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    NEPHEW TO NIECE 
 
    A few years before Steve’s auntie passed away, she married Mel, an extraordinarily wealthy man. Now, Mel’s only been given a few months left to live, and with no immediate relatives, everyone’s wondering who’s going to get the big inheritance.  
 
    Steve decides to throw his hat into the ring, showing up on afternoon on Mel’s doorstep, but Mel’s memory isn’t so good, and he doesn’t remember having any nephews. But that doesn’t deter Steve. He’s determined to get into his Uncle Mel’s will, even if it means dressing up like a girl and pretending to be one of Mel’s beloved nieces.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    A few years before my auntie passed away, she married Mel, this really rich dude who owned big houses all over the world. I’d never met the guy—I’d never even met my auntie, expect for once when I was five or six years old. I saw Mel for the first time at my aunt’s funeral. He pulled up in a long white limousine and I remember thinking it seemed terribly inappropriate for the occasion. He even wore a white suit, which I’m pretty sure is a serious no-no for funerals.  
 
    My auntie had a good chunk of dough herself, all of which was passed on to her husband, not that he needed it. It was disappointing because my mom had always told me growing up, “Maybe you’ll get lucky, Steve, and Auntie Jean will leave you some money in her will.” She didn’t, and unlike my Auntie Jean, my parents were poor and left me nothing after they passed away in a car accident. The funeral was just a few months after Auntie Jean’s.  
 
    Auntie Jean was just one of six of my mother’s sisters. She had no brothers. Auntie Jean was the only sibling who didn’t have any children. Everyone else in the family had one daughter, save for my mother, who had one son: me. Male genetics weren’t very strong in my family. Growing up, I was constantly mistaken for a girl. I always thought it would stop once I could grow some facial hair, but unfortunately I was never able to grow any. So I always made sure to keep my hair short—that was about all I could do. But even still, I got the occasional ‘miss’ at the grocery store. Unfortunately short hair on girls was in style all of a sudden.  
 
    I found out through Facebook that Mel, my late-Auntie Jean’s husband, was diagnosed with stage-4 cancer. He only had a few months to live, at least according to my cousin, Tracy, who, like all of my other cousins, I’d only ever met once or twice. “Going to visit my dying Uncle Mel,” she wrote on her Facebook wall. It seemed like a strange post, and it seemed like she was basking in the sympathetic comments her friends were leaving by the dozens. “Thank you so much for your kind words. I’ll be sure to pass the positive energy onto Uncle Mel.” She didn’t mention to any of her Facebook friends that Uncle Mel had only been her uncle for a couple of years, and he’d spent the majority of that time by himself in his mega mansion in Thailand.  
 
    A few days later, I saw a similar status from another cousin of mine and I quickly clued into what was happening. They were trying to get into Uncle Mel’s will. A few days later, yet another one of my cousins posted photos of her with Uncle Mel, as well as a number of photos of her lounging next to Uncle Mel’s pool in a skimpy bikini. Everyone was taking their turn, travelling to California to visit dying Uncle Mel, getting their schmooze on, sneaking their way into that big, fat will of his.  
 
    How big could his will be? Pretty big. I looked it up. Mel Silverstein was the CEO of two major oil companies, publically traded, therefor his salary was listed publically. With one company, he made eighteen million dollars a year, with the other, fifteen million dollars. That’s thirty-three million dollars every year, plus bonuses, plus investments, plus poor old Auntie Jean’s bank account. Uncle Mel had more money than anyone I’d ever met in my life—more money than anyone I’d ever seen in my life. I didn’t blame my cousins for trying to get a little piece. Even if Mel only left them each a measly million, that was nothing to scoff at.  
 
    I would have loved a spare million dollars. I couldn’t even hold down a minimum wage job for more than a few months. My bank balance was a negative number, and I still wasn’t sure whether or not I was responsible for paying off my parents’ debt. I was getting collection notices in the mail, and they were made out in my parents’ names. I didn’t have the money to hire a lawyer to figure any of that shit out. When you die, do you pass your debt onto your children?  
 
    So when I was fired from my job at Burger King, I decided I would give it a shot myself. I hopped on a bus destined for Los Angeles, to pay my Uncle Mel a visit. I figured that maybe he needed someone to rub his feet every night until he finally kneeled over. I had no problems with that. It beat the hell out of chasing festering rats away from the meat fridge at Burger King.  
 
    I hadn’t paid rent in three months, and I hadn’t answered any of my landlord’s phone calls, so I left my apartment behind, along with all of my crap, packing only a backpack with clothes. The last of my money was spent on that bus ticket. Once I was in Los Angeles, I didn’t even have enough money for a cab to Beverly Hills where Uncle Mel’s house was. So I walked. It took me six hours to make the trek, but I made it. As the sun was beginning to set over the horizon, I stepped up to Uncle Mel’s door and I rang the doorbell.  
 
    His maid answered. “Hi—is Uncle Mel home?” I asked, putting on the biggest smile I could muster. 
 
    “One moment,” she said in a thick Mexican accent. “Mel! Someone is at the door for you!” she called out. Then I heard him coming. I stood up tall and straightened my shirt.  
 
    “Can I help you?” he said with a big frown on his face. He looked twenty years older than I remembered. 
 
    “Uncle Mel, it’s me, Steve Dunning, your nephew.”  
 
    “Steve Dunning? I don’t know any Dunnings,” he said with a grunt. “And I don’t have any nephews, son. Nice try though.”  
 
    “I’m your late-wife’s nephew… You know… Jean Dunning?” I said. 
 
    “Never heard of her,” he said, and then he turned and walked away. I stood in the doorway, feeling terribly confused and afraid. Now what? I’d put everything I had into this trip, and it turned out to be a total bust.  
 
    Before I walked away, Mel’s maid apologized on Mel’s behalf. “It’s his Alzheimer’s. It’s not so good.” Apparently it doesn’t matter how much money you have. No amount of cash can save you from deteriorating completely.  
 
    As I walked out onto the street, I suddenly realized how much trouble I was in. I was homeless, unemployed, and in a city I knew nothing about. What did people even do for work here? Act in movies? Star in pornos? Get involved in gangs? I wandered down the street, hoping to chance upon somewhere I could sleep for the night, but all the good alleyways were taken.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was two weeks later when I found myself back on Mel’s doorstep, reaching for that doorbell. As I waited for his maid to answer the door, I reached under the skirt of my dress and tugged up my stockings. I had to keep tugging them up every five minutes or so, or they would fall down in rings around my ankles. Until I could afford the garter belt to hold them up, I was stuck tugging constantly.  
 
    I felt so stupid, standing there, feeling the warm breeze riding up and teasing the skin around my crotch that my panties didn’t cover. The boxer shorts I usually wore covered half of my thighs. With these panties, it felt like I was wearing nothing at all—and sometimes that was the case when my cock would slip out the side of the tiny strip of fabric. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I muttered under my breath.  
 
