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“Oh stop struggling will you?” Emma complained as she ran the brush through Simon’s eyelashes.

“But it feels weird.”

“Don’t be a baby, it’s just a bit of makeup.”

“But I’m a guy!”

Emma took the small brush and bopped him between the eyes, “I said stop being a baby.”

Truth be told Simon was not pleased with the current situation and he was not in it by choice. Sometimes you have to watch out when you owe somebody a favor.

Simon knew that his sister was very excited about this convention that was coming to town and she was putting together an outfit for the occasion. What he didn’t know at the time was she wasn’t making the outfit for herself.

“Hey you remember those favors you owe me?” was the way the conversation was instigated.

It’s true that Simon did owe Emma a number of favors for little things like borrowing some money, lending her stuff, getting her to cover for him and it was finally time for her to consolidate them all down into one ultimate cash in.

The cosplay outfit which Emma had been designing all this time was actually for Simon to wear, even though it was a girls costume.

Emma finished up defining Simon’s lashes and checked him out, tapping a finger across her chin, “Hmm, this is looking good. Just need to put this on and… all done!”

The bright pink wig was pushed down into his head as Emma pulled out a small round mirror and showed Simon the results of her work and it was incredible, he really did look like a girl.

Simon had always been cute, small and slender but he’d never actually been confused for a girl before. However with his hair grown out a bit, or in appearance thanks to the wig, and his face coated in makeup her totally looked the part.

“Is that really me?” he asked, running his fingers across his own cheeks.

“Of course it is stupid, it’s a mirror, who else is it going to be?”

“Shut up, I’m allowed to be surprised at seeing myself like this!”

Emma rolled her eyes. She’d always been a bit bossy and a lot manipulative but she’d never actually gone this far before. However she was a massive nerd who loved video games and animated cartoons, this kind of event was totally her thing; however the dressing up part was not.

“Well you do look completely cute,” she teased, reaching down and pinching at his cheeks as he struggled to escape.

She was right on with the assessment. He looked like a young girl in the outfit, cosplaying one of the characters that Emma seemed to enjoy. The outfit was a white and pink dress, covered in ribbons and buttons, that came from some popular show about magical girls fighting monsters and wearing it Simon looked completely the part.

“I just don’t see why I have to wear this, why aren’t you the one dressing up?”

“I told you,” she snorted out unhappily, folding her arms shut tightly, “I’m too large to pull off such a little girl.”

“Don’t try and guilt trip me you devil, you could have just dressed as something else.”

“Well yeah, but it’d be so embarrassing going out in public dressed up like that.”

“I know so why are you making me do it then!?” Simon whined out. Not only was he dressed up too it was even as the opposite gender.

“Because it’s not embarrassing if somebody else is doing it of course.” He knew it, she really was a devil. “Besides you look cute, there’s nothing to worry about.”

“Yeah there is, I’m a guy. If anybody finds me wearing this they’ll think I’m a complete pervert.”

“Unless you’re planning on flashing your panties or letting someone grope you there is no way anybody will be able to find out, you completely look the part. Besides you always did want to be an actor, think of this as experience, or whatever crap helps convince you.”

Simon did want to be an actor, he got high marks in his drama classes but that was always as a male character; nothing in drag.

“No, no way, I can’t do it, I can’t go out like this,” he complained, pulling his head to the side, lips pouted. His mind was completely made up.

“Fine then,” Emma sighed, “I guess I’ll just take the three hundred dollars you owe me instead.”

“Huh?”

“And I guess I’ll take back the DVDs you borrowed from me. And the games as well which I never got back. And I wonder if mom and dad are interested in knowing that you weren’t really studying that night they went to a spa and was really…”

“Okay, okay, just shut up!” Devil girl, devil girl. “Fine, I’ll do it then, just…”

“Yep, all those favors will be complete after you help me with this and my lips will be completely sealed, you can trust me.”

She could not be trusted but sometimes you simply do not have a choice but to comply.

“Okay then, I’ll do it but you cannot tell anybody about this, ever, you understand?”

“Yep yep, totally understand, only between me and you, got it.”

Simon knew he was going to regret agreeing to this deal.


“Hey smile for the camera.”

Snap. Simon was blindsided by Emma’s sudden photography mode, a camera seemingly appearing from thin air.

“Don’t take pictures of me!”

“Why not?”

“This is just between me and you, remember?”

