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SISSIES IN QUARANTINE

Plumbers, Jared and Ben, think they're in for another usual day of work, with a few jobs scattered across the city. But they're ahead of schedule, with no traffic to slow them down between sites. It seems as though everyone is staying home, self-quarantining as cases of the new mirandavirus begin to rise across the country.

Their last job of the day is at an adult shop, swapping out the broken staff toilet with a new one. It's all going smoothly, and then the shop girl coughs and the lone browsing customer flees in a panic. Not even fifteen minutes later, a group of scared citizens is boarding up the shop's doors and windows, not willing to let the new sickness spread to the rest of the town.

Now Jared and Ben are trapped and nobody is coming to their rescue. All they have to kill the time, and to distract themselves from the possibility that they might be infected, are the movies, games, and clothes in that little store.


CHAPTER I

I was surprised to hear that there were already sixteen cases of the mirandavirus in Edmonton when I woke up that morning. The day before, there was only one, and the day before that, the virus wasn’t even in the province at all—not even suspected to be on that side of Canada.

I didn’t think much of it. The morning news anchor kept saying that the officials had the mirandavirus under control. “Just make sure you’re sanitizing your hands and coughing into your arm,” she said with a big, calm smile. So I turned off the news and went about my day.

It was a busy day. I had more jobs to get to than usual. The month before, I only booked three small gigs, and I ended up eating cheap ramen noodles for dinner every night to make up the difference. But that day alone, I had three jobs to get to: small jobs, but jobs nonetheless.

I called up my buddy, Ben, to see if he was free to help, so I could get through the gigs quickly. “I’m totally free,” he said. “And I need the money. But my car’s in the shop. Think you can pick me up?”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” I said. And then I ended up at his door in five minutes. Strangely, there was almost no traffic. It was a Wednesday morning in the middle of August. Where were all the cars? Was there some holiday that I wasn’t aware of? Ben wasn’t quite ready yet. I went to the door and knocked and waited five minutes before he answered. He was shirtless and styling his hair. “How did you get here so quickly?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why are you doing your hair? We’re going to fix toilets. We’re not going to be picking up ladies.”

“I thought I had fifteen minutes. Give me a break,” he said. So I sat on his couch for a few minutes while he finished getting dressed. When I looked back, he was shaving his stubble, with a bottle of cologne on the vanity next to him. He really seemed to think that we were going to be doing more than plumbing.

So I turned on his TV and decided to watch the news. I was surprised to see the same morning news anchor in front of the weather green screen. She pointed to Calgary and said, “It’s going to be twenty-eight degrees in Vancouver today.” Then she looked across the room and said, “Oops. That’s not Vancouver. I’m sorry. Our meteorologist is taking a sick day. I’m not used to doing this.” She looked around with a red face, and then she called out to someone off camera. “Can you switch the screen? I know it’s not your job, but someone has to do it.” They were apparently understaffed and overwhelmed. The news anchor looked embarrassed, turning to the camera with an awkward smile.

“Okay, I’m ready to go,” said Ben. He was wearing a polo shirt and a new pair of jeans.

“Remember—we’re going to change out toilets and a bathtub.”

“God forbid I want to look half-decent,” he said. “Just because you’re a plumber doesn’t mean you need to dress like a hobo. By the way, when was the last time you changed your shirt? I can smell it from across the room.”

“I’m doing laundry tonight. Take it easy,” I said.

We got into my car and took off for our first gig. I thought we were going to be late, knowing we had to pass through downtown during rush hour traffic. But there still was no traffic. We cruised down the main drag, hit every green light, and ended up at the first house early, so we ended up sitting in the car until it was an appropriate time to knock on the door.

Ben turned on the radio to the morning news. “There are now confirmed cases of mirandavirus in Manitoba and Saskatchewan. Officials say that residents have nothing to worry about, but panic has set in nonetheless. Many businesses in Winnipeg are closed today. We spoke to the president of Rose Trucking, based out of Ottawa, and this is what he told us...”

A scratchy recording of an older man came on the radio. “It’s just not worth it. I don’t want any of our guys getting sick, even if it means taking a hit this month. If the officials say they have it under control, that’s great. We’ll start working in those cities again once the number of cases is zero. Until then, our guys are on vacation.”

“Rose Trucking is still operating in New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Newfoundland, where no cases of mirandavirus have yet to be confirmed or suspected.”

Ben turned off the radio. “I was listening to that!” I said.

“I don’t want to hear it. That’s all anyone’s been talking about for a month now. It’s tiring. Oh no, a few people are sick in a city with a million people in it.” He shook his head, rolling his eyes. “Make it news when it’s a few thousand. Do you have any idea how many people die from the flu every year? And I’m talking about the regular flu—the one that everybody gets from time to time. A lot more than the few hundred that have died from this mirandavirus.”

“You aren’t even a little bit freaked out?” I asked.

He shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know if it’s true, but I heard that white people can’t even get it. Something about receptors that don’t exist in our bodies.”

“Where did you hear that?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders again. “4chan,” he said.

“Great source.”

“Well it’s probably true. Watch the news when they show the people getting it. It’s never white people. Think that’s a coincidence?”

“Yes,” I said.

“You know what they’re doing in Vancouver? If they think you’re sick, they nail your doors and windows shut while you’re sleeping, so you can’t get out. They did the same thing the Black Death. I guarantee you more people end up dying from the hysteria than the actual virus—which is basically just a normal flu, by the way. Maybe a bit worse.”

“Well if I see someone coughing, I’m going in the other direction. You go ahead and give them a hug and test out your 4chan science theory.”

“I will,” he said with a chuckle. Then he looked at the time. “It’s nine. Let’s get this job done.”

We went up to the house and knocked on the door. There was no answer, so we knocked again. Then Ben peeked in through one of the windows, but the blinds were closed. “I’ll call the guy,” I said. It wasn’t unusual for people to forget about their plumbing appointments. Sometimes people left keys under rocks and asked me to simply let myself in.

The phone rang for a minute, and then the homeowner picked up. “Is this Jared?” he asked quietly.

“This is Jared. I’m at your house. I’ve got your new tub in the truck. Are you home?”

“I’m home,” he said softly. “But I—I can’t let you in.”

“Excuse me?”

Ben was staring at me with narrowed eyes. He shook his head. I raised my finger letting him know to wait.

“I have kids,” the man said. “I just—I can’t let them get sick. I hope you understand.”

“I’m not sick,” I said. I put the phone on speaker mode, so Ben could hear.

“Symptoms don’t show for five days once you’ve been infected. I just can’t take the chance. I’m sorry. I’ll still pay you for your time. But I can’t answer the door. I’m really sorry.”

“You’re kidding,” Ben said. I shushed him.

“I’m sorry, guys,” the man said, and then he hung up the phone.

“Paranoid twat,” Ben said, shaking his head.

“It’s fine, Ben.”

“It’s not fine. It’s a giant waste of time. He’s all freaked out over nothing. Is he white? Does he know that he can’t even get sick?”

“Ben, cool it. The guy said he was still going to pay us for our time. It’s his house and his tub. Let him do what he wants. I guess I’ll call the next place to let them know we’ll be early.” I called the next house. “Is it okay if we’re early?” I asked.

There was a long silence before the woman asked, “You aren’t sick, are you?”

“No, ma’am. We’re perfectly healthy. I promise. We’ll even sanitize before coming in.”

“Do you have face masks?” she asked.

“We can wear our face masks, sure,” I said.

There was another long silence. “Okay. As long as you’re quick and you’re wearing face masks.”

Ben groaned and rolled his eyes.

“You can’t be mad at people for being careful, Ben,” I said. “You want the work or not? Because I can drop you off at home.”

“It’s fine. Let’s give the crazy lady her new toilet. But wouldn’t it be funny if I rub my eyes to make them really red before we go in? I can do this thing where I hold my breath to make my skin look more pale.”

“Don’t do that, you moron,” I said. “Or you won’t be tagging along with me ever again.”

“You’re such a bore,” he said. We got into the vehicle and took off across town, once again with no traffic to fight. We got to the house in a matter of minutes. Ben rolled his eyes again when I passed him a mask.

“Don’t you dare take it off,” I said. “I can’t get another bad review.”

“No one looks at reviews when they hire a plumber,” he said.

“I assure you that you’re incorrect.” I put my mask on and then I squirted some hand sanitizer onto the palm of my hand. “We’ll be in and out quick—easy money.”

“When the woman answered the door, she was quick to jump back, keeping her distance from us, just in case we were infected. She was wearing a mask and a pair of rubber gloves. She pointed down the hall towards the bathroom and said, “It’s just on the left.”

The whole house smelled of vinegar, which she was probably using in lieu of chemical disinfectant. It was a nauseating smell that I wasn’t able to get used to for the whole hour we were changing out the toilet and the leaking intake behind it.

I looked back as I was finishing up, and I saw the woman mopping her hardwood floors. It didn’t take long to realize her mop bucket was filled with pickling vinegar, to kill any bugs we may have brought in with us. Maybe Ben was right: maybe she was a paranoid freak like so many other people in that city, or maybe she was being rightfully careful. It was unlikely that she would end up contracting the mirandavirus if she could continue being this careful—and maybe it was worth it in the end. Maybe looking a bit crazy was worth being safe from a virus that literally made people drown by filling their lungs with fluid.

Looking around her house, I began to wonder if maybe I should be taking a few days off of work, until the officials truly had the virus under control. Maybe skipping out on a few gigs wouldn’t kill me. Maybe my health was more important.

“We’re all done in here,” I said to the woman.

She nodded her head and then she pointed to the door. “Thank you. Now please try to leave without touching anything.”

Ben snickered and rolled his eyes, so I gave him an elbow to the ribs. We packed up out things and loaded up into the car, with one job left for the day. “Where to now? Another schizophrenic’s house?”

“A toilet in the staff bathroom of a store,” I said.

“Are they going to make us wear masks too?” he asked.

“I don’t know, but you might want to wear your mask, just to be safe—just in case your 4chan investigators are wrong about the whole white people being immune thing.”

“I’ll take my chances,” he said.

I punched the address into my phone and we took off for the last gig of the day—and it wasn’t even noon yet. Maybe I didn’t need Ben. Maybe I could have handled the workload on my own—though I couldn’t have predicted that the first client would turn me away, saving me a few hours.

I turned on the radio. “Panic in Alberta!” exclaimed the newscaster. “Emergency rooms reach capacity as frightened men and women wake up this morning with flu-like symptoms. Medical officials are asking people to stay home until they develop serious symptoms. Emergency room doctor, Dr. Peterson says, ‘If you have a runny nose, you probably don’t have the mirandavirus.’ We spoke to one concerned patient outside of the Rockyview General Hospital...”

“Do I think I have the mirandavirus? No. But in twenty-four hours, every hospital bed in the province will be taken. I’d sooner be around doctors and nurses without the virus than stuck at home with it. Know what I mean?”

The newscaster returned. “Doctor Peterson says that this is not the correct mindset to have...”

“If you stay clear of sick people and wash your hands often, you’ll be just fine. If you come to a hospital filled with potentially very sick people—then you’re quite possibly risking your life. If you have nothing but a cough, stay at home. This is very important.”

Once again, ben shut the radio off. “Aren’t you sick of hearing the same thing over and over?” he said. “Constantly hearing this hysteria can’t be good for your mental health. Put some music on. Doesn’t your radio get music?” He switched the channel to some rap station and began to bob his head. “That’s better,” he said with a big smile.

We pulled up to the third and final gig of the day: a small adult store on a busy downtown street. Ben looked around. “Which one is it?” he asked.

“That one,” I said, pointing to the adult store, which was literally called ‘ADULT STORE’.

“The porn shop?”

“I don’t think it’s a porn shop. But yeah—the one with the lingerie hanging in the window.”

Ben started laughing. “Oh God. I don’t want to touch this toilet. Ew. No way. Count me out.”

“What’s wrong? Afraid you’re going to pick up a sickness?” I laughed.

“If there’s even one man who works at this store, then you know that toilet is covered in cum.”

“Gross. Don’t be a sicko,” I said, trying not to think about Ben’s nasty theory. “Let’s just grab our tools and finish this job quickly. It’s literally just the toilet they want swapped out. It shouldn’t take more than half an hour.”

“Do you have a spare pair of gloves?” he asked.

“In the back.”

So we got geared up and we went into the shop. The woman behind the counter waved us down with a big smile. “You’re here to swap out the toilet, right?” she asked.

“Yeah. Sorry we’re early. We had a job cancel on us this morning.”

“It’s all good! Let me show you to the staff bathroom.”  She came out from behind the counter, and then both Ben and I paused. She was wearing a tiny lingerie skirt and fishnet stockings that covered her legs. As she turned away from us, we could see her bum; she was only wearing a red thong under those fishnet stockings.

Ben looked at me with a big smile. Then he motioned towards the wall of sex toys. “Think she’s tried them all out?” he asked.

I gave him a shove. “Please just try to be a professional for thirty minutes,” I said.

We followed the girl to the bathroom, which was thankfully very clean. Even the toilet appeared to be nearly brand new. “Why do you want this replaced?”

“It’s too loud. It must be the noisiest toilet on the planet.” She flushed it, and it was strangely loud. The water gushed violently before beings sucked down the hole with a noisy slurp. “It’s kind of embarrassing when there are clients in the store.”

“I’ve never heard a toilet like this one,” I said. “We can certainly swap it out. It shouldn’t take long. But I see that it’s got some big bolts holding it down. We’ll need a bigger wrench than this one—I think I have a bigger one in the car.” I looked over at Ben, but he wasn’t listening. He was too distracted by the girl’s low-cut top. Her plump tits were nearly bursting out, and I’m pretty sure that I could see the edge of her areolae. “Ben,” I said.

He cleared his throat and turned quickly to me. “Huh?” he said.

“Do you want to grab the bigger wrench from the truck, so we can get started?”

“Oh. Sure. Yeah—uh—I’ll go and grab it.”

Ben skirted away awkwardly, with red cheeks. And I have to admit: it was hard not to look at her fit body. She looked good in that outfit—like a high-class stripper, about to take the stage. She smelled nice too: a bit like candy and a bit like roses. She looked at me with her bright eyes and smiled.

I cleared my throat, feeling my own face turning red. “So, uh, how’s your day going?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Slow. No one has come in yet today, so I’ve just been entertaining myself.”

I suddenly imagined her sticking a vibrator into her snatch, under her little lingerie skirt. I bit down on my tongue and nodded my head. Then I looked up at the air vent on the ceiling. “Do you have the heat turned up in here?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. It’s actually kind of cold in here.”

I laughed nervously. “Oh, really? Maybe you’re right.” I looked away from her, feeling more and more awkward by the second. Ben came back with the big wrench. I grabbed it and quickly turned to the toilet. “I’m going to get started. We’ll call you if we need anything.”

She continued to linger in the doorway, as if she got some weird pleasure out of making us feel uncomfortable. She was sexy. I was pretty sure she was a minute away from asking us to tag-team her there in that bathroom. Ben’s eyes were glossy and for the first time that day, he was quiet. Then we were saved by a customer.

“I’ll go see if they need help,” the shop girl said, finally leaving us alone. I could feel beads of warm sweat on the back of my neck.

The toilet was bolted down firmly. I groaned as I tried to twist out the bolts, but they didn’t want to budge. “This might take a while,” I said.

“Why don’t you let me try?” Ben said. Ben wasn’t a big guy, and neither was I. Ben was a bit taller than me, but we were both scrawny. Ben grabbed the wrench with both hands and groaned as he tried to get the bolt to move.

“I’ll go grab the new toilet while you do that,” I said.

I stood up and walked into the shop. I saw the shop girl talking to the customer. Then, the shop girl suddenly started to cough. “I’m sorry,” she said, and then she kept coughing, turning away from the customer.

I paused, watching from across the room. The customer took a step back, suddenly turning pale. She pulled her arm up to cover her mouth. Very suddenly, the shop girl became pale. Her eyes seemed redder than before, and the customer noticed the change as well.

The mirandavirus was supposedly very sudden with its symptoms; people go five days without anything, and then they suddenly become ill. I took a step back. The customer turned around and left without saying anything. Then the shop girl turned and looked around. “Did she leave?” she said, still looking pale and sick.

“Um, I think so,” I said. “I’m just going to grab that new toilet.”

I skirted out the door and found myself at the truck. I thought about hopping in and driving away. But I couldn’t leave Ben behind. But how could I convince Ben to leave? He didn’t believe the mirandavirus was a real problem. If I told him what happened, he would probably just laugh. And maybe that was the proper reaction. Maybe I was overreacting now as I stared at my vehicle and thought about abandoning my friend at the adult store.

So I grabbed the toilet and hauled it into the shop. I forced a smile at the shop girl, who now looked sicker than ever: more pale and slouched slightly, as if she was about to throw up on the counter. My heart was pounding quickly. I took the toilet into the bathroom and then I crouched down next to Ben, who finally had one bolt loosened. “We need to go,” I said. “That girl is really sick. I don’t want to get sick.”

“Dude. Please don’t tell me your paranoid like the other people,” he said.

“I don’t know. I just don’t want to take the chance. Let’s get out of here.”

“We’ll be done in ten minutes. Just relax.”

But we weren’t done in ten minutes. It took ten minutes just to get that last bolt loosened, and then we still had to change out the pipes and connect the new toilet. It was half an hour later when Ben went to apply the seal around the toilet. I went to let the shop girl know that we were done, but she was gone. The shop was empty. There was a note on the desk. ‘I just ran out to run a quick errand. I’ll be back shortly.’ “I guess we can probably just leave,” I said to Ben.

“Just give me five minutes to finish this seal, and then we can go.”

So I stood over Ben’s shoulder while he finished the job. Then I heard a pounding. “What is that?” Ben asked.

I peeked out the door and saw five men standing behind the shop window. I watched them for a moment. One of the men made eye contact with me. Then he started hammering faster. “What the hell’s going on?” I said. I walked towards the door, and that’s when a piece of plywood went up, blocking the window, stopping me from seeing anything. “What the fuck?” I grabbed the doorknob, but the door wouldn’t budge. We were being locked in. The customer must have called the shop girl in, and now they were quarantining us, probably thinking the girl was in the shop with us.

“No!” I yelled. “Let us out! We aren’t sick!”

But the hammering continued. I knew they could hear me, but they didn’t care. They weren’t about to take any chances. This was what they felt they needed to do to protect themselves, and to stop the spread of the mirandavirus. Ben came up behind me. “What’s going on? Why are you yelling?” he asked.

“They’re locking us in! They think we’re sick.”

He came up and grabbed the door handle, as if he didn’t believe me. He tried opening the door, then he began to slam the door with his body. “Open up!” he yelled. They must have been using some strong materials. After ten minutes of pounding and screaming, we noticed that it was silent. The mob was gone. We were officially quarantined—locked in an adult store, which now seemed awfully dark with the window covered.


CHAPTER II

The solution seemed simple enough. We had our phones and we had reception, so we tried calling the police. But amazingly, the police didn’t pick up. We received a robotic message letting us know that all the lines were busy. “How is that possible? Can they even do that?” I asked. We tried calling again and again, but we got to reply. So we tried calling friends. I finally got through to one of my neighbours. “Some people locked us in this store while we were working. Any chance you can come down with a drill or something, to help us out of here?” I asked.

“They think that you’re sick?” my neighbour asked.

“Yeah. Some lady was coughing in the store, and another lady saw and called this mob in. So can you come let us out?”

My neighbour was silent for a long moment. “Sorry, I can’t really help you. I’m—uh—I’m busy.” Then he hung up.

“What the hell is wrong with people today?” Ben said.

“Everyone’s freaked out about this mirandavirus,” I said. “And now everyone thinks we have it because we’re stuck in here. And hell, maybe we do have it. That girl was coughing like crazy before she left. She didn’t look well at all. Don’t touch anything in here. Just sanitize your hands and then stick them in your pockets.”

Ben scoffed. “What did I tell you about white people?” he asked.

“The shop girl was white, idiot,” I said.

We kept trying to call the police, but the lines remained busy. Maybe thousands of people were calling, panicked. Or maybe no one showed up for work at the call centre, afraid of being around potentially sick people. “So this is it? We’re just stuck in here?” Ben said, staring at me with narrowed eyes.

“You’re saying it like it’s my fault,” I said.

“Well it was your gig,” he said.

“How can you possibly blame this one me?” I said.

We fought for fifteen long minutes. Ben was getting under my skin. He seemed so smug, as if none of this was his fault. But had he not spent so long staring at the shop girl’s scantily clad body, we would have been done the job before the mob came to board us in. He’d been treating the whole day like a big joke instead of doing much actual work.

But it didn’t matter. Our fight went around in circles and accomplished nothing. “Whatever,” I said. “We’re stuck in this store and we need to find a way out. So let’s start looking. Maybe there are some tools in a closet that we can use to cut the barricade down.” We split ways and searched the shop. Sadly, the shop was obviously owned and operated by women, so there weren’t any tools to be found, except for a little pink screwdriver that couldn’t have possibly been much use in driving screws. The shop had a small upstairs with a little office and a little kitchen. The little fridge had some food: a few plastic containers filled with dinner leftovers, a carton of coffee cream, a bag of baby carrots, and a pack of cupcakes with ‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY’ stencilled on them. In a cupboard, I found a few bags of chips, a box of soda crackers, and a few cans of soup. It wasn’t a lot, but at least it was food: enough to survive off of while we figured out how to escape the adult store.

Ben went around banging on the walls, trying to find a soft spot we could break through, to get into the next store over. But the framing was tight and the drywall was thick. We only had our wrenches and some soldering equipment. Ben still tried to break through the wall using a plastic chair. He was able to make a small hole, but he didn’t get much further than that.

After his brief attempt, he was sweating. Beads of moisture rolled down his forehead. He wiped his face and took a deep breath. “This sucks,” he said.

“You’re telling me,” I said. I hadn’t been pounding on the walls, but I was also hot. The store’s thermostat was locked in a firm plastic box, and the air conditioning was turned off. I couldn’t find the key anywhere to turn that air conditioner on.

“I don’t want to be stuck in here overnight,” Ben said.

I found a box of disinfecting wipes. I took the box and started to go through the store, wiping everything down: counters, walls, floors, and even the boxes of sex toys stacked throughout. “I’f we going to be stuck here, I’m not getting sick.”

“You might already be sick,” he said. “Didn’t you say it takes a while for symptoms to show up?”

“Five days,” I said.

“So do you think that’s when they’ll let us out? In five days, once they can see that we aren’t sick?”

“I hope they let us out sooner than that,” I said. I kept scrubbing everything with wipes. In just fifteen minutes, I’d gone through half that box. The whole store now smelled like toxic lemon-scented cleaner. But at least the wipes were giving me some peace of mind. I’d seen the videos of people infected with the mirandavirus; that wasn’t something I wanted to go through.

Ben just took a seat and watched. He took off his work belt and then he kicked off his shoes. “Quit working,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because you already stink. Don’t make your only shirt smell even worse.”

Ben was right: my shirt was starting to smell a bit ripe—even I was catching the occasional whiff. But it was the only shirt I had while we were stuck in that store.

“Maybe you can try washing it in that sink up there. There’s a bottle of dish soap. Dish soap and detergent are basically the same thing, right?”

It wasn’t a bad idea—and I had nothing else to do. And if a little speck of that virus was on me, then I wanted to clean it off. So I went upstairs to the little kitchen. I stripped down to my undies and put everything in the sink. I filled the sink with hot water and lots of soap. Then I swirled everything around, getting it all soapy. I left it there for fifteen minutes before rinsing everything out and hanging it on the nearby coat rack.

Then I looked at Ben. “You should wash your clothes too. Just in case her germs got on you,” I said.

“I’m fine,” he said.

“I’m not asking you,” I said. Ben rolled his eyes and shook his head.

“If it’s going to prevent another fight—fine. I’ll wash my clothes.” He stripped down and did the same thing with his clothes. I took some disinfecting wipes and rubbed down my body. The chemicals tingled—especially where I had little cuts and scrapes. But it was worth the peace of mind.

Ben was rinsing his clothes when the air conditioner suddenly kicked on. The whole building hummed loudly as cool air began to pour in through the many vents. “What the hell?” Ben said.

“It must be on a timer,” I said. I went down to that plastic box and saw that the temperature was now set to 61 degrees. “Why is it so low?”

“Probably to counter the hot air from outside,” Ben suggested.

“Great. Now we’re going to freeze.”

“61 isn’t that bad,” Ben said. “That’s, like, 16 celsius, right?” It didn’t sound too bad, but it sure felt awful once the temperature actually dropped to the planned setting. I had to keep moving or the cold would make my toes and fingers hurt. I saw Ben shaking as he rubbed his body with his bare hands.

It was late, probably close to midnight, when the air conditioner finally shut off, having reached the set temperature. But the temperature didn’t stop dropping. It must have been cold outside, because as the hours passed, the shop became colder and colder. We tried to make beds with what we had available: blow up dolls and piles of lingerie. But sleeping was difficult with the cold.

“Fuck it,” Ben said. “I’m not going to freeze my ass off. If you want to make fun of me, go ahead.” He went across the shop and grabbed one of the plastic slips containing a lingerie outfit. He ripped it open and pulled out a long pink dress, with fitted sleeves. He pulled the dress over his body, and then he grabbed another package containing white ‘schoolgirl’ stockings. He pulled them up his legs. I had to giggle at the sight: it was a ridiculous outfit.

“Laugh all you want,” he said. “It’s actually pretty warm.” He went back to his makeshift bed, and then I stopped laughing. He actually did look much more comfortable. He was no longer squirming and trembling. His skin was no longer exposed to the cold air conditioned air. I spent the next fifteen minutes trying to will the cold away, and then I caved. Maybe Ben’s idea wasn’t so bad. I went and grabbed a similar outfit: a red night dress and a pair of thigh-high black socks. But my dress didn’t have sleeves. Luckily, I found a pair of full-length satin gloves, which were surprisingly warm and comfortable.

“Don’t you look pretty,” Ben said from his bed.

“I thought you were asleep,” I said, feeling uncomfortable in the tight outfit—but at least I was warm.

“I was, and then I heard you prancing around the store, playing dress up.”

“I’m not playing dress up,” I said defensively.

“Sure,” he said, rolling over. But he was in no place to mock me. I could see the whole contour of his ass in his tight night dress. I could tell that he’d taken off his boxers: there was no crinkling or bunching up. And maybe that was a good idea; he only had the one pair after all, and that pair possibly needed to last five or more days.

So I leaned down and pulled my undies out from under my night dress. They were a bit damp with sweat that was now cold. I figured I could wash them in the morning.

I closed my eyes and let myself fall asleep, now that I was warm. And the nightdress was amazingly comfortable. The fabric was so soft, and the way the outfit hugged my skin was strangely pleasant: not bunching up anywhere or riding up anything. It almost seemed like I shame that men hadn’t invented some sort of male night dress.


CHAPTER III

When I woke up, I could smell burning toast. I opened my eyes slowly and saw Ben across the shop, looking at a wall of pornographic movies. He was still in his night dress and white stockings—and for a moment, from behind, I thought that I was staring at a woman. “What’s that smell?” I asked.

“I’m making toast,” he said. “I found a toaster and a loaf of bread. Want a piece?”

“Is it burning?” I asked.

“I literally just turned it on thirty seconds ago,” he said, shaking his head with a little laugh.

“I smell burning,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders, and then I noticed a bit of smoke coming from the stairwell. So I sprung to my feet and ran over to see what he’d done. He ran up behind me, noticing the smoke a second later. “What the hell?” I said as I bounded up the steps.

Our clothes were on fire. I ran forward and grabbed the coat rack, tipping it over. Then I turned on the sink and filled a glass with water. I tossed the water onto the fire, but one glass wasn’t enough. It took five minutes to put that fire out, leaving out clothes in a smoking heap. “What the hell happened?” I asked.

“Shit. My bad,” Ben said.

“What do you mean, your bad? What did you do?”

His face turned red and he smiled awkwardly. “Well, our clothes were still wet this morning, so I figured if I moved them over the toaster, the heat would help to dry them up. I guess one of our shirts must have gotten into the toaster or something.”

“You tried to use a toaster to dry our clothes? Are you insane?”

“I said sorry!” he said.

“No you didn’t!”

He shook his head. “It doesn’t make much difference, does it? The clothes are ruined. Your clothes couldn’t have been worth more than fifteen bucks. You can take it out of my paycheque.”

“I will,” I said, shaking my head. “Now I have nothing to wear.”

“That dress looks cute on you,” he said with a smirk. “Keep wearing that.”

I rolled my eyes. “Funny. You’re stuck in your dress too, idiot.”

“I don’t mind the dress. It’s comfortable,” he said with a smug smile. He must have thought he was very funny. I certainly didn’t think he was being funny.

“Well it’s starting to heat up in here,” I said. “And I’m not okay with you walking around with your dick out.”

“Fine. We have a whole store filled with clothes. I’m sure I’ll find something to wear.”

And an hour later, it really was starting to get hot. The air conditioner automatically turned off again. Whoever set it up must have accidentally set the time to AM instead of PM. Suddenly, that night dress was too hot, and I didn’t want to put my sweaty undies back on. So, like Ben, I went through the store looking for something to wear.

My stomach groaned at all of the options. The thought of wearing one of the tiny outfits was humiliating, but the humiliation seemed less bad once I saw Ben squeezing his body into a pair of panties and a little skirt. It was a silly sight. But of all the options in the shop, it was probably the least silly. It was either panties and a skirt or full lacy one-piece outfits, sexy Halloween costumes, or outfits designed for strippers and prostitutes.

So we both put on skirts and spent the day walking around, looking like fools. Ben giggled at me, and I felt my face turn red, even though he was wearing the same exact outfit. But I got a real laugh when I left the room and came back, and then I saw him from behind, bending over as he looked through cupboards for something to kill the boredom. From behind, he actually looked like a chick. His butt was perky and his legs appeared smooth (his leg hair was blonde and thin and invisible from more than ten feet away). “I thought you were a girl!” I said.

He turned around with red embarrassment on his face. “Yeah, and you look so manly,” he said.

There wasn’t much to do in that store. By noon, Ben was so bored that he ended up putting a pornographic movie on the shop TV. “I picked it because it seemed like it had the most interesting story,” he said.

“Sure. That’s why you picked it,” I said.

I didn’t like having the porno playing in the background. I hated that there was a beautiful blonde with bouncing tits in the corner of my eyeline. I didn’t want to get aroused in that little outfit. Those panties weren’t enough to hold back an erection. I’m not sure how Ben was watching so casually, without feeling any arousal. Or was he just good at hiding his hard cock?

The porn wasn’t enough to kill the boredom. After three hours and as many porno movies, the shop became especially quiet. Our phones were dying and we didn’t have chargers. The TV got no reception: just that DVD player and those porno movies. Ben tried to find the grossest, most obscure movie he could find, just because it was something to do. After forty minutes of searching through the most obscure options, he found a video called ‘TRANNY WATER SPORTS!’. He put it on, and it was exactly what it sounded like: trannies peeing on one another.

“They actually look like chicks,” he said. And he was right: aside from their appendages, they looked like girls. I found myself wondering if they just hired girls and put fake dicks on them. Ben was certain that they were really shemales. “There are some guys who can really look like girls,” he said. “I went out to a gay bar with some friends a few weeks ago. It was kind of scary.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I’m sure it’s obvious in person.”

He laughed. “I assure you that it’s not. Want to hear a story? Remember Ken, from high school? He was dating this girl for six months. She was kind of religious, and believed in no sex before marriage—right? So they were dating, and then he decided to propose, probably because he was sick of not having a girl to fuck. She accepted the proposal, but then she told him that she was a dude—he’d been dating a dude. And they saw each other every day for six months.”

“Ken? Seriously?” I said.

“Yeah. He was traumatized. He slept on my couch for a week after it happened. He told me not to tell anyone about it. But guess where he is now?”

“Where?” I asked.

“He went back to her and they got married. They live in Newfoundland together. Look her up before your phone dies. There are pictures of her on Ken’s Facebook page. That’s a guy, not a girl.” I looked before my phone blacked out, and she really did look like a girl. She was blonde and very pretty.

“You’re lying,” I said.

“I’m telling the truth,” he said. “You’re looking at a shemale. She’s got a dick. And apparently it’s bigger than Ken’s dick.”

I shook my head. “I just don’t believe you.”

“Well it’s true,” he said. And that was the end of that conversation. I found myself looking at that picture again before my phone died. I looked closely, trying to spot an Adam’s apple, or some defining masculine feature. I couldn’t see anything. Surely Ben was lying to me. But what if he wasn’t?

We both tried calling the police again. We left voice messages on our friends’ phones, telling them where we were, begging them to call the cops, to free us. But we heard nothing back before our phones went black later that day. Now we had no way of contacting the outside world. There wasn’t even a phone in that shop, or a computer that was connected to the internet. We could only hope that our calls for help would be heard, so we wouldn’t die of starvation in a small adult sex store on the edge of the downtown core.

It was still daytime; sunlight was creeping through the small slits between the boards on the windows—but it was quiet, as if it was the middle of the night. No one was walking the streets. People were probably too afraid to leave their houses. Ben and I took turns banging on the door while screaming for help, but our cries weren’t answered. Ben kept going to the sink, to make sure the water was still on. Now he was the one becoming paranoid, worried the vigilante mob was going to cut us off the way Russia cut off Ukraine during the Holodomor. It was just starting to get dark when his paranoia reached a climax. He went and found a recycling bin, filled with plastic bottles. He spent a good hour cleaning them all with soapy water, then he filled them all with cold tap water. He looked back at me with a nervous look on his face. “Just in case they cut us off,” he said. He left the filled bottles on the counter: three dozen, enough to last us at least a few weeks. “But don’t touch them unless they turn the water off. There’s also the water in the back of the toilet.”

Ben wasn’t the type to be worried, so his paranoia was making my spine tingle. What if we were stuck for longer than five days? What if no one came to let us out? What if the mirandavirus overwhelmed our city and left us stuck in that store for months? Would I have to eat Ben eventually? How long could we live off of the soda crackers and fridge leftovers.

That night, we agreed to start portioning our food—just in case. We knew that the leftovers in the fridge would only last a few more days before spoiling, so we agreed to eat that first. That night, we split a small containing of spaghetti. I was still hungry once we were finished—tempted to dig into one of the chip bags—but I resisted the urge. I kept telling myself that those chips could end up being the difference between life and death.

Later that night, Ben spent a good hour trying to chip away at the drywall, using a metal pen he found in a drawer. He managed to make a sizeable hole, exposing a few beams. But the beams were close together—too close to squeeze through, and they were secured with metal bracing. Ben’s efforts were pointless.

When I woke up the next morning, I could hear a strange thumping. I got up in my satin nightdress and walked over to the next room. Ben was there, throwing a rubber dildo against a wall and trying to catch it after it bounced in an unpredictable direction. He looked at me with a dull look on his face. “It’s not as fun as it looks,” he said.

“So why are you doing it?” I asked.

“I’ve been up for three hours already. I’m bored.” He threw the dildo again.

“You know, they’re going to make us pay for all the damage we’ve done to the place. We’ll have to pay for the wall, that dildo, those movies you opened, and these dresses—and whatever else we touch.”

“Bullshit,” Ben said. “I didn’t ask to be locked in here. That girl got us stuck in here because she got sick—that’s not my problem. If they want someone to pay for this shit, they can take it up with their insurance company.”

I didn’t feel like fighting. Maybe he was right. We didn’t choose to be locked in that store. It was only natural to panic: to tear into the walls and to find ways to kill the time. I asked Ben to stop hurling the dildo against the wall. “The sound is giving me a headache,” I said.

And then the boredom truly began to set in. Seconds ticked by in super-slow-motion. I watched the clock for nearly an entire hour, praying that it would suddenly be nighttime so I could just go to sleep. At least the time seemed to fly by when I was asleep. But awake, it didn’t seem to move at all. I could almost feel my brain rotting. It wasn’t long before I started to forget how long we’d been stuck in that store for: two nights? Three nights? Four nights? My timeline was quickly becoming unclear in the silent monotony.

I tried to take a nap, just because there was nothing else to do. But I couldn’t shut my brain off; I couldn’t stop thinking about the possibility that I was infected with the deadly virus. It apparently took five days, and it hadn’t been that long since that woman had coughed all over the store. And she’d probably been coughing before we arrived at the store. She must have sat on that old toilet at some point. Her body had barely been covered, so her bare skin had likely come into contact with many things in that store: things we probably weren’t thinking of sanitizing. Was I already sick? As I thought about it, I began to feel a tingle in my throat; was it the beginning of the mirandavirus? I coughed, trying to make the tingling go away. Then my heart began to pound, so I sat up and gave up on the idea of napping. Left to wander, my mind was just becoming more and more paranoid.

I looked across the shop. Ben was going through drawers—drawers he’d already gone through many times. “What are you looking for?” I asked.

“Anything,” he said.

“Anything for what?” I said.

“Anything for anything.” Then he pulled out a box. He flipped it open.

“What’s that?”

“Makeup,” he said.

Then he began to pull out all of the little tools. “What are you doing with it?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I’m going to see how hard it is to do my makeup. What the hell else am I going to do?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Are you going to try to seduce me or something?”

“You can stare at the wall all you want,” he said. “At least this is something to do.” I laughed again, but he had a good point: it was something. I was a bit jealous. I wished that I had something to occupy my mind, to stop it from drifting to dark, frightening thoughts. I was starting to become nauseous, thinking about the damned mirandavirus, wondering if I was living out my final days on the planet. It only killed about twenty percent of people infected with it—but then again, those were numbers that came from hospitals. If I was sick, I would have no way of getting to a hospital. There would be no machines to pump fluid out from my lungs, and no antibiotics to make the virus go away.

I watched Ben as he squeezed some skin-toned cream onto his fingers. He rubbed the cream gently on his cheeks. I wanted to laugh at him, but mocking him seemed pointless, seeing as there was no one else around to laugh with me. So I just walked away, looking for my own way to pass the time. I looked through all the board games in the shop, wondering if there was one that didn’t involve having sex. Maybe one of the games could be quickly modified to be a regular game, and not a sex game. But they were all overly kinky, requiring users to strip and to touch and penetrate one another. At best, the games could have been turned into a simple dice rolling game—but that would be just as boring as staring at the wall.

I still felt awkward looking at the sex toys, as if I was staring at things that my eyes weren’t meant to see. There was one toy, behind a shield of glass, with a nine-hundred dollar price tag on it. It was called Robo-Man, and it was essentially a metal box with a dildo attached to it. It had a dial with a number of settings. I looked closely at the settings and then laughed. ‘Bunny Fucking’ was one of the options, and so was, ‘Slow Sting Style’. There was a switch next to the dial, with two options: male and female. I had no idea what the switch could do. I was tempted to open the display case, plug in the unit, and turn it on, just to see how ridiculous it was. But I decided to leave it alone, just in case we ended up having to pay for all of the stuff we touched.

I looked back at Ben. Now he was gently brushing some shadow around his eyes. “How do you even know what you’re doing?” I asked.

“My ex-girlfriend used to do her makeup on the couch next to me,” he said. “Every morning, she did the same routine.”

“I see,” I said, watching for a few minutes. He didn’t seem to care that I was watching. I still had the urge to laugh, but laughing still didn’t seem right. I was still jealous that his mind was occupied.

I bit my tongue and forced a smile. “Well maybe we can see who can make a more convincing girl,” I said, pulling up a seat next to him. I reached over and grabbed the same tube of skin-toned cream that he started with.

“What’s at stake?” Ben asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. The loser has to do whatever the winner wants for the rest of the day,” I said. The bet felt childish, but it still left me buzzing with a curious excitement. More than anything, I was happy to have something for my brain to focus on. So I started to do my makeup. Ben worked slowly, applying each item carefully. I did my best to copy him, working quickly to catch up so I wouldn’t miss any crucial details. But after a while, once I started getting the hang of what everything was for, I started to go off on my own little route, playing around with the eyeliner in an attempt to make my eyes look bigger and more seductive. I caught myself giggling like a girl, and then he started giggling as well.

“I’m guessing you’ve done this before,” he said with a big, glossy grin.

I shook my head. “I was just thinking the same thing about you,” I said with a chuckle. I looked over at him and saw that he was looking surprisingly feminine, making me worried that I was going to lose. I didn’t want to know what Ben would make me do. I couldn’t even begin to imagine the possibilities, seeing as there was nothing to do in that shop. What was I going to make him do if I won? I looked around. Would I make him rearrange all of the DVDs in alphabetical order? Would I make him scrub the whole store down again, to give me a little more peace of mind? Or would I just try to embarrass him? Maybe I could make him dress up in a more scandalous outfit. Maybe I could make him act out one of the scenes from one of the pornography movies we’d watched.

I caught myself smirking with red cheeks. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath, and then I continued dolling myself up.

Ben knew a few tricks—supposedly from watching his ex-girlfriend. He took a darker powder and rubbed his cheeks, making his face look more narrow and feminine. Then he did the same thing to his nose, making his nose look cute and tiny. He used a skin-toned powder to blend everything together, and then he was almost unrecognizable. My heart skipped a beat as I glanced over at him. He was actually starting to look like a girl. And if he could make himself look like a girl with a bit of makeup, then maybe he wasn’t lying about our high school friend’s tranny wife. Maybe that really was a boy in those pictures.

I was losing hope that I could beat Ben. He knew what he was doing and I had no idea. I’d never lived with a woman, aside from my mother—and I never watched my mother doing her makeup. He had an unfair advantage, and I was starting to wonder if he’d done this before.

“Are you almost done?” he asked as he leaned forward to touch up his lip gloss. He was using a female voice, trying to taunt me. Even he knew that he’d already won the game. But I wasn’t about to give up. I wasn’t looking too bad. My eyes were frighteningly feminine; they looked big and glossy and cute with dark mascara on my lashes. And my lips looked plump and kissable—definitely more girly than his lips. I still wanted to try my hand at contouring, so I grabbed the dark powder and started to do my best.

As I was finishing up, I noticed the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple. Then I remembered seeing a small basket of lace chokers near the front of the shop, so I went to fetch one. I tied it around my throat, and that small addition made a big difference. Then I noticed the rack of costume wigs, so I grabbed a long brunette option. I played with the soft hair until it framed my face in a flattering way—and hid the more masculine parts of my jawline.

Now, looking in the mirror, I was sure that I had Ben beat. I caught myself grinning and biting my lip, ready to claim my victory—though I had no idea how we were going to pick a winner. I looked to my left, ready to say, ‘So who’s the winner? Me, right?’ Then I saw Ben, fitting a blonde wig on his head, looking more girly than ever. I froze for a moment. My lips parted. That wig made an enormous difference. I couldn’t even recognize him. I was convinced for a moment that a girl had slipped into the shop.

“Is that it?” he asked in his taunting girly voice.

I cleared my throat and pressed my lips thin. “You look…”

“Like a chick?” he said, playfully bouncing his hair with both hands.

“Yeah. It’s freaky,” I said.

“You don’t look half bad yourself. Kind of cute, actually,” he said with a big grin. “But I think we both know that I’m the winner.”

“You’ve done this before,” I said. “You played me.”

“Keep telling yourself that, loser,” he said with a laugh. “So you’re my slave for the rest of the day. Maybe you can start by making me a little bit of lunch. Actually, start by putting on something cuter, and then you can make me lunch. How’s about… this.” He picked an outfit off the wall: a sexy maid outfit, complete with a fishnet stockings and heels. “You know what? Let’s back up even further. Go and shave your legs and your chest and your pits and your crotch, then put on the outfit, then make me lunch. Oh—and put on a bit of perfume, too. I like the one in the pink bottle, by the cash register.”

My stomach flopped and groaned. At least it was something to do. I agreed to the challenge. There was no rule saying he wasn’t allowed to have practised before—if that was even the truth.


CHAPTER IV

So I went to the little bathroom and thoroughly washed the razor that was already there before touching it to my skin. The small shower made me nervous, even though I was fairly sure it hadn’t been used in years, along with that old razor. But what if the virus was living on those frosted glass walls? What if it was alive on that old tile, or about to come up from the drain?

I felt stupid shaving my legs. I felt even stupider once I looked down at my smooth legs and realized they actually looked kind of feminine. Then came time to shave my crotch. I wasn’t sure why Ben wanted me to shave my crotch, but I went ahead and did it anyway before doing my chest and pits. I hardly had hair on my chest to begin with, so the rest of my shower was quick. Once I was out, I rubbed some disinfectant on my body, just to be safe. Then, to hide the alcohol scent of the disinfectant, I sprayed a bit of perfume on my body: the one that Ben requested.

Then it was time to put on the sexy maid costume. It was a tight fit, and it took me a while to figure out all of the little garter belt straps. The crotch was especially tight—almost uncomfortable—and it hardly held my cock and ball sack in place. But I had to wear it because I lost the challenge. Again, I was just happy to have something else to think about besides the fact I may have been dying.

I had to touch up my makeup a little bit. Then I had to scour the store to find a pair of heels that actually fit my feet. It took about ten minutes to figure out how to walk in the heels. It was kind of nice being a bit taller, though it was quite the butt workout. I had no idea heels worked the ass so much!

“I’m getting hungry!” Ben called out. So I took a deep breath and went to work, going to the little kitchen to heat up some leftovers for Ben. He stood behind me while I worked: bending over in those tall heels to get the food from the fridge, then reaching up to put the food into the microwave.

“While it’s heating up, you can clean up a little bit,” he said.

I grabbed a cloth and wiped down the counter. I put away the toaster and I organized all of the little shakers and boxes. I felt awkward with Ben behind me. Every time I looked back, he was looking at me with a big grin, as if he actually liked what he was seeing. I didn’t love the idea of my friend staring at my bare ass, which wasn’t at all covered by the lingerie skirt of the costume.

“What do you want me to do now?” I asked.

“Well, first, I want you to speak like a girl. Then, I want you to sweep up the shop—and then maybe you can mop as well. Make this place sparkling clean. Then you can wash my bedding for me. Better wash your own as well.”

I didn’t mind cleaning up. I liked the idea of being trapped in a sterilized environment—not having to worry that I would accidentally touch the mirandavirus. But I didn’t love cleaning in those tall heels, with my butt completely out for my friend to see. It really didn’t help that he kept staring, making me feel self-conscious. And if definitely didn’t help when he said, “You’ve got a great ass.” He took me by surprise, slapping me firmly on the ass, making me yelp. I grabbed my butt and glared at him with narrowed eyes.

“Keep your hands to yourself,” I managed to say in a girly voice.

He giggled, and then I giggled as well. I kept cleaning while he watched. For a while, I started to become nervous about him watching; worried he was actually enjoying the sight of me. And then I remembered that there was literally nothing else to do, and he was probably just looking for something to occupy his brain while the hours ticked by. Maybe he was just as scared that he was sick.

I finished mopping. I gently wiped my forehead and took a deep breath. “Is that it?” I asked.

“Is that it?” he said. “Of course not. You’re my slave until the end of the day. That was the deal.”

“Okay. Then what do you want me to do?” I asked.

He was silent for a moment. He looked around the space, out of ideas. “Hmm,” he said, scratching his chin. It was weird hearing him using his normal voice. He was still in his makeup and wig, still looking like a convincing girl. But that voice made my head spin; it no longer belonged.

I watched as his cheeks turned red. “There’s a toy by the front, in a black box. Take it to the bathroom and put it in, then give me the remote.”

“Remote? What are you talking about?” I said.

He bit his lip. “You’ll see.”

So I went to the front of the store. I looked at the door and my heart skipped a beat. What would I say if that door opened right now? If one of our friends got our cry for help and they showed up at that very moment, how could I explain this sight? Would anyone believe me if I said, ‘We were bored with nothing else to do!’

I turned to the counter and looked around for the black box. There was only one black box: a vibrating butt plug with a remote. I picked it up and my heart fluttered. Surely this wasn’t what he was talking about. Surely he wasn’t asking me to stick a sex toy in my asshole? There were no other black boxes, and nothing in sight that had a remote. “Are you crazy?” I said.

“You lost the bet!” he called out. “You have to do it. Or are you scared you might like it?”

“I won’t like it!” I said. Now my hands were trembling. I wasn’t scared that I would like it, but I was definitely scared. I’d never stuck anything in my ass before, and that was something I was more-or-less proud of. I wasn’t gay. I liked girls. I liked penetrating girls. But to be penetrated myself? The though made my skin crawl.

I opened the box and looked at the plug. At least it didn’t seem that big. It was only three inches long, and maybe an inch and a half wide. It had a big base, so the toy wouldn’t accidentally slide inside of my body. And it even came with a small tube of lubricant.

“Fine,” I said. “But I’m only doing this because I have to. And by the way, you’re a sicko.”

He laughed. I took the toy to the bathroom, stared at it for a while, then I squished a large dab of lubricant onto it. I used the tip of my finger to coat the whole thing. I reached around and pulled the panties of my outfit to the side. I gently began to twist the plug into my butt. It was surprisingly hard to get it inside of me. I groaned and pushed, but it just wouldn’t slip inside. I had to take a deep breath and force my anal muscles to relax. Then suddenly, it plopped in. I gasped. It was a strange feeling: no pain, but a weird, dull pressure. My instinct was to push it out, but the shape of the plug didn’t let my anal muscles reject it. The only way to get it out was to pull it out with my hand, but I didn’t want to have to go through penetrating myself again, so I left it there. I put my panties back and I tugged down on my skirt, hoping to make it cover more than the nothing it was currently covering.

Then I went back out. “Okay. Now what?” I asked.

Ben was holding the remote, smirking and biting his lip. He pressed a button, then I felt the vibrating inside of me. I gasped and then I covered my mouth with my hand. “Holy shit, that’s strong,” I said.

“This isn’t even its strongest setting,” he said.

I laughed nervously. “Give me something to do,” I said.

“I know,” he said. He zipped away, leaving me with a vibrating butt plug in my ass. Then he came back holding a pink Polaroid camera.

“No way. You aren’t taking pictures of me,” I said.

“Too bad. Don’t worry though. I’ll destroy them. But for the next hour—or until I run out of film—you’re going to be my model. So strike a pose for me. Look sexy. Maybe put your hands on your hips.”

I groaned and thought about protesting, but deep down I was just happy to have something to do. So I posed for him, forcing a smile and putting my hands on my hips. He snapped a photo. Then he told me to turn around, and to ‘perk my butt out’. I did my best to follow the command, giggling slightly. Then he pressed a button on that remote, making the vibration a bit more intense. I tensed up and let a whimper slip out from my lips.

The vibrating actually felt kind of pleasant. The tip of the plug was pressed right against a soft spot, and that spot seemed to be connected somehow to my penis. I could feel the tingling right down to the tip of my cock. I giggled and bit my lip, then he took another phone.

“Get down on your hands and knees and purr like a kitty,” he said with a mean smile. I groaned and then followed the command. “Spread your legs wider. Wider. Wider still. That’s perfect.” I was nearly doing the splits on my knees. I looked into the lens of that camera and I purred.

“You better destroy these photos after we’re done here,” I said. He was just putting the pictures onto a pile without looking at them.

“Don’t worry about that,” he said, waving me off. “Now roll onto your back and spread your legs for me, as if you’re showing me your pussy.”

It was an awkward pose, especially because the panties did very little to hide my bulge. And my cock was a bit hard from the pleasant buzzing. I prayed that he wouldn’t be able to tell. So I opened up my legs and pressed my back against the recently cleaned floor. He snapped another picture.

He looked around, and then he pointed at the realistic girl mannequin at the front of the store. “Get behind her and grind your body against her, like you’re at a club together.”

“The mannequin?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. So I went behind the plastic life-sized doll. I wrapped my arms around her and then I realized it wasn’t a mannequin, but a sex doll. She was wearing a pair of panties to cover her fake pussy and asshole. And her tits actually kind of felt like tits—though the rest of her body was hard plastic. “Grab her tits and squeeze them, and then start grinding.”

So I followed the command. I squeezed the breasts and rubbed my cock against the mannequin’s soft bum (the bum was made with the same material as her breasts). I kept grinding, waiting for him to take his photo. But instead, he was just watching.

“Aren’t you going to take the shot?” I asked, feeling increasingly awkward. My cock was starting to get hard between the buzzing and the rubbing, and the feeling of the fake tits.

“In a second,” he said, continuing to watch. I closed my eyes. Then I felt the buzzing intensifying. He must have pressed a button on that remote. Now my cock was hard. I was afraid to pull away from the mannequin. Her butt was now the only thing hiding my erection, which was trying to break out from my panties.

“Oh my God,” he said. “Are you hard?”

“It’s just from the rubbing,” I said, feeling my face turning red.

He laughed and I felt embarrassed. I stopped grinding, but I didn’t pull away from the sex toy.

“Don’t stop,” he said with a big smile. “Stick it in her. Fuck the slut.”

“No way,” I said.

“Do it. You’re my slave. You have to do whatever I say.”

“I’m not going to fuck a sex doll in front of my employee.”

“Yes you are, because you lost the bet. Now stick it in her.” He grabbed a little bottle of lubricant from a nearby shelf and tossed it to me. I stood in silent horror for a moment, still with my erection. Then I bit down on my tongue, feeling foolish, but strangely still happy to have something else to think about besides the mirandavirus.

I squirted some lubricant into my hand and said, “Look away.” He turned around. I stepped back, coated my cock with lube, and then I awkwardly pressed my shaft into the mannequin’s silicone pussy. It was a weird feeling, especially since I could see my reflection in the nearby boarded window. “Okay, you can look now,” I said.

He turned around with a big smile. “You make a lovely pair of lesbians,” he said.

“Shut up,” I said.

“Don’t forget about your girly voice. I don’t want to have to punish you,” he said. I groaned. “Now fuck her. Give it to her, beautiful. Don’t mind me over here with the camera.”

“You promise you’ll destroy those pictures?” I said awkwardly, still squirming with a buzzing toy in my butt.

“Promise,” he said with a wink.

So I took a deep breath and then I started to gently thrust back and forth, in and out of that tight sex doll. I closed my eyes, feeling stupider with every thrust. My cock actually felt good. The stimulation was nice. The buzzing was becoming more and more pleasant. I was actually going to come. And I knew Ben would make fun of me for years because of it—but how could I avoid it? I couldn’t just tell myself not to come.

I tried to hold back. I tried to will away the pleasure, but it just got better and better. I groaned and squirmed and closed my eyes. “Keep squeezing her titties,” Ben said with a big chuckle. I hated him so much. I heard him snap a photo. My spine tingled, but that euphoria continued to grow.

“Oh God,” I moaned. And then I felt my tip tingling. I knew holding back was pointless. I knew I was going to have to get Ben back for this horrible humiliation. But it could have been worse. Someone could have come to our rescue at that very moment and seen me like that. Ben was a dickhead, but I knew he wasn’t cruel enough to show those pictures to anybody.

I came, groaning as my legs trembled. I filled that mannequin’s silicone pussy with a big, hot load—and it truly was a big load. I normally masturbated once a day, and it had been days since I’d had a chance to get off. It was probably the longest I’d gone without coming in many years. I stepped back and quickly tucked my cock back into my French maid panties. Then I watched as my cum streamed down the pretty mannequin’s legs. Ben roared with laughter. “You really did it!” he said.

“You made me do it!” I snapped, narrowing my eyes, but unable to look at him.

He kept laughing. I went to grab some cleaning supplies to clean up the plastic lady I’d just fucked in the fake pussy. Ben stood by and watched as I scrubbed her out, making sure that hole was pristine for whoever ended up buying the pathetic toy.

Then I went to take off my wig. “What are you doing?” Ben said.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” I said.

“It looks like you think your time is up.” He looked at his watch. “You still have a couple hours.”

“Seriously? Can’t we just call it a night?”

“Watch your voice.”

I could see in Ben’s eyes that he knew I planned on getting him back. He had a nervous look: red in the cheeks with thinly pressed lips. He knew I would get my revenge, so he was already trying to make the most out of my punishment.


CHAPTER V

For the next two hours, I was Ben’s play doll. He wanted to play dress up, so I changed into outfit after outfit. He ran out of film after just thirty minutes, but the dress up didn’t end. He wanted to get the absolute most out of my humiliation—but nothing was worse than having him watch me while I fucked the mannequin, not even when he had me put on the Playboy bunny costume before hopping around the store, wiggling my butt.

I was surprised by how comfortable he was when it came to slapping me on the ass and feeling my bare skin. He was treating me like I was a real woman—or maybe I should say, a real prostitute. He would giggle as I went by, cupping his hand on my bum and squeezing. I figured I would try to embarrass him at one point, while he was sitting on the ground. I went up to him, turned around, and pressed my butt against his face. Then I wiggled my bum, teasing his forehead with my bunny tail, making his nose and lips sink between my butt cheeks. But he didn’t seem to mind. Instead of becoming disgusted and outraged, he just laughed. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?” he said.

It was close to midnight when I started to worry that Ben was actually into my cross-dressing. He seemed to be excited. I even caught him a few times adjusting his cock in his own little outfit. Was he trying to hide an erection? Or was his girly outfit just a bit uncomfortable?

I was too exhausted to call him out once the clock struck 12:00 AM. I just wanted to go to sleep. So I changed into my nightie and I went off to bed, trying not to look him in the eyes, worried I would give him the wrong idea.

Was Ben gay? Was he actually attracted to me? With my head turned away, I was almost sure that I could feel him looking at me and thinking about me. Maybe he was just losing his sanity: trapped in that store, not sure if he was going to live for much longer. Maybe we were both losing our sanities.

I woke up before Ben. I wanted to change out from my nightie, into something that wouldn’t get Ben too excited—if my cross-dressing really was getting him excited. So I went to grab my boxers, but they weren’t where I’d left them to dry. I scanned around everywhere for them, but they were gone, as if someone came into the store in the middle of the night to steal them. Had we moved them while fooling around the night before? When I was cleaning up the shop dressed like a slutty maid, did I move them somewhere without realizing?

I thought about asking Ben when he woke up, but something stopped me. When I saw him dragging his feet over to the coffee machine, I realized that I was just being paranoid. Ben wasn’t attracted to me—he was just bored. He didn’t make me dress up like a girl because it got him off. He didn’t make me stick a vibrating butt plug into my ass because he thought it was hot. He just wanted to mess with me to pass the time.