    I looked back and considered bailing. Did I really think I could weasel my way into his will? Did I really think I could fool Mel and his house staff into thinking I really was a woman?  
 
    Andy was sitting in his rusty Ford Pinto, the engine idling loudly. I’d told him to wait around the corner for a few minutes, in case I got turned away and needed a ride back to Venice Beach. But he wasn’t waiting around the corner. He’d pulled up right out front, probably excited to see Mel’s reaction when he saw me in that stupid wig and that thick coating of makeup. I could see Andy’s big smirk from down the long driveway. Even he, a high-school dropout pot dealer, thought this was a stupid idea—even though it was his idea.  
 
    I met Andy the night after I left Mel’s house the first time, with nothing but my bag full of clothes. I’d just wandered into Venice Beach and he came up to me, trying to sell me some marijuana. I tried to convince him that I had no money, but he kept trying to convince me to buy. “Tough customer, huh?” he said. 
 
    “No, I really don’t have any money,” I said, but he didn’t believe me.  
 
    He ended up taking me to his apartment, to ‘show me the good stuff’. “Maybe that’ll change your mind.” I don’t know why I went with him—probably because I had nothing better to do. He showed me his wide selection of marijuana, and again, I told him I was broke. “Well maybe you can buy some when you have some money,” he said. 
 
    “Maybe.” He made me a cup of terrible tasting tea, and we got to talking. He asked where I lived, and I told him I was homeless, and then he asked what I did for a living, and I told him I was unemployed. 
 
    “Shit, man, so what are you going to do?” he asked. 
 
    “Well, I was trying to get into my rich dying uncle’s will, but apparently he only thinks he has nieces and not nephews.” It wasn’t long before Andy’s eyes lit up and he had the bright idea of me dressing up as a girl and trying to wiggle my way into Uncle Mel’s will.  
 
    “You said he’s got Alzheimer’s, so worst case scenario, he throws you out and then he forgets all about it,” Andy said. 
 
    I thought he was kidding, until he offered to take me to the mall and buy me a whole wardrobe, some makeup, and a wig. “You already pretty much look like a girl,” he said as if it wasn’t an insult.  
 
    “Thanks…” I said. 
 
    He let me stay on his couch that night. “We’ll go to the mall in the morning,” he said, and then I ended up staying on his couch for the next two weeks while we worked on my voice and my wardrobe. It wasn’t until the night before going to Mel’s house that Andy said, “Just to be clear, I’m in for twenty percent of whatever you get.” 
 
    “Twenty percent? Are you nuts? What if he gives me ten million?” I said. 
 
    “Then you owe me twenty thousand dollars!” Andy said. He dropped out of high-school for a reason. “I was the one who made the investment, and I haven’t been charging rent.” I considered arguing with him, but he was right—without him, there was no plan and there was no chance of wiggling into that will… not that there was a great chance with him. It still seemed like a  ludicrous idea. Though it was just sane enough that I was willing to give it a try. I had nothing to lose, after all.  
 
    So I found myself on Mel’s doorstep, tugging up my stockings and waiting to test my well-rehearsed girl voice out on Mel’s probably-illegal immigrant maid. My heart was pounding while I waited for that door to open. As far as I knew, Mel was already dead and buried and my cousins were already multi-millionaires. Or maybe they’d gotten nothing. Maybe they’d just wasted their time with their virtue signalling and their tricky conniving. Maybe Mel wasn’t as stupid as he looked, and maybe he could see right through my cousins, who just happened to appear when he was dying with many millions of dollars.  
 
    The door opened slowly, and my gaze met the gaze of Mel’s maid. She looked tired, as if I’d just woken her up from her nap. As I stared at her, I wondered if she was getting a big chunk of the will, if she hated every visitor who showed up and tried to take her piece away from her. “Can I help you?” she asked cautiously. I couldn’t help but wonder how many people had come to the door in recent weeks, claiming to be old friends of Mel’s—guys he maybe knew for a few weeks back when he was in elementary school or something. Mel’s health was no secret, and neither was his massive fortune, which was well documented all over the internet.  
 
    “I’m looking for my Uncle Mel. Do I have the right address?” I asked. For some reason, my female voice had a natural twang to it, as if I was some Southern belle. No matter how hard I tried to knock the accent, it stuck like glue.  
 
    “This is Mel Silverstein’s house. And you’re his niece?” Mel’s maid asked, looking down at my body. My heart skipped a beat as her eyes stopped for a moment on my chest. Andy and I had stayed up all night making that fake rack out of socks stuffed into plastic bags. Andy told me his mother used to use plastic bags stuffed with socks to make her own rack look bigger, but I didn’t ask why he knew that. I didn’t think it looked too convincing, but Andy thought otherwise. “It looks like the real thing to me,” Andy said, reaching forward and giving them a firm squeeze. I had the strangest impulse to slap his hands away, even though he was just squeezing plastic bags filled with socks.  
 
    The maid called out for Mel, and then the front entry became silent. I considered running again, bailing before I was in too deep. She called out for Mel again, and I heard his voice call back: “I’m coming, Goddamnit!” But I’m not sure he was coming. After a minute of total silence, the maid asked, “What was your name again?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Stevie,” I said. “Like Stevie Nicks.”  
 
    “Right…” she said. She looked me up and down again, and then Mel was standing next to her in the doorway. 
 
    “Well who do we have here?” he asked, pushing his glasses up with the tip of his pointer finger.  
 
    “Mel, this is your niece, Stevie, like Stevie Nicks.”  
 
    “Stevie?” he said, he looked me up and down with a crunched expression, as if he was desperately trying to rack his brain for the memory of a Stevie.  
 
    “Jean was my aunt. I’m Stevie Dunning,” I said. I desperately hoped the maid didn’t recognize the name from two weeks before. If she did, she didn’t say anything to Mel right then and there.  
 
    The maid looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Stevie? Do you have any brothers or sisters?” she asked. 
 
    She recognized me—she must have. I know a suspicious look when I see one, and that was a suspicious look. I looked over my shoulder to see if Andy’s car was still there, ready to take me away in case things turned ugly, but he was gone. He must have rolled away as soon as the door opened. Was it illegal, what we were doing? Is tricking a dying old man into changing up his will illegal? Would it land me prison time? “I have a brother,” I said. 
 
    “What’s his name?”  
 
    “Steve,” I said, hoping it would explain away any similarity she thought she saw. It wasn’t until I said my name that I realized how stupid it sounded. 
 
    “Stevie and Steve?” she asked. 
 
    “We’re twins,” I said. 
 
    “Quit grilling the girl, Juanita,” Mel said, and then he moved aside. “Come on in. It’s been such a long time, Stevie. I was actually just thinking about you the other day.” My heart rate was a mess. Either our plan was working too well, or this was a trap. Was Mel just pretending like he knew me to save himself the humiliation of his failing memory, or was he confusing me with one of my other cousins? Did I have a cousin named Stevie?  
 