“Hey don’t worry, this picture is for my eyes and my eyes only. Besides tons of people will be taking your picture at this thing anyway, you totally gotta be prepared for it.

Yep, Simon had been dragged down to the convention wearing his magic girl costume after all. While Emma got to simply go casually in her jeans, a loose fitting shirt and some comfy shoes he had to nervously wiggle around in a cutesy dress; it was nerve wracking.

He’d never gone to a convention before so he was hoping that maybe it’d just be a small thing with a handful of people but no this place was completely packed. There could have been thousands flooding into this arena for the convention. Thousands.

Luckily for Simon he wasn’t the only person dressed in a costume so he didn’t look like the odd one out and Emma was right no with her assessment that he looked completely like a girl while wearing it, nobody was be able to tell he was a boy just by looking.

After a few hours of waiting in line outside finally the two of them had managed to get inside the building and out of the sweltering heat and into more sweltering heat. Oh joy.

“Make sure you stick close to me as well, these places are packed and if I lose you when I won’t be able to see you suffer.”

“H-hey!”

“Oh sorry, I mean I won’t be able to enjoy your convincing acting performance.”

She was evil, completely evil. She was also thorough. She didn’t just insist on her outfit being on the money she wanted her mannequin to be as well. To get Simon prepared for the event she had forced him into marathoning the entire series with her to learn the character. She expected a performance today.

“Wow guys, check it out, it’s Makoti!”

Those were the words Simon didn’t want to hear as some camera wielding convention goers made their move at the embarrassed crossdressing boy.

Emma nudged him in the bag, “Here comes your first customers. Make sure to play the part well, or I’ll tell everyone that you’re really a boy.”

“You wouldn’t do that, would you?” he whined back, observing her grinning face. She totally would as well, she would do it in a heartbeat.

By now the tourists had surrounded Makoti, a group of four men with their cameras out, naturally convention goers.

“Hey Makoti, can we take some pictures of you?”

Okay play the part, play the part.

“Erm… sure thing! Makoti is always happy to help a civilian in need.”

Another small nudge in the back from Emma helped Simon into doing the signature pose for his character, two finger guns pointed off to the right and with that the crowd went wild, snapping up his picture.

“Wow this Makoti is the best.”

“She’s so cute.”

“Totally like the real Makoti.”

These compliments didn’t make him feel any less embarrassed but they did give him a slight burning in his cheeks. They really had no idea he was a boy.

“Thanks for all the help Makoti!”

The men wandered off and allowed Simon to let out a sigh of relief, Emma snickering from behind him.

“Always happy to help a civilian in need. Oh god that’s too much.”

“Y-you told me to play the part!”

“Yeah but I didn’t know you’d do it so well, and so quickly. Oh god this day is going to be fun.”

From there on it was pretty much the same thing. Simon accompanied Emma while she went around browsing through and purchasing various goods from the different stalls set up throughout the arena, the pair occasionally being stopped whenever somebody wanted to get a picture of Simon in his outfit.

“Hey Makoti, say your signature phrase for us.”

“Erm, erm… Makoti magic powers, activate!”

“She’s even doing the pose too. She’s just too damn cute.”

At first Simon was terrified of anybody finding out that he was a crossdresser but the more the day went on the more he was getting into it, having his picture taken while playing the part of the magical girl Makoti, and getting a lot of compliments for his work as well. He got to the point where he even felt natural wearing the outfit, suddenly all that self consciousness had vanished away.

The day was a long and tiring one, with lots of walking around in the hot arena, bodies sweating and feet hurting but Simon found it a lot of fun.

The one to crack first was Emma who slumped down on a bench, her breathing heavy.

“I didn’t know it was going to be so much walking around, I think I’ve moved more today than the rest of my combined.”

“Do you need me to get you anything?” Simon asked his sister, making a fuss as she slumped onto her side along the padded bench.

“There’s nothing you can do for me now, I think this is the end. I never dreamed this was the way it was going to end.”

He just rolled his eyes, “I’ll go get you a drink then.”

“Please… bring me…. cola.” Emma finally collapsing down fully along the bench, her lumbered brother setting out on the quest to provide her sister with nourishment.

On his own Simon had no idea where he was actually going, he was just wandering around trying to find anything that looked like a cafe of a kiosk so that he’d be able to buy Emma a drink and make her stop feeling sorry for herself.

“Check it out, it’s Makoti!”