I sat down and found myself counting the hours since we’d arrived at that shop. If we were infected with the mirandavirus, how long had it been? Had it been five days?

It was a few minutes later when my throat began to itch. I tried to force a cough to make the itch go away, but it kept getting stronger. I drank some cold water, and that helped for a few minutes—and then the itch came back.

The itch wasn’t so bad, but the nauseous dread that came moments later was truly terrifying. Was I just having a panic attack, or was the mirandavirus starting to take action? I had to sit down as the nausea swirled in my stomach. My head was suddenly pounding. I took a series of deep breaths. Then I looked up and saw that Ben was looking at me with a worried face from across the shop. “You okay?” he asked, taking a sip from his coffee. He was keeping his distance.

“Huh?” I said, trying to force a smile. “I don’t know. I think so. I just—I think it’s just anxiety.”

He nodded his head slowly, looking legitimately concerned for the first time—maybe ever. “What do you mean, anxiety?” he said.

“Has it been five days yet? They say that that virus will start to have symptoms after five days, right? I just—my stomach kind of hurts and my throat is itchy, and—”

“Just relax,” he said. “Just try to think about something else.”

“I can’t,” I said. The fear was getting worse. I had to sit down on the ground, bringing my knees up to my chest.

“Seriously. Just relax,” he said. He came closer, but he still kept a good five feet of distance. “Try to breathe.”

“I’m breathing,” I said.

“Take a deep breath in, hold it for five seconds, then breathe out. Keep doing that.”

“Ben. I’m breathing. My stomach hurts,” I said.

Ben looked around, starting to panic a bit himself. He zipped away to get something, leaving me on the floor: alone and afraid. How long before the pneumonia stage started? Would I survive once my lungs began to fill with fluid? I tried to take a deep breath in, and then I swear I could feel some moisture in my lungs. Was it already starting? “Oh God,” I whimpered. I did my best not to cry.

Then Ben came back. He had a coin. “Flip this coin,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Heads, I’m your slave for the day. Tails, you’re my slave for the day—again.”

I stared at the coin for a second. “Why?” I asked.

“Just flip it so we can get started.”

“Ben—I’m not feeling right. I don’t want to do that,” I said.

“Just flip the damned coin!” he said. So I took the coin and tossed it in the air. It flipped quickly and then it landed and bounced off, away from us. It rolled down the isle. We both got up to follow it. Now my heart was pounding for a new reason. I didn’t want to be the slave again—especially because it was still so early and there was so much day left. We chased the rogue coin until it hit a wall, spun in a few circles and then landed flat: heads.

“Shit,” Ben said.

I smiled. “Perfect,” I said.

“You can start by making me a tea,” I said. “And getting me a warm cloth.”

“That’s it?” he said with a smug chuckle, as if my demand was too lame for him.

“That’s just to start. Get me the cloth and start the kettle. While the water’s boiling, you can, uh...” I looked around the room. “Go put on that Playboy bunny costume—the one I wore yesterday. And shave your legs and chest and pits—and crotch too—everything you made me shave. Once my tea is done, you can go do your makeup.”

Strangely, my heart was starting to calm down a little bit. When he came out from the shower with a small towel around his waist and smooth, glistening legs, I started to laugh. He squeezed into the tight costume, which didn’t do much to hide his bulge. He gave his bum a wiggle to make the tail shake. I laughed. “You seem to be enjoying yourself,” I said.

“You aren’t going to make me feel humiliated. I’m perfectly comfortable with my masculinity.”

“You won’t be once you look in the mirror and see that you have a girl’s body,” I said. He turned to the mirror and his cheeks turned a shade of red.

“I couldn’t care less,” he said.

“Okay, Mr. Manly, there’s a butt plug on the edge of the sink in the bathroom. I think you know what to do with it,” I said.

His face turned even redder. “That’s it? You’re just going to copy me? Real creative, Jared,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“Once the plug is in, you can take thirty minutes to do your makeup. Then we’re really get started.”

So I got up and started looking through the store for the perfect revenge. I wanted him to admit that he was humiliated. I wanted to push him so far that he had to cave. I came across an adult board game, designed for a couple—but I was going to make Ben play it by himself. I took the game out from its plastic wrap and then I set it up on the cashier counter. Then I looked forward at the mirror behind the counter and startled myself, realizing I still had my makeup on from the previous night. I was so exhausted, I didn’t even wash it off!

“Shit,” I muttered. But I kind of liked the way that I looked. I was cute. I looked just like the kind of girl that I would have probably asked out on a date. I went to fetch my wig while Ben was still doing his makeup. I put it on my head and then I smiled at my own reflection. Maybe I could really tease Ben by pretending to be a girl. He seemed to like it the day before, and now he was in a very tight outfit—it would be hard to hide any erections in that little number.

I was staring at myself in the mirror when I realized my stomachache was gone. My headache was gone. Even my itchy throat was gone. Maybe I really was just having an anxiety attack. I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and thanked a god that I wasn’t so sure that I believed in. Then Ben called out, “I’m almost ready. You better have something good for me.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” I said. I made sure the game was all set up, and then I waited for my sissy slave to show up for a full day of revenge.


CHAPTER VI

Ben laughed when he saw the game. “So how does this work? You’re going to make me play a game by myself?”

“It’s really simple. You roll, and then if you land on a coloured square, you have to pick up a card with the corresponding colour. Then you have to do whatever the cards say.”

“Okay. Fine,” he said. “Seems boring, but whatever.” He grabbed the die and rolled carelessly onto the counter. Then he moved his little piece. The square he landed on said, ‘Wear the blindfold for your partner’s next move.’ Ben looked at me. “I don’t have a partner, so am I just ignoring that?”

“You aren’t using your girly voice,” I said in my own girly voice. “Ask again, properly.”

He rolled his eyes, then he cleared his throat. “Do you want me to wear a blindfold for your non-existent turn?” he asked, sounding perfectly feminine.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll tell you what you roll, and if you get a card, I’ll figure it out for you.”

He rolled his pretty eyes again before slipping the blindfold on. Then I handed him the die and he rolled. I moved his little character. “Blue card,” I said. I picked up the card. ‘Have your partner stick any body part into your mouth,’ the card read. I looked around, and then I saw a pink dildo on a shelf. I grabbed it and brought it over.

“Open your mouth,” I said.

He opened his mouth. Then I gently slid the dildo onto his tongue. He twitched, giggled, and then he said, “That’s it? A dildo in my mouth?”

“We’re just starting,” I said.

He pressed his lips tight and started to suck the fake cock. I let him go for a moment, and then I started laughing. “What are you doing?” I asked. “I didn’t tell you to suck it.”

His cheeks turned a dark shade of red. “I assumed that’s what you wanted me to do,” he said.

“No. You just decided that. You can take off your blindfold and roll now.”

He pulled the blindfold off carefully, making sure he didn’t mess up his carefully curled blonde hair. Then he grabbed the die and rolled. He moved his character onto another blue card. He picked up the card, looking at it for a moment, then he put it face down on the counter. “What does it say?” I said.

“It says not to tell you what it says,” he said with a grin. My heart bounced. Was he lying? “It says to tell you to close your eyes.”

“Why? I’m not playing,” I said.

“Just do it.”

I took a deep breath, and then I closed my eyes, shaking my head. I tilted my head up, waiting for him to do whatever it was he was going to do. Then I suddenly felt his hand groping my crotch. I perked up and froze while he squeezed gently, fondling subtly, teasing my shaft between his fingers. “What the hell are you doing?” I said, opening my eyes. He was standing right in front of me, staring into my eyes.

“This is what the card said to do. ‘Fondle your partner for ten seconds.’ So that’s what I’m doing,” he said with a big smile. I hopped back, away from his grip.

“I told you I’m not playing. I’m not your partner,” I said, feeling the heat rushing into my face.

“Sorry. You want me to just grab my own pussy?” he asked in that strangely feminine voice. He reached down and cupped his bulge. But there was nothing particularly interesting or exciting about him just holding himself.

“Okay, let’s keep going,” I said, still feeling awkward. He touched my cock—no, he didn’t just touch it, he full on groped me and felt me. He got his fingers around my whole package and he squeezed. I felt violated, but also strangely excited, like I’d just done something very naughty and taboo.

I cleared my throat and handed him the die. He rolled and landed on another blue card. He looked at it and then he said, “If you aren’t my partner, who do I do this to?” He turned the card to me. It was a picture of a man nibbling a woman’s earlobe. I looked around and spotted that mannequin that I came in the night before. I walked over and grabbed her, dragging her across the shop.

“Her,” I said.

Ben rolled his dolled up eyes and then he nibbled her plastic ear. It was another boring sight. Maybe my perfect revenge wasn’t so exciting after all. He didn’t seem too embarrassed. I needed to push him out from his comfort zone, which meant pushing myself out from my comfort zone.

He rolled again and got another blue card. He sighed, sounding bored as he picked up the card. “So you want me to kiss her then?” he asked, turning the card to me. It said to ‘french kiss’ the partner.

My heart stumbled and stammered. I stuttered, and then I said, “You can kiss me,” I said.

His face turned white. “Excuse me?” he said, somehow still using that girly voice.

I knew there was no point in making him kiss the doll, and there was nothing particularly interesting to kiss in that store—except for me. I didn’t want to kiss him, and I didn’t actually think he would do it. But I wanted to make him squirm. I wanted him to feel the same humiliation I felt the night before. And I could see on his face that he was about to throw his arms up and back out, so I found myself smirking, feeling like maybe I’d accomplished my goal. Then he took a deep breath and stepped forward. I froze, parting my lips as if I had something to say. Then he put his hands on my hips and leaned in. His lips pressed against mine, and then he kissed me, gently poking his tongue through my lips.

I remained frozen. It was a horribly confusing moment. His lips actually felt feminine. He was wearing a nice perfume, and his soft hands were moving so gently up and down my sides. It felt like I was being kissed by a girl, dressed in adorable lingerie—but I wasn’t kissing a girl; I was kissing my friend and occasional business partner.

It was six or seven seconds before I pulled away and wiped my lips. “Ew. What’s wrong with you?” I said, tempted to spit as I remembered he wasn’t actually a girl, even though he looked just like one.

“It said on the card to kiss for ten seconds. I was just playing your game,” he said.

I took a deep breath and shook my head. All of this effort and now I was the one feeling humiliated. I wiped my lips again. I didn’t like the tingling that was happening inside of my body. I didn’t want to have anything to do with this game. Why couldn’t he just humiliate himself? Why was I being roped into this?

“Just roll the dice,” I said, looking down at the board.

He rolled, landing on an empty space. He rolled again: another blue card. He was getting close to the middle of the board, getting close to the beginning of the red cards. I wasn’t looking forward to those red cards. I knew they were more intense: involving erections and penetration. I took a deep breath as he read the blue card.

He stared at it for a long time. I stared at him. But it was becoming harder and harder to see him as a man. The more I stared at his stunning eyes and plump lips, the more I saw a girl, and it was getting harder to convince my brain otherwise. She had a graceful look. She certainly made a better girl than a boy. And that perfume kept wafting up my nose, making me tingle all over with warm excitement. I held that excitement back, but I couldn’t stop looking at her. I couldn’t stop looking down her smooth body, at her long legs and perky bum. That costume looked amazing on her. Maybe it looked amazing on me, too—maybe that’s why she kept grabbing my ass the day before. Because now, I wanted to grab her ass. I wanted to feel her soft cheeks jiggling. I wanted to run my fingers up her smooth skin.

“Can I pick another one?” she asked.

“Why? What’s wrong with this one?” I asked.

“It’s dumb. Let me pick another one,” she said.

“Just do what’s on the card. It’s not fun if you just pick other cards.”

She sighed and shook her head. Then she closed her pretty eyes and took a deep breath. “Whatever,” she said. She reached a hand down her smooth body, sliding her fingers gently across her pelvis. She nestled those fingers under the thin strip of stretchy black fabric, grabbing her crotch. Then she pulled her flaccid penis out and began to stroke it. I tensed up, no longer sure where to look. I didn’t want to look at her cock, but I didn’t want to look away—looking away would defeat the whole point of the humiliation. So I awkwardly looked around, occasionally looking at her big dick as she tugged her foreskin back and forth. Then I saw the card in her hard: ‘Stroke your cock until you’re hard,’ it read. And she was really doing it: her cock was getting bigger and thicker and harder. Her bulbous tip was beginning to emerge from her foreskin. I looked at her shy face, which was now completely red. She was biting her bottom lip, keeping her eyes closed. Thank God her eyes were closed, so she couldn’t see me staring at her.

As she tugged her shaft, her ball sack slipped out and dangled in the open. I watched as it swelled while her shaft extended out. She let a cute little whimper slip out from her lips. Then her body trembled. She pressed her knees together. Her cock was erect now: standing tall, curving inwards towards her body. She let go of it suddenly, and pulled her hand away. She awkwardly wiped her face and let a small giggle slip. “Whatever. I did it. Now give me the die so I can roll.”

I handed her the die. Her erection was still out, with nowhere to go. It definitely wouldn’t fit back in her tight Playboy bunny outfit, so it was stuck out in the open, where it was impossible to look away from. But even with that cock erect and in the open, I still couldn’t force my brain to see her as a man. I still saw a woman with smooth skin and long legs and a pretty face. Even her wig looked real on her head.

She rolled and then she landed on one last blue card. “What does it say?” I asked before she even had a chance to look at it. I think my heart was pounding harder than her heart. I was struggling to catch my breath, fighting to act normal and not completely flustered and overwhelmed. She read the card for a moment, and then she reached out and grabbed my wrist. “Relax your arm,” she said. I hesitated, and then I relaxed. She brought my hand down to her crotch and curled my fingers around her warm erection. The skin on her cock was smooth. I could feel it throbbing. She showed me the card: ‘Make your partner feel your genitals for fifteen seconds.’ My heart was a pounding mess. My legs began to tremble. I didn’t like all of the emotions that were swirling in my brain. I didn’t want to be attracted to her, but I was attracted to her. I liked the way that cock felt.

I suddenly remembered the pleasant feeling of the butt plug in my anus; it felt so good—and I couldn’t help but wonder if a warm, throbbing cock would feel good as well. I looked down at the cock and could see the long, thick veins pulsing. I could see that tip glistening, wishing I would pump to make it come. And a part of me wanted to pump. I had to fight the urge to tighten my grip. I couldn’t let Ben know that I was having erotic and unwanted feelings. He probably didn’t want my hand on his cock.

Now I was regretting the game. It was not panning out how I imagined at all. This was supposed to be her humiliation, not mine. This was just supposed to pass the time, not leave us both feeling awkward and uncomfortable. So why were we still going? Why wasn’t I putting an end to the game? Why couldn’t I just say, ‘You know what? Let’s do something else.’ I could make her wash the dishes. I could make her prepare me some lunch. But instead, I was standing there with my fingers curled around her hard cock.

“Okay, let go,” she said. I hesitated, and then I let go. “That was more than fifteen seconds.”

I felt my face turning dark red as a copper taste entered my mouth. She was staring into my eyes with a curious look on her face. This wasn’t some mutual humiliation—this was turning into my own personal humiliation, and I hated it.

I cleared my throat, and then my voice cracked when I said, “Just roll the die.”

She rolled, and then her character crossed onto the red side of the board. She landed on a blindfold spot, so she put on the blindfold. Then she rolled again. I moved her piece for her, landing her on a red card. I picked it up for her. It was a picture of a girl on her knees, sucking a man’s cock. I froze, wanting to stop the game more than ever. But there was another feeling tingling inside of me. She’d gone along with everything so far—would she go along with this? Would it feel good? Did I want her to suck my cock?

“What does it say?” she asked nervously.

I took a deep breath. “Drop to your knees,” I said. My voice was almost a whisper. She dropped to her knees slowly, still with that blindfold on. “Open your mouth.” She opened her mouth and tilted her head up slightly. I stepped forward, then I reached down and pulled my panties to the side, letting my semi-erect cock fall out. And why was I semi-erect? Was I aroused from fondling her erection? Was I actually attracted to her? Was our quarantine making me lose my mind.

I took another big deep breath, then I grabbed my cock with my hand, which was trembling. I guided it forward and placed my tip on the edge of her lip. She twitched. Her face turned white. But she didn’t pull back, so I gently slid my cock forward, on her tongue, pushing it into her mouth. I cleared my throat again before saying, “Suck it.”

She slowly closed her lips around my cock. I felt her tongue carefully exploring my tip. Her hands found my thighs for support. Then she began to bob her head slowly back and forth. “Oh God,” I heard myself whisper. I hated that I was letting this happen. I hated that I was making it happen. Why was she going through with it? Did she wanted to suck my cock, or was I just awkwardly forcing her to do it?

I closed my eyes in an attempt to usher some sanity back into my head. But it wasn’t coming; it didn’t help that she was so beautiful, especially from that high angle. And her mouth felt so good: so warm, and her tongue moved so elegantly. It wasn’t long before my whole body was trembling. Her mouth made my cock hard quickly, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it seemed like she was enjoying herself as she bobbed up and down, teasing my length with her firmly pressed lips.

I groaned. Then she suddenly stopped, pulling her head back and wiping her lips. “That was about a minute. How long am I supposed to go for?” she asked. I looked at the card. It said thirty seconds.

“You’re done,” I said, trying to awkwardly hide my erection back in my panties, underneath my nightie. She pulled off her blindfold and stood up, not making any eye contact with me. “I guess I’ll keep going,” she said, grabbing the die and tossing them, landing on another red card. She picked up the card and stared at it for a long moment.

“I don’t really know who is who in this situation,” she said. She turned the card to me. It was a picture of a girl sitting on a boy’s face. I squirmed as a cold tingle ran down my spine.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Well, so far, I’ve been the girl, so we may as well be consistent,” she said. “So lay on your back.”

I followed her command, flattening myself on the cool floor, staring up at the ceiling while my heart throbbed. She looked down at my with a big smile. I tried to smile back, but I was terrified. What was I getting myself into now? Why was I implicating myself in this stupid game? She turned her back to me. She reached around back and pulled her lingerie out from her butt crack. Then she carefully squatted down with her bum over my face. She gently pressed her butt cheeks against my cheeks, and then I became completely frozen. Her asshole was pressed against my mouth and she was waiting for me to eat her out. But my head was still spinning as that adorable perfume was still wafting up my nostrils, and I could still see her cute heels planted near my head. I could see and smell a girl, but I knew that I was about to stick my tongue into a boy’s asshole.

I bit down hard on my tongue, trying to fight the unwanted urges surging through me. Then I caved, sticking my tongue up, pushing into that tight hole, making her gasp and giggle. I moved it back and forth, pushing it as far in as possible. She let a little more of her body weight come down, pressing her cheeks harder against my face, letting my tongue dig a little bit deeper. She was breathing heavily, enjoying the tonguing I was giving her. But I wasn’t enjoying myself. Now that horrible anxiety was coming back, but this time it had nothing to do with the fact that I might have been dying. Now I was worried that I had gone too far. Now Ben probably thought that I was a closeted homosexual—and I was starting to wonder if maybe I wasn’t properly straight either.

But I just couldn’t stop. I liked the way she squirmed and moaned as I flicked my tongue around her tight anus. I loved each little moan. I wanted to fill her body with an amazing pleasure. But I couldn’t have been gay. I wouldn’t have been on my back for Ben, the occasional plumber. If she wasn’t wearing an adorable piece of lingerie, with a long wig and beautiful makeup, I wouldn’t have my tongue anywhere near her asshole. Yet I knew that she was still Ben. I knew that she was still the bratty friend that I occasionally brought along with me for harder jobs.

She sat down harder, then I felt her ball sack slip out and fall onto my chin. Then the panic set in. I tapped on her thigh, making her sit up, and then I pulled myself out from underneath her. “No,” I said. “This is stupid—and it’s gross. That’s enough.”

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“This was just supposed to be funny. It’s not funny anymore, so we’re done here.”

She rolled her eyes. “That’s it then?”

“That’s it. Go get changed.”

“Changed into what? We have no clothes. It’s either this or another piece of lingerie. What would you prefer?”

“I—I don’t know. I’m not gay, by the way. I like girls. I’m going to go and brush my teeth. And those pictures you took, I want you to get rid of them. Don’t just throw them in the trash—really get rid of them. Burn them. I don’t want to see them or hear about them, ever again.”

“Calm down, Jared. You’re being crazy,” she said.

“I’m not being crazy. Just get rid of them.”

I went to the little bathroom and I closed the door. I sat down on the new toilet and then I stared at myself in the little mirror, once again almost making myself jump at the sight of my own reflection. I was still pretty, still dolled up and unrecognizable. Now I hated how I looked, because I liked it so much. I knew that I actually looked good, just like Ben, but that’s not what I wanted. Why couldn’t I just look ridiculous, like some jokey drag queen?

I stood up and walked closer to the mirror, hoping my brain would suddenly correct itself and reveal my true masculine reflection. But that masculinity was nowhere to be seen. I was looking at a girl, no matter how hard I tried to see otherwise.

And for a minute, that realization was devastating. And then I remembered that I had a much bigger issue on my plate: I still had no idea if I was sick. I had no idea if I’d been infected with the mirandavirus, but I knew that I would find out within the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Maybe this whole feminization thing wasn’t so bad. Maybe it was the perfect distraction. Being worried about my sexuality seemed much less horrible than worrying about my life.


CHAPTER VII

I washed off my makeup and I took off my wig. My heart continued to buzz, frightened that Ben would never forget what we’d just done together—and that I would never forget either. At least we didn’t go any further. At least we didn’t finish the game together. At least no part of him went inside of me and no part of me went inside of him. I was still a ‘virgin’ in the homosexual sense of the word, and so was he.

The next few hours were quiet as we waited for a rescue. I thought I heard people walked by the shop outside, so I went to bang on the door. I must have banged and yelled for an hour, but my attempts were hopeless. The streets were quiet, and there had probably never been anyone outside. Now, I was starting to lose my voice. My throat was itchy from screaming—at least I was hoping it was from all the screaming. I went to drink a glass of water. The tap sputtered for a moment, and then water stopped pouring out. My heart stopped beating for a moment. My fingers and toes tingled. I frantically pulled and twisted on the knobs, but the water had been shut off.

“No, no, no,” I said, pounding on the counter, hoping something had just come loose temporarily.

“What’s going on?” Ben asked from across the shop. He also had his makeup and wig off, but he was still wearing lingerie, as there was nothing else to wear.

“The water is off. They turned the water off!” I zipped over to the bathroom to try the bathroom sink, but that wasn’t working either. I dropped to my knees to check the shutoff, but it was untouched. Someone was trying to kill us, cutting off our water supply—or maybe the local water company had been abandoned like so many other businesses.

“What are we going to do?” Ben asked from the doorway. His skin was white and his eyes were wide.

“I don’t know,” I said softly as that itchiness returned to my throat. I reached up and rubbed my throat, hoping to make the itching go away. I’d read online a week before that the first sign of the mirandavirus was an itchy throat, though another website said the itchy throat thing was just ‘fake news’. I cleared my throat and then I took a deep breath.

“It’s fine,” Ben said, nodding his head slowly. “We have all those bottles that I filled. Aren’t you glad I filled those now?”

“And then what do we do when those run out?” I asked. My stomach was starting to turn and fill with nausea. I felt lightheaded, on the verge of collapsing. I looked down at my hands, which were trembling violently.

“We’ve got lots of water, Jared. You need to calm down. Just calm down.”

I shook my head. “We don’t have lots of water. We’re going to die in here.”

“Jared. I need you to calm down,” he said, taking a step towards me. I took a step back, then I suddenly lost the strength to remain upright. I dropped to the ground, and then suddenly, my vision went black. I could feel him touching me—trying to scoop me back up to my feet—but I couldn’t hear him. His voice was lost in a cloud of humming. Was I dying? Was the virus starting to take hold?

Suddenly, everything turned off. I could hear nothing, feel nothing, see nothing. The blackness turned into a bright light, making me wince. I reached up to cover my face as I opened my eyes. And then I heard Ben’s voice: “You’re awake,” he said. My vision began to settle. I could see the shape of his head hovering over me, surrounded by a halo of light. I blinked a few times and then his facial features started to fill in.

“Why is it so bright?” I asked.

“It’s the emergency flood light. The power’s out,” he said. “No power, no heat, no water. Luckily it’s warm out.”

“What time is it?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Our only clock was on the thermostat. Now that the power is out and the windows are still blocked, it’s anyone’s guess. You’ve been asleep for a long time—at least ten hours.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Well, that’s just a guess. Like I said, I have no idea what time it is.”

I blinked a few times again before looking around. I was buried under a pile of lingerie: a makeshift bed made by Ben after I passed out. I tried to swallow a bit of spit, and then I noticed that itchiness in my throat again. My head was pounding and that nausea was still churning in my stomach, but it could have easily been a symptom of my panic attack blackout. I sat up slowly. I was sticky with sweat.

“I spent all night trying to find a way out,” Ben said. “Hopefully I wasn’t too loud.” He motioned towards a hole in the wall. The hole was black: actually leading into another space.

“You got through?” I asked.

“Sort of. I got into another shop, but it’s all barricaded up. This whole building is probably boarded up, but there’s some good news: there’s a flat of water bottles over there, some snacks—and something that will hopefully help us with our boredom issues.”

Ben reached out his hand and helped me to my feet. I wobbled slightly. My heart was pounding with a tremendous sense of relief: more water and more food, and maybe a better chance of getting out of that little lingerie prison.

Ben helped me crawl through the hole in the drywall. We squeezed between the beams, ending up in a small cleaning closet. The door of the closet was open, leading into a hallway, which fed us into a small liquor store. Ben had a big smile on his face. “Booze!” he said. Then he grabbed a bottle of wine and took a big swig. That’s when I noticed that he was swaying slightly. He must have been awake all night drinking. Across the shop I could see that he’d already started tearing through the drywall to get into the next shop.

“Don’t drink too much booze,” I said. “You’ll dehydrate yourself. That’s the last thing we need.”

He rolled his eyes. “We’ll be fine. Don’t worry.” But it was hard not to worry. We’d been stuck in that little complex for days—maybe over a week already. The boredom was excruciating, but it wasn’t as bad as the dread of knowing we might die in that complex.

The shop had an unpleasant odour, like a mouldy locker room after a sweaty hockey game. I covered my nose, and then I spotted the source of the smell: a small pile of clothes pressed against the bottom of a door. The clothes were wet and sitting in a murky puddle. “Is someone else in here?” I asked.

Ben laughed and shook his head. “Just me.”

“Then where did those come from?” I asked, pointing to the clothes.

Ben shrugged his shoulders, not too interested in the heap.

The shop was small. There was a long hallway behind the desk, with many doors. One was for a bathroom, one was for the closet we crawled in through, one was for an office, and the last one was for a little staircase that went up to the rooftop (a little sign read ‘ROOF’), but it was locked. I gave the roof door a good thud with my body, but it wouldn’t open.

“I’ve been trying for hours,” Ben said, taking another sip of wine. “The lock is too strong.”

But the door couldn’t have been locked: there was only a handle and no deadbolt. I leaned forward and scanned down the slit between the door and the frame, but there was no lock, aside from the knob’s lock. “We just have to punch it,” I said. “We need something heavy.”

Ben watched me as I searched the small space. I found a door weight by the boarded front door: a heavy cement frog. I used the frog to bang on the handle until it bashed through the flimsy door. Then I pulled the door open, revealing a wall made from plastic chairs, side tables, and an old aluminium dryer shell (missing the drum and electronics panel). “What the hell is this?” I said.

“It’s them trying to keep us in,” Ben said, wobbling as more booze entered his system.

“Why didn’t they board us in properly?” I asked. “They used thick plywood and power tools on the doors and windows. But here, they just made a lousy wall out of crap.” I pulled a chair out and the whole ‘wall’ came tumbling down like a child’s block castle.

“Stay away!” a voice called out from up the dark stairwell.

Ben took a step back. I froze. I could think of many reasons to be scared, but for some reason the most terrifying thought was of being seen wearing lingerie. “W—Who’s there?” I called out.

“Don’t come near me!” the man said. “Don’t get me sick!” The stairway was dark. We were just staring up at a black abyss with a frightened voice.

“We aren’t sick,” Ben said. But I had no idea if he was right.

“How can you be so sure?” the voice asked. It was a meek voice and a bit hoarse, sounding dehydrated.

“We’re sure. We’ve been stuck in the store next door for over a week,” Ben said.

“That’s not long enough,” the man called out.

“What do you mean, that’s not long enough?” I asked.

“The virus can take fourteen days before you see any symptoms.”

“Says who?”

“That was the latest news before my phone died last night,” the man said. “Then I heard you guys bashing through the wall, so I retreated up here. Now don’t come up. Just leave me alone.”

“Can’t you get up to the roof from there?” I asked. “Just let us by so we can get out.”

There was a long silence. “You can get to the roof, but you won’t be able to get down. It’s a thirty foot drop. Not to mention the hazmat guys out there with the guns.”

“Hazmat guys with guns?” Ben said. His eyes were wide—maybe as wide as mine. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“They’ll shoot you if you try to get out.”

“Well how long do they want us to stay in here?” I asked.

“Well the virus can take fourteen days before showing symptoms, and then it can take another fourteen days to kill you after that. So I’m guessing they’ll let us out after a month—maybe two months, just to be safe.”

“Two months!?” Ben shouted. “We can’t sit in here for another seven weeks! We don’t have the food or the water for that!”

The man upstairs was silent again. “Just go back to your own shop. Board up that hole and leave me alone.”

Ben looked at me as I looked over at Ben. It was obvious that the man had a stash of food and water: more than he’d left down in the shop. And if he was right about us being stuck for two months, then we were going to need his stash to survive. “Let us up,” I said.

“No!” the man shouted.

Ben nudged me with his elbow, and then he leaned over and whispered into my ear. “We can take him together. He’s just one guy.”

My heart began to race. The man was most likely the owner of the liquor store—or possibly just a worker. But there was a good chance that he was armed, like many liquor store workers. I didn’t want to get shot. And maybe the man was right about keeping us away. Ben thought that we weren’t sick, but he couldn’t possibly know. I still had that itchiness in my throat, and Ben’s skin was more pale than usual now—though it was hard to tell for sure in the floodlight’s dim afterglow.

“We’re coming up!” Ben shouted. Then he began to pull chairs away from the barricade.

“No! Don’t! Please!” the man shouted.

“Help me out, Jared,” said Ben. But I couldn’t bring myself to help. I didn’t want to get the man sick. I didn’t want to be responsible for the death of a man, just in case we were infected.

I took a step back. But Ben didn’t stop to wait for me. He cleared a path and then he ran up the stairs to make his attack. I tensed up all over, feeling stupider than ever in my lingerie. But maybe Ben was right. Maybe we needed to overpower the man to give ourselves a chance. He had food and water and a door to the outside. It had been a long time since I’d seen the sky and tasted the air. Maybe he was right about the thirty foot drop and the armed men in hazmat suits, but maybe there was still a way to escape. Maybe we could scale down a pole in the night and slip by the armed men. Maybe I could get back to my truck and make it home without being noticed.

I heard the man scream. I heard Ben grunting as they wrestled. “Help me out, Jared!” Ben called out. And then I felt guilty, as if I was letting my friend down. So I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and I ran up the stairs to help. As I got close, I could make out the silhouette of Ben and the short man Ben was wrestling. I jumped in and managed to grab the man’s wrists, pinning them behind his back. Ben reached down and grabbed his ankles, lifting him up off the ground while he thrashed. “Now what?” I said.

“Let’s take him downstairs, into the light. We can tie him up with lingerie,” Ben said. So we wrestled the thrashing man down the stairs. We pulled him through the hole in the wall while he screamed for help that wasn’t coming or listening. Then Ben pinned him to the recently-cleaned floor white I grabbed a satin nightie off of a shelf. I tied it around his wrists and then I used another to tie his ankles.

“Damn you!” the man yelled. Now we could see his face. He was a young man—maybe twenty-one at the very oldest. He had long hair tied into a man-bun, and he was naked, save for his tight white undies. Thankfully he was small, without much muscle mass, so overpowering him was easy. “I might be sick now because of you!”

“I told you: we aren’t sick!” Ben said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. Ben wasn’t lying but he wasn’t telling the truth either. He saw me the night before before I passed out. How could he assume that I wasn’t sick? And if I was sick, then he was probably sick too.

The man thrashed some more, but he wasn’t powerful enough to break loose from the lingerie. Ben went to the back of the shop and retrieved some actual leather bondage, including a pair of leather handcuffs. He strapped them around the man’s wrists. “We’ll let you go when you calm down,” Ben said. He used a thick leather strap to tie the man’s ankles, replacing the flimsy satin nightie that we used originally. Now the man was hopelessly stuck. I was able to step back, no longer worried he would wriggle loose. “I’ll go see what he was stashing up there,” Ben said, zipping away towards the hole in the wall, leaving me along with our prisoner.

Now the man was looking at me with a scowl. “I should have shot you,” he said.

And it was only a moment later when Ben came back holding a pistol. “Holy shit. Is this real?” he asked. My heart fizzled into the pit of my stomach. We were lucky to be alive. We were lucky the man didn’t shoot us dead. He easily could have pulled that trigger.

But he also had five flats of water with him at the top of the stairs, and three boxes filled with bags of chips and peanuts: munchies for drunk partiers. Looking at the haul, it was hard to know if it would be enough to survive on for another seven weeks, split between three people, but it was better than the tiny amount of food and water we had left.

“What happened to your clothes?” Ben asked.

“They’re spraying that gas on the streets,” the man said. It was coming through the door, so I used my clothes to plug the gap. That gas will kill you. They say that they’re spraying it to kill the mirandavirus, but really they’re spraying it to kill us.”

I couldn’t help but wonder just how intense the hysteria had become since we lost our phones. I knew that the virus cases were supposedly multiplying exponentially, but I didn’t think that the world would become a complete dystopia within a week. Or was it? Maybe the man was just paranoid, like so many other people. Maybe he just read some fake news online about armed men wearing hazmat suits, so he boarded himself into a dark stairwell with enough food and water to survive for two months.

“Hey Jared!” Ben called out from the liquor store.

“What is it?”

“I think you should come and see this!”

I took a look at the liquor store man, hesitating for a moment before walking away. Even if he did manage to get out from his bondage—what would he do? We had his gun and there was nowhere to run. We were all trapped together.

Ben was standing at the bottom of the stairs. As I stepped up beside him, I felt a warm breeze coming from outside. It was a magical feeling: the first fresh air I’d felt in days. We went up the steps together. It was dark outside, even though I had been sure that it was the middle of the day.

It was darker than a usual city night. Entire buildings were black: no lights on inside, except for the odd emergency floodlight, draining the last drops of energy from the emergency generators. Entire blocks were blobs of blackness. Streets were desolate. I couldn’t spot any men in hazmat suits—or any men at all, not even the odd car. The city appeared to be abandoned. Had everyone left? Where did they go? Did they all get sick and die?

“Where is everyone?” I asked.

“I’m assuming something happened,” Ben said softly. His voice cracked slightly; maybe it was the booze or maybe it was the fear, finally setting in. Maybe Ben was finally realizing that the mirandavirus wasn’t just a little joke being blown out of proportion. “But we shouldn’t stay out here—in case someone notices us.”


CHAPTER VIII

The man’s name was Rich. He’d recently graduated high school and now he was saving up for college, working night shifts at the liquor store. He was only working his fifth shift when a gang of paranoid civilians came and boarded up the liquor store, along with all the other shops on the block. Apparently there had been multiple calls about a woman coughing violently in the area, so the vigilante team decided it would be best to block everyone in—and maybe they were right. It wasn’t fun being stuck in that little complex, but at least we weren’t out spreading a disease, if we did indeed have it.

We kept Rich tied up for the next couple of hours while we tried to come up with some sort of plan. We scanned around the rooftop for some way to scale down, but the only pipe we found was narrow and it probably wouldn’t have supported more than twenty pounds before dislodging from the wall. “I guess we just keep breaking through walls until we find an exterior wall we can break through—or maybe some old power tools we can use to cut through the boards,” Ben said after an hour of trying to figure out a way to make a thirty foot DIY ladder.

At least we had food and water. Our situation could have been worse.

“Are you going to untie me?” Rich asked. “My wrists hurt and it’s getting cold.”

Ben looked at me with worried eyes. We couldn’t just keep Rich tied up for the next seven weeks. “I guess we should just untie him,” I said.

“That gun is hidden. Don’t even think about trying to find it. If we see you crawling around looking for it, then we’re going to tie you up again.”

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever,” Rich said, shaking his head, looking small and defeated. So I carefully bent over and untied his wrists. I was expecting him to thrash at me, but instead he just sat there, looking bored and annoyed. “So why are you guys dressed like girls? What’s the story there?”

I looked at Ben and Ben looked at me. “He accidentally lit our clothes on fire,” I said.

“Oh. Is that what that fire alarm was all about the other day?” Rich said, nodding his head slowly. “You guys are pretty dumb, huh?”

“Says the guy who shoved his clothes against a door on a rainy day,” Ben said, rolling his eyes. “At least we’re sleeping warm at night.”

“Fair enough,” Rich said. Ben grabbed a beer from a box and cracked it.

“You’re going to get sick if you keep drinking,” I said.

“It’s better to drink up all the beer before the water,” Rich said. “Beer doesn’t have enough alcohol to dehydrate you. In fact, people drank beer during the Bubonic Plague, so they wouldn’t get sick from the water.” We both stared at Rich for a long moment. “I’m going to be taking history in university next year.”

That’s when I noticed his dilated pupils. Rich, like Ben, was drunk. I looked over at the flats of water and saw that they were untouched. He really was saving them, burning through the beer first. In the dark stairwell was a mound of beer boxes from Rich’s long week in confinement. Maybe he was right. Maybe it was safer to be drinking beer. Maybe the alcohol would even kill some bacteria in the stomach. I reluctantly grabbed a beer and took a long sip.

It was nice. The alcohol worked through my tired and hungry system quickly. Within an hour, I was tipsy off a single can of beer—but it was a nice feeling. For the first time in many days, I felt my shoulders relaxing. I felt the tension releasing itself from all of my organs. I took a deep breath and cracked a second beer. Ben put a hand on my back. “Slow down,” he said. “You’ve hardly eaten anything. You don’t want to end up with a hangover tomorrow.”

But the buzz was too hard to resist. It was an escape from the anxiety that had been resting on my shoulders for so many days. I went to the bathroom and found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror, watching my pupils as they changed in size: big one moment, small the next. When I emerged from the bathroom, Ben and Rich were playing cards on the floor.

“Where’d you get those?” I asked.

“We sell them at the liquor store,” Rich said. “Want to play?”

“I guess so.”

And the cards were fun for about an hour or two, and then our poker game started to lose its thrill. Ben kept going all-in with every hand. At first, Ben’s all-ins made us fold, then we started to call all of his bluffs, so we were all all-in with every hand. “Playing poker without money isn’t fun,” Rich said. His voice chattered.

“Are you cold?” I asked.

“Aren’t you?” he asked.

“No. Some of this lingerie is surprisingly warm,” I said, rubbing the soft fabric of my nightie between my fingers. I was also wearing thigh-high stockings, and I was considering putting on some satin gloves. Rich stared at my body for a moment, looking like he was wrestling with his pride. It was a minute later when he got up and grabbed a similar nightie from a nearby rack.

“I’m only wearing this because it’s so cold,” he said.

“We don’t care, dude. We’ve been wearing this stuff for days,” Ben said.

He returned to our game. “Whose turn is it?” he asked.

“Ben’s,” I said.

“All in!” Ben said, pushing his stack of pennies into the middle of our circle. Rich groaned while I rolled my eyes. Rich was right: playing poker without real money wasn’t fun—especially with Ben. We all called his bluff and Rich won the pot. Ben was out again, and I was left with next to nothing. After another hand, Rich was the winner. We sat in silence for a minute before Ben said, “So should we play again?”

“No,” Rich said, shaking his head. “It’s not fun playing with you.”

“C’mon. What else are we going to do?” Ben said.

“Anything else.”

And then we sat in silence for a long ten minutes. Then Ben said, “Why don’t we make the game more interesting. Whoever loses has to do whatever the winner wants.”

Rich perked up slightly, smiling with interest. But I wasn’t quite as excited. I knew where Ben’s mind was going. I’d already seen Ben’s idea of an ‘interesting’ game. I cleared my throat and I looked down at my lap. “Okay. That sounds like fun. Let’s do it,” Rich said.

“Jared, are you in?” Ben asked.

I hesitated. “I don’t know. I might just go back to sleep,” I said.

“Nonsense!” Rich said. “You dragged me down from my hiding place—the least you can do is play the game.” My stomach groaned. I remembered the feeling of Ben’s smooth ass against my face. I remembered the feeling of my tongue exploring the inside of his butthole. I didn’t want to end up in that position again—especially now that we had an audience member.

“Okay, fine,” I said. I took a deep breath. Surely Ben would control himself now that we had another member in our group. He didn’t know Rich the way he knew me. Surely he wouldn’t make Ben do anything disgusting. And even if that is what he had in mind: he still had to win the game.

So we started playing. Rich dealt the cards and we divided up our pennies: ten each, to make for a short game. I started out as the big blind, sliding two of my pennies into the middle. Ben was the small blind; he called for the first time in an hour, instead of sliding all of his pennies into the middle for an all-in. It was a welcomed change of pace: finally a real game of poker.

I lost that first hand after being raised twice. I lost half of my stack, but I wasn’t too worried. It was early in the game. I was the small blind next. I decided to call going into the hand, seeing as I had a ten and a queen, suited. And the hand was going well for me. A jack and a king came down, leaving me one card away from a straight flush. I decided to raise before the river, confident that I would at least get a flush if nothing else. Ben called my raise, making my heart tingle. I decided to lay low for the rest of the game, and it was good thing that I did because I didn’t end up getting what I assumed was coming. I had nothing but my queen high.

Ben won the hand, and now I only had a single penny left. It was looking like I was going to lose. Now, I could only hope that Rich would win instead of Ben. I figured Rich would just make me clean up some mess or organize some closet. I didn’t think he would make me do anything sexual. But Ben worried me. I could see him smirking, already counting on his victory, already ready to make me lay on my back so I could eat him out.

I folded right away, buying myself one hand. I knew that I would be all-in the very next turn, once I was the big blind again. My heart was pounding. I took another long sip from my drink to ease some of the tension, and it actually helped a bit. My game wasn’t over yet. There was still a chance I could win the next hand, giving me three pennies, then I just had to win one more, and I would basically be right back to where I started; it wasn’t an impossible scenario.

While I was trying to do the math in my head, I heard Ben say, “All in.” I looked over and watched as he pushed his big stack of pennies into the middle of the circle.

“I’ll call that,” Rich said. He pushed his stack in as well. They were even. Someone was about to be the loser, meaning I wouldn’t have to do anything. I smiled and took a deep breath, but I was still worried that Ben would win. I was still worried that Ben would make Rich do something disgusting, making Rich extremely uncomfortable. And if Rich was uncomfortable, we would all be uncomfortable. Seven weeks is a long time…

Rich was giggling: a bit drunk and completely oblivious to what Ben had in his head. I just remained silent, leaning back as if I wasn’t at all part of the game. The cards came down. Ben had a pair of aces in his hand; Rich had an ace and a queen. On the table came the final ace, a four, a seven, a nine, and a jack. Ben was the winner with his three-of-a-kind. He laughed and pulled all of the coins towards him. “You lose, Rich.”

Rich groaned. “You’re no fun to play with. You just go all-in all the time!” he said.

“That’s your problem. You don’t have to call me, you know.”

“If you did that in Vegas, they would toss you out!” Rich said.

“How would you know? Are you even old enough to go into a casino in Vegas?”

Rich rolled his eyes and groaned again. Then Ben stood up with a big smile on his face. He sauntered over to one of the shelves and grabbed a long blonde wig. “There’s a razor in the bathroom and some makeup on the sink,” Ben said. “Go get yourself dolled up. And do a good job—you’ve got a pretty face.”

“Get myself dolled up?” Rich said. I slouched down, feeling more embarrassed than when I was beneath Ben.

“Yeah. Make yourself pretty. And then we’ll play again.”

Rich narrowed his eyes for a moment, and then he let a giggle slip. “Alright. Well I guess you’re the winner, so if that’s what you want.” He went off to shave his legs in the bathroom.

Once he was gone, I peered into Ben’s eyes. “You’d better control yourself,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Relax, Jared. We’re just having fun.”

“You’re having fun. He has no idea what you’re doing.”

“Maybe you don’t have an idea either,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“I think I have a pretty good idea.” I could feel a nervous buzzing creeping down my spine. I didn’t like where this night was going, so I took another big sip from my drink, hoping it would flush away the rest of the anxiety that was tingling down into my fingertips. But that last shred of anxiety just wouldn’t flutter away fast enough.

I paced around the shop for the next forty minutes, trying to calm myself down every time I felt that itchiness in my throat, or that rumbling dread in my stomach. I crawled through the hole into the liquor store and started looking around for some sort of escape route. I gently knocked on all of the walls, trying to find a spot that sounded flimsy enough to break through. But that liquor store was on the corner, and I was mostly just banging on plaster and brick. Then there was the wall Ben had spent some time trying to break through. He’d opened up a three foot hole, exposing a row of tight beams near the back of the store. I tried to think of what was behind the liquor store. I’d driven around that area many times before, but I just couldn’t think of what was on the next street over. I was fairly sure there was a sandwich shop in that complex somewhere, but was it behind that liquor store? I tried to peel back some of the drywall. I figured I could use the cement frog to chip away at one of the beams, opening up a big enough hole to squeeze through. I went to retrieve that frog, and then I heard Ben in the other room. “Oh wow! Look at you!”

I walked over to the hole and peered through, into the floodlight-lit room. Rich was wearing a new outfit: a cute black two piece with lace and sheer tulle. The long blonde wig was a perfect match for his face shape, and he’d done a surprisingly good job with his makeup. Ben giggled and Rich giggled. “This is so gay,” Rich said.

“You wanted the stakes to be high,” Ben said. “Now put on some heels—complete the outfit.”

“Heels? I didn’t agree to that,” Rich said, giggling again.

“Sure you did. You agreed to getting dolled up, and you aren’t fully dolled up until you’re wearing a nice pair of heels.”

Rich hesitated, and then he went and grabbed a tall pair of heels from a nearby shelf. It took him a moment to find a pair that properly fit his feet, which were already small and feminine. He wobbled, throwing his arms out to his sides for balance. The heels were tall: the kind you might see on a night walker on the dingy side of town. He giggled, gently biting his bottom lip as if he was actually having fun. I couldn’t help but think that he was drunk. His cheeks were bright red, but I couldn’t tell if he was humiliated or just excited—or maybe he was humiliated about being excited.

He came over and sat down. I caught a whiff of a familiar perfume: the same one I wore with Ben. He looked over into my eyes, batting his eyelashes unintentionally as he got used to the new weight of his heavy mascara. I looked away quickly, feeling a tingling down my spine. He was pretty. He looked like a girl. And my half-drunk brain was begging me to look back over at him, down at his body so I could admire his curves and his soft skin.

“Ready for another round, Rich?” Ben asked.

“Call me Rachael,” he said in a girly voice. He started giggling and Ben did the same. They were both drunk, but I wasn’t quite there with them. The little feminization game wasn’t quite amusing to me—maybe because I knew that Ben had bad ideas in his brain.

Ben started shuffling the cards. His eyes kept looking over at Rachael, peering down her body, making me wonder if Ben had a secret little fetish that was becoming too strong to keep contained. He was looking at Rachael the same way he looked at the lingerie-clad shop worker a week before—and it was the same way he looked at me when I got dolled up with him. Maybe he liked girly boys. Maybe he had a thing for trans chicks.

I received my first hand. It was an okay hand: a nine and a queen, off-suited. I thought about playing it, but I knew I needed to be careful. I had to beat Ben, and I had to keep beating Ben until the night was through. I couldn’t let him unleash his terrible ideas on Rachael, and I definitely didn’t want to end up underneath him again. So I folded and watched as they went head to head in a careful round, not raising beyond the big blind. Rachael won the hand. She pulled her four pennies into her pile with a big smile. “You’ll have to do better than that,” she said in her girly voice. She giggled again, thinking this was all a big joke. But it wasn’t a joke to Ben; I looked over and saw that his cheeks were starting to turn pink. He took a big sip from his beer, making me groan. He certainly didn’t need any more booze in his system. He needed to sober up before he made another stupid decision.

My next hand wasn’t great either, but now I was the big blind. Ben raised the call to four pennies. Rachael folded, but I already had two pennies on the table, which I didn’t want to lose, so I went in. My stomach groaned and churned. This game wasn’t fun; it was nothing but stress. Rachael placed three cards down: nothing good. Ben raised again with a smirk on his face: two more pennies. I already had nearly half of my stack invested. I couldn’t just fold. My stomach turned again. I was a lousy poker player. I was about ninety percent sure that he was bluffing, but I was terrified of taking the chance. I knew that Ben would steal the whole game if he got that pot; he wanted that extra bit of power: enough to make us go all-in without sacrificing his own stash. So I called, groaning because I had nothing.

Rachael placed down the turn: another lousy card. There were no face cards on the table, but Ben continued to raise: one more penny. He still had that big smirk. I wanted to fold, but now I had way too much invested. So I went in. Then Rachael put down the river card, and my heart shot up into my throat. It was exactly what I needed to turn my nothing into a straight. I caught myself smiling. I bit my lip and then I went to raise two more pennies.

“Fold,” Ben said, pushing his cards forward towards the middle of our circle. I was shocked. I actually won a hand—and a decent pot along with it. I pulled my pennies into my pile. Now I had the power, and Ben didn’t even have half of what I had. I felt good. I felt like I was saving Rachael.

And Ben was clearly rattled. He folded his next hand and then he hesitantly went in when he had the big blind. He groaned when the flop came down, and then he reluctantly called when Rachael raised. I folded, keeping my stash safe. I didn’t care if Rachael won, as long as Ben didn’t come out on top.

And Rachael kept raising until Ben was all in. Ben’s face was pale and his hands were twitching. It was obvious that he had nothing. “Okay. Show ‘em,” I said, biting my tongue with anticipation. Then Ben flipped over his hand and started laughing. He had an ace-high flush. Rachael only had a pair of kings. “God, you guys suck at this game!” he said as he pulled the big pot towards him. Now Rachael had almost nothing and Ben had the biggest stash in the game. One minute later, Rachael was eliminated after trying to go head-to-head with Ben with nothing but a jack. She was the loser again.

But there was still a chance that I could win. There was still a chance that I could be the one to pick Rachael’s fate. Ben dealt the cards and I received a decent hand. I decided to go in. Ben used his usual all-in tactic to force me all-in. I thought I had him beat, then he got exactly what he needed on the river. I groaned, rolling my head from side to side. I wanted to save Rachael, but now her fate was sealed.

Rachael giggled, still so oblivious to what was coming her way. “Okay. What do you want me to do?” she asked before giggling again.

Ben smirked. “You have to suck Jared’s dick,” he said.

Rachael giggled again, thinking Ben was joking. Then, a moment later, the room became silent. Rachael’s face turned white and her pupils dilated. “Wait. What?” she said. And that horrible silence returned.


CHAPTER IX

Rachael shook her head. “No way. I’m not doing that. What the hell is wrong with you?” She was no longer using her girly voice, though her natural voice wasn’t too far off. She was naturally higher pitched with a softer tone. “You’re kidding with me, right?”

“The game isn’t fun without high stakes,” Ben said. “If you want me to tell you to sing a song or some bullshit like that, then we’re right back to a boring game where nothing matters. Is that what you want?”

“No, but you can come up with something less drastic than sucking a dick!” Rachael said.

“Like what?” Ben asked, raising his brow.

And Rachael was silent, apparently stumped. Stuck in that small complex, there really wasn’t much to do. Ben was sort of right: aside from sex-related activities, there was nothing particularly nerve-wracking or embarrassing. “I—I’m not sucking a dick,” Rachael said.

“Just for sixty seconds. And then we’ll play again, and if you win, you can do whatever you want to the loser. Now you know that the stakes are high,” Ben said. “Now the game will be a lot more thrilling.”

Rachael was silent for a moment. Then she slowly turned her head to look at me. I looked away quickly. My spine buzzed and my stomach ached. “Don’t I get a say in this?” I said. “I wasn’t the loser.”

“Look at her, Jared,” Ben said with a big smile. “She’s beautiful. Don’t you want a beautiful girl to suck on your pee-pee?” He laughed. My skin tingled. She really was pretty. She didn’t look at all like a man—even before she got dolled up, she hardly looked masculine at all. She had nice, smooth legs, and a pretty, soft face. Maybe it was the booze fizzling through my system, but I kind of did want to feel her plump lips and warm tongue on my shaft; the mere thought was making my cock throb. I squirmed. “And no offence, Jared, but you weren’t exactly the winner. You shouldn’t get off so easily.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. Maybe he was right about the high stakes making the game more exciting. Since the poke game started, I hadn’t thought once about the mirandavirus or about the sick woman who coughed all over the store before we got locked inside.

“So get down on your knees and once your lips are around his shaft, I’ll start counting.”

Rachael turned to me again. Her eyes were wide and glistening. Her cheeks were dark red as she held her wrist with her hand, looking small and fragile and nervous. She took a step towards me. I took a deep breath. Then I closed my eyes. When I opened them again, she was on her knees, looking up at me. She gently pulled up my nightie, revealing my panties. She closed her eyes for a moment before pulling my panties to the side so my cock could fall out. Then Ben started laughing.

“You’re already hard!” he said.

And it was true: the thought of Rachael sucking my cock was arousing. I couldn’t wait to feel her warm, wet tongue slithering all around my shaft.

“You’re all shaved,” Rachael said softly. Then she looked up into my eyes. I looked away, trying to hide my shame. She knew that we’d been playing this gross game before.

I felt her fingers gently sliding under my shaft. She lifted me up and then she leaned forward. Her soft lips slid around my cock. She began to suck. She was gentle, bobbing her head slowly, using her tongue to cradle my shaft. I looked down and saw that she was clenching: tense and nervous, doing something she didn’t want to be doing. And a little voice inside of my head was screaming at me to back up and end her suffering—but it just felt so good. It was exactly what I wanted. She was stimulating every inch of my dick, growing the euphoria between my thighs. My legs began to wobble, almost buckling. A groan slipped out from my lips. Now I was fully erect. My exposed tip was pressed against the roof of her mouth. I wanted to reach down and grab her head, but I resisted the urge. I looked down again. Now her face was relaxed. Her lips were puckered and her tongue was sliding around—no longer stationary. Was she into it? Did she like sucking my cock?

“Okay, that’s a minute,” Ben said.

Rachael pulled back quickly. She didn’t look me in the eye as she stood up, wobbling on her tall heels. “Okay. Let’s keep playing,” she said, wiping her lips. I cleared my throat and tucked away my erection. I felt so foolish. I didn’t even know Rachael. Until a couple of hours before that moment, I didn’t even know that she existed. And I hadn’t forgotten that she wasn’t really a girl, despite what my brain kept telling me. She was a boy: a young man who was stuck in the same lousy position as us. She didn’t want to be dolled up and she didn’t want to be sucking my cock. As I sat down for another round of poker, the guilt started to fill my gut. I shouldn’t have allowed myself to take part in the game. Yet there I was, still participating. And why? Was I hoping to win? Was I hoping to get a little bit more action before the game went away for the night? Was I just happy to have something to pass the time, or was I legitimately excited to fool around with a cute girly boy?

Ben handed out the cards to start the new round. I went to take a sip of my drink, and then I started to become lightheaded. It was a moment before I realized that I was no longer buzzed, but properly drunk. And I was no longer sure whether or not I wanted to win, end up in the middle, or lose. There were perks to all outcomes: the safety of winning, the excitement of losing, and the uncertainty of ending up in the middle. I folded my first hand, even though it was pretty good. Then I folded my second hand, even though I was the big blind. Rachael was also acting carefully, folding whenever Ben went all-in. Apparently that wasn’t just his pretend-money strategy. Maybe that was something he would have done in a Las Vegas casino.

Rachael ended up going head-to-head with Ben, raising until she was almost out of pennies. Then the river came down and it was time to show their hands. She had nothing. She giggled and said, “I thought I could bluff you out.” And then I got a weird feeling that she was trying to lose on purpose. Did she want Ben to sentence her to another cock sucking? Was she excited by the thrill of being dolled up? Was it just the booze?

So the very next round, it was my turn to go head-to-head with her. Ben folded early, with a big stack of pennies to relax with. I figured she was doing it again: purposely losing so she could fast-track her way to another sexual punishment. I didn’t have much: a pair of eights. I decided to push her all-in. Then it was time to show our hands.

Maybe she wasn’t trying to lose: she had a flush. Ben gave me a pat on the back. “I guess you’re all in now,” he said, looking down at my two pennies as it was my turn to be the big blind. He dealt me a lousy hand: a four and a five, off-suited. Two minutes later, I was the loser. I looked at Ben’s stack and knew that he was going to be the one to choose my fate. So I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing. I also found myself trying to control my excitement. I didn’t want to let a smirk slip. I knew he was going to order me to put on a wig and some makeup. I knew that I was going to get to fool around with Rachael, who was looking more and more beautiful as the booze helped her relax into her feminine character.

But to my amazement, Rachael made an impressive comeback. She won the next three hands in a row, taking the majority of Ben’s pennies. Then Ben went all-in with the few he had left. She called. Ben flipped over his cards. He had nothing. “I’m starting to get a read on you,” Rachael said with a grin. She flipped her cards over. She had a pair of aces, which turned out to be enough. She clapped her hands when she won. “What a thrill!” she said. Then she turned to me. “Are you excited?”

I shook my head. “Just get it over with.”

“Well first, you need to get yourself all pretty,” she said. I tried not to smile. “While you’re doing that, Ben’s going to help me get things set up.”

I nodded my head slowly and then I rose to my feet. I had no idea what she had on her mind, though I had a feeling it was going to be humiliating.