    I would have gone with a different name if I could have. But since we would be dealing with legal documents, I was stuck using Stevie. I figured I could tell Mel’s lawyer that I sometimes went by Stevie—it was a unisex name, after all. I just had to be careful with Mel’s maid. As far as I knew, she was closer to him than just a member of his house staff. The last thing I needed was to be caught between Juanita and Mel’s lawyer.  
 
    “Juanita, make us some coffee. Let’s sit out by the pool, shall we?” Mel said. His attitude towards me was completely different from two weeks before, when I was myself. He obviously had a soft spot for women, letting pretty much any woman into his home who claimed to have even the slightest relation. “I’ve been getting so many visitors since the diagnosis. I hate to say it, but it’s been kind of nice. It’s too bad that all of this attention had to come about the way that it did.”  
 
    “The diagnosis?” I said, stopping in my tracks. I kept a straight face, remembering all of my drama classes in high-school. I couldn’t let him think I was just there for the will. I had to make him believe that I was there because I loved my uncle more than anything in the world, healthy or sick, kind or a prick.  
 
    “You didn’t hear?” 
 
    “Hear what? Are you okay? Please don’t tell me that there’s anything wrong…” 
 
    He sighed deeply and then he told me all about his cancer diagnosis. I put on the performance of the year, even mustering up a few tears that ran down my cheeks, leaving long streaks of my mascara. “Of all the people, why did it have to happen to you?” I said. 
 
    He gave me a pat on the thigh, higher up than any uncle should. He also looked at me with a gaze that was a bit too romantic for my comfort level. The fact that we weren’t related by blood seemed to be enough of an excuse for him to eye me up and feel my legs. I liked to think he wouldn’t have done the same had we actually been related by blood, or for more than just a few years during his short marriage to my auntie. I wanted to slap his hand away once it landed on my thigh and didn’t move, while he was telling me about his regrets in life, but I held back the urge. If it possibly meant earning a millions bucks or so, then he could touch my thighs, squeeze my titties, and slap my ass all he wanted, as long as he didn’t explore too much under the skirt of my dress.  
 
    “It was so nice of you to come and visit for the afternoon,” he said. 
 
    “The afternoon? Uncle Mel, when we spoke on the phone the other day, you told me to come down for the week,” I said. 
 
    “I did. Oh, that’s right, I did. Of course I did. Juanita! Would you come here?” Juanita appeared in the sliding glass doorway. “Could you fix up one of the guest rooms for Stevie? Stevie, do you want poolside or ocean view?” 
 
    “Whatever’s easier. I’m just happy to be here with you,” I said.  
 
    He turned back to Juanita. “Fix up both and then let her decide.” He waved her away as if he was shooing away a fly. Juanita didn’t look impressed. Before leaving, she looked at me with those narrowed eyes that suggested she knew more than she was letting on. My heart skipped another beat. I was making such good progress—it would be a shame to have everything come crashing down because of some disgruntled maid.  
 
    “Where were we?” Mel asked, scratching at the stubble on his cheek.  
 
    “You were telling me about all of your houses,” I said.  
 
    “Oh right, I was, you’re right.” He started to list off all of his mansion properties all over the world, and as he did, I imagined myself in every single one, lounging by his many pools with the warmth of the sun on my face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I had the best sleep of my life in that ocean-view room (I went with the ocean-view room because it had its own bathroom and its own satellite dish, whereas the poolside room only had a half-bath and digital cable). I must have slept for fourteen straight hours. I probably wouldn’t have woken up at all had it not been for the smell of garlic roasting in butter. I got dolled up quickly, putting on my wig and a little bit of makeup before throwing on a housecoat and going downstairs to investigate the delicious aroma.  
 
    Mel’s chef was cooking him lunch: a red-sauced pasta with a side of seared duck. I had to keep my mouth closed so drool would fall out and pool onto the floor. Mel was in the living room, reading a book. “Good morning,” I said, startling him. He jumped to his feet and spun around to look at me. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” he asked.  
 
    “It’s just me, Stevie,” I said. 
 
    He stared at me for a moment, keeping his guard up. “Who?” he finally said. 
 
    “Stevie—your niece. I’m staying with you for the week, remember?” I said.  
 
    “Yeah, don’t you remember Stevie, Mel?” his maid said as she walked into the room. She had a big grin on her face, as if the whole thing was a riot to her. I just couldn’t tell whether the joke was on me or if it was on Mel.  
 
    “Stevie? Stevie… Oh right, Stevie—You’re Jean’s niece. Of course I remember. How did you sleep?” 
 
    Juanita’s smirk dropped quickly, making it clear that the joke was supposed to be on me. She left the room quickly. My scheme was working. It took a few seconds, but Mel remembered me, which meant I had a good chance of him remembering me when he met with his lawyer to go over his will. “I slept just fine, thank you. How did you sleep? How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m okay. Just counting down the days, now,” he said, sitting back down in his chair and picking up his book.  
 
    “Don’t say that, Uncle Mel. You’ve got many years left in you.” 
 
    “The doctors gave me six months. That was about six months ago now.” 
 
    I felt a lump growing in my throat. I hadn’t realized he was quite so ripe until that moment. I thought he still had a good two or three years left. “Well, you know doctors always halve their estimates so that you’ll be pleasantly surprised later on.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Mel asked. 
 
    “Absolutely. So by that logic, you’ve still got at least six months.”  
 
    “Sometimes I wish it would just end now, so I wouldn’t be such a burden on everyone.” 
 
    “A burden? Nonsense—you’re far from a burden. If I could take you back home with me, I would. Unfortunately, I’ve only got the studio apartment, and I doubt you’d be too comfortable there.”  
 
    “They’ve got you living in a studio apartment now?” he said. I wasn’t sure who he thought ‘they’ were, but I let the comment slide by.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “But it’s not a big deal. They finally came in and insulated the walls so the train would stop waking me up in the middle of the night. The only issue is, now it’s too hot, so I’ve got three fans running constantly. I’m saving up for an AC unit. I’m just a couple of paycheques away now, assuming I can get more than fifteen dollars in tips every night.” I forced a big smile, holding back the fake tears I was able to conjure up on a moment’s notice.  
 
    Mel shook his head. “Those bastards,” he said, and I really had no idea who he was referring to. The chefs brought him his lunch and then he demanded they go back and make me a plate as well. I didn’t protest. The food smelled amazing and I was starving. As I ate seared duck for the first time in my life, I pictured myself in my own mansion, with my own staff of maids and chefs, working day and night to make me happy. Maybe it was possible. Mel seemed vulnerable enough; a few more days and I was sure I would be able to squeeze myself into that will of his.  
 
    It was later in the afternoon when I bit my tongue and did something I really did not want to do: I gave Mel a shoulder rub next to the pool. “You look tense,” I said to him before standing up to dish out the massage. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like I was rubbing a pretty woman, which was hard because his skin was so dry and wrinkled. I had to remind myself that Mel had the power to give me enough money to live out multiple lifetimes in complete luxury.  
 