Simon heard the words from just behind him. Some more adoring fans was it? The crossdresser turned around to meet and greet.

“Hi there the name’s Mak..o….”

Standing behind him was not just a bunch of the regular convention goers, there was also another cosplayer, and it was one from the same series. It was the series main villain, Doctor Sin.

“How cool is this, it’s Makoti and Doctor Sin facing off.”

“The costumes are so good too, they’re just like the real thing.”

Unlike the small, little, magical girl Makoti, Doctor Sin was a tall man wearing a long grey coat with belts wrapped around his body and a skull mask covering the majority of his face.

“Well,” the large cosplayer called out in a deep voice, “If it isn’t my mortal enemy, Makoti.”

The two of them were drawing a small audience and it was really putting Simon on the spot. He’d already been playing the part so far, why stop now? He pointed up at the villain.

“Doctor Sin, your tyranny ends here.”

“I am too powerful, you cannot defeat me. I am immortal.”

“That’s what you think. Makoti magic powers, activate!”

The large man shielded his eyes with his hands, “Ah the light is too bright, how can she be so strong?”

“Go go Makoti beam!” Simon did his characters signature pose, the double finger guns to an applause from the audience, Doctor Sin falling down to the ground with a dramatic cry.

“Go go Makoti, you’re the greatest!” was cheered out from the crowd.

“Ma-ko-ti. Ma-ko-ti. Ma-ko-ti.”

“Hey Makoti, pose for victory on top of him.”

Simon looked down, placing one of his boots down onto the chest of the fallen cosplayer, “You mean like this?”

“That’s the best!” The enthusiastic attendees began to snap pictures as Simon went with the flow and started posing on top of the fallen Doctor Sin, this would make a great imagine.

Simon tried to pull himself backwards but the heel of his boot got caught in one of the belts wrapped around Sin’s chest, the crossdresser taking a tumble downwards onto his behind.

“Woah, are you okay?”

“You didn’t hurt yourself did you?”

“No I’m fine,” he grumbled out, “Just a small slip.”

Unfortunately for Simon he wasn’t too aware of his position, his weight dropped down onto the larger cosplayers chest, his legs parted at either side and his dress held upwards over the man’s face exposing his panties being bulged out by his package.

“Hey wait,” was called down from below, “You’re a boy.”

For a few moments everything was in slow motion as Simon’s cheeks illuminated into a bright red.

He tried to get up and flee quickly but rising from a seated position on the floor in a hurry wasn’t something easy to do. He twisted his body around to try and escape but he was in prime position to have his skirt flicked upwards over his back, showing off those white panties, bulged out by his nuts.

“Holy shit it really is a boy.”

“Who would have thought that Makoti was really a dude.”

This was what Simon was scared about when he first dressed up like this and came here, that somebody was going to find out. He even heard the snap of a camera as he desperately flicked his skirt back down.

He was surrounded by people, all of them who now knew that he was crossdressing. He was quickly crumbling, sitting up on his knees as his tears started to bubble out.

“Please don’t tell anybody that I’m a boy,” he cried out, sniffling loudly, “I’m sorry.”

The tears of such an adorable boy who looked like he could be a girl tugged on the heart strings of the men in attendance.

“So beautiful.”

“I didn’t know boys could be so adorable.”

“We still love you Makoti.”

Still sniffling and snorting, Simon ran the cuffs of his outfit across his pink, stinging eyes, “I’ll do anything, just don’t tell anyone.”

There was a slight pause as the convention goers glanced between each other, before looking back to the whimpering crossdresser.

“Anything?”

“Anything!”

Small wicked smiles began to spread across the crowd. What was the worst that could happen?


Simon never should have said anything. The photoshoot was moved from the main room into a stock cupboard, which was as out of the way as possible in a packed arena.

“Do I really have to wear this?” Simon called out from behind the wooden boxes he was dressing behind.

The men loved his old outfit but they had another one in store for this shoot and luckily one of them had something perfect already with them, and it was just his size.

“Come on Makoti, this is to buy our silence, so that means you don’t have a choice.”

“Yeah we’re forcing you so you don’t have to be embarrassed.”

“You’re crossdressing because we made you, not because you want to.”

They were right, he was being made to do this, he wasn’t choosing to do this, so he didn’t need to be ashamed although he couldn’t help being embarrassed by the outfit he was wearing.