CHAPTER X

I went with a bit of a different style this time, putting on a cute anime girl outfit (complete with skirt, blouse, white stockings, and skinny black heels). I found a wig with straight black hair, which I tied into cute pigtails, and then I went super dark with my eyeliner and eye shadow, and extra glossy with my lips. I caught myself giggling along the way, and then I remembered that Rich gave himself a cute girl name, so maybe I needed to do the same.

I tried to think of different name option, but my mind kept coming back to Jessica. I liked Jessica. It suited me, and it seemed to suit my little anime outfit. I did a few little twirls in front of the mirror after looking around to make sure Rachael and Ben weren’t around. I gently bit my glossy lip, and then I noticed that my cock was still erect. I tried to shift it around so it wasn’t so noticeable, but the excitement buzzing inside of me made my cock throb out from my tight panties. So I went and found a pair of white ‘little girl’ panties, which had a pink butterfly on the bum. They were in the store’s ‘Special Fetish’ section. They did a much better job of holding my cock in place.

“Are you ready yet or what? You’re taking forever!” Ben called out.

I took a deep breath. I was more excited than ever. I couldn’t wait to see their faces when they saw me. I couldn’t wait to see their faces light up. I started heading back over to the other end of the store, where our little game was set up. I almost started skipping while giggling, and then I saw something that I’d forgotten about, now out from its glass case: Robo-Man.

Ben was standing next to it with a big smile on his face. Attached to its long metal arm was a rubber dildo, glistening with lubricant. A glob of lubricant dripped off the thick tip. I froze. My heart shot up into my throat. “W—What’s that?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what it was. It was a big machine that was going to fuck me in the asshole.

“Three minutes—that’s how long you have to take it,” Ben said. Rachael was standing behind him, giggling with her hand against her mouth.

“Three minutes? She only had to suck me for one minute. How is that fair?” I said. My heart was pounding ferociously. I didn’t want get get fucked by Robo-Man. I didn’t want both Ben and a complete stranger to stand there watching while I was sodomized.

“The stakes have to keep going up, otherwise it’s not fun,” Ben said.

“This is crazy,” I said.

“You aren’t using your girly voice. Be a proper lady now,” Ben said with his annoying smirk. “Just get it over with. Three minutes—I bet it will even feel nice. You probably won’t want it to end.” And that’s what I was truly afraid of: actually liking it. I didn’t want to like it. I didn’t want them to see me moaning. I didn’t want to end up coming like a sissy. I didn’t want Ben telling all of our friends about this once this whole scenario was over with. This was so much more humiliating than sucking a dick, and so much more humiliating than posing for a few sissy photos.

“Don’t be a bummer, Jared,” said Rachael with another cute giggle.

I cleared my throat. “Jessica,” I said softly. Their faces lit up. I’m not sure why I made the correction. I’m not sure why I was letting myself play along with all of this nonsense. And maybe being rammed by the machine really wasn’t any worse than what Rachael went through: sucking a stranger’s cock. I took an awkward step forward. My legs trembled. I took a deep breath in. They had a little towel placed down for me, so my knees wouldn’t be directly against the cool floor; it wasn’t much of a comfort. I settled down on my hands and knees. Rachael put her hand on my back and rubbed gently. “You actually look pretty good,” she said with another one of her classic giggles. The compliment didn’t sit well, even though it was exactly what I was looking for when I was getting myself dolled up.

Ben rolled the machine forward, until the tip of the dildo touched my butthole. I gasped, even though nothing was happening yet. My whole body tensed up and I squirmed. I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass. I liked having my anal virginity. I didn’t want to like it. I was already starting to question my sexuality.

“Ready?” Ben said with a grin in his voice.

Rachael rubbed my back again in sensual circles. “It’s okay. It’s just three minutes,” she said.

I nodded my head, unable to reply with words. I took another deep breath, then I heard Ben flick a switch. A motor began to hum. Gears began to turn. Then the dildo began to press forward. I leaned forward, and then Rachael put her hand on my shoulder. “Stay still.” She held me firmly while the cock pushed against my clenched hole.

“Tell her to relax,” Ben said.

“She just needs a second,” Rachael said rubbing my back again. “It won’t hurt, as long as you relax.”

The pressure from the dildo was strong as the machine desperately tried to penetrate me. Rachael took her hand off of my back and slid back. She gently put both of her hands on my butt cheeks and she pulled them apart, forcing my hole to open for the machine. Then it suddenly pushed into me—just the tip—somehow sensing that I was agape. I gasped, feeling the gooey tip squishing into my body. I tensed up, but now it was too late: the cock was inside of me and I could no longer hold it back. It slowly slid forward, filling me up more than I knew possible. I groaned and clenched and squirmed, but Rachael did a good job of holding me still.

“Just hold it there for a minute,” she said, so Ben hit a button and the penetrating stopped. The room was silent, and then Rachael slapped me on the ass. It hurt a bit. She giggled. “Sorry—I couldn’t help myself,” she said. “Turn it back on.” Ben hit another button and the humming resumed. The toy pushed further into me, making me groan louder. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely didn’t feel right or natural at all. I could feel my hole stretching and I could feel my insides stretching. Are insides supposed to stretch? What if something went wrong? We were stuck in that complex. If something tore or ripped, I would probably die, unable to get to any hospital. Luckily the dildo was covered in lubricant—and in case that wasn’t enough, Rachael was squishing a bottle of lubricant down my butt crack to make sure everything remained slick.

It kept pushing in. How far was it going to go? How much could I take? I shook my head and moaned. “That’s enough,” I said.

“It’s almost there. Just a little more,” Rachael said with bright eyes and a big smile. She rubbed my bum with her gentle hand. Then she slapped me again, making herself giggle once more. The machine began to pump slowly, back and forth, humming loudly. I could feel the thick tip and the toy’s fake veins rubbing my insides. I could feel the lubricant squishing out from my tight hole, dribbling down my thighs. But the worst part was my cock, which was growing and hardening, pushing against my tight cotton panties, trying to escape. I needed to keep my hands planted on the ground, so I wasn’t able to reach down to cover myself up. I was stuck with a growing erection, with an audience of two: one giggling sissy and an alpha male with a thing for girly boys.

The machine picked up speed. I groaned again, and then I started moaning. The toy was hitting a spot that made my legs shake. My cock was rock hard now, oozing a clear substance into my panties. Rachael and Ben both laughed—they could obviously see my stiffy. God, I felt so embarrassed, but at the same time I didn’t want it to stop. When the machine picked up speed again, I nearly smiled. Now that tingling was turning into a euphoria. It was exactly what I was afraid of: I liked getting fucked in the ass. It felt so good. It was perfectly stimulating my sweet spot, filling me with an orgasmic euphoria that just wouldn’t end. I moaned louder, gently pushing my bum back to get just a little bit more of the machine’s cock. Rachael slapped my ass again, sending a jolt of ecstasy through my whole body.

Then she reached up and cupped my breasts. She squeezed and let a soft moan slip out from her own lips. “Take it, beautiful. You’re doing great.”

I nodded my head. Her sensual touching was nice, making the whole experience even more orgasmic. My whole body was swirling with pleasure, starting to tremble all over. My eyes were rolling into the back of my head. The machine was fucking me quickly now: pumping back and forth. I was starting to scream. “She’s going to come!” Ben said.

I clenched and tried to hold back. My situation was humiliating enough—I didn’t need to add a cumshot on top of it. But holding it back was starting to seem pointless and hopeless. I wanted the pleasure to continue, but it was just too intense. “Oh God!” I screamed. And then I felt a warm rush between my legs. I looked down and saw a wet spot growing in my panties. Thick cum began to ooze out from the edges of the panties, oozing down my thighs along with the slick lubricant. I closed my eyes in an attempt to hide my shame. Ben laughed. Rachael giggled.

Rachael wiped some of the oozing cum up with her fingers. She brought it to my lips. “Lick it up, slut,” she said. And for some reason I followed the command, licking my own substance off of her fingers. It was sweet and a bit salty. She giggled before giving my ass another firm slap.

Then she let go of me, letting me fall forward, letting that toy slide out from my asshole. Now I felt empty, but filled with humiliation. I could still hear Ben laughing. I didn’t want to open my eyes. I hated that he was so satisfied. I wanted to get back at him, and I was determined to find a way to do it, as soon as I had the will to stand up.

And it took a few minutes before I was able to stumble to my feet. Rachael was staring at me with a grin and Ben was right behind her. I looked into Ben’s eyes and felt a strong surge of anger swelling in my chest. Then he shrugged his shoulders and said, “Hey, girl. Don’t be mad at me. I didn’t come up with this. Rachael won the game—remember?”

He was right: Rachael won the game and Rachael chose that Robo-Man machine for me. But I had a feeling Ben would have picked the same fate.

“Should we play again?” Rachael asked, bouncing slightly as her petite body jolted with excitement.

“I’m done with this game,” I said. “I’m going to sleep. If you guys want to play, you go ahead.”

“Boo!” Rachael said, grinning at me. I couldn’t believe how quickly she’d gone from being the scared young man hiding in the stairwell to being a flirty, daring little slut. It was nearly a week before Ben and I made it to that point. But maybe her mind really degraded while she was locked in that liquor store. Maybe all of the beer she’d consumed had taken some sort of toll on her mental wellbeing. Or maybe she was just thrilled to be doing anything besides staring blankly at a wall while drinking alone.

“Don’t worry. She can be a bit moody,” Ben said to Rachael. “Even before we got locked in here, she was like this. She’ll wake up in a better mood tomorrow.”

“Don’t talk about me like I’m not here,” I said, glaring at both of them. “And also: I’m not a she.” I pulled off my wig and tossed it onto one of the nearby shelves. My bum was still sore from the Robo-Man pounding. I scooped up my makeshift bedding and I carried it all across the shop, where I was as far away as possible from Ben and Rachael—no, not Rachael. I had to keep reminding myself that her name wasn’t Rachael and she wasn’t even a she. His name was Rich, the young liquor store attendant saving up for college.


CHAPTER XI

I was the first one awake. I got up slowly, lost in a state of confusion. The only source of light was still that emergency floodlight: the same light that had been on for many hours now. I had no idea what time it was, or even what day it what.

Ben was passed out on the ground, fifteen feet from his lingerie pile bed. Rich, still dolled up as Rachael, wasn’t far away, also sprawled out on the ground, next to a pile of empty beer cans. At first I rolled my eyes at the sight, but then I found myself thinking that it was probably just an escape: it was their own way of dealing with an immensely stressful situation. In a way, I was jealous. It wasn’t quite so easy for me to turn off my anxiety, to get lost in a night of debauchery and fun.

I crawled through that hole in the wall and I went to the stairwell. I looked up and saw the bright morning sunlight peering through the bottom of the door. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go up on the roof; supposedly there were men with guns on the streets, waiting to blast any person who could potentially be sick. Was that still true? Was it ever true? Even Rich had been without his cell phone for a few days. It was very possible that the world had degraded much more since he lost his phone—or maybe things had improved. I walked slowly up those stairs and carefully grabbed the door handle. I turned it and then I paused. Maybe it was safer to just listen to Rich, to stay off of that rooftop. But I hated not knowing what was happening. I hated having no idea if the world was on fire or if things were perfectly normal.

I pushed the door open. My heart bounced momentarily. It was daytime now: the first daylight I’d seen in many days. I took a deep breath as the warm sunlight touched my skin. I scanned around from the safety of that rooftop doorway. I looked at the other rooftops, which were all desolate. Then I took a step out. A strong tingle fluttered down my spine. A part of me was waiting for a gunshot to ring out, ending my life. But there was no gunshot—there was no sound at all—not even the distant humming of a vehicle. The city was just as desolate now as it was when we peered out in the middle of the night. I crept carefully up to the edge of the rooftop. I kept my body low, just in case some sniper was scanning rooftops.

I peered over the ledge, looking down at the street where my truck was parked. It was still there, untouched. I could see the thick beams of wood bracing the doors and windows. Across the street, I could see the blocked windows and doors that had been welded shut with metal bars. I wondered if there were people stuck inside those shops, and then I wondered how many people had died: trapped without food or water. There were surely many deaths across the country because of the mirandavirus hysteria, and not directly because of the mirandavirus itself.

I looked eastward down the road, then I looked westward. I could see for dozens of blocks from that rooftop, but I couldn’t see a single sign of active life: no hazmat warriors roaming the streets, no cars commuting from point A to point B. The city seemed to be abandoned.

My stomach turned and my head throbbed. I couldn’t believe society collapsed so quickly. Just a couple of weeks before, everything had seemed so normal; I was going from job to job without an ounce of worry on my mind. Now, there was seemingly nothing left.

I decided to stand upright, confident that the downtown core had been completely abandoned. Maybe there had been armed men in hazmat suits, but they were probably all gone now, at home with their families—or maybe they’d all packed up and left town before things got too crazy. I leaned over the ledge, planting my elbows on the long cement wall. I closed my eyes and I let the sun warm my skin for a few minutes. I tried to reassure myself that everything would eventually return to normal. Maybe it would take a couple of months and a few thousand casualties—but soon enough, society would carry it. Life eventually went back to normal after the Plague, so why would this be any different?

With my eyes still closed, I started thinking about the lingerie store beneath my feet. I remembered the pounding I got from Robo-Man. I remembered coming in my panties as an amazing euphoria surged through my whole body. Over the past week, things had gotten carried away in that little sex shop. We’d all done things we would likely regret, and if we were going to be trapped for another seven weeks, it seemed likely that the sexual depravity would go on. And maybe it was best to just accept it, the way Rich seemed to accept it so easily. Maybe getting dolled up and fooling around was the best way to make seven weeks into nothing. Hell—maybe surrendering to the excitement of the feminization was what I really wanted to do, deep down inside. Maybe I wouldn’t want those seven weeks to end, once I figured out how to get over the anxiety and the humiliation. I made for a cute girl, after all.

I opened my eyes and looked down that long road again. Staring back at me was a figure in a white hazmat suit. I froze for a moment. My skin turned cold and a terrible buzzing crept down my spine and into my gut. I had to blink a few times to convince myself that the sight was real, and it was real. The man in the suit turned around and jogged around the corner, out of sight. Was I caught? Was he going to come back to kill me? Would he kill Rich and Ben while he was at it? I turned around and zipped back into the building, slamming the door behind me before sinking down into a curled up position. I hugged my knees and took a deep breath.

Maybe the man wasn’t part of any vigilante squad. Maybe he was just out for a walk, dressed in that hazmat suit just to be safe. I took another big, deep breath. My hands were trembling. My stomach began to churn as nausea filled my body. It was a familiar feeling: the same feeling I felt before blacking out a couple of days before. Was I about to collapse on those stairs? I grabbed the handrail and I carefully pulled myself to my feet. I managed to make it down the stairs and through the hole in the wall. I went back to my little bed of lingerie and then I placed myself down. I bit my tongue, waiting for the vigilantes to come for me. Would they break down the door and shoot me, or would they just siphon gas into the building, killing everyone inside?

I almost wanted to black out. At least if I was black out, I wouldn’t have to tolerate this horrible anxiety. I looked over at the passed out Ben and then I looked at the passed out Rich. I should have listened: I should have stayed off of that rooftop. I envied their unconscious ignorance. They had no idea that there was a good chance they would soon be dead.

I closed my eyes and tried to put my body back to sleep. I wanted to simply pretend like I was no different from Ben or Rich: drunk and ignorant and blissful. But I didn’t fall asleep; instead, I remained on the floor for the next three hours, too afraid to get up. I was even too afraid to fall asleep, worried I would sleep through the final moments of my life.

It was later in the day when Rich finally peeled himself up off the floor. He groaned before looking down at his body. It took him a moment to remember why he was dressed in lingerie. “Shit,” he mumbled under his breath before stepping up to his feet. He didn’t bother taking his wig off; instead, he went to the mirror and fixed it, as if he’d just accepted that it was part of him now. I envied his carelessness. It probably helped that he didn’t know me or Ben. Once this was all over, he would never see us again, so it didn’t matter what he did in front of us. It wasn’t so easy for me; I wanted to put my wig on and try on another dozen outfits, but I knew that I would see Ben again and I would have to look him in the eye again.

But why is that what I wanted? Why did I want to put on different lingerie outfits? Why did I badly want to put on makeup again? Why did I want to find another cute wig to see again how I looked with long, soft hair? Had those feeling always been lingering deep down inside of me? When I admired a pretty woman before, was I really looking at her with a hint of jealousy? Was I admiring her outfit and imagining myself in it?

Rich stood up on his toes in front of the mirror, leaning forward as he admired himself with that precious carelessness. Maybe getting dolled up was something he’d done before this whole mess; maybe this wasn’t his first time getting pretty and dropping to his knees to suck a cock. He was certainly good at sucking—maybe too good to be a first timer. And his makeup was good too: too good to be something he managed to figure out after a single try.

Or maybe his makeup really wasn’t that great. Maybe he just had the face and body for sissification. Maybe this all came so naturally to him, and that was why he was seeming to embrace it so fully.

He looked over at me, batting his eyelashes. “Good morning,” he said with a wink. He wasn’t drunk anymore, but he was still staying in character.

“You can take that off now,” I said.

He stared at me for a long moment, narrowing his eyes. “Oh, that’s right. You went to sleep. We kept playing cards after you left last night,” he said in that girly voice. “I lost a round and Ben said I had to stay like this for twenty-four hours. If I break character, I get punished—that’s the game.”

“The game?” I said.

He nodded his head before smiling. I had to look away, not happy about where my mind was going. I knew that he was a boy, but even now that I was sober, my brain still saw a girl. All of his features were so soft. His lips were so full and his eyes were so big and shiny. And then there was that ass! It was so full and round; I wanted to spank it; I wanted to bury my face in it. I heard a whimper slip out from my lips. Then I remembered the man in the hazmat suit.

Was I supposed to tell Rich about the man? Or was it best to keep the sighting a secret?

“Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked.

I shook my head and looked away, feeling beads of cold sweat tickling down the back of my neck. “I’m just tired. I’m not staring,” I said. My heart fumbled and I cleared my throat.

It was only a few minutes later when Ben woke up, sitting up slowly with a groan. His gaze was glossy for a moment as he slowly returned to reality. He looked over at me and then he grinned. “How’d you sleep?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said, trying desperately not to think of the man in the hazmat suit.

“You look like you’re in a shitty mood,” he said.

“I’m fine,” I said, biting down on my tongue. Apparently I wasn’t very good at hiding my terror.

“Well, you can thank me later, but last night, while you were snoring loudly, I won a pretty epic game with Rachael.” His smile grew bigger. “She’s ours for the day—we can do whatever we want with her.” He looked over at Rachael, who was still touching up her makeup. “Isn’t that right, beautiful?”

She looked over with a smile. “That’s right,” she said, wiggling her bum, making her lingerie skirt dance elegantly.

Ben’s shame seemed to be nowhere to be found. He was openly excited about having a young man to fool around with for a twenty-four hours period. It almost seemed like he’d forgotten that Rachael wasn’t actually a girl. And once again, I found myself envying that strange ignorance. Rachael was the only thing on Ben’s mind; he wasn’t worried about any hazmat soldiers plotting to storm the building, killing everyone inside.

“But since I did all the work while you were sleeping, it’s only fair that I get the first go.” Ben stood up and straightened his little nightie. “Rachael, darling, want to come with me?” He walked up to her and took her by the hand. Her face turned dark red, looking more like a virgin than ever. Then she followed him away, through the hole in the wall, into the liquor store. And what was he planning on doing with her? Was he going to fuck her in the ass? Was he telling me that I could fuck her in the ass once he was done with her? And was she okay with that, just because she lost a card game? My heart stumbled again. I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of taking turns pounding a young man in the asshole, but at least it was a way to get my mind off of the impending death that was possibly on its way to our little complex.

The store was quiet with Ben and Rachael gone. I paced around, trying to control my nerves. Then I found myself looking at a rack of lingerie. My skin tingled. What was the harm in indulging? At this point, what did I have to lose? Ben had already watched me taking Robo-Man’s thick plastic cock. He’d watched another man suck my cock, and he’d gone down on his knees to suck mine. Would the level of humiliation really go up because I voluntarily tried on a few little outfits? I took a red one-piece off the wall. It was tight and lacy, and it had a $280.00 price tag attached to it. That little piece of lingerie was worth more than my whole wardrobe combined—and I could tell why. It was so soft and so meticulously made. The little lace embellishments were so cute around the panty-line and around the bra line.

In the back of the store I located a pair of silicone breast pads, designed to give flat-chested girls a realistic bust. I slipped the pads into the cups of the red lingerie one-piece, then I tracked down some black fishnet stockings, red heels, and a tube of deep red lipstick. My whole body suddenly felt wide awake. As I looked into the mirror, I caught myself with a grin that just wouldn’t go away. I was beaming with excitement—and a bit of terror, knowing that Ben and Rachael could return at any moment. But could they really mock me? Was I really doing anything beyond the scope of what we’d already been doing? Ben was currently ramming a young man’s butthole and Rachael was currently dolled up and taking it. If anything, I was still at least five steps behind.

I found a little eyelash kit, which I decided to try out. It was tricky getting the glue on correctly. I was terrified of getting glue on my eyeball, but I managed to get the eyelashes on straight, and they actually looked pretty cute. I blinked a few times, getting used to the new weight of my eyelids, and then I found myself inspired to take my look even further, using the jewellery that was kept near the back of the store. I put on some gold bracelets, a cute little necklace, and some gold hoop earrings, which clipped on. Then a little bottle of red nail polish caught my eye, and the next thing I knew I was painting my fingernails and toenails while humming under my breath. I was having fun. I was slipping into that blissful state of ignorance that I’d been jealous of all morning. Then Ben came through that hole in the wall.

His face was red and his eyes were dilated. He looked at me with a bright smile and said, “She’s all yours. Get her while she’s warm.”

And suddenly, all of that fear came rushing back into me. “What do you mean?” I asked. I was worried Ben was about to make fun of me, now that I was dolled up to the limit with my wig, my makeup, my lingerie, my jewellery, and my painted nails. He looked down my body and then up at my face, and then he said, “Go plug her tight hole.”

My heart fluttered up and down. I wanted to refuse the offer and hold onto my dignity, but I also wanted to do it: I wanted to feel the inside of Rachael’s tight body. I wanted to hear her moan while I pumped her with my long shaft. My heart soared up into my throat. I tried to speak but no words came out, so instead, I just nodded my head. Then I turned to that hole in the wall. Ben brushed by me, still with that satisfied grin on his face. Was I really going to do it? Was I going to fuck Rachael? I took a deep breath and left the room, leaving the bright emergency floodlight. With every step I took, the world around me became darker. I could see the open office door down the liquor store hallway. I knew Rachael was in there waiting for me.

There was a light glowing inside: hazy and white; it was a flashlight bouncing off wall, casting a dramatic glow on the side of Rachael’s pretty face and body, exaggerating her cute curves as she sat up on her boss’s desk. “Want to fuck?” she asked.

I remained still for a moment before nodded my head. Then she waved me forward using only a single finger. I took a step forward, and then I stopped. “W—Why are you doing this?” I asked.

“Because I lost the game,” she said softly.

“But why do you want to do it?” I asked.

She was quiet for a moment. “Who says I want to do it?”

“You just… you seem to be enjoying yourself.”

“You look really pretty. I love that outfit,” she said, looking down at my body.

“Why aren’t you answering my question?” I asked.

“Why do you care?”

“Because I do,” I said. My heart bounced up and down. My God, she was beautiful. I wanted to flip her over, pin her down, and fill her tight asshole with my gooey cum. “So just tell me—why are you letting Ben do this to you?”

She looked down at her cute toes before shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s just fun. Why are you making a big deal out of it? We’re all stuck here together for the foreseeable future. Why can’t we have a bit of fun?”

I knew I wasn’t getting a proper answer; I knew she wasn’t telling me the truth. I kept staring at her, hoping she would tell me an honest answer. But instead of an answer, I got something better. She rolled over, onto her stomach, touching her feet down on the ground. Then she reached down and pulled up her skirt, exposing her bare ass. She grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wide. A glob of Ben’s cum oozed out from her reddened hole, trickling down towards her round ball sack. “Put it in me,” she said, offering me Ben’s sloppy seconds.

I took a deep breath. How could I resist the offer? Her ass was so perfect—so round and so firm, yet jiggly. I took a step forward, and then another. I placed my hands carefully on her warm tush. I could see a red print where Ben had been spanking her. I grabbed her ass firmly and she let a moan slip from her lips. I didn’t know anything about Rachael, and that was becoming obvious. I couldn’t help but think that she was somehow behind this whole scenario, like some crafty movie villain. Had she been watching us for a week in the lingerie store? Was she responsible for having us boarded up? Was this all part of some strange sissification plot? If so: why?

I spread her cheeks apart, seeing the white glisten of Ben’s creampie in her anus. Then I reached down and slipped my semi-erect cock out from my panties. I was getting hard fast—faster than I’d ever gotten with any biological woman. But Rachael was prettier than any of the girls I’d ever been with. She had the body of a model and the face of an actress. She was irresistible. I slid my hands up and down, feeling her tight body. “You—You look so good,” I said.

“So do you,” she said softly. I tried not to smile. Did I really look good, or was it just pillow talk? I bit my bottom lip and a small giggle slipped out. “I like your nail polish.” She put a hand on mine, sending a warm jolt through my body.

“Thanks,” I said. Now my cock was rock hard and standing upright. I stepped forward, pressing it against her tight tush, sliding it up her butt crack. My body shuddered.

“Put it in me,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

She laughed. “I want you inside of me.”

So I pulled my shaft down, pressing my tip against her tight hole. I felt her puckering as she clenched and released. Then I felt a warm wetness. I looked down and saw a white glob of Ben’s cum oozing onto my tip. My body shuddered and my cock stiffened. A groan slipped out from my lips, then I pushed that cum glob back into her body with my erect shaft. She gasped. I could feel Ben’s warm goo squishing all around my member and I could feel Rachael’s tight hole tensing along the length of my rod. My heart was aflutter, pounding violently with a combination of thrill and terror. “Oh God, it feels so good,” she whimpered. I gently pulled back, staring down at my crotch. My cock was tinged white with leftover cum: the perfect lubricant. I pushed my cock and that cum back into her hole, eliciting another loud moan. I slid my hands up and down her hips, feeling her curves and her warm, soft skin.

Then, I started drilling her. I bit down hard on my tongue and stared at her soft, innocent body as I rammed my cock deep into her ass, slapping her bum loudly with my pelvis. I grunted with each penetration. It wasn’t long before her fingers were curled over the edge of the desk and she was moaning so loud that she was almost screaming. I was taking everything out on her tight body: all of my anger and all of my fear. I was letting everything go, slamming my cock as hard as I could into her body, plunging Ben’s cum out from that tight hole. I could feel globs of Ben’s load now trickling down my thighs, but I didn’t care. I just kept pounding, turning Rachael into a limp mess, digging my fingernails into her soft curves.

I looked to my side and saw my reflection in a pane of blackened glass. I looked hot and convincing. My body was just as precious as Rachael’s body. Our faces were equally beautiful. And in that reflection I could see Rachael’s stiff erection, aiming forward with her ball sack squashed on that desk. I reached around and grabbed it, curling my fingers around her warm stiffness. I squeezed tight, making her groan even louder. Then I began to pump it quickly. “Come for me,” I whispered. I was still pounding her tush.

It didn’t take her long. I could feel her cock swelling and throbbing. I knew that she was close when her legs started to squirm. I squeezed her cock even tighter, making her moan even louder. Then I watched in the window reflection as she streaked her boss’s desk with long strands of white. The sight was amazing and arousing—enough to push me over the edge. I groaned and clenched and shuddered and then I came, adding my own white goo into her deep anal cavity. When I pulled out, everything gushed out with me. It poured down her limp legs and splattered on the floor. I stumbled back into a nearby chair. I let out a deep breath as I sat down. A bead of sweat fell from my forehead onto my lap. Cum was still oozing out from my upright cock.

She looked back at me with glossy eyes. “That was amazing,” she said, unable to pull herself up from the desk.

I smiled. “It was,” I said. I stared into her pretty eyes before looking down that precious body. I still had no idea who I was looking at. Rachael was still just a stranger—someone I’d only known for a handful of hours. I still couldn’t wrap my head around her motives. I had a feeling that she was up to something—maybe even something nefarious—but I would never figure that out, because that was the last time I would ever see her.


CHAPTER XII

When I emerged from the liquor store, back into the lingerie store, everything was quiet. It was an unusual silence, seeing as Ben was always making some sort of noise—even when he was sleeping, he was snoring loudly. But now, I couldn’t hear anything. I stopped and looked around. “Ben?” I said as a strange dread filled my gut. I took another few steps into the room, and then I noticed a light coming from the door. It was dim—not nearly as bright as the floodlight on the other end of the room. Had Ben found another flashlight? Did he manage to break through part of the barricade? I stepped around one of the tall shelves and saw that the front door of the store was slightly ajar, letting sunlight seep into the room.

“Hey Ben!” I called out. I walked towards the door. The barricade was down and the door was open. Had someone come to our rescue? Did Ben take off? Was I free to leave? I looked down at my lingerie-clad body and paused for a moment, wondering if I should find something else to wear before leaving, just in case there was some news crew outside of that door, waiting to broadcast my face to millions of television sets across the country. But I was so excited to leave that I didn’t bother getting changed. I didn’t even take off my wig. I just wanted to go home. I wanted to fall down onto my bed and I wanted to have a proper sleep under warm covers. I wanted to feel the warm water of my own shower and hear the silence of my own house. I didn’t want to spend another minute locked in that lingerie store. So I went for the door, reaching out to grab the handle so I could feel freedom for the first time in nearly ten days.

I didn’t make it; I was grabbed before I could have a taste of the world outside of that complex. A set of gloved hands firmly clutched my sides and pulled me back, away from the door. Before I could turn my head around, a white bag was pulled over my face. I screamed, but the attackers didn’t stop. There were definitely multiple assailants: at least two sets of hands on my body, and a third person with a muffled voice standing about fifteen feet away. “Please don’t fight,” the muffled man said. “Or we’ll be forced to use the gas.”

My heart was pounding viciously. I didn’t want them to use the gas, so I bit hard on my tongue and forced myself to be quiet, even though it took all of my willpower. They pulled my hands behind my back and then tied my wrists together. Then they started wiping me with something cold and wet: some sort of chemical that left my skin tingling all over.

“Okay, let’s move her,” said a voice. And then I felt a hard tug. They pulled me outside. The white bag over my face became illuminated—almost blinding, even with my eyes closed. I could feel the warmth of the sun on my bare skin, but only for a few seconds. They hoisted me up into a large vehicle and then they slammed a heavy metal door, and suddenly the world was dark again.

“Please don’t kill me,” I whimpered, but my voice was almost too broken to produce much volume.

“Jared? Is that you?” Ben’s voice whispered.

“Ben? Where are we? Where are they taking us?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “They broke in while I was in the shower. They put a bag over my head and pulled me out.”

“Shut up,” another voice said. “Keep your mouths closed, and try not to cough. I have to deal with your masks later, and I don’t want to get sick.”

“We aren’t sick,” Ben said.

Then the man scoffed. Why was he scoffing? Why did he think that we were infected? Did he just assume that everyone was infected? Now, Ben was silent. I was too afraid to say anything. I didn’t know what the protocol was for people who disobeyed commands, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out.

The vehicle started to move and my terror began to fade slightly. A part of me was still worried that they were shipping me off to some mass crematorium for potentially sick people, but another part of me was relieved to be with members of society—possibly doctors. “Where are we going?” I asked quietly after a long period of silence.

“Don’t talk,” the man said, shutting me up. I’d toed the line enough. I decided it was best to remain quiet and allow the authorities to properly deal with me, put me in some sort of quarantine while they tested me. And then soon enough, they would release me and life would quickly return to normal.

The drive was long. After around thirty minutes, we hit a bumpy road, and we stayed on that road for another thirty minutes. The bumping was making my stomach ache. I was thirsty. My mouth became try and then my throat started to become itchy again. The itchiness in my throat made the anxiety worse, which made the nausea worse. It wasn’t long before my legs started to feel numb. I tried rubbing my knees together to stimulate some feeling in my legs, and that’s when I remembered that I was still dolled up in lingerie. My legs were shaved and smooth. The toes of my bare feet were painted to match my lingerie. I still had those gold hoop earrings clipped onto my ears. Oh God, how embarrassing! How was I going to explain my getup to the officials I was being hauled off to meet? I could no longer rely on the story about Ben burning our clothes: that didn’t explain the jewellery or the makeup or the shaved legs. And surely they wouldn’t believe me when I told them that I lost a series of games and bets.

The vehicle came to an abrupt stop, making me jolt forward, nearly falling over. The door opened and I was quickly pulled out. I could hear footsteps all around me: at least half a dozen people. No one was talking and I was too afraid to ask where we were. I heard gates open and then I heard heavy metal doors open. Suddenly I was inside of a building, with lights humming overhead. They kept pulling me, still with that bag over my head. We turned down a number of hallways and went through more doors. Then one of the men gave me a gentle push, making me stumble forward. He cut the tie around my wrists and he pulled the bag off of my head. Before I thought to turn around, a door closed behind me.

I was in a large empty room by myself. Ben was gone and maybe nowhere near me. “Hello?” I called out softly. My voice was still broken and rattled. The walls of the room were white, and so was the floor and the ceiling. “Hello!” I called out again. There was a small vent on the roof; it was humming and rattling, as if a small coin was trapped deep inside. I walked to the door and gave the hand a good pull, but it didn’t budge. Then I did a lap around the room before noticing the small glisten in the top corner: a camera watching my every move. Who was watching me? Doctors? Were they going to leave me in that room until the incubation period was over? Would they feed me? Were there thousands of others like me in similar rooms?

I knocked on the door, but no one answered. I called out one more time, and then I took a seat on the ground. If they wanted me dead, they would have killed me, so I could only assume that they were now monitoring me. Soon they would be testing me. And if I was sick, would they treat me or would they end me, just to be safe? There was a strange smell in that complex: a mixture of chemical cleaner and that burning smell that comes about when you turn your heater on for the first time in a year. Was I smelling a nearby crematorium? Before all of this nonsense started, I’d heard rumours of the Chinese government burning bodies in ‘mass crematoriums’. Had the same trend reached North America? Or was I just succumbing to a paranoid nervousness?


CHAPTER XIII

It was hours before a small panel on the door opened and a plate of food slid in. It wasn’t the most appetizing meal: a small slice of meat (maybe pork, maybe beef), a glob of potatoes, and four green bean strands. It could have used some salt—or just any seasoning of any kind. But at least they were feeding me. I sat around for many more hours, and then I dozen off. I didn’t wake up until there was a man nudging me, making me jump.

“Don’t hurt me!” I screamed as I opened my eyes. He was clad in a full white hazmat suit. I couldn’t see his face. As far as I knew, he could have been an alien.

“Relax,” he said with a monotone voice. “We’re just going to take a sample.” He suddenly pushed a needle into my arm. I gasped. I’d never liked needles, but I didn’t want to put up a fight. I wanted them to take their sample. I wanted them to see that I was healthy, so they could send me home, so life could return to normal. He filled four tubes with blood, and then he stuck a small bandage on my arm. He said nothing as he left the room.

My arm was sore after the blood sample. I don’t think the man was a qualified nurse or even a doctor—probably just a random staff member, one of the few left after the mirandavirus swept over the whole country. I rubbed my arm for a few minutes until the soreness was mostly gone, then I went back to doing nothing: staring at the wall, pacing around the room, wishing I had a change of clothes and some makeup wipes, and maybe some nail polish remover.

I thought about taking off my wig and my outfit, but I was too embarrassed to reveal myself. At least with the wig and the lingerie and the makeup, I was unrecognizable—not that I thought there was anyone I knew watching me through that camera. A part of me was convinced that the authorities at the facility were convinced that I was a woman, and maybe that was for the best. Maybe they were going easier on me because they assumed I was a lady. Maybe Ben wasn’t getting the same treatment.

It wasn’t particularly cold in that facility, but I did find myself shivering after a few more hours. It was hard to keep my blood moving. Pacing around the room was somehow even more boring than just sitting. But even pacing didn’t seem to get my blood flowing enough to warm me up. I started rubbing my arms with my hands. Then I pulled my knees up to my chest and rubbed the length of my thighs, trying to stimulate a tiny bit of heat. I slapped my thighs repeatedly until they were slightly red, then I did the same to my bum, which was particularly cold from sitting on that cool floor.

Someone was obviously watching me because it was only a few minutes later when the door opened and a man in a hazmat suit came in with a box of clothes. “These should be warmer,” he said, placing the box down. “Don’t worry—it’s all clean.”

He backed out slowly and closed the door firmly. I listened as the heavy bolt slid through its slot, locking me in securely. I carefully approached the box, peeling back the lid to look inside. It was a box of female clothing: two dresses, a blouse, a skirt, a tight sweater, a couple pairs of long stockings, two small bras, and an unopened pack of white cotton panties. They really did think that I was a woman.

First I slid on the skirt. It was knee-length and black, with cute pleats that danced around me. With the skirt on, I turned my back to the camera and wriggled out from my lingerie one-piece. I put on one of the bras (putting my silicone pads into the bra’s cups), and then I slipped into the sweater. It was a tight fit, hugging my curves, but it was warm and comfortable. The stockings were tight on my leg, but also warm and cozy. I was surprised by how well the outfit fit my body, though I didn’t have a mirror to admire myself in.

Another tedious day went by: five hours of nothing, then a plate of food slid through the small panel in the door, then another five hours went by and I fell asleep on the floor. When I woke up in that quiet, dimly lit room again, the frustration began to set in. I stood up, paced around the room for a long hour, and then I started waving at the camera. “Hello? Anyone there? Can you let me leave soon, or what?” I kept waving at the camera, hoping someone would answer me in one way or the other. But nothing happened. Maybe no one was watching my camera feed, or maybe no one cared.

I sighed and paced around the room for another hour before sitting on the floor. I closed my eyes and felt that wave of anxiety returning. What if they weren’t letting me go because their test came back positive? What if they found out that I had the mirandavirus, and now they were just waiting for the symptoms to kick in so they could study me?

I tried meditating, hoping it would pass the time, but meditating became boring quickly. I found myself staring at the wall again for another hour. Then I started to worry that I was beginning to lose my mind. So I stood up and waved at the cameras again. “Hello! I’m bored! I know you probably don’t care, but this boredom is killing me! Please do something! Anything!”

And then, five minutes later, I heard the heavy bolt sliding in the door. I stepped back, against the wall and watched as a man in a hazmat suit came into the room. He had a box under his arm. “Our facility is over capacity right now. It’s taking longer than usual to process all of our patients.”

“Is that what I am? A patient?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. He put the box down and then stared at me for a moment.

“So you haven’t looked at my sample yet? You don’t know if I’m infected.”

“This box should meet your entertainment needs for the next days, or few weeks, however long this takes” the man said. “It’s the best we can do right now.” Then he backed out of the room, closed the door, and slid that heavy deadbolt back into place. I quickly went for the box, thrilled to have something to pass the time. On the top of the box was a pack of cards. Under the cards was a stack of girly fashion magazines. Under the magazines was a used copy of Pride and Prejudice, and under that was a box of sanitary wipes, a tube of lubricant, and a vibrator. I felt my face turning red. Was this their go-to female entertainment box? It wasn’t even enough to keep me entertained until dinnertime, let alone a few weeks.

And was that a real estimate. Were they really thinking that I would be stuck in that quarantine room for a few weeks? I’d already spent nearly two weeks trapped in an adult store. That adult store was suddenly not seeming too bad—at least I had company and stuff to do.

I held up the vibrator. It was shaped just like a real cock—slightly bigger than my own. I pressed the button and it began to vibrate powerfully, making my cheeks turn even redder. And why did they include the vibrator in the box? Did they assume I would need to masturbate at some point in the next few weeks? Was this something they gave to all the girls that came through the facility? I suppose they were just trying to be accommodating, trying to make my stay in that white cell tolerable. Though I couldn’t imagine any woman toying herself with a vibrator while a camera peered down. And people were obviously watching through that camera, unless the arrival of the box was a complete coincidence.

I burned through all of the magazines in an hour, then I spent an hour playing with the cards. I had no idea how to play Solitaire and I wasn’t aware of any other single player card games, so I spent some time trying to make car castles. But making flimsy castles got old fast, so I moved onto the novel, which I finished by the end of that day. It was okay. I flipped through the magazines again, and then I decided to put everything back into the box. I was already over all of it.

Though now I could see the tip of that vibrator poking out of the box. My skin tingled with a curious idea—and a risky idea. I didn’t like the idea of people watching me play with myself, but I had to admit that the excitement was tempting. There was something exhilarating about the idea of pleasuring myself, not knowing if people were watching through a camera. My heart fluttered. I sauntered over to the box. I looked back at the camera, and then I carefully slipped my hand down, grabbing the vibrator. I pulled it under the sleeve of my sweater and then I sauntered back over to the corner of the room. Now my heart was racing.

I thought about draping something over the camera, but I knew if I did that, they would definitely know that I was up to something naughty. So I just waited a few minutes, hoping to bore anyone who might be watching my cell’s screen. Then I slipped the vibrator out from my sleeve. I’d forgotten to grab the lubricant, so I used my spit instead, letting a warm glob fall onto the fake cock’s tip before pulling the toy under my skirt. I used my other hand to pull my undies to the side, exposing my crotch and asshole. Then I started to pushed the toy into my body. It was a tight squeeze. I was tempted to clench, but I knew I had to act fast. I needed to get that toy into me before the security guard looked over at my screen. So I awkwardly pushed the toy into my butthole with a grunt, and then I fixed my skirt, trying to look as casual as possible. After a moment of heart-pounding tension, I reached down again, this time to turn the vibrator on.

The vibration was powerful, taking me by surprise. I gasped, and then I covered my glossy lips with the palm of my hand. My asshole clenched, gripping the toy firmly. I was tempted to squirm, but I fought away that urge. I remained still, hoping my heart would settle after a moment.

I looked up at the glistening lens of the camera and wondered if anyone had been watching me when I slid the vibrator up my skirt. I hated not knowing—but I also kind of liked the taboo aspect of the uncertainty. I leaned from side to side slightly, letting the toy slide further up my bum, until I had the vibrating tip pressed right against my sweet spot; then I let out a soft moan. I closed my eyes, trying to regroup. I didn’t want to end up attracting a crowd to my security screen. I had to act normal. I had to be casual.

So I bit my tongue and I carefully stood up. My legs were wobbling. The vibrating was still intense, still stimulating my prostate, making my cock throb with ecstasy. I grabbed one of the magazines from the box and sat down again. I opened it up and pretended to be reading. Now my cock was getting hard. The white panties were too flimsy to hold my shaft back. The fabric stretched out and my skirt began to lift up. I used the magazine to block my bulge from the camera’s view.

I looked down at a picture of a beautiful actress. I loved her dress, and I especially loved her shoes: a pair of knee-high gladiator sandals, with lots of straps hugging her toned calfs. I closed my eyes and imagined myself in the outfit, feeling those leather straps against my skin, and that tight dress around my curves. A strong pulse of euphoria surged through me. A whimper escaped my lips. I reached down and grabbed my erection firmly. I squeezed it and fondled it, sitting down hard on the ground to push the vibrator further up my asshole. I began to rock back and forth, making that toy explore the inside of my body. I understood why Rachael loved taking it in the ass so much. Being fucked by Robo-Man was fun, but it was scary because it was my first time. Now that I knew what I was doing, I was able to relax and enjoy the moment. I could enjoy every powerful pulse that ploughed through my body. I groaned and my legs trembled.

Then I came. My cock spewed a massive load of white cream into my white panties. A large wet spot formed before cum began to pour down my legs. “Oh God,” I moaned, looking down at the mess I’d made. Then I watched as the vibrator slid out from my ass. It was glistening right down to the base: all ten inches. Now I felt empty, but ridiculously satisfied. I bit down on my lip and then I slumped against the wall. I could feel the redness slowly beginning to leave my face.

I washed the vibrator awkwardly in the little sink next to the little toilet, then I stashed it back into my entertainment box. I looked briefly at the camera in the corner, and then I looked away quickly, feeling awkward and nervous, worried I was making eye contact with someone who just watched me toy my own butthole with a vibrator.


CHAPTER XIV

I was surprised to see a new box in my cell when I woke up the next morning (or maybe it was the afternoon or evening, I had no way of knowing). It was a cardboard box, and inside the box were new items to keep me entertained, including an old Game Boy, new magazines, a portable DVD player from the early 2000s, three romance movies, and a large, thick dildo with a realistic tip and bulging veins. The sight of the dildo made me blush. Did they include it because they saw me with the vibrator the day before, or did they just include sex toys with all of their entertainment boxes?

A second box was dropped off an hour later, containing new outfits for me to wear: new skirts, new dresses, and a particularly cute red bodysuit with a paisley pattern. Before getting to my DVDs and magazines, I played dress up for a good two hours. Then I found myself flipping through magazine pages, admiring celebrity outfits. My heart literally swelled at the sight of certain outfits. I even found myself planning on tracking those very outfits down once I was freed from my quarantine and back into the real world. Maybe this could be my secret little hobby; maybe I would invest in a number of outfits and play dress up after work every day.

It wasn’t until that night when the boredom returned. I spent hours playing with that old Game Boy and I watched all of those romance movies, but it wasn’t enough to fight off the boredom. Thankfully, I had that thick dildo. I ended up doing the same thing: sneaking it over to my little corner (this time with the bottle of lubricant), slipping it under my skirt and then sitting down on it while trying to act casual. The thick toy stretched my anus wide as I sat down. I groaned and squirmed, and then I bounced slowly on the cock, with a magazine in my hands. I must have looked ridiculous to anyone watching—hardly subtle at all. But I couldn’t help myself—I wanted to fuck that thick toy. I ended up coming after about ten minutes of bouncing. It was a few hours before my anus stopped hurting once I was done with the toy.

The next day was the same: a new box and a new sex toy. This time they gave me a long string of beads. This time, I didn’t wait all day before getting them inside of me. I still had the vibrator from my first box, which I pressed against the tip of my erection, making myself come in another pair of panties. I felt bad for whoever was taking my soiled clothes away and washing them. I began to suspect that they were watching me pleasure myself, and it was becoming hard to think that they still thought I was a biological female. But they kept dropping off toys and they kept dropping off outfits for me to wear.

Then, one afternoon, one of the hazmat men came into my room. He wasn’t holding a box, so I assumed he was there to take one of my old boxes away, to bring it to another quarantined individual. But the person didn’t take anything. Instead, he just stood and stared at me.

“What is it?” I asked softly. My voice came out in a girly way. I’d been dressed up as a girl for many days now—I’d lost count of the days since I’d spoked with my normal voice.

“I’m taking you for further testing,” the man said.

“Did you get the results back from my blood test?” I asked.

The man nodded his head.

“Am I infected?” I asked.

“Just come with me,” he said. But he wasn’t really asking me to follow him. It was a demand, and he wasn’t about to take any chances. He put a white bag over my head and her tied up my wrists. Then he led me down a series of hallways. We stood for a while in an elevator. I had no idea if we were going up or down. Then we went down more hallways, ending up in a new room. He pulled the bag off of my head and cut the tie around my wrists. The room was larger than my cell, but just as white. I scanned around the space, looking for the glistening of a camera lens, but there were no cameras as far as I could tell.

The man in the hazmat suit was staring at me. He had a pen in one hand and a clipboard in the other. “I’m going to ask you a series of questions,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said.

He looked down his list of questions. “Are you a male or a female?” he asked.

The question took me by surprise. I felt a lump forming in my throat. I smiled awkwardly, unsure of how to answer. It was surely some sort of medical survey, so I couldn’t lie, but I hated to admit that I’d been dolled up for days for no real reason. “I’m, uh, a guy, technically.”

“Technically?” he said.

I cleared my throat. “I’m male. I have a penis.”

The man looked at me for a long moment before nodding his head and moving onto the next question. “How long have you been wearing women’s clothes?” the man asked.

“These clothes?” I asked.

He looked up at me. I could see my own reflection in his mirror face mask. “In general.”

“Well, I was originally barricaded in that lingerie store,” I said. “But I wasn’t there to buy lingerie! I was there switching out a toilet. And then my friend lit my clothes on fire, so I had nothing to wear besides lingerie.”

He nodded his head. I couldn’t see his face, but I could tell that he didn’t fully believe me. “And before you were locked in that store, you never tried on women’s clothes?”

“No,” I said. And then I realized I was still talking with my girly voice. Why wouldn’t my normal voice come back? Was this my natural voice now? I cleared my throat. “I’m just wearing this because it’s all I have.” But still, my voice came out in a feminine way.

“Right,” he said. “And what about the makeup?”

I felt my face becoming hot. “I’m sorry—what does this have to do with the virus going around?”

“Just answer the question, ma’am,” he said. I wasn’t sure how to feel about the ‘ma’am’ he dropped, right after I told him that I was a male.

“Well, I originally put it on because I lost a bet.”

“And that’s why you’re wearing it now?” he asked, staring at me. I couldn’t see his face, but I could imagine his unimpressed expression.

“Yes,” I decided to say. It was easier than telling the truth. He nodded his head slowly.

“And have you been with a man?” he asked.

My skin became cold. I had to think about it. “N—No,” I said, too embarrassed to admit that I’d been with Rachael, who was really Rich—or that I’d allowed Ben to suck my cock while he was dolled up.

“It’s an important question, ma’am. Have you been with a man?”

I had to bite my tongue. He was right: it probably was an important question. This was a medical survey. My humility had no place in any of my answers. “Okay, I guess I’ve been with men—but they were very convincing.”

“Were they dressed up, the way you’re currently dressed up?”

“I mean, not exactly like this,” I said. I could see my red face in the reflection of his visor.

“Right..” he said, making a note. “These were the others you were trapped with, in the store?”

“That’s right,” I said awkwardly. My voice was starting to break. I couldn’t produce much volume. I was so embarrassed, admitting to all of the degeneracy. But at least I was alive. At least I was in the care of medical professionals; at least I was pretty sure that they were medical professionals.

“In the past week, have you had cross-dressing fantasies? Have you fantasized about being with men?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I suppose so,” I said.

“And do you plan to keep cross-dressing once released from quarantine?” he asked. He was looking at me now. A warm surge of hope flowed through me. Did he just allude to my release? Was I going to be discharged? Was this some sort of exit survey?

“Can I go home after this?” I asked.

“Answer the question, please.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand what this survey has to do with anything,” I said. “I’m not attracted to men, okay? We just got really bored in that store. They brought me here like this, and I’ve been too embarrassed to ask for male clothes. I get that you don’t believe me, but it’s true.”

“You aren’t attracted to men?” he asked.

“That’s right,” I said.

“So when you were playing with the provided sex toys, were you thinking about women?” he asked.

And then my heart floundered into my stomach, which groaned loudly. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. “A—Are you wearing that hazmat suit because I’m infected?” I asked. “I mean, if my test came back negative, then shouldn’t you be okay to take off the suit?”

“You tested positive for the mirandavirus,” he said. “Our test puts you thirty-three days into your infection. You’re no longer contagious, according to our data. But you are infected, so we have to be careful. And you’re providing us with an opportunity to study this virus better. So please, answer the questions as honestly as you can.”

“I—I’m infected? Thirty-two days? That’s longer than I’ve been locked up,” I said. “That’s almost two weeks before I got locked in that store. I was never sick. There must be some sort of mistake.”

“There’s no mistake.”

“I never had a cough. Well—I had an itchy throat, and then I fainted, but I think that was just anxiety.”

“There are two sets of symptoms: the A-set and the B-set. The B-set is more rare, but you seem to be in that category.”

“The B-set?” I said.

He nodded his head. “The A-set is more like a typical flu, but more severe: coughing, pneumonia, body aches, and so on. The B-set symptoms seem to be mostly in the brain, affecting the patient’s neurology.”

“My neurology?” I asked.

And again, he nodded his head. “Studying patients with the B-set of symptoms is difficult, because, like yourself, people are embarrassed, and dishonest. That’s why it’s important for you to answer the questions. Are you a homosexual?”

I shook my head. “No. I like girls,” I said.

He took a deep breath. Then he put his clipboard down. “Let me start by telling you that I went through a ten-step cleaning process before arriving at your room,” he said. Then he reached down for the bottom of his hazmat suit. He grabbed a zipper and pulled it up, exposing a hole in his suit at his crotch. He reached in and fished out his long, flaccid penis. I felt my skin turning white.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

Then he grabbed a condom from the table, which I hadn’t noticed until that moment. He took it out from its wrapper and then he began to stroke his cock, getting himself hard.

“Seriously. What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s part of the test,” he said. “I need to know if you’re answering the question honestly. Please slide out the box under the table.”

I looked down. There was a box at my feet. I pulled it out and opened it up. It was filled with lingerie and high heels and different wigs. “What’s all this?” I asked.

“You can put on whatever you want. Then I will give you the option of sucking my erect penis, or allowing me to penetrate you.” He said it with a chillingly monotone voice.

“P—Penetrate me?” I said.

“That’s correct.”

I looked at his cock, which was now half erect. My heart was pounding viciously and my mind was spinning in fast circles. What scared me more than anything was the sudden desire I had to put on the pair of black heels that was on the top of the pile, along with the black satin one-piece, which would have hugged my curves perfectly. I would have looked so hot in the outfit, down on my knees, sucking his long cock. I knew that I could make him come quickly. I could make him moan and beg for more. Or maybe he would make me beg.

I shook my head. What was going through my brain? Where were these thoughts coming from? I reached down and grabbed the heels. I ran my fingertips down the long, slick heel. Then I felt the little straps that were meant to go around my ankles. The heels were so cute. How could I resist? I reached down and slipped them onto my feet. My heart swelled with a curious joy, and then a tingle began to please my crotch. A whimper escaped my lips.

Maybe I really was infected. Maybe the mirandavirus was making me do things that I didn’t actually want to do. I picked up a piece of adorable lingerie. I pulled it against my face and smelled the lingering smell of some woman’s amazing perfume. I needed to have the outfit on my body, so I got undressed quickly and pulled the lingerie on. It was tight but soft, hugging me in all the right places. Oh God, it was so perfect. I didn’t want to take it off. I ran my hands down my own sides, feeling my own bum, and then I noticed the hole between my butt cheeks: a hole that was purposely designed for anal sex. I bit my bottom lip gently, suddenly overwhelmed with a pulsing taboo excitement. Then I looked up and saw the stiff erection coming out from the hazmat suit. He was ready for me. He wanted me to suck him.

So I stood up and walked forward. I dropped to my knees and looked up at his tall masterpiece of a cock. It was clad with a condom, but I could still see all the mesmerizing contours and bulges of every vein and muscular ridge. My mind was now flashing, crowded with voices begging me to stop and begging me to grab the cock and suck the cum out of it. I reached forward and saw that my hand was shaking violently. I took a deep breath, but it didn’t stop the trembling. The man was looking down at me through his reflective visor, waiting for me to go ahead. And there I was in that reflection, dolled up and gorgeous in those heels and that lingerie. I couldn’t help myself: I had to do it. I grabbed his cock, squeezed it firmly, and brought it to my lips. I began sucking. His shaft tensed up in my mouth. It fluttered and then his body seemed to relax. He liked it. He liked having his cock sucked by a pretty tranny.

And I loved sucking him while wearing heels. I felt like the perfect slut: so irresistible. I bobbed my head back and forth, forcing his tip down the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop. I kept sucking until I heard a slight moan from inside of his hazmat suit. I looked up at him and smiled. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. “Are you attracted to boys?” I asked with a little giggle. I was starting to relax. I could feel the confidence swelling up inside of me. “Maybe you’re infected.”

“I’m not infected,” he said with his clinical voice, which broke slightly as I gently licked the bottom of his tip. I liked when he was looking down at me because I could see what he was seeing in the reflection of his visor: a hottie sucking a big, thick cock.

I sucked until his legs were trembling, then I stood up, turned around, and bent over the table. He came up behind me, putting his gloved hands on my sides. He slid those hands up and I could feel his fingers through the white fabric of his suit. He was trying to feel my body. Then he leaned forward and said, “You’re the hottest of all our patients here.”

I smiled and bit down on my lip. Was it just pillow talk or was it true? I looked back at him with my smile, trying to create a mental image of what he could look like. Then I felt his warm, wet cock slide up against the hole in my lingerie. I gasped, ready to feel a real cock inside of my body—not just a plastic toy, not some piece of Robo-Man. I wanted to reach back and yank off his stupid condom. I wanted to feel everything: every thick vein and every bit of cum that I was going to squeeze out of him.

I wiggled my bum and he groaned. Then he began to push into me. Now I knew how to take a cock; I knew how to resist the urge to clench and I knew how to bend my body so that the cock would slide in perfectly. And sure enough, he slid deep into my body, pushing far through my lower tract. Once he was nice and deep, I clenched, hugging his shaft, trying to feel as much of him as I could. He ran his hands up and down my sides again before he started to thrust in and out of me.

I fell forward on the table. That real cock was so much better than all of the toys, and the robotic Robo-Man. I could feel his foreskin sliding back and forth. I could feel his veins throbbing. He was warm and alive, and his cock was rock-hard because he was aroused for me. I spread my legs slightly so he could get further into me. I groaned as he picked up speed. “Please don’t stop!” I begged. He was holding my hips firmly now, pounding me violently. My whole body trembled. My own cock was erect and throbbing and on the verge of ejaculating. “Oh God, it feels so fucking good!”

He was groaning and grunting with each penetration. I loved the way his whole shaft slid in and out, massaging every part of my asshole. I was convulsing all over, overwhelmed with intense pleasure. My eyes were just starting to roll into the back of my head when I came, and he came too. He slammed forward, pressing his pelvis hard into my butt and he ripped straight through his condom. I felt his bare tip escaping as warm cum blasted out. I gasped, clenching hard, wanting all of it inside of me.

“Shit,” he muttered, aware of the broken condom. But it must have felt too good; he didn’t pull out. He allowed himself to ejaculate fully inside of me before slowly pulling his long cock out from my asshole. He made me reach in with two fingers to pull out the broken condom, which was now soaked with his sticky cum.

He quickly put his cock away and started buzzing around the room. “I should, uh, get this survey back to, uh, my boss.”

“Don’t you have any more questions?” I asked, batting my eyelashes.