    While I was rubbing his shoulders, he reached back and put his hand on my thigh, sliding his fingers upwards, nauseatingly close to my ass. Thankfully, Juanita came to my rescue when she called out, “Mel, there’s someone at the door for you!” 
 
    “Who is it?” Mel called back. 
 
    “One of your nieces. Julie Something. She says that you and her were very close.” 
 
    “Julie?” Mel muttered under his breath. He grunted as he brought himself to his feet and then I watched as he went inside. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to follow him, stay where I was, or head to my room and make myself invisible while he met with his other niece. And while I was deliberating my options, I realized I had a cousin named Julie—one of my closer cousins, who knew me and my parents and the rest of my cousins as well, and she knew that there were no girls named Stevie in the family. A pit grew in my stomach.  
 
    “Shit,” I whispered under my breath as I wondered what the hell I was going to do. I got up and started towards my ocean-view bedroom, but I was too late. As I stepped inside, they were entering the living room.  
 
    “Ah, there you are, Stevie,” Mel said, “I was just telling Julie that you were staying with me for the week. I bet the two of you know each other.”  
 
    I had to think fast. My heart raced and my legs trembled. Julie was looking at me the way Juanita had looked at me when I showed up on the doorstep the day before. In case the look wasn’t bad enough, Juanita was standing behind them, staring at me with that half-smirk, looking for the slightest excuse to kick me out onto the Beverly Hills streets.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    As I lay in bed that night, I was kept awake by a newfound guilt. I was starting to feel bad that I was taking advantage of Mel’s deteriorating memory for my own good. But I felt worse about what I’d done to Julie. I tried to convince myself that she was just there to try and wiggle her way into Mel’s will, just like me, and she wasn’t actually there to take care of Mel, like she said she was. But it was irrelevant why she was there. Sometimes, to get what you want, you have to be cruel. 
 
    When Julie excused herself for the bathroom, I went to Mel and I whispered in his ear, “That’s not my cousin, Julie. This is Julie,” I said, holding my cellphone. I’d pulled up Julie’s Facebook page—except I didn’t tell Mel that the Julie I was showing him was actually a friend from school and not my cousin at all, because the Julie in the house with us really was my cousin Julie. “But maybe you have another niece named Julie?” I said. 
 
    He looked closely at the picture and started to shake his head. “God, I had a feeling that wasn’t her. I knew I would have to deal with this shit—my lawyer warned me. He told me to tell him if anyone came around trying to trick me. It’s a crime you know. Whoever this girl is, she’s lucky I don’t throw her to my lawyer, or she would be spending the next six years behind bars. I’m an old man. My memory isn’t so good these days, you know.”  
 
    When Julie emerged from the bathroom, Mel said, “I think it’s best if you go. Now.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Julie said. 
 
    “Before I call the police, you little cunt,” he said. I slouched into my seat and avoided eye-contact. She stuttered something and then she left, leaving me alone with Mel and my guilt. Juanita came into the room with a tray of teas. “Where’s Julie?” she asked. 
 
    Mel picked up a glass and threw it against the wall with impressive force. It shattered loudly, making me and Juanita jump in unison. “I sent her home. No more guests,” he said. “Don’t let anyone else into this house. They’re all just out to steal my money.” The room became very silent, and then Mel turned to me. “Of course you can stay, Stevie. You aren’t like the other ones.” I forced a smile while my gut turned. I was beginning to think I’d gotten into one of the bigger messes I’d ever been in. 
 
    My phone buzzed while I was laying awake in bed that night, plagued with guilt and paranoia. It was Andy. “Come outside,” his message read. I looked out the window and saw his Ford Pinto parked down the block. I threw on my housecoat and I slipped out the back door, leaving the gate open so I could slip back inside later. Andy’s car was full of pot smoke and his eyes were red. “How’s it going?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s going. What do you want?” I asked, looking back at the house to make sure no one was watching from one of the house’s many windows. I knew Juanita was still awake. I’d heard her pacing up and down the halls. I wasn’t sure the woman ever slept, always cleaning, always around. And seeing as she was so suspicious of me, I had a bad feeling she was spying on me, checking my phone whenever I left it unattended. 
 
    “I wanted to make sure you didn’t forget about me,” he said. 
 
    “Of course not,” I said. 
 
    He laughed. “Why are you talking to me in that voice?” he asked, and then I realized I was still using my girl voice. I cleared my throat and tried to speak in my regular voice, but I couldn’t find it. It was like I’d trained it out of myself. He laughed again. “It’s probably best you stay in character. Look—I’m short on cash for rent. I need a hand-out.” 
 
    “From me? I don’t have any money—you know that,” I said. 
 
    “Get some from your super rich uncle,” he said. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I don’t know—ask him?”  
 
    “Are you crazy? I’ve been here for two days and you want me to ask him for money?” 
 
    “Look, you owe me. I spent all of my money on your little skirts and dresses. If you don’t pay me back, I’m telling the cops you’re here lying to some dying dude.” My heart sank into my gut and it dawned on me that I should have never gotten involved with a drug dealer, no matter how dopey. I could see in his stoned eyes that he was serious. 
 
    “How much?” I asked. 
 
    “A grand.” 
 
    “A grand? We didn’t even spend five hundred on this shit,” I said. 
 
    “That’s with interest. Next week it’s two grand, or I go to the cops. Got it?” he drove away before I could answer him. I remembered Mel smashing that glass into the wall, and then I thought about a glass smashing into my face. Money was a clearly a sensitive topic with Mel and I still had a lot of work to do before I could broach the subject. But Andy wasn’t giving me much choice. I was going to have to try, unless… 
 
    I began to wonder if there was anything in the house that Mel might have forgotten about, that he would never notice missing—old jewellery, stashes of cash. As I made my way up to my bedroom, I found myself looking at all of the vases on their little tables, and the paintings in their expensive frames. Mel might not notice them missing, but Juanita would. I needed smaller items, items stashed away in cupboards and drawers. If I could get into his bedroom, I bet I could find some big ticket items begging to be taken down to the local pawn shop.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I didn’t believe the pawnbroker when he told me that my haul was worth a thousand bucks. I’d just grabbed the first handful of crap from the first drawer I’d opened and stuffed it into my pocket: a couple of watches, a necklace, some cufflinks, and a golden shoe horn. I didn’t feel so bad about the golden shoe horn because it was so ridiculous, but I felt guilty about the rest of it. As far as I knew, it all could have been gifts from loved ones, maybe even from my dead auntie. I felt less bad when I settled up with Andy and I saw that big smile on his face—I actually felt pretty good. 
 
    I felt so good that I decided to move things along with Mel. We were sitting by the pool and I was giving him another shoulder massage. He was going on about a property he owned in Thailand. “Once I’m dead, it’s just going to rot away. Such a shame—such a beautiful little house by the beach.” He showed me a picture of his ‘little house’, and it was far from little. It was three stories and about six thousand square feet per story.  
 