The costume he had on earlier was a short dress but this one was even smaller, a small mini skirt barely hiding his panties. His stomach was visible as a small white frilly crop top was all that hid his chest, it was like they were dressing him up as a slutty schoolgirl.

His arrival back into their eyeline caused cheers and cat calls from the small group of men who had gathered for the private photo session with the young crossdresser,

“So beautiful, smile for the camera.”

The group began to snap photos all over again, Simon squirming around in his new skimpier outfit. Even though he’d had many pictures taken over the last few hours he was getting into a role, it was helping him get through it mentally.

“Hey you’re supposed to be smiling? What happened to the Makoti who slayed Doctor Sin?”

“Yeah, bring Makoti back. She’d have no problem helping us with our photoshoot.”

Simon gulped, he had to do this and he was capable of it once he was embracing the character he was playing; there was only one way he’d be able to find the strength to do this.

“Makoti is always happy to help a civilian in need.”

He even did the small finger guns to the side as there was a miniature cheer rocking through the crowd.

“Yeay, Makoti’s back.”

“Smile for us Makoti, we’re gonna take lots of pictures.”

There was nothing to worry about, he wasn’t Simon right now he was the magical girl Makoti, a super powered crime fighter who kicked monster ass on a daily basis. This wasn’t enough to worry him.

His body changed poses slowly as the men snapped pictures of his skimpily dressed body as he smiled and swayed from side to side, keeping his finger guns pointed in various different directions.

The men continued to constantly compliment his appearance and his talents as he posed as their model.

“You’re so beautiful Makoti.”

“Makoti is the cutest.”

All the compliments started to make his cheeks grow hotter and redder as he got the attention of a room full of men, all on him and him alone.

The heat of the sweltering room, just like the rest of the arena, had quickly turned the front of Simon’s frilly, white, shirt transparent from the sweat dripping down his skinny body, revealing his pink nipples to the room. Even though he was a boy and not a girl it was enough to cause a hint or arousal around the room.

Simon unhooked the top most button on his blouse to free his chest to the air, fanning himself with his hand.

“Wow it’s hot in here. Who was the wise guy who decided to do the shoot in here?”

Even when he was complaining he was still doing the impression, he was really getting into the mindset. Sweat dripped down the men watching the posing little crossdresser.

“Yeah, so hot. Need to get cooler.”

They placed their cameras down and began to strip themselves out of their clothes, pulling up their hot sweaty shirts and getting started on their bottoms. Simon of course recoiled back at the sight.

“Ah, what are you guys doing!? You can’t get naked here, in front of a lady.”

“He even called himself a lady, Makoti really is the best.”

“But it’s so hot, if we don’t undress we might faint. Makoti would never want to put a civilian in harm's way.”

Simon nodded proudly, he could not refute such a thing, “Well, if it’ll help I’ll allow it this once,” even if his eyes opened up wide when fat, erect cocks were pulled out into the open.

“Makoti must be feeling hot too, why doesn’t Makoti get undressed too?”

“I can’t do that here.”

“But Makoti, what if you get hot and faint too? Who will protect us from evil then?”

He sighed out, “I guess I have no choice then,” slowly starting to button down the front of his top.

The men went back to snapping pictures as the crossdressed stripped his sweaty body out of the blouse in front of them, his body naturally posing when he noticed the cameras still pointed in his direction, trying to appeal to the photographers.

Even though he was a guy and didn’t have anything in the form of breasts the sight of his chest and those pink nipples still sent a great stimulation through the room; their cocks throbbed openly, Simon’s eyes catching glimpses of those fat, sweaty dicks.

“Makoti’s body is so hot, I don’t know how much longer I can take it.”

Some of the men began to wrap their palms around their shafts and stroke up and down as they snapped pictures of the crossdresser, Simon biting down on his bottom lip as his cheeks glowed a hot pink colour.

“H-hey, stop it you guys, that’s dirty.”

“It’s not our fault! Makoti’s sexy body has seduced us.”

“Sorry Makoti you’re just too hot.”

“Don’t you guys know that lust is a sin?” Simon complained out, even as his eyes still intently watched their open masturbation, “You know what happens when you commit a sin?”

In the show Makoti was from monsters were created by the sins of people, under the control of Doctor Sin and it was up to Makoti to beat them with her magic beams.

“Then you have to save us Makoti!”

“Yes Makoti please save us, if you don’t cure our lust we’ll be turned into monsters.”

