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THE NEW TENANTS

Percy is in a financial rut. A few months after buying a big, old house, he finds himself losing clients. He needs money if he wants to keep the house, so he decides to clean out his basement to make a rental suite. It seems like the perfect idea, and Catherine, the pretty woman who shows up asking to rent the suite, seems like the perfect candidate.

Percy is fast to let Catherine in, knowing nothing about her except that she has a son. He doesn’t think she’s any older than thirty, so he expects a little toddler to be living in his basement, and not an eighteen-year-old boy named Lorn.

His perfect idea suddenly doesn’t seem so perfect. Lorn is always home, suspended from school, and Percy works from home. To make matters worse, Catherine isn’t paying the rent, but the mother-son-duo are racking up a tall energy bill, costing Percy more than he can pay. Percy is ready to throw the renters out, and then he gets an unexpected midnight bedroom visit from a mysterious young woman clad in seductive attire.  


CHAPTER I

The government raised my property taxes again. In case that wasn’t bad enough, my furnace decided to break down on me, and it was the middle of February. The only furnace repair company in town was backlogged and only willing to come out to fix my furnace if I paid the emergency fee instead of the standard fee. They still made me wait four days—I guess I didn’t get the emergency treatment.

“This isn’t going to be cheap,” the furnace repair guy told me before spending six hours in my basement, tinkering with my machine. And he was right: it wasn’t cheap. I was out two thousand bucks in the blink of an eye. At least the furnace worked now—but the relief was short-lived. I woke up the next morning to drops of water landing on my face. I jumped out of bed and waited for my heart to settle before looking up to see the giant wet spot on my ceiling.

I went up into the attic and saw an inch of water, pooled over my bedroom, and another pool over my kitchen. “Fucking shit!” I yelled.

So I called an emergency flood company to come assess the damage. The older guy who showed up told me that my humidifier was set too high and the moisture had been building up for many months. It was likely frozen for a long time, but that particular morning was a warm one, warm enough to melt the frozen moisture so it could all pool into a few spots.

It wasn’t a simple matter of turning down the humidifier and soaking up the moisture. The damage had already been done. “You’ve got a lot of mold,” he told me. “And some of these beams are rotting. And these beams aren’t to code. If you don’t replace them, I would legally have to report the house.”

“You’re kidding me, right?” I said.

He shook his head, staring into my eyes with a blank, unforgiving look. So that was another four thousand dollars down the drain. Now, my bank account wasn’t looking so hot. I had a mortgage payment coming up, and I didn’t have enough in my main account to pay it, so I had to transfer money from my savings, which meant selling off stocks during a downturn.

I was quickly regretting buying that old house. It seemed so perfect on paper: charming, cute, quaint, with lots of character. But the reality was much different. The reality was that the house was a gigantic money pit, and I would be broke if just a couple more things went wrong.

And honestly, the house was too big for my needs. I needed a bedroom, a small kitchen, a bathroom, and an office. I didn’t need any of the rooms in the basement. In fact, I hadn’t even used the basement bathroom since moving in. Now, I was worried about the fact the bathroom down there had been untouched for a year. Was that okay for the pipes?

I was too afraid to flush the old toilet now. I didn’t want to make my situation any worse, so I just left it.

My phone buzzed. It was one of my clients, wondering where his logo was. I quickly sent him a text message back. “I’m working on it now. I’m almost done,” I said. But I hadn’t started. I hadn’t had a chance to work in almost a week.

“Can you send me the progress?” he said.

So I ran to my office and booted up my computer. I tried to quickly make up a few little designs. It wasn’t my best work, but at least it was something. I fired it over to the client, and then he replied, “I think I’ll go with another designer. Thanks though.” And just like that, I lost a job.

“Fuck!” I yelled. I walked over to the wall and kicked it. I was angry at the house. I couldn’t help but blame that house for my problems. My foot went straight through the crumbling drywall. Now I had a giant hole in the wall that needed fixed.

I groaned and sat down on the floor. I planted my face into my hands. Maybe I could sell the house and move back into a small apartment. Maybe it was time to cut my losses.

Though selling the house wouldn’t be easy. I knew that when I bought it. It had been on the market for eight years. The old owner wasn’t budging on the high price. My realtor tried to talk me out of buying it. “That house is really old, Percy,” he said.

“You can’t have character without old,” I said with a big, naïve grin.

“You’ll probably spend two hundred thousand dollars just getting it into decent shape,” he said to me. I laughed at him. Where did he get that outrageous number from?

“I want the house. I’ll buy it,” I said. I was confident at the time, having just finished three logos for very big companies. I wasn’t used to having so much money, and I assumed my career would only continue to go up.

But that wasn’t the case. After I bought the house, the sales dipped. I went back to making a modest income, mostly designing logos for craft breweries and tanning salons.

I had no work to do now. I needed to put out ads for my design services—something I hadn’t done in years—something I hadn’t needed to do in years. So I went to the old classifieds website to make a post, and that’s when I noticed a curious listing:

‘Mother and son looking for suite to rent.’ I clicked on the link.

‘I am a mother with a son and we recently lost our apartment to a flood. We’re looking to rent something for three to six months, until the insurance company is able to fix our place. Our budget is $700 per month. Thank you.’

I hadn’t lived with roommates since I was nineteen. I’d always hated having roommates, but now I needed money. My monthly mortgage payment was only $1,300, so cutting that by more than half was tempting. I stared for a long time at the listing, and then I finally decided to message the woman.

“I’ve got a whole basement with two bedrooms, a living area, and a bathroom. You would be able to use the kitchen upstairs all you want (I hardly use it). It’s an older house but it has a lot of charm.”

I didn’t actually expect her to reply—and I wasn’t expecting a reply so fast. “Could I come to see it today?” she asked.

My heart fluttered. It seemed like a temporary solution to my problem—and I felt like I only needed a temporary solution. And it was a solution to her problem too. “Today is fine. I’m home all day.” So I sent her the address.

I had an idea of the woman in my head. I knew a few mothers and they all fit the same mold: a bit old, a bit chubby, poorly dressed, and exhausted. I found myself already mentally preparing to have a crying baby in the basement for the next six months. But I needed that money. I was preparing myself to have even more damage to fix after a toddler spent three months in my basement—but at least I never used the basement. Any damage done to the basement could be fixed further down the road, once I was back in a positive financial position.

I put out a few ads on a few different websites, trying to drum up some business for my design services, and then the doorbell suddenly rang, making me jump. I thought it was maybe a delivery that I’d forgotten about, so I was shocked when I looked through the old peephole and saw a young woman with long brown hair standing on my doorstep. I opened the door. “Can I help you?” I said.

“I’m here to see the basement suite,” she said softly. I paused. My heart fluttered. I wasn’t expecting a pretty woman. She looked to be about thirty, which made me think her kid was very young—maybe even still a baby. But where was the baby now? Why was she alone? Did she share custody?

I stepped aside and put a smile on my face. “Let me show you the basement,” I said.

The floorboards squeaked loudly as we walked towards the back stairs. I felt extra conscious of the old smell in the house: a smell I hadn’t noticed since the day I moved in. And now, I was extra conscious of all the little cracks in the plaster walls, and all of the humming radiators, and the condensation that was forming on the glass of the old window next to the back door. My house was a dump, and it seemed inevitable that she would think so as well.

I brought her down to the basement and flicked on the lights. “This is it,” I said. “This would be your living area. That door there is the bathroom. It hasn’t even been used since I bought the house.” I tried to force a smile, walking over to the part of the wall with the big crack down the plaster, hiding it with my body. “Um,” I said. “The furnace was just repaired recently. It works really well. It gets warm down here, but you’re welcome to open any windows or turn down the heat. Those two doors there are the bedrooms. Then here is the laundry room. I’ll need in here once a week, but otherwise it’s all yours to use.”

I bit down on my tongue. I felt desperate. I wanted her to move in. I wanted her money. I needed something to help me back on my feet. I didn’t want to think that buying this house was the biggest mistake of my life.

She looked around slowly, looking up at the ceiling. I looked up at the ceiling and noticed an old water stain. It had been there since I moved in. I was pretty sure that it wasn’t from a leaking pipe (at least not from a pipe that was currently leaking), but I didn’t want to say that in case she hadn’t noticed it.

“What do you think?” I asked.

She sauntered over to the bedrooms and peeked in. “It’s old,” she said.

My heart fell into my stomach. “Yeah, it’s an older home, but it has good bones.” I felt like I was quoting the selling realtor now.

“It’s cute,” she said. “And it’s not dark like you’d expect from a basement suite.”

My heart flew back up into my chest. I took a deep breath in and smiled. “It is cute. And yeah, a lot of light gets down here. The house is on a bit of a hill, so the windows on the one side are quite big. It’s a cozy house. I think you and your kid will like it here.”

She turned and smiled at me. She was pretty. Her long brown hair looked soft. Her red lips and red cheeks made my skin tingle. “So where’s your kid now?” I asked.

“He’s at a friend’s house,” she said.

“Oh, I see,” I said. “And, uh, you have him full time?”

She let a small giggle out. “Yes,” she said.

“Cool,” I said.

“Did you want to meet him before making a decision?” she asked.