“No, I think you answered them all. Someone will come and take you back to your cell,” he said. He was probably supposed to tie me back up and take me to my cell himself. He buzzed around the room some more, grabbing a few things, and then he left, not even closing the door properly behind him. He must have been terrified that he was now infected. I knew that feeling well: that uncertainty and terror. It’s easy to forget important things when you’re flustered and afraid like that.

I found myself staring at that open door. I thought about running, but then I remembered that I was infected with the virus. I couldn’t just leave and infect a bunch of other people. Though would I really be infecting anyone if I went straight from that facility to my house? The man did say that I was no longer contagious, after all—though he didn’t seem so sure of that as he ran out of the room, trembling all over.

I looked to my side and saw that he left a clipboard behind. It was his questionnaire. He must have put it down and forgotten to pick it up. I saw my name written at the top of the page, and next to my name, written in red letters, was, ‘KEEP INDEFINITELY FOR STUDY PURPOSES’. It took me a moment to wrap my head around the red-lettered note. Keep indefinitely? Did they not want me to go home? Were they going to study me forever? Were these symptoms permanent? My heart began to race faster than ever. I was suddenly overwhelmed by that faint feeling.

I flipped the page and saw another note in red letters: ‘JARED TESTED POSITIVE FOR THE B-STRAIN OF THE MIRANDAVIRUS.’ The B-strain? The man had told me that I had B-symptoms, but he didn’t say anything about a B-strain. Was I infected with a whole different illness than what was making people die on the streets? Was I only contagious with this so-called B-strain—an illness that gave men peculiar sissy desires?

I looked back at that open door. Maybe I did need to run. Maybe this was my only chance to escape a terrible life as a guinea pig. I didn’t want to be a test subject. I didn’t want to spend another week locked in that white cell, never mind the rest of my life!

I kicked off my heels and I went to the open door. I carefully pushed it and then I peeked out, looking both ways, unsure which would lead me to an exit. There were no signs on the walls, and no arrows on the floor. My left was identical to my right, and I still didn’t know if that elevator went up or down, so all I could do was gamble. I started down the hallway, moving quickly. I reached the end of the path, and now I had two more identical options: left or right. I went right. My heart throttled against my ribcage. I reached another hallway ending and another pair of options. This time I went left, and now I wasn’t even sure how to get back to where I started.

I was suddenly lightheaded. My heart was quickly descending into my stomach. I couldn’t lose hope. I couldn’t stay in that facility forever. I couldn’t allow them to make me into their guinea pig. So I turned another corner, and then another, and then I spotted an elevator. I quickly mashed the button and then looked around while I waited for the elevator to come for me. “Come on, come on,” I mumbled. I was squirming. I closed my eyes in an attempt to calm myself down. Then the elevator dinged and the door opened. I ran in and looked at my options. I nearly pressed ‘1’ and then I noticed ‘M’, and then I noticed ‘G’, and then I noticed ‘L’. Which one would take me to an exit? Was ‘1’ the first floor? Was ‘M’ the main floor? Was ‘G’ the ground floor? Was ‘L’ the lobby? I decided to go with M. I knew I didn’t have much time before they came to stop me. I knew that it was just a matter of time before they realized I was trying to escape. I didn’t have time to try out all the different options—I just had to hope for the best.

The elevator hummed for a long moment before the doors slowly peeled open. Standing in front of me now were two men in white suits. They stared at me curiously while I stood, frozen in place. I didn’t think to look up at the little screen to see which floor I was on; I had no idea if the elevator even made it to ‘M’ or if this was just a stop on the way, but I needed to act. I pushed by the men and started running down the hallway. I could feel them pursuing me, but I didn’t look back—I was too afraid to look back.

The floor was the same as the one I was originally stuck on: long hallways, lots of locked doors, and the hum of fluorescent overhead lighting. I turned a number of corners and found myself unable to remember my way back to the elevator. I finally gathered the courage to look back, to see if anyone was chasing me, but no one was there. Surely those two men had alerted security. Surely it was just a matter of time before they came for me.

“She’s here somewhere!” I heard a voice shout. My heart flew up into my throat. I perked up and spun around, trying to locate the voice. Now I could hear footsteps as well. I needed to act! I needed to find an exit, and fast. I grabbed a door handle and pushed, and amazingly the door flew open. I ran inside and closed the door firmly behind me. I pressed my back to the cool metal door and took a deep breath, and then I noticed the wall of television screens in front of me.

There must have been forty screens, all showing feeds from different white cells, just like the one I was trapped inside of. On the desk before the screens was a name plate: ‘P. SELLERS, HEAD OF SECURITY’. And where was P. Sellers now? Out looking for me?

“Did she go down the stairs?” a distant voice called out from the other side of the door. The footsteps were getting closer now. I rushed over to the door and looked around. There was a heavy file cabinet a few feet away. I used all of my strength to push the cabinet, groaning as it slowly slid to block the heavy metal door. Now I was quarantining myself.

“We need to lock the facility down. We can’t let her get out!” a nearby man said on the other side of the door.

“I’m on it,” a deep voice said. And then someone tried to open the door, making the heavy file cabinet rattle. I froze for a moment. “Is it locked?” the man said on the other side.

“Let me see,” said another voice. The door handle turned and the door bumped the file cabinet. “Something’s blocking it.”

I sprung into action, pushing another file cabinet in front of the door, and then the office chair and the garbage can: whatever I could find. But blocking myself in wasn’t going to do me any good, seeing as there wasn’t any other exit. “Shit,” I mumbled. I knew that I was caught. I knew that my escape attempt was over. Sadly, I wasn’t able to find the exit—probably not even the floor the exit was on.

Maybe life in the facility wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe they would continue to drop off entertainment boxes with Game Boys and magazines and sex toys. Maybe they would continue to provide me with sexy outfits, and maybe I could seduce another staff member or two to add a little bit of spice to my life. I did like getting dolled up, and they seemed to be perfectly okay with that.

But I certainly would have preferred to get dolled up at my house, with the freedom to go out and do whatever the hell I wanted to do. I liked the idea of being able to go online to buy whatever outfits I wanted to buy—not just being limited to whatever the facility had to offer. I could buy my own sex toys and have a whole world of men to seduce—and women too. Sure, maybe life in the facility wouldn’t be as bad as life in some Vietnamese war camp, but it certainly couldn’t beat freedom.

“Open up! We know you’re in there!” a man shouted before bodychecking the door, making my whole barricade rattle.

I looked back at the wall of screens. There were girls in all of the cells—at least they looked like girls until I looked closer. They were like me: men who had been sissified by the mirandavirus. That virus put strange desires into their heads, and now they were looking forward to a lifetime of poking and prodding and surveys and lousy entertainment boxes. In fact, I could see a few entertainment boxes on a few of the screens. One of the girly boys was reading a magazine. A few were sleeping. Some were playing with old Game Boys. On the top left screen, a girly boy was bouncing up and down on a slick dildo. Some looked happy, most looked bored, and a few appeared to be in tears, probably realizing this wasn’t just a short quarantine period.

“Open this door! You aren’t authorized to be in there! Turn yourself in immediately or be prepared to face the consequences!” They were shouting at me like I was an inmate, as if I’d committed some sort of crime. But it was them committing a crime, stripping me of my freedoms with no just cause.

I looked down at a large panel of buttons. Most of the buttons were for toggling microphones on and off, so the security guards could listen in on the cells. There were volume knobs and light dimmers for the rooms. And then there was a red button beneath the label ‘OVERRIDE LOCK SYSTEMS: EMERGENCY USE ONLY’. I pressed the button and then watched on the screens as all of the girly boys reacted. Even the sleeping ones woke up to look at their doors, which were now slightly ajar.

It wasn’t just the cell locks. The hallways doors were also now opened. A few of the girls stood up and walked over to their doors. Some peeked out, some kept their distance, and a few walked out into the hallway.

“She disabled the locks!” a voice shouted out from the hallway.

“What do you mean?”

“All of the locks! They’re all disabled!”

“What about the patients?”

“Someone go up and stop the patients from leaving!”

“I don’t have a suit on.”

“Fuck the suit. We need to stop them from leaving.”

“I’m not doing it. I’m not getting infected!”

Now the men outside the door were fighting with one another and no longer trying to bash into the security office. I caught myself smirking, feeling like I was accomplishing something, even though I was still barricaded in that room.

“Then go put a fucking hazmat suit on and go stop those girls from leaving!”

To my left was a big map of the facility. I stared at it for a moment, trying to locate the exit. There were three exits, all on the M (main) floor that I’d been trying to get to. Each floor had an emergency staircase.

I looked at the hallway feed on the patient floor. A dozen girls were now aimlessly wandering, looking all around, trying to figure out what was happening. I looked back down at my panel. There were many buttons with labels I didn’t understand, but there was a yellow button which was simply labeled ‘INTERCOM’. I held it down. All of the girly boys suddenly looked up towards the ceiling as a chiming was audible from the hallway.

“Hello?” I said softly, and then I heard my voice returning to me from the hallway. “Can you hear me?”

The girls continued to stare up. I looked back at my barricade, which was now being bodychecked again by the men trying to stop me. I had to act quickly. That barricade wouldn’t last forever. “If you can hear me,” I continued. “Head down the hall, to your left—no, your other left. Girl in the red lingerie—you’re headed in the right direction. Everyone follow her! The exit is that way!” It was difficult to guide them using only that intercom and the CCTV feeds. “Okay good, now take a left, go to the end of the hall, and, uh, take a right. There should be a door in front of you. Yeah, that one! It’s a stairwell. It should lead to an emergency exit. Take it!”

“Stop!” a man shouted as he bashed the security room door.

“Why is nobody stopping those girls! Somebody stop them!” another man shouted. But they weren’t acting quickly enough. Now all of the girls were out from their cells, and I was doing my best to guide them all to the emergency stairwell.

I scanned the wall of screens and then I spotted the hallway outside of that security room. I could see three men taking turns bodychecking the door with heavy thuds.

“I don’t want to get sick,” one of the men said.

“This isn’t about you!” said another. “You need to go stop those girls from leaving here, or we’ll have a real problem on our hands. Half the world will end up with that sissy virus. Is that what you want?”

“Um, no, I just don’t want to get infected,” said the meeker of the men.

“Too bad! Go!” The man gave his co-worker a shove. The co-worker ran off in a measly attempt to stop the t-girls from leaving the facility, even though a few of them had already reached the emergency exit. A few girls were already tasting freedom while the staff members fumbled into their hazmat suits on another floor.

I caught myself smirking again, and then I came to a frightening realization. With all those girls gone, there was only me left, and now they had a good reason to treat me like garbage. They would no longer be nice to me, but they would make sure to get whatever they wanted from me, seeing as I was no their only test subject.

I looked at the map again. I could see that I wasn’t far from that staircase where the other girls were currently making their escape. I just needed to get by two men and I would be free.

Suddenly, the heavy cabinets came down with a loud bang. The door flew open and the two men rushed in. They stopped in front of the doorway. “Go and turn the locks back on,” one man said to the other. I stepped back, blocking the panel with my body. The men wouldn’t come any closer. “Well? Go turn the locks back on!”

“You do it,” the shorter, thinner man said.

“I’m giving you an order!” said the older, bossier man.

But still, the first man didn’t move. They were too afraid to come near me, too afraid to become infected with the mirandavirus. And it was in that moment that I realized I could simply walk by them and head for the exit: they weren’t going to stop me as long as they weren’t wearing protective gear. I looked up at the screen and saw the other men, nearly clad in their hazmat suits. I just had to leave before they came down to me. I looked at the other screen on that top floor where all the girlified patients had been kept. Now there were only a few stragglers making their way to the staircase: the ones that had been asleep and slow to wake up. I pressed the intercom button. “Hurry up!” I yelled. “They’re on their way towards you now! You need to get out before it’s too late!” The girls looked up at the ceiling where my voice was coming from, and then they started to run.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” the brooding boss man asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What are you so afraid of?” I asked. “It’s just the B-strain, right. It’s not like it can hurt you.”

“It’s not natural,” he said. “It’s an illness, and if you all leave and rat us out, we won’t be able to come up with a cure in time. Because of you, there won’t be a cure. Do you understand?”

“And what’s so bad about that?” I asked. My heart was pounding quickly, rattling against my chest, trying to burst out.

He opened his mouth to respond, stuttered, and then he said to his employee, “Go turn the locks back on. Stop the last few girls from leaving.”

I turned around and coughed on the red button. Then I stepped away from the panel. “Go ahead. Turn the locks on,” I said. But now, even with some space, the men weren’t going near the panel. They didn’t want to become infected. I took a step towards them. They both stepped back. The boss backed into the wall and then gasped before jumping to the side. No, they weren’t afraid of me, they were afraid of what they might end up enjoying. They were afraid of discovering that they had a feminine side. Because that virus didn’t just create femininity in me—it only created urges. It’s not like the virus taught me how to do my hair and makeup. It didn’t teach me how to pick out an outfit, and it wasn’t changing my voice or my mannerisms—I was doing all of that myself. The virus only created urges, and maybe they were urges that I’d been suppressing for a long time, that everyone suppresses from time to time.

I took another step towards the door, getting closer to the men. They both recoiled in terror. In a way, I felt bad for them. Their fear was holding them back, forcing them to waste so much time and effort. Couldn’t they see that we were all happy? When they looked at those monitors to watch us getting dolled up, couldn’t they see us smiling? Didn’t they want to feel that joy too?

I thought about coughing on the men, but I didn’t want to force anything on them. Maybe the virus would get to them sooner or later, or maybe they would just resist it forever. Maybe that was just up to them in the end.

I slipped through the door. I knew the emergency exit was close. I just had to reach that door before they engaged the locks again. I ran. I looked back and saw three men in hazmat suits chasing after me. “One of you get in here and enable the locks! Quickly!” said the boss, who was now leaning out into the hallway. So I ran faster, and I reached that door before the metal doors all hummed and the locks reengaged. I was in the stairwell and I could see the glow of sunlight just a couple of floors down. A giggle slipped out from my lips. I carefully ran down the steps. Once I reached the bottom floor, I heard a door above me swing open. “You’re making a big mistake!” a voice yelled down at me. But I didn’t listen. Instead, I ran out that door and into the world.

It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the sunlight. I wasn’t used to sunlight. It had been many days since I’d seen it, and even then I only saw it for a couple of minutes. Once my vision had corrected itself, I could see a white bus filled with girly boys waving at me. “Hurry up!” one of them yelled. “Get on!” I ran towards them. One of the girls helped to pull me onto the bus before shutting the door. It was only a second later when the bus started moving. Hazmat clad employees began pouring out from the large concrete facility. They were waving their arms, yelling at us to stop. They wanted to keep us as their guinea pigs, but we weren’t sticking around.

I waved at them with a smile. Then I giggled. Some of the other girls giggled. I heard one of them say, “We’re free!” A powerful wave of relief washed over me.

“Jared!” a voice called from the back of the bus. I looked back and saw Ben, looking at me with bright, joyful eyes. “You made it!” She was beautiful: dolled up in a cute cocktail dress, with dark liner around her eyes. Next to her was Rachael, looking sexier and more confident than ever. She smiled and waved at me. “Was that you on the intercom?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Way to go!” One of the girls gave me a firm pat on the back. It was a peculiar feeling, with so many girls smiling in my direction. I wasn’t used to feeling so loved and accepted. They didn’t seem to care that I was dolled up like a sissy. Sure, they were all dolled up as well, but no one was looking at anyone else with any disdain or embarrassment. We were truly free.

“Think they’ll come looking for us?” one of the girls asked.

Then I remembered the man in the hazmat suit, whose condom broke when he was fucking me. It was only a matter of time before he spread the virus to all the other men in the facility. The virus was, after all, contagious for many days before the symptoms started up. Maybe they would come looking for us, but it was only a matter of time before they were just like us. And was that really such a bad thing?

“We’re not quarantined anymore!” one of the girls said with a big, warm smile. I looked out the window at the world, which I hadn’t seen in so long. Everything was so vibrant. Everyone was so happy. It seemed like there were new experiences waiting around every corner. It truly was the dawn of a new age.

THE END


TRANS FANTASY

It’s Valentine’s Day when everything falls apart for Lester. His nightmare begins when he comes home early to catch his longtime girlfriend in bed with another man. And the nightmare continues when a team of lawyers force him to pay half of his salary to the girl who broke his heart.

Defeated and desperate, Lester discovers a charismatic YouTuber, Matt Glazer, who claims to have the answers to all of Lester’s problems. After a rare in-person encounter with Matt, Lester finds himself inspired. “Do you want to really know all of the secrets to life?” Matt asks, and of course Lester says yes. A week later, Lester finds himself being pulled out of bed and forced into a vehicle with a bag over his head.

It’s a long drive to the strange forested commune where Lester will spend the next couple of weeks learning how to truly be happy. The girls at the compound and free-spirited and beautiful, and maybe of them seem to have big secrets tucked away under their cute white robes.


CHAPTER I

The rain was coming down hard. It was a real nuisance but it was about to be the least of my problems.

I had to run from my car, holding an old newspaper over my head. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue as I reached for the door to that adult store, which I’d driven by many times but never dared to go inside. I’d seen people going in and out before, from the safety of my car; I always chuckled and wondered who they were, and what they were doing shopping at a porn shop in the middle of the day. They were always men, always sheepish, always clutching their nondescript bags as if we all didn’t know what they had. Now, I was one of them.

It was Valentine’s Day, and it wasn’t until the very end of that workday that I realized it. “Why are you still working, Les?” my boss asked me.

I looked up at the clock. “Because it’s only 3:00 PM,” I said.

He laughed. “But it’s Valentine’s Day—remember? Didn’t you get the memo? Shortened hours.”

My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. It was Valentine’s Day and I had nothing for my girlfriend. I grabbed my coat and rushed over to the flower shop, but they were closed. The sign on the door said, “Sold out! Sorry!” So I rushed down to the jewelry shop just down the road, but it was closed for renovations. I started panicking, trying to figure out what I was going to surprise Greta with, but I couldn’t think of anything. What did she want? What didn’t she have? As I tried to think, I could only remember her telling me that she wished our relationship had more ‘spice’. That was the word she used: ‘spice’. “But we have sex all the time,” I said to her.

She rolled her eyes. “Sure. The same boring missionary sex, every Friday. Lucky me.” She said it in her usual sarcastic tone of voice, so I never really thought that she was serious. But now I could see that adult store just a block away and I needed to go home with something. So I awkwardly ran over as the rain started to come down in violent sheets. I closed the door quickly behind me, so that the rain wouldn’t flood the small sex shop. Then I looked up and saw an older woman staring at me.

She was wearing a lingerie dress, which was sheer enough that I could see her nipples. I tried not to look, worried I would offend her. Was it her work uniform? Did she like standing around practically naked all daylong? She smiled at me and I looked away quickly. I wanted to make my visit as short as possible. And I didn’t want anyone thinking that I was a creep—not even her.

So I brushed through the shop, quickly scanning isles, trying not to lock onto any pictures of naked women for too long. I could feel the older woman watching me, still with that little smile on her face. Once I reached the back wall, which was covered by a wall of various sex toys, the woman spoke. “You looking for yourself, or for your lady?” she asked. “Or maybe your man?”

“I’m straight,” I said firmly. “And it’s for my wife.” Greta wasn’t my wife. We weren’t even engaged. But I figured it would sound more believable if I went with wife.

The woman didn’t respond. I was overwhelmed with options: dildos and vibrators and board games and movies and lingerie and fleshlights and devices that looked like they belonged on alien spaceships. My heart started pounding. I was way out of my element. I wasn’t used to seeing sex devices. I was surrounded by pictures of women having orgasms, and pictures of gigantic erect cocks. Playing on a TV screen just to my left was a disgusting scene with three men coming on a woman’s face at the same time; I tried my best not to look, but it was hard not to look, especially because I couldn’t figure out if the giant dicks were real or prosthetics. Do they use prosthetic cocks in porn?

I was raised mormon. We weren’t allowed to have pictures of sexy women in our house, never mind pornography. The only Internet we had was hooked up to my father’s desktop computer, which was in a locked room next to my parents’ bedroom. I didn’t lose my virginity until I was twenty-four, and I lost it to Greta. Now, six years later, she was the only girl I’d ever been with, and we’d only ever experimented a tiny bit.

For the first time ever, just one week before that rainy day, we tried doggy style. Greta brought up that lack of spice again, so I decided to prove to her that I wasn’t a square. I rolled her over just before I stuck it into her. “Get up on your knees,” I said. She giggled.

“What’s up with you?” she asked.

Then I grabbed her hair, which she usually kept in a single long braid. I pulled her head back and she moaned. I paused for a moment, surprised to get a positive reaction before I’d even penetrated her. I looked down at her round bum and her plump pussy. She was swaying gently, inviting me inside of her. But now I was nervous. Something about it seemed all wrong. I didn’t like pulling her hair. I didn’t like taking her from behind; somehow it didn’t feel consensual.

“Fuck me,” she said, even though she knew that ‘dirty talk’ made me uncomfortable. But I bit my tongue and tried not to say anything. I didn’t want to put her out of the mood. So I took the tip of my cock and I pressed it against her pussy. She moaned again. Then I let go of my hair. “No,” she said. “Don’t let go. Pull my hair.”

I grabbed her braid again, but I wasn’t able to pull it. It just didn’t feel right.

“Pull it, Lester,” she said.

“I can’t. I’m sorry,” I said. I don’t know why I couldn’t do it—it just seemed too weird.

She sighed. “Fine. Just fuck me then,” she said.

I closed my eyes and bit my tongue. “Maybe just don’t be so foul. Give me a second.”

My parents always told me that sex was for making babies. It was already hard enough not to think of my parents when it came time to have sex. My parents thought that Greta lived in her own apartment—they had no idea we lived together and they had no idea that we weren’t virgins. They would have disowned me had they found out that Greta had sexual partners before me. So for me, protected missionary sex was a big deal. For me, it didn’t need any more spice.

But I wanted to make Greta happy. I pushed my cock into her. The angle was a bit weird and uncomfortable, but she liked it. She moaned and curled her fingers into the bed sheets. She started to push her bum back, apparently not patient enough to wait for me. I carefully put my hands on her hips and watched as she bounced on my crotch. She was warmer and wetter than usual. She liked it from behind. She’d asked me many times to try doggy style, and now she was finally getting it.

“Fuck, that feels so fucking good,” she said.

I closed my eyes and the image of my mormon father came into my head. So I pulled out and jumped off the bed. “I’m sorry,” I said. I took a deep breath. “Just roll onto your back.”

“Les, c’mon. Are you serious?” she said.

“I’m sorry. It’s just—it’s weird. Roll onto your back. It’ll feel good. I promise.”

She closed her eyes and sighed before reluctantly turning onto her back. It took a few minutes, but I was able to get back into the mood.

And now, standing in that adult store, I knew that my purchase would come with a commitment. I couldn’t just buy some lingerie and a sex toy and then bail like I did when it came to doggy style. If I was going to buy a sexy board game, then I had to play it with her. If I was going to buy her a lacy piece of lingerie, then I was going to have to let her wear it without bringing up the church. If she wanted spice, then maybe it was time to give it to her.

I bought three things at that store: a vibrating dildo, a lacy one-piece (that came with fishnet stockings), and a dice game that seemed straightforward enough. I wasn't too fond of the pink bag the woman gave me, but at least I now had something to take home to Greta on Valentine’s Day. And it was still only 4:00 PM. I was still going to be home two hours early to surprise her.

And I certainly was going to surprise her.

My plan was to set everything up in the bedroom, which meant sneaking that pink bag into the house without her noticing. I would lay out the lingerie, place the dice on the edge of the bed, and rest the dildo on the pillow. Maybe I could light a candle or two to set the mood. Then, I would leave it all and pretend like I forgot it was Valentine’s Day. I would find a way to coax Greta into the bedroom, and then bam: surprise!

So I pulled up in the alley, instead of parking out front where I normally parked. I carefully opened the back door, into the kitchen. The house was quiet. Was Greta out? I tiptoed through the house to the staircase. The house was completely silent—she must have been out shopping, or maybe grabbing a coffee with friends.

I went up the stairs and reached for the bedroom doorknob. Then I paused. I could now hear something: a repetitive thumping. I brought my ear close to the door and listened carefully. There was definitely a thumping, and a slapping too. And after a moment, there was a feminine moaning, paired with a single masculine grunt. I slowly twisted the doorknob and pushed the door open a crack: just enough to see inside.

I became instantly frozen with horror. My girlfriend was on her hands and knees, naked, breasts hanging down and bouncing back and forth while an older, naked man stood behind her on his knees. He was thrusting into her, pulling his thick, long cock all the way back before plunging it deep into her body. He pulled out for a moment, just to tease her with his bulbous tip. He wasn’t wearing a condom; in five years, I’d never fucked Greta without a condom.

I wanted to say something, to make my presence known, but the fear was too powerful. I could hardly make my lips quiver. I suddenly had no feeling in my legs or arms, but somehow I wasn’t falling to the ground. And they had no idea I was standing there, watching everything, listening to everything.

When the man’s cock pulled out from Greta’s pussy, her tight lips would hug his shaft, pulling outwards like a suction cup. Then he would slam down and she would moan loudly. The man pounded my girlfriend’s cunt for thirty long seconds and then he pulled out suddenly. He pressed his tip against her asshole. “Oh my God,” Greta moaned. “Do it. Fuck my little asshole.”

He began to push in. She screamed as his massive girth stretched her asshole.

Who was this man? How long had this been going on for? Was this the first time they’d gone at it? Did it make a difference?

I was watching the end of my relationship with Greta: the only relationship I’d ever had and the only relationship I ever thought that I would have. I always assumed we would get married. I always assumed that we would have a family together and grow old together. But now, I couldn’t muster up that old fantasy. I couldn’t see a relationship beyond that moment. As soon as she turned around and saw me standing there, our five-year-relationship was over.

The man pushed his thick cock into her asshole. She groaned and tilted her head back. “Holy fuck, that feels so fucking good!” she said. The man grabbed her long braid and pulled it, making her head tilt back even more. She laughed and moaned and he grunted as he began to pump her tush. “Pull it harder,” she said.

He really yanked her hair. It looked painful; she even winced and her face turned red. But she seemed to like it. Was this the kind of spice that she was looking for? Was this what I was failing to give to her? Anal sex, from behind, with hair pulling and ass slapping. It was all too much. It was an overwhelming sight: it would have been enough to give my mother a stroke.

He tugged her braid again, making her head tilt back even more. She opened her eyes with a chuckle and then her gaze fell upon me. The redness suddenly flushed from her cheeks and she was left pale-faced. “Mark, stop,” she said.

The man just laughed.

“I’m serious. Stop,” she said. Then Mark looked back and he froze with his cock deep in my girlfriend’s asshole. They both stared at me and I just stared back.

“What the fuck are you doing there, dude?” the man asked.

“That’s my girlfriend. That’s my Greta,” I said.

“Have you just been watching us?” he said with a disgusted look on his face, as if I was the one who did something wrong.

“I—uh—I just got here,” I said. My voice was hardly a whimper. Why did I feel like I needed to defend myself? Why did they look so angry with me?

“Well get out of here!” Mark said.

But I remained still. Greta jumped up to her feet. Her inner thighs were wet with her own warm juice. She reached down and quickly pulled up a pair of panties. “Why are you home so early?” she said with a shockingly angry tone of voice.

“I just… I got off work early. I wanted to surprise you. Who is this guy? What’s happening?”

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Sorry, Les. It’s nothing personal. You don’t meet my needs. It’s not like you didn’t know that—don’t look so shocked. For years, I’ve been asking you to spice things up. You can’t be mad at me for satisfying my needs.”

“I can’t?” I said. My mind was spinning so fast that I didn’t even know what was right from wrong. Was she right? Did I not have the right to be angry? Was in somehow in the wrong? Was this all my fault because I couldn’t give her what she wanted? “You—You’re cheating on me.”

“Hardly,” she said. “It’s just sex. I’m basically doing you a favor. I get what I want and you get to keep me and the boring sex life you seem to love so much.”

“It’s not boring,” I said. “I don’t understand. Why?”

“Why what, Les?” she said. Now Mark was standing up. His enormous cock was dangling, still half erect. He was looking around the floor for his undies. Then he walked towards me, making me recoil.

“Excuse me,” he said, brushing by me. His giant cock brushed my leg as he passed. Thank God I was wearing jeans. He bent over and picked up a pair of underwear that was left in the hallway. It wasn’t until that moment that I noticed Greta’s bra was also abandoned in the hallway, where the act must have started.

“Try not to take it so personally, Lester,” Greta said as she pulled a clean shirt over her perky, braless tits. It was the last time I saw those tits.

“How can I not take it personally? You just cheated on me. You don’t even seem to care,” I said.

“Here we go,” she said, rolling her eyes again. “Lester, if you asked me for something every week for five years, and I didn’t give it to you, do you really think it would be fair for me to be mad at you when you just go out and get it yourself? People have needs. I’m sorry that you’re terrified of sex. But you can’t just drag me down with you, just because you refuse to see a therapist.”

“A therapist?” I said. And now I was really starting to feel like this was all my fault. Both Mark and Greta were staring at me like I was the problem. Was it my fault? Was I being a prude? Was this terror I was now feeling just part of my mormon upbringing? I had to shake my head to bring some sense back into my body.

“I’m leaving,” I said.

“Where are you going?” Greta asked.

“I don’t know. I’m leaving you.”

She paused and stared into my eyes. “You’re breaking up with me?” she asked. I didn’t want to break up with her, but it didn’t seem like I had any other option. I knew that if I decided to spend a few days thinking about it, I would cave and stick around. I didn’t want to cave and stick around. I didn't want to be in a relationship with a woman who got her sexual pleasure from other men.

Tears started to fill her eyes. “Are you serious?” she asked as her face began to clench up. Then Mark stepped up and wrapped his arms around her. He glanced back at me with a dark stared before turning back to Greta.

“It’s okay, babe. You’re too good for him anyway,” he said. She began to sob into his naked chest. I finally mustered up the courage to back out of the room. I closed the door. Now I was alone in the hallway with Greta’s abandoned bra.

I stared blankly at the wall, trying to figure out how to bring a swift end to the nightmare that I was currently stuck in. But it wasn’t a nightmare: it was really happening. My one and only relationship was coming to an abrupt ending. I slowly turned around and walked down to the basement. I found a few moving boxes (from when we moved into that house, which we bought together) and I brought them upstairs. I started filling them with the things that were mine—nothing of hers and nothing that we bought together. There wasn’t much: a few books, my old iPad, a chess board, my laptop, and some toiletries. I took a deep breath and then I went upstairs to get some clothes—just a few days’ worth, and then I arrange to swing by for the rest.

I opened the door and saw another terrible sight. They were naked again, wrapped together tightly while standing upright. He had his cock in her pussy once again and she was grinding up and down on his sweaty chest. They looked over and jumped away from each other. “I thought you left!” Greta said with wide, frightened eyes.

“I just came upstairs for my clothes,” I said softly. I brushed by them, grabbed some clothes from my dresser, and then I brushed by them again. The room had an unpleasant smell lingering in it: a mixture of cologne, perfume, sweat, pussy, and a strong hint of asshole from Mark’s short stint in Greta’s back door.

I brought my clothes downstairs, plopped them into the box, and then I took my boxes to my car. I looked back at my house, which would no longer be my house. I had the urge to cry but I held back my tears. I suddenly felt like I had nothing, even though the only thing I really lost was Greta. I still had my job, I still had the few things I owned before we started dating, and even the house was still technically mine: the mortgage was in my name… But I’d never felt more empty in my life.

I pulled away slowly from the house. The image of that thick cock stretching out Greta’s butthole was etched into my mind. I couldn’t push that image away, no matter how hard I tried. And I kept hearing her moaning, even once I was checked into a motel room with the television turned up loud. That moaning wouldn’t go away; it wouldn’t stop tormenting me. She asked me once to stick my cock in her asshole when she was drunk. I spread her butt cheeks and I looked at the puckering hole, and then my body became completely overwhelmed with terror. Buttholes aren’t meant to be penetrated. I didn’t want to leave my girlfriend with a permanently stretched hole. I didn’t want to damage some internal organs. I could still remember how angry Greta was when I refused to put my cock in her.

Then she went into her side table and got out her little dildo: the one she’d owned since before we met. While staring into my eyes, she rolled onto her back, pulled her knees up into the air, and she pushed that small dildo into her own butt. She pumped it, still staring into my eyes, and said, “Don’t you want this?”

My heart fluttered and I shook my head. “Doesn’t it hurt?” I asked awkwardly.

“No,” she said. “It feels good. You’d like it. Hey, why don’t you come lay down. Let’s try it out on you.” She pulled the toy out from her butthole and then I suddenly felt faint.

I shook my head and said, “Put it away. It’s not right.”

She rolled her eyes and then she threw the toy into her side table drawer. “You’re such a square,” she said with a giggle.

Maybe we were never meant to be together. We just didn’t match sexually. She wanted a wild sexual relationship full of experimenting, and I just wanted a girl who wanted to occasionally mash together while kissing. I’d always assumed that she would eventually settle into that role, and I guess she assumed the opposite.


CHAPTER II

A part of me was waiting for Greta to call, to beg me to come home, to apologize for what she did. And after just a few days spent wallowing in a motel room, I was prepared to accept that apology. But she never called. I stared down at my phone on that third night and realized that our relationship was truly at an end. Maybe I’d already been replaced by Mark, or maybe another guy. Maybe she had secretly been waiting for me to walk in on her so the relationship could come to a swift end.

I went to use my credit card at the grocery store the next day and it was declined. “Try it again,” i said to the clerk. He just stared at me with worried eyes. “What is it?”

“It says you’ve reached your limit,” he whispered, as if the person behind me in line couldn’t hear him.

“My limit?” I said. “My limit is twelve thousand dollars. That’s impossible. Try it again.”

He stared at me for another long moment before swiping my card. The machine beeped twice. “If I try it again, your credit company will call you, and I’m technically supposed to get my manager. I don’t want to do that.”

I was tempted to ask him to try it again. How could my credit card be maxed out? I’d recently paid it off completely. I opened my mouth, ready to tell him to try again, and then, instead, I said, “Do you want me to put all of this back?”

“We can do it,” he said. I hated how he was pitying me, looking at me as if I was some sort of cancer patient who had just stumbled into the grocery store after a particularly brutal chemotherapy session. I left with my head down and my tail between my legs.

I could feel the gazes of the other shoppers watching me as I got into my car and drove off.

I was low of gas, without any money to pay for a fresh tank. I was pulling up to my motel when I remembered it was just a day away from payday, so I phoned my work and got put through to the office accountant. “Please don’t deposit my paycheck into my account,” I said. “Just give me the cheque.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Please just do it,” I said.

“The payments have already gone through,” she said. “I can cancel it, but it’s a fifty dollar charge. Are you sure you want me to do that?” I didn’t want to lose fifty dollars, seeing as I was flat broke (and apparently in twelve thousand dollars of debt), but I knew that money would evaporate as soon as it entered the account. Greta had access and she knew when I got paid.

So I waited three days to get my cheque handed to me by payroll. All I had to eat during that time was crackers and whatever I could steal from the office lunchroom, when nobody was looking.

When I wasn’t scrounging around for food like a desperate rodent, I was staring at my phone, waiting for her to call and beg for me to come home. I was waiting for an apology, and there was a sensation growing inside of me, telling me that maybe it was me who needed to apologize. Maybe I was too harsh. Maybe I overreacted. Maybe it was time to work on being more adventurous.

Another three long days went by, and then my phone finally rang. I saw her name on the caller ID and my heart began to flutter. My legs trembled and I sat down before picking up the call. “Hello?” I said cautiously, not wanting to sound too excited.

“Lester?” she said. It was nice to hear her voice.

I bit my lip, ready for that apology. I was ready to accept it: ready to get life back to normal. “It’s nice to hear your voice,” I said.

She was silent for a moment. “Right,” she finally said. “Are you okay?”

“Okay?” I said. “I’m okay. I’m not doing great. It’s been quiet and lonely. I’ve had a lot of time to think and whatnot.” Then I went silent, waiting for her to apologize. But she wasn’t saying anything. Did she want me to apologize first? I had to bite my tongue. “Look, I’m sorry for how I reacted the other day. I was just in shock. But you’re right: you’ve been telling me to loosen up for years. I think I’m ready now. I think I can step up and be the guy you want me to be from here on out.”

“Did you get fired, Lester?” she asked, cutting me off.

“Fired?” I said.

“The mortgage payment didn’t go through. The bank has been calling the house. Did you get fired?”

“Um,” I said while I tried to think of a good excuse as to why I stopped payments from going to our bank account. “I didn’t get fired. I just needed some money, so I, uh, had work pay me directly.”

“Well who’s going to pay the mortgage, Lester? You can’t just leave me with all of your debt after refusing to let me work for five years.”

“I didn’t refuse to let you work,” I said. My heart was pounding now. Beads of cold sweat were forming on the back of my neck, despite the radiator being stuck on its high setting. “You didn’t want to work.”

“I could have had a career by now, but you wanted me to stay at home,” she said. It was a lie, as if she was performing for someone standing nearby.

“Greta—I’m sorry, I don’t know where this is coming from.”

“I’m selling the house. And it only seems fair that I get the money,” she said. “You have your career and your paycheck. I don’t have anything.” I wanted to ask her why the credit card was maxed out. How could one young woman possibly burn through twelve thousand dollars in a matter of days? “And my lawyer thinks it would only be fair for you to give me a percentage of your paycheck for the next couple of years, while I get established. He said fifty percent, but I’m thinking more like forty.”

“Lawyer?” I said. When did she meet with a lawyer? Was she pranking me? Was I having some sort of nightmare?

She kept talking, but now I couldn’t hear what she was saying. I could only hear ringing: the sound of my life crumbling to pieces all around me. I closed my eyes and tried not to cry. Then I hung up the phone, unable to hear her voice anymore.

That voice used to be the highlight of my day. When we first starting dating, I would spend hours on the phone with her, just listening to her go on and on; it didn’t matter what she was talking about. Now, that voice was just the sound of dread and horror and everything that was bad in my life. Even after I hung up, her voice seemed to burrow through my skull and into my brain.

It wasn’t just the house and the credit card bill; I was still paying for her car, I was still paying her phone bill, I was still paying for all the utilities… But what could I do? If I even threatened to cut her off, there would be a lawyer standing at my motel room door—and I would probably be paying for him as well. I had no options. I had to give her what she wanted. I had to let her sell the house and keep the money. I had to give her forty percent of my next fifty paychecks or so. I just needed to appease her until she was out of my life.

The next month was the worst month of my life: living off of peanuts, constantly begging the motel owner to cut me a deal, stealing food from the staff fridge like some sort of pest. I had to cancel my car insurance and I didn’t renew my registration. I couldn’t afford gas and I couldn’t even afford a bus pass, so I started walking to work: a ninety minute walk every morning and another ninety minute walk every evening. I didn’t mind the exercise at first, but after a few days, the long walks started to become tedious (and exhausting with all the hills).

I wanted my old life back, and there was only one way to do that: smooth things over with Greta, learn to give her what she wanted, and pray that she took me back. So I picked up the phone and called her. “What do you think of putting this all behind us and trying again?” I asked.

“Lester, this is the fifth time this month you’ve called and said the same thing,” she said. It was true: I wasn’t ready to give up.

“I can give you what you want. I can do better,” I said.

“Then why didn’t you step up when we were together?”

“Babe, who is that?” a male voice asked from somewhere within Greta’s house—which used to be my house.

“It’s nobody,” Greta called back. “Look, Lester. I have to go.”

My heart fizzled as it plunged into my stomach. It was time to face reality: my run with Greta was over, and my life was going to be on hold for a few years, until she was ready to cut me loose.


CHAPTER III

It was six months after that horrible Valentine’s Day when I decided it was time to start dating again.

I was now living in a cheap apartment on the edge of town, in a building that I had always assumed was abandoned and condemned. I had my food budget down to thirty dollars per week (consisting of a loaf of bread, a carton of eggs, a stick of butter, a flat of ramen noodles, and a cheap bottle of local whiskey). Greta had taken some steps towards independence. She’d opened up her own bank account and she’d started seeing a guy with a good job. Our house was sold (she kept the whole $390,000 for herself), and I was still paying forty percent from each paycheck—but she’d stopped calling me every second Friday to remind me about her forty percent, so that was a step in the right direction.

It had been nearly six years since I’d last gone on a date. I knew it was going to be hard at first, but I also knew that I would never stop thinking of Greta until I had someone to help replace those memories. Time wasn’t making those memories go away. In fact, as time went by, I wished more and more that I could have a time machine, so I could go back and make things right. Maybe I could get therapy to make myself more outgoing. Maybe I could experiment a bit with drugs. Maybe all that was standing between me and anal sex was some cocaine.

Or maybe it was just time to start dating.

I looked online for some local classes. That was how I met Greta: in a cooking class at our local community centre. It was a fantastic experience: one evening each week. We were sent a list of groceries that we were supposed to bring in and then we would all cook together. By the third week, Greta and I were going grocery shopping together. By the final week of the course, I was at Greta’s apartment, cooking for her.

‘There are no classes available in your area,’ the community website said. I reread the sentence and then I searched again. Nothing came up. I tried different websites. I could only find ‘online courses’. How could I meet anyone in an online course?

After searching for two long hours, an ad came up. ‘Looking for singles? Download Tinder now!’ And maybe that was it: maybe online dating was the only remaining solution. “I guess this is just what people do these days,” I muttered to myself. I went ahead and downloaded the app and created a profile.

I was instantly intimidated. The app was a cruel battleground. I spent a whole night reading profiles and swiping on cute girls who seemed interesting. But I made no matches. I reluctantly tried again the next night, but again, I matched with nobody. I ended up finding a video online posted by a ‘Tinder guru’. His advice was to quickly swipe on every girl that came up. He also recommended paying for extra swipes. “It’s a numbers game,” he kept saying.

I caved and tried his approach. I ended up matching with ten girls after spending over fifty bucks on ‘extra swipes’. But the matches went nowhere. I would say ‘hello’ to the girls and they would never reply. I went back to the Tinder Guru’s YouTube channel and found a video explaining how to properly start a conversation on Tinder. “You need to be outgoing and sexy. Always open with a joke. The more innuendo, the better!” I didn’t love his strategies, but he wasn’t a terribly attractive man, but he was getting tons of action on Tinder. Every time he showed his phone’s screen, my eyes would widen. He had dozens of conversations going with beautiful women. It seemed so effortless for him. I just knew that he had exactly what I was missing—whatever that was.

I tried my best to follow his advice and I managed to start one conversation, but it went nowhere as soon as I started asking questions that seemed to matter, like, “Do you want kids one day?” The girls on the app weren’t looking for relationships; they were just looking to be hit on.

So I realized dating apps weren’t my thing.

I went back to the Tinder Guru’s page, and that’s when I found a video title that stood out to me: ‘Is nothing working for you? Maybe you need a little something extra!’ I did need something extra. I needed to know what I was doing wrong.

“Don’t know what you’re doing wrong?” he said as his video opened. He was a skinny guy with scruffy hair and acne scars on his cheeks. I’m sure that, if our pictures were compared side by side by a group of random women, ninety percent of the girls would choose me. Yet there he was with that beaming smile; he knew he could have any woman he wanted. But how was it possible? “Have you watched all of my videos, and you still can’t figure out why girls aren’t messaging you back?”

“Yes,” I said to my computer screen.

“Well you wouldn’t expect a doctor’s YouTube channel to tell you what sickness you have, would you?” He laughed and shook his head. “Of course not. If you’re sick, you book an appointment to see your doctor. Every person is different. I do my best to give people general advice, but there are some people who don’t need general advice. There are some people who need a more personal approach. That’s where my conference comes in. Fifteen cities, two days in each city. Tickets go on sale next week. I’ll be doing two speeches in every town, then I’ll be doing a Q and A. If you upgrade your ticket to a gold ticket, you’ll be invited back stage to talk to me personally, for fifteen minutes—one on one.”

I gently bit the corner of my bottom lip. A gold ticket was two hundred dollars, which was about all I had in my bank account.

“I promise that the advice I will give you will last you a lifetime. It will go so far beyond Tinder. I did this same conference tour last year. Want to know what happened to the gold ticket holders from last year? I had them send me updates. Here’s a little montage.” A string of five second videos replaced the Tinder Guru on the screen.

“I would spend thousands of dollars to hear what Matt told me,” said one man.

“Matt helped me figure out what I was doing wrong. Not just with girls, but with everything. I went from being totally replaceable at my office to being on the board in just six months.”

“Eight months after talking with Matt, I got engaged. Now I’m married with a kid on the way. Thanks Matt!”

But it was the last clip that caught my attention. “My wife left me two years ago because I couldn’t please her in the bedroom. Now I’m married to a model.” He pulled a beautiful woman towards him. “Recognize her?” Then he held up a Playboy magazine. Sure enough, she was the cover model. And the man looked frighteningly like me, as if he could have been my long-lost brother. He had the same dark hair, the same brown eyes, the same thick eyebrows, the same dimples, the same flat chin. Was I looking at myself in the future? Was my brain malfunctioning and showing me an image that didn’t actually exist?

I went back and watched again. Now, the man didn’t look so much like me. His hair was blonde and his eyes were blue. I took a deep breath. I’d been staring at my phone’s screen for a long time. It was time to take a break. I put my phone down and closed my eyes.

What if Matt, the Tinder Guru, really could give me invaluable advice? What if a fifteen minute chat with him really would change my life? I didn’t have much money, but I also had nothing better to spend it on than a gold ticket. I’d been on the same cheap diet for months and it’s not like I was paying for dates.

I found myself back on my phone, back on the Tinder Guru’s website. There were only twenty gold tickets available for when he was in town. Would I buy one as soon as they went on sale?


CHAPTER IV

I was shocked by how busy that conference center was. I was expecting maybe one or two hundred people, but there must have been eight thousand people there, bumping shoulders as they meandered the large space. Matt, the Tinder Guru was headlining, but he wasn’t the only guest at the event. There were two dozen other ‘dating experts’ with booths, scattered throughout the space.

The audience was almost exclusively men, with the odd woman floating around in a short skirt, trying to muster up some attention from shy, desperate men.

I quickly felt embarrassed when I saw how many overweight and unkempt men were at the event. One man was wearing baggy sweatpants and an old Rick and Morty t-shirt, covered in rips and tears. As he walked by me, a terrible odor of onions and moldy basements crept up my nostrils, so I had to turn my face away. I didn’t want to be clumped together with men like him. I didn’t want to think that I was down on their level—but maybe I was.

I had, after all, begged my girlfriend to take me back after I walked in on her getting pounded in the ass. And now, I was paying all of her bills and I’d allowed her to sell my house. What advice did the man in the Rick and Morty shirt need? He just needed someone to tell him to lose a few pounds, buy a few new outfits, and take more showers. The advice I needed was likely much more complex. I needed someone to rewire my brain. There was no gym I could hit up that would make me less terrified of sex. There was no store that sold adventurousness.

I stayed near the edge of the convention. It was busy in that large space, but it was quiet. Most of the men were there alone, and very few were eager to spark up conversations.

I didn’t come for the booths or to mingle with other struggling men. I still wasn’t even sure what I was struggling with. What was I even looking for? Was I just looking for someone to save me from a life that had quickly become tedious and frustrating? I’d spent many months alone, in a small apartment, staring at a TV screen as it played rerun after rerun. I was sick of eating fried eggs and toast and ramen noodles. I hated looking out the window at the bar across the street—not even a nice bar—which I couldn’t afford to drink at. I hated living in fear that a lawyer would show up on my doorstep and tell me that I just wasn’t doing enough for Greta after dragging her down for so many years.

Was I looking for a new partner? Or was I just looking for hope? Maybe it was Matt’s beaming happiness that drew me to that convention. Maybe it wasn’t his dating advice at all. Maybe I just wanted to know what it was like to be happy like he was.

“Ladies and gentlemen, Matt Glazer will be starting his first speech of the event in just ten minutes, over by the north stage,” a voice announced from high above. People looked up and then they began to migrate towards the north stage. I moved with them, feeling somewhat like a sheep in a herd. Were we all suckers? I looked around and tried to do some quick math. Minus the cost of renting the venue, Matt was probably banking somewhere between fifty and one hundred thousand dollars on this even. No wonder he was so happy all the time. No wonder it was so easy for him to get female attention. What advice could a super-rich socialite possibly have for me?

I stayed far back from the stage, watching as crowds bumped and shoved their way to the front, as if the advice would be better up close. I spotted that man in the Rick and Morty shirt again. He was trying to push his way to the front of the crowd, throwing his pudgy elbows from side to side. He tried to push a particularly thick man and ended up falling back with a loud grunt. It took three men to help him back up to his feet: a truly pathetic sight.

And then I noticed the cameraman to my right. His shirt simply said PRESS on it, in big letters. He was snapping photo after photo, chuckling under his breath. Surely those photos would end up being paired with some mocking article. The whole town would wake up in the morning to laugh at the absurdity of the event. And how could people not laugh? There were so many pathetic men nudging up to the front of the crowd: people who didn’t want to place any blame on themselves for their problems. The man in the Rick and Morty shirt probably thought that there was something wrong with his greetings. The obese bald man next to him probably thought he just needed a good suit recommendation. None of these men were capable of looking in a mirror and seeing their obvious flaws. Was I one of them? Were my problems less esoteric than I assumed?

The crowd was bustling before the stage when Matt stepped out. Then the crowd roared with applause. Arms reached out, desperate for a high-five: desperate to touch the skin of a living legend. People clapped while Matt did nothing but stand with a smile on his face. And I have to admit that his smile was somewhat contagious. As his fingers curled around the microphone, I found myself perking up with a sudden sense of hope, thinking he might just blurt out the answers to all of my problems. I suddenly remembered the video testimonies: men who were so sure that Matt was the one who lifted them up from nothing to everything. I didn’t want to necessarily end up with a Playboy model, but a cute little brunette would have been nice—or maybe just another shot with Greta.

“Thank you,” Matt said, nodding his head. “Thank you so much. Thank you all for coming.”

The crowd quickly became silent, excited to hear what Matt, the Tinder Guru, had to say. But he wasn’t just a Tinder Guru; that was just what he initially became famous for. He posted all sorts of videos: how to be more confident, how to dress better (a video that the Rick and Morty fan could have used), how to read women’s minds, how to stick out of a crowd (the Rick and Morty fan didn’t need any help there), and so on.

“You’re all here because you want something. You’ve been looking everywhere for it, like a man late for work who can’t find his keys. We’ve all been there, right?” A few people chuckled, many nodded their heads. “But you aren’t looking for keys. That would be easy, right? If you just needed to find your keys, you could work your way through the house. You could start in the kitchen, pulling out all the drawers, checking behind all your small appliances. Maybe you would even pull out your oven and your fridge, just to make sure the keys didn’t somehow slip through a crack. Then you could check your living room: pull up the couch cushions, turn over the couch, pull out the television, pull out the bookshelf. If you really need to, you could pull up the heating vents and stick your camera phone in—maybe the cat swatted them over. They you do the same thing in the bedroom and the bathroom, and if you still haven’t found them, you can check around your yard. They can’t be far—you can’t get very far without them.”

The crowd was silent as they listened.

“Then, if you still haven’t found them, you can go to dealer and have a new set ordered. It might mean taking the bus for a week or so. You’ll survive. But you aren’t missing your keys. You can’t just start looking around the house for your whatever it is you’re missing. You can’t even go around the city looking, as if you lost your dog or your cat. It’s not that easy, is it?”

“Hell no,” said a man next to me. He was shaking his head.

“But you’ve all been there, either with your keys or your wallet or your phone, or maybe even just your mustache comb.” A few people laughed. “And you know that frustrating feeling. I know that angry feeling. I know that mounting frustration. I’ve been there. I know it’s hard to believe, but after my first wife left me, I was single for three years. It was probably two years before I even spoke to a girl again. I went on a dating website—long before Tinder was around—and I tried to make something happen there for months, only getting a handful of replies, and never a date.” I felt that warm hope starting to fill my body. I had no idea that Matt went through any hard times. I just assumed that his life had always been privileged and simple. He certainly didn’t look like a guy who had ever faced adversity.

“For me, my life changed when I decided to move out from my comfort zone. It sounds silly, but I had always been terrified of girls seeing me naked. So I went and volunteered to be a model for a painting class. I sat naked in front of forty people for three hours while they painted every part of me. It was the worst three hours of my life. My God, I can still remember how hard my heart was pounding. I nearly threw up at one point. But I got through it. I was tempted to ask the girls at the event if I was small. I had no real idea if I was big or small—you know, between the legs—but I didn’t ask. You know why I didn’t ask? Because it didn’t matter. Penis size is just an excuse. Those pimples on your face? Just an excuse. That crappy car you drove to get here? An excuse. Everyone has every excuse they could ever need to slip through life without an ounce of responsibility. You know what I did after that modeling gig? I volunteered to be a model for beginner photographers. I’d never modeled before in my life, and I had no interest in being a model. But I wanted to feel uncomfortable. I wanted to get used to that horrible feeling—when your nerves turn cold and your body freezes up. Because I thought that if I got used to it, it would stop bothering me whenever it tried holding me back. And guess what? It worked.”

Many heads nodded. I wanted to nod my head to agree, but I wasn’t sure how his story could apply to me. I couldn’t just apply to sit naked in front of people. I didn’t have body issues. I didn’t know what my issues even were. I was afraid of sex—so was he suggesting I go out and sleep with a prostitute? Was he suggesting I just numb myself to degeneracy?

“The only obstacle between you and your goals is you—I want to make that very clear,” Matt said, and then a large portion of the crowd clapped. “When you watch one of my videos and then think, ‘I don’t want to do that—that’s not really me,’ or, ‘I don’t feel comfortable scything that to a girl’… You’re putting up blockers. You’re justifying your lack of confidence. Don’t try to justify your lack of confidence! I can’t make that clear enough. There are no excuses. You can’t blame your fear of being outgoing on your personality. There’s no such thing as an introvert. We’re all extroverts, but we all have blockers. To find your potential—and I’m not just talking about dating right now—you need to identify your blockers. Just remember looking for your car keys: it’s easier to find them when you know that you’re looking for them. But how are you supposed to find them if you don’t know what you’re looking for?”

Now the whole crowd began to clap. Matt’s sentiments seemed to resonate inside of me; it all made sense, but I didn’t feel like I was any closer to understanding my problems.

He smiled and waved at the crowd. “Enjoy the convention. We have lots of wonderful guests with us this weekend, and some truly great vendors. Thank you!” He waved again to the crowd before turning and disappearing behind the curtain. The crowd continued to clap, but I wasn’t quite as satisfied. That was it? That was one of his big speeches? He hardly spoke for three minutes! Had I fallen for a scam? Were the people around me just mindless sheep? Was I one of them?

A tall, skinny man in a black suit walked out onto the stage and tilted up the microphone. “Just a quick note for gold ticket holders: if you come and line up at the right side of the stage here, we’ll bring you up to see Mr. Glazer one by one. You can either see him now or wait until tomorrow, but if you wait, we can’t promise you’ll see him before he needs to leave for his next scheduled event.” The microphone whined and a few people covered their ears. Then the tall man stepped away from the mic.

A few particularly timid people moved over to the right side of the stage as the large crowd began to disperse. Now people were chatting. The volume in the convention centre was suddenly loud, as if Matt had truly inspired people and pulled them out of their shells. But what did he say? His videos were longer than his speech, and I was fairly certain I’d heard every word from his speech in his videos before.

I wasn’t particularly keen to be seen with the timid men lined up to meet Matt Glazer, but I paid for the ticket and I still had a tiny bit of hope that Matt would be able to tell me exactly what I needed to hear, so I shuffled into the line with my ticket clutched in both of my hands. I kept my gaze down, knowing that there was a press photographer floating around. That was the last thing I needed: to have my picture end up in some article about pathetic losers.


CHAPTER V

It was a forty-five minutes wait before the tall suited man came out and pointed at me. “Can I see your ticket?” he asked. “Okay, good. Come on. We’re behind schedule, so try to make it quick.”

I followed the man up the few steps and then around the curtain. Beyond a bunch of audio equipment, we found ourselves at one end of a long, stark hallway. Our footsteps echoed as we made our way towards an open door. The light was on inside. I could suddenly smell coffee and sandwiches. The tall man stopped and moved aside, “Matt’s waiting for you in there. Just be quick, please.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I stopped before walking through the door. My hands were trembling. I hated the idea of admitting to someone that I was unhappy. I didn’t want to open myself up to a stranger—especially one that may have been a scam artist. But I’d come so far. I couldn’t just fold my cards now. I had no money in my bank account and my phone had been ringing all morning: Greta trying to reach me, probably because she tried to access the bank account. I needed something: even a glimmer of false hope would have been enough to get me through a few more days.

“Today, man,” said the tall suited fellow.

“Sorry,” I said. Then I walked through the door, into the greenroom.

There he was: Matt Glazer, with a mouthful of food and a Subway sandwich in his hands. He nodded at me and then he opened his mouth to speak. A shred of lettuce fell from his mouth and onto his lap. “Hey, man. Come on in.”

I took two careful steps into the room. “Hi,” I said.

He smiled and took another bite. As he chewed, he stared into my eyes. “You look lost,” he said with his mouthful. “Sorry—I didn’t eat breakfast this morning, and they didn’t book me any time for lunch.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I’m not lost. I have a gold ticket.” I held up my ticket.

He laughed and swallowed his bite. “I know, dude,” he said. “I mean you look lost. Like you don’t know what you’re looking for.”

“Oh,” I said. It was just an extension of his speech. “I guess so, yeah.” I looked down at the floor.

“You need to just make yourself uncomfortable. Go out of your comfort zone. Send a message to a girl that you wouldn’t normally send—even if you think it doesn’t sound like something you would say. Once your barriers fall down, it will be something you’d say. Open with a line, like, ‘Hey beautiful. Has anyone told you how gorgeous you are today?’ I know you think it sounds cheesy, but lines like that work—and it’s how you should be talking to girls.”

“Right,” I said. “I mean—I get all of that, and that’s fine. I’m sure I can fake it until it feels natural or whatever. But that’s not really what’s bothering me.”