“Please Makoti, we need your help, it’s urgent!”

The crowd had moved closer and closer over time and were basically swarming Simon now, their larger, sweaty bodies and hard erections almost smothering his crossdressing figure.

He gulped out before doing his signature Makoti pose, the twin finger guns, “Don’t worry citizens, Makoti will save the day!”

The license had been given for the men to use his body to cure their lustful needs. He was quickly dragged down onto his knees before the men by a push on the shoulders with his mouth being filled with a hard, erect member, pushing in deep to his hot, drooling mouth.

Simon didn’t have any experience with this, he didn’t actually have any experience with sex at all but sucking cock was completely outside his area of expertise. He never even thought he’d be doing something like this in his wildest dreams, especially in public.

It wasn’t long until the man in his mouth was already spraying out his cum and unloading it inside, Simon getting a mouthful of hot, bitter jizz.

He gasped for air as the shaft pulled out, saliva slapping down across his chin as one cock was quickly replaced with another, head being pulled to the side as another dick was pushed inside.

The men guided Simon’s hands upwards, making his fingers fall along their erect cocks, leading him on to stroking along their throbbing dicks as his mouth was used like a sex toy, hips thrusting inside.

The men weren’t porn actors or anything like that, they were just horny guys who had been overcome by the erotic appearance of the adorable method acting crossdresser who were taken over the edge by his touch, spraying their cum out and filling Simon’s mouth with seed and spraying ropes of cum across his face.

Simon stumbled back onto his ass as his head was released again, his chest heaving as he panted out heavily, eyes watering slightly as he robbed from breathing for the moment, whiteness slobbering across his chin. That mini skirt gave the men a peek at his panties, tented out with his erection.

“Did Makoti get horny from sucking our cocks?”

“Maybe she got contaminated with our sin? Quick we have to squeeze it out of her.”

A large hand was pressed down and pushed into his panties, fishing out his hard virgin cock. He quickly began to rub his hand up and down, jerking off the throbbing shaft as Simon’s hips bucked around, his breaths coming out in hot, loud moans.

He’d masturbated before but he’d never had somebody else do it for him, it felt completely different from doing it himself and he could feel the surge rushing up from his tight nuts, the rush of orgasm racing to completion.

White squirts of seed sprayed out like a fountain, the ropes of cum shooting out across the ground in a long line of stickiness, light spasms rocking Simon’s body.

Drool poured from his lips as his cheeks were lit up in a bright shade of crimson, eyes watering as shivers raced through his body. The look got all of them hard all over again.

They helped Simon up off the floor and leant him against the wooden boxes, bent forwards with the mini skirt pushed up along his back, panties being dragged down around his thighs to bare his behind and that drooling dick.

“Isn’t that enough?” Simon panted out as his legs threatened to buckle from the energy being sapped from him.

“But we’re still so hard! You need to get rid of all the sin or we’ll all be in danger.”

“Please Makoti, milk away all our sin before it’s too late.”

Simon had never felt so aroused in his whole life. His hands reached down around his body, fingers sinking into his ass and spreading open, showing off his small, tight asshole. How were they supposed to refuse an offer like that?

Saliva was dripped down upon Simon's exposed hole, the glistening drool dribbling around the ring and lubing it up for entry, an erect shaft pressing into the inviting hole and slowly entering inside, taking away Simon's virginity with an energetic thrust forwards.

The crossdressing hero gasped out with a squealing moan as he was penetrated for the first time, his ass clamping down around the shaft which was pushed inside, his hips grasped as the man thrusted away into him from behind.

His limbs turned to jelly as the cock pounded in with thrust after thrust, hitting him in all the right places as his horny body was rutted into, his cock once again coming hard and erect, throbbing from the stimulation.

"It's so good," the man grunted out, "Makoti is milking all my lust away. Please save me Makoti, save me with your tight, young, asshole."

His dick was throbbing inside those tight walls, opening up Simon's behind and making it one ripe for accommodating hard dick as his limit was reached and his orgasm struck.

Thick sprays of molten white cream bubbled out of the man's cock and poured into Simon's behind, filling him full of semen from throb after throb as he held into that hole tight, buried to the hilt as he creamed the young crossdresser with a stomach full of cum.

Once he'd had his fill he pulled back slowly, leaving that asshole twitching in place as cum came slobbering out in a thick, gooey trickle, Simon only able to stand thanks to the wooden boxes supporting the weight of his front.