My eyes widened. Was she taking the suite? Was I about to get an extra $700 per month? “Um, no,” I said. “That’s okay. I’m sure the little guy is great. I love kids.” I laughed nervously. I’d never been a landlord before, and when I woke up that morning, it wasn’t something I’d ever even considered before.

She smiled and giggled again. She had a charm about her. She did look a little bit tired like the other mothers I knew, but she certainly was in better shape. She was fit, with a great body, and her face was cute. She was, in many ways, my type. Maybe this was a gift from fate. Maybe the furnace issue and all of the other financial issues happened for a reason. Maybe this was God’s way of bringing me together with this woman.

I shook my head. I was getting carried away. I was allowing myself to have silly thoughts. She wasn’t my future wife. Sure, she was pretty, but she was just a tenant and a source of income.

“So when can we move in?” she asked.

“Whenever you want,” I said. “I’ll need an afternoon to clean out some of these old boxes. Most of them are empty. Then I’ll have it professionally cleaned, and it’s all yours.” I made a big smile.

“So maybe tomorrow afternoon?” she said.

It was sooner than I was expecting, but I wasn’t about to turn her down and lose her money. “That should be fine,” I said.

She stepped forward and shook my hand. She looked into my eyes with a bright smile. “Thank you so much,” she said. “This really means a lot to us.”

“My pleasure,” I said.

She continued staring into my eyes. For a brief moment, I thought we were going to kiss. I felt my cheeks turning red, then she suddenly turned towards the stairs. “I should go and pick up my son,” she said. “Thank you so much for this. Oh—I didn’t get your name.” She turned back to me.

“It’s Percy,” I said.

“I’m Katherine,” she said with that cute, tired smile.

And then we had another long moment of eye-contact.

“Thanks, Percy. See you tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I said. I watched her go, and then I realized it was rude not to show her to the door. I ran after her and quickly grabbed the door, opening it for her. “Oh, and you can use the back door once you move in. It’s closer to the stairs.”

She smiled and nodded and then she took off.

For the next fifteen minutes, I paced around my home. Things were about to change. My living situation was about to change. I couldn’t just walk around the house in my underwear anymore. I couldn’t watch porn without headphones, and I was going to have to keep the kitchen nice and tidy. Soon, there would be a mother and a child in my house, making noise of their own. The kid was probably going to have playdates. As soon as the weather was warm, they would probably want to use the backyard, which meant I would be seeing them out my office window. And if I wanted to watch TV late into the night, it was going to have to be with the volume turned down low.

But I needed the money, and I was excited to be living with a beautiful woman. And it was temporary: three to six months. It was nothing I couldn’t handle.

I took a deep breath to calm myself down, and then I remembered that I told them I was going to have the basement professionally cleaned. I couldn’t afford to have it professionally cleaned, so I ran down the stairs and grabbed the mop and the vacuum and a jug of bleach, and I got started.


CHAPTER II

I cleaned late into the night, and then I spent a good chunk of the morning cleaning and hauling boxes up to the spare room next to my office. I was actually surprised by how large and bright the basement was without all of my boxes in it, and with the windows properly scrubbed. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible basement suite after all.

I was just hauling up the final box when the doorbell rang. I nearly dropped the box on my toe, frightened by the sudden chime of the doorbell. I needed to get a new doorbell—one that wasn’t so loud.

I placed the box down on the kitchen counter and I walked to the door. I figured it would be Catherine, but instead it was a young man, looking to be about sixteen-years-old. I opened the door. “Can I help you, kid?” I asked.

He stared into my eyes. “Yeah, I guess so,” he said softly. He was a smaller guy, with thin arms and a thin chest. His hair was scruffy and his big eyes made him almost look malnourished.

“How?” I said.

“We’re moving in,” he said. Then he stepped aside, revealing his mother, who was getting out of a car. The trunk of the car was packed with stuff, and tied down with a rope. My heart skipped a beat. I looked back at the boy. Was he Catherine’s son?

“You—You’re here to help?” I asked.

He looked around. “No. That’s my mom,” he said. “I’m moving in too. Didn’t she tell you she had a son?”

“Oh,” I said as my skin tingled. I wasn’t sure what to think. Was this better or worse than having a toddler in the house? Teenagers can be loud. Teenagers can be obnoxious. Teenagers stay up late and have friends over… Some of them, anyway. Maybe this particular teenager wasn’t like that. He seemed like a meek guy; he was shorter and thinner and he seemed to have difficulty keeping eye-contact. I moved aside and pointed at the back stairs. “Down those stairs is the basemen suite,” I said. “I’ll get something to prop the door open.”

He nodded his head, forced a small smile, and then he brushed by me, going to check out his new living space. I watched him descend the stairs, and then I turned to his mother. She was pulling a heavy, awkward box out from the old sedan. I watched her for a moment before realizing it was an opportunity to get closer to her. So I rushed in and grabbed the box from her. “I’ve got it,” I said. But it really was heavy—heavier than I was expecting. I nearly toppled over trying to clutch it in both of my hands. “Whoa.”

She giggled. “I can get it,” she said.

“No, no,” I replied. “I’ve got it. I’ll just bring it down for you. What’s in this thing?”

“Magazines,” she said.

The box must have weighed one-hundred pounds. “How many magazines do you have?”

“They’re fashion magazines. I use them for reference.”

And in that moment, I realized that I never asked her what she did for work—or just about anything about her. I never asked her anything about her son or anything about what she did from day to day. What if she worked from home? What if her son wasn’t in school? Was I going to have people in the house with me twenty-four-seven? Is this really what I wanted? I never even asked her if she had pets. Was this worth the few hundred bucks per month I was going to be getting?

“I forgot to ask,” she said to me as she carried in a much smaller, lighter box. “Do I need to pay a damage deposit?”

I looked back into her eyes. She has a glossy glow in her gaze. She looked like a little, wounded doe. How could I tell her she needed to pay a damage deposit? I was terrified her son was going to leave some destruction behind, but I just couldn’t bring myself to charge her a deposit. “Just rent,” I said. “Don’t worry about a deposit.”

“You’re sweet,” she said with a glowing smile. My heart melted just a little bit. I felt good about myself, even though I could have used that money. I really could have used that money. But I was getting some money—I was getting her rent payment. It was the third of the month. “I’ll have rent for you soon. I just need to find some time to get to the bank.”

“No worries,” I said.

I plopped the big box down in the basement. Then I wiped sweat from my forehead. I took a deep breath, then I looked over and saw Catherine’s teenaged son. He stared at me for a long moment before looking away. “What’s your name?” I said.

“Lorn,” he said without looking up at me.

“I’m Percy,” I said. He didn’t look up at me, and he didn’t reply. “What grade are you in, Lorn?”

“Grade twelve,” he said.

“Are you turning eighteen soon?”

“I turned eighteen last week.”

“Oh. Well happy birthday,” I said with a big smile. He looked up at me, stared into my eyes, and nodded his head slowly.

“Aren’t you supposed to be in school today?” I asked.

“Not today,” he said.

“Why not?” I said.

There was a long silence, then Catherine startled me from behind. “He got himself suspended,” she said.

I spun around. She had another heavy box in her arms. She dropped it on top of the box of magazines.

“What happened?” I asked.

She looked at her son and then back at me. “He got into some trouble. Let’s just say he got away lucky this time. And he’s not going to do it again.”

I looked over at Lorn, who was now looking down at his feet. He said nothing. “Well, things happen. Right?” I said. “I remember getting suspended when I was in school. I put dog poo into a guy’s locker, because he asked Kari Michaels out to the prom after I told him I was going to ask her out. Silly stuff.”

Catherine laughed but Lorn didn’t look too impressed by the story.

“I’ll go grab another box for y’all, and then I should probably get to work.”

Catherine smiled at me. I looked into her eyes for a moment. I couldn’t figure out how she looked so youthful and pretty. With an eighteen-year-old son, she must have been at least thirty-six. She looked a solid ten years younger than her age. Maybe that wasn’t so unreal…

An hour after they arrived, the house became silent. I could hear the occasional little thump as they unpacked in the basement. I spent the day posting ads on various websites, trying to advertise my design services. I needed to find work, even with Catherine paying a good chunk of my mortgage. I got a small bite around noon. A woman emailed asking if I could do a logo for a discount. “What’s your budget?” I replied.

I felt a tingle of hope. My rates were negotiable. I liked getting my full rate, but I was used to taking small cuts for easier jobs.

“Well, I would actually need ten different variations of the logo,” she replied. “But that should be easy to do. I was thinking around eighty dollars.”

My rate for a single logo was three hundred dollars. I stared at her email for a long moment. Doing ten logo variations would take days, and I wasn’t about to work for days for just eighty bucks.

I looked up from my computer and saw Catherine walking to her sedan. She hopped into the driver’s seat and pulled away. But she didn’t have her son with her. It was a minute later when I heard the kitchen sink running. He was in the kitchen.

I felt suddenly tense. I didn’t like being alone in the house with a stranger. Maybe he wasn’t a complete stranger—he was my tenant after all—but I knew nothing about him. I just knew that he was suspended from school. Was he a troublemaker? Was he going to start trouble in my home?

I wanted to grab a glass of water, but I didn’t want to run into him, so I stayed in my office. I waited twenty minutes, until it was completely silent, and then I snuck out of my office to grab a glass of water. Now, the house was silent. He was back in the basement, making no noise. I almost found myself wishing that he was making noise—just a little bit—so I could have an idea of what he was up to. But with the house totally silent, I had no idea what was happening. I had no idea what he was doing down there. What if he was doing something illegal? What if he was doing drugs… or selling drugs?

