certain experiment.

I found the journal for the particular experiment. I mulled over all of the papers, and I researched the chemicals he had been using and whatnot. Over the coming weeks, I started recreating some of his experiments, to see if I could replicate his results.

I will try my best to explain to you what my father was attempting to do, though I know that it will sound quite strange.

He was trying to isolate unwanted personality traits, so that they could be chemically targeted and eradicated… like a very targeted lobotomy. The idea was that a violent criminal could have his violent tendencies removed while maintaining any positive traits that he may have.

My father was convinced that it was possible using chemicals. Essentially, he had found that by slightly altering certain compounds, certain personality traits could be exaggerated. So, for instance, with mice, he was able to make territorial mice even more aggressively territorial by giving them a certain elixir. Likewise, he could make nurturing mice even more nurturing.

He thought if he could exaggerate a trait, he could also eradicate it—but he never quite figured out how to do that.

He had also never tested his elixirs on humans. But one night—actually after the staff Christmas party at your office—I came home, feeling a bit brave (and admittedly drunk), and I decided to test the elixir on myself. I, admittedly, had struggled with feelings of being… not masculine enough. I’d always felt weak compared to my fellow men. I’d always felt like my interests were more feminine, and I thought that had something to do with my bad luck with women. And I’d managed to adapt my father’s elixir to target what I would call ‘masculinity’ in mice. I fed a dose to myself.

And my God, Trevor! It worked! I woke up feeling strong. I didn’t feel nearly as emotional about things. I had energy. I tested my blood multiple times over the coming days, and I saw that I was naturally producing more testosterone. I was more confident around women.

It really worked. So I gave myself another dose, and then I felt even more powerful. I will admit that I found myself getting carried away, but it was hard not to. I was noticing women looking at me. My body was quickly becoming stronger. It was like I would workout for a single hour, and the next day, I would have another two pounds of muscle on my body! Men will workout for months to get muscle gains like that!

It was fantastic… for weeks. I felt strong and I felt… manly. I felt like I’d found a cure for low testosterone in men, if nothing else…

But then I started noticing that I was having outbursts. I noticed that small things could make me turn suddenly angry, and sometimes violent. I suddenly found that I was hyper-competitive with everything. I found that I needed an outlet for my aggression, or I would take it out on people, the way I took it out on you when we played that round of tennis (and again, I’m sorry for how I acted).

And I felt something else too: something deep inside of me that, perhaps, I’d lost. It was like the sudden surge of manliness (if you want to call it that) had pushed down something else, some other aspect of me. It hadn’t eradicated it, it just hid it away, but I felt that side of me wanting to come out.

And then I had my first ‘seizure’, after a photoshoot at my studio. I thought that I was dying. My body was failing me and I lost control. I fell to the ground and blacked out, and then I had what I thought was a dream: a dream in which I was a woman. But it was so realistic.

I put on the only female clothing that I had near me: a dress from a prom photoshoot I’d done recently. I felt so cute and pretty. I felt so good. It was so relieving to let that feminine side of me out, after it had been repressed for so long. God, it felt so good. And I had this weird desire to just be out around people. I wanted people to see me and admire me.

But I looked into the mirror and saw that I was… young. Frighteningly young. I think that I know why I was young, though it’s only a theory, so bear with my hypothesis for a moment. I think that this feminine side of me had been repressed to a degree, long before I took that elixir. I think the feminine side of every man is young, having only lived a fraction of the time as their masculine side.

I stayed in the studio. I took photos of myself, and then, about twenty-four hours later, I blacked out again, and woke up as myself.

I thought that it was a dream, but I saw the photos that I had taken, which I took to prove it to myself. Then it happened again two weeks later. I was terrified, so I stayed inside again, though I had this strange desire to be out, around people. I wanted to be… around men especially.

This started happening more frequently.

And the more it happened, the more my feminine persona ‘aged’. As I started to live more as a woman, my woman persona became older. Soon enough, it was ‘adult’, if that makes sense, though I had no real benchmark or barometer to tell you how I knew that; I suppose it was just intuition.

I took tons of pictures of myself. I don’t know why, but I was just obsessed with taking photos of myself. I got a rush posting them online for people to see. I was seeking some sort of validation, and there was a crazy thrill to getting that validation. So one day, I went out. There was a ‘lingerie’ night at a dancing club near my studio, and I wanted to go so badly, to be seen and admired… I think that’s when your friend first saw me. I felt so embarrassed, running down the street in lingerie like that. But I was so excited.

I got the club and the whole thing became like a blur. There were so many emotions swirling inside of me. At one point, a man had his hands on me while we danced. He felt me all over. I leaned into him and felt that he was erect, and I was so excited to think that I could do that to a man!