“Then what is it?” he said, looking up at the clock.

I bit down on my tongue and closed my eyes before taking a deep breath in. “I, uh, want to get my girlfriend back. We broke up six months ago.”

“I see,” he said, nodding his head and narrowing his eyes. “It’s simple. Just do what I said just now: go onto Facebook or Instagram, find a recent picture of her, and comment publicly. Show her that you aren’t afraid to compliment her publicly. Be an alpha—don’t care what other people think.”

“I don’t care what other people think. It’s just… she cheated on me with another guy. And, uh, I walked in on them while they were doing it… twice. But it was my fault—I didn’t give her what she wanted. I don’t really think I know what she wants, to be honest. She told me that she wanted more ‘spice’. Have you ever heard a girl say ‘spice’? I mean—I tried doing what she wanted me to do—but it’s just weird.”

“You caught her cheating on you twice and you still want her back?” he asked with his narrowed eyes.

“Well, like I said, it was my fault. And it was twice in the same day—the same afternoon, actually.”

He stared at me for a long moment. “You want my advice? Find a new girl,” he said bluntly.

“Right. I thought you might say that. But we were together for five years. She was my first—you know—and I always thought she would be my only.”

“You really want this girl back?” he said.

“I really do. I keep trying to talk to other girls, and then I think of her. I’m sabotaging myself. I’m purposely not taking your advice with other girls because I don’t want to be with other girls. I want Greta back.”

I watched as Matt’s eyes lit up. His lips curled into a smile. “You’re really lost, aren’t you?” he said.

“I guess so,” I said. “But it’s like the keys—you said it’s easy to find what you want if you know what you want. I want Greta, but I just can’t get her back. She’s with another guy now. They live together, but I don’t think it’s really that serious. He’s basically a rebound.” I closed my eyes. I couldn’t believe what I was saying. I couldn’t believe I was opening up to him, even though I already knew what he was going to tell me: to drop her. And I knew he was right; I knew I needed to drop Greta. But she kept coming back into my brain. I kept remembering our happy times together, and it wasn’t so easy to let her go. I wanted her back. I wanted to be with her. I wanted to put this terrible year behind us and continue on like nothing ever happened.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“It’s Lester.”

“Lester. You seem like a good person, Lester. You have a good heart.”

“Thanks, I guess,” I said. I could feel my shoulders up near my ears. I could almost hear my heart pounding ferociously against my ribcage. Why was I so nervous? Was I having a mental breakdown? Was six months of stress finally making me crack?

“I have this getaway coming up in two weeks. No cell phones, no internet, no televisions. You should come. I think you would really benefit.”

“A getaway?” I said carefully. Was this just part of the scam? Was this his way of getting more money out of me?

“It’s free,” he said. “We put a roof over your head, we feed you, and you spend two full weeks or so with us. I think you’ll find it… enlightening.”

I nodded my head slowly, not sure what to think. “It’s free?” I said.

“Totally free. We’ll even get you there,” he said, still with that big smile, as if he was about to start laughing. He kept staring at me, as if I was strangely mesmerizing. I tried to figure out how this getaway could be a scam, but how could it be a scam if it was free?

“What kind of getaway is it?” I asked.

“Think of it as a learning experience,” he said, eyes still glowing. “I’ll be one of your mentors. We’ll do a number of exercises to clear your mind—some meditating, stuff like that. You’ll learn things that most people in the world don’t know. You’ll open up to people and they’ll open up to you. For two weeks or so, you won’t have to think about any of your anxieties.”

It sounded too good to be true. “I guess that sounds fine,” I said. “It’s just two weeks. I can probably make that work.”

“You’ll probably never want to leave,” he said with a smirk.

And now I was starting to visualize it, even though I had no idea where it was or what it was. I imagined a warm beach. I imagined a hot sun on my body and warm waves on my feet. Maybe I needed a little vacation. Maybe sometimes things can be too good.

“Give me your address,” he said. “Write it down on a piece of paper, and then we’ll pick you up.”

“Okay,” I said. I took his pen and I scribbled down my address.

“You can go now,” he said, still staring into my eyes. He was still smirking, still excited about something that I just couldn’t figure out. “See you soon!” he said as I walked to the door.

It was later that evening when I found myself on Greta’s Instagram page. I looked through her pictures, which I’d already seen a thousand times. Then I opened up the latest one, which she’d posted just the day before. In the photo, she was posing with her new boyfriend in a park. She was wearing thick eyeliner, and her fake eyelashes were longer than usual. I left a comment. “Wow, Greta, you look so hot,” I wrote. “I’d do anything to bend you over right now.” It wasn’t a comment I was comfortable with, and it wasn’t at all something I would normally say—but I knew it would have made Matt proud of me. I was stepping outside of my comfort zone, and overcoming those barriers that held me back when we were together. I hated dirty talk. Alpha males scared me. But if I was ever going to have a chance of winning her back, then I needed to bite my tongue.

It was fifteen minutes later when my phone rang. I looked at the screen. It was her! I drew a deep breath of air into my lungs. I knew I had to keep the new persona up; it would be uncomfortable at first, but soon enough it would start to feel natural. I was playing catch up after many years of sheltered innocence. “Hey, babe,” I said as I picked up the phone.

“What the fuck is your problem, asshole?” said a deep male voice. I suddenly tensed up. I knew it was her new boyfriend.

“Hey. Uh, sorry. Is Greta there?” I asked.

“Yeah, she’s here. Why the fuck are you posting on Greta’s Instagram? What the hell do you mean, you want to bend her over? Are you fucking drunk right now?”

“Can I talk to Greta?” I said.

“No, you can’t fucking talk to Greta,” he said.

“Babe, give me the phone,” Greta said, a few feet away from the phone. There was a short pause, then the man sighed. “Lester. Are you serious? I’ve been trying to reach you for days. You’ve been ignoring my calls—and then you leave a creepy comment on my picture? What’s gotten into you?”

I moved my tongue from my left cheek to my right cheek, then back again. “Let’s meet up for a drink,” I said, doing my best to keep up the alpha persona I was trying to muster.

“A drink? Jesus, Lester. You are drunk, aren’t you?”

“You should be with me. Not him,” I said.

I heard the man laughing nearby. “Lester, if you want to meet up at a bar, you can meet up with my boyfriend, to pay him the money you owe me. Have you been cashing your paychecks outside of the bank again? I told you, Les: I don’t want to get the lawyers involved again. Sober up and pay what you owe.”

I took another deep breath as I held firmly onto the last shred of dignity that I had left. Then I lowered my voice. “Meet up with me and I’ll stick it in your ass,” I said. “I know you like it in the ass.”

She was silent for a moment. “You’re a psychopath,” she said. “I don’t know what’s gotten into you. Look. I’ll meet up with you so you can give me the money, okay? And apparently you need to hear my rejection to your face. Finn’s Bar—remember where that is? I’ll meet you there in thirty minutes. And please have the money—in cash, not a cheque that’s going to bounce on me again. You know that affects my credit too, when your lousy cheques bounce.”

“Okay,” I said. So I scrounged up all of the cash I had (which wasn’t quite enough to pay the amount she was expecting) and I took off for the bar. I couldn’t wait to see her face-to-face. I couldn’t wait to convince her to stay for a drink. I just needed one hour with her: one hour to make her remember what I woke up every morning remembering. She just needed to remember those good times.

I got to the bar early and took a seat in the far corner. I bought two beers, one for me and one for her. Then I spent a few minutes trying to calm down my racing heart. I was finally going to see Greta. I hadn’t seen her in many months—since I caught her getting fucked by the chiseled man in our bedroom. I’d had so much time to process everything since then. Sure, I understood why everyone wanted me to distance myself from her. I understood that what she did was unfair and could be considered horrible—but it really was partially my fault. I really had denied her for many years. It’s not like she hadn’t asked me repeatedly to do what that man did to her in our bedroom. It’s not like she kept that to herself for years.

I denied her and she went out and got what she wanted for many years. In a weird way, it was admirable that she managed to wait so long.

She came into the bar wearing a small white dress with black polkadots. Her hair was longer than ever before, nearly touching her mid-back. As she looked around, her thick curls bounced and dances. Then she saw me. I smiled and waved her over. She rolled her eyes and shook her head, seeing the beer I’d gone ahead and bought for her.

“Sit down,” I said as she came close. “Let’s catch up.”

“I need to get home,” she said. “Do you have the money or did I just waste my time?”

I stared into her eyes, already feeling that horrible defeat creeping in. I reached into my pocket and fished out everything I had.

“This is it?” she said, taking it. “Is this even half?”

“I’m a bit behind this month. I had some unexpected expenses,” I said.

“Well at least you have a job. This is all I have,” she said, as if she wasn’t living with a wealthy man.

“I got this beer for you. Just sit down and drink it. Let’s talk.”

“Are we going to do it, or not?” she said.

“Do it?” I said.

“You said you wanted to bend me over and stick it in my ass,” she whispered. “My boyfriend is expecting me back in the next twenty minutes—so are we going to do it or not?”

My heart fluttered. I opened my mouth and then I stuttered. “Um, yeah, sure. Of course. Let’s do it.”

“C’mon,” she said, turning around and storming off towards the bathroom. I jumped to my feet and followed. My heart rate increased with every step I took. Was she serious? Was she actually going to let me stick my cock in her asshole? Is that what I wanted?

She went straight into the girl’s bathroom. I looked around the mostly-empty joint before slipping in and locking the door. Greta was already at the sink, with her hands planted down. “Hurry up,” she said, bum perked in the air.

“Of course,” I said, reaching for my belt. My hands were trembling and struggling to figure out the belt mechanism, which had been the same for years.

She reached back and pulled up the skirt of her little white dress, showing her bum and her lack of panties. For the first time in six months, I was looking at a woman’s naked body. I could see her damp pussy lips and the smooth skin on her tight tush. It was a beautiful sight, but it quickly filled me with a terror that I’d forgotten about.

Since I was old enough to know what sex was, my parents and my church drilled the same ideas into me, over and over: premarital sex is wrong; sex is for making babies; missionary sex is the only acceptable sex—all other positions and forms of sex are forms of degeneracy, disgusting in the eyes of God. I wasn’t a mormon anymore, and I wasn’t even sure I believed in God. But what if they were right? What if this was wrong? And now it wasn’t just a matter of uncomfortable sex—now I was the one helping her cheat. I was about to stick my cock inside of a woman who was with another man.

“What’s taking so long?” she said, looking back at me. I had my fly undone now. I reached into my boxers and grabbed my shaft. It was already semi-erect and throbbing. It had been a long time since I’d last gotten off. I knew I wouldn’t last long, and maybe that was a good thing. I stepped towards her and pressed my throbbing cock between her butt cheeks. She gently began to grind me, moaning softly. “I forgot how big you are,” she said between moans.

I grabbed both of her butt cheeks and spread them wide, making her tight asshole exposed. I watched as it puckered, begging to be stuffed. I grabbed my cock and pulled my tip up to her hole and felt that puckering against the very end of my tip. It felt good, but it felt wrong—so wrong. What if I damaged something inside of her body? What if my mormon family was correct, and there was a God that was going to judge me for this?

I took a deep breath.

“Fuck me already. I only have a few minutes,” she said. She reached back and grabbed my cock from my hand. She squeezed it and began to slowly jerk it, getting it as hard as it could get. It still felt good, but it was starting to feel even more wrong. I didn’t have a condom on. I didn’t even have one on me.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked with a nervous laugh.

“Don’t back out now, Lester,” she said.

“I’m not backing out. I’m just making sure that you’re consenting.”

She sighed. “You’re putting me out of the mood. Just fuck me already.”

I wanted to ask once more if it was okay. I wasn’t convinced that it was a good idea and I wanted her to make it as clear as possible. But I knew I had to do it if I was going to have a chance at winning her back. I knew it’s what she wanted. I needed her to know that I was open—that I’d changed since we were together. So I bit hard on my tongue, looked away, and began to press my cock into her asshole. It was tight and hard to penetrate.

“Spit on it,” she said.

“On what?”

“On my asshole,” she said. “It’s not going to go in dry like that.”

So I leaned forward, spread her cheeks, and stared again at that puckering hole. Then I spat. My glob of salvia slowly trickled down her crack. I stood back up and used the tip of my cock to bring that spit right back to her hole. She squirmed and moaned again. Now it seemed even more gross, unprotected with my spit about to go inside her bum. Why did she want this? Why couldn’t she just be satisfied with missionary sex?

It didn’t matter. I had to take Matt’s advice. I had to push myself. With my eyes still closed, I began to thrust forward. I pushed hard, mashing my tip against her hole, which suddenly opened enough for me to enter. My cock slipped inside. A cold chill swept over me. I paused for a moment as she groaned. Her tight anus clenched the tip of my cock. I opened my eyes and looked down. I was really inside of her back door!

Maybe it was a step in the right direction, or maybe it was a step towards losing my soul. I had no idea, but I couldn’t stop now. I pushed forward and watched as my cock disappeared into her rectum. She clenched and groaned and squirmed and then she started moaning.

I had what I wanted: I had Greta back—at least temporarily. She was mine until I was finished with her. The circumstances weren’t ideal, but now I had a real glimmer of hope burning inside of me. I smiled, bit my bottom lip gently, and began to thrust in and out. I watched as her tight anus suctioned to my shaft as I pulled out and pushed in. Her legs began to tremble and she began to moan.

I had no idea what she liked about it. Did it feel good? Do women have another G-spot in their asses? I’d heard that men can feel pleasure with anal stimulation—but a woman? Maybe she just liked the feeling of being dominated. Maybe this is all she’d wanted for all those years. had I just stuffed her tush a few times, I wouldn’t be trapped in the complete travesty that I found myself trapped in.

“Harder,” she said. “And deeper.”

I pushed my cock in deeper. I looked down again and saw a line of pussy juice trickling down her inner thigh. She was wet, meaning she really did like it. “It feels so good,” she moaned. And maybe she was right: maybe it did feel good. It was tight in all the right places—but somehow it still felt so wrong. Women have vaginas and men have penises: the ‘natural way’ couldn’t be more obvious. And religion aside, is it wrong to go against nature? Was I doing something reprehensible to my ex-girlfriend? Was this really the path I wanted to go down?

I started thrusting harder and harder. Her butt cheeks clenched hard and she fell flat on the bathroom counter. I watched as her fingers curled over the edge of the sink. She stood up tall on the tips of her toes and began to push her bum back into my lap. She was laughing now between every moan. More juice was trickling out of her, as if she’d sprung a leak. I’d never seen her so horny before, even early in our relationship when we were just discovering each others’ bodies.

“Slap my ass,” she said.

I hesitated, looking down at her pristine bum. I didn’t want to hurt her, but I wanted her to be happy. I slapped her ass, making it jiggle.

“Harder,” she said.

I slapped it harder.

“Quit being a pussy, Lester. Slap my fucking ass! Spank me!”

I pulled my arm back, paused with reluctance, and then I slapped her ass hard. She yelped and then she moaned loudly. Her ass cheek was dark red. “Again. Harder.” So I slapped her harder, this time grunting as I used as much force as I could muster. I spanked her over and over and over, until her ass cheek was a consistent shade of dark red—almost purple.

“Squeeze my tits—squeeze them as hard as you can,” she said. So I leaned forward and grabbed her tits with both of my hands, still thrusting in and out of her back door. I grabbed them and squeezed them—not too hard, because I didn’t want to make them burst. I’d heard of ruptured capillaries in the breasts—I didn’t want to cause any damage. “Stop being a pussy and squeeze them, Lester. Slap them and squeeze them. Pinch my nipples—pinch them hard!”

So I did my best to make her happy. I squeezed her breasts and I slapped them and then I pinched and rolled her nipples, making her groan with a combination of pain and euphoria. Her legs were trembling hard now. A sudden gush was audible, so I looked down and saw that her pussy had released a small torrent of fluid, which was now a puddle around her high heels.

“Come in my asshole, Lester. Fill me with your hot cum. I want it so badly.”

I closed my eyes and tried to push away all of my anxieties. I needed to come. I needed to make her happy. I started thrusting as hard and fast as I could. If I couldn’t muster up an aroused ejaculation, I could create one with friction and speed. I took a deep breath. Now I could feel it coming. I imagined that I was on top of her, underneath some covers. I imagined that it was our wedding night and there was nothing wrong about what we were doing.

And then, just as I was starting to come, she said, “Oh God, I can feel it coming! Come in my slutty asshole, Lester. Can you feel Aaron’s sloppy seconds all over your big dick? Do you love your little slut? Fucking come in me!”

I was suddenly turned off, but it was too late. My ejaculation was coming, but all I could think about was her new boyfriend’s cum touching my shaft. Did they have sex already that evening? Was his cum actually inside of her, along with my dick? I shuddered and groaned, and then I filled her tight cavity with a giant load of hot cum. She moaned and clenched. I pulled out as soon as I was finished, not wanting to be inside of her for another second.

Then she reached back, stuck two fingers into her asshole, and pulled out a white glob. She brought the cum to her lips and sucked it back with a big smile on her face. “Oh my God, that tastes so good.” Was I seeing Greta for who she really was? Was she any different from the other women in the world?

In my short time on Tinder, I’d discovered that other girls weren’t so different. They liked flirting and they liked talking dirty, and as soon as anything real came up, they moved onto the next guy.

“We should get a coffee tomorrow,” I said. “We can catch up.”

“Lester, please,” she said. “I’m begging you not to read into this. This was just a one-time thing, and you know it.”

“It doesn’t have to be,” I said. “We can go back to the way things were: get a new house together, start planning for the future. If you want to do this every night, we can do it. Can’t you see that I’ve changed?”

She stared into my eyes and slowly shook her head. “What are you talking about, Lester?” she said. “You haven’t changed even a little bit.”

She used a square of tissue paper to wipe her dripping asshole, then she fixed her skirt and walked over to the door. “Please figure your banking situation out.” She unlocked the door and left, leaving me feeling more confused than ever before—maybe even more confused than the moment I caught her cheating on me.

How could she say that I hadn’t changed at all? In five years, I refused to have any experimental sex with her. Now, I’d fucked her in the ass and ejaculated into her without a condom on. I’d gone way out of my comfort zone, and for what? A quickie? I felt like I understood Greta less than ever; maybe I’d never understood her at all. Maybe I just didn’t understand women.


CHAPTER VI

It was dark and I’d been asleep for five hours already when a creaking woke me up. I slowly opened my eyes and saw four dark figures standing in my room. I was too terrified to scream, even as they came around me and pulled me out from my bed. I was frozen with terror. My instinct was to cover my face, but they were holding my arms. One of the men pulled a gag ball over my head, gagging my mouth, before slipping some sort of bag over my face. Now I could see nothing and I couldn’t scream—even tough I was still frozen with horror.

They pulled me out from my bedroom. I kicked until I was suddenly lifted off the ground. I assume I had one man on each leg and one man on each arm. I tried flailing. I felt a cool breeze and knew that I was outside. Then I heard the loud thud of a car door, and it was suddenly warm and humid. I felt the bodies sitting down around me.

“Go to sleep,” a voice said. I tried to moan the words, ‘Please don’t hurt me,’ but the gag was too effective. I was stuck with a pounding heart and cold, tense nerves.

It was a long, bumpy drive. The motion of the car seemed to trick my brain into thinking I was being rocked, like a baby in his mother’s arms. For a moment I considered the idea that I was just having a weird nightmare, and then suddenly, I found myself dozing off. How I was able to relax under the circumstances, I have no idea. Maybe it was the fact that I had nothing to lose, therefore nothing to be concerned about. There was a strange comfort in the idea of being kidnapped. Maybe if Greta saw the news article, she would feel bad for me. She certainly wouldn’t be hounding me for forty percent of my paycheck, knowing that I’d been kidnapped.

And it was seeming less and less likely every day that I was going to find new love. It was starting to seem like Greta was all I was going to get. My five blissful years were up and now it was time to simply wait until death.

When we hit a bumpy dirty road, I woke up. Now I suddenly wanted to scream, still blinded with a bag over my head, but the gag ball prevented anything more than a loud moan. “We’re almost there,” a voice said. I could hear a grin in the voice.

How long had I been asleep for? How far away were we from my home? My body was sore, as if I’d been asleep hunched over for many hours. There was a solid possibility we weren’t even in the same country anymore. I tried to say the word ‘please’, but nothing came out but a faint mumble.

I turned my head and felt a brightness against the black bag. It was morning now; it had been at least a few hours.

The road became more and more bumpy, and then we suddenly stopped. “Is this it?” one of the men asked.

“This is it,” said the other.

“Thanks for the ride.”

“Peace to you, brother.”

“Peace to you, brother.”

Car doors opened. Men stepped out. Then suddenly, the bag was pulled from my head. The tie holding my wrists together was cut. I squinted and turned my head away from the brightness, but it was all around me. “Give him a minute,” said one voice.

Now, shapes began to form in the white blur. I could see their figures standing outside. One of them reached in and grabbed my arm. He gave me a gentle tug, so I stepped out onto the cool ground. My legs wobbled. Now I could see a little bit more: the men were getting naked all around me—except for the driver, who was sitting behind the wheel with a big pair of sunglasses on his face.

A man came up behind me and pulled the gag off of my head. I took a deep breath in. “Please don’t hurt me,” I said immediately. “You can have all my money. I mean—I don’t have any money, but I get paid on Friday. You can have all of it. Please, just don’t hurt me.”

The men didn’t even look at me as they pulled white robes over their bodies. “Take off your clothes.”

“Sure. Whatever you want. Just don’t hurt me.” But now I could see that none of them were armed. The car behind me pulled away. I turned to watch it go, and that’s when I saw that we were in a forest clearing. “Where am I? Why did you take me here? You’ve made some sort of mistake. I’m not the guy you’re looking for.”

“Clothes—take them off,” said one of the men. He had a long beard and a shaved head. I paused for a moment and then I stripped down. I was only wearing a t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants, so getting naked was easy.

Another man tossed me a white robe. “Put it on.” I put the robe on. It was soft, but short, leaving my calves and knees exposed. And the sleeves weren’t quite long enough to reach my elbows, leaving my forearms exposed to the cool morning breeze. “It will warm up, don’t worry. We’ll get your blood moving in a second.”

“Look,” I said. “I get paid on Friday. You can have all of it—please, just don’t do this.”

“Calm down, brother,” said the bearded man with a smile. “That was all just part of your initiation. You don’t get to know where we are until you reach the fifteenth degree.”

“Fifteenth degree?” I said.

“Right now, you’re a first degree,” he said. “By the end of this, you may reach second degree.”

“Second degree in what?” I said.

“Just relax, man,” said another man. He was younger, with a wispy goatee and thick eyebrows. He was looking at me with a smile. “All initiates go through the same thing. You’re taking it better than most of them.”

“Yeah. You actually slept. No one’s ever slept before,” said the third man. I instantly recognized him: the tall suited man from the convention, who led me down that long hallway to see Matt Glazer. All three men started laughing.

“I know you,” I said. “You were at the convention. What the hell is this?”

“It’s a fourteen day retreat. You signed up for it. Why does no one ever remember signing up for The Retreat?”

“Beats me,” said the bearded man. “Let’s get on with the ritual.”

“Right,” said the tall man. He bent over and picked up a small mason jar filled with red fluid. “Put out your hands. This is an old tradition—don’t worry, it’s not real blood.” I put out my hands and then he poured the red fluid over them. The three men started humming with their eyes closed while my heart pounded. Then they suddenly opened their eyes. “There—now you’re officially a first degree member.”

“What the hell was that?” I said.

“It’s your own blood, now on your own hands,” he said. “It’s a metaphor, for you to figure out on your own, during the Long Walk.”

“The Long Walk?” I said.

“That starts now. Take this bag.” He lifted a heavy bag up from the ground and passed it to me with a grunt. It must have weight fifty pounds!

My legs wobbled slightly. “I have to be at work,” I said. “I’ll get fired.”

“That’s a sacrifice you made when you signed up to be enlightened,” the bearded man said.

“I didn’t sign up for anything. This is kidnapping. This is illegal!” I looked down at their hands once more, to make sure they weren’t armed. Though they didn’t need to be armed—they were all bigger than me, and the three of them could have easily beaten me to death. “Just take me home.”

The three men snickered. The bearded man looked around and shrugged his shoulders. “Take you home? How? With what car?”

“I’ll hitchhike. Which way is town?” I looked down both ends of the road. I saw the car leave to my left, but I had no idea where that road went, or if that driver was even planning on returning to my town.

“We have no idea,” said the tall man. “We were blindfolded. None of us have cellphones. None of us are fifteenth degree. Rick here—he’s fourteenth degree.”

“You’re messing with me,” I said.

The men shook their heads. “Sorry, pal. We don’t get picked up until a twentieth degree member arranges it.”

I shook my head and sighed. I couldn’t tell if they were messing with me or not. “I just want to go home.”

The men stared at me with blank expressions.

“I’m not kidding around. I’ll call the police. I’ll tell them everything. I’m great at remembering faces. I can describe you perfectly to the cops. But if you let me go home, I won’t say anything—I promise. I’ll keep my word. Seriously.”

But they just kept staring at me. There was a cool gust of wind. My robe lifted up slightly, sending a shiver up my thighs. Then the three men turned towards a narrow path between the trees. “Should we start walking?” the bearded man said.

“Let’s go. Come on, newbie. Fantasy awaits!” The men started walking, leaving me with that heavy bag. I thought about dropping the bag and running down the road. Eventually that road would connect with a highway—though it did feel like we were on that bumpy dirt road for a long time, maybe a few dozen miles.

The men weren’t waiting for me. They had already vanished into the forest. I squirmed and groaned and then I decided to follow them.

My heart was still pounding with the terror of being kidnapped, but I was a little bit curious to know where the men were going. This was, after all, the retreat that Matt Glazer told me about. He seemed so certain at that convention that this getaway would be the answer to my problems. And now I was here, so maybe it was worth giving it a shot. “Wait!” I said as I stumbled over a thick root, nearly falling onto my face. That heavy bag made the hike difficult. It didn’t help that the men weren’t interested in slowing down for me—not even after a long hour of trudging through those woods.

My shoulders ached and my back was throbbing with sharp pain. I wanted to stop to rest, but I had to follow the men. They weren’t even following a trail. They were somehow navigating the woods using little colored ribbons that were on the trees. But it wasn’t as simple as going from one ribbon to the next. There were ribbons in every direction; sometimes we followed them, sometimes we didn’t. My best guess was that we were following a complicated color pattern, memorized by the bearded man, who was apparently named Rick and supposedly a ‘fourteenth degree member’, whatever that meant. And what exactly was he a member of? Was I being taken to join some sort of cult? The robes certainly screamed cult, and the fake blood that was now dried and stained on my hands was certainly a red flag.

“Are we close?” I asked after another twenty minutes. My back was slick with sweat. My forehead was burning hot but my legs were cold in that forest shade. “I don’t know how much more I can do.”

“Keep up, newbie,” Rick said, and then the men chuckled. “We all did it, you can do it too.”

So I kept lugging that heavy bag. “Is there water in this bag? I’m dying of thirst.”

“No water,” said the tall man.

“Then what the hell is in it? How is it so heavy?”

No one answered me.

“Why do you even need the stupid bag?” I said. It had been two long hours now and my back was screaming with pain. “Please tell me that we’re close.” It seemed like we were walking in circles. I swear I was beginning to recognize trees. “I can’t do this anymore. Seriously—what’s in the bag? Why won’t you answer me?”

Fifteen more minutes passed and then I fell to my knees. “Fuck your dumb bag. If you won’t tell me what’s in it, I’ll just look.” I pulled the bag in front of me and then I unzipped it. The bag was literally filled with large rocks.

The men started laughing.

“Is this some sort of joke?” I said. I stood up. “If you want your damned rocks, then you can carry them. I’m done with them.”

Rick walked up to me and placed his hands on my shoulders. He looked into my eyes. He was a couple inches shorter than me, but somehow he made me feel small. “Good job,” he said. “You’ve passed your initiation.”

“What?” I said.

“You’ve released your burden. Now you can begin the process of enlightenment.” He reached into the pocket of his robe and pulled out a small tin, which looked like a tin of mustache wax. He dabbed a bit of red substance on his fingertip and then he rubbed a straight line down the middle of my forehead. “How does it feel?”

I felt a strange hint of pride, but mostly I felt anger. “Why are you torturing me?” I said.

“The pain of letting go is nothing compared to the satisfaction of becoming enlightened.”

He ran his hands down my arms, making my skin tingle. Now I was almost positive that Matt Glazer had signed me up to be part of a cult. And now that I was considering the possibility, he certainly did seem like somewhat of a cult leader. He gave motivational speeches to desperate people. He had legions of drooling fans who would do anything in the world for him.

I looked at Rick and then I looked at the tall man and then I looked at the bald man. They were all smiling, looking a little bit like their brains had been plucked from their skulls. Were these men fully indoctrinated? Were they going to try to lobotomize me as well?

The men started walking, now moving left, in a new direction. “Come on now,” Rick said. So I followed, with nowhere else to go. It was another twenty minutes of walking, but it almost felt like I was floating without gravity now that the heavy bag was no longer on my back.


CHAPTER VII

The Retreat took me by surprise. It was a beautiful place: four hand built timber buildings spread across a lush valley in a large forest clearing. Trees surrounded the whole compound and mountains surrounded the trees.

Mountains? We must have been truly far from my home. There weren’t any mountains in my province, so where were we? Alberta? Was I asleep in that car for over eight hours? Did they drug me?

Men and women were scattered around, all wearing white robes. They were laughing and chatting and some were dancing around a large wooden totem that sat upright on the middle of the large property. “Where are we?” I asked.

“It’s The Retreat,” Rick said. “This is where you’ll become enlightened.”

“It looks nice,” I said as the warm sun tickled my skin. My attention was stolen by a beautiful blonde. She was one of the girls dancing around the totem, holding hands with two other women. She had a smile on her face, and she was looking right at me.

“I think he likes it,” said the tall man with a chuckle. “Come on, newbie. We’ll show you your bed, and then you’re on your own.”

They took me across the property to what looked like a large church. The windows were all stained glass, but the inside was a cramped maze of hallways, with curtains for doors every ten feet. As we turned around a corner, a couple of naked women brushed by us. I instantly froze as I felt the soft skin brushing my hand. The girls giggled. I had to look back at them, to make sure my brain wasn’t playing tricks. Sure enough, they were naked. Their firm butts were jiggling, and I could just make out the bulge of their pussies between their legs as they skipped around the corner.

My blood turned cold. “What’s the matter? Never seen a naked woman before?” the tall man asked.

I shook my head. “Huh?” I said. “No—I mean—of course I have. It’s just… Why are they naked?”

“Here at The Retreat, we aren’t shackled by conventions. We encourage everyone to be free. You can do what you want here—nobody will judge you. Only you can judge yourself.”

“Okay,” I said.

He took me around another corner, and then he opened a curtain, revealing a small bed in a small space. “You’ll sleep here.” Next to the bed was a small stack of white robes, which I assumed were for me.

I went to sit on the bed, to make sure it was comfortable enough. I wasn’t willing to accept a horribly uncomfortable bed—not after being kidnapped and tortured with a heavy bag of rocks. If they were going to abuse me like that, then they were going to provide a decent bed. And thankfully, the bed was okay. It wasn’t too hard, and it wasn’t too soft. “I guess it’ll do,” I said, and then I turned to the curtain. The man was gone, and now the two naked girls were standing there, staring at me with big smiles. They giggled. I did my best not to look down at their breasts, which were out and wobbling like perfect water balloons. “Hello,” I said. My forehead was suddenly red-hot.

“Hi,” one of the girls said. Then they giggled again. Were they making fun of me? I was still tacky with sweat—maybe I looked hilariously haggard. There were no mirrors around.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

Then the girls zipped away, leaving me alone in that small room. My heart fluttered and sputtered. I wasn’t comfortable with the nudity. If a girl had done that at a church retreat, she would have been excommunicated and probably disowned by her family. The body is supposed to be sacred, and only shared with a close partner. Or maybe that was just my sheltered upbringing seeping into the front of my brain.

I went back outside, away from the church building. Now, the compound was silent. Everyone was gone. Where did they all go?

A trumpet horn made me jump. I spun around and saw that one of the building’s barn doors were open. After a moment, a line of men walked out holding long tables. They marched in a pair of lines to the middle of the clearing and placed the tables down. Behind them were two lines of women, carrying food. They placed the food down on the table. Then another horn blew and people started to emerge from the other buildings. Everyone flocked to the table to eat dinner.

A robed girl took me by the hand, making me jump. She giggled and led me towards the table. “What’s your name?” I asked.

“My soul doesn’t have a name,” she said, and then she sat me down in a chair and skipped off, blending into the crowd of men and women in white robes.

Nobody filled their plate with food. They all waited for everyone to be seated, then the clearing became silent, as if it was abandoned. It was five seconds later when all of the heads turned to look behind me, so I looked as well. Emerging from a forested path was Matt Glazer, now clad in a baby blue robe. He lifted his hands into the air, and then the men and women around me did the same. Five seconds later, he lowered his hands, and the people around me did the same.

“The sun is going down and Mercury is coming up,” he said. “It’s time to eat.” He took a seat at the head of the long line of tables. Everyone began to spoon food onto their plates. I scanned the food options. Everything looked tasty and fresh. The supple loaves of bread made my mouth water—probably because I hadn’t eaten anything since the pack of ramen noodles I had for dinner the night before.

I reached for a loaf of bread and tore off a large chunk, the same way the others were doing. I scooped a big ladle of soup into my bowl, and then I started to eat. I was two bites in when I noticed the woman across from me; she was staring into my eyes, eating her bread with small bites and a smile on her face.

I nodded my head and smiled. She had the same glossy look the others had: that indoctrinated gaze, steeped in propaganda and nonsense. I looked down and noticed she had a glass of pink fluid in front of her, and there was a similar glass in front of me; everyone had the pink fluid. She picked hers up and looked into my eyes again. “Cheers,” she said.

I looked down at my glass. Where did the fluid come from? Was it safe to drink? I didn’t want to end up consuming fishbowl cleaner. But I didn’t want to offend anybody, so I picked up the glass and held it up. “Cheers,” I said. I took a sip. It tasted like water, with a tinge of sweetness. I didn’t drink more than a sip, just in case it was poison—or laced with LSD. I took another bite of bread and then I downed half of my soup before realizing the soup could just as easily be laced with poison or hallucinogens. But it was too late, I’d already eaten a large amount, and now I was thirsty. That pink fluid was the only option on the table, and I was too afraid to ask anyone if there was water somewhere. They were all drinking the fluid, so how bad could it be?

I took the glass and poured the fluid back. I wiped my lips and then I looked forward at the girl in front of me. She was giggling now, holding her fingers against her lips. “What is it?” I asked.

She shook her head, as if she didn’t want to speak. I looked down the table and noticed a number of people staring at me. Was I the only new person there? How long had they all been at the camp?

Matt Glazer stood up again. He raised his arms into the air, so everyone else did the same. I followed along, just so I would stop sticking out. He lowered his arms and everyone did the same. “Brothers and sisters,” he said. “With us we have ten members of the first degree. These brothers and sisters are lost, and they need our help finding their way to the light. I ask all members, tenth degree and higher, to do everything you can to guide these lost souls.” His tone of voice was different than I was used to. He wasn’t talking like the ‘player’ he was in his YouTube videos, and in his convention speeches. It almost seemed like he was now playing a character—or maybe the character was his YouTube personality. Maybe this was the real Matt Glazer: a cult leader with a massive following of lobotomized sheep.

A number of people looked towards me. My newness must have been obvious. I tried to force a smile. Who were the other newbies? Were they around?

“To the first degree members: today, you learned to let go of your baggage. You’re probably tired and sore—remember that you don’t heal overnight. The healing process takes time: days, weeks, sometimes months. Rest assured that we’ll keep you here and we’ll guide you until you’re healed. When you leave here as second degree members, you’ll appreciate every second of your stay—be it a week or a year.”

“A year?” I said, looking around. Nobody seemed to be put off by the statement. I laughed awkwardly. I couldn’t spend a year at that camp. I would surely lose my job. I wouldn’t be able to return to the real world without Greta suing me for every penny I would make for the rest of my life.

“Rest tonight, and be prepared to open yourself tomorrow. You have an amazing journey ahead of you.”

“I have a job,” I said to the man next to me. “Do you know if there’s a phone here that I can use? I really need to call my boss. I have no idea what I’ll tell him—maybe I’ll just say that I’m sick. I’m sure I can make two weeks work. But a year?”

The man just stared at me with a half-smile.

“Sorry—you speak English, right?” I said.

He nodded his head.

“Do you know if there’s a phone here?”

He shook his head. “A phone is a barrier. We don’t have barriers here.”

I laughed nervously again. “But I need to make a call. Surely there’s an emergency phone or something. Right? I mean—what if someone has a heart attack or something? Is there a doctor here?” I could feel my heart rate increasing. Goose bumps began to form on my arms and legs. The man just shrugged his shoulders, as if he didn’t care. He wasn’t very helpful, and I had a feeling nobody was going to be helpful.


CHAPTER VIII

The sun went down quickly. The timing of the cleanup crew was impressive. The girls all picked up the dishes and the men picked up the tables and chairs, and then everyone marched in a pair of single-file lines back into that large barn. They emerged minutes later to create a large bonfire where the tables had previously been. Once again, girls were going around with pitchers of pink fluid. One of the girls approached me. “Thirsty?” she asked.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s water,” she said with a giggle.

“Why is it pink?” I asked.

“Water is a mysterious thing,” she said. “When you’re happy, it’s orange. When you’re sad, it’s blue. When you’re excited, it’s purple. When you’re hopeful, it’s pink.”

I looked down at the pitcher. “So what color do you see then?” I asked.

She looked at the pitcher and then back up into my eyes. “I see teal.”

“What’s teal?” I asked.

Then she winked, making my heart flutter. She was pretty: brown hair, straight bangs, and pointy ears that looked like they could have belonged to an elf. She poured me a cup and then skipped off to the next thirsty cult member. I kept my distance from the rest of the members, staying near the edge of the forest, watching them as they began to dance before a man playing a mandolin.

I watched for an hour, trying to decide if the people were actually happy or if they were just pretending our of fear for their lives. Finally, after the stars were out and the sunlight had faded completely, my eyes became heavy. It was time to call it a night.

I skirted around the property to the large church-like building. It took me a couple of minutes to remember my way through the maze of hallways. All of the little rooms were the same, so I had no idea if the room I ended up in was actually mine. But the place was totally empty, so I had nobody to ask. And I’m sure if I asked someone, I would have gotten a strange answer along the lines of, ‘Souls don’t have rooms’. I closed my curtain and crawled into my bed. I closed my eyes and sleep came quickly.

Then I woke up to the sound of feet in the hallway. Floorboards creaked as the many members located their rooms. I listened as curtains opened and closed. There were a few quiet conversations that went by, and a few little giggles—but not enough to keep me awake. I began to doze off again, and then I felt a pressure on the side of my bed. Someone was sitting down on the edge of the bed!

I turned around just as the person laid down. It was dark in the room—she probably didn’t see me in her bed. I must have gone into the wrong room. “I’m sorry,” I said, expecting to startle her. But she didn’t jump. Instead, she reached her finger out and pressed it against my lips. “Shh,” she said with a warm smile.

My body froze. She was naked. I could see the soft skin of her shoulders and the deep line of her cleavage. She leaned in and pressed her lips against mine, but I didn’t kiss back. I didn’t even know her—why would I kiss her? Sure, she was beautiful, with long blonde hair and stunning blue eyes, but she was a stranger.

Her hand slipped onto my side and she gently began to caress. She didn’t seem to care that I wasn’t kissing her back. She moved her lips from my lips to my neck, and then she began to suck. My heart stammered. I suddenly remembered Greta; this wasn’t so different from nights when Greta would come home from a night of drinking, hoping to get a little frisky.

I never liked having sex when she was drunk. She was always so aggressive and so slutty. She would always want to suck my cock and then she would insist on me eating her out. I didn’t like eating her out—it never felt right: pleasure for the sake of pleasure. It was against everything I was raised to believe. But I knew it wasn’t abnormal. I knew that it’s what normal people did—even married people, and sometimes even religious people. But did that make it right?

Now, the beautiful blonde had her hand on the middle of my chest. She began to bring it down, over my abs and over my pelvis. I froze and bit hard on my tongue as her careful fingertips slid onto crotch. She gently grabbed my cock, the same way Greta used to when she was trying to get me into the mood.

“I’m sorry. I’m really tired,” I said. My heart was pounding hard. I’d only ever been intimate with Greta before. And if I was going to end up back with Greta, then I wanted to keep it that way. I’d always fantasized about living my whole life with only a single love: one single sex partner. Greta was supposed to be my one and only; though she didn’t seem to feel the same way. And maybe I needed to forget about her. Maybe Matt was right. But it wasn’t that simple.

The blonde began to massage my cock. It was a nice feeling. But I knew it was wrong.

I took a deep breath. “Relax,” she said again. Her voice had an ethereal quality to it. It seemed to echo in my head. Her voice almost seemed like it wasn’t even coming from her lips, as if she was speaking to me telepathically. Was she? I tried to send her a mental message. ‘Who are you?’ I tried to ask only using my brain. She just smiled, then she slipped under the covers and pulled my robe up. I gasped and grabbed firmly onto the edge of the bed.

Her lips slipped around my cock and she began to suck. “Oh God,”I whispered. I didn’t want anyone coming in to catch us. I had no idea who I was with. What if I was currently being sucked off by some guy’s girlfriend? I didn’t want to make any enemies while I was stuck at that getaway.

But her mouth felt good. She sucked slowly and gracefully. Her mouth was warm and wet. Her tongue tickled my tip and made my shaft rock hard. I took another deep breath in. Now my brain was racing with images of my parents and my priests and my Sunday School teachers. I could see their disapproving faces. I could almost feel God peering down at me and shaking his head. I moaned and squirmed, praying that the blonde would stop suddenly without me having to beg.

And then she did. She came back up and looked into my eyes with a smile. She leaned forward and kissed me again; this time her lips tasted like cock. And this time, I kissed back, just for a few seconds. She reached down and grabbed my cock again. She began to tug with elegant strokes. My legs trembled. She was so good at stroking. I was tingling all over, not far from have an orgasm under those sheets.

She took my hand and pulled it down her naked abdomen. Did she want me to finger her? I never liked getting my fingers near Greta’s pussy; it never seemed right, just like anal, just like oral. Vaginas are designed for penises, to make children. Fingers have no business down there.

She pushed my hand lower. I put up no resistance. Then she pushed my hand onto a long, cylindrical shaft. I suddenly paused. My heart skipped a beat. And the timing was horrible: the euphoria between my legs had reached a climax and now I was trying to clench back my cum shot. I groaned and then I came. She was ready with her hand, cupping her palm around my tip to stop my cum from spewing all over my bed sheets.

I tried to will myself to let go of her shaft, but I was too paralyzed with fear. She ended up peeling my fingers off of her cock. She took my cum and spread it up and down her impossible snake, and then she took my hand again and placed it back on her cum-slicked dick.

Why did she have a cock? She was a girl. She had breasts and a beautiful face. Was this some sort of joke? Was this another weird initiation? I was too humiliated to move, even though I wanted to jump out of that bed and run away. More than anything, I wanted to pull back those covers to expose the prosthetic that she was hiding. Surely it wasn’t real. I’d heard of transgenders before, but I had no idea they could be so convincing. Was she a transgender? Why couldn’t I let go of her cock?

She tightened my grip around her rod and made me pump. After a minute, she let go of my hand, and somehow, I was pumping on my own. Why was I pumping? Why was I staring into her eyes? I could feel my own cum squishing between my fingers, acting as a sticky sort of lubricant as I gave her a handjob. She moaned and smiled. “Relax,” she said again, though I’m not sure I saw her lips move.

I could feel her shaft throbbing. Surely if it was a prosthetic, it wouldn’t throb—would it? I could feel thick veins and I could feel her foreskin pulling back and forth. What kind of prosthetic has realistic foreskin? I shuddered all over, but I kept tugging, tightening my grip as she began to moan louder. I wanted to make her come—but why? Why was I suddenly so determined to elicit a climax?

She inched closer to me, so that her crotch was pressed against my stomach. I kept tugging her, mashing her tip against my bellybutton. She pressed her forehead against mine and stared into my eyes. “I’m coming,” she said softly, and then I felt a warm wetness splattering against my stomach. She closed her eyes and groaned: a cute sound that filled me with horror and dread. I felt her globs oozing down my stomach. A minute later, she rolled onto her back and took a deep breath. Sh turned her head and looked into my eyes. “Goodnight,” she said with warm smile, then she rolled out of bed and slipped out from my room, leaving me with a head full of terror and confusion. And the only reason I knew that she was real was the large pool of cum that was now under me, and all over me.

It was a long hour before I managed to fall asleep again.

What just happened, and why did it happen?


CHAPTER IX

I woke up to the distant sound of laughing. Quiet footsteps pattered past my room as members of that strange group flocked outside. I rolled over and rubbed my eyes, trying to remember where I was, why my body ached with throbbing muscle pain, and why there was a dread tingling deep in my gut. It all came back to me quickly: being kidnapped, walking for hours with a bag filled with rocks, having a strange woman sneak into my bed to give me a blowjob before making me stroke off a cock that shouldn’t have been between her legs: all in the span of twenty-four hours.

Now, with some sleep, I had some clarity. I had a moment to piece together all of my memories of the previous day. The strongest image in my mind was of Matt Glazer in a white robe, standing with his arms in the air as dozens of his followers did the same. It was more clear now than ever: I was kidnapped by a cult, and now they were going to begin indoctrinating me.

I sat up. My head felt light. I couldn’t help but think that I’d been drugged. That pink fluid was surely laced with something. It was the only way to explain my inability to let go of that throbbing shaft. When that girl crawled into my bed, I became a different person. I did things that I would have never done before, and I allowed her to do things that I wouldn’t even let my girlfriend of five years do.

I held up my hands and stared at them. When I moved them quickly, they seemed to become blurry. Was that the drug wearing off, or was it just my exhaustion lingering in my brain?

The smell of bacon wafted up my nostrils. I closed my eyes and breathed in. It was a pleasing smell, and an enticing one, seeing as my stomach was now grumbling and churning, begging for food. I stood up and slipped into a clean robe. There was a basket in the corner of the room, which I assumed was for my old robe, so I tossed it in and made my way down the many hallways to the exit of the old church building.

The tables were set up in the same long line as the day before. But now, only some were sitting and eating. Others were playing games on the grass. Four men were playing a sort of field hockey game, three girls were spinning and dancing, a group of four girls was sitting on the grass and gossiping, and then I noticed Matt Glazer, sitting on a raised chair with three other men.

The three other men were on higher chairs than Matt. They were all on a sort of stage, all facing the tables where the followers were eating. And it seemed like they were doing nothing but watching—maybe even meditating, seeing as they were completely still.

The man on the highest chair, sitting right in the middle, was an older man with a bald head and a long beard. His eyes were open and he was staring off into the distance, almost looking like he was asleep with opened eyes. Next to him was an older woman on a slightly lower chair. She had her legs crossed and her back perked upright. She was slowly scanning the table, looking a bit like a queen. To the woman’s left was a man not much older than Matt, with a clean stubble beard, short hair slicked back, and a cool smile. I wondered if they were Matt’s superiors, seeing as they were all on higher chairs on that stage.

“You’re new,” a male voice said behind me. I turned around and saw a man with messy blonde hair. he was short and thin, with a bit of scruff on his cheeks and chin. “I can tell.”

“Alright,” I said.

“I’m new too. Did they pull you out of bed too? Man, that was scary. I nearly pissed myself.” He laughed. He had a nasally voice, and he seemed to have a hard time maintaining eye contact. “My name is Jeff, by the way. Nice to meet you.” He extended his hand.

I shook his hand hesitantly. “Lester.”

“Neat name,” he said with another awkward laugh. “So how did you end up here? Did you find all the clues in Matt’s videos?”

“Clues?” I said.

He stared into my eyes for a moment before chuckling. “Isn’t that how you found the sign up form?” he said. “Didn’t you find the clues.”

“No. I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Seriously? There are certain videos on the Tinder Guru YouTube channel with hidden letters. If you find the hidden letters in the order the videos were published, it creates a website link. It brings you to a page that says, ‘Do you really want to change your life? Want to know all of the secrets that the world governments don’t want you to know?’ Or something along those lines. Anyway, it comes up with a thing that says put in your name and address—so that’s what I did. That was three days ago. I’ll tell you: when they came into my room, I nearly pissed myself. Did I say that already? Anyway—if that’s now how you ended up here, how did you end up here?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I met Matt at a conference. He mentioned something about this. I gave him my address, and then—yeah—they pulled me out of bed.”

“It’s part of the initiation process. Kind of cool, right? It’s like being part of a secret club, with all the degrees. Kind of like being a freemason.”

I nodded my head slowly, tempted to ask him if he could tell it was just a cult. ‘Sure,” I said.

“I’m starving. Have you eaten?”

I shook my head. Then we went over to the long table and sat down at an empty section. I looked over at the stage where Matt and the other superiors were sitting. The old woman was now staring at me, staring right into my eyes. I was only able to look for a moment before looking away. Now I was suddenly terrified of the idea of suggesting to Jeff that this was a cult. Were they keeping a close eye on me? Would they track me down and kill me if I told anyone about the place once I was gone?

“So how long did you carry the rocks for?” Jeff asked as he scooped freshly scrambled eggs onto his plate.

“Um, I don’t know. An hour or two,” I said.

He laughed. “Wow. I gave up right away. I could hardly lift that bag, never mind lug it for an hour or two. I think I did fifteen minutes at most.” I wasn’t surprised. He had a small frame. Assuming his bag was just as heavy as mine, then fifteen minutes was probably an overestimate. “You aren’t very chatty. I bet you’re still pretty tired from yesterday, if you carried that bag around for two hours.”

“I guess so,” I said. The old woman was still staring at me, still watching me with suspicious eyes.

Jeff looked around and then he leaned over the table, over his plate of food. “So tell me why you’re here,” he said quietly, as if he was asking me something he wasn’t supposed to be asking me. “You seem like a good looking guy. I bet girls like you. So what’s the deal? Can’t get past the second date or something?”

I stared into Jeff’s eyes. He seemed excited to have someone to talk to. But he looked away within moments of me looking into his eyes. I could tell that he had a bit of a confidence issue. “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I just don’t know what I’m looking for.”

He nodded his head slowly. “Right. That’s probably tough, I bet.” He scooped some more food into his mouth, chewed, and swallowed. Then he laughed awkwardly. “I’m in the same boat. Don’t know what I want.” Then he smiled, showing more teeth than I wanted to see that morning. “We’ll figure it out though. They seem to know what they’re doing here. I mean—just look around—look how happy these people are. I was talking to a guy this morning—eighteenth degree member—and he was just so happy and so… sure of himself. Tell me: did anything weird happen to you last night?”

I paused. My stomach rumbled. “Like what?” I said.

“Anything.”

“Did something happen to you?” I asked. I watched him closely. Now he wasn’t looking at all into my eyes, staring down at his plate, almost as if he hadn’t heard what I said.

“Me?” he said. “No.” He laughed and scooped some bacon into his mouth. “But I heard some other people talking, and they said that weird stuff happened last night. I was just wondering if you noticed anything.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess not,” I said. Of course I wasn’t going to tell him about the well-hung woman.

Now Jeff was suddenly quiet and red in the cheeks. There was obviously something he wasn’t telling me. Or maybe he was just a sheepish fellow—I didn’t know him, after all. So I went on and ate my breakfast. But now I was thinking about that blonde again.

Where was she? I looked around at the many members of that strange commune. I saw a number of blonde girls, but the ladyboy that slipped into bed with me wasn’t among them. Was it just a weird dream—either drug induced or exhaustion induced? And if it was real, did that mean that there were others? I looked at a small brunette with big, pretty eyes. Was she hiding a cock between her thighs?

No—surely it was just a dream. Surely that commune wasn’t crawling with perfectly convincing trans girls.

“Well I don’t know about you, but I like it here,” Jeff said. “I needed a vacation. I can’t remember the last time I went on vacation. I went to Mexico with my family when I was fourteen. Does that count?” He laughed and shook his head.

A tall, pretty woman came and sat down next to Jeff. She was a good six inches taller than him, with long black hair that flowed down her shoulders. She looked over at Jeff, who was looking down at his plate, pretending not to notice the newcomer. “Hi there,” she said.

Jeff was slow to respond. It was three long seconds before he turned his head and looked into her eyes. “Oh. Hi,” he said quietly, clearly overwhelmed by her presence. And with just that tiny exchange, it was obvious to me what Jeff was suffering from: a complete lack of confidence, not helped by his small frame. It was no wonder he was watching so many Tinder Guru videos, desperate to have someone tell him over and over that there was nothing physically wrong with him, that he just needed to grab onto the invisible power of confidence, which was available to every person on the planet—supposedly.

The tall woman giggled cutely and then she served herself some breakfast. Now Jeff was silent. His talkativeness had evaporated in an instant.


CHAPTER X

It was noon when the trumpet blew and everyone gathered in the far field, away from the four large buildings. For the first time, I had a chance to see everybody: every single member, all spaced out on that large field as they looked towards a hill that stood before the edge of the forest. The old woman from the stage marched slowly onto the hill, holding a large staff, as if she was some sort of wizard. She lifted the staff into the air, along with her free hand, and then everyone in the crowd lifted their arms into the air. I did the same, not wanting to stick out too much—though I didn’t want to blend in too much either.

The old woman suddenly sat down, so everyone did the same. She crossed her legs and took a deep breath of air into her lungs. Everyone did the same. “Now,” she said with a distinct voice. “We close our eyes and enter into the ether.” I looked around. I was the only person with opened eyes. Even Jeff, who was sitting next to me, was following along like a good little sheep. I kept my eyes open, not wanting to miss anything important. I was afraid of closing my eyes and letting my guard down. I still wasn’t convinced there wasn’t about to be some sort of mass sacrifice. I wanted to be able to run if necessary.

“Empty your mind. Hear only my voice and nothing else. You are coming close to the void. Feel the void—feel it vibrating,” the old woman said. Her voice carried impressively through that large field, reaching the ears of all sixty or seventy commune members. “Release your toes, release your fingers, release your legs, release your arms. Feel the void now. Feel it consuming you. Your body is not your own. Your body is not your own. Your body is not your own.”

I looked around again. Everyone seemed relaxed. Some were smiling, others looked asleep. And I had to admit that there was something soothing about the old woman’s voice. She had a bit of an accent, though I couldn’t figure out what it was: something subtle, as if she was born in another country but moved to Canada at an early age.

“Enter the void. We’re close to the ether now. Your arms are gone. Your legs are gone. Your body is not your own.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I decided to close my eyes for a moment—partly because I was still tired from the day before, and partly because I was mildly curious to see if her words could help me to relax.

“If you tilt your head up slightly, you will feel the star energy entering your body. Let the star energy in so that it can let you out.”

I’d never been a fan of hippy spiritual stuff—mostly because I was raised to think that it was just a form of devil worshipping. Now, I opened my eyes for a curious moment and saw the stubble-faced man stepping up behind the old woman. He had a crown adorned with antlers, which he placed on top of her head.

“Feel the void all around you. Let the void consume you. Become part of the void. You are an omnipresent being. You don’t feel yourself, but you do feel everyone around you.”

Now I was starting to feel sleepy and slightly relaxed. I followed her advice and let go of my arms and legs. I allowed my body to slump slightly as the warm sun tingled my skin.

“Keep your eyes closed. Don’t open them. You’re about to feel things: impossible things. Like right now, the feeling of a woman’s hand, brushing through your hair.”

I froze as something touched the back of my head. I felt its gentle fingertips nestling into my hair before moving up my scalp. My skin was suddenly cold. The phantom hand pulled away, but I was too afraid to look back. I knew that nothing was there—they couldn’t possibly had someone sneak up behind every single meditator and pull the same prank without being caught. It was just in my head.

“Now feel the air getting warmer. Feel the warmth of Mercury seeping into your bones.”

It suddenly got warmer. Again, I wanted to open my eyes to see if there was a giant propane heater now above my head, but I resisted the temptation.

“And now, feel the warm ocean waves rolling over your legs. The water is soft and gentle—soothing.” And sure enough, I felt water rolling over my legs. And I could hear it too! It was as if I was suddenly on the beach.

“Go deeper into the void. Let the void consume you. Leave your body in the water. It’s not your body, after all. Go deeper. Go towards the ether. We’re almost there now.”

I was out of the water, floating in the air. I was tempted again to open my eyes—though a bit afraid to see the ground fifty feet below me. But I kept my eyes closed, wanting to stay in that perfect euphoria. It felt so nice. I was so relaxed. Maybe there really was something to this weird cult. Maybe they were actually onto something.

In eighteen years going to church, I never felt anything so real and profound. I could feel warm pulses moving up and down my spine. Something was waking up inside of me. Or maybe it was just drugs. I had more water with breakfast—more of that pink water. Maybe it was just now kicking in. Maybe the people who ran this cult knew how to time each drug trip. How long does LSD take to kick in?

“I can’t take you into the ether, I can only take you into the void,” said the old woman. “You can feel the warmth of the ether now. You can choose to enter it, or you can stay here in the void. The choice is yours.” And I swear I could feel it: a peculiar warmth, drawing me towards it. What was it? What would happen if I allowed myself to go into it? I wanted to feel more of it. I wanted to take that euphoria to the next level.

So I pushed myself forward and everything went black. The world was suddenly silent. Everything was gone, including myself. But somehow, I felt like I understood everything. I suddenly knew what I was and what I was supposed to be. Sadly, that amazing and euphoric knowledge went away as soon as the old woman’s voice said, “Wake up.”

I could feel my body again. I could feel the ground beneath me. I could feel the warm sun on my skin. I could hear some distant laughter and chatter. I was back in the real world, feeling more relaxed than ever.

I blinked a few times as my eyes adjusted to the brightness. Then I saw the blurry shapes of people around me. There was a little redhead sitting in front of me, smiling with a cute band of freckles across her nose and cheekbones. “Hi,” I said.

“Hi,” she said back.