I went back to work, trying not to think too much about the teenager in my basement. I’d lived alone for so long. I hadn’t even had a roommate since I was a teenager myself. What was he doing down there? I was tempted to go down to look. I even found myself at the top of the stairs at one point, looking down. Would it be rude to go down? Would I make the boy uncomfortable? Would he tell Catherine that I invaded their private space? They were allowed to come upstairs, so why wasn’t I allowed to go downstairs?

I took one step down, and then I stopped myself. I took a deep breath and then I closed my eyes. I told myself to get a grip. I allowed these people to rent my basement, now I just needed to trust them. I opened my eyes, and then I saw Lorn standing at the bottom of the stairs, staring up at me.

I forced a smile. “Hi Lorn,” I said.

“What are you doing?” he asked in his soft, meek voice.

I paused for a moment, trying to conjure up an excuse. “I was just going to flip one of the breakers,” I said. “The power in my bedroom just went out.”

“Oh,” he said, staring at me with a blank, unbelieving look. “Okay.”

I forced another awkward smile. “It’ll take two seconds. This doesn’t happen a lot—I promise.” I skirted by him and went to the breaker box. I pretended to flip the bedroom breaker and then I skirted by him again. “That’s it,” I said. “Hope you’re settling in alright down here.”

He didn’t reply. He just watched me walk back upstairs. I felt stupid. I was already afraid he was going to tell his mother about the incident. Did he think I was spying on him? Was I spying on him?

I went back to work and tried to ignore the fact that my face was dark red. I managed to get through the day without embarrassing myself again, though there were a few silent hours when I was particularly tempted to venture down the stairs to see if everything was okay.


CHAPTER III

I assumed that Catherine had gone out to the bank to get her first month’s rent payment, but when she returned home, she went straight to the basement and I didn’t hear from her. I didn’t put any pressure on her. I wasn’t worried that she was going to stiff me, though had I been in her position, I would have immediately paid my rent to ensure good relations with my landlord.

Then, the next day, the rent didn’t come again. She left for a few hours in the middle of the day, but said nothing to me upon returning, and nothing was left in my mailbox. I wasn’t worried yet, but I was starting to feel tempted to remind her.

But I let it slide for another day—and then another day. I started wondering where she was going when she left the house for a few hours each day. I knew that she worked in fashion—at least that’s what I assumed when she told me that she had all of those magazines for reference. But what did that even mean? Did she design clothes? Was she a fashion photographer? I never heard the hum of a sewing machine, and she never left the house with camera gear—or anything other than her purse. So where was she going?

Did she even have a job? Did she have money to pay rent? Did she jump from house to house, stiffing landlords on rent?

It was a full week after she moved in that I decided to give her a friendly reminder. I was sitting in my office when I heard the front door open. I assumed it was her, so I jumped up from my seat and I walked over to the kitchen, to catch her before she reached the basement. “Hey, can I talk to you for just a quick second…” I paused, finding myself face-to-face with a teenaged girl. I’d never seen the girl before. She stared into my eyes as she held a big cardboard box. “Sorry,” I said. “Who are you?”

“I’m Lorn’s friend,” she said. “I’m just dropping off some things that he left at my place.”

“Oh. Okay,” I said. I didn’t love the idea of my house being open to the public. I was used to living a private life. I was used to having the house to myself. Before Catherine and her son moved in, I could saunter out into my kitchen naked if I wanted to. I could go anywhere in my own house without worrying about what anyone would think of me.

Now, I had to warn my tenants a week in advance when I wanted to change the furnace filter. Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea. Maybe this wasn’t worth the extra seven hundred I was getting every month. Hell, I hadn’t even gotten a dime and it had already been a week.

“Is Lorn home?” I asked the girl.

“Um,” she said. “He’s downstairs.”

I wanted to ask her to send him up, so I could tell him to tell his mother that rent was due. But maybe they just needed another day or two to settle in. Clearly, they were still moving boxes in. They were probably dealing with a lot with their move and the destruction of their home. Maybe they just needed me to give them a break.

I smiled and nodded my head and went back to work.

I had a new client: a girl who wanted a logo for her small grocery store. It was only a one-hundred-dollar gig, but it was the best I could find. So I spent the day drafting logo concepts. I made a dozen different sketches before sending them off for her to review.

Then Catherine came home. She moved quickly from her car to the basement—almost as if she was trying to dodge me, as if she knew her rent was due and she didn’t want to pay it. Now I was starting to feel very nervous. I was starting to feel like I’d been ripped off. I knew that they were using the electricity down there. I hadn’t negotiated any splitting of energy bills—and I could hear the TV running, and they would leave lights on, and between the two of them, they were taking three or four showers each day. Maybe this little tenant idea was going to end up costing me money. Maybe this was a terrible idea after all.

I heard one of them in the kitchen. My heart raced as I thought about confronting them, but it needed to be done. I couldn’t let them take advantage of me. All my life, people had been taking advantage of me, and I couldn’t let that continue. So I stepped out from my office and I walked to the kitchen.

Lorn was standing at the stove, heating up a pan. He had four eggs on the counter next to him, and a pack of cheap no-name-brand bacon. “Hey Lorn,” I said, forcing a smile.

He looked at me and nodded his head before looking back at the pan. I could tell he was tense. I could tell that he didn’t like being confronted. I didn’t want this to feel like a confrontation. “Is your mother home by any chance?” I asked, even though I knew she was home because I watched her enter the house just two hours earlier.

“She’s having a shower,” Lorn said. “I’m just making us some dinner.”

I thought about asking him to ask his mother to find me once she was done, but that all seemed unnecessary. Lorn was eighteen—an adult—and he was capable of passing on a message. “I was just, uh, wondering if you could tell your mom to—you know…” I took a deep breath and forced a big smile. “Make sure I get the first month’s rent by tomorrow… Or maybe the next day. Whenever is convenient for you guys. I know you’re busy, but I just want to—you know—make sure you haven’t forgotten.” I tried to force a big smile, but I could tell that I looked ridiculous. He stared at me for a long moment, looking nervous. I hated that he thought I was some sort of slumlord.

He just stared at me, saying nothing, as if he hadn’t heard a word.

“Is that okay?” I said, looking around, wondering why he wasn’t answering me.

“Okay,” he said softly. 

“Great,” I said with a smile. Then I stood in that awkward kitchen for a long moment before backing out. I was hungry for dinner, and I had food in the fridge, but sharing the kitchen with the boy was just too awkward, so I ordered food to the house instead. It was expensive to order food, and I didn’t have the spare cash—but I had hope that Catherine was going to pay me soon, and I also had that hundred bucks coming in from my new client.

And my client paid the hundred bucks the next day—but Catherine didn’t pay anything. Now, I was really worried. She was working hard to avoid me, moving quickly from her sedan to the basement, before I could even have a chance to take off my headphones and cut her off in the kitchen. Did she have the money? Was I being taken advantage of?

I let it slide for a day, but then I started feeling angry.

I was a meek young man once too. People used to walk all over me. My first job was at a Subway restaurant. My boss, an immigrant from somewhere in the Middle East, made me get on my hands and knees to scrub the floors. He gave me a rag and a screwdriver, and made me scrub all of the dirt and dried piss from between the bathroom tiles. He would stand over me and watch me—and then he accused me of stealing twenty dollars from the register. He was so sure that I stole the money that he docked twenty dollars off of my paycheque, so I was technically earning less than minimum wage.

Now, I felt that same feeling: like the bad people of the world were once again seeing me as an easy target. I was once again being walked all over. Catherine may have been beautiful, but that didn’t mean she deserved a handout. And hell, if she wanted a break, she could have asked me for a rent extension. She could have told me that she was short on cash, and I probably would have given her a break. But now, I wasn’t so sure what to do. Could I even legally evict her? I knew there were lots of crazy laws protecting tenants, and very few protecting landlords. So what could I do? Was I screwed? Did I make a huge mistake by allowing her into my home?

The next day, I ran into Lorn again in the kitchen. I tried to put on a smiling face, but it was getting harder. “You guys haven’t forgotten that rent, have you?” I asked with a small giggle, trying to act like it wasn’t the biggest deal in the world.

“Oh, did my mom not pay you yet?” he asked. “I’ll talk to her about it when she gets home.”

“Okay,” I said. I was in the kitchen to make lunch, but now I was tempted to hide out in my office again. But this time I stopped myself. I couldn’t let my new tenants take over my life completely. If I was going to stay sane in that house, then I needed to pretend like I was still living a normal life.

So I started making myself my lunch. I grabbed the bread and I grabbed the mustard and the cheese and the ham. Then I noticed Lorn was looking through drawers. He went through one after the other. “You looking for something?” I asked casually.

“You don’t have a sewing needle, do you?” he said.

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“Oh,” he said. “Not even like a little sewing kit?”

“No. Sorry,” I said. “What do you need it for?”

“Nothing,” he said. Then he darted down the stairs, leaving me feeling confused and alone in the kitchen. But at least I was now alone.