With his asshole completely exposed to the men, and unbelievably inviting, he panted out hotly as his hips wiggled lightly, "Don't worry, Makoti will always help a civilian in need. Please use my asshole to get rid of all of your lust."

Their dicks throbbed in unison as the sight, setting themselves upon Simon and pulled him in close.

He was bounced on the lap of one of the men as his cock was squeezed into that tight asshole and pounded upwards to rut himself to bliss using the tight meaty hole. Simon wasn't just tasked with satisfying one cock this time, the other expecting cocks were presented around him in a circle, his mouth wrapping around the front most with his fingers curling around the shafts of those on each side, stroking forward and back in order to make them all unleash their cum.

They were all so energetic and eager, thrusting into the sissy boy who worked their cocks so diligently, putting all of their power into thrusting to his young body as he made all of their cocks enter their own personal version of heaven.

"Makoti you're the best," one man cried out as he rutted into Simon's mouth.

"I love you Makoti."

"Please marry me Makoti so we can do this everyday."

The cock striking up into Simon's ass was striking right onto his prostate and it was making his dick throb from side to side, his small erection trickling his pre cream as he was getting close to the edge, an orgasm being milked out from him by solely anal pleasure. The men in his touch also began to throb, they were going to cum into and over him and he had nothing to do but encourage them to spend their seed with his body.

As a group they came, hot cum squirting into Simon from both ends as more ropes of cum shot out and draped themselves over his face and chest, his own orgasm squirting upwards and leaving a messy line of white across the ground, his body shuddering in bliss.

Simon breathed heavily as he unleashed from the cock domination which had surrounded him and burned his senses with that thick musky scent, his face still burning up with a bright red.

"Did I do good? Did I milk out all the sin from your bodies?" The throbbing cocks that stood tall for attention pretty much spelled that answer out. "Hmm, guess not. Don't worry though, I promise to help cleanse your body of all that sin, no matter how long it takes."

"Makoti really is the greatest hero ever!"

They once again set themselves on the crossdresser and began another rich orgy of man on man action, the convention goers making the most of their model and using him to milk out all of their orgasms, using every part of his body to bring themselves to an ejaculation even better than the last.

Simon moaned out happily every time they rubbed their cocks across his sweaty body and used his mouth or ass to milk themselves, Simon graduating from an unassuming virgin into an eager sissy boy who loved servicing dick.

He was good to his word too, spending all the time they could muster in that small, boiling, room servicing their cocks with his young body, letting them use him in whatever way they desired, taking hot sticky load after load all over and inside his body, leaving him filled up with huge quantities of cum.

It wasn’t until hours later that their sloppy sex filled session would finally drift towards some sort of conclusion with their bodies spent from the joy filled sex, their sweaty bodies lying in a pile of skin, a cum filled Simon in the middle of their embrace.

“That was the best ever,” one of the men grunted out.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to get it up again for the rest of the week.”

“Thanks Makoti, you really are the greatest.”

Simon grinned, giggling to himself softly, “Makoti will always help a civilian in need.”

However in the back of his mind, as he said those words, he couldn’t help think he was forgetting something.


“This is all your fault!” Emma complained as they trudged through the dark on their way across the arena car park, “Because of you I missed my afternoon shop, I missed the Q&A sessions I wanted to go to, and I couldn’t even try and get some autographs.”

“I’m sorry, I got lost on the way back.”

Simon had gotten so involved with the men and all of that funny business he totally forget about getting a drink for his sister who remained passed out the entire time he was away and slept through half of the convention.

She folded her arms and pouted, “Nope, not talking to you.”


“But I agreed to take carry your bags back to say sorry.”

She still refused to say anything back to him so he leaned towards her and gave her a kiss on the cheek, making her recoil back sharply.

“Da fuck, what was that for!?”

“Thanks for bringing me here today! I had a lot of fun.”

She punched him right on the arm, “Well then you can say sorry to me by coming with me to the next one. There’s one next month not far from here.”

“And will you be dressing me up for that one too?”


“Of course I will! And as punishment my next outfit is going to be sluttier than the last.”

Simon licked his lips softly, “I can’t wait.”

The brother and sister headed off towards the train station in the dark evening, each with a completely different story to take from the convention and for one of them a new outlook on life.

“Hey Simon, can you smell something a bit like squid?”
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