She giggled and then she jumped up to her feet. I blinked a few more times and then looked around. Most of the crowd was gone. Now, I was one of ten people still sitting on that grass, legs crossed, waking up from a deep meditation (or maybe it was just sleep). The others waking up had crows of flowers on their heads, and flower petals sprinkled on their bodies. I looked down and noticed the petals sprinkled on me. Then I felt my head and found that I had my own flower crown on. “Leave it on,” the redhead said. “It’s something to be proud of.”

So I left the flower crown on my head, even though it was a bit itchy now that I was aware of it. I stood up slowly, trying to remember what happened when I was in ‘the ether’. I could only remember the profound feeling like I knew all of the answers to all of the mysteries in the world, but all I could remember was the blackness that enveloped me before I went unconscious.

I stretched out my arms as my legs wobbled slightly. Now the sun was near the trees, as if many hours had passed since we started meditating. “Do you feel different?” the redhead asked with wide, excited eyes.

“I don’t know,” I said. And then I remembered them saying something about not being allowed to leave until enlightenment occurred, so I decided to lie. “Actually, yeah. I do feel different.”

The girl smiled and nodded her head. Then she skipped off to join a group of giggling girls across the field.

The tables were all set up and food was laid out. A few people were finishing their meals. A lot had happened since I sat down with the crowd for that meditation session. I went to grab a quick bite to eat. As I sat down, that same redhead sat down in the seat across from me. She giggled, covering her mouth with the palm of her hand. She didn’t look very old: eighteen at the very most. Her perky breasts (and her nipples in particular) pushed hard against the soft fabric of her robe. “Hi again,” I said.

She just smiled and watched me, seemingly fascinated by me. I felt slightly uncomfortable, so I looked down at the food on the table and started to make myself a plate. And then I started to wonder why she was there. Why were any of the girls there? Matt Glazer’s YouTube channel was for men. His conference was entirely male, with a few unattractive exceptions. So why was this commune crawling with beautiful women?

I suddenly wanted to look under the table and up her robe, to see if she was actually a man, like the girl who had slipped into my bed the night before. Instead, I looked at her face, which was perfectly lit by the evening sunlight. She certainly didn’t look like a man, but neither did the blonde in my bedroom. “What is it?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said. My theory began to fall apart in my mind. There was no way that she was a man. There was no way that all of these beautiful women were transgenders; it was just too crazy of a theory to entertain. But then who were they? How did Matt Glazer convince them to join his cult?

The more I thought about it, the less weird that it seemed. Matt Glazer made a living teaching people how to manipulate women. His whole schtick was dissecting female psychology to win women over, so it was probably easy for him to approach a woman in a bar and convince her to join his weird commune. He had the charisma to charm any woman, so it wasn’t hard to believe that he’d used that charisma on a few dozen girls.

But were the girls there for him, or were they there for me? Did he bring them into his cult to help his male audience members? Or was he just looking to surround himself with beautiful women? Was he using people like me to train girls to be sex slaves? It was as good of a theory as any, though it did nothing to explain the well-hung woman that came into my room the night before.

“Do you like it here?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I love it here,” she said. “If I could stay here forever, I would.”

“But you can’t?” I asked.

“Once you’re enlightened, you can only come twice each year, for a month at a time,” she said.

“So you’re enlightened?”

She nodded her head. Her lips curled into a cute smile.

“What’s that like? What’s different?” I asked, leaning forward slightly.

“That’s for you to figure out,” she said.

“Can I ask you a question?”

She nodded her head.

“Do you give money to the people who run this place? Like—when you go home and back to work, are you—you know—financing this whole operation?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I give whenever I can,” she said. I fought away the urge to say ‘ah ha!’. Of course she was giving them money. I looked around at all of the equally glazed  over people. They were probably all forking over chunks of their paychecks to Matt Glazer’s forest cult. And did the cult run year round? When this group left after their month, did another group show up? How many hundreds of people were funneling money into Matt Glazer’s bank account?

“Would you like to explore with me?” she asked.

“Explore what?” I said.

“We call it exploring. It’s an important step towards enlightenment.”

“Okay. But what is it?” I asked.

“Come on,” she said, extending her hand out towards me. I took it gently and stood up, following her away from the dinner table. A few people turned to look at us as we passed. She was skipping with a smile on her face, and I was just trying to keep up. My legs were still wobbly from my hours of meditation. I was still trying to process everything, but it was all happening so fast that I couldn’t quite process it all.

We went beyond the large field and over the hill where the old woman led us through the meditation. There was a small trail into the forest, which we followed until we reached a small clearing. The trees around the clearing were carved into faces that reminded me of Santa Claus. All of the faces were turned towards the centre of that clearing. “Now lay down,” the redhead said.

“On the ground?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. It’s warm if you want it to be,” she said.

I stared at the spot on the ground for a moment before stepping onto it. I sat down and was about to lay down, then she said, “Take off your robe.”

I stared at her for a moment. “I don’t have anything on underneath,” I said.

“I know,” she said with a giggle. “That’s the idea. Take it off.” She decided to lead with an example. She took the base of her robe and pulled it over her head, exposing her small perky tits and slender body. She wasn’t very curvy. She kept her thighs pressed tight together, so I could only see the small patch of ginger hair on her pelvis, but not her pussy.

I froze for a moment. All of those familiar anxieties rushed into my body. She was a stranger. I didn’t even know her name. I didn’t know how many sexual partners she’d had before me. How was this any different from sleeping with a prostitute? How was this any more moral than picking a drunk girl up at a bar, fucking her, and then leaving her apartment, never to call her back again? This girl was indoctrinated—possibly high on drugs. And she was so young! I was too afraid to ask if she was even old enough to legally consent.

“I don’t know about this,” I said.

“Take off the robe. Explore with me.” She stepped forward carefully and looked down at me. My stomach began to fill with an uneasy nausea—but I didn’t want to let her down, so I reluctantly took off my robe, exposing my naked body. She smiled and then she sunk down, slipping her soft body on top of me. She slid her lips up my neck and then she gently kissed my cheek. I could feel her perky nipples rubbing against my chest. “Relax,” she whispered.

I let myself lay back and I allowed her to caress and kiss my body. I carefully put my hands on her sides and closed my eyes, hoping the experience would end quickly. That nausea in my stomach was getting worse. I bit down on my tongue and squirmed. Then I opened my eyes and looked down her freckled back, at her soft freckled bum. I slid my hands down onto her butt cheeks and gently squeezed, knowing she would like it—even though I didn’t want to do any more than I had to. And I was right: she liked it. She moaned gently as I squeezed, rolling her back down to press her abdomen against mine.

“I can feel your aura,” she said. “It feels so new. It’s cute.” I had no idea what that meant; to me, it was nothing more than a reminder that I was about to have sex with a crazy woman. Maybe she was off her meds. Maybe there was a psych ward out looking for her. Or maybe—just maybe—she was the sane one and I was the one trapped inside a paranoid reality. She was the one smiling, after all. She was the one without a care in the world. And isn’t that the whole point? If you live your whole life completely content, doesn’t that mean you succeeded?

She reached down and grabbed my cock with her gentle fingers. She squeezed and caressed as I moaned. She gripped my shaft once it was mostly hard, and she pulled back more foreskin. She looked into my eyes and giggled. “You’re big,” she said. “Bigger is always funner.”

“Really?” I said, only half-listening. I closed my eyes. It was hard to focus—hard to push the images of Greta out from my mind. What would she think if she saw me now? Surely if she saw me with another woman—or even know that I’d been with another woman—any possibility of getting back together would be gone. Though I was starting to think that was what I really wanted. I wanted to lose hope in Greta. I’d spent so long clinging onto a tiny dot of hope, and that tiny dot managed to drag me down so many times. I should have never met up with her that night. I shouldn’t have entertained the idea of getting back together by sticking my cock in her ass. I needed to let the idea of Greta die in my head. I needed to distance myself from her and become my own person once again.

I opened my eyes. The redhead on top of me was still stroking my shaft. Now, my shaft was wet. Maybe she’d rubbed it against her wet cunt, or maybe she’d spat in her hand while I was trying to calm myself down. It felt nice, her firm grip squeezing my girth.

She pulled my cock back, lining my tip up with her hole. She curled her hips in and then she began to sit down, forcing my tip up into her body. Her pussy was tight—way tighter than I was used to—making me truly question her age. I took a deep breath and clenched her hips firmly with both of my hands. I helped to guide her down as she began to moan. I could feel her pussy contracting around the length of my shaft. “Shit,” she moaned. That one word was enough to make me slightly uneasy, but I reminded myself that it was normal. I wasn’t part of the church anymore. I needed to learn to relax, or I was doomed to relive the same disaster that I went through with Greta, over and over.

She sunk down low, then she began to grind herself against my lap. “You’re so fucking big,” she moaned softly.

“Thanks,” I said, unsure of what else to say back.

“Bigger than me,” she said with a giggle. The comment was a strange one. I stared into her eyes as she began to bounce, and then I felt something jumping up and down on my pelvis. I looked down as she sat upright. Then I froze. She was just like the blonde, with a cock and ball sack. I gasped. I wanted to throw her off of me, but I was too rigid with fear.

“Relax,” she said softly. She kept bouncing, massaging my shaft with her tightly clenched asshole. It felt good, but it was so, so wrong. I was having sex with a biological male! My parents told me many times growing up: gay sex is a one way ticket to hell. I didn’t want to go to hell! But that wasn’t real. I didn’t believe in that stuff anymore. I needed to figure out how to release myself from that old ideology.

But still, I didn’t want to be fucking a man! I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I didn’t want to offend her by pushing her off, and we’d already come this far. I just needed to bite my tongue and see the fucking through. It was almost over. I just had to come. I needed to make myself come. So I opened my eyes and tried my best to keep my gaze up on her freckled tits. I watched them bounce up and down as she hopped on my lap, moaning. I tried to watch her plump lips as she gently bit down with her cute white teeth.

I held her hips firmly—but I could still see that flopping flaccid cock at the bottom of my vision. I could feel her warm ball sack jumping on my pelvis. It just wasn’t right! I closed my eyes and groaned. But thankfully, I could feel my orgasm coming. It was still a couple of minutes away. I just needed to focus on it. I needed to keep myself slightly aroused. I needed to keep my gaze away from the cock that was starting to become erect between her legs.

She reached down and grabbed it. She squeezed it tightly and began to jerk it, almost violently. “Fuck, that feels so good,” she said, jerking her cock rapidly as it grew in her fist. Now it was getting big. It was hard to look away from. It curved upwards with thick veins running from the base to the tip. I could see it throbbing.

She grabbed it by the tip and beat it with intensity. She stared down at my body as her cheeks became redder and redder. Was she going to come before me? And where was she planning on coming? Into her fist or onto my body? Why couldn’t I look away? Why was I now more aroused than before.

I bit hard on my tongue, then she let out a loud moan. She tilted her cock down and stopped pumping. She squeezed her tip hard, making it red, and then it erupted. I watched in slow motion as her little hole opened up and a stream of white blasted out, landing right on my upper chest. I winced my face away before the next blast, but I felt everything.

And to make matters worse, I came at the same time. The cumshot seemed to arouse me in a confusing way. I unloaded gigantic blasts of cum deep inside of her body as she moaned and squirmed on top of me. Now there was a huge pool of cum on the middle of my chest, and streams of cum in seemingly every direction: left and right and up on my chin, close to my lips.

I felt dirty and confused. I tried to hold my composure together for a moment, and then I reached out and lifted her off of me. “What the hell is this place?” I said, no longer able to keep my sanity.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, reaching down to pick up her robe.

“All the girls here—you’re all… you know.”

“No, I don’t know,” she said with a small giggle. I didn’t want to offend her, so I took a moment to consider all the possible words.

“You’re—you know—trans people, or whatever you call yourselves these days. I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with that. It’s just not how I was raised. It’s not normal. And is that what they do here? Is that what this is all about? Do they make men like me into women like you?”

“What are you talking about?” she said with wide eyes and a big smile.

“You’re a guy. I mean—you aren’t now, but you used to be.”

She shook her head. “I’m a woman.” She giggled as if I was being funny.

“But you have a cock,” I said. “I get that you’re a woman now, but you didn’t used to be.”

“I’ve always been a woman, and I don’t have a cock. You literally just fucked me in the pussy.”

She grabbed the bottom of her robe and lifted it up, showing me the cute pussy beneath her square of ginger pubic hair. I froze for a moment.

“But—But you just came on me. I saw it—and I felt it!” I said, staring at her young cunt.

She shook her head. “No. I sat up before you came, and then I jerked you off until you came on yourself.”

“You did?” I said.

She nodded her head slowly, looking at me as if I’d lost my mind completely. “Yeah. I don’t want to get pregnant.”

“Right,” I said softly. Now I didn’t know what to believe. I know what I saw: a big cock, flopping around until it was hard and coming on my chest. But now I was looking at a proper pussy.

“I’ll give you a few minutes to yourself,” she said before skipping off down the trail, back to the commune. I remained still for a minute, looking down at my naked, cum-covered body. It made no sense. Did I hallucinate the cock? And what about the blonde girl and her cock? Was that all a hallucination as well? Was the pink water laced with LSD?


CHAPTER XI

My best friend growing up’s name was Kyle. We met in a Mormon daycare, and then we ended up going to the same elementary school together.

Kyle was a follower. He was never much of a decision maker. He would even ask me what he should do for his birthday parties, and one year he even had his sleepover birthday party at my house.

He was tall for his age, with scruffy long hair and a thin face. Teachers always wanted him to join the sports teams, but despite his lanky frame, he was terrible at sports—even basketball, despite being the tallest kid in the class.

As a child, I liked Kyle because I could rely on him to do whatever I wanted him to do. I always knew that he would come over when I asked him to come over. I knew that he would be my partner for a class assignment if I couldn’t squeeze in with one of the smart kids. I knew that he would take the blame for me if I got up to no good during church. He was a loyal friend, though I think his loyalty came from the fact that he only had a couple other friends, and those other friends were also my friends and probably would have picked me over him.

So in a way, I always felt like I needed to protect Kyle. I often felt bad for him, though I didn’t know why. I never understood why he was so shy. He wasn’t shy when he was with our friend group; when he was with us, he was suddenly hyper and excited and quick to laugh. He was interested in everything: able to focus on some new task for hours and hours, until someone showed him something new. But for some reason, when someone was around who wasn’t a close friend, he would shut down. Even if my mom came into the room to ask if we wanted to order pizzas, he would go from bouncing on the couch to clutching his hands at his waist and looking down at his feet. His shyness got particularly bad in middle school, when guys started asking girls to be their girlfriends. Suddenly, that energy was gone, even when we got together outside of school.

Susan Erskine came up to me one afternoon and asked, “Do you know if Kyle has a girlfriend?” Susan wasn’t the hottest girl in the school—not even close—but she was cute. She was short, a bit chubby in the arms and thighs, with dark brown hair and dark brown eyes. She was always pushing her hair away from her eyes, but it would just fall back down seconds later because she refused to pin it back. Sometimes she would just leave her dark hair covering a single eye.

“Yeah. Why? Do you like him?” I asked, trying not to smirk too much.

“Don’t tell anyone,” she said.

“Well do you want me to tell him?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Do you think he would ask me out?” she said. She was holding her right arm with her left hand, squirming from side to side like a toddler that had to pee.

“I don’t know. I doubt it,” I said. It wasn’t meant to be an insult, and it didn’t occur to me until years later that she probably took it as an insult. I was just referring to the fact that Kyle was the most shy person I knew and would likely not have the courage to ask a girl on a date.

“Okay. Please don’t tell Kyle about this,” she said, and then she turned around and zipped off. That afternoon, I immediately told Kyle everything.

“You should ask her out,” I said.

Kyle grabbed his right arm with his left hand and squirmed slightly from side to side. “I don’t know,” he said.

“Don’t you like her?” I asked.

He shook his head, but I could tell that he was lying. He was too shy to admit that he liked anyone. He didn’t like talking about relationships or girls. His face would turn dark red whenever the subject came up, and it came up a lot during those early pubescent years.

“Just ask her out,” I said. “Go see a movie with her. What harm will it do?”

“Why don’t you ask her out?” Kyle asked.

“I’m waiting for Charles to break up with Greta, and then I’m going to ask her out,” I said with a big smile.

“You said that when Greta was with Stanley,” Kyle said. He was trying hard to change the subject. It was obvious that talking about his dating life was complete torment. But I knew it would never get better unless he pushed himself out from his comfort zone.

“I was going to ask her out after she broke up with Stanley. Charles beat me to her,” I said.

“He waited a whole month,” Kyle said.

“Don’t mind that. You’re going to ask Susan out—this afternoon. Just do it, pussy. She’s cute and she’s obsessed with you. What are you afraid of?”

We followed Kyle out to the field after school that day. He waited on the path between the school and the road where the busses lined up. Susan came out after five minutes of Kyle’s crippling anxiety. When he saw her, he turned away from her, pretending like he hadn’t seen her at all. Then he closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and turned to face her, just as she was walking by. He waved her down, she stopped and stared at him. They were both silent. Then their lips started to move. Kyle’s face was dark red. We were chuckling like idiots from our safe distance.

I was proud of Kyle. It was a solid step in the right direction. I almost cheered when I saw Susan nodding her head before turning to catch her bus. Then Kyle came towards us with his red face. His hands were trembling. “You just became a man,” said Lyle, a new friend of ours who had just moved to the city from Florida.

Kyle kept his gaze down on his feet, but he had a smirk on his face. He was happy. Maybe Susan would help to bring him out from his shell. Maybe the old Kyle would be back soon enough.

Kyle dated Susan for the rest of that year. I even became a bit jealous, because during that year, Susan hit a few puberty milestones. After Spring Break, she came into class with tits. I’ll never forget seeing the straps of her red bra peeking out the top of her white tank top. Her chubbiness turned into curviness. She started wearing makeup and became a bit of a babe.

And she stuck with Kyle, even though Kyle wasn’t coming out from his shell like I assumed he would. He would go off with her almost every day after school. They hung out at her place. I asked Kyle if they were fucking, and of course Kyle said no—she was a mormon too, so if they were doing it, they weren’t going to take any risks by telling anyone, not even me. They went to see movies together and they would spend whole weekends together. It wasn’t long before I began to regret pushing Kyle into asking her out. I assumed he was being his fun old self with her. Maybe he’d just moved on from me and our friend group.

It was three weeks before the end of the eighth grade when Kyle disappeared: vanished completely, as if God had reached down and plucked him from the Earth. I asked Susan where he was, but she claimed that she knew nothing. I knew she was lying because she would become flustered whenever his name came up.

And it was a long three months before I found out what happened to Kyle. Six weeks into the ninth grade, Susan told one of her friends, and that friend told the whole school.

Every day after school, Kyle went over to Susan’s house to hangout. Supposedly, they would play dress up together. Susan would have Kyle put on her dresses and skirts and blouses, and then she would do his makeup. According to the rumor, they would sometimes even go out together: to parks, to cafes, to the malls, and so on. “Kyle was the one who wanted to do it,” Susan told me when I confronted her about the rumor. “It was literally the highlight of his day.”

“I don’t believe you,” I said. “You know what actually happened to him and you’re not saying. This crossdressing nonsense is just you protecting yourself.”

She scoffed at me and shook her head. “Protecting myself from what?” she said.

“I don’t know. Maybe your new boyfriend.”

“My new boyfriend has nothing to do with this. And I had nothing to do with Kyle’s little hobby. It all started a couple months after we started dating. I stole a bottle of vodka from my dad’s liquor cabinet and we shared it until we were both drunk. Then he got naked and I thought we were going to have sex. I didn’t want to have sex, so I told him to get dressed. Then he went into my closet and grabbed a dress and put it on. It was funny at first, and then he just kept trying on dresses. He said that he liked it. I made a joke about him being my lesbian lover, and then he was actually into it.”

“I don’t believe you,” I said.

“Why would I make it up?” she said. “It got weird after a few months. It was almost like he only wanted to hang out with me so he could get into my closet. So I finally just packed him a big suitcase filled with old clothes that I was just going to donate. We broke up a week before his dad caught him.”

“Kyle wasn’t like that. Kyle was a cool guy.”

“Well he was especially afraid of you finding out,” Susan said.

“So why’d you break up then?” I asked.

“I told you: all he wanted to do was dress up. And he only ever wanted to kiss if he was dolled up. Sorry, that’s not my thing. I like masculine guys. It was hard breaking up with him, but to be honest, I don’t think he cared. I think he was just happy to get all of my old clothes.”

“I just don’t believe it,” I said. And I didn’t believe it until nearly five years later, when Kyle came back.

I was at a cafe, less than a month after finally asking Greta out on a date, when a woman came up to me and tapped me on the shoulder. I turned around and looked into her eyes, slightly put off by a vague sense of familiarity. “Can I help you?” I asked. She was tall and thin, with plump lips and shining eyes.

“Lester?” she said.

“That’s me,” I said. “Sorry. Who are you?” For a moment, I thought I was about to be served. Then the girl bit her lip and looked down at her feet, the way Kyle used to. And after a few seconds, I realized that I was staring at Kyle. “Shit. So it was true?” I said.

“I’m just in town for the next two weeks,” he said with a strangely feminine voice. But now that I knew it was Kyle, that voice no longer sounded convincing. I could hear that masculine twang. And I could see the masculine jawline and the broad shoulders—though all of that was hard to really look at because he had real cleavage: breast implants that were now plopped into a bra and squeezed into a dress.

I stuttered. “I don’t understand. You’re a girl now?” I said.

He nodded his head.

I was still part of the mormon church. In fact, I was on my way to a church meeting, to discuss new activities for the upcoming kids’ summer camp. I had stopped believing in most of what was taught in the mormon church, and I was close to quitting altogether, but that didn’t make the sight before me any less shocking.

“Want to sit down?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “Kyle—you can’t do this. You’ll end up in Hell.”

He looked down at his feet again. “It’s really not a big deal,” he said.

“I need to go,” I said, and then I brushed by him.

“Lester, wait,” he said, still sounding mostly feminine, but just masculine enough that my blood turned cold. I turned around slowly and could now see his whole figure. Aside from his slightly broad shoulders and straight jawline, he actually kind of looked like a girl. He had perky breasts and a flat tummy and wide hips. His dress was cut off around the middle of his thighs, exposing more skin than was tolerated within the walls of our church.

“What do you want?” I asked, now feeling like people were looking at us. I didn’t want anyone thinking that I’d been flirting with a tranny. I didn’t want anyone thinking that I had anything to do with a tranny. I didn’t want to have to explain to my parents or to my pastor why I was seen in a cafe chatting with a cross-dresser in a tiny dress.

“I just want to talk,” he said.

“I don’t want to talk. I have to get to a meeting.”

“Then let’s talk later. Just take my phone number and call me,” he said.

“Why?” Now I was sure that people were looking. I tried not to look over at the turning heads.

“I just want to catch up.” He grabbed a pen from the cafe counter and then he scribbled his phone number onto a brochure and handed it to me. “Just call me.”

I took the brochure and folded it up small and stuffed it into my pocket. Then I took off. I don’t know why I didn’t toss that brochure directly into the trash once I was around the corner. I don’t know why I held onto it for the next three days. Maybe I felt bad for Kyle, or maybe I was just curious to know when things went wrong. I ended up calling him one night, after getting home from a date with Greta.

“Hello?” he said with that peculiar voice.

“Kyle?” I said.

“Lester?”

“Yeah,” I said after a moment of hesitation. I was tempted to hang up the phone, but a part of me was desperate to know the real story. I now believed Susan’s story about Kyle always wanting to dress up, now that I had evidence, but the details were still fuzzy, not adding up in my head.

“It’s Kylie now,” he said. I bit down on my tongue. I didn’t want to call him Kylie. I didn’t believe that a man could become a woman. I’d been taught that it was nothing more than a mental illness, caused by a lack of self control.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I just wanted to catch up. I haven’t heard from you in so long. We used to talk every day.”

“Where did you go?” I asked.

“My dad sent me to live with my aunt, over in Churchill, Manitoba.”

“Why?” I said, even though I had a pretty good idea.

“He caught me in a dress,” he said without much hesitation. Why wasn’t he ashamed of this embarrassing story? Why was he being so open? I didn’t even know him anymore. I hadn’t spoken to him since I was still a child. He was a stranger to me now—in fact he was more strange to me than a usual stranger.

“Well why were you wearing a dress?” I said.

“I like wearing dresses. I always wanted to be a girl.”

“But Kyle, you’re not a girl. You’re a guy. Are you gay?” I asked.

“I like men,” he said. “So I guess that makes me straight.”

I groaned. “Kyle, c’mon,” I said. “But you’re still a guy. I mean—sure, you have implants or whatever, but you also still have a dick, right? You can’t get pregnant, but I bet you could get a girl pregnant if you wanted to. That makes you a guy, doesn’t it?”

“It’s more complicated than that,” he said.

“Is this all you wanted to talk about? Because if this is it, then I’m going to hang up,” I said.

“You’re still with the church?” he asked.

“Yeah. Why?” I said.

“Can I send you some stuff? It’s just stuff to read—I’ll send it in an e-mail.”

“I guess so,” I said. “What is it?”

“Just read it later when you get a chance. There’s a lot more to life outside the church, you know.”

“I shouldn’t be talking to you right now,” I said.

“Why not?”

I paused for a moment as my stomach turned. “It’s just weird,” I said. “No offense, Kyle, but you don’t even really look like a girl. And you don’t sound like one. I’m not trying to be mean here, I’m just trying to talk some sense into you. You think that your dad was trying to ruin your life, but he was just trying to stop you from making a big mistake. And what happened? Why did you still go through with this after he sent you away?”

“They put me into a program with a bunch of gay kids. It was supposed to teach us to be straight. It didn’t work.”

“Did you actually pay attention?” I asked.

“It didn’t work because I paid attention,” he said with a chuckle. I didn’t know what he was talking about. “I’ve only been on the pills for a couple of months. In a year or two from now, you won’t be able to tell me apart from a biological girl.”

“You want some advice, Kyle? Get the implants out and stop taking those pills. If you want to dress up in your free time, behind closed doors, then do that. But right now, you’re just making a fool of yourself.”

“Just promise me something,” Kyle said.

“What’s that?” I asked with a sigh. I checked the time. It was getting late and I still wasn’t sure why I bothered to call him. Now he had my phone number. Was he going to call me all the time? Was Greta going to pick up one day and think that I was cheating on her with some weirdo from my past?

“Just read the stuff I’m going to send you. Keep an open mind.”

That night, Kyle sent me a long list of contradictions, and a short PDF file about the history of the mormon church. He included a list of links to other books about the history of Christianity, and more websites with stories about the dark side of the mormon faith. I knew that reading the documents was wrong. If my father or my pastor caught me, I would be in deep trouble. But some of the information was interesting, and I found myself suddenly hooked, no longer sure what to believe. The facts presented in the documents were convincing, but they went against everything I was raised to believe. There was nothing in the documents about cross-dressing or transgenders. It seemed that Kyle just wanted me to know what he had learned about the church: the mistranslations, the corruption, the politicalization, and so on. I’d already been questioning my faith—now I just had no idea what to believe.

It was three weeks later when Greta went onto my computer and saw some of the documents open. “Please tell me you’re giving up the mormon crap,” she said. She was raised in the same church as me, but she publicly gave it all up the moment she turned eighteen (and probably long before then in private).

“I don’t know,” I said. At the time, our relationship was new. I’d spent years wishing she was my girlfriend, and now I had her. I was still in that stage of wanting her to approve of everything I did. I wanted her to be happy. “I think I’ll stop going to church on Sundays.”

“Good,” she said. “It was really just a matter of time. It seems like their goal is just to hold people back, if you ask me.”

“Yeah,” I said with some hesitation. It felt wrong to be dissing the church—but also strangely freeing. It was a few days later when I lost my virginity to Greta, who was wearing nothing but lingerie when I showed up at her apartment for our date. I guess she assumed that now that the church was behind me, I was no longer waiting for marriage.

It wasn’t the greatest sex. It was slow and I was trembling the whole time. I ended up closing my eyes through a lot of it, once she took her bra off and her tits were bouncing around on her chest. But the euphoria of ejaculating inside of a woman was beyond amazing. The feeling of her soft forearm resting on the back of my neck was to die for. And the way she slipped her tongue into my mouth when I leaned down to kiss her: I knew I would never forget that moment.

And for that first year, the sex was nice. She hadn’t yet started asking me to try out weird positions, and she never wanted to put on skimpy outfits or say naughty things. That all didn’t start until a couple of years later, around the same time that Kyle came back into my life.

He added me on Facebook, and I was hesitant to accept his friend invite. ‘Kylie Holland would like to add you as a friend,’ the invite said. I clicked through her pictures. My spine went cold as I came upon a recent shot of her in a bikini. She really did look like a girl, though I could still see the old Kyle on her face. That jawline hadn’t changed, but her shoulders seemed to be more narrow. Her skin glistened the way a woman’s skin glistens. And her hair had grown naturally long, rolling down her shoulders with thick curls.

I quickly opened a new internet window as Greta stepped into the room. She had just moved in a few weeks before. “What are you up to?” she asked.

“Just checking e-mails,” I said, trying to stop my face from turning red.

She came around my desk and sat down on my lap, putting her hands on my shoulders as she looked into my eyes. “I was just in the other room thinking about you,” she said.

“Oh yeah?”

She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. Then she hovered her mouth next to my ear. “I’m not wearing any panties.”

I looked down and saw her skirt sprawled on my lap. She giggled and then she reached down for my belt. She began to undo it while I remained frozen, unable to get the image of Kylie in a bikini out from my mind. She fished my cock out from my pants and then began to massage it while giggling.

“What are you doing?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly.

“Let’s do it right here,” she said.

“Really? It’s kind of weird—don’t you think?” I said.

“It’s naughty,” she said with a wink. I was getting hard fast—I couldn’t help it. I was only twenty years old and it had been a week since our last romp. I was horny, but I still hadn’t figured out where my old mormon beliefs fit into my new life.

She mashed my cock up against her wet cunt. Then she moaned. “I’m so wet,” she said.

“Why are you talking like that?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes and laughed. “Loosen up,” she said. “We live together now. We’re basically married. We can be as naughty as we want.”

“Oh. Okay,” I said. She stood up on her toes and rolled a condom onto my cock. She pressed my tip against her wet hole. Then she sat down, penetrating herself with my upright rod. I didn’t like the position. It just seemed wrong to have sex sitting up, outside of the bedroom. Everything about it seemed wrong. Up until that point, we’d only ever had missionary sex.

But now, she was bouncing on my lap. She wrapped her arms around me and then dug her fingernails into my skin as she let out a loud moan. It felt nice, but there was one big problem: I could see my computer screen in front of me. And the new internet window I’d opened up wasn’t completely covering the old one. I could still see half of that bikini picture. I could see Kylie in her tiny bikini, smiling for the camera, with her perky nipples pressing against the fabric of that top.

I groaned. I couldn’t force myself to look away from the photo. And then I started to imagine it was Kylie on my lap, bouncing up and down. Suddenly, I could feel a bulge against my abdomen. I could feel it mashing as she went up and down. I closed my eyes and pictured Kylie’s face. I could hear her moaning, pressing her fake tits against my chest. I could feel her erection rubbing against my abdomen as her tight asshole clenched my shaft.

I tried hard to evict the thoughts from my head, but they just kept coming back.

Greta whispered into my ear. “I love your big fucking cock,” she said. It wasn’t like her to talk dirty like that—not yet. It almost seemed like I was fucking a girl who wasn’t my girlfriend—a girl who wasn’t the girl I’d been obsessed with for so many years. My sweet Greta was suddenly acting like a degenerate, and I only knew one other degenerate: Kylie. It now seemed like I was fucking Kylie.

I bit hard on my tongue. I threw my head to the side so I wouldn’t be able to see the computer screen. But now I was sure that I could feel Kylie’s thighs grinding against mine. I could feel her fingertips pressing down into my skin. I could feel her hot breath on my neck.

I came. I filled that condom with hot cum while I groaned, imagining the inside of Kylie’s tight tranny asshole.

That night, I didn’t get much sleep. I tossed and turned as I tried to evict the thought of Kylie from my head. She wasn’t welcomed in my mind. Maybe this was God punishing me for leaving the church. Maybe I’d been cursed with this horrible degeneracy.

Greta raved about our office romp for days. “That was the best sex we’ve ever had,” she said. And after that, she started suggesting we have sex everywhere. It was only a few weeks later when she tried to convince me to fuck her behind a bush in a public park. “You know what we should do?” she said. “We should go to the old church between services and fuck between the pews. Wouldn’t that be hot?”

“It just seems offensive,” I said. “I know your experience with the church wasn’t great, but they were always nice to me. Why don’t we just go do it at home, on the bed where we don’t get scratched and bruised up?”

She rolled her eyes and laughed. “Fine. We’ll have your boring sex.” She giggled. But those giggles didn’t last long. It was only a few months before my ‘boring sex’ started to frustrate her. It didn’t help that whenever she got particularly frisky, the image of Jesus came into my head, and then the image of Kylie popped into my head.


CHAPTER XII

It had been a long time since I’d thought about Kyle. I’d put a lot of effort into getting him out out my head, starting by blocking his phone number in my phone, blocking him on all of my social media platforms (which required finding him first), and getting rid of everything I owned that had any mention of him in it. I had nothing against him and I didn’t care if he wanted to pretend to be a woman—I just wanted nothing to do with him, and I wanted his face to remain out of my head when I was with Greta.

Now, as I woke up on that second morning at Matt Glazer’s camp, Kyle’s face was prominent in my head. After two trans hallucinations, I couldn’t help but think that my old memories of him were seeping back into my psyche (though I still wasn’t sure if the blonde from my first night was actually trans or not—or if she was even real).

I found myself wondering where Kyle had ended up. Was he still going around as Kylie, or was that just a temporary fad?

Footsteps pattered by my bedroom as commune residents woke up to the smell of fresh eggs and breakfast sausage. The smell made my stomach growl, so I got up and placed my feet on the cold ground.

I wasn’t even out of the old church yet when two hands grabbed me by the shoulders. “Les!” said the familiar voice of Jeff. “How’d you sleep? I had the best sleep of my life. I don’t think I’ve ever felt better.”

“Really?” I said. My sleep wasn’t anything noteworthy, aside from my strange dreams from my childhood.

“There’s something about this place. They really do have it figured out here. Don’t you think?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess so.” He followed me to the long breakfast table and he sat down next to me. I had nothing against Jeff, but I didn’t exactly want to be associated with him—not that I was worried anyone cared. He was too desperate for answers. He was at that commune looking for someone to change his life and I didn’t want him thinking that I was there for the same reason. I just wanted to go home. I wanted to figure out who was in charge so I could demand a ride home.

I didn’t like having no control. I didn’t like not knowing if I was being drugged every day. I didn’t like feeling like I was losing control of my urges the moment a strange woman came up and put her hands on me. And possibly more than anything, I hated that I had no idea what happened during that meditation session. I was blacked out for hours. What if people were touching me? What if they were all ‘exploring’ me? What if they hypnotised me and messed with my brain?

I ate some breakfast and then I hesitantly drank the water, which was now blue. I stared at my glass for a moment before turning to Jeff. “What color do you see here?” I asked.

“Purple. Isn’t it weird that the water here is purple?” he said. I tried to remember what purple meant, but I couldn’t remember.

“It’s blue,” I said. “The water is blue this morning. It was pink yesterday.”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, it’s always been purple.” And then I started to think that his color pallet was just different than mine. Purple was between pink and blue, so maybe it really was all just purple to him. Or maybe he was color blind.

I sipped a bit of the water—not quite enough to quench my thirst, but enough to moisten my mouth and lips. I didn’t want to chug a ton of water. I didn’t want to end up a complete drugged up mess. I stood up.

“Where are you going?” Jeff asked.

“I’m going to walk around,” I said. I looked back to make sure he wasn’t following me. That’s when I noticed the old woman up on the stage, staring at me without blinking. I was worried she was going to send someone after me as soon as I wandered into the forest. I was, after all, going to look for an exit.

But I couldn’t even remember where we entered that compound. I thought for sure it was on the other side of the clearing from the church-like building, but now the hill was on the other side of the clearing, as if the buildings had moved overnight. So I went to the hill, where I fucked the redhead down the path just the day before, but now that path was gone. There were no trails behind that hill. My heart began racing. Was I currently high? Was my romp with the redhead just a realistic dream?

I began to walk around the perimeter of the clearing, looking for a trail. I ended up finding one, but it was completely unfamiliar, leading up a long slope towards the nearby mountains. I decided to explore the path anyway, hopeful that it may lead to a road. There were little colored ribbons on the trees, but I didn’t know the color patterns the way the higher degree members knew them. So I could only follow that path as it went up higher and higher into the mountains.

After an hour, I began to panic. The trail was looking less like a trail and more like something an animal made while hunting for food. I looked around and started to worry that I was lost, far from the commune and even farther from civilization. So I turned around and began hiking back, excited to eventually come across colored ribbons on tree branches. My legs were sore once I finally found that compound again, but now I had less hope than before about finding my own way back to the real world.

I approached a young woman who was standing by the edge of the woods. She was wrapping a long white piece of fabric around a tree. I didn’t bother asking her why. “If someone wanted to leave here—say it was an emergency—how would they do it?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes with a curious smile. “Do you want to leave?” she asked.

“Well, I might have to leave. See—I really need to get in touch with my boss at work. And then my family is probably wondering where I am. And my ex—I need to send her money or it will be an ugly mess with lawyers, and I really can’t afford that. It’s very lovely here, but I really do need to get home.”

“You don’t have to worry about money here,” she said. “Those problems don’t exist here.”

I laughed and shook my head. “I mean, that’s easy for you to say because you aren’t legally obligated to pay someone every month.”

She giggled, as if I was making some sort of joke. “It’s a Catch-22, isn’t it? You need to get home to figure out your money problems, but you can’t leave here until you’ve released your financial burden.”

“I guess so. But surely there’s someone who can get me home. I mean, what if someone has a heart attack or something?”

“That doesn’t happen here,” she said.

I sighed. It was clear that I wasn’t going to convince this woman to tell me anything. She probably didn’t know anything anyway. “Thanks for your help,” I said. I turned to leave.

“Wait,” she said.

I stopped and looked at her, waiting for her to feed me some lame sounding platitude—some cute phrase she read on Pinterest once that barely applies to her actual life. “You can go as soon as you’re enlightened.”

“That’s what everyone keeps telling me,” I said.

“I’m not supposed to tell you this—it’s supposed to be something you figure out on your own—but enlightenment can only happen when Mercury is above the sun.” She widened her eyes as if she was giving me some sort of clue.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said, trying not to sound too sarcastic.

“When is Mercury above the sun?” she asked.

“I don’t know. When Venus is passing through Taurus or something?” I said, now starting to sound awfully sarcastic.

She shook her head and giggled. “No, silly. At night, when the sun goes down.”

I waited a moment to process her little riddle. Then I nodded my head and forced a smile. “Thanks for your help.” I looked up at the sky now in an attempt to figure out what time it was. The sun was approaching the far side of the clearing, but I no longer knew which side was which, seeing as the buildings seemed to have played a game of musical chairs overnight.

Over on the hill, most of the commune members were meditating. I decided to sneak around them, going into that old church building to snoop around. Maybe I could find some clues as to how to escape that deranged cult.


CHAPTER XIII

I was tired as I crawled into my bed. The sound of the pattering footsteps tried to lull me to sleep, but I fought the urge to close my eyes. I just had to remain still for a couple of hours.

But that urge to sleep grew stronger and stronger, once again making me think that I’d been drugged. I was more convinced than ever that they were putting something in the water. I mean—they must have been putting something in it, to make the water change color.

My eyes began to close. I dozed off for a moment and then I threw my eyes open, taking a deep breath in. I was afraid of falling asleep—not just because I didn’t want to miss whatever it was that happened in that forest clearing at night, but also because I was partly convinced that people were coming into my room at night and doing things to me; I had no proof, but the suspicion was a strong one.

I had no way to keep track of time, and I had no idea how long I was supposed to wait before going out. I managed to keep myself awake by sitting up and biting down on the edge of my tongue every time my head began to doze. Why was I so tired? I’d only been awake for twenty hours, if that. But it felt like I’d been awake for days. Taking deep breaths of cool air seemed to help a little bit. Slapping myself on the cheek worked for thirty seconds or so. “Just stay awake,” I kept whispering to myself.

I tried counting seconds, but the repetition made my body slump.

Then, after what must have been a few hours, I decided to give up. The thought of sleeping was suddenly overwhelmingly enticing. I just wanted to lay down on that comfortable bed. I wanted to sink my head into that soft pillow. I wanted to release all of the stress and anxiety from my body.

Then I heard footsteps. I perked up. Someone was creeping down the hallway. I waited a moment until the church became silent, then another set of footsteps went by—and then another, and then a pair of footsteps passed. People were headed back outside, moving quietly.

I peeked out and saw the naked backside of a fit woman. She had an amazing ass: round and bouncy above her thick thighs. I waited until she was around the corner before slipping into the hallway and creeping down. My heart was suddenly racing as if I was breaking a rule. I had no idea if I was allowed out—maybe this was a secret event for higher degree members. I kept looking back, to make sure I wasn’t being followed. The palms of my hands were quickly becoming sweaty. I took a deep breath before exiting the building.

The night was dark. Clouds covered the stars and the moon was nowhere to be seen, so it was hard to make out what was happening on the compound. But I could see figures moving towards the woods. They were speckled all over, emerging from all four buildings and running into the forest. Everyone was going into different parts of the forest, so I had no idea who to follow. I stepped to the side and pressed my back against the church wall. A minute later, three girls emerged from the church and forked off in different directions. They were all naked. Everyone was naked but me. I thought of taking my robe off, just to fit in, but I was also afraid that my nakedness would invite the wrong kind of attention.

I remained still for five long minutes as men and women ran into the forest, butt-naked. Then, the compound became silent. Everyone was either lost in the woods or still asleep in bed. And what was I supposed to do now? Supposedly I was supposed to find enlightenment at night, but where was it? Who was I supposed to follow? Or was this my opportunity to snoop around the compound. Maybe I could find a phone in some office somewhere. Maybe I could call the police and tell them that I’d been kidnapped. Would they be able to find me? Surely there was a phone there somewhere, despite what people kept telling me.

So I started to wander around. I went into the next building over and snuck inside. The ceilings were all. The inside was one giant room with thick pillars holding up the roof. There were no curtains between the many beds, which were spaced out every four feet and pressed against the wall. In the middle of the room was a large statue of a naked woman holding and petting a swan. I went towards the statue and then I noticed someone rolling over in one of the beds. Some were still asleep. I needed to be quiet.

I moved around the room with careful steps. A floorboard creaked and I froze with a pounding heart. I found a door at the back of the room, but it only led into a broom closet.

The next building was similar, but with two levels: large rooms with many beds. The few doors in the building provided nothing but brooms and mops and linens and stacks of fresh robes. It was in the back of this building that I found the food supply closet and the large walk-in freezer, which was filled with meats.

The final building was the barn, nestled on the edge of the forest. I was expecting a large open floor plan like the previous two buildings, so I was surprised when I entered and was immediately faced with two narrow hallways. There were doors everywhere, some leading into bedrooms, some leading into closets, some leading into kitchens, and some leading into empty spaces. One room had nothing but a statue of naked woman spreading her pussy wide open. I assumed it was some sort of sex goddess that the cult worshipped—maybe the same as the one holding the swan.

I kept exploring, trying to remain quiet so I wouldn’t wake the sleeping ones. None of the doors were locked: none of them had locks on them. Some doors led to new hallways, which I went down before ending up in entirely new hallways. The place was a gigantic labyrinth.

I opened a door near the end of a long hallway. I was now lost and hoping to find my way out, hoping that door would open to the outside. Instead, it brought me into a long, L-shaped room. I was about to close the door and walk away, then I heard a giggle coming from inside. I froze and listened for a moment. “Do you feel more enlightened?” a female voice asked someone deep in the room.

“I don’t know,” said a soft, meek male voice.

“Feel your body with your hands. Clutch your chest. Take a deep breath in. Do you feel it now?”

My heart jumped up into my throat. Was I about to find out what this ‘enlightenment’ was all about? I tiptoed into the room, staying near the wall where the floorboards were less likely to creak. I came to the bend in the room and I poked my head slowly around the corner.

Standing at the back of the room, next to a rack of clothes, were three figures, obscured mostly in darkness: three women. At least I thought I was seeing three women at first, and one of the figures turned to reveal its profile: it was a man. One woman was on her knees, running some sort of tool up the man’s naked legs. The other woman bent over and then stood up with a blonde wig. She put it on the man’s head before running her fingers through the long hair.

“How does that feel?” one woman asked.

“I like it,” the man said.

The girls started giggling. “You’re getting hard.”

“I’m sorry,” the man whispered. And it was true: I could see his cock twitching as it began to stretch and point outwards. He covered it up, and then one of the girls grabbed his hand and moved it away.

“It’s natural,” said one girl. She slipped her fingers around his cock and gave him a gentle stroke before letting go and giggling again.

One of the girls picked up a candle and held it up so the man could look in the mirror. And I could just make out the eyeliner around his eyes and the blush on his cheekbones. I had the urge to groan and roll my eyes, but I remained still and quiet. And then I recognized the man: it was Jeff.

I had to cover my lips to stop myself from gasping. Why was he letting these girls dress him up like a doll?

One girl slipped up behind him and reached her hands around to his chest. She cupped his pecs as if they were breasts. “Keep drinking the water,” she said. “These are coming along perfectly.” My heart skipped a beat. What the hell was in the water? What did the water have to do with his chest?

She let go, and suddenly I could make out two subtle bumps on his chest. Was he growing tits? Were they slipping us hormones? Were they turning us into women?

I backed up, behind that bend, and then I pulled up my robe to look at my chest. My chest didn’t seem any different. In fact, I seemed leaner than usual—probably from that long day carrying around the rocks—and from the fact I hadn’t been eating or drinking very much.

Maybe they were referring to different water. Maybe they were giving Jeff something else. My mind was spinning now as a nausea filled my gut.

I heard footsteps. I backed up against the corner of the room, next to the door. A naked man stepped into the room. He paused, just five feet away from me as I held my breath. He looked around, but not quite enough to spot me in that corner. “You in here?” he whispered.

“We’re over here,” one of the girls whispered back. Then the man walked around the corner to join the three others. I exhaled. Beads of sweat were beginning to form on my forehead.

“Isn’t she cute?” said one of the girls.

“Damn,” he said. “Aren’t you beautiful.”

I listened for a long, tedious moment as they chatted. “She’s still very shy, but well on her way towards being enlightened,” said one girl.

“Let’s get her a step closer,” said the man. “Come on, darling. Let go of your baggage. Let me show you how it really feels to be in touch with your femininity.”

I crept back up to that bend and looked around the corner, just as Jeff was lowering himself to his knees in front of the naked man. I pressed my sweaty palm against my mouth so they wouldn’t hear me gasp. Jeff reached forward with a trembling hand. He grabbed the man’s thick cock and began to fondle it. “Oh God,” he muttered.

“It’s just a part of you. We’re all an extension of each other. We’re all made from the same star dust,” the man said.

“I think she likes it,” said one of the girls with a giggle. She lowered herself down and put her hands on Jeff’s shoulders, as if she was trying to comfort him.

Then Jeff leaned forward and opened his mouth. The girl reached over his shoulder and grabbed the cock, lining it up with Jeff’s lips, as if he needed some assistance. Then, the man slipped inside the sissy mouth. Jeff closed his lips and began to suck.

So was Jeff gay? Was he trans? Was he whatever the hell Kyle was?

And what did it mean to be enlightened? Was enlightenment some sort of codeword for being turned into a woman? I didn’t want to be enlightened. Would they really keep me on that compound until they decided that I was enlightened? I started to panic. My heart rate rose exponentially. I tried to take a deep breath, but I couldn’t seem to get enough air in my lungs, as if I suddenly had pneumonia.

And why couldn’t I look away? Why was I watching a man suck another man’s cock?

No—that’s not what I was watching. Sure, they were both technically men, but that’s not the image in front of me. Jeff looked like a girl, thanks to the darkness of that room. His back curved in a feminine way and he really did seem to have very small breasts—or maybe that was just my mind playing tricks (it wouldn’t have been the first time that week). And then his long hair was deceiving, rolling over his shoulders. The candlelight glistened on his smooth legs—recently shaved. But that erection was still in my line of sight: standing up between his thighs, curving towards his abdomen and throbbing as he became more and more aroused.

And now the man in front of him was erect as well. His cock was huge: thick and bulging as it pulsed. When Jeff leaned back for a breath of air, the man clutched his own shaft and stroked it, as if he wanted the pleasant feeling to continue. Jeff took a few deep breaths then leaned back in, deep-throating the thick member, gagging occasionally, and letting the occasional strand of saliva drip from the corner of his lips.

The man grabbed Jeff’s head and caressed it gently. Then he stepped back and said, “Get on your hands and knees.”

Jeff remained still, looking up at the man with glowing, frightened eyes. “What?” he said softly in a girly voice.

“On your hands and knees,” he said. “I’ll make you feel like a real woman.”

“I—I don’t want that,” Jeff said.

Then one of the girls took Jeff by the sides and pushed him down. Jeff didn’t put up much of a fight. The other girl went to his other side and helped to hold him in place while the man went around behind Jeff, still stroking his wet cock, getting it ready for insertion.

“No,” Jeff said. “I—I’m not ready for that. I don’t think I want that.”

“You’re practically begging for it,” said the man. “Just relax.”

“Just relax, darling,” said one of the girls with a warm smile. And maybe he did want it—he wasn’t putting up a fight, after all. He was remaining still with his butt perked into the air, ready to accept the thick cock. The man sunk to his knees. he grabbed Jeff’s butt cheeks and spread them apart. He stared at Jeff’s butthole with glistening eyes. “She’s tight,” he said.

“Please,” Jeff said. But again, he didn’t put up much of a fight.

Then the man stepped forward, cock firmly in hand. He pressed his tip between Jeff’s cheeks, then he began to thrust forward. Jeff gasped. His eyes closed while the girls caressed his feminine body. “It’s an important step towards your enlightenment,” one of the girls said.

The man began to thrust deep. Jeff moaned. I watched for another long minute as that cock plunged in and out, making Jeff shake and groan. His knees wobbled and his eyes were starting to roll into the back of his head.

Is that what they wanted from me? I wasn’t a huge guy—maybe Matt Glazer brought me to his camp because he thought I would make a convincing girl.

The man began to thrust harder and faster. Now Jeff was moaning loudly. His erection bounced up and down, begging to be clutched and stroked. The girls were giggling at Jeff’s horrible humiliation. “Give it to him harder,” one girl said. So the man gripped Jeff’s body tighter and began to pump harder.

I couldn’t watch any more. I slipped out from that room and stumbled down the hallway, suddenly out of breath and in a complete panic. I had to get far away from that scene. I didn’t want to end up like Jeff. I didn’t want to be turned into a woman for some higher degree member’s pleasure. I didn’t want to know how Jeff felt. And I certainly didn’t want to know how Kyle felt.

I pushed through a number of doors, trying to backtrack. But I had no idea where I was. I ran into a number of closets, and then I accidentally woke a few people up. “I’m sorry,” I said before turning and running away. Now I just needed to get back to my room before someone recognized me. I didn’t want the people in charge to find out that I’d left my room and gone snooping.

After another half dozen doors, I found the exit. I pushed the door open and then I stumbled to the cool grass, taking a deep breath in as my heart began beating faster than every before in my life. I wheezed and stumbled up to my feet. I wanted to run back to the church building, but I was afraid of cornering myself. If I went back into my room and then they came for me, I would have nowhere to run. And what would they do to me? Did I know too much? Had I stumbled into the wrong room during my search for answers?

I looked around and then I ran towards the woods in the opposite direction of the mountains. Maybe I would get lucky. Maybe I would find the right trail that led to the road. If I could just find a road, then I could hike for hours. Surely I would eventually find a highway and get picked up. And even if I just had to hike for days, it was better than allowing a cult to subvert my mind.

I stumbled into the woods and looked at the colored ribbons on branches. I decided to follow the orange ones, which seemed to lead me through a zigzagging path, deep into the forest. I knew that the colors were meant to be followed in a pattern, but without knowing the pattern, I could only hope that I would get lucky following a single color, kind of like sticking to the right wall through an entire maze: it might take longer, but it will eventually bring you to the end.

I was running out of energy as I panted and tripped over roots. I scraped the top of my foot on an awkward rock, and then I fell onto my face in a mossy patch. When I stood up, I saw a naked woman standing twenty feet in front of me. I paused as she stared at me.

“What are you running from?” she asked.

“I need to go home. I just need to get home. This place isn’t for me. I wasn’t ever supposed to end up here,” I said. “Please just tell me how to get home. I won’t tell anyone that you told me—I promise.”

“If you don’t relax, you’ll never experience enlightenment,” she said.

“I don’t want it. I just want to go home,” I said.

She took a few steps forward as she stared into my eyes. She was smiling—probably high on whatever drug everyone on that compound seemed to be ingesting. “You were one of the ones who went into the ether the other day, right?” she said. It took me a moment to realize she was talking about the meditation session.

“I guess so. Please, just tell me which ribbons to follow. I won’t tell anyone that you told me,” I said again.

She put her hands on my shoulders. “It’s rare for a first degree to find the ether,” she said, as if she hadn’t heard my plea. “I’ve heard of it happening, but it hasn’t happened as long as I’ve been here. I’ve wanted to go into the ether for years. Tell me: what is it like?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I think I just fell asleep,” I said.

“No,” she said. “You were glowing. People don’t glow when they’re asleep.” She giggled as if it was a funny thought.

“They don’t?” I said.

She shook her head. “You were deep in the ether. Many of us were so jealous. What did you see?”

“I didn’t see anything. I mean—I don’t remember what I saw. When I woke up, I forgot everything.”

She giggled again. “When you woke up,” she said. “You mean, when you fell back asleep.” She winked and giggled. “I can take you back there, if you want. I mean—I can try. I’ve seen the elders do it before.”

“Do what?” I said.

“Guide people back into the ether,” she said. I was starting to hate the word ‘ether’.

“Why would I want that?” I said.

“Enlightenment,” she said. And there was another word I was truly beginning to hate. “Can I try it on you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “If I let you try it, will you tell me how to get out of here?” I asked.

“Okay,” she said. “That sounds like a fair deal. Close your eyes. I’ve never done this before—I’m so nervous.”

I closed my eyes while she giggled. She slipped my robe off of my body, letting it fall to the ground. Then she put her warm palms on my bare chest. “So you’re supposed to focus on my hands. Do you feel them?”

“I feel them,” I said. Was she actually going to tell me how to escape? Did she know? Or was she just pranking me so she could practice her crazy spiritualism nonsense?

“Okay, now I’m not moving them. But you should still feel them. Do you feel them still?”

“I still feel them,” she said. “They’re warm.”

“Okay, now focus on them. Think only about my hands. Feel nothing else—not the cool air or the ground under your feet. Just feel my hands. Do you still feel them?”

“Yes,” I said, rolling my eyes behind my closed eyelids.

“Now you should start feeling them tingling, as if you can feel my energy—my vibration. Can you feel my vibration? It’s unique to me. It’s what makes me who I am. Do you feel it? Focus really hard.”

I tried to focus, and I was just about to tell her that I felt nothing, and then I felt a slight tingling where her hands were, as if there was a slight static between us. It continued. “I think I feel it,” I said.

“Focus on that now. Focus on that vibration. Enter into that vibration with your mind.” She giggled again. “Do you still feel it?”

“I still feel it,” I said. And it was getting stronger now. Her hands seemed hot, as if there was some sort of chemical reaction happening between her hands and my chest. I was tempted to open my eyes, but I wanted to appease her enough to tell me where the exit was.

“Now you should feel my hands—not on your body, but as a part of your body. You should even be able to move them and control them, as if they’re your own. Can you move them?” I snickered, and then I tried to move them. I stopped snickering pretty quickly when I felt the hands move up and down, exactly as I wanted them to. She giggled. “Whoa, that’s weird,” she said.

“You’re doing that,” I said without opening my eyes.

“No. You’re doing that,” she said. I tried moving them again and they moved again.

“We’re connected,” she said. “You’re connected to me and I’m connected to you. But our connection goes beyond what we can physically touch. We’re connected through the air—through the ether. You are me and you are the ground and you are the trees and you are every little mouse and bird in the forest.”

“I am?” I said. I was shaking now. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t like that I could feel everything around me. I didn’t like that I could feel a weird glow where her hands were pressed against my chest. It was probably just the drug again—whatever they were slipping into the water.

“Leave your body and go into the ether. Become everything.”

“Why?” I said, resisting. I felt like I could easily just slip out from my body.

“Because then you can do anything. You will understand what it means to be enlightened.”

“What do you mean, do anything?” I said.

“The universe is just a product of our consciousness,” she said with a giggle. “Try to make this clearing light up. I bet you can do it.”

I imagined lights all around us. And then suddenly, I felt light against my eyelids. I could no longer keep my eyes closed. I looked into her glowing eyes and then I looked around at the lanterns that were now on the trees, all around us. “You did that,” I said.

“How? My hands are on your chest,” she said with a smile. And it was true: those hands hadn’t left my chest. So surely I was just hallucinating.

“I don’t understand. I don’t like this. What’s in that water?” I said.

She shook her head. “Everyone can do it. You’ve just figured it out before most people. You can make the world into whatever you want. Starting with this clearing—you wanted lights and now were surrounded by beautiful lights. What else do you want?”

I looked around and then I looked at her. She had a long brain now resting over her shoulder, on her chest. It was blonde, just like Greta’s. I looked into her eyes and nearly jumped back.

She was Greta: naked and soft and standing before me. “What is it?” she asked.

“It’s you,” I said.

She smiled and nodded her head. “Of course it’s me,” she said. “I’ve been waiting here for you forever.”

“This is just a dream,” I said. “I’m dreaming. I’ll wake up any second now.”

“It’s not a dream,” she said. “You just brought me here, just like you brought me to that bar the other day. You wanted it to happen, you tapped into the ether, and you materialized what you wanted.”