The money didn’t come that night, and it didn’t come the next night either. Now, it was halfway through the month. It was starting to seem obvious that I was being taken advantage of. Maybe Catherine was out there trying to find her next house. Maybe they went house to house, moving every month or two. I never got any paperwork from her. I didn’t even know her last name. If she disappeared with her son, I wouldn’t even know what to tell the police.

I was mentally preparing myself to confront Catherine. I decided to give her one more day, and then I was going to go down into the basement to talk to her. If she was in the shower, I would wait in the basement living area until she was finished. I no longer cared if it was an invasion of her privacy. She was in my house and she wasn’t holding up her end of our bargain, so I had no reason to be a nice landlord anymore.

Just one more night. As I lay in bed that night, I thought about all of the different scenarios. Maybe the confrontation would end in a fight. Maybe I would have to call the cops. Or maybe she would just hand over the money and say, ‘I’ve been meaning to do this for weeks but it kept slipping my mind.’ I was hoping for the latter, but I had a feeling she didn’t have the money to give.

As I started to doze off, around midnight, I heard a clunking in the kitchen. I had a feeling it was just Lorn getting a snack, but then the sound started coming closer. The person was moving down my hallway, towards my bedroom.

I sat up as my bedroom door opened. “What the hell are you doing?” I asked, seeing the silhouette of Catherine in my doorway.

“Shh,” she said, putting a finger to her lips. Then my eyes adjusted and I began to make out small details, like the fishnet stockings up her legs and the heels on her feet. She was dressed like a high-class stripper, with her hair down past her shoulders. But her hair seemed longer than I remembered it being—and straighter, and darker. And she seemed shorter, even with the heels on. Was I staring at Catherine, or was someone else letting themselves into my bedroom?

I could tell that the girl was young, so I immediately assumed it was a friend of Lorn’s. “I think you want to be downstairs,” I said.

“No,” she said. Then she stepped into my room and closed the door behind her. “Just be quiet.”

“What?” I said. “Why? What are you doing?”

She stepped up to my bed and climbed up. She walked towards me on her hands and knees, with her hair dangling over her shoulders. I could smell her perfume. She planted her knees down right next to my thighs and looked down into my eyes. “Who are you? What are you doing?” I said.

I was frozen: shocked and confused. There was a woman’s face just inches from my face. Her lips were literally inches away from my lips and she was looking into my eyes. “I—I think you need to go,” I said.

“Just relax,” she said.

“Who are you?” I asked.

She smiled. Then she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. I remained frozen for a moment, and then I surrendered, allowing myself to kiss her. I had no idea who she was, but I could tell that she was cute. She was dressed like a slut and it had been months since I’d had sex—and two weeks since I’d jerked off. Since the tenants moved in downstairs, I’d been too afraid to masturbate—worried they would hear me, or worse.

So how could I—a straight male—turn down sex? Maybe I was dreaming. Maybe I was being pranked. There were many possibilities, but the temptation to participate was strong.

I put my hands on her soft, warm sides. We kissed for a minute, and then her hand pushed down my torso and her fingers slipped under my boxers. I gasped as she grabbed onto my cock and squeezed. She let a moan out from her lips.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about that,” she whispered. “Just relax and enjoy this.”

“Are you the kid’s friend?” I asked.

She didn’t reply. She kissed me again, and now she was tugging on my cock, massaging it with a firm grip. It felt good. I bit down on my tongue and moaned. “That feels good,” I said. “But seriously. Who are you?”

She leaned back and looked into my eyes. She looked somehow familiar, but I couldn’t place her. Why was she so familiar? Did I know any eighteen-year-old girls even? “Just don’t tell my mom about this,” she said. And it was ten seconds later when I realized I was staring into Lorn’s eyes. Lorn was now wearing makeup, a wig, and lingerie. He was probably wearing his mom’s perfume—I was pretty sure that I recognized it from when I first met Catherine.

I was frozen for a moment, and then I had the urge to push him off of me. “What the hell are you doing?” I snapped.

“Shh!” she said. “You’ll wake my mom up.”

“Have you lost your fucking mind?” I whispered. I wiped my lips with my wrist. Now, I was looking at his face, shocked by what I was seeing. He actually looked like a girl. He had the face shape of a girl: smooth and round, with perky cheekbones. He had big, thick eyelashes (which didn’t appear to be fake) and he had smooth lines of perfectly applied eyeliner. And the perfume just made the scenario even more confusing.

“You need to get off of me,” I said.

“Nobody will know,” he said in that alarmingly feminine voice. “I promise I won’t tell anyone. I swear on my life.”

“Lorn, I’m not gay,” I said.

“Call me Lola. I’m not a boy,” he said. Then he leaned down and pressed his lips against mine. I froze, surrounded by the beautiful perfume. My heart was racing. His smooth, hairless body was pressing firmly against my body. He was grinding himself in a feminine way. My brain was so confused and outraged and freaked out—all at the same time.

I gently pushed him back. “What’s gotten into you?” I said.

“I want you to have me however you want me,” he said in that voice. He batted his eyelashes. Then he leaned back so I could see his whole body. And my God, did he have a fine body. He was hotter than any girl I’d ever been with. His curves were perfect. He ran his hands down his sides, caressing his own smooth skin before gently grabbing his panties to adjust his bulge. That bulge was the only non-feminine feature.

I paused for a moment. My heart skipped a beat and my skin tingled with a peculiar chill. “You need to go back to your room,” I said.

“Just relax,” he said. “I’m clean. No one will ever find out. My life would be over if anyone ever found out—so you can be sure that I won’t tell a soul.” Then he suddenly dipped down. He slipped underneath my blanket in a graceful way, and then he sunk low, crawling down my body until his face was over my cock. I felt his fingers prying under the waistband of my boxers. I gasped and looked around the room. I had no idea what to do. I was tempted to boot him off the end of my bed, but for some reason I wasn’t acting. For some reason I was just remaining perfectly still as my heart raced.

I could feel my boxers being pulled down. I felt his fingers wrapping around my cock. I felt him grip my semi-erect cock firmly before licking my tip with his warm tongue. I groaned. It felt kind of nice, and I knew a blowjob would feel even nicer. But I also knew it was wrong.

“Last warning,” I said. “Then I’m going to call for your mother.”

I lifted the blanket to look at him. But the sight was strangely enticing—and arousing: him all dolled up, looking like a hot chick, with my cock pressed against her plump lips. She smiled and gently bit her bottom lip. “You’re bluffing,” she said. Then she stuck out her tongue and drew little circles around the tip of my cock.

I bit hard on my tongue, watching the feminized boy as he closed his eyes and pushed his head down, inserting my cock into his mouth. It was warm and wet and pleasant. I let out a long groan of relief. I bit hard on my tongue. I knew it wasn’t right. I knew I was getting my cock sucked by an eighteen-year-old boy, but that knowledge alone wasn’t enough for me to pull myself together and stop him.

Instead, I found myself looking down at him, at his long dark hair and his thick, fluttering eyelashes. I loved the smell of that perfume. It had been so long since I’d been with a woman. It had been so long since I’d been satisfied sexually. And maybe it could just remain a secret. Maybe nobody would ever find out about the little romp.

I reached down and pushed my fingers into her soft hair. I pushed her head down into my lap, making her deep throat my throbbing erection. I groaned and she let out a soft, girly moan.

“Just like that,” I said as she sucked my entire cock. Then she leaned back and gasped for air. She wiped the saliva off of her lips and chin and then she went back down for more, sucking and bobbing and exploring my cock with her tongue. I could feel her fishnet-clad legs rubbing against my bare legs. Our toes curled together momentarily. I was harder than I had been in months—and maybe years. I already felt like I was on the verge of coming.

I closed my eyes. I tried hard to gather myself. I tried hard to pull myself together. I strained and groaned and tried to convince myself to push her away, to end the homosexual blowjob. But my brain was too far gone. During that moment of pure bliss, I was convinced that I was with a woman. I wasn’t even sure that I wasn’t dreaming.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. Then I felt the warm buzzing down the length of my shaft. I tensed up and nearly screamed, and then I began to fill her throat with cum. She gasped, but I held her head down with both of my hands. I filled her slutty mouth with a gigantic load of semen, and then I finally let her go when she started choking. She leaned back, tilted back her head, and gulped down the cum with an awkward gulp. Then she took a deep breath in, sounding like she’d been holding her breath for five straight minutes. Her face was now dark red. Her lips and cheeks were covered in saliva—and maybe a bit of cum. She took a few breaths before looking into my eyes.

And now, as I stared into her pretty eyes, I realized what I’d just done: I’d gotten a blowjob from my tenant’s son. “A little warning would have been nice,” she said, wiping the tears from her cheekbones. Her mascara had run a little bit.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t think I would come so fast,” I said. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been with a woman.”

She smiled and let a small giggle slip. “Just remember—this is our secret. My mom cannot know about this, no matter what. Even if you’re super pissed at me about something, she can’t find out about it.”

I paused for a moment, staring into those pretty eyes. Was she planning on doing something? Was she going to hold a big party while he mom was out? Was she going to be doing drugs in the house? Was she planning on using this little midnight blowjob as leverage against me?

“O—Okay,” I said.

She smiled big. She crawled forward and kissed me on the lips, giving me a small taste of my own cum, and then she hopped off the bed and tiptoed out of the room. I watched her perky bum bounce before she gently closed my bedroom door.