And so I let him take me to his house. I went down onto my knees and I let him slip his big, hard shaft into my mouth, and I sucked him until he came. It was a bitter taste, but I swallowed it nonetheless, because I knew that he wanted me to. I never went further than that, because… well, because I still had a penis.

When I turned into a woman, I didn’t fully transform at first—and I still don’t fully transform. I think that I could continue taking doses of that elixir to make the transformation more complete (I will get to that later in this confession). But I still had a fully functioning penis, and I was terrified the man would hurt me if he found out, so I kept it hidden.

This went on for a year. I would always dread those transformations. They weren’t painful, though they were awkward and uncomfortable, especially when they happened unexpectedly. Sometimes I just didn’t have enough time to get into a hidden spot. Sometimes I didn’t have time to go and lock my doors before I was seized by that powerful wave of feminine energy.

Those blackouts were scary, and losing control of myself to that feminine possession was scary. But when I was a girl—when I am a girl—I feel so happy… so fulfilled.

But because of the sudden, unexpected transformations, I’ve had to be careful about being out at all. I live in a constant state of anxiety, never knowing when it’s going to happen next. So that’s why I’ve been somewhat of a recluse for the past year and a half.

I hate that you are finding out about all of this in this way. I’m so sorry that Cassidy slept with you. I can’t even say that ‘I’ slept with you, because that person isn’t me; that person isn’t Alan Tilley. When I am Cassidy, I don’t have the consciousness that I currently have as I write this letter. It’s so hard to explain, but Alan and Cassidy are completely different people. In fact, I’ve run some tests on my blood, comparing it to Cassidy’s blood, and the forensic analysis has us related as brother and sister; we don’t even share the same exact blood.

I don’t know if that puts your mind at ease at all. Now, as Alan, I have very vague memories of Cassidy’s thoughts, and I have no idea if Cassidy has any memories of my thoughts. I suspect that she does; I suppose it would be interesting to ask her—and sometimes I will even write her letters, and she will write me back. How strange is that? You probably think that I’m totally mad, though I’m sure that your friend, Barkley, already told you what he saw, so perhaps you believe me. I hope that you do.

Cassidy did write me a letter and I’ve enclosed it here. I read it, and while I’m embarrassed personally about it, I keep reminding myself that I am not Cassidy, and she is not me.

And finally, I need to let you know one last thing. You are going to be receiving my inheritance soon. Dr. Alan Tilley will be ‘dead’ when you find this letter. And on that note, I recommend you throw this letter into the fire, which should be burning. If not, go ahead and add some wood to the stove. There is a lighter on the mantle. Burn it, because they may try to use it as evidence against you—though I truly hope that they don’t.

They will not find my body, of course, because I’m giving my body to Cassidy. I’ve spent the past few months working on my father’s elixir, and I believe that I’ve made it more powerful and effective. I believe that I can drink it and it will ‘kill’ Dr. Alan Tilley, giving that ‘flesh’ to Cassidy to use permanently, without blackouts or transformations. It’s not a perfect concoction, however. Some masculine traits will be preserved, as I’ve discovered there cannot be repressed. In fact, they may even be slightly more pronounced.

There will probably be a year-long investigation before I’m declared legally dead. Then you will get your share of the inheritance. I’m leaving half of my money to Cassidy, and I’ll be leaving some to some other friends.

I suppose, in a way, I will really be dead, though I do believe that the ‘better part’ of me will continue to exist in Cassidy. I can’t really explain it in any other way than that, but I know that she will be happier, and perhaps me too.

All the best, Trevor. Please be sure to read Cassidy’s letter, and please be sure to burn both before the police arrive.

Dr. Alan Tilley


CHAPTER 8
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NOTE LEFT BY CASSIDY

Iwish that I could explain all of this in simpler terms, but the matter just isn’t simple whatsoever. In fact, it’s impossible, and so I’m fearful that this letter will fall into the hands of the wrong person, and I’ll be labelled as an absolute lunatic.

Sometimes I feel as though I am an actual lunatic; I suppose that would make more sense than the reality.

I did not exist three years ago, yet I’m an adult woman. Okay, maybe I shouldn’t say that I didn’t exist entirely, because I do have some vague memories of growing up—more so of my early childhood than my teen years; I have almost no memories of being a teenager whatsoever.

As a child, I was Alan Tilley, who exists separately from me, at least in terms of time (and not so much in terms of body). I left a note for Alan, asking him to try to explain all of this in his own terms, as he probably understands it better than me, seeing as he ‘created’ me.