“It’s not real. It can’t be real,” I said.

“Touch me,” she said. So I reached out and carefully touched her. She certainly felt real. And everything seemed to be happening in real time, unlike any dream I’d ever had. But it couldn’t be real. What I was seeing defied every law of physics that I was aware of.

I brought my hands down to her breasts. It had been a long time since I’d felt those perfect tits. I squeezed them gently, eliciting a moan from her bee-stung lips. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

I nodded my head slowly, letting air carefully out from my lungs. She turned around and stepped back, pressed her bum into my lap. I put my hands on her sides and began to caress up and down. “How do you want it?” I asked nervously, knowing that she liked having kinky sex.

“However you want it,” she said. “Make this into your fantasy. Make this your perfect sex.”

I closed my eyes for a moment. I brought my hands back to her breasts and I squeezed firmly, feeling her hard nipples against my palms. “Oh God, I want you so badly,” I said. Then I moved my hands down her abdomen, so I could gently stroke her slit. And that’s when my hand brushed against something tall and hard. I looked over her shoulder and saw a long erection. “W—What’s that?” I said.

“It’s what you want,” she said.

“I don’t want that,” I said.

“Then why did you put it there?” she asked with a small giggle. I wasn’t sure if I was hearing Greta or the mysterious forest girl that came before her.

“I didn’t. Did I?” I said.

“Just relax. No one is judging you here. You’re free to do what you want. Nothing is wrong—it’s all just stardust, manifesting itself in different shapes.”

I looked at that long, curved cock again. I bit down on my bottom lip and took a deep breath. Then I reached for it and curled my fingers around it. “It’s warm,” I said softly. I could feel it throbbing.

“Stroke it,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

She nodded her head. So I started stroking it. I watched as my clenched fist pulled back her foreskin, revealing that round, glistening tip. “It’s so hard,” I said.

“Have fun with it.”

I laughed nervously as I couldn’t to pump it. Now my own cock was rock hard, cradled between her butt cheeks. I gently began to thrust up and down, watching as my cock nestled between her pillows. I watched my tip emerge and then sink down into her back cushions.

“Do you like the way my body feels?” she asked. But now her voice sounded different.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Do you want to stick your big cock into my asshole?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She turned and looked at me over her shoulder. Then my heart skipped a beat. Now I was looking into Kylie’s eyes: the eyes of my old friend from school.

And they were the same eyes: the same eyes that belonged to my best friend for so many years, to Kyle, to a man. And now I had my cock between his butt cheeks and his cock in my hand. “It’s you,” I said.

She nodded her head. “Hi,” she said.

“You aren’t real,” I said.

“You can still enjoy me,” she said. “Forget about everything. Don’t worry about what your parents would think. Don’t worry about what Father Michael would say. Just let yourself go. Do what you want for once.”

“I—I don’t want to,” I said.

She laughed. Hey eyes glistened. “You don’t have to. But if you want to do, then just do it.”

She reached back and took my cock in her hand. She stroked it gently and then brought my tip to her tight asshole. “It will feel good. All you have to do is push.”

I nodded my head slowly, unable to look away from those eyes. It just wasn’t right. How was it possible? Why did she look so real? Why did she feel so real? She even smelled real, just like she smelled in that cafe, so many years ago. I shuddered all over and then I looked down at her ass. I saw my tip pressed between her cheeks. It was true: all I had to do was thrust forward.

So that’s what I did.

She moaned. I groaned, sinking my fingertips into her soft sides. I’d waited a long time to do that. I’d fantasized about her for so many years, and now I had her. “Oh God,” I groaned.

“It feels so good,” she said as my cock pushed deep into her body.

She had her hair cut into a cute bob. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back so that her face was pressed against mine. Then I touched my lips to her lips and kissed. She kissed back. I could feel that my face was dark red. My heart was pounding ferociously and my legs were wobbling, almost collapsing together. But I didn’t stop.

I pushed deeper and deeper. She moaned. I loved the sound of that moan. I reached up and curled my fingers around her throat. I gently squeezed as her head tilted back. And then I pushed my cock even deeper.

My heart was racing at a mile a minute. My whole back was tickled with sweat. I knew I was doing something very, very wrong—whether she was real or not.

“It feels so good,” she said. “I know I’m just dreaming, but my God, it feels so good.”

I paused for a moment, taking in what she said. She thought that she was dreaming? But I was the one dreaming—wasn’t I? This was my hallucination, not hers. I shook my head and persevered, pushing my cock as deep as I could, until my pelvis was pressed hard against her soft tush. She gently rubbed her bum into my lap and giggled. “It feels so good,” she said again. “I don’t want to wake up.”

“Then don’t,” I said. I slid my hands down to her waist and I clutched her tightly. Then I began to thrust, pumping that amazing ass with my impossibly hard cock. I loved the feeling of my shaft sliding back and forth through her tight tunnel. I loved the way her legs trembled when I reached around and grabbed her long erection, squeezing it tightly. I began to gently jerk her tip, making her moan just a little bit louder.

I could feel that my face was dark red. I took a deep breath, worried I was going to pass out. I had to remain focused. If I allowed just a single distraction, this whole experience could be over. I needed to stay in the fantasy—keep the dream going.

I pumped harder and faster. She groaned and then she fell forward, pressing her hands down on the ground. I kept her legs upright by holding her waist, and I kept pumping. “Oh God!” she moaned. I clutched her cock again and pumped it hard. “Come for me,” I said through clenched teeth. But why was I so horny? Why was I suddenly so amped? her tight anus clenched my shaft, sending a pulse-wave of amazing euphoria through my body. “Fuck,” I muttered.

“Shit. I’m actually going to come,” she moaned, so I clenched her cock harder and beat it quicker.

“Do it, slut,” I said.

I leaned over so I could see her long, curved shaft in my fist. I could see her tip reddening and I could feel her girth bloating. She really was going to come. I brought my fist to her tip and cupped my palm over her little hole. “Come,” I said.

She groaned and shuddered and then her knees buckled—and she came. She blasted hot cum into the palm of my hand. I waited until she was drained before taking that cum and wiping it all over her perky tits and her smooth abdomen. I even took a bit and wiped it on my own chest before caving to my own orgasm. I filled her tight tush with a giant load. Then I pulled out and watched as it squished out from her agape hole and oozed down her thighs. She stumbled down to her knees.

I took a few steps back, out of breath. Then I looked down and saw a strand of cum dangling from the tip of my erection. It suddenly hit me: I’d just fucked a trans girl. Maybe I didn’t physically fuck a trans girl, but it was real as far as my conscious was concerned. “Shit,” I muttered.

“What is it?” she asked. She looked back at me. She was still Kylie—still Kyle. She was still my old best friend. I had to get away. I couldn’t stand there and face her any longer.

I stuttered, looking around. “Nothing,” I said. “I need to go.”

“Wait,” she said. “I’ve wanted to talk to you for so long.” But I didn’t wait. I needed to get out of there, so I started running in the other direction. I ran for a long minute before gathering the courage to look back, to make sure she wasn’t chasing me. I stumbled back into that cult clearing and I ran back to the church building. I couldn’t get back into my bed fast enough.

Before pulling the covers over my body, hoping the nightmare would end as soon as I closed my eyes, I looked down and saw the glistening cum on my chest: her cum. It didn’t make any sense. It couldn’t possibly be real! Yet there it was.


CHAPTER XIV

The cum was still there when I woke up. I stared at it for a long time while everyone siphoned out into the clearing to eat breakfast before the morning meditation session. I came to the conclusion that the cum was my own. I must have masturbated in my sleep during that very vivid dream—though I knew deep down that there was no dream; I knew deep down the whole experience was real—at least parts of the experience were real.

I was determined to find some answers, because if it was real, then there was a girl somewhere on that compound who promised to tell me how to get to the highway. If she was real, I needed to find her.

I went outside and looked around. Early risers were finishing breakfast, others were just sitting down, and some were just happily floating around the clearing and basking in the morning sunshine. I carefully scanned their faces, trying to find the girl from the woods—the one who turned into Greta before turning into Kylie.

I walked around, carefully checking out all of the little groups of girls. I couldn’t spot her, and it seemed like everyone was up. It seemed unlikely that she would be the only girl to remain asleep. I looked over at the breakfast table and looked down the line of faces. I was becoming increasingly convinced that she didn’t exist, meaning my night was all a dream, and the cum dried to my chest was my own.

Then I spotted a familiar face: the face of Jeff, which I nearly didn’t recognize because he was wearing a wig and makeup. My heart puttered at the sight of him. He was wearing thick eyeliner, pink lip gloss, and he now had a head of blonde hair, which rolled over his shoulders in a precious sort of way. And just like that, my dream theory evaporated. If Jeff had really allowed the girls to feminize him, then I wasn’t dreaming—I simply couldn’t believe in such a crazy coincidence.

I approached him slowly. He saw me once I was fifteen feet away. His cheeks turned dark red and he forced a smile before looking down at his place. “Jeff?” I said.

“Hi Lester,” he said in a strangely soft voice.

“What the hell are you doing?” I asked.

He looked back up at me. His eyes looked bigger with the eyeliner on. And his body somehow looked even more petite, possibly because he was slouched and lacking confidence. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’m just trying something new.”

I walked over and sat down next to him. I looked around to make sure no one was watching before leaning over. “Have you lost your fucking mind?”

He didn’t reply. Instead, he fingered a small piece of bread into his mouth. He wasn’t able to look up into my eyes. “Jeff, look at me. Stop drinking whatever they’re giving you.”

“Lester, just relax,” he said softly.

“Listen to me, Jeff. Look into my eyes and listen to me. They’ve gotten into your head. They’re going to ruin you. You can’t just let them do this to you. Have you seen yourself?”

He finally looked up into my eyes. His whole face was dark red now. “Don’t you think I look good?” he asked. And it was an awkward question, because the makeup was done well and he really did look like a girl. In fact, he looked like the kind of girl I might ask out on a date, which just made his situation even more deplorable. I didn’t like to think that a man could put on a wig and a bit of makeup and suddenly be my type. I didn’t like to think that I could have been swiping right on guys like Jeff when I was going through Tinder.

“Just wash off the makeup. There’s nothing wrong with you the way you are normally. Sure, you’re short and thin. Some guys are short and thin—that doesn’t mean they should be girls. You can figure out your confidence issues. Matt Glazer isn’t the guy to help you. What you need is a friend to take you out and push you out of your comfort zone. Have you ever had a friend make you ask a girl on a date? It’s an uncomfortable feeling, but it’s the only way out of this funk. I’ve seen the way you look at girls, Jeff. You get all freaked out. Every guy is like that at some point. Most guys get over it in their teens, but there’s still hope for you!”

He looked up at me slowly and blinked a few times with his pretty eyelashes. “I don’t like girls,” he said. “I get awkward around girls because I know people think that I should like them. But I just don’t. When I look at a girl, I just… I get jealous.”

I paused for a long moment. “Jealous of what?” I said.

“I want to be a girl,” he said.

I sighed. “No you don’t. That’s just an idea they put into your head.” I was becoming frustrated, but I had no idea why. I should have been focussing on freeing myself from that cult. Instead, I was getting hung up on a guy I hardly knew. But I hated the idea of leaving Jeff behind. I hated the idea of abandoning him, and allowing them to burrow deeper into his brain. He deserved better. I knew what it was like to be a struggling man. “I’m going to find a girl. I talked to her last night—she knows how to get out of here. Once I find her, I’ll come back for you and we’ll go together.”

“I don’t want to go. I like it here,” he said.

I groaned and rolled my head. “Jeff. Pull yourself together. You’re not a woman. You can’t just become a woman. You just think you need to be a woman because you’ve had some failures as a man. But just because you failed as a man, doesn’t mean the problem is your gender. Do you understand what I’m saying to you?”

“I don’t want to go,” Jeff said. “If you want to go, then go. I finally feel… happy.” And in that moment, I knew that I’d lost him. Apparently it doesn’t take long to indoctrinate a very desperate person. The cult found a way to make Jeff feel like a part of something. He couldn’t get laid as a man, so they turned him into a girl.

“Sorry, Jeff,” I said. “I’m still going to come back for you. I’m going to find the police and I’m going to have them shut this place down. I’m sorry they did this to you.” Before he could reply, I stood up and walked away from the table. I needed to find that girl. I needed to find a way to leave that compound.

And after fifteen minutes of searching, I found her. She was wrapping a long white ribbon around a tree, near the edge of the forest: something I saw another girl doing the day before. “You,” I said. “It’s really you!”

She looked at me and her eyes lit up. “You’re glowing today,” she said.

“So you remember,” I said. “Last night was real.”

She smiled. “Everything is real,” she said.

I shook my head, not interested in her spiritualism nonsense. “You promised to tell me how to get out of this place. So tell me: how do I get out? Where’s the exit?”

She stared deep into my eyes. “Are you sure that’s what you want?” she asked with a strangely quiet voice. She looked around as if she was worried someone would overhear—as if it was against the rules to let someone leave.

“I’m absolutely certain,” I said.

“But you’ve just started to become enlightened. It’s a gift that very few people in the world ever get to experience.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “Tell me how to get out of here. I’m done with this place.”

She took a deep breath and shook her head. “Okay. But once you’ve woken up the spirit inside of you, it doesn’t go back to sleep.”

“Fine. Whatever. Just show me the way out.”

“Pink, white, blue—in that order,” she said.

I looked over at the forest and saw a few different colored ribbons: orange, green, red, and a yellow in the far distance. “That’s it?” I said.

“That’s the way out, and the opposite to get in,” she said. “I’m not supposed to tell you that, but I have a feeling you aren’t actually going to leave.” She smiled and stepped closer to me. “You’d be leaving far too much behind.”

She looked right into my eyes, inches from my face, as if she wanted me to kiss her. I looked down at her crotch, wondering if she was one of them: one of the femboys, like Jeff and God-knows how many others were crawling around that clearing. “Well you’re wrong,” I said. “I’m going. I really hope you aren’t lying to me.”

She shook her head. I stepped away from her and then I started to jog along the tree line, looking for a pink ribbon so I knew where to start. My heart quickly started racing as my body filled with hope. I couldn’t stay on that compound any longer. I needed to get home before I lost my job and had to deal with a massive legal headache with Greta. I’d only been gone for a few days. Surely she hadn’t noticed—and surely I hadn’t been fired just yet.

I ran past the large barn and then I spotted a pink ribbon that was dancing on the edge of a tree branch. My heart shot up into my throat and I smiled. I ran to it and then I looked into the forest. Now I could see three ribbons: one red, one teal, and one white. White! I stumbled and then I ran towards it. I had to bite down on the edge of my tongue to stop myself from smirking too much.

I reached the ribbon and then I scanned the woods again before spotting a blue ribbon. The hope inside of me grew even stronger. Then from behind me I heard, “Wait!”

I was reluctant to turn around. I didn’t want anyone trying to stop me. I wanted to go home, even though my home was a dingy apartment with no air conditioning and a terrible mould smell. “Don’t go!” the voice called out. So I turned around and saw Jeff coming towards me. “Please don’t go.”

“Why not?” I said.

“I don’t want you having this place shut down,” he said as his long blonde hair danced in the gentle summer breeze. “I like it here. It’s the first time I’ve ever felt like myself.”

“That’s just because they’re manipulating you, Jeff,” I said.

“Call me June,” he said. I paused. Then I rolled my eyes.

“Fine. If I call you June, do you promise not to tell anyone that I’m leaving? I don’t need a mob chasing me down. I just want to go home.”

“Promise you won’t have this place shut,” he said in that strangely feminine voice. But his voice was somewhat feminine to begin with: softer and higher than the normal male voice.

“I can’t promise that, J—June.” I shook my head. “They kidnapped us and drugged us and they’re filling our heads with dangerous ideas. It’s a cult, June, can’t you see? You’re being indoctrinated into a cult? And it’s not even a voluntary cult. They literally break into your house and pull you out of bed. That’s illegal. It’s kidnapping. There are probably missing people here—sons and daughters—parents are out there thinking their children are dead. It’s just not right.”

“But I don’t want to go home,” he said.

I wiped my forehead and then I walked towards him. I put my hands on his shoulders and I looked into his eyes. “You’ll be fine at home. If you want to dress up like a girl in the real world, then just do it. You don’t need to be here to dress up. You just don’t need this place. They’ve convinced you that you do. That’s how indoctrination works.”

He suddenly leaned forward and kissed me on the lips before I could react. I turned my face away after three long seconds of frozen terror. I wiped my mouth. “Ew. What are you doing?” I said.

Now his eyes were wide, pupils dilated. “I—I don’t know,” he said.

“Why’d you kiss me?” I said.

“I don’t know. I guess—I don’t know—I like you. You’re my type.”

“Ew,” I said. “That’s not right, J—June. It’s… Your a…” I wasn’t sure what to tell him. I wanted to remind him that he was a man, but I didn’t want to sound homophobic—and I also didn’t want to contradict everything I just told him. I didn’t want him retracting back into his shell, thinking that he was only safe on that compound.

Then I looked down and noticed the bulge in his robe. I looked up quickly as my heart skipped a beat. “Are you erect?” I said. A bead of sweat trickled down the side of my head.

“I’m sorry. This is so embarrassing,” he said, turning away. Now I was sure that I was scaring him into the palms of the cult. I couldn’t let him think that the cult was a better place to be. I had to help him. He probably had a family that was worried about him. I hated to think that there was a nice old lady out there thinking her son was dead. I’m sure she could handle finding out her son liked to dress up like a girl (at least he was convincing), but to think that he was dead—that wasn’t fair for anyone.

“It’s okay, June,” I said. “You just caught me off guard.”

He turned to me again. Now, with glimmering eyes, he really did look like a girl. He looked smaller than ever: soft and meek and fragile—and kind of cute. I tried to force myself to remember what he normally looked like, but I didn’t know him well enough to have a strong mental image. “This is new for me,” he said softly.

“Sure. Fine. Let’s just get you home so you can do it there, and not here. It’s dangerous here. Why don’t you come with me?”

He looked down at his feet, which were surprisingly feminine now that the small bit of hair had been shaved off. “I think I’ll stay.”

I sighed. “If you try to get you to drink any more weird fluid, don’t do it. It might be harmless now, but you never know.” I sighed and shook my head. “I just don’t get it. Why do you want to stay here?”

He shrugged his shoulders. It was hard to keep seeing him as a ‘he’ and not a ‘she’. The longer I spent in his presence, the more he seemed like a girl: the soft hair, the big eyes, the small frame, the cute voice, the perky ass. In fact, he didn’t have a single male quality that I could pinpoint. He was truly becoming a woman in my mind. “I can do things here,” she said.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. The same stuff I can do at home. But no one judges me here. I can do anything and I don’t have to worry about being scorned.”

“Why do you care what other people think? Maybe that’s the takeaway here: just go home with the mindset you have right now.”

“But people will care back home. My parents would disown me. My friends would stop talking to me.”

“Right now your parents probably think that you’re dead,” I said.

Her eyes widened.

“And you should never be afraid to do anything,” I said. “If you want to do something, just do it. If someone doesn’t like it, just move on. I’m sorry about the way your parents feel. My parents would probably feel the same way, I guess. But if you’d rather be here—where your parents don’t even exist—why don’t you go home and just pretend like they don’t exist? If they end up accepting you, then bonus. If not, then what’s the difference between being there and here? Just live your life. Do whatever you want to do. You don’t need Matt Glazer and his minions around at all times to be able to be free.”

She looked deep into my eyes, then she stepped forward and pressed her lips against mine again. And once again, I froze, caught completely off guard while she kissed me. For a moment, I kissed back. I let myself cave for just a moment, just to feel what it was like. I wanted to taste those soft lips for just a second. I wanted to feel her smooth sides. And maybe I let myself go for a few seconds too long, giving her the wrong idea.

“I’m sorry. I should get going,” I said, pulling away and turning my head away. But she wasn’t done with me. She stepped in closer and leaned in for my face, connecting with my lips again before I could turn away further. And once again, I caved and let myself enjoy the moment for a few seconds. And those few seconds suddenly turned into ten seconds. And those ten seconds became thirty seconds.

I knew that she was a man. I knew that there wasn’t much different between us, biologically speaking. But I just couldn’t seem to help myself. I wanted to feel her. I wanted to taste her. I wanted to make her move when I touched her. I slid my hands down and grasped her butt cheeks. I squeezed them hard, eliciting a cute moan from her lips. But I hadn’t forgotten that the cute moaning lips were the same lips that belonged to the blabbering Jeff. So why was I letting myself cave?

I could feel her hard erection against my pelvis. Instead of pulling back, I began to grind myself against it, feeling her veins and her swollen tip. I suddenly remembered the night before: the amazing euphoria that Jeff seemed to be consumed by when the bull mounted him from behind. I wondered if it really felt that good, or if he was just putting on an act. Then I remembered how Kylie moaned when I plunged her asshole—but that was just a dream, right? But it wasn’t a dream with Greta, in that bar bathroom. She squealed like a piglet on ecstasy when I fucked her tush. So maybe it really felt good. Maybe it was an experience that needed to be felt to be believed.

I pulled her robe open, exposing her flat, soft body. She had an almost pre-pubescent look with her flat chest and her inward curved tummy. I ran my hands down her smooth skin and then I gently stroked her curved erection. Suddenly, I found myself sinking to my knees, brushing the tip of the cock with my chin before tilting my head down to suck it.

What the hell was I doing? What had gotten into me? I plunged my head down and massaged the length of that shaft with lips pressed tight. Her pelvis was freshly shaved. Everything was smooth and soft—except for that shaft, which was hard and bulging with veins and ridges.

June whimpered. She reached down and pressed her fingers into my hair as she tilted her head back. Then she started to moan. I gently flicked her tip with the tip of my tongue, then I noticed my own erection throbbing between my thighs.

I couldn’t handle the anticipation. I stood up suddenly with a pounding heart and I turned around. I pressed my hands against a tree and looked back at June. “Do it,” I said. “Take me. Just do it quickly.” Maybe she was right. Maybe this was a place to try things out without consequence. I would never see June again; I would never see anyone involved in that cult again. There were no consequences to my actions, assuming I could successfully escape. So why not try it out? Why not try out what had been in the back of my mind since the day Susan told me Kyle liked putting on her dresses, and looked good in them too.

June came up behind me. She put her hands on my hips before pressing her long shaft between my butt cheeks. She stroked up, letting me feel the cool glisten of my own saliva. Then she used her hand to point her cock forward, pressing her tip against my asshole. I groaned. My heart fluttered. Was I going to regret this? Was this one step too far into degeneracy?

I pushed those anxieties away before they could creep up on me. “Fucking do it,” I said.

She pushed into me, penetrating my asshole. I gasped, expecting a sharp pain—but there was no pain. It was a weird feeling: something thick pushing into my bum, stretching out my hole. And I could feel every inch of it along the way. I could feel it throbbing and I could feel it pressing up against my anal walls. I could even feel the hard ridge of her tip, pushing in deep.

I moaned, pressing my hands harder against the tree. I was still stretching to accommodate her surprising girth. It felt good in a weird way, and wrong in so many other ways. But I tried to ignore those other ways. I tried to focus on that amazing sensation, the way I focussed on the vibration in the girl’s palms. I wanted to expand that feeling. I wanted it to consume me.

June began thrusting, grunting as she drove her cock in and out of my asshole. She had to stand up on her toes to stay inside of me, but that only made her look cuter. She was surprisingly good at fucking: fast and consistent. And the way she dug her fingernails into me was nice too.

“Shit,” I moaned. “It actually feels good.” Her tip was pressing right against some sort of sweet spot, making my legs tremble—nearly buckling. I tried to stay upright. I didn’t want the fun to end. I bit hard on my tongue to try to stop myself from groaning loudly, but the groan ended up coming out regardless.

Now she was panting and grunting with every thrust. “Don’t stop,” I said. “It feels so good.” That euphoria was growing. It was making my whole body tremble. I could feel it pulsing straight through into the tip of my cock. Suddenly, I felt like I was holding back pee—or maybe I was holding back cum. I had no idea. I looked back at her and watched as her blonde hair danced forward and back. Her bangs had fallen into her face, making her look even cuter. She was biting her bottom lip in her state of focus.

Then she changed her angle just slightly—just enough to make me perk up and gasp. Now she was really hitting something! I looked down at my cock, which was suddenly throbbing and twitching with every penetration. “Oh God,” I said. It throbbed harder and harder. My arms began to shake and my legs began to wobble. I nearly fell over, but I managed to stay up. Then I started to come. Blasts of white streamers shot out of me, hitting that tree in front of me. I rolled my head from side to side and closed my eyes tight.

“I’m close,” she said behind me. I still didn’t want her to stop. I knew that if she kept going, I would come over and over. But I could feel her shaft expanding. I could feel her veins throbbing. I could hear her clenching and straining. I knew it was coming.

She shoved her long dick deep into me, making me gasp. Then I felt her tip fluttering. I felt warm goo filling my deep cavity. “Oh my God!” I screamed. She dug her nails deep into me. I fell over, onto my hands and knees. She fell with me, keeping her cock in my ass, making sure I was fully filled before pulling out and letting her hot cum spill out of me. Then she let out a long sigh of relief.

We were both silent for a minute. She broke the silence by saying, “See?”

“See what?” I said, turning to look into her big eyes.

“It’s fun here,” she said.

“Why can’t you do that back in the real world?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Would you do that back in the real world?” she asked.

A thick lump suddenly clogged my throat. Would I? Probably not. June was right—it was only something I would ever consider doing knowing that the act was completely free of consequences.

But even still, it wasn’t without its consequences. The memory would exist in my head forever, unless I somehow managed to convince myself that it was a dream. If I ever got with another woman, it would either be a guilty admission, that I’d slept with a biological man, or a deep secret I would hold with me for the rest of my life. And knowing the way some people react to that sort of thing, I would probably keep it a secret.

And June knew it. I could see in her eyes that she could read me—she knew that the words coming out from my mouth weren’t entirely true. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, reminding myself that her name wasn’t even June at all. Now I was starting to be pulled into the fantasy land that the cult was trying to create. No—she was Jeff, and she was a he. I needed to get away from him and from every corrupted mind trapped within that forested acreage. “Maybe I’ll see you later,” I said, and then I turned to continue following the pattern of ribbons, deep into the woods. I hoped deep down that I would never see him later, and that this whole experience would turn into nothing more than the memory of a strange dream.


CHAPTER XV

It wasn’t long before I reached the dirt road. And it was only an hour of hiking down that road before I found a paved highway. I felt ridiculous, waving down every car that went by—about one every fifteen minutes—in my flowing white robe, with nothing on underneath. It was another couple of hours before an old SUV pulled over onto the side of the road.

“Thank you so much,” I said with a sigh of relief to the young woman that stopped for me. I was surprised that a woman stopped—especially a young, relatively attractive one. I was sure that nobody would stop for the psychopath in the flowing robe—or maybe a scary trucker at best.

She looked down to my feet and then back up to my face before saying, “Were you at a rave?”

“A rave?” I said.

“Don’t they have weird raves out in the woods here?” she said. “I dated a guy who said hundreds of people would come out here for days at a time.”

“Oh,” I said. “No. I was abducted. There’s a cult in the forest—about three hours that way.”

She stared into my eyes. Her eyes were wide. “A cult?” she said. “You were abducted?”

I nodded my head. “Please just take me to the nearest town so I can figure out how to get home.”

“Where’s home?” she asked, still staring at me with wide eyes. Though I don’t think she was amazed by my story—I think she was starting to realize that I was insane.

“Saskatoon,” I said.

“Saskatoon?” she said. “You’re a long way from home.”

“Where are we now?”

“The British Columbia border is fifteen minutes ahead.” Now I was staring at her in a state of disbelief. We were more than ten hours away from Saskatoon. They must have drugged me when they kidnapped me. There was no way I would fall asleep for more than ten hours, after having already been asleep for many hours when they took me. It just made no sense.

“Take me as far east as you can,” I said. And I was lucky enough to get a ride all the way to Calgary. She dropped me off at a police station after buying me a sandwich from a gas station.

“Good luck,” she said before pulling away with a look of relief on her face.

Now my heart was buzzing. Heads turned as I stepped into the police station, robe flowing behind me. The place became suddenly quiet. I wasn’t able to look at anyone—too humiliated to maintain more than two seconds of eye contact. “I was abducted,” I said.

I was taken into a private room and three detectives asked me question after question. I did my best to tell the whole truth—leaving out the parts where I had sex with sissies and trans girls. It wasn’t long before the men started snickering. “So you went to a dating advice seminar, with a famous YouTube personality, and he arranged to have you abducted by an evil cult?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“And what did this cult do that was so evil—aside from kidnapping you?” he asked. His lips were pressed thin as if he was trying not to burst into a fit of laughter.

“They wouldn’t let me leave and they wouldn’t tell me how to leave. I was deep in the forest, in the British Columbia mountains. I’ve probably lost my job, and my ex-girlfriend is probably getting her lawyers ready because I haven’t paid my alimony.”

“You pay alimony to your ex-girlfriend?” one of the detectives asked.

I bit down hard on my tongue. “It’s not funny,” I said. “And it’s also irrelevant. I was literally kidnapped, and you’re all laughing about it.”

“But you said you gave these people your address, and you agreed to go to their camp—right?” said one detective. “So I guess you can press charges for kidnapping, but I doubt the charges will hold—if we can even find this cult you’re talking about. It doesn’t sound like you even know where this place is—and we’re not going to send a helicopter all over the mountains based on your story.”

“This is serious!” I said. “There’s probably one hundred people there!” I saw a board of faces behind the men. ‘MISSING PEOPLE’ was tacked above the board, so I stood up and walked towards it. I scanned the faces until I saw a familiar face: the face of the blonde who pressed her hands against my chest before I turned her into Greta. “Her,” I said. “She’s there.” Her picture said ‘MISSING SINCE OCTOBER 9TH, 2018,’ which was nearly two years ago.

“Her?” said one of the detectives. “Are you sure about that?” Now they weren’t laughing.

I scanned more faces, and then I found Jeff. “And him! Jeff. He’s there. I tried to convince him to leave, but he wouldn’t go.” ‘MISSING SINCE AUGUST 2ND 2020’ was written below his name.

“Are you fucking with us?” one of the detectives asked. “Because it’s a serious crime to meddle in an investigation.”

“I’m dead serious. I’m pretty sure I’ve seen lots of these people. They’re all being brainwashed.”

“Brainwashed into doing what?” the detective asked.

I paused for a moment as the three men stared at me. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “I’d rather not say,” I said.

“Well that’s not very helpful, is it?” he said.

“It’s sex stuff—lots of sex stuff. The people there are all having sex with each other.”

“Are they being raped?” the detective asked.

“No—not like that. But, uh, it’s just not right. I mean—they’re brainwashed. I think we were drugged. The water was colored, and it changed colors every day. And then weird stuff happened—stuff that didn’t make any sense.”

“Look, my man—if you’re telling us that you’ve spotted these missing people, then we’re required by law to look into it. I don’t know if you’re fucking with us or if you’re telling the truth. I really hope you aren’t fucking with us. But even if we find these people—these people on the board here—if they don’t want to come home and we don’t see that they’re doing anything illegal or being held against their will—”

“But they’ve all been brainwashed.”

“We’ll arrange to have you put on a bus to take you home. We have your contact info, so we’ll reach out if anything comes of this. And if any new information pops into your head, please just report it to your local police department. That being said, I really don’t think you’ve given us enough information to open up an investigation.”

“Someone needs to help those people,” I said.

“Can I ask you one more question?” the lead detective asked, leaning over the small table.

“What’s that?” I said.

“When you left, did anyone try to stop you? Did they chase you? How did you find your way out if you said you were deep in the woods and nobody would tell you how to leave? Did you just get lucky?”

I was silent for a moment, knowing my answer wasn’t going to help my case. “A girl told me how to leave,” I said softly.

“And how did she know?”

I shrugged my shoulders and looked down at my lap. “I guess someone must have told her.”

“Alright, buddy. Let’s get you home. And once you’re settled, think about seeing a doctor—get a referral to a good psychiatrist. Take your mental health seriously—we don’t want to see you getting hurt now.”

Now I was too ashamed to look them in the eye. I understood why they didn’t believe me. I was having a hard time believing myself.


CHAPTER XVI

It was a long night before the bus pulled into the bus depot in Saskatoon. I wasn’t able to get any sleep on the bus, stuck in an isle seat next to a very large snoring man, who kept throwing elbows in his dreams. Now, it was 6:00 AM and I still had to walk home: an hour hike, seeing as I didn’t even have a few bucks for transit fare, and I was too embarrassed to approach anyone in my flowing white robe.

Taking that robe off was the first thing I did once I arrived home. Then I spent an hour fixing my apartment door. The lock had been punched before I was kidnapped, and the door was still swaying on its hinges almost a whole week later. My neighbors apparently didn’t care enough to do anything about it.

Then I went to sleep on my hard mattress. A part of me was starting to miss that cult. At least they had comfortable beds and good food. And now that I was back, I suddenly felt overwhelmed with my rent, which was just days away from being due.

My phone woke me up fifteen minutes after I dozed off. It was my boss. “Where the hell have you been?” he said. “You better have a good excuse because I’m ten seconds away from firing your ass.”

I took a deep breath and considered telling him that I’d been abducted—but I knew it would sound even dumber than when I told my third grade teacher that my cat peed on my homework (which was also true). “I was in the hospital,” I lied. “I had a really bad flu and it turned into pneumonia. I think it’s gone now. I didn’t have my phone with me.”

He was silent. “Well you should have found a way to let us know. Why aren’t you here now?”

“I’m just on my way now,” I said.

“You’re not going to get everyone sick, are you?”

“No, sir,” I said.

So I had to crawl out of bed. My legs wobbled. I’d hardly slept at all in days. I felt like a zombie, almost unable to lift my feet from the ground as I walked. At least I had clean clothes, and I was no longer dressed like the member of a crazed cult. I got on my bike with my work bag and I used the last bit of my energy to make it to the office. I received a number of concerned and dirty looks as I dragged my feet to my desk. It was only an hour later when I dozed off at my desk. No one woke me up for an hour—then my boss tapped me on the back. “You’re on thin ice,” he said through clenched teeth. “All of the reports you were supposed to do—I had to do them over the weekend. I missed my kid’s birthday party. I had to sleep on the couch for two nights because my wife was so pissed. And for what? You had a cough? Couldn’t ask a nurse to make a call for you? Thin ice.”

I nodded my head and did my best to stay awake for the remaining work hours. The biggest wave of relief came over me when 5:00 PM rolled around and I was allowed to leave. I strained my legs to carry me home on my bicycle, and then I skipped dinner and went straight to sleep.

But even in my dreams, I wasn’t safe from my boss. I found myself in a nightmare, sitting at my desk, alone in the office. My boss dropped a fifteen pound stack of papers on my desk and said, “You don’t go home until they’re all done.” But there was a year worth of paperwork in that stack. “Please don’t do this,” I begged my boss.

“Too bad,” he said before walking away. Then he locked the office door. To make the nightmare worse, there was a collar around my throat, rigged to shock me whenever I began to doze off, so I had to keep my head up as I tediously worked through that stack of paperwork.

“Lester,” a female voice said behind me.

I turned and looked back to see a beautiful woman standing in a long, flowing robe: the same robes they wore on the compound. How had she gotten into the office? “I don’t want to go back,” I said. Though I wasn’t entirely sure that was true. The thought of being back in that beautiful mountain clearing was enticing—certainly more enticing than being chained to a desk for a year.

“We want you to come back,” the girl said, taking a step towards me. Her skin seemed to glow in that dim office.

“It’s not right. I’m not going back,” I said.

“Part of your soul is still here. It made it really easy to find you,” she said. Now she was standing above me, looking down into my eyes. She placed her hands on my shoulders and smiled. “Come back to us. You don’t have to suffer this pain.”

“This is just a nightmare,” I said, suddenly remembering that I was asleep in my bed. “This will all end in a minute.”

“Don’t let it end—not yet. Just stay with me for a few minutes. We want you to come back.”

“You can’t have me back—and if you try to kidnap me again… I’ll be ready this time. I’ll put up a real fight. I’m not going back.”

“But you were happy here,” she said, lowering herself down to sit on my lap. Her bum was soft. Now I was suddenly naked. She was naked too. I looked around to make sure none of my coworkers were in the office—especially not my boss. Thankfully we were alone—not that it mattered, because I knew it was just a nightmare.

“I wasn’t happy there. And neither are you. You’re a missing person. Your parents probably think that you’re dead. It’s not right. You can’t just run away from the world like that.”

“Why not?” she said. “It’s nice here. You don’t have to worry about money or what anyone thinks of you. You can be free of our your debt. You can continue your path towards enlightenment.”

“I don’t want it,” I said.

“But you’re gifted. It seems like such a horrible waste,” she said. She turned to face me, straddling me with her bum on my crotch and her hands on my shoulders. “And you can have me.” I didn’t even know who she was—maybe I’d seen her around the camp a few times, but we’d never talked.

“I don’t want any of that. I know that real life is a struggle, but you can’t just run away from it,” I said.

“Then don’t think of it as running away. Think of it as embracing a new normal, leaving behind the old normal. Look down.”

I looked down and froze at the sight of her erect cock, which was standing up and aiming right at me. “Everything you’ve ever wanted is here waiting for you. June is waiting for you. We’ve paired her with you. Without you here, she’s disconnected.” I couldn’t look away from that thick cock, throbbing, begging to be stroked and sucked. Why was I so hypnotised? Why did that sissy cock make me so aroused? “It’s okay. You can touch it. You’re welcome to remember what you’re missing.”

I reached down and slipped my fingers around it. It felt so real: so warm and so rugged. I gently pulled up, feeling her thick veins and her bulbous ridge, then I pulled down, pulling her foreskin over her tip to reveal that beautiful specimen. She giggled.

“J—June’s parents reported her missing,” I said. “They’re worried sick about her. Tell her that she needs to go home.”

“But she’s happy,” the femboy said as she curled her spine back, pressing her cock up closer to my body. She giggled again. I squeezed that shaft harder and continued stroking it.

“This is just a nightmare,” I said, trying to remind myself what I already knew.

“Dreams and nightmares are just personal manifestations in the ether,” she said. “But you know that already because you’ve explored the ether.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, partly lying.

She smiled. “Keep stroking. Make me come.” She leaned forward and stared right into my eyes. She had beautiful green eyes that seemed to swirl like marbles. “Remember what you’re missing.”

I looked down at her cock: a beautiful thing. And under her bum, my own cock was now rock hard. I pressed my hand under her ass and I grabbed my shaft. She sat up slightly, making some room. I shimmied my dick until my tip was pressed into her asshole. Then she sat down, taking all of it inside of her in a matter of seconds. She let out a long groan. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asked.

“I can’t go back,” I said again. Now my voice was starting to break up. The office was gone. We were in the woods now, near the compound. I could hear distant laughter. The warm mountain breeze tickled my skin as branches rustled. I was sitting on a smooth rock and she was straddling me, starting to rise and fall on my lap. Her asshole felt good as it suctioned my cock. My body shuddered. I clenched her cock hard and began to beat it, wanting to feel her cum on my chest. “That feels so nice,” she moaned, tilting her head back. Her breasts were perky and her nipples were pointing straight out towards me. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against her breast. I sucked her hard nipple, holding her hips to keep her as stable as possible while she bounced.

“Oh my God, it feels so good,” she moaned. But I wanted her to keep her voice down. I didn’t want the other cult members to find me there with her. I didn’t want them forcing me to stay with them. But my God, I didn’t want to go back to that office! I didn’t want to return to the mundane life that I ran away to live. I hated my apartment. I hated being in debt to a woman who cheated on me.

I bit hard on my tongue. Then I looked down just as her cock hole expanded and a torrent of cum spewed out against my chest. I loved the feeling of the big globs trickling down my chest. I moaned and rolled my head from side to side. “Fuck,” I said. “That feels good.”

Now my own cock was pulsing in her asshole. She clenched hard and my body trembled. I sunk my nails into her sides and I came, deep in her tight back door. She yelled out.

I closed my eyes, and then when I opened them, I was back in my hot, stuffy apartment bedroom. Everything was quiet. I pulled my covers off of my body to see if I was covered in unexplainable cum—but my body was clean. Was it just a weird dream or did the girl actually reach out to me with some sort of spiritual voodoo? I got up and went to the bathroom to look at myself in the mirror, even though it was only 4:15 AM. Instead of going back to sleep, I took a long, hot shower. Then I went to my computer and found an extra lock to instal on my door. I didn’t want them coming back for me. I didn’t want to be taken in the night again—or did I? I hesitated before buying the new lock. Maybe I could leave that old broken lock on my door. Maybe I could let my guard down. Maybe I could just let them take me away. I could pretend to be helpless and then I could just cave to their indoctrination. At least I would be happy like every person there.

I shook my head and bought a whole pack of locks. I needed to put that place behind me. I couldn’t let myself think about it anymore. I knew I had a choice: the cult or real life. I couldn’t waste my life away sitting on the fence. It was one or the other, and I knew that the right choice was real life.

The locks came in the mail three days later. I installed one securely on my front door, just underneath the door’s deadbolt. I installed another one on my bedroom door, and then I installed one on my bedroom window, even though I was pretty sure it was too small for a human to fit through. I wasn’t going to take any chances. That cult wasn’t going to drag me back.

And they never tried to. Over the next week, nobody tried to punch my lock. No strange women came to me in my dreams. I didn’t get any weird messages on my phone, until the police phoned a week later. “This is just a mental health courtesy call,” the officer said. “We’re checking on your wellbeing after a report you made last week.”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“It says here that you were paranoid that a sex cult based in the mountains was coming after you. Do you still believe this to be true?” It sounded like he was trying not to laugh.

“No, sir,” I said.

“And do you still believe that you know there whereabouts of two or more missing persons?”

“No, sir,” I lied.

“Okay then. Have a nice day, sir.”

And I really thought that I was free from the cult. I thought I was on my way towards forgetting my strange experience at that mountain compound. Then, two weeks later, in the middle of the night, I heard a loud thump at my front door. I jumped out of bed, throwing my body into the corner, pressing my palms against the wall. My heart was pounding.

Then I heard a knocking: a dull pounding, as if someone was hitting the door with the dull side of his fist. I grabbed a baseball bat, which I’d been sleeping with since returning home, and then I unlocked my bedroom door. I walked slowly towards the door door. Bang! Bang! Bang! The person continued to knock. I checked the time on my phone. It was 1:00 AM. “What do you want?” I called out timidly.

“Open up. I want to talk to you,” a deep male voice said.

“You aren’t taking me back,” I said.

“I’m a detective,” he said.

I paused for a moment. I looked at the time again. I wanted to check through the peephole, but I was afraid he was going to bash the door in as soon as my face was pressed against the wood. “Why should I believe you?” I said.

“I’m just here about Jeff. I need to talk to you,” he said. I crept towards the door and gently pressed my eye to the peephole. The man standing on the other side was tall and thick, with broad shoulders and dense arms. He wasn’t wearing police gear.

And how did he know that I knew anything about Jeff? Did I mention Jeff to the police? I couldn’t remember. I grabbed the door handle and opened the door slightly, keeping the chain bolt in place. “What about Jeff? Who are you?” I whispered.

“I’m a private detective. I was hired by Jeff’s parents. During a search through police documents, I saw in a statement that you claimed to know where Jeff is.”

I nodded my head. “Well they didn’t believe me,” I said. “And they practically threatened to throw me into a loony bin.”

“Let me in. I just want to talk about Jeff.”

I hesitated again. What if he was with the cult? What if he was sent to bring me back? Or what if he was sent to kill me?

Then I thought about Jeff’s parents. What if they really were looking for him? I couldn’t stand to imagine a crying mother, mourning the loss of her son, who was perfectly fine—at least until the leaders of the cult decided to break out the poisonous beverages. So I opened the door for the man and allowed him into my apartment.

“I’m Detective Robertson. Call me Hans,” he said. “What’s that nasty smell?”

“Sorry. It’s something in the pipes. It comes and goes,” I said. I’d forgotten about the terrible smell that always came during the night, usually a few hours after everyone in the building was finished showering.

“Jeff’s parents are paying me a lot of money to find Jeff. He’s been missing for nearly a month now. You filed a police report, and in that report—which was never actually filed, by the way—you claimed to have seen Jeff at some sort of cult. Is that right?”

“It’s what I remember,” I said. “But the police are convinced that I’m misremembering. So believe whoever you want to believe.”

“Well, right now I’m going to believe you, because I have no other leads. Jeff disappeared from his family’s home in Vancouver and hasn’t been seen since by anyone but you. No one heard him go. He left no hints that he was planning to leave. All I was able to find was a link in his browser history, to website asking for his name and address, saying something about learning secrets that the government doesn’t want people to know. Are you familiar with this link? Did you fill out a similar form?”

I shook my head. “No, but Jeff told me about it. He told me that the link was spelled out to him with hidden letters in Tinder Guru videos.

“I saw that he was watching lots of Tinder Guru videos. So you’re familiar with the Tinder Guru?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I went to his conference and met him—his name is Matt Glazer. He took my address from me, and then they came and took me. Matt is part of the cult. I don’t think he’s the leader of the cult, but he’s up there. He would sit up on a stage with three other people. I don’t know who the other people were though. They were older than Matt. I think Matt just handled the recruiting—or whatever you want to call it.”

Hans was taking notes now. “Interesting. Very interesting. And when you saw Jeff, was he in good health?”

“He was fine.”

“Anything worth noting?” Hans asked. “His parents will be thrilled to hear that he’s been spotted alive.”

I shuffled my tongue in my mouth, deciding whether to tell Hans about Jeff’s new persona, June. Jeff was so terrified of his parents finding out that he wanted to be a girl. I didn’t want to be the one to out him. I didn’t want to humiliate him. “Jeff?” I said. “He was happy.”

“Happy?” Hans asked, narrowing one eyebrow.

“They had him convinced that he could do whatever he wanted as long as he stayed with the cult,” I said. “I tried to make him leave with me, but he wouldn’t come along.”

“So he’s still there now?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know. They told us that we would stay until we were enlightened. I guess if he’s not back, he must still be there.” And then I considered the possibility that he was dead, but I didn’t bring it up.

“And where was this place?” Hans asked. “Could you give me directions?”

I nodded my head. “It’s, uh…” I tried to think of where I emerged onto that dirt road, and where that dirt road spat me out onto the highway. But I was so exhausted and overwhelmed—and it had been a whole month since I left. “Somewhere around the BC border,” I said. “I would know it if I saw it.”

Hans stood up and stuffed his notepad into his pocket. “Okay. Then come on.”

“Excuse me?”

“Come on. We’re going to go for a little road trip—just you and me.”

My heart stuttered. “I—I can’t. I can’t miss work. I’ll get fired,” I said.

“I’ll make a call for you. If they try to fire you, they’ll end up with a massive lawsuit. Now come on.”

He walked to the door and waved me over. “Just grab a change of clothes, your phone, maybe a phone charger, and your wallet. We’ll drive there, scope it out, and then I’ll bring you home.” I still didn’t know Hans. I had no idea if that was even his real name, or if he was even a real detective. What if he was just part of the cult? What if this was just his way of kidnapping me all over again? I didn’t want to go, but I hated the thought of Jeff’s parents being left in the dark, along with the parents of all those other men and women. So I stood up.

“Just give me a minute to pack a bag,” I said softly.


CHAPTER XVII

It was a long drive with few stops. Hans kept his foot on the gas pedal and didn’t entertain any conversations that weren’t about Jeff. “Are you sure you aren’t forgetting any other information?” he kept asking. “Anything—any little detail. Maybe a reason Jeff would want to run away from his family?”

Every time Hans asked that same question, my stomach turned. “Nothing that comes to mind. He was just having a hard time with women.”

“You can’t think of anything else?” Hans said, turning to look at me with slightly narrowed eyes. It was almost starting to seem like Hans knew more than he was letting on. And he probably knew Jeff way better than me. I’d only had a few conversations with Jeff. Hans had probably gone through months of Jeff’s search history and read hundreds of private conversations.

And was I hurting the investigation by not mentioning Jeff’s crossdressing fetish? Would it help Hans if I told him that Jeff really wanted to be a woman, but he was terrified of what his parents would think?

It was early in the afternoon when we reached the mountains. As they rose up on the horizon, my blood began to boil. I could feel a buzzing inside of me, getting stronger, pulling me towards those mountains. It almost seemed like they were calling out to me: the enlightened ones in the cult, the ones who could transcend into the ether. And I could almost hear a voice whispering, “Come back to us.”

I groaned and squirmed. Hans looked over at me. “What’s the matter with you?” he asked.

“I just don’t like this. I don’t want to be back here,” I said.

“Just relax,” he said. But that didn’t help. I started squirming even more. My heart rate increased and then I started to pant like a thirsty dog. “What the hell is the matter with you? Are you okay?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Close your eyes and take deep breaths. Breathe in for three seconds, breathe out for three seconds. Try to relax. Don’t break down on me now. I need you to show me where I’m going.”

So I closed my eyes and took deep breaths. At first, the breathing exercise did nothing, but after a moment, I felt my arms and legs beginning to sink down. My neck relaxed and then I heard a voice: “Just relax,” it said. But it wasn’t Hans’s voice; it was a woman’s voice. I could feel a tingling around me. I knew it was the ether drawing near. I was tempted to go towards it, knowing how euphoric it was. I floated towards it, and then I stopped myself.

“Don’t show him this place. Don’t ruin this for all of us,” the voice said.

Then a face began to emerge from the blackness: a woman’s face. She had dark freckles on her pale skin. Her lips were curled into a sweet smile. “We’re happy here,” she said. “Just leave us alone.”

I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I said. “I can’t help you. I’m sorry.”

“You can help. Just tell him you don’t remember. Tell him you made a mistake.”

“I can’t do that,” I said.

“Come closer. Come into the ether with us,” the woman said.

“No,” I said, resisting the pull of the ether.

“Lester,” Hans’s voice said.

“Make the right choice, Lester,” the girl said.

“Lester. You alright? Lester. Wake up!”

I opened my eyes. The car was stopped and we were pulled over. I sat up from an awkward slouched position. “Huh?” I said. “What’s going on?”

“You just passed out on me,” he said. “I thought you were having a goddamned aneurism.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine. Just pull yourself together. No one’s going to hurt you,” he said. Then he pulled open his jacket, revealing a handgun. “I served twelve years in the special forces—you’ll be just fine.”

Now my heart was pounding ferociously. “You aren’t going to shoot anyone, are you?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m being paid to bring Jeff home alive. Right now, you’re the only person who knows where Jeff is. So if anyone tries to hurt you, or me, or Jeff—then I’ll use it and I’ll use it effectively.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“Now where are we going?”

“Keep going down the highway, until we pass the BC border.”

The journey continued. Now the car was extra silent. Hans turned off the radio, seeing as it was just crackling, out of range of any radio station. The mountains looked bigger than ever, towering over our heads. I still couldn’t believe this was where they took me. It was hard to believe that I was kidnapped and taken two provinces away, into the wild of the mountains—and somehow I managed to find my way home.

The scenery started looking familiar as the road narrowed down to a line in each direction. I perked up as the ‘WELCOME TO BRITISH COLUMBIA’ sign came into view. I knew we were getting closer. I could feel the energy. I could almost smell the place.

“It’s just up here,” I said. “Slow down.”

He slowed down and looked over at me with wide, anxious eyes. I scanned the side of the road. I remembered hiking down that strip before I was picked up. I remembered the little yellow road markers, all numbered. I couldn’t remember which number was closest to that dirt road, but I couldn’t remember seeing any other dirt road besides the one I escaped down.

“We’re close,” I said. He slowed even more, pulling over onto the shoulder as I looked into the forest. Then I spotted the dirt road. “There,” I said. It was a narrow road, hardly visible from the highway as tall trees lurched overhead. We turned onto the road and the car started bumping—a familiar bumping. The last time I bumped down that road, I had a bag over my head. Now, that same nausea was filling my stomach. “It’s about fifteen minutes down. We should see colored ribbons on trees. They’re small, so you need to go slow.” And sure enough, we came upon the colored ribbons after fifteen minutes.

“Where are you going?” I asked as he drove by.

“We need to hide the car,” he said.

“We do? Why? Can’t we go home now? I showed you where the place is. It’s just about a twenty minute walk into the forest.”

“I need you to show me how to get in,” he said. We drove up the road about five more minutes until he found a grassy patch to pull over on. Before we started hiking back to the ribbons, he made me collect sticks and leaves to cover the car with. “How long are we going to be?” I asked after fifteen minutes of stick collecting.

“As long as it takes,” he said. We made sure the car was completely concealed before starting our hike. Now I was tired—not so much physically tired as I was mentally exhausted from a long anxious day. “Now which way?” he asked when we reached the ribbons. There were different colors off in every direction. It had been a long month since I’d last been in those woods. I couldn’t remember the color pattern that I followed to escape. Though I knew there were three colors, and one of them was white.

“Uh,” I said, scanning into the woods, looking at the various ribbons.” And what would happen if we got the order wrong? Would it lead us in circles? Or would it lead us into oblivion? Would we end up lost in the forest, in the middle of nowhere?

“C’mon, man. Is there a path or something?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No. We follow the ribbons.”

“Which color?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulder. “It’s a pattern. I think we start with… umm…” I looked around again. Then it came to me: to escape the cult, I followed the colors pink, white, and blue. Now, we needed to reverse that order. “Blue, white, and pink,” I said.

“Let’s go,” he said, and then he started marching into the forest. But I had no idea if the ribbons were still the same. Maybe the color pattern changed every few weeks. Maybe it was like a changing password, to keep people like me from finding their way back. But what else could we do? We drove all that way and Hans was determined to find Jeff.

He moved quickly, not interested in taking his time. I could tell that he was nervous—and I could tell that he didn’t full trust me. Maybe he thought I was screwing with him, or maybe he wasn’t actually looking for Jeff at all. Maybe he was on edge because he knew his job was almost done: the job of bringing me back to that cult.

“Slow down,” I said, stumbling over a root. “I can’t keep up.”

“We need to get there before the sun goes down,” he said. “I don’t want to be stuck in these woods in the dark.” I looked up. The sun was already starting to hide behind the tall mountains. Soon, there would be no light. Without light, spotting the colored ribbons would be impossible. “What if we just drive to the nearest town and get a hotel?” I said. “You can come back tomorrow. You know the color pattern. You really don’t need me,” I said.

“Just keep up,” he said. We kept walking for another ten minutes. Then Hans suddenly stopped, throwing his hand into the air to signal me to do the same. I stopped and looked around. “Hear that?” he asked.

It took a moment, but I heard it: laughter, two girls, and footsteps. They were coming towards us, so we both ducked down. Hans pressed his hand against the top of my head, flattening me even more against the cool forest floor. “Ouch!” I said.

“Shh,” he said with a finger to his lips. Then the girls ran by laughing. Hans peeked up. I did the same. The girls were naked, breasts bouncing, asses jiggling. One was chasing the other with a cup of red paint—or fake blood—likely part of some ritual. Hans turned to look at me. “I’m guessing this is the place?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Why the hell did you want to leave?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I don’t think I did want to leave,” I said. “But I had to. I didn’t want to lose my job, and I had to pay my ex.”

“Oh right, I forgot about your ex,” he said, rolling his eyes. “So what would happen if we just went in?”

“I have no idea. I’m guessing they wouldn’t like it.”

“Any idea where Jeff sleeps? Maybe we can grab him after they go to sleep.”

I shook my head. “No, I never saw his bedroom, but I think he was in the same building as me. That was months ago though. And I don’t even know if I would recognize him.”

“Why not?” Hans asked.

I remained silent, biting the edge of my tongue. “I don’t know. It’s just been a while,” I lied. I didn’t want to tell Hans that Jeff had been drinking some sort of hormone mixture, practicing his makeup, wearing wigs, and so on. But at some point it was going to become obvious. Hans was going to see Jeff, and Jeff would surely be full-time June by now.

We crept closer to the clearing. Now we could see the warm glow of a large bonfire that was just starting up. The cult members were gathering around, some robed, some naked. I didn’t recognize most of the members, but I recognized a few. “My God…” Hans said. “There must be two hundred people here.”

“It’s really grown since I was here last,” I said. There were nearly twice as many people, and construction had begun on a new building—probably to house all the new members. And across the clearing was yet another new build: a barn, which was half covered in shakes and half exposed—also still under construction. “They’re building a whole town.”

“Do you see Jeff?” he asked.

I scanned around. It was getting dark and difficult to make out faces. The orange glow of the fire made every girl look more or less the same, and every guy too. “I don’t know,” I said. “But I bet he’s here.”

Hans reached into his jacket and pulled out his gun. “Do you know how to use one of these?” he asked, handing it over to me.

I shook my head quickly and froze up. “Huh? No—I don’t know.”

“It’s easy. You squeeze the trigger if someone comes at you.” He reached into his jacket and pulled out a second handgun. “We go in together, we demand they hand over Jeff, and then we go. No one will try to attack you—unless they’re really crazy. And maybe they are, I don’t know.”

I shook my head again. “I don’t want to do that. I don’t like that. I don’t think I could shoot someone.”

“If your life depended on it, I’m sure you could. Look—I’m not leaving here without Jeff, and I can’t think of any other way to get him. If I bring home Jeff, I make enough money to live for the next decade. I don’t get paid unless I produce. Understand? Now let’s do this.” He stood up.

“Wait!” I said. He turned to stare at me. “They’re going to go to sleep in a few hours. I can probably find Jeff and bring him out here.” My stomach growled and my legs became weak. “We can sneak him out without anyone noticing.”

Hans continued to stare at me with narrowing eyes. Then he nodded his head and shrugged his shoulders. “Take the gun with you when you go.”

Now I felt dizzy, like I was about to faint. I didn’t want to go back onto that compound. I didn’t want to be lured back in. But at the same time, maybe that’s exactly what I wanted. Maybe this was the perfect opportunity to slip back into that little paradise. Looking at everyone now, I remembered how happy people were in that cult. No one was ever stressed out or anxious. And now they were expanding, turning into their own little society. Maybe joining them wasn’t just giving up on society—maybe it was just jumping from a corrupted society to a kind and caring society. I could bring Jeff to Hans and then I could turn around and run back to the little community Matt Glazer helped to create. What did I have to lose, after all? My crappy job? My debt? My smelly apartment?