Then reality rushed in and hit me fast. I just received a blowjob from a high school-aged boy. And now, that boy was living in my basement, with his mother. I’d made a huge mistake.


CHAPTER IV

I saw Catherine the next morning as we crossed paths in the kitchen. She paused and stared into my eyes, and I paused too, trying to think of a way to remind her that rent was due. But I had a few more little thoughts racing through my mind. For instance, I hadn’t taken my morning shower yet, and there was a good chance that I still smelled like perfume—like her perfume. What if she could smell it? Would she know that I fooled around with her son?

I forced a smile. “Good morning,” I said.

“Hi,” she said. She grabbed herself a bagel from my cupboard. I thought at first it was one of her own bagels, but then I realized it was one of mine after she had already retreated back to the basement. I found myself wondering just how often she was eating my food.

But that morning, I wasn’t feeling the same anger and resentment towards her that had been growing over the past two weeks. Now, I felt like I was in no rush to remind her that rent was due. Now, I had the strange feeling that she was going to pay me that rent any day. I didn’t want to make her angry or flustered for no reason.

So I went on with my day. I was in my office when Lorn took off for school. I watched him from my office window. It was a strange sight, seeing him in baggy jeans and a baggy hoody, looking like an unquestionable male. I still wasn’t convinced that the midnight blowjob wasn’t a dream.

It was ten minutes later that Catherine left in her sedan, off to do whatever it was that she did. I went back to work, posting ads for my services, and then I realized that I had the home to myself for the first time in two weeks. It was a nice feeling—a serene feeling, even though it was generally quiet even when Lorn and his mother were home. I felt like I had my freedom back for the first time in weeks. I felt like I could let the muscles in my body relax. I could watch some porn if I really wanted to, without worrying anyone would suddenly walk in—though after my midnight blowjob, my horniness levels were low.

I was able to focus better on my work. I managed to get a dozen ads posted, and then I found two promising emails in my inbox from potential clients. One was willing to pay full price, but wanted to see samples more along the lines of what they were after. So I spent some time picking out my best samples to send her way, and then it was time for lunch. It was nice having the kitchen to myself, without worrying anyone was going to come upstairs. I made myself a small sandwich and I sat at my kitchen table to eat for the first time since renting out the basement. It was a nice feeling, but then I suddenly remembered that peculiar midnight blowjob. I remembered the look on her face when she snuck out from my room: a satisfaction, as if she’d accomplished something.

Now, I was feeling nervous. What was that blowjob for? Was she just attracted to me or was she hoping to gain something from me? It was thirty minutes later when Catherine sent me a text message. “Sorry I haven’t gotten rent to you yet. It totally slipped my mind!”

I felt a wave of relief. “No worries,” I replied. “Anytime in the next few days is fine.”

“Sure. I’ll try to remember to get it to you tonight. Sorry, I’ve been so scatterbrained with the move. Oh, and just so you know, I’ll be going away for three nights for a work trip, out of the state. I’ll definitely get you your rent before I go.”

I took a deep breath. Everything was feeling much better. Though now I was beginning to wonder if Catherine’s work trip had something to do with the midnight blowjob. Was Lorn planning on throwing some big party while his mother was gone? Was the blowjob some sort of deal we were making, so I wouldn’t tell his mom about his shenanigans?

I had to be careful with Lorn. He seemed like a meek, harmless young man, but I hadn’t forgotten that he’d been suspended from school—and it wasn’t just a two-day suspension. He spent two whole weeks at home before returning to school, and they don’t just give out two-week suspensions for small infractions.

And if he was willing to doll himself up and suck a dick to get what he wanted—he was definitely a dangerous character. I had to keep my guards up with him.

I knew he was up to something. Maybe it was a party or maybe it was something worse. What if he was doing something illegal, and he was trying to blackmail me into keeping my mouth shut? What if he was selling drugs at school? What if he was doing something much, much worse?

I looked over at the staircase. My heart skipped a beat. I had the house to myself. This was my chance to venture down to see what he was up to. Maybe I could find a clue or two. If he was up to something, I needed to know sooner rather than later.

So I went to the window to make sure Catherine’s car wasn’t back. Then I went back to the stairs. I called down, just to make sure I was alone. “Anyone down there?” I said. I waited for a reply. “I just need to check on the furnace filter!”

I waited another moment before going down into the basement.

It was dark in the basement. The curtains were all closed, and I wasn’t about to open them so I could see better. I wasn’t even planning on touching the light switches. My plan was to leave everything exactly the way it was, so they wouldn’t know that I’d been down in the basement.

I didn’t love that I was snooping, but it had to be done. I needed to make sure that Lorn wasn’t up to no good. I didn’t want to end up being an accomplice to some crime.

I went into his bedroom, pushing the door open slowly. My heart was racing. The room was dark—too dark to see. I was tempted to turn on the light, but I didn’t want to touch anything that I didn’t need to touch, including the light switch. So I turned on my phone’s flashlight. I scanned around the room. It was a bit of a mess. The bed was unmade and there were a couple of plates and cups on the dresser. His bed was just a mattress on the ground. I walked up to the bed and kneeled down. I caught a small whiff of that familiar perfume. I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply. The image of her cute face under my covers came back to me suddenly.

I shook my head. I wasn’t there to sniff his bedsheets. I was there to make sure he wasn’t selling drugs or planning big parties. I looked around his bed but found nothing. His laptop was on the floor, but I didn’t want to touch it, even though it was tempting. If he was planning a party, the evidence was surely on that machine. I stared at it for a long time, weighing my options.

Then I went to the closet. I carefully opened the door. The closet was stuffed with clothes: t-shirts and hoodies and jeans. But there were boxes stashed in the back corner of the closet, and I recognized the boxes. That girl brought them over. I crawled under the hanging clothes and I gently pried one of the cardboard boxes open. Now, I was looking at school binders. Was it just a box of school supplies? Did the girl bring over his schoolwork while he was home with a detention? Was I giving this kid too much of a hard time?

I picked up one of the binders, just to make sure it wasn’t filled with names of drug-buying clients, and then a glimpse of red lace caught my eye. Under the binder was a pair of panties. I paused and then I picked up the panties. Under the panties was a piece of black lingerie. I pulled all of the binders out from the box, exposing the stash of lace and satin. It was a cross-dressing box. There was even a corner filled with little tubes and pallets of makeup. I opened the next box and pulled the binders out, revealing a couple different wigs and some more outfits: skirts and dresses. I paused and stared at the haul for a long moment.

So Lorn was a closeted crossdresser—and maybe a closeted transgender too. That was none of my business, and it wasn’t anything I didn’t already know. Though I was surprised by just how much stuff he had. There was a small fortune worth of lingerie and makeup—and I knew for a fact that wigs weren’t cheap, because my aunt had to buy one when she did chemotherapy.  

I carefully repacked everything as it was when I found it. Then I looked to the room’s second closet. It didn’t have a door; instead, it had a bed sheet. I walked over and peeked in, but the small space was empty, save for some spare bed sheets that were in a pile on the ground.

I started backing out of the room. Then I spotted that laptop again. What if Lorn was planning a party? What if he was selling drugs? I could look at that laptop and find out.

I took a deep breath. I grabbed the laptop and flipped it open. There was no password. Now, I was looking at Lorn’s Facebook page. There were no other tabs open. So I looked at his history. Most of the history was homework related. I scrolled down for a long time, until I reached his history from the night before: pages he was looking at around 11:30 PM. ‘How To: The Perfect Slutty Cat-Eye Look’ was one page he visited. ‘Make a cheap wig look perfectly realistic’ was the title of another.

And a bit further down was a porn video. I didn’t click the link but I read the title: ‘Tranny gets pumped by two HUGE black cocks.” My skin turned cold and my stomach churned.

Then I heard the door close upstairs. My body became completely frozen. I looked back towards the stairs as I heard footsteps clunking overhead. “Fuck,” I said. It was too late to run upstairs. Now I needed to hide. I closed the laptop and I was about to spring out into the living room, but I could hear the person coming down the stairs. I had no time to hide, so I retreated back into Lorn’s bedroom. I looked around and decided to hide behind that curtain, in the unused closet.

Then the bedroom door opened and someone stepped in. I heard a small thump as a bag was dropped on the floor. I pressed both of my hands against my mouth so the person wouldn’t hear me breathing.

Then I heard fingers tapping on a phone screen. There was a silence, and then I heard him speak. “Hey mom,” said Lorn. “Are you still out?” There was another long silence. “No, I’m still at school. They’re making me stay to finish this project.” Then there was another long silence. “Okay. Well I’ll be home in like an hour, but I guess I won’t see you until later tonight. Okay. Love you too.”

Then he hung up the phone. The room became horribly silent. I had no idea what I was going to do. I was just hoping that he would leave to use the bathroom, and then I could make a run for it. Did I make sure everything was put back exactly how I found it? Was I leaving behind any trace of my snooping? Why did I even snoop in the first place? What the hell was I thinking?

I felt so dumb, and now I was seconds away from being caught. I was probably going to end up being arrested. I’m pretty sure it was illegal for a landlord to enter a suite without permission or notice. Now, I was hiding in the closet like a complete fool.

I heard Lorn moving around the room. Occasionally, I saw him when he walked by his bed. The curtain wasn’t quite long enough to cover that whole opening. So whenever I could see him, I found myself praying he wouldn’t turn to see me. With each minute that passed, I was more and more doomed.