    “I’m sure your kids will keep on using it,” I said.  
 
    He laughed. “Yeah right, my kids.” I wasn’t sure whether that meant he had no kids, or if it meant he had no kids that he liked. Either way, it lifted up my hopes. “If they would let me get on a goddamned plane, I would go there right now. That’s where I want to die—at my little house in Thailand. Goddamned doctors.”  
 
    I scratched my arm nervously. “So what are you going to do with the property then, if you have no kids?” 
 
    He was quiet for a moment while I continued to rub his shoulders. I instantly regretted saying it. I was overextending, showing my hand too soon. “I have kids—or I should say, a kid. Jake. We haven’t spoken in years. Last I heard from him, he was off screwing around in Amsterdam. Probably getting high and sleeping with hookers. All the bastard ever wanted was my money.” While Mel was going off about his son, Juanita dropped off a tray of iced teas. She looked at me with that untrusting gaze before walking off again. And then I got an idea. 
 
    When Mel went off to take his afternoon nap, I started rifling through drawers, looking for a contact book. I found one in a bottom drawer in the kitchen. It was old and the pages were worn, some of them slipping out from the tattered spine. I flipped through it until I found the number of a Jake Silverstein. I pulled out my phone and put in the number, but I hesitated before dialling. I figured it was perfect: I would look like I was trying to rekindle their relationship, and then once Jake started going off about Mel’s will, Mel would make a point of keeping him out of it—and with any luck, that meant making some revisions, which could mean Stevie Dunning slipping in. At the very least, Jake would be the one to bring up the will, so I wouldn’t have to. But once the topic was out in the open, I could find a way to slip in the idea of making some alterations. 
 
    I called Jake. The phone rang for a while and then he picked up with a groggy voice. “Who’s this?” he said. 
 
    “My name is Stevie Dunning. I’m your father’s niece,” I said, and then I told him his father only had a few days left to live according to the doctors. While I was speaking, I noticed a peculiar silence on the other end. And then the dial tone kicked in. He’d hung up on me. Oh well, can’t say I didn’t try. I put the old contact book back into its drawer and then I noticed the envelope labelled ‘WILL’. I looked around to make sure Juanita wasn’t lurking and then I pulled the envelope out and opened it up. It wasn’t permanently sealed.  
 
    Inside was a handwritten list, nothing official from a lawyer. It was a short list, and an out-dated one. The paper was dry and cracking, as if it was thirty years old. “All of my money will go to my wife, Laura.” Laura? Probably his first, or second—or third or fourth—wife.  
 
    I put the will back where I found it and then I went back to the pool, to even out my tan-lines and to figure out how I was going to bring up the daunting subject.  
 
    The sun was hot, so I ended up inside, making me wish I could actually go into the pool. There wasn’t much to do inside of the house. There was nothing on TV and Mel didn’t have internet, so I wandered around. I ended up finding a large walk-in closet filled with women’s clothing. I found an old purse with an old wallet inside. There was a piece of ID, issued in 1976 to a Laura Plinkett. She was pretty, with long blonde hair and big, soft lips. As I started to look through the clothes, I realized they were also from the 70s: high-waisted bikini bottoms, colourful one-pieces, baby-blue bellbottoms, and more psychedelic floral than my stomach could handle.  
 
    I tried a few things on. I didn’t look half-bad in some of it. There was a white lace top with poofy shoulders that was kind of silly, but also kind of hot. It went well with a high-waisted skirt. I found a gold jumpsuit, which I put on for kicks, but was surprised that it actually looked pretty good on me. It made my ass look incredible, though it rode up my crotch and exposed the bulge of my cock. I spent the next hour in that big closet, trying on the different outfits, posing in the mirror. I even got out my makeup kit and tried out some 70s-style looks. My favourite outfit was the denim dress over the long-sleeved white blouse, paired with the thigh-high black boots and the white headband. This Laura chick had good style back in the day.  
 
    I tried on one of her one-piece bathing suits and was surprised by the fact it hid my bulge pretty well, and actually looked like I had some cleavage with my plastic bags stuffed into the top. I could actually go swimming in this, I thought—so I did. I went out to the pool in the little one-piece and I slipped into the water. It felt great. I swam for the rest of Mel’s nap, feeling relaxed, hopeful, and sexy.  
 
    I snagged another item from Laura’s wardrobe that night for dinner: a short, white bell dress with lacy sleeves and those thigh-high black boots. Mel’s eyes lit up as he watched me enter the room and take my seat at the dinner table. “How was your nap?” I asked. 
 
    “It was fine. Just fine. That dress is… it’s stunning on you,” he said, transfixed. I could tell that those glowing eyes wanted to put him in his will. And then I started to realize that maybe I would get more than just a small chunk of that fortune—maybe I could get the whole pot.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was having one of the best sleeps of my life when I was awoken by the sound of an unfamiliar voice in the hallway outside of my room. “Where is he? Is this his bedroom?” the voice said. 
 
    “Mister, please just let me show you to a guest room. He will be awake in the morning,” Juanita’s voice replied. Their shadows passed the slit beneath my doorway. 
 
    “I don’t want to wait until the morning. Let me talk to him now.” 
 
    “Please, just wait until the morning.” They went back and forth like this until they were out of earshot. I got out of bed to investigate the source of the noise. I stepped up to my bedroom door and I peeked out. They were coming back down the hall, back towards me. I closed the door and stepped back, but I was too late—I’d already grabbed the stranger’s attention. “That’s not his bedroom,” Juanita said.  
 
    “I just want to see him,” the man said, and then my bedroom door was thrown open. A younger man in a nice suit stood in the doorway, staring at me. His cheeks became red and I realized I was wearing a little nightie I’d found in Laura’s closet. It was a baby blue Teddy onesie with lacy frills around the skirt and sleeves. It was comfortable, but it didn’t leave much to the imagination, so I threw one arm over my chest and the other between my legs. “I—I’m sorry,” the man said, but he didn’t look away.  
 
    “Do you mind?” I said, and then Juanita gave him a little tug out of my room and she shut the door. Naturally, my head filled with worry and anxiety. Who was that man and what did he want? Why was he so desperate to see Mel at such a strange hour in the night? Was he there to warn him about me? Was he another relative looking to get into Mel’s will?  
 
    The house became silent but I couldn’t get back to sleep. I had a bad feeling lingering inside of me, buzzing through my nerves, trembling in my heart. I tried to calm myself down by telling myself, If it has anything to do with you, you would know by now. I was just being paranoid.  
 
    When I woke up in the morning, no one else was awake, except for Juanita, who was scrubbing one of the downstairs toilets. “Hi Juanita,” I said to her, standing in the doorway with a coffee in my hand—a coffee she likely brewed earlier that morning.  
 