My God, this all sounds like some obscure science fiction…

Whenever I stop being and Alan starts being, it’s like I’m asleep. Sometimes I remember certain things that he does in his life, like blurry memories from a dream. But those periods pass by like a snap of the fingers, and sometimes I’m not even sure I can trust those dreamlike memories.

I’m so sorry if this letter is all scramble-brained. I feel like I’m bouncing around all over the place, and I’m sorry for that…

When I was a kid (or perhaps I should say, when Alan was a kid), I was happy. I was always smiling, always laughing. I just wanted to play with my friends. I fondly remember making forts and waging pretend wars in the woods behind our house.

Then, around ten or eleven years old, I remember kids making fun of me, calling me a ‘girl’ because of my interests. I liked to draw, which never seemed ‘girly’ to me, but apparently the subject matter I chose to draw was perceived as feminine, so I stopped drawing to avoid the embarrassment. This is around when the memories become blurry and vague.

I remember being made fun of for wearing a pink shirt. I remember being mocked for wanting to wear a certain Halloween costume… I can’t remember which, but it must have been from a show made for girls. I remember asking my mom to buy me new clothes, because the other boys thought that my clothes were too feminine.

And that’s about all that I remember. I suppose Alan ‘repressed’ me.

There were a few other little memories, when I would ‘peek out’, and exist for a few minutes here and there. I remember when Alan was about… eighteen-years-old, and a friend came to stay at his house. She left her clothes on the floor, and Alan was home alone—I should say that I was home alone (I’m sorry if this is so confusing!). I went into that guest room and looked at the clothes. I wanted to feel the fabric of a little skirt, because it looked super soft. I picked it up and felt it, and for a minute I felt alive… quite literally! I felt like I was being ‘freed’ from years and years of being repressed.

But then I threw the skirt down and ran out of the room, heart pounding, and then I ‘blurred’ away.

A year later, it happened again. A girlfriend came to my apartment and stayed the night. She went home in them morning, but left her little red panties behind. I found myself alive again, desperately wanting to feel those panties on my skin, so I gently slipped them onto my naked body, just to see how it felt. My God, it felt so good! I stared at myself in the mirror, and then was suddenly inspired to shave my legs. I used my face razor to get the job done. My heart was racing the whole time.

And I looked so cute… but nervous. I wore those panties under my clothes for the rest of the day.

But then, at the end of that day, Alan’s voice in my head said, “This isn’t right.” So he threw the panties into the garbage, and everything went blurry again.

It was a whole two years later when we (and I say we now referring to Alan and me) went to an AirBnB for a medical conference in Anaheim. One of the lectures was cancelled because the speaker was sick, so we had a whole morning off. It was raining out and I had nothing to do, so I paced around the rental, poking my head into closets and whatnot. That’s when I found a whole wardrobe—presumably the homeowner’s clothes.

I ran my fingers along the various outfits. My heart raced. I checked the time. I decided to just do it… I put some clothes on. I tried on three different dresses. I shaved my legs again. I spun around in front of the mirror and, once again, felt alive.

I found makeup in a drawer, so I put it on my face. I had no idea what I was doing, but I was having fun. I felt exhilarated. I wiped the makeup off and tried again, experimenting with different styles. Time got away from me, and when I finally looked at the clock, I realized that I’d missed the afternoon lectures.

The next day, after attending the lectures for the day, I went back to that rental and played dress-up until I was too tired; it must have been four in the morning. I had to leave a few hours later, and I was tempted to steal a few of the outfits, but I convinced myself not to. I convinced myself that it was wrong to dress like a girl, so I went back into that sleep-state that I had spent most of my life in.

This happened one more time that I can remember. I went to Switzerland for a year, to study abroad as part of my degree. I stayed in a house with three other students. Two were female. There was a day when I was left at the house alone while my friends went on an overnight skiing trip (my ankle was sprained, so I couldn’t go with them). I felt myself emerging from Alan as the first day went on. I knew there were dozens of cute outfits waiting to be worn. Alan tried to keep me repressed, but I managed to break through. I managed to take control, and I went to dress up.

Again, I put on makeup, I shaved my legs, I put on outfit after outfit, and I felt so cute and so happy.

Then, I turned around to see a man there: my male roommate, my fellow student. I was struck by a pang of absolute terror. I felt ill. I was on the verge of passing out as he stared at me.

Then, he came up to me and put his hands on me. He stared at me in a way that I’d never been stared at. He started to feel me all over.

I suppose I should mention, I wasn’t me yet, exactly. I was still in Alan’s body, dressed as a girl (now, as I write this, I have the body of a woman, for the most part—and I will get to that shortly).