The room became silent as he took a seat at his desk. I had no idea what he was doing. I heard the odd little tap and clatter. He started humming at one point, sounding strangely feminine. Then, after fifteen minutes, he started to speak, using that female voice. “It’s so nice to see you today,” she said a few times, as if she was practicing her voice. “I really missed you. You’re really cute you know.”

Now I felt like I was invading her privacy in a bad way. I thought about making a run for it. Maybe she wouldn’t see my face and I could pretend like I was just a robber. Was that so much better? My stomach churned again.

My legs were beginning to feel numb. Now, I’d been in that closet for thirty minutes.

I heard her stand up. I saw her clothes land on the bed as she got undressed. Then I heard her digging through her closet. She was humming again.

I waited. Eventually, she would need to use the bathroom. The only question was: would she find me before then?

“Oh my God,” she said. “That’s so cute.” I saw her step into my sliver of vision. Now, she was wearing a black lace teddy. She had that wig on—the same one she wore when she was sucking my cock. She did a little spin in front of the mirror and then she giggled. I was impressed with her ability to transform so convincingly, and so quickly. I really felt like I was looking at a girl—even with her bulge between her legs.

I watched her as she pulled long black stockings up her legs. She turned to look at her bum in the mirror. I tried to squish my body further into the corner of that closet so she wouldn’t see me. I was doomed if she turned around.

She did a few poses in front of the mirror. She took a few pictures with her phone’s camera. Then, she climbed onto her bed and reached for the nightstand. She dug into the back of the nightstand drawer and pulled out a long, thick black dildo. My heart skipped a beat. I leaned over to see her better, through that open slit. My heart was racing fast. I was starting to worry that I was going to have a heart attack.

She rolled onto her back and pulled her knees up to her chest. She giggled. Her cheeks turned red. Then she pressed the dildo tip against her asshole. She let out a soft moan. Then she used her fingertip to pry her lacy lingerie out from her butt crack. She also released her cock and ball sack, which slumped to the side as she pressed that dildo’s tip against her anus.

I bit hard on my bottom lip. I was in too deep. I needed to get out of there—but how was I going to get out unnoticed?

She brought that dildo to her lips. She opened her mouth and began to felate the toy. She moaned and giggled, sucking the dildo while pressing a finger from her free hand up into her asshole. She pushed that finger deep, making her butt cheeks clench. She giggled again. She was having fun, and I couldn’t look away.

Then she brought that saliva-slicked dildo down to her asshole. She gently twisted it as she pushed down, getting her tight anus coated with her natural lubricant. She moaned loudly and pushed hard, and then suddenly that big cock pressed into her body, making her gasp loudly. She clutched the bedsheets with her free hand. “Oh God,” she moaned in that feminine voice.

She pushed that cock in deep. I could hear it squishing down her tight anus. I took a deep breath, trying hard not to make a noise: not even a tiny whimper. She pushed that cock deeper and deeper, until her fist was pressed against her bum. Then she began to pump. She let her head fall back onto the mattress. She moaned as she fucked herself with the thick cock, stretching out her hole and her insides. Maybe this was my chance to run. Her eyes were closed and she was distracted. I could move quietly. The door was open and just ten feet away. But I didn’t run. Instead, I remained in place, watching the sight.

She was hot. This was better than watching some porn star with a stretched pussy faking an orgasm. This was real and her body was young and tight. Her cock twitched every time she plunged that cock into herself. She wasn’t getting hard, but it was obvious that she was aroused.

She caressed her body with her hand, clutching at her breasts and then sticking a finger into her own mouth. She pumped herself for the next ten minutes, squirming and moaning, plunging that cock as deep as it could go: getting all twelve inches into her petite body with each penetration.

Then she moaned loudly. Her lower back raised off of the mattress as if she was about to be abducted by aliens, then she came. Cum sprayed out from her flaccid cock, making a mess of her lingerie. She smiled and moaned and rolled her head from side to side, and then she went limp. The dildo pushed itself out from her asshole as she rested with her arms sprawled out at her sides.

She was happy and satisfied, and she looked hot as hell. She took a bit of cum with the tip of her finger and tasted it. She giggled.

It was a full ten minutes later when she finally peeled herself up. She took a deep breath. Her face was flushed and she was still smiling. She hopped up to her feet and skipped over to the bathroom. As soon as I heard the door close, I ran quietly out of the room, sprinting up the stairs and locking myself in my office while my heart rate settled. I waited in complete silence as I listened to the distant hum of the pipes leading to the basement shower. I got away lucky, but if I wasn’t careful, I wasn’t always going to be so lucky.


CHAPTER V

I watched Catherine leaving for her work trip from my office window. She looked back at the house and saw me. It was my opportunity to remind her about the rent she hadn’t yet paid, but for some reason I just smiled and waved. She smiled back and then she hopped in the car and left.

My heart fell into my stomach. I wasn’t standing up for myself. I was letting her take advantage of me—but why? Because she was pretty? It’s not like I could get into a relationship with her anyway, after what happened between me and her son. I needed to get my money, otherwise I was just putting myself further into debt. I was getting a few gigs thanks to my new ads, but I was spending way more on my energy bill, keeping Catherine and her son comfortable while I worried about my future.

It was around 11:00 AM when I went to the kitchen to make a coffee. I was in nothing but my undies and a bathrobe. I thought that I was home alone, with Catherine out of town and her son at school—but then Lorn walked up the stairs and froze as he saw me. I froze too, quickly pulling my bathrobe shut. “Why aren’t you at school?” I said, feeling embarrassed. It wasn’t a good look for 11:00 AM.

“I took the day off,” Lorn said, standing at the top of the stairs with a guilty look on his face.

“Does your mom know you took the day off?” I asked.

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe just don’t mention it. I’m ahead in most of my classes, and it’s Friday. They never teach anything valuable on Fridays.”

I stared at him for a moment. He wasn’t wearing a shirt: just a pair of floral pink shorts and some socks. His legs were smooth—recently shaved. I wondered if his mother had ever noticed his shaved legs. I wondered if she knew that he liked to dress up like a girl for sexual satisfaction.

And now I was looking at his body, noticing his feminine curves. He had wide hips and a thin waist—something I would have never noticed in a thousand years had I not seen him in lingerie before. I looked away suddenly when I looked back at his face and saw that he was still staring at me. I took a deep breath. My heart was racing. I was home alone with him now.

“You really shouldn’t skip school, especially after a suspension. You’re just a few months away from graduating. You wouldn’t want to screw that up,” I said, moving to the coffee maker.

He took a few steps into the kitchen. “Lots of kids skip Fridays,” he said. “The school doesn’t really care.”

“Still. You’re better safe than sorry,” I said.

“You’re probably right,” he said. And now it almost sounded like he was starting to use his feminine voice. He was speaking softly, in an almost-androgenous way. My heart fluttered as I remembered that night. I remembered the feeling of her plump, soft lips sliding up and down my erect shaft. I remembered her dabbing the cum with the tip of her finger and touching that cum to her tongue. My skin tingled all over and I cleared my throat.

“You’re not going to tell on me, right?” he said, sounding even more feminine—almost as if he was bribing me. It almost seemed like, by using that feminine voice, he was making me an offer. Was he casually offering me a sexual favor in return for my silence?

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. Was I considering his offer? No—I couldn’t. I couldn’t fool around with my tenant’s son—even if he was eighteen. I was a straight male—and a professional. I couldn’t be sleeping around with eighteen-year-old boys… But when he was in that wig and makeup and lingerie, he certainly didn’t look like a boy. Even now, as he stood without a shirt on, talking with that soft voice, it was hard to see him as a boy.

“I won’t tell your mom you skipped school,” I said, looking over at him for only a second.

He smiled, and then he looked away quickly. “Thanks,” he said. “I owe you.”

“Okay, sure,” I said with a small laugh. I felt my cheeks turning red. Why was I so flustered around a young man? I started making my coffee. I noticed my hands trembling. Why was I so nervous? Why couldn’t I get a grip?

He grabbed an apple from the fridge and then he skipped like a girl down the stairs, back to the basement suite. I took a deep breath and wiped my forehead.

I went back to work with my fresh coffee. The house was nice and silent, so I was able to get a lot of work done. A new contract came in at noon, from a man willing to pay full price. He wanted a graphic for an ad that he was going to run for his YouTube channel, so I spent some time making the graphic nice and clean and perfect for digital consumption.

Then I heard a squeaking. I looked up and saw my door opening. I jumped and gasped and then a young woman stepped into the room. It was a moment before I realized that I was looking at Lorn, dressed up as Lola once again, with her dark wig, her tight lace lingerie, and her big, dark eyelashes.

“Hi,” she said.

I stared into her eyes for a long moment. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I just wanted to come up and thank you for not tattling on me,” she said with a small grin.

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay. No worries,” I said.

She bit her bottom lip. But she didn’t leave.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I have to get this work done.”

“What do you do?” she asked.

I stared at her for another long moment. She was wearing a pink bra under her lingerie, but somehow it looked like she had real breasts: small breasts, but real breasts. But I’d seen her topless just an hour before, and her chest was certainly flat, so the bust was just an illusion. I looked down her body, past the bulge of her little cock, down her smooth thighs, and down her fishnet stockings. My heart was racing now. “I do design work. Like logos and stuff,” I said, forcing a casual smile. I was trying to pretend like I wasn’t completely overwhelmed by her presence. She was wearing that perfume again.