    “Ms. Dunning,” she replied.  
 
    “Who was that man that was here last night?” I asked. 
 
    “That was Mr. Silverstein’s son.” A chill ran through my body as soon as she said it. “He woke Mr. Silverstein up and got him all worked up. He’s lucky he didn’t have a heart attack. The man’s in bad enough shape as it is. It’s important that Mr. Silverstein gets a good sleep, every night. His health depends on it. And not to sound self-absorbed, but what am I supposed to do if Mr. Silverstein passes? Then I have no job, nothing. You know how hard it is to find a job like this one? And what—” She took a deep breath, cutting herself off, probably realizing she was saying too much. She had heavy bags under her eyes, as if she hadn’t slept in days.  
 
    I wanted to tell her that I would keep her on staff if Mr. Silverstein gave me everything, but instead I said, “I’m sure he’ll be fine. Sometimes they get the diagnosis wrong, you know.”  
 
    She looked at me with hopeless eyes. “You know he coughs up blood every night. No one should cough up that much blood. And sometimes he stops breathing in his sleep. I check on him every twenty minutes. It’s just a matter of time before I’m not so lucky, and I miss one of his episodes.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that,” I said. Another shiver chilled through my spine. I watched Juanita scrub the toilet. The spot she was scrubbing was already shining as though it was fresh from the toilet store. I don’t think she cared. She was just trying to get out some pent-up aggression, using that sponge as her tool of choice.  
 
    “Can I help with that?” I asked. 
 
    “If you want to help, get rid of that boy. He’s causing Mr. Silverstein too much stress, taking days off of his life.” Jake’s sudden presence at the house was my own doing, so I couldn’t help but feel guilty. My plan of becoming the hero by rekindling their relationship seemed to be backfiring in a big way. If Mel dropped dead before he had a chance to get to his will, then everything I’d done was for nothing. Maybe having Jake there to bring up the will wasn’t such a good idea after all, maybe it was just adding unnecessary stress into the situation.  
 
    I went to the kitchen to grab a muffin and then I jumped when I heard his voice behind me. “You must be Stevie,” he said. I spun around. He was standing there in a bathrobe, looking comfortable. The sliding door to the pool was open and there was a towel flung over the chair. He’d gotten comfortable fast. I realized that I’d made an even bigger mistake than I initially thought—now I had competition. I had a direct family member fighting for the contents of that will. And if I wasn’t careful, Jake would get everything.  
 
    Mel didn’t have a formal will, just a note in a bottom drawer—nothing signed by any lawyer. And the only person named in the will was dead (I looked Laura up online, she’d passed away a decade before, two decades after she divorced Mel). And in the absence of a will, the inheritance is split amongst the closest family members. And in this case, there was only one blood relative: Jake. All he had to do was keep Mel off of the subject during his final days on the planet, which wasn’t going to be hard, seeing as Mel was determined to stay off of the subject.  
 
    “You must be Jake,” I said.  
 
    He smiled. “The one and only. Thanks so much for calling me. Sorry I hung up on you—I got a bit emotional and I wasn’t thinking right. But I owe you—so thanks.” If he really thought he owed me, he would give me a few million bucks when his old man kicked the bucket. But of course he wasn’t going to do that. He was already settling into his new life of luxury. Next to his pool chair was a Bloody Mary, complete with a salted rim, a celery stick, and a little novelty umbrella. The sight didn’t exactly scream ‘Poor me, my dad is dying’. Neither did his grinned gaze, which was currently travelling down my body, checking out my curves.  
 
    I wanted to tell him he was checking out a man. I wanted to watch his face turn red as he was overwhelmed with humiliation. But I held back, and instead I said, “Were you and your dad close?” 
 
    “Oh yeah, totally. I mean, I kind of dropped off the map in the last few years, but other than that, we’ve always been close—best buds, even.”  
 
    “Oh, weird,” I said. I turned and fetched myself a muffin. I took a bite while he stared at me curiously. 
 
    “What do you mean, weird? What’s weird?”  
 
    “Oh, nothing. I mean, it’s none of my business, but he just never mentioned you—with his lawyer, I mean. He’s mentioned you before in passing, but you didn’t come up when we all sat down and—You know what? I really should just mind my own business,” I said.  
 
    “With his lawyer? What about his lawyer?”  
 
    “It’s nothing. Forget I brought it up.”  
 
    “No, no, I’m curious. I want to know—when did he meet with a lawyer? Did you catch the lawyer’s name by any chance?”  
 
    “It was nothing, really. It was just a little thing about his will—that’s all.”  
 
    Jake had a big grin on his face as if he was trying not to laugh. He watched me as I ate my muffin. “You know I’m his lawyer, right?”  
 
    My heart sunk into my gut and my body became tense. I should have kept my stupid mouth shut. I was making such good progress—why did I have to go and run my mouth like that?  
 
    “Okay, fine, don’t tell me. I’ll just ask him myself this afternoon when we’re going over his will.” Jake still had that grin on his face as he turned around and went back to his comfy chair next to the pool. I went in the other direction, somewhere I could hide my face and try to think of a way out of this mess. I thought about packing my bags and leaving. It was hopeless now. Mel’s good-for-nothing son had complete control over the will, and I had a pretty good feeling that meant there wasn’t going to be any lines including any Stevie Dunning. Unless I could convince Jake otherwise… 
 
    Maybe I was wasting my time with Mel. Maybe Jake was where my efforts should be focussed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I called Andy from the en-suite bathroom in my bedroom and told him to clean himself up, suit up, and head over to the Silverstein house. “Why?” he asked, and then I explained how I was caught in a lie and needed bailed out. “I just need you to pretend to be a lawyer for five minutes. Ask Mel how he’s doing—just pretend to be checking up on him after your last visit. And make sure his son is around when you say it.”  
 
    “What last visit?” Andy asked. 
 
    “Exactly.”  
 
    “This sounds illegal.” 
 
    “You sell drugs for a living you asshole. Just do it. And whatever you do, make sure the maid doesn’t hear anything about any last visit.” 
 
    An hour later, the doorbell rang. As Juanita went to fetch Mel, I poked my head around the corner to make sure it was Andy. It was Andy, but I wished it wasn’t. His version of cleaned up looked worse than his usual getup. His suit jacket was two sizes too big for his body, and his pants were two sizes too small, looking more like clam digger pants than suit pants. He was wearing mismatched socks and he didn’t bother to wear a collared shirt under his suit jacket, so his neck tattoo was plainly visible. When Mel came around the corner, he panicked and started word vomiting everywhere. “Mr. Mel, how are you doing?” he said. “Glad to see you since our last visit.” 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” 
 
    “I’m Andy—I mean Andrew—I mean, Mr. Andrews. Andy Andrews. Your lawyer. I just wanted to check in and make sure you were still feeling alright since our last meeting.” Juanita was standing right there when he said it. She stared at Andy with the same expression my old pug used to stare at me with when I was cleaning his food dish.  
 