We watched as a man and a woman, holding hands, ran into the woods about sixty feet away from us. I knew I was going to need a robe, and I knew that they were about to get naked, so I crept up on them. Hans stayed close behind me with his gun drawn. We waited until they were on the forest floor, making out and grinding their bodies together. Then I slipped over a heavy log and snatched the man’s white robe. I crept back over the log and we hurried back to our original hiding place. I got undressed while Hans looked in the other direction.

Meanwhile, over by the fire, two men were mounting a single girl as a sort of exhibitionist ritual. She was on her hands and knees, gripping the grass with both of her pale hands. One man was beneath her, flat on his back, and one was on top of her like a dog. They were both pushing their erect cocks into her at the same time. She was squealing like a piglet, with cheeks turning dark red.

“Is that all people do here?” he asked. “Fuck?”

“I don’t think they see it like that,” I said. “It’s more of a spiritual thing.”

The girl moaned loudly. Her voice echoed in that mountain clearing. The few members watching clapped and giggled as if it was just a bit of fun entertainment. Then the two men began thrusting in and out of her.

“Look over there,” Hans said, pointing across the clearing.

Off to the side of the compound, two men were experimenting together. One man dropped to his knees and, with coy fingers, lifted up the other man’s cock. He shook his head before closing his eyes and opening his mouth. Then he began to suck his male partner off. I hadn’t seen any man-on-man action during my stay, but I suspected it was happening towards the end.

“Degenerates,” Hans said, shaking his head and sounding a lot like my old pastor.

“They’re just doing whatever they want. I mean—it’s not like they’re hurting anyone.”

“It’s gross,” Hans said. “So when will these freaks go to sleep? They aren’t going to fuck all night, are they?”

“They should pack it in soon. Then there will be about three hours before the night gathering.”

“The night gathering?” Hans said.

“Let’s just say—if you think this is weird, it gets weirder.”

“How so?” he asked.

“You wouldn’t believe me,” I said.

“Try me,” Hans said, leaning back against his log as if it was a comfortable sofa chair.

“They perform weird rituals. I don’t know if it’s magic or if they just tap into some weird universal power—but they can change things with their minds. People turn into other people. They can talk telepathically.” As I was saying it, I realized just how insane I sounded. I felt my cheeks turning red, so I quickly shut up.

Hans was nodding his head slowly. “Sounds like a bunch of bullshit if you ask me.”

“Right,” I said. “And like I said, I’m pretty sure they were giving us drugs, so it was probably all in my head.”

“It was definitely in your head,” Hans said, turning back towards the compound. But it couldn’t have all been in my head. There had been unexplainable occurrences since I’d returned home: girls coming to me in my dreams, and the girl who reached out to me in Hans’s car.

I didn’t say anything. I just agreed and looked back at the compound. And that’s when I spotted June.

I knew it was her the moment my gaze connected with her. She was sitting alone, staring at the fire, which sparkled in her eyes. She was no longer wearing a wig, but now her once shaggy hair was styled into a cute short bob. She had her robe down below her shoulders, probably to get some of the warm fire’s heat on the top of her chest. And she was extending her leg out towards the flames, pointing her toes, looking more feminine than ever.

“Still no sight of Jeff, huh?” Hans said.

June looked happy, but also lonely. She looked more comfortable than ever—no longer antsy and twitching the way she did when she was Jeff. She was enjoying the feeling of the grass on the bottom of her feet. “No,” I said.

And what would I do once I caught up with her? Would I make her dress up as Jeff again, to reduce the humiliation once she came face-to-face with Hans? And what if she didn’t want to go? Would I use the gun to scare her?

People began to stand up and head off to bed. June was slow to react to the others. She wanted to stay and watch the fire for a few more minutes. I wondered what she was thinking, and I was tempted to get into a meditative state so I could try to slip into her head. I knew that I could do it. I knew that she had been practicing getting into the ether, so I could probably open up a communication line with a bit of effort.

Then I turned and looked at Hans, who was still scanning the faces of all the cult members. What if I used the gun on him? What if I made him disappear, so I could stay with June on that paradise compound?

Hans looked over at me, into my eyes. “What is it?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Nothing,” I said. I didn’t want to kill anyone. June’s parents deserved answers, even if that meant June going through a really hard time. She just had to let them know that she was alive, and then she could tell them she was going to leave for the cult again. It’s not like she had to stay away forever, right? It’s not like I was going to completely ruin her life. But would they take her back? Would they let her back onto the compound? Would there even be a compound to return to after June told the police about the cult, confirming what I told them? Surely June’s testimony would elicit a full fledged investigation, and surely that would mean the end of the cult, which got its followers by kidnapping.

The compound was quiet now as the final few people filtered into the buildings. June stood up and walked towards the old church building. “How the hell are you going to find him?” Hans asked.

“I have a hunch I know where he’s staying.”

“Okay. Well let’s wait a couple of hours, until everyone’s asleep, then you can go in. If you’re not back in an hour, I’m going to come looking for you. I’ve rescued hostages from Islamic terrorists before—so don’t worry about a thing.”

It was a long two hours. Hans didn’t want to talk. Instead, he took out a camera and started snapping photos of the compound. He went for a walk and took photos from many different angles while I remained in that dark forested nook, waiting for my moment to come. “What are the pictures for?” I asked when he returned.

“Proof to show the police,” he said. “I’ve even taken note of the exact GPS coordinates.”

“Just in case we don’t find Jeff?” I asked.

He shook his head. “There are nearly two hundred missing people here,” he said. “I’ve been paid to find Jeff, but I can’t let hundreds of parents think their kids are dead.”

“But they aren’t kids,” I said. “They’re all adults. They can do whatever they want.”

Hans looked at me and shook his head. “It’s not that simple. There are people out in the who that love them. Those people are currently being tormented every day, not knowing where their loved ones went. Sure, people can do what they want, but everyone owes their loved ones closure.”

“But some of these people are afraid of what their loved ones might think of them,” I said. “Like the two men you pointed out—maybe they can’t come out in the real world.”

“Life has challenges. Running from those challenges isn’t a solution. You might not think these people are hurting anyone, but you didn’t sit down for three hours with Jeff’s parents. I saw his mother break down. I saw his father nearly collapse—he hasn’t slept for more than an hour since Jeff vanished. The last time I saw a man in that same condition, I was talking to the father of a kidnapped little girl in Syria. These people here—they think they’ve found some sort of secret—but they’re selfish. I hate to say it, but it’s all wrong. There are ways to do things properly. If those guys want to go around sucking dicks, they can find a way to break it to their loved ones. Everyone deserves closure.”

And I knew he was right. Even I’d lost sleep thinking about Jeff’s parents. He needed to go home. He needed to tell them that he wanted to be a girl. At least then they would have closure.

Another long hour ticked by. “Alright. Go and find Jeff and bring him back in one piece. If you need help, just scream. Got it?”

“Okay,” I said, standing up slowly. Blood was slow to circulate through my body. I took a few wobbly steps, crossing over from the forest and onto the clearing for the first time in a month. It was surreal being back, as if I never left.

“Good luck,” Hans said.

“Thanks,” I said. And then I started towards that church building. My heart was pounding violently against my ribcage. It was the beginning of the end of that cult. Matt Glazer would probably end up in prison, and all of these lost souls would be thrown back into a crazy and corrupt world. In a way, it was all my fault. I couldn’t blame Jeff and I couldn’t blame Hans. I couldn’t even blame Matt Glazer, who was just trying to show these people a happy life. Had I just stayed on that compound, I would have probably been happy. After some time, I would have stopped thinking about Jeff’s parents, and all of the other mortified parents. It would have become the new normal, and then nothing would have been ruined for anyone.

I walked up to the church door. My stomach groaned. I looked back and saw the faint silhouette of Hans watching me from the woods. Then I went inside.

It was dark, taking my eyes a minute to adjust. I could hear the occasional snore coming from behind drawn curtains. I stepped carefully. The old floorboards groaned. I looked up and around at the old structure. It must have been fifty years old. Had the cult been operating for fifty years? Was I about to destroy a half-century old tradition?

I had no idea which room belonged to Jeff, so I started peeking into each one. My heart clenched and stopped beating every time I pushed my head into a room, worried I was going to come face-to-face with awake eyes. Luckily, everyone seemed to be asleep. The first few rooms were all girls, then the next few were all boys. It was so dark that I had to stare at each person for a long moment before ruling them out. It was especially difficult when I came across a person sleeping on their front or side.

I poked my head into the tenth room and encountered my nightmare. A girl was sitting up in bed. She looked up into my eyes froze. I wanted to retract myself, but I hesitated. Was she going to sound some sort of alarm? I opened my mouth to apologize, and then she smiled. She dropped her blanket from her collarbone, exposing her perky breasts. Then she lifted her finger and waved me inside.

I shook my head, rejecting her offer. Then she grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed it. I had to admit: it was tempting. I hadn’t had sex in a month, since my romp with June in the woods. And the girl looked so soft and precious—and like a lot of fun.

I slipped back into the hallway with my pounding heart, and I continued going from room to room. Finally, near the end of the long maze of hallways, I pulled back the curtain and saw June. She was awake, sitting on the edge of her bed. She turned to look at me with a gasp. My initial instinct was to shut the curtain before she recognized me, but instead I froze. Her eyes grew wide. “Lester?” she said. “You came back?” Her voice was more convincing now than ever before.

I nodded my head. “Um, yeah,” I said.

She remained still, crossing her arm over her chest in a shy sort of way. “I didn’t think I’d see you again.”

“I know,” I said. “Me neither. I want to talk to you. Want to come outside with me?”

“Okay. The night rituals are going to start soon.”

“I know. Maybe we can be quick,” I said.

“Why? Is everything okay?”

I nodded my head quickly and forced a smile. “Totally. Yeah. It’s great. Just come out with me.” I was hoping to find her without her makeup on, but she was still dolled up.

She stood up. Her cheeks started to turn a shade of red as she looked into my eyes, smiling, excited to see me. I did my best to keep that forced smile on my face. “Why don’t you wash your makeup off first?” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “My makeup? Why? I was hoping to keep it on until the night rituals were over.”

“It’s just… Don’t you think you’d be more comfortable without makeup?” Now I was the one crossing my chest with my arm, awkwardly scratching an itch that I didn’t have.

“What’s going on?” she said.

I hadn’t thought this far ahead. Maybe I should have just brought her outside so Hans could grab her. Maybe trying to protect her from the wrath of her parents was just making this whole task overly complicated. “Never mind,” I said. “Let’s just go.”

“What’s going on, Lester?” she said. “Why did you come back? Why do you want to talk to me outside so badly?”

I stared into her eyes. I could tell that I’d lost my easy opportunity. I had her convinced to follow me without any effort, and I let that opportunity slip through my fingers. “I came back for you,” I said, forcing another smile. “I missed you. I, uh, want to be with you. And if you’re going to stay here, then I’ll stay here with you.”

She gently bit her bottom lip, making my stomach turn. I hated lying to her. I knew I was breaking her heart. She stepped towards me and threw her arms around me. The smell of wild flowers wafted up my nostrils. I could feel her small breasts: bigger than they were before, but still not much more than what the average thirteen-year-old girl has. “I missed you,” she said. “The Council told me you’d come back for me. It was prophesied.”

“Was it?” I said.

“They said we’re soul bonded,” she said, squeezing me firmly. I awkwardly wrapped my arms around her and gently rubbed her back.

“No kidding,” I said. “Maybe we can talk more about this outside. I don’t want to wake anyone up—and it would be nice to talk more privately.”

Her arms moved down, close to where I had the handgun stashed in the holster Hans gave to me. I grabbed her hand and quickly pulled it away before she discovered the gun. I held her hand up, close to my face. I looked into her eyes. I had to admit that she was pretty, and she was gentle and maybe she really was meant to be a woman instead of a man. But she wasn’t my soul mate. We weren’t meant to be together. She probably wasn’t ready to be with anyone. I could see in her eyes that she was still lost, still trying to find herself, still trying to figure out where she fit in the world.

And now the thought of Hans seeing her dolled up made my stomach ache. “I just think you’re prettier without makeup,” I said.

She blushed. “C’mon. You know that’s not true.”

“It is true. You should clean it off. I like you better that way.”

“You want me to look like a boy?” she said, narrowing one eye.

“You don’t look like a boy,” I lied. She did look a bit like a boy, even with her makeup on. She’d gotten pretty good at contouring around her face to hide her slightly masculine jawline, and to make the features of her face appear softer. And the mascara really helped to thicken her eyelashes, making her eyes look bigger and more girly.

“Don’t worry about my makeup,” she said. “Let’s just go and talk. I have so much I want to tell you.”

“Okay,” I said. But I remained still. She stared into my eyes with a warm smile. Soon she would hate my guts. Soon she would want me dead. I was already overwhelmed with horrible guilt. Why did I have to do this? Why couldn’t Hans just go to June’s parents and tell them that she was alive and happy. Why did I have to be the one to ruin the party?

She moved her hands up and down my arms while staring into my eyes. I still couldn’t bring myself to move, to take her outside where the happiest month of her life would come to a sudden end. But I couldn’t just let her continue living a delusional life, thinking that I was her soul mate and that she could just run away from all of her problems.

“You want to fool around first?” she asked with a sly smile.

“Huh?” I said.

She giggled. Then she suddenly sunk down to her knees. She looked up at me with another giggle, and then she parted my robe, exposing my flaccid penis. She grabbed it firmly and let a soft whimper out from her lips. “Oh God, I missed you,” she said with that frighteningly feminine voice. Even if I got her to take the makeup off, would she be able to hide her new voice? Had the hormones already done obvious damage to her male counterpart?

She gently tugged on my shaft, leaning forward and nestled her face between my thighs so she could tickle my ball sack with the tip of her tongue. She giggled again. I had to close my eyes as a groan slipped out from my lips. It felt good, but I knew it wasn’t right. I was getting hard; it didn’t help that she looked especially hot from that high angle. And she kept looking up at me with those big, beautiful eyes.

“Do you like it?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

“Yeah,” I said. Now I was almost fully erect. She pulled back my foreskin and circled my tip with the tip of her tongue. It felt so good. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d been practicing with other men. I tried not to think of that as she pressed her lips around my girth and pushed her face towards my pelvis, deep-throating my cock. She bobbed her head while gently caressing my thighs. It was an amazing blowjob, making my legs wobble—nearly buckling together.

“Shit,” I moaned. “That feels good.”

I reached down and grabbed her pretty head with both of my hands. I held it firmly and began to thrust in and out from her warm, wet mouth. She gagged slightly and spit ran down her cheeks. She tapped on my thigh to ask for air, so I pulled out for a moment. She gasped, took a deep breath, and then she looked into my eyes and said, “You’re so fucking hard.”

I nodded my head. “I’m not going to last long,” I said.

She smirked and went back in for my cock. She pressed her lips around my shaft and began to bob her head quickly, stimulating my tip with her firm lips.

“Take your cock out,” I said. “Jerk yourself off.”

She followed the command, parting her robe to expose her curved erection. She grabbed it and began to stroke it. I could see it throbbing: thick veins filling her dick with warm blood. “Beat it faster,” I said. So she started to tug on it quickly, making her tip turn a dark shade of red. I wanted to see her come. “Fuck, I love your pretty cock so much,” I said.

She moaned, muffled by my cock. She didn’t stop bobbing her head, but now she was squirming. She sat upright, pushing herself off the ground slightly as her moaning loudened. “Oh God,” she groaned. And shockingly, she came before me, spewing my legs and feet with her hot load. I watched as her shaft drained shot after shot. Then I took a deep breath of air into my lungs as I saw my opportunity.

I pulled my cock out from her mouth and clutched it firmly with my fist. I aimed it right at her forehead and then I blasted the first big load of cum onto her face. I put the second shot on her left cheek, and the third shot onto her right cheek. Then I hit her nose, her lips, her eyes, and her chin. I made sure her whole face was properly covered in my thick cum.

She used her hand to wipe the cum off of her eyes, smudging her mascara slightly. She giggled, tasting a bit of cum off of her fingers. “I guess I have no choice but to wash my face now,” she said.

“Sorry,” I said, biting hard on the edge of my tongue.

“Just wait here for me,” she said. “I’ll only be a few minutes.” She sprung to her feet and skipped off to the communal sink. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, fixing my robe. I was really starting to hate myself.


CHAPTER XVIII

We held hands until we reached the front door of the church. Now, she looked like a boy again, with her makeup washed off. But she looked far from masculine; her eyelashes were thicker than I remembered them being and her body seemed more curvy. Even her lips seemed more full and girly. But there wasn’t much more I could do to help protect her from her parents.

I let go of her hand once we were outside. She looked over at me suddenly. “Are you okay?” she asked. I pretended to be fixing my robe as I walked towards the edge of the forest where Hans was waiting.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s just kind of chilly tonight. Don’t you think?”

She giggled. “No. Not at all,” she said before leaning into me, putting her hands on my right shoulder. She leaned her head onto my shoulder. I stepped away from her.

“You’re being weird,” she said. Then she stopped, halfway between the church and the forest.

“Am I?” I said.

“Is something wrong?”

I shook my head. “I just really want to talk in private.”

“We’re in private. There’s nobody out here,” she said.

“I don’t know. There’s all these windows. Who knows who’s looking out at us?” I said, awkwardly scratching my arm again.

“I don’t think anyone cares,” she said with a cute giggle.

“Here. I really want to show you something,” I said, and then I turned to the forest and started to jog. She giggled and chased after me, like a little girl chasing her best friend. The guilt swelled inside of me. Then, once we were right next to the edge of the woods, I stopped and turned to her. She stopped just inches from my face. “Do me a favor,” I said.

“What’s that?” she said. Her eyes widened and her smile grew.

“Just be Jeff for a bit.”

“What?” she said.

“Just… Trust me.”

Her smile faded, and then her skin began to turn pale as she realized what was happening. But it was too late for her to react. Hans jumped out and grabbed her by the arm. She screamed, so he muffled her mouth.

“Just relax, J—Jeff,” I said.

“Good job, Lester,” Hans said. He pulled her into the forest without much effort. “Stop squirming, Jeff. Don’t fight me. I’m here to save you. I’m bringing you home. Your parents miss you. They’re going to be thrilled to see you again.”

“No!” June screamed into Hans’s palm.

Hans sighed. He lowered her to the ground, pinned her with his knee, and then muffled her with a gag that he had ready, knowing she was going to put up a fight. Now she couldn’t scream as he tied her wrists with a zip tie. He pulled her back up to her feet. She looked into my eyes with the most horrible look of betrayal. I had to look away, unable to handle the intense guilt that was swelling in my heart.

“Let’s get out of here before anyone sees us,” said Hans, tugging Jeff along with him.

I couldn’t see anything in that forest, but Hans didn’t seem to have a problem, as if he had some impressive night vision. He was able to spot the colored ribbons in the almost-pitch-black darkness. We were out of the woods within thirty minutes.

Hans put June in the back middle seat of the car. He kept her wrists tied together, but he took out the gag. And just for some extra safety, he tied her wrist zip tie to the middle seatbelt with another zip tie, so she couldn’t move more than a few inches. “I hate you!” she screamed at me, now with her male voice, which wasn’t quite as masculine as it once was, probably because of the hormones.

I sunk into my seat, turning my head away from her.

“He saved your life, Jeff. You’ll be thanking him in a few months from now. You owe Lester everything.”

“Fuck you,” June—now Jeff—said, sinking into his seat.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“No you aren’t,” he said.

“I am.”

It was a long, quiet drive, from that compound to Vancouver where Jeff’s parents lived. Jeff wept a number of times over the course of seven hours. But he refused to talk whenever we tried to start a conversation. The biggest relief came when we pulled up to his home. We got out from the car and then his mother ran out of the house and threw her arms around him. She burst into tears of joy, and then I suddenly didn’t feel so bad. Jeff didn’t hug his mother back. Instead, he kept his arms limp at his sides, as if he had no more will to live.

Hans patted me on the back. “You just made me a lot of money,” he said.

“Alright,” I said, feeling nearly as empty as Jeff looked.

“It’s fine, Lester. Cheer up. We did a good thing here,” he said. “They’ll get Jeff into therapy—probably get him on some pills—and then he’ll probably reach out to you and thank you in a month or two.”

“Right,” I said.

“I’ll get you on a plane to take you home,” Hans said. “And don’t worry about your job. I had a friend make a call for you. You have nothing to worry about.”

I nodded my head and tried not to groan at the thought of going back to my desk job.

“I’ll drive you to the airport and then I’ll reach out to the feds to have that cult shut down.”

I bit hard on the side of my tongue, trying not to cry now.

“Don’t worry, Lester. You did a good thing,” he said again. But it just didn’t seem true. There must have been another solution. Why did I have to ruin everything for everyone?

It was another long drive to the airport. We parked underground and then Hans came inside to pay for my flight. He even put me in first class. “How much did they pay you?” I asked.

“A lot,” he said. “You wouldn’t believe what people are willing to pay to see their kids again.” He gave me a firm pat on the back. “Maybe I’ll see you around. Sorry you have to sit around and wait for a bit.” The next flight wasn’t for five more hours, and I made it through security in a matter of minutes, so I bought a magazine and went to lay down on an empty row of seats. I ended up dozing off and having a terrible nightmare about Jeff taking his own life.

I woke up with a sweaty forehead, sitting up quickly. Now the airport was suddenly busy. I looked at the time and saw that I’d been out for nearly three hours. “Shit,” I muttered. Most of the seats were taken, so I sat up so other people could sit where I’d been sleeping. The seats were quickly taken as the terminal became busier and busier.

I got up to use the bathroom, and to wipe the sweat from the back of my neck. I didn’t want Jeff to take his own life. He had a lot to live for—he just needed to realize that he could be June in the real world. He didn’t have to live in fear of what his parents thought of him.

I splashed some cold water on my face, and then when I returned to my seat, there was a young blonde woman in the seat next to me, holding a magazine up, which covered her face. I nestled in next to her. “Sorry,” I said, brushing against her.

“No worries,” she said with a gentle, familiar voice. I paused for a moment, running that voice through the database in my head. I looked over at her and she looked over at me.

“Kylie?” I said.

She tilted her head and smiled. “Lester?” She put her magazine down on her lap and then she opened up her arms for a hug. I hugged her back. “Oh my God, long time no see.”

“No kidding,” I said. She had a nice perfume on—and she looked better than ever, with flashing eyes and beautiful hair and a gorgeous little white summer dress.

I looked down at my lap, suddenly embarrassed by my current state. I didn’t smell my best after two long nights with almost no sleep—not to mention the hiking through the woods and being cooped up in a small car with two other people. Maybe I should have asked Jeff’s parents to use their shower.

“What are you doing in Vancouver?” she asked.

“Visiting,” I said. “And you?”

“I do a lot of business here.”

“What kind of business?” I asked.

“A little company I started, selling clothes. We’re in a few big stores her in BC.”

“No kidding,” I said, nodding my head slowly. I looked into her eyes. I tried to see Kyle, but I could only see Kylie. All of the old masculine traces of Kyle were gone, done away from years of hormones and probably a few minor surgeries. Or maybe it was the fact that she’d mastered her hair and makeup—and her mannerisms as well. She sat like a lady. She had the confidence of a beautiful woman. But she was still that innocent, precious little flower that had plagued my mind, ever since I saw that bikini picture so many years ago.

I cleared my throat. “So you’ve been well?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “And you?”

I wanted to nod my head, but instead I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m okay. Things are a bit rough at the moment, I guess. But I’m sure they’ll get better.”

She stared deep into my eyes, making my heart flutter. “Are you still with that girl—the blonde with the braid?”

“Greta?” I said. “No—we split up. It’s a long story. It just didn’t work out.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Don’t be,” I said. “It’s probably for the best. I needed a good chance to find myself.”

She smiled. “And did you?”

“I don’t know yet,” I said. She continued to smile, staring into my eyes. “What about you? Are you married yet?”

She shook her head. “Single,” she said. “I’ve seen a few guys, but nothing really ends up working out. You know—with my past and everything—a lot of guys are scared away.”

“Right,” I said. Now I found myself looking down her body. How could any guy turn her down? She had the most amazing figure: wide hips, thin waist, perky tits. She looked so soft. I just wanted to feel her body. I wanted to squeeze her chest. I wanted to suck her perky nipples. I looked up into her eyes as she giggled.

“What is it?” I said.

“You were just checking me out,” she said, putting her fingers to her lips to stop herself from laughing out loud.

“Sorry,” I said. And did I really just check her out so blatantly?

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m flattered.”

“You’re very pretty,” I said.

Now her face was turning red. “I don’t remember you being so outgoing.”

“Me neither,” I said with a chuckle.

She bit her bottom lip. “So what do you think? I have some small implants, but the rest of my body is all me.” She sat back so I could see her full figure. I looked down at her body again.

“I think you look amazing,” I said.

“You’re just saying that,” she said, blushing.

“No, really. You look really stunning.” Then I looked into her eyes. “Do you still have your—you know—between your legs?”

She shrugged her shoulders and then she nodded her head. “Yeah,” she said, biting her bottom lip again. “That’s not going anywhere.”

“Cool,” I said. “What time is your flight?”

“Eight. And yours?”

“Eight,” I said. “Are you going to Saskatoon too?”

She nodded her head.

“Well we’ve got time to kill.” I looked over at the bathroom and nodded my head towards it. She giggled and then she stood up.

“Are you serious?” she asked.

“Why not?”

She reached out and took my hand. My heart was racing and my body was tingling—but nothing felt wrong. I didn’t feel like I was making a big mistake. I didn’t feel like I was doing something I was going to regret for the rest of my life. The tingling was all excitement. The heart pounding was just positive anticipation. We both looked around before slipping into the men’s bathroom. There were a few guys using the urinals. We jogged by them and snuck into the large bathroom stall at the end of the big space. Kylie giggled and covered her reddened face with her hand.

“I’m not a slut, you know,” she said.

“I know.”

“I don’t normally do this. In fact, I’ve never done this.”

“It’s cool,” I said. Then I reached out and pushed the straps of her little dress over her shoulders. I gave the top of her dress a little tug, pulling it over her braless tits. Then I cupped her tits and squeezed. She let out a soft whimper.

“You’re really outgoing these days, huh?” she said.

I shook my head. “No—I don’t know what’s gotten into me.” Then I looked into her eyes. “I guess I just don’t want to waste the opportunity and regret the next five years.”

She took a deep breath, still gently biting her bottom lip. Her breasts heaved out. I squeezed them harder before grabbed her nipples and gently pulling them.

“You know I have Fridays and Saturdays off,” she said. “And I live in Saskatoon again. Just saying.”

I nodded my head. “I’ll have to get your number,” I said.

“That would be nice.” I squeezed her nipples and she moaned. “I would really like that.” She was looking into my eyes, smiling as her face became darker and darker.

Then I slid my hands down to the bottom of her skirt. I curled my fingers around the soft white fabric, and then I pulled up, exposing her panties and her precious bulge. I held the skirt up with one hand and used the other hand to nudge down her panties. She was breathing heavily, obviously nervous as her long cock became exposed.

“You really don’t care?” she said softly.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I like it.”

I curled my fingers around her cock and gently started to tug. She let her head fall back, and then she moaned softly. I could feel it throbbing in my hand. I could feel her tip swelling as her shaft stretching out. But still, it didn’t feel wrong. Images of my disapproving parents weren’t popping into my mind. I couldn’t hear my pastor’s angry voice. I didn’t think about Jesus or Mary or anything remotely religious. In a strange way, I felt completely free.

I unzipped my own fly and pulled out my own cock, which was already hard. I pressed it against hers. She was bigger than me, but I didn’t mind. I clutched both cocks with my fist and began to pump them together. She let another cute giggle out from her lips. Then she wrapped her arms around my neck.

“You want to fuck me badly, don’t you?” she whispered with a big grin.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I want you to fuck me.”

Her eyes lit up. She curled her bottom lip over her bottom teeth before biting down softly. Then her lips curled into a smile.

I shimmied my pants down to the ground and then I lifted one foot up onto the toilet paper dispenser, so that my legs were spread wide open. I leaned back and lifted up my ball sack with one hand, so that my asshole was easily accessible. She spat into her hand and spread the saliva down her erect shaft. My heart was pounding hard now. A bit of fear was seeping into me. She was much bigger than June: longer and thicker. Would it hurt?

She stepped forward and pressed her tip to my asshole. I looked down at it as I remained leaned back—a bit of an awkward position, but I wanted to look into her eyes while she fucked me. “Ready?” she asked.

“Do it,” I said.

She began to push in, standing up on her toes to keep everything in line. Her tip took a moment to penetrate me, but once she was in, she was sliding in deep. I gasped and clutched her sides firmly. She pushed in deeper and deeper, stretching my tiny hole wide.

“Damn, it feels so good,” I said.

“You like it?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Then she pushed in deeper, making me gasp again. She was deep inside of my body. I could feel my insides stretching to accommodate her impressive size.

“I can be gentle,” she said.

“Don’t be,” I said.

Then she began to thrust. I held on as tight as I could to her body. It wasn’t long before I started moaning and trembling all over. I watched as her breasts bounced up and down, and then I looked down to watch her long shaft sliding in and out from my body. It felt amazing, even better than the euphoria that I felt when I entered into the ether.

The ether was an interesting and fantastic place, but real life was so much better. Real life has trials and challenges, and those obstacles make the positives shine even brighter. “Don’t stop,” I said as she began to press her tip against my sweet spot. Now I was moaning loudly, even though we were in a public bathroom—I just didn’t care. I no longer cared what other people thought. I didn’t care if the whole world knew that I was being fucked by a transgender. She was beautiful—how could anyone be anything but jealous?

She pumped me faster and faster, slapping my body with her firm pelvis. I grabbed her tits and squeezed them, making her moan. Then I started to rub her nipples. “You’re going to make me come,” she said with a faint giggle.

“You’re about to make me come,” I said with a strained voice. We both looked down at my cock, which was now throbbing and twitching. My foreskin was pulled far back and my cock was towering as high as it possibly could… Then it burst. Cum blasted up and then fell down like water from a Las Vegas fountain. Kylie gasped and watched with glowing eyes. I moaned and shuddered and then I nearly fell over, but she caught me.

She pumped faster, moaning into my ear. “Oh God, here it comes,” she said. And then I felt her unloading inside of my body: shot after shot of warm, gooey cum. I’d waited years to feel that creampie.

I stumbled back and hit the stall wall, and then I started catching my breath. “Holy shit,” I said.

“That was amazing,” she said.

I nodded my head. “We need to do that again some time.”

“Definitely.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. After a moment of silence, she said, “I missed you, Lester.”

“I missed you too.”

Then the intercom dinged and boarding was announced for our flight. We both looking up at the speaker on the ceiling before looking back at one another.

“Where are you sitting?” she asked.

“2A,” I said.

“First class? Wow. You must be doing well,” she said.

I laughed. “Where are you sitting?”

“Near the back. We should meet up again once we land.”

“Sounds good.”

And we did meet up after we landed in Saskatoon two hours and twenty minutes later. We got a coffee at the airport cafe and then we parted ways. I had her phone number in my phone, and also written on a piece of paper in case something happened to my phone. I had a smile on my face the whole way home, even as I walked into my crappy apartment. I even continued to smile when Greta phoned a few minutes after I crawled into bed.

“You still owe me money, Lester,” she said.

“Do I?” I said.

“Yes. This isn’t some sort of joke, you know. I have bills to pay.”

“Maybe you should cut your expenses then,” I said.

She was silent for a minute. “Excuse me? Do you want my lawyers to come down on you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t care. Sure.”

“Lester, are you drunk again?” she said.

“No. I’m just done paying you. I’ve given you enough. You’re on your own now.” It felt good to say out loud, even though I knew it meant her launching a legal campaign against me that would leave me completely broke.

“You’ve lost your mind,” she said.

“Sorry, Greta. I’m just done paying you. If you want to try to sue me, then go ahead. Maybe I’ll represent myself. I’m sure I’ll have some chance in court, seeing as you were the one who cheated on me.”

She hung up the phone swiftly. And instead of being paralyzed with dread, I closed my eyes, still smiling, and I drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER XIX

It was three days later when there was a knock at my apartment door. I wasn’t expecting any guests, and I’d just been watching the story unfold on the news: one-hundred and twenty-six rescued from cult near Alberta-British Columbia border. Matt Glazer was arrested, along with six others—charged with human trafficking and kidnapping.

The helicopter footage of the compound was impressive, showing hidden buildings in the woods where the leaders of the cult supposedly met up to discuss secret plots. Supposedly there was a structure with eight men locked inside. The men had supposedly been locked up for months after questioning the logic of the cult.

It was world news. And sadly, Jeff found himself the victim of a media frenzy. A crowd of journalists swarmed his house. Footage emerged of Jeff trying to hide his face while running from his house to his car. Everyone wanted an interview, seeing as he was being credited as the one who gave the death blow testimony. “Go away! I don’t want to talk to you!” he shouted at the cameraman who got right up into his face before he slammed his car door.

I felt bad for Jeff. He was happy on the compound—maybe a bit lonely and still a bit lost, but he was happy. Though his happiness wasn’t worth the lives of eight people being kept in ‘cages’, as the media was describing them. And his happiness wasn’t worth the delusion of over one-hundred men and women. Maybe Jeff was never really happy at that cult. I couldn’t help but conjure up the image of him sitting before that fire, as June, staring with a blank expression, looking just as lost as the day he arrived at the compound—maybe even more lost. They had him convinced that I was his soulmate and that his life was going to be the definition of a fantasy. So really, his happiness was built upon lies and deceit. What else would you expect from a cult?

The person at my door knocked again, so I turned down the TV and I went to see who it was. I peered through the peephole, but the lens was fogged up. It was raining out, and our building had a serious moisture problem. The air inside would become so humid that the whole building would smell like a fungus and all the glass would become smeared with beads of condensation, and the peepholes weren’t exempt.

I opened the door, expecting to see a neighbor or my landlord, or maybe some media person who found out that I had a connection to the biggest news story of the year. Instead, my gaze fell upon Greta. “What are you doing here?” I asked.

“Can I come in?” she said.

I looked into the hallway to see if she had her new boyfriend with her, or her team of angry lawyers. It had only been a couple of days since I didn’t pay her. It had only been a couple of days since I had more money in bank account than I’d had in almost a year. It was a good feeling. I’d already started looking into new apartments. I had no intention of paying her. I would fight tooth and nail if she tried to demand I pay up.

“I guess so,” I said, stepping aside so she could enter my place. She’d never seen my apartment before, so now she was looking around, and covering her nose as she walked by the exposed pipe, which I was fairly certain was a sewage pipe.

“This is where you live?” she asked.

“For now,” I said. “I’ve got my eye on a basement suite a few blocks from here. It’s on a hill, so it’s not really like a dingy basement.”

“Right,” she said. She walked over to my couch and inspected the cushions before sitting down. She kept her back off the backrest, obviously not wanting her skin to touch more fabric than it had to. I couldn’t blame her. The constant humidity had made the couch stale and smelly, like the rest of the apartment. I was still standing by the door, waiting for her to tell me that she was going to ruin my life with a lawsuit.

“Well?” I said.

“Why don’t you come and sit down?” she said.

“What did you want to talk about?” I asked, not moving from the door.

“I just wanted to talk, Lester. Please come and sit down.”

I hesitated for a moment before walking towards her. I didn’t want to sit, but I wanted to get her out as quickly as possible, and it was looking like following her request was probably my best bet. I sat down on the edge of the couch. “I’m assuming you want my money,” I said.

“Well, I’m not going to lie. I kind of need it,” she said, looking down at her lap.

“You and I both know that’s not true, Greta. You’re doing just fine.”

“I’m really not,” she said.

I sighed and shook my head. “What’s the problem? Your new boyfriend gave you a daily limit or something?” I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.

“He broke up with me,” she said. And once again I found myself rolling my eyes.

“Let me guess. You cheated on him, but it was his fault because he wasn’t doing something you wanted him to do.”

“No,” she said. “He met a younger girl and decided that’s what he wanted. He had the locks changed on me, and now I have nowhere to go.”

“Oh,” I said, looking into her eyes to determine if she was being serious or just trying to make me feel bad so I would pay her. “Sorry to hear that, Greta, but I just don’t have the money to spare right now. I’ve given you probably thirty grand over the past six months—way more than the forty percent I stupidly agreed to. You’re just going to have to get a job.”

“I applied for a job at a shoe store today. I have an interview tomorrow.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay. Well, I’m still not in a place to help you out. Sorry, Greta.”

“I was wondering if I could maybe stay here with you,” she said. “Maybe for a few days—or maybe—I don’t know—we could just try to pick up where we left off, when things were still good.”

My heart fluttered. I opened my mouth and suddenly felt a lump forming. I hadn’t forgotten what she’d done to me. I hadn’t forgotten the torment she dragged me through, or all of the mean things she said to me. “I don’t know, Greta. Maybe you should go and stay with your sister.”

“I’d really rather stay with you,” she said. “I have to admit something. Part of the reason Mike left me—he caught me looking at old pictures of me and you. I found a box full of our pictures. Remember our trip to Denman Island? Remember those cute pictures we took on the beach? Oh God, Lester, when he caught me looking at the pictures, I was crying. I just couldn’t help myself. Those days were so sweet, and I ruined it all because of some sexual frustration.”

“Those were nice times,” I said softly, still watching her and trying to decide if I was being played.

“He wanted me to throw the pictures out, but I couldn’t do it. I just couldn’t do it. We used to have so much fun together. We were inseparable. God, I feel so stupid. I ruined everything because I got some ideas in my head. I was convinced that I needed more than you were giving me. But I was wrong. You were giving me everything I wanted. I don’t want to beg. If you don’t want me back, then don’t take me back. But I just couldn’t live with myself knowing I didn’t try.” She inched closer to me on the couch and put her hand on my thigh. “Let’s restart,” she continued. Then she looked around the room. “It would be just like when we met—starting with nothing. Even your apartment is just like the one we first had together. Remember?”

“I remember,” I said. And it was hard to hold back the memories. She was right: we did have nice times together. And I had spent a lot of time fantasizing that she would come and apologize. I spent many nights dreaming of the moment she would realize that she’d lost her way. “But I can’t just forget about what happened.”

“I hate myself for it. I tried convincing myself that I did what I had to do—but I know I’m wrong. I know I did something horrible—and I know that I’ll never do it again.”

She inched closer again, sliding that hand further up my thigh. Now she looked up from her lap and into my eyes. “Just think about it. Think about the old times. We can take it slow. You can have me any way you want me.” Now she was leaning her head in closer as if she wanted me to kiss her. I couldn’t help but think of that first time we kissed, when we were sitting on an old couch just like that one. It was raining then too: beads of water streaking down the window, illuminated by orange streetlight.

“Let’s just forget the last year. Let’s pretend like we never split up. Let’s pretend like we’ve always been together. Or better yet, let’s pretend like we just met. My name’s Greta. What’s your name?” Her eyes glistened.

My heart stuttered. “I don’t want to role-play,” I said.

“Fine,” she said. “Then let’s just be good Christians and practice forgiveness. I know you never really gave up your faith. I rediscovered mine. I’ve been going to church again… Only a few times, but it’s going to be a regular thing now. We should go together.”

“Greta, I just don’t know,” I said.

“If you don’t want to talk, then I’ll remind you why you loved me,” she said, and then she closed her eyes and leaned in, pressing her lips against mine. Her little nose nestled up against my nose. She gently parted her lips and tickled my bottom lip with the tip of her tongue, making my lips part slightly. I was suddenly kissing her. It was a reluctant kiss, and it didn’t feel quite right. But she was wearing an old perfume: the same one she wore around the time we met. I put my hand on her thigh and felt her soft skin. I forgot how soft she was. I forgot how fragile and tender she was.

She pulled herself back, pulling me with her until I was on top of her. We continued kissing. Whenever I tried to pull my head away, she would pull me back down with both of her hands. “Just relax,” she said, making me suddenly think of the cult. She reached down and pulled my sweatpants down, along with my boxers. She went to grab my cock, then stopped herself, probably remembering that I wasn’t too into naughty sex.

But then I found myself grabbing her hand and pulling it to my cock, curling her fingers around my shaft. I reached up her shirt and grabbed her breast and squeezed. She gasped and opened her eyes wide. Her lips were parted. “Lester…” she said. Her lips curled into a smile. She bit her bottom lip. “You’ve changed.”

“Is that okay?” I said, squeezing her breast again.

“It’s okay,” she said. “It’s more than okay.”

We kissed again, then I grabbed her tender body and flipped it over. She gasped and giggled. I pulled her skirt up, over her bum, and then I yanked down her panties with a fast tug, exposing her plump pussy and amazing ass cheeks. I spread her butt cheeks and gently ran my thumb over her puckering asshole. She moaned slightly. “Oh, Lester…” she said softly.

I took a deep breath. I had a sexual energy that I’d never had with Greta before. I didn’t feel anything holding me back—but still, it somehow felt wrong. It wasn’t wrong because we weren’t married or because it wasn’t just simple missionary sex; it was wrong because it was with Greta, the girl who cheated on me and forced me to pay her for many months afterwards.

I sat up.

“What’s wrong?” she said with rosy cheeks.

I shook my head. “Sorry. I can’t do this,” I said.

Her eyes grew wide. “It’s okay. We don’t have to do anything weird. We can just do missionary, like you like. Or we can just kiss and chat. We can play it slow. You set the pace, Lester. I don’t mind. I really don’t mind.”

I shook my head again. “No. I can’t do it with you.”

She froze with parted lips. Now her face was turning from red to white. “What?” she said.

I took a deep breath. “There’s someone else I’d rather be with.”

“Who is she?” Greta asked with a broken voice.

“An old friend who came back into my life.”

“It’s not that tranny you used to have on your Facebook, is it?” she asked with suddenly narrowed eyes. “You know I would look at your Internet history and see that you checked out her page ten times a day.”

Her words pinged around in my head before settling awkwardly in my stomach. “Yeah. It’s that girl.”

“Lester. You’re not gay. Don’t be ridiculous,” she said.

“I’m not gay and she’s not a man,” I said. “She’s a sweet girl. She’s smart and beautiful and successful.”

“And she’s got a fucking penis, Lester. Don’t be an idiot. Think of your parents.”

“I don’t care what anyone thinks,” I said. “Not you or my parents.”

“Lester. Take a breath. You’re sounding crazy. Please don’t do this to yourself. Don’t do this to me. You need to listen to yourself. Think about this rationally. Think about what people will say—to your face and behind your back. You’ll be a laughing stock. No one will ever take you seriously again.”

I stood up, pulling my pants up. “I don’t care. I think it’s time for you to go.”

Her face turned even more pale. “But I don’t have anywhere to go,” she said.

“That’s not my problem. You’ll figure it out.” I walked over to the door and opened it. Then I pointed out to the hallway. “Alright, Greta. This is where we part ways for good.”

She was slow to stand up, slow to pull her panties up, and slow to walk to the door. She looked into my eyes and opened her mouth to speak. But she wasn’t able to speak, so she just went into the hallway and I closed the door, never to see her again.

I went to call Kylie later that night. I just wanted to hear her voice, and I was thrilled when she picked up the phone quickly. “I’m so happy you called,” she said.

“I’m so happy you picked up,” I said. “What are you up to?”

“I’m just packing a bag. I leave for Vancouver tomorrow,” she said. “Two day work trip, then I have a week off.”

“We should go somewhere. Maybe we can drive out to Jasper for a getaway,” I said. “Just you and me. We can catch up.”

“That sounds nice. I’d like that,” she said with a smile in her voice. “You plan the trip and then we’ll go once I’m back.”

“Can you do me a favor when you’re in Vancouver?” I said. “I know you’ll be busy with work, but there’s one thing I’d really appreciate.”

I told Kylie about the cult. I told her about the rescue mission I’d made with Hans, and I told her about June and her awkward situation. “Maybe you could meet up with her and chat with her a little bit.”

“I’d be happy to,” she said. “I think I know just what to tell her.”

And I’m not sure what Kylie said to June, but a week later, when I turned on the TV, I saw June, with her hair down and makeup on her face. “I told her what she needed to hear,” Kylie told me when we were on our way to Jasper. I didn’t pry any more than that. It wasn’t really any of my business. “She’s a nice girl,” Kylie told me. “She’ll do just fine.”

When we reached the mountains near Jasper, my heart rate suddenly spiked. I took a deep breath and bit down on the edge of my tongue. Kylie looked over at me. “Are you okay?” she said.

I nodded my head. “That cult was just so weird. Everyone was so happy—at least they were all pretending to be. But for some reason, I wasn’t surprised when I found out that they were holding people captive. And when they showed all of those videos of people being happy to see their families. I don’t know—I guess it was all just fake.”

“I don’t know if it was fake,” Kylie said. “It sounds like it was just a fantasy. Fantasies aren’t real, but they aren’t fake either.”

I had to think about it. She was right. Maybe it wasn’t real, but it wasn’t fake. The lessons were real and the consequences were real. The sensations and the emotions were all real. “I just wonder if people can be happy in real life the way so many of them were at that camp.”

Kylie shrugged her shoulders. “They can be,” she said. “I wasn’t there to see it, but I feel like I’m that happy. But in real life, to be happy, sometimes you need to face a few challenges. You can’t just run away from every little hurdle that life throws at you, and expect to wake up with a big smile on your face. The obstacles are what make the rewards worthwhile.”

I looked at her with a smile. She was right. I was happier now than I was during the best moments with that cult, but none of this would have ever been possible if I hadn’t stretched myself out from my comfort zone. None of this would have been possible if I hadn’t experienced that peculiar trans fantasy, whether any of it was real or not.

THE END


BIG BLIND LOVE

Rudy wants one thing in life: to find love. He gets his chance when the popular TV show, Blind Love, accepts his application. He meets with the show’s producers and lawyers and agrees to be documented for six straight weeks, starting in the Pairing Mansion where he will meet a dozen girls in the ‘Pairing Pods’, unable to see any of them before he’s expected to propose to one of them.

Right out of the gate, he hits it off with Yolanda, a quirky, bubbly character. She seems to be everything he’s been looking for in a girl, but she has a big, thick secret.


CHAPTER I

The first big red flag came when we pulled up to a large warehouse in the middle of the city’s industrial sector. It didn’t look at all like the Pairing Mansion on the show, and I was surprised when the producer sitting next to me said, “Here’s your home for the next week.”

“I’m sorry—excuse me?” I said, looking up at the rusty building. The sun was just beginning to rise above the distant skyline. I rubbed my eyes and looked around, thinking maybe the Pairing Mansion was in another direction. Maybe the warehouse was just where they stored their filming equipment. But there was nothing around but big, ugly warehouses.

“It’s just a week,” the producer said. “And just think about it this way: your future wife is inside of that building right now. Your soulmate is just on the other side of that big tin wall.”

“Where’s the Pairing Mansion?” I said, looking around again. I was tired. I wasn’t used to being up earlier than 11:00 AM, never mind 4:30 AM—not to mention the fact that I couldn’t sleep; I spent the night tossing and turning and worrying that I’d made the biggest mistake of my life signing up for that reality television show.

“This is it,” the producer said with a big smile. The producer was a middle-aged woman with a thin face and a big nose. She was wearing a full face of makeup and she had her hair done in loose curls, making me think she’d been up since 1:00 AM getting ready. Nestled between her thin thighs was a giant thermos of coffee, which she had been practically chugging nonstop since I got into the car, which picked me up at my little apartment on the other end of town.

“I’m confused,” I said.

She laughed and took another big sip from her coffee, which smelled burnt. “The Pairing Mansion you see on the show is just stock footage of some rich guy’s house in Spain. This is the real Pairing Mansion. We’ll do a few green screen shots later with you, and then they’ll comp you into some outside shots in post. The DIT will probably be in charge of all that. He’s actually more of a DMT, and sometimes a 2nd AD when Karl’s out for a smoke.”

I wasn’t familiar with all the lingo: comp, post, DIT, DMT, 2nd AD… though I knew what a green screen was, because they had one in high-school A/V class. I had no film or television experience. I was just a guy who went onto the production’s website and signed up to be part of the fourth season of Blind Love.

“Did I introduce myself, by the way?” the producer said. “I’m so sorry. I’m Karen. I’m going to be your designated producer. I’ll be your new best friend for the next six weeks. Excited?” She looked into my eyes, showing me her enlarged, caffeinated pupils.

I stared back at her silently as a confused sensation churned in my gut. “I think so,” I said. “I’m Rudy.”

“I know you are,” she said. Then she gave the binder next to her a pat. RUDY was printed in large letters on the binder. The binder was loaded with papers, and I could see a picture of my face poking out the top.

“What is all of that?” I asked.

“It’s your file,” she said. “All your paperwork and all the dirt our investigation team dug up on you.” She winked at me.

“Dirt?” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “God, it’s a joke, Rudy. Now c’mon, let’s get you in wardrobe.” Her walkie talkie suddenly crackled to life. “Karen, you around? Over.”

She picked it up. “This is Karen. Go.”

“Sound is running late—left his Comteks at home. We’re pushing ten minutes.”

Karen suddenly closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Are you fucking kidding me?” she snapped. “Get Bruce on finding a new sound team. I’m fucking sick of Adam’s shit. Wait until the end of the day and then tell him not to come back tomorrow.” She took another deep breath. “Over.”

“Got it. Over,” said the frightened man on the other end of the walkie talkie. Then Karen turned and looked at me with a warm smile.

“Did they do the consult with you, or do I have to do that?” she asked.

“Consult?” I said.

She groaned. “Okay, let’s get you into wardrobe. We’ll talk there.” She stepped out from the car and grunted as she picked up the heavy binder, which must have weighed thirty pounds. I didn’t realize how short she was until I got out of the car and jogged up next to her. The top of her head wasn’t even at my sternum. I looked around one more time. A few men were loading lights and light stands into the warehouse through an open bay door.

“So the real Pairing Mansion is just the back of an old warehouse?” I asked.

“No,” Karen said. “It’s the whole warehouse. We’re just coming in through the back because they’re loading the girls in through the front. Last season, one of the guys accidentally say the girls before we started filming. That was a gigantic pain in the ass. We had to get lawyers involved, and non-disclosure agreements written up. I’m not even supposed to be telling you.”

“Really?” I said. My excitement was quickly fizzling into apprehension. When I woke up that morning, I thought they would take me to a giant mansion where I would pick out a bedroom and meet some likeminded dudes before being sent to the Pairing Pods to chat with girls through a wall. I didn’t think there would be so much preparation work. I didn’t think the show was quite so fabricated. Now I was starting to wonder just how much of the show was fake. Would they really let me pick my own partner? Were the next six weeks just going to be staged, with long hours in wardrobe and makeup?

We went in through a small metal door, which spat us out into a long, narrow hallway. Karen pointed at an uninteresting door and said, “The kitchen set is just that way.” Then she pointed to another door. “The bedroom sets are that way.” And another door. “The Pod sets are down there. And the green room is just up here.”

She pushed open a door and held it for me. I went in. A number of male faces turned towards me. “Hi,” I said softly as I walked into the room.

The men all nodded. They were all mostly naked, standing in their undies with reddened faces. A group of women were quickly sorting through racks of clothing. “Take off your clothes,” Karen said.

“Right now?” I said.

“C’mon, Rudy. Don’t stall on me now. We’re running behind.”

So I took off my clothes, which I’d put on that morning for the show. No one told me that I wouldn’t be wearing my own clothes. I didn’t want to wear random clothes picked out from a rack of generic outfits, but I also didn’t want to slow things down; I didn’t want to add to Karen’s stress. The men watched me closely as I stripped down, but nobody said anything. The room was frighteningly silent, considering it was filled with twelve people.

“Okay,” Karen said before taking a deep breath. “Let’s go over what you missed in your consultation. I don’t know if they just forgot to do it with you, or if you maybe weren’t paying attention—like right now.”

I looked at Karen quickly. “Huh? I’m paying attention.”

“Then look at me. Quit staring at the naked men.”

“Are they the other guys?” I asked.

“Focus, Rudy. I need your full attention right now. This is important stuff. Every morning, you need to be on time for hair, makeup, wardrobe, and sound. You’ll get a call sheet every evening telling you what time to be up at. If you’re late more than once, I swear to God we’ll write you off the show. We did it with Brandon last season and we’ll do it again if we have to.”

“Really? That’s why Brandon left? I thought his mom was in the hospital and he had to go,” I said, remembering the very dramatic plot-line where all of the guys wake up one morning to find out that Brandon had left the Pairing Mansion.

“Don’t worry about that,” said Karen. “For the next six weeks, think of me as your boss. When I tell you to stand somewhere, I expect you to stand there. When I tell you to walk somewhere, I expect you to walk. You want to be paid at the end of all this? Then be sure to listen up.”

“What’s a call sheet?” I said, still trying to figure out what she was talking about before.

She sighed and planted her face into her hands. “Why are you so green?”

“Green?” I said.

“Oh God, Rudy, don’t do this to me,” she said with a loud sigh. “Look—you’ll figure it out. How’s about we leave it at that? The big thing right now is, don’t go through doors that you haven’t specifically been told you can go through. Got it? If you end up seeing one of the girls, I’m going to be beyond pissed off. Don’t be late for your call time. Don’t ever turn off your lav. And just remember that I know everything and everything I tell you is the absolute truth. Got it?”

“Sure,” I said. And then I forced an awkward smile. “But what’s a lav?”

She pressed her lips thin. “How’s about don’t turn anything off or on? Just don’t touch anything unless it’s your own dick.”

“Alright.”

A woman came up to me with a white dress shirt and a pair of brown pants. She pressed both up to my body. “Should we go lighter or darker?” she asked.

“You want to put him in a white shirt? He’s going to glow like Jesus on Easter. Don’t be an idiot,” said Karen.

The five other men in the room had their own producers, all women. None were quite as explosive as Karen. Most of them looked tired, chugging their own large thermoses of coffee. They kept stepping aside together to whisper and giggle, and then the mood would suddenly die when the walkie talkies crackled and someone said something along the lines of, ‘We’re running late.’ 

“I’m Xander,” said the man next to me after jabbing me in the arm with his elbow. “What’s your name?”

“Rudy,” I said.

Xander had thick arms and a big, cartoony jaw. He had his blonde hair slicked back, and his voice was a good octave deeper than mine. “Did I see you at the Heartland audition?”

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I’m not an actor.”

“You’re not? Oh shit, are you one of the contestants?”

I nodded my head.

“Sorry, dude. You looked like an actor.” He gave me another nudge with his elbow as he cracked a big grin. “Are you excited?”

“Wait—are you just an actor? Are you not a contestant?”

Xander looked over at Karen. Karen rolled her eyes and sighed and then she walked away. “Didn’t they tell you at your consult?” he said. “Six actors and six contestants on both sides. Have you never watched the show?”

“Well, I know they only make six pairs in the end, but I assumed that was just because some people don’t end up finding love, or whatever.”

He laughed and shook his head. “No. Six contestants and six actors. I actually have a wife. Her name is Aubrey. She’s a huge fan of the show. She pushed me to audition.”

“Right…” I said, staring at the man. He did look a bit familiar—maybe an extra on some show that I had on in the background once while I was cleaning my apartment. “So does that mean all the contestants pair up?” I said.

“That’s what it means,” Karen said from behind me. “And you would know that had you been paying attention during your consult.” But I couldn’t remember any consult—unless the consult was when they brought me to the office to fill out paperwork. They handed me a stack of papers to sign and then they talked to me while I signed them. I couldn’t remember what they were saying as I tried to read as much of the fine-print as I could. “You’ll be leaving this place with a fiancee whether you like it or not.”

My heart fluttered. I signed up for the show because I wanted to find love. I wanted to leave the Pairing Mansion with a fiancée, like all the other contestants in the previous seasons. But I assumed that I only had around a fifty percent chance—maybe less. I just assumed nothing would happen if I didn’t end up clicking with a girl. I had no idea that I’d signed up to be engaged to a stranger, no matter what.

“Is your face always this pale, or do we need to get some darker powder on your skin?” Karen said.

“Huh?” I said. Everything was happening so fast. Maybe my friends were right—maybe signing up for Blind Love was a terrible idea.

It was only a few nights before when my buddy, Tanner, invited me out to have a drink. “Don’t do this, man,” he said to me once our drinks arrived. “You’re making a huge mistake. Haven’t you looked up the past contestants? Know how many are still married? Like, maybe three couples. The rest are all divorced. You want to be divorced? You think dating is tough now—try being divorced. And not to mention how humiliating that show is. You will literally have millions of people watching you and your girl fight about how you suck in bed. Did you see that episode? The one where the girl says that the guy is shit in bed? How much do you want to bet that that guy killed himself after that episode aired?”

“But maybe I’ll find a girl that I really get along with,” I said. “Maybe we won’t fight. Don’t worry about me. I think it’ll be fun.”

He scoffed and shook his head. “Fun,” he said under his breath. “You’re making a big mistake.”

“I’m not, and I can’t wait to prove it to you,” I said. And the very next night, another friend brought me to a bar to have a drink, and he gave me the same speech.

“You know it’s a real marriage at the end of the show, right? And even if you say ‘I don’t’, you’ll still have to tell girls in the future that you’d been engaged.”

“It’s not like I have to propose to someone in the Pairing Pods. I can just see the options and then bail.”

But now, I was learning that that wasn’t the case. I couldn’t just check out what the show had to offer and then bail. Apparently, I’d signed an agreement saying that I would propose to a woman within the next week.

Karen was staring into my eyes now with a worried look on her face. “Are you okay, Rudy? You look like you’re about to pass out. Don’t tell me that you’re camera shy. I can’t handle another blackout on this show.”

“I’m fine. It’s just—will I get to pick my own girl, or have you already picked her out for me?”

“Look, Rudy. I get that this is all new for you, and I get that you’re overwhelmed. But you have to remember that this is a TV show, and real life doesn’t tend to make for good television. Our first three seasons had great ratings. Last season, not so much. It’s my job to keep the ratings up, no matter what, and sometimes that means a bit of staging and a bit of embellishing.”

“So what are you saying?” I asked.

“You’ll have six girls to pick from, and we’ll let you pick—or maybe I should say