“Can I watch? I think that’s just so interesting,” she said.

I was silent for a long moment. “Sure. I guess,” I said.

She skipped over with a giggle and she hopped up onto my desk, planting her cute bum down before turning her head to look at my screen.

“I’m just—uh—starting on refining this design. It’s—uh—for a YouTube channel.”

“It’s cute,” she said. The design was of a beaver. It was a bit cartoonish, based loosely off a video game character. The YouTuber was a gamer and specifically requested that design.

“Thanks,” I said. “It’s a work in progress.”

“I like it,” she said. She began to playfully kick her legs back and forth. My heart fluttered again. I tried not to look over at her, even though I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. I was strangely tempted to reach over to feel the smooth skin of her exposed thighs. But why? Why did I want to touch a young man?

I bit hard on my tongue and tried to focus on my work. I tried to draw smooth lines with my tablet. I worked for a good three minutes and then she scooched over, putting her bum right behind my tablet so that her bulge was right over my workspace. She let her legs hang down in front of me. “I’m not in your way, am I?” she asked with a giggle.

I looked up at her. My heart was racing fast. “Does your mom know that you like to dress up?” I asked, trying to sound unaffected.

“No,” she said. “She wouldn’t like it. You’re not going to tell her, are you?”

I forced a smile. “Your secret is safe with me,” I said.

I looked back at my screen, trying not to notice the bulge of her small, flaccid cock… it wasn’t staying flaccid. I could see it throbbing in the corner of my eye. It was growing: getting thicker and longer, pushing against the tight lace of her panties. She let a small moan slip. Why was she getting aroused? She wasn’t touching herself. She wasn’t stroking her cock or looking at porn. I tried to ignore it, and then I just froze, no longer able to figure out what I was doing with my design.

“Is my cock distracting you?” she asked.

I looked up into her eyes. I forced another smile. “Actually, it is,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I just can’t help it. You’re really cute.”

I stared into her eyes and my stomach churned. “Thanks,” I said.

“I think about you a lot,” she said. “I had a dream last night that you were fucking me.”

“Lorn, I don’t think this is appropriate,” I said. My voice cracked.

“Lola,” she said, correcting me.

“Lola—sorry,” I said.

“My mom can’t find out about this—so you can be sure I’ll never tell anyone,” she said. Then she reached down and slipped her fingers under her panties. With a quick move, she pulled out her nearly-erect cock. She let out a sigh of relief as it swayed in the air. It was a lot bigger now that it was erect. She gripped it with her fist and her back straightened. “You can keep working. Don’t mind me,” she said. Then she started to gently stroke her cock, inches away from my face. Why was I letting her do it? Why wasn’t I protesting? She was literally masturbating in front of my face. There was a high school aged boy stroking himself inches from my face—and I was just sitting there.

“Lola, maybe you should go down to your room to do that,” I said awkwardly.

“Don’t you want to watch me?” she said. “You watched me yesterday.”

My heart suddenly skipped a beat. My skin froze and my head began to swirl. She giggled.

“I liked having you watch,” she said. “It made it more fun.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I—I was just downstairs looking for something, and… I—I just…”

She giggled again. “It’s okay,” she said. She pulled hard on her cock, tugging upwards and squeezing tight enough to make the tip of her cock a light shade of red. Now I found myself staring at it, strangely mesmerized by how long and smooth it was. She had it perfectly shaved, and there wasn’t even a single little red dot or ingrown hair to be seen. It was the perfect cock: perfectly feminine in a strange way.

“Do you want to suck it?” she asked.

“What?” I said.

“Do you want to suck my fem cock?” she said. She pushed it forward, aiming it at my face. She giggled. “Go ahead. I won’t tell anyone.”

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

“I think you’re cute,” she said.

“I could get in a lot of trouble—you could be getting me into a lot of trouble.”

“And you could get me into a lot of trouble. Doesn’t that just make it more fun?” she asked with a devilish grin.

I took a deep breath. Her offer was strangely tempting, even though I didn’t want it to be. She was pretty. She was enticing. She was offering me sexual fun that didn’t come around very often. How could I say no? Why would I say yes?

She tugged back her foreskin, exposing the entirety of her bulbous cock tip. “Suck it,” she said.

I paused for a long moment, and then I looked at the cock. It was just inches from my mouth, so I leaned forward, opened my lips, and allowed it in. I felt its warmth gliding onto the flat of my tongue. I could feel it throbbing. It had a vanilla flavor. My nostrils were filled with that brilliant perfume. I pressed my lips firmly around her girth and I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly. She made a cute little moan. She slipped her fingers into my hair and gently guided my head up and down as I sucked her long, thick cock. She moaned again.

I was sucking a cock. I was sucking an eighteen-year-old boy’s throbbing erection. And I was aroused and loving it. I felt myself melting, succumbing to the temptation. I loved every second of it. I didn’t want it to end. I sucked harder and bobbed faster. I loved it when her cock twitched. I got a small taste of her bitter pre-cum. I slurped my tongue around her beautiful shaft and I pushed my head down as far as I could, pushing my nose into her pelvis. She moaned again, revving me up.

I planted my hands down on her thighs and bobbed fast. I felt her fishnets with my fingers. I moved my hands up onto her sides, feeling her smooth skin. All of my senses were tingling. She was moaning louder and louder.

I leaned back for a breath of air. I watched her saliva-slicked cock throb in the open space. I looked up into her eyes. Her eyes were glistening and her cheeks were dark red. She was looking into my eyes.

My heart was racing fast. “Stand up and bend over,” I said. I watched her lips curl into a smile. She hopped off of my desk and she turned around. She reached her arms across my workspace and clutched the edge of the desk. She perked her bum up into the air and I walked up behind her. She looked back at me as I placed my hands on her bum cheeks. I pulled her cheeks apart, making her butthole visible, even with the thin strip of lace that was resting over top of it. Her butthole puckered, opening and closing, begging me to penetrate her tight ass.

She spat into her own hand and reached around back, mashing her fingers against her hole, getting herself lubricated. “Fuck me until I’m limp,” she said with a moan.

My cock was rock hard—so hard that it slapped me in the abdomen once I got it out from my pants. I groaned. I wiped some of the saliva out from her butt crack and spread it up and down my cock. Then I pressed my tip to her hole. She moaned. “Do it,” she said softly.

I had everything lined up. I could still taste her vanilla cock on my tongue.

I took a deep breath.

“Do it. Fuck my tight asshole, pussy,” she said, looking back at me with a big grin.

I pushed into her suddenly. She gasped and her eyes became wide. “Oh my God,” she moaned. “It’s so big!”

I pushed deeper, making the saliva squish out from her tight hole. She clenched tightly on my cock; it felt amazing. I gently caressed her soft body, moving my hands up and down as she trembled and puckered. I reached my hand down to her neck and clutched my fingers around her throat. She tilted her head back. Then I started thrusting.

I loved the feeling of my veiny cock sliding in and out of her tight hole. I squeezed her throat tighter, making her moan even louder. Each penetration was harder. I slapped her ass with my pelvis with each plunge. I could feel the sweat forming on her young skin.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

I took my free hand and reached around to grab her erection. I squeezed it firmly and I gently tugged on it. She moaned again. And I could already feel the pleasant buzzing between my legs. I wasn’t going to last long. I was already just minutes away from coming. I bit hard on the inside of my cheek and I tried to focus, so I could last longer. I pumped her hard: harder and harder with each passing thrust. Her body was starting to go limp. I pumped her cock with my fist and I dug deep into her asshole with my cock.

I pumped and pumped, and then I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I clenched back my orgasm as hard as I could, but the pleasure was just too intense. I ended up coming inside of her, pushing my cock deep as I unloaded a giant load of hot, gooey semen. And it must have felt good, because it was enough to make her orgasm suddenly. She sprayed my desk with her thick cum, shooting streaks of white ooze across the wooden surface, and even getting a few shots onto my tablet.

I pulled up on her cock to squeeze out that last glob, which smeared across the palm of my hand. I brough my hand to her mouth and she licked the cum up. Then I pulled my cock out from her ass, and her ass suddenly unloaded all of my cum and all of the air that I shoved into her while pumping her.

She giggled and her face turned red with embarrassment. “Sorry,” she said.

“Don’t apologize,” I said. She turned and looked into my eyes. She was grinning. Her eyes were glowing. “Just don’t tell anyone about this—ever. Not even in twenty years from now, when you’re married and telling your husband all of your secrets.”

She grinned. “Your secret is safe with me, as long as mine is safe with you.”

“Deal,” I said.

She walked gracefully to my office door.

But it wasn’t the last time I saw her that day. I was getting into bed ten hours later when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I almost screamed as I spun around. There she was: dolled up again, this time wearing a French maid costume. We didn’t exchange any words this time. I didn’t try to come up with excuses as to why it was a good or a bad idea. I just let myself kiss her. We slipped into the bed and then we pressed our erections together. She grabbed them in her gentle hand and stroked the cocks together, until we both came. She made sure to pull the cocks towards her, so the fresh cum would splatter against her body. Then she pushed herself against me and rubbed her body, spreading that warm goo between us.