    “Our last meeting? What the hell are you on about? Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m your lawyer. We talked about stuff, remember? Well, I should be going now. Nice to see you again, Mr. Mel.” Regret isn’t a strong enough word to describe how I felt in that moment.  
 
    I went back up to my room and hid, hoping no one would connect me with the weirdo who just made a fool of himself pretending to be a lawyer. I was too afraid to go downstairs, but I knew I needed to in order to avoid suspicion. I waited ten minutes and then I went down in my bathing suit with a towel flung over my shoulder. “Oh hey, you’re awake,” I said to Mel.  
 
    Jake walked into the room at the same moment. “Who was that at the door?” he asked. My heart stuttered.  
 
    And then a stroke of luck came my way. “Just the lawyer I was using while you were away,” Mel said casually. Thank God for that deteriorating memory of his. Jake stared at Mel curiously and then he looked over at me. He wasn’t grinning now. “Your lawyer? What’s his name? What have you been talking about with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Jake. Lawyer stuff.” 
 
    “Your will?” Jake asked. 
 
    “Yeah, my will.”  
 
    “Well if I’m going to be able to work on your will with you, I’m going to need to see all of his documents. Do you have his phone number?”  
 
    “Whose phone number?” Mel said. His eyes were glazed over. He was having a particularly bad episode of Alzheimer’s. I should have felt grateful but instead I felt bad. It wasn’t easy to see him like that. He’d been nice to me since I showed up (as a woman) on his doorstep. He’d let me into his home and given me everything I could have ever wanted. I didn’t want to see him falling apart and helpless. 
 
    So I jumped in. “They didn’t go over the will. Mr. Andrews mentioned it, but Mel said he wanted to go over that stuff with you.” Mel turned and looked at me with confused eyes. “Remember, Mel? I was there.” It was a damn good thing Juanita was upstairs cleaning up Jake’s bedroom.  
 
    “Right, I think I remember that,” Mel said.  
 
    I was back in the clear and Mel wasn’t being cornered by his son anymore. But best of all, now I looked like I was closer to Mel than I was. Now, his only son and lawyer thought I was someone important in Mel’s life, not just some random niece who’d showed up on the doorstep a few days before, meeting Mel for the first time. Jake turned to his father and said, “Why don’t you go take your nap. When you’re up, we can go over the will. Okay?” 
 
    “Fine,” Mel said. “Where’s Juanita?” 
 
    “She’s upstairs cleaning,” I said. “I’ll help you upstairs.” I brought Mel up to his room and got him into his bed. Then I saw one of the coughing fits Juanita had told me about. I ran to get him a handful of Kleenex, which he held to his mouth as he coughed. There was a lot of blood on that Kleenex. I was no doctor, but I’d seen enough movies to know that wasn’t a good sign. My heart ached as I watched him fall asleep, vulnerable and alone in his giant bed.  
 
    There’s nothing luxurious about having a double-king bed all to yourself. It’s one of the saddest things I can think of. And no amount of money can make it less lonely. You could pay a dozen women to squeeze into the bed with you, but the bed would still be just as lonely—maybe even more lonely, if such a thing is even possible. He held onto my hand while he fell asleep. At first I thought it was kind of weird, and then I just felt bad for him. He had all of the power in the world but all he wanted was for someone to hold his hand while he fell asleep. 
 
    Once he was asleep, I slipped back downstairs, grabbed my towel, and headed for the pool. I was about to dive in when Jake put his hand on my arm and said, “Can I talk to you in private for a minute?” He looked into my eyes with a serious look. A chill ran down my spine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    He led me through the house, down a long hall with empty bedrooms that had never been used before on either side. We slipped into the last room on the right, far away from Mel and Juanita. Jake made sure the door was closed before he started to talk. “So you’re Mel’s niece, huh?” he said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Well, I’m Jean Dunning’s niece, and they were married a few years ago, before she passed away.” 
 
    “Right—Jean, his fifth wife. I never met her, but I’ve heard good things.” He walked over to the never-before-been-used bed and he sat down. “And you became close to Mel… how?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess it just happened naturally.” 
 
    “Are you sleeping with him?” he asked. 
 
    A shudder ran through me as I pictured the suggestion. “Ew, no,” I said, and then I realized how rude I sounded and my cheeks became red. “I’m just keeping him company during his final days, that’s all. Is that a crime?”  
 
    “You just want in his will, don’t you?” he said. 
 
    “How dare you,” I said, narrowing my eyes and clenching both of my fists. It was a good performance. I was proud of it. “I’m not the son who disappeared for the past decade and is suddenly back when it’s time to make the will.”  
 
    He laughed. “You’re cute, you know that? Are you single?” 
 
    “What does it matter to you?” I said. I couldn’t hide my grin, though I wasn’t sure if I was grinning because he was unknowingly complimenting a man, or if I just liked being complimented.  
 
    “Do you know why I haven’t been around for the last six years?” he asked. 
 
    “Why?” I rolled my eyes and waited for his grand excuse. 
 
    “Because I couldn’t handle his forgetfulness. He thought I was his brother. He thought my girlfriend at the time was my mother. Whenever I told him that I was his son, he would say, ‘I never had any son.’ Any idea how hard that is on a person?”  
 
    “No,” I said after a moment. I suddenly felt bad. No matter how hard I tried to convince myself otherwise, I didn’t actually deserve any of Mel’s money. I was just a thief, carelessly deceiving a poor old man, confusing his family.  
 
    “I don’t know who you are or where you came from, but you aren’t getting anything in that will. I’m not saying that that’s the reason you’re here, but you should know—there’s no Stevie Dunning in Mel’s will.”  
 
    “I don’t want any of it,” I said, and strangely enough, I wasn’t lying. If the money did end up in my hands, I’m not sure I would have the strength to keep it. But what would I do with it? Give it all to Juanita? She deserved it. She was the only one who actually cared about Mel. “But I’m curious, who’s getting everything?” I asked sheepishly.  
 
    “It’s irrelevant.” He stared at me, that grin back on his face. “You look really good, you know that? Really convincing.”  
 
    My heart sank into the pit in my gut. “What?” I said. Did he say ‘convincing’? What did he mean by that? I felt the colour drain from my face.  
 
    “Last night I looked up all of Mel’s surviving relatives, and all of his wives’ relatives. There is no Stevie Dunning, but there is a Steve Dunning. Look, all I’m saying is, I’m impressed.”  
 
    I had the sudden urge to get up and run, out of that house, out of that city, out of that state. I wanted to delete all of my social media profiles and get my name legally changed. But I couldn’t even get out of that room. My joints were rigid and I was locked in place.  
 
    “So it’s true,” he said. “You really are Steve Dunning. I honestly thought I’d made a mistake, but your reaction right there just proved me wrong.”  
 
    “Don’t tell anyone,” I said. “Please. I—I’m transitioning. I have been for the last year.” I was a terrible liar.  
 