I let the man kiss me. I let him grope me. I let me set me down onto his bed, and I let him go down on me. He played with my penis a little bit, but he was more interested in my hole. He licked it and fingered it, making me purr and moan. Then, he made me go down on him.

I sucked him with a bit of nervous hesitation. I remember looking down at his shaft and seeing that it was streaked with lipstick. It was so big, throbbing and twitching. He kept grabbing my head and pulling me in, forcing his cock into my throat. I gagged. I was embarrassed… but I liked it.

He rolled me onto my stomach and he mounted me. He penetrated me and took my virginity on that bed. He took me hard, though he didn’t last long. He ejaculated inside of me, which was tremendously embarrassing. Then, looking petrified and awkward, he grabbed a bag that he had forgotten, and then he rushed to the door. He looked back at me and said, “Don’t you dare ever tell anyone about that.”

I felt ashamed—ashamed because he was ashamed. I felt like some sort of freak, so I cleaned myself off, put those clothes back where I found them, and I swore that I would never dress like a girl again.

The next thing that I honestly remember is waking up in Alan’s photography studio, in the body of a young woman. I thought that it must be some sort of dream, but it seemed so real. I took a camera and snapped photos of myself. I didn’t want the dream to end, because I felt so, so happy.

Then, after about twelve hours, I felt faint. I started having a sort of seizure, and then everything went black. The next thing I remember is waking up again in that studio.

This happened again and again. After a while, Alan started to leave me letters, asking me questions, asking me to write out reports. He asked me to do tests on myself. He left instructions on how to properly take a blood sample without the DNA being compromised. I went along with the tests, even though all I wanted to do was enjoy being a girl.

This was a confusing but exhilarating time. I really had no idea what was happening, until Alan left me a long note explaining that he had created a sort of ‘potion’ that was supposed to destroy me, but really, it ended up separating him from me. I’m still very confused about all of it.

I found out that Alan was trying now to find a way to destroy me; he wanted to get rid of me so that he could exist only as his masculine self—but the more he tried to destroy me, the more he separated us. And the more time that I was apart from him, the more time I had to ‘grow’.

I know that this sounds so strange and so unusual; it sounds that way to me too, I assure you. I can only give you an account of what I’ve experienced.

As I became an adult female, I suddenly felt urges to be seen by men. I wanted to know what it truly felt like to be a woman, so I started to go out as a woman. I found myself clothes, which I had to hide, because I knew that Alan would destroy them if he found them. He didn’t want me going out as a woman. So I started hiding outfits in an old, abandoned building near his studio.

I don’t know who will really find this letter. I’m writing it, in part, for Dr. Alan Tilley (partly as a confession, and for his own scientific interest), and in part for Alan’s friend, Trevor, who I’ve found myself intensely fond of for reasons that I can’t quite figure out.

I believe that I was always ‘attracted’ to Trevor, even as Alan. He had always been so kind to me, and when I came to him as a woman, he was so accepting of me… and the fact that I still have a penis.

I don’t actually know why I still have a penis, though it has been getting smaller; I suspect that it’s ‘changing’ the more I accept myself as a woman. Though there is a possibility that it will always be there. Alan doesn’t seem to care. And he didn’t threaten me after we made love; he didn’t tell me not to tell anyone. He didn’t seem ashamed. He looked at me as though I was beautiful, even as I was leaving that room.

Maybe I’m too inexperienced to even utter the word ‘love’, but if there was one candidate, it would be him. I have this profound sense that he will believe my story, and I have a feeling that he might be able to help me, now that I’ve found some frightening evidence that Alan might be trying to destroy himself entirely.

I found some papers in Alan’s study last night. I have a hard time understanding Alan’s scientific jargon, but the writing would suggest that Alan is trying to modify that potion that created me, so that it will un-separate us. But he’s working on it in a way that would end himself, giving his body entirely to me. I don’t understand any of it. I don’t understand why he wants to do it.

Or maybe I do understand it. Maybe I can’t help but think of that young Alan, wanting so badly to be ‘feminine’, but hiding it because of the mockery of his friends. Maybe he’s finally ready to accept his ‘feminine fate’. I think he’s even got the whole concoction already mixed up and ready to drink, so it won’t be long now.

I don’t actually think that Alan will cease to exist entirely. I think he will end up inside of me, the way that I had always been inside of him. I think this potion will merge us back together, but more the way Alan originally intended it, without the separation of us. We will become one person again, but this time with an embrace of the feminine.

I really don’t know what lies ahead, and I feel a bit guilty for feeling excited, knowing that I’m gaining a proper life thanks to Alan’s self-sacrifice… but I am excited. I’m very excited. I can’t stop smiling and blushing, and I can’t wait to live my life as a woman.

THE END
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