She slept with me in my bed, snuggled up against my body in a precious way. I slept well. Now, I was dreading the return of her mother. I was planning on making the most out of her mother’s work trip. I couldn’t take back what I’d already done with her, so it only made sense to keep going. I wasn’t going to get in any more trouble for having sex with my tenant’s eighteen-year-old crossdressing son five times than I was with three times.

So we had our fun, and I made her into my weekend sex doll.


CHAPTER VI

It was a weekend of mostly-care-free fun. We had sex a number of times. It was on Sunday afternoon that I decided to let her take me from behind, after she’d asked about ten times. She told me that her asshole was sore from being fucked so many times in a single weekend—and to be fair, I had been going pretty hard on her. I noticed that the skin around her hole was all red and another fucking probably wouldn’t have felt quite so nice.

I was nervous to allow her inside of me. I’d never been penetrated before, but watching her orgasm over and over when I was in her asshole made me curious, and that curiosity finally got the better of me.

She bent me over my own bed and she slowly pressed her cock deep into my asshole. I clenched hard and she gave me time to relax. Then, once my body was still and I was able to take a breath, she started pumping. At first it felt weird. I was feeling pressure in places in my body that I’d never felt pressure before. I couldn’t figure out what the appeal was, and then she found my sweet spot. I gasped suddenly as her dull tip pressed against that tingling epicenter. I clutched the bed sheets and felt that tingling going all the way down my cock.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I felt her smooth, feminine hands caressing my body. She moved those hands up and down, gently grazing me with her cute fingernails.

She pumped faster, moving elegantly in and out of my asshole. In a weird way, it felt like I was being fucked by a woman and not a man at all. That cock felt strangely girly. Maybe it was the lack of body hair. Maybe it was the perfectly smooth, moisturized skin. Or maybe it was just something in my own psyche.

I ended up coming before her, even though I never even touched my cock. I made a big mess of my bed sheets. And while she was finishing inside of my asshole, we heard the front door open. We heard the footsteps enter into the kitchen and we both froze. I could feel her warm goo deep inside of me.

“Is someone here?” I whispered.

“My mom must be home early,” Lola said.

I felt my body turn cold. We both sat silently as the footsteps moved through the house. I heard Catherine reaching the stairs, and then I heard her going down. “I think we’re safe. You’ll just need to get cleaned up in my bathroom up here,” I whispered. And then I looked over at her and saw that her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. She was in a state of shock. “What’s wrong?”

She turned and looked into my eyes. “I—I didn’t clean up,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I said. My heart bounced. If she got caught, would I get caught too? Would she bring me down with her? Was I doing something illegal? Was Catherine going to ruin my reputation out of anger? “What didn’t you clean up?”

She looked down at the pink lingerie she was wearing. “I found this in my mom’s closet. This isn’t mine.”

“Will she notice it missing?”

“I left all the other outfits I was wearing out, all on her bed. I thought I had until tomorrow to clean up.” Her face was white now. She looked like she was about to throw up.

“Just tell her that you were looking for something,” I said.

She shook her head slowly. “It’s all down there. The makeup, the clothes, the other wigs I tried on…” She covered her mouth as if she really was about to vomit. “I need to go.”

She walked to the door. I jumped to my feet. “Wait!” I said. Why was she going? Why would she confront her mother like this? What was she going to tell her? Was I going to be implicated?

She turned and looked back at me. “Wish me luck, I guess.”

“Don’t go down there like this. What will she think?” I said.

“She won’t be happy.”

“Then why are you doing it?” I asked.

“I have to,” she said. “By now, she’s probably figured most of this out.”

“Please don’t. Just tell her you had a girl over. Tell her it was your girlfriend.”

Lola stared into my eyes. “I can’t just lie to my mother,” she said.

“Lie about what?” said Catherine from down the hallway. “Lorn. Is that you?”

Lola turned to face her mother. I scrambled to grab my pants before Catherine walked around the corner to see me. I could feel my skin turning red. My heart was pounding. This whole landlord scheme turned out to be a gigantic disaster, and now I had a lot of explaining to do.

“I’m sorry, mom,” Lola said.

“Why are you dressed like a girl? What are you doing up here? Is Percy up here with you?”

I prayed that Lola would lie for me. “He’s here. You weren’t supposed to be home yet,” she said.

I felt myself going limp. I felt like my life was ending. The humiliation was too intense. Why was she confessing? Why wasn’t she trying to defend herself?

Catherine walked around the corner and saw me, just as I zipped up my fly. I tried to force a smile. There was a horrible silence, and then I managed to say, “It’s not what it looks like.” If Lola wasn’t going to try to defend herself, then I was. “This is just a big misunderstanding.”

“It’s not his fault,” said Lola. “I seduced him.”

I froze. I didn’t know how to reply.

“What do you mean, you seduced him?” Catherine said with a white face.

“I convinced him to have sex with me. I forced myself on him.”

“Why?”

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know how to chime in. Was I going to end up explaining this humiliation to the police?

“I want to be a girl,” said Lola. “I like being a girl.”

“But you’re a boy, Lorn.”

“I like the name Lola,” she said. “And I’m not a boy. I don’t feel like a boy. I want to be a girl and I want to be with boys. I’m an adult. I can do what I want now.”

Catherine took a deep breath. “Under my roof, you don’t get to just do what you want,” she said.

“Why not? It’s not even your roof. It’s his roof,” Lola said, pointing at me.

“Stop using that voice,” Catherine said. “Speak properly.”

“This is how I speak—this is how I like to speak.”

“You’re losing your mind,” Catherine said, clearly biting down on her tongue.

“I’m not,” Lola said. “And the only reason you still have a roof over your head is me.”

“What are you talking about?” Catherine said.

Lola looked at me. Then Catherine looked at me. “You can’t afford rent,” Lola said.

“Yes, I can,” Catherine said, looking embarrassed.

“You told me you didn’t have the money,” Lola said.

“Lorn!” Catherine said as her face turned dark red.

“If it wasn’t for me, we would have been out on the street. I did what I had to do to stay warm, with a bed to sleep on. I’m sorry you don’t like who I am—but I’m tired of hiding myself from you. It’s been too long. Also, I got suspended because I was caught with one of my male classmates, while wearing one of the girls’ cheerleader outfits. I begged the principal not to tell you, so he told you I threatened another student.”

Catherine was completely silent. She shook her head.

“I’m sorry, mom,” said Lola. “But this is who I am.”

“You need to move out,” Catherine said.

“I’m not going anywhere. I almost have enough money to pay the rent. You don’t have any money.”

“Then I’ll move out and you can stay here,” Catherine said, wiping a tear from her eye. “I can’t believe my son is sleeping with my landlord.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing either. I couldn’t believe Lola had been sleeping with me so I wouldn’t throw her and her mother out on the street. I was a bit offended, but I understood it. I respected her for doing what she had to do to protect herself and her mother.

“Stay,” I said to Catherine. “You and Lola can both stay. I don’t need that rent this month. And I’ll be fine next month too.” I had a bit of money from a few recent contracts. I was stretching myself thin, but I felt like I needed to help, so their family wouldn’t be torn apart.

“What?” Catherine said, looking at me with wide eyes.

“You don’t have to pay me anything for the next couple of months. Just work on getting back on your feet. And you don’t have a son—you have a daughter.”

I saw Lola smile for a brief moment.

“I have a son,” Catherine said softly.

“Well if you want to live here for the next couple of months, then you’ll have to call her your daughter. That’s my only rule.”

Catherine was silent. Lola was still trying hard not to smile. She looked at me and her eyes glowed. After a long silence, Catherine turned around and went to the stairs. She went downstairs and the house became silent. I turned to Lola and she turned to me.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“No, I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t want you to be wrapped up in this. And I didn’t just sleep with you so you would look the other way on rent.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“But it’s true,” she said. “I wanted to sleep with you. It was fun. This weekend was fun—maybe the best weekend of my life. I’m sorry it ended like this.” She walked to the door, then she paused. She turned to look at me. “I need to talk to my mom. I’ll let you know what happens.”

“Good luck,” I said.

It was weird watching her go. My heart didn’t stop pounding over the next few hours. I felt guilty, like I was responsible for ruining her relationship with her mother. But she wanted to be a woman, and she couldn’t live in the closet for the rest of her life. Maybe this was the best thing for her. Maybe it was uncomfortable, but it was an uncomfortable first step towards happiness.

It was that night when my bedroom door creaked open. I perked up and saw her silhouetted figure in the doorway. I rubbed my eyes and blinked a few times. “How did it go?” I asked. I felt like I waited a lifetime for an update.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” she whispered.

“Don’t thank me. I didn’t even help. In fact, I feel like this whole thing is my fault,” I said.

“It’s not,” she said. She took a step into the room. “You’re right about everything. I just… I just wanted to say thank you.”

“Well I guess you’re welcome.”

She smiled. And then, a moment later, I realized I wasn’t looking at Lola. I was looking at Catherine.

“I’m going to get you that rent soon. I promise. Lola is going to help me a little bit. She got a small part time job. Thank you for being so kind to us. Our last three landlords threw us out.”

“Don’t sweat it. We’ll figure all of this out,” I said.

She smiled again.

“Thank you,” she said.

Then she left, leaving me with a warm, swirling feeling inside of me. Maybe I did the right thing. Maybe things were going to be just fine after all.

THE END
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