    He laughed. “So you’re becoming a girl then?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    “Does that mean you like boys, or are you a lesbian?”  
 
    “What does it matter to you?” I said.  
 
    “Suck my dick,” he said. And then my rigid body became even more tense. I wasn’t sure what he was doing… Was he blackmailing me? Was he telling me to suck his dick or else he would tattle? Or was he just mocking me, trying to call me on my bluff? My head was spinning. “I will admit that you make a hot girl. When I first saw you, I imagined you sucking my dick. I was kind of thrown off when I realized what you were packing under that little bikini, but then I thought, what difference does it make? So come and suck my dick.” He gave his lap a pat.  
 
    There didn’t seem to be any other choice. I took a deep breath and I walked over to him. His face lit up when he realized I was really going to do it. But what else was I going to do? Let him go to Mel and Juanita and tell them the truth? I needed my secret to remain a secret, even if that meant sucking Jake off.  
 
    I sunk down to my knees between his legs and I reached for his zipper. He started to laugh. “Holy shit, you’re actually going to do it,” he said, his cheeks suddenly red.  
 
    “Shut up,” I said, and then I unzipped his fly, reached into his pants, and felt his long flaccid cock. I wrapped my fingers around it and slipped it out.  
 
    “Holy shit,” he said again, this time his voice weak and trembling slightly. Maybe he was joking, but there was some truth behind it. He really did want me to suck his dick, at least deep down inside. And he was doing nothing to stop me, now that I was stroking his length, getting him hard. I could feel him throbbing. He planted the palms of his hands into the mattress and he leaned back. 
 
    “No one can find out about this, okay?” he said. 
 
    “Ditto,” I said, and then I bent forward and slipped his cock through my lips. It was so strange—I wasn’t hesitating. I wasn’t gagging in repulsion. I was just doing it, and it felt strangely natural, the way his long shaft slid along my tongue, the way his throbbing tip rubbed against the inside of my cheeks. I should have felt humiliated and vulnerable on that bedroom floor, but instead I felt empowered and sexy. At every available opportunity, I found myself looking over at the full-length mirror, admiring my body, my long, smooth legs and my adorable face. I repositioned myself slightly so I could watch myself sucking Jake’s big cock.  
 
    One of his hands slipped around the back of my head, his fingers into my hair. He pulled me in tight, gagging me with his cock, but I didn’t mind. Again, I liked it. “I love the way that mouth feels, baby,” he said. I didn’t feel like I was sucking for my life. Somehow I knew he wasn’t going to tell on me regardless of whether I sucked him off or not. But I wanted to. I wanted to try it. I’d wanted to try it since I saw myself for the first time in a dress. I’d kept the urge repressed for so long, but now it was out in the open and I didn’t care. 
 
    I got him so hard in my mouth. His cock was huge and hot. I ran my fingers up it, feeling it pulsing, begging to penetrate my asshole. I climbed up onto him and I kissed him, letting him taste his own cock on my lips. He could probably feel my throbbing erection, which had slipped out of my one-piece and was now resting on his leg. With a slight reposition, our cocks were pressed up against one another. His was bigger and harder than me. I wanted him inside of me.  
 
    So I pulled aside the little piece of fabric covering my butthole and I sunk down, feeling his cock pressing up against my tight hole. He let out a long, trembling breath. Even he didn’t seem hesitant. I couldn’t blame him. I looked great. Over the past few days, I’d managed to convince myself I was really a woman. It wasn’t until I was undressing at night that I realized otherwise.  
 
    He pushed in. I clenched, hugging his rod, but that didn’t stop him from sinking in deep, until his pelvis was pressed up to my ball sack. I swayed gently, feeling him inside of me, getting him lined up with the perfect, euphoric spot, and then I started to bounce up and down. It was a weird feeling, being fucked in the ass, but it felt good. I could see what all the hype was about.  
 
    I bounced and bounced until my own cock was rock-hard, bouncing in the air, begging to be beaten off. My body was swirling in elation. I had to fight to keep my eyes from rolling into the back of my head. I wanted to collapse and succumb to the pleasure, but I didn’t want it to end, so I kept bouncing. I loved it when he slapped my ass. I loved it when he grabbed my cock and started to beat me off quickly. He was biting down on his bottom lip, transfixed by my body. “Make me come, baby,” I said. I felt his grip tighten and he beat harder, like he was determined to get drenched in my cumshot. “Harder! Harder!” I said. And then I started coming, blast after blast after blast—endless shots of jizz, all over his chest.  
 
    And then I felt his cock pulsing, bloating, and filling me up with warm ooze. He was coming inside of me, deep in my ass. It felt amazing. It was a shame it had to end. I stood up and stepped off of the bed. Luckily the floor was tiled and not carpeted, because his cum poured out of me into a pool on the floor as soon as I was standing upright.  
 
    “That was amazing,” he said, as he lay limp on the bed. 
 
    He was right. It was amazing.  
 
    But the feeling was short lived when we heard Juanita’s distant scream. We got dressed quickly and ran out of the bedroom. Mel had passed away in his sleep. I couldn’t bring myself to look into his bedroom, though I saw him for a brief second when Jake opened the door. 
 
    The funeral was held a week later. A few dozen people showed up, and I couldn’t keep track of the number of times I heard whispers about Mel’s will. “When are they going to say who gets what?” one woman asked another. A few of my cousins showed up.  
 
    I decided to stay in my female guise leading up to and during the funeral. Once the funeral was over, I no longer had any reason to continue being a woman. But I couldn’t bring myself to put away the wardrobe. Instead, I found myself putting my new clothes on top of my old clothes. I continued to go out as a woman. I didn’t think much about it until a month later, when I realized I was waking up in the morning and getting dolled up without realizing it. It had become part of my natural routine, and I didn’t care to stop it.  
 
    Mel had no will except for the dated one in that bottom kitchen drawer, so Jake got everything: nine-hundred million dollars worth of cash, real-estate, and investments. He sold everything off and donated it all to Alzheimer’s research—all but a few thousand bucks, which he gave to me. “For the operation,” he said.  
 
    “What operation?” I asked. 
 
    “The sex change. But if I find out you used the money for something else, you’ll be sorry,” he said with a wink and a grin. He kept nothing for himself—not even enough for bus fare home.  
 
    After my surgery four months later, I got a job at a local senior care facility, taking care of the elderly in their final days. It was the perfect job. It didn’t pay much, but I didn’t care too much about that. It left me feeling good about myself, feeling like I was making a difference. It beat the hell out of that lingering guilt I felt the whole time I was living with Mel, stealing from him, deceiving him. I hope he forgives me.  
 
    So I didn’t end up getting the giant fortune I’d set out to get, but I did realize that I didn’t want it. Besides, I got something so much better: I got myself; I got a new lease on life, a new outlook, a new me. For once, I felt like I could do anything. 
 
    THE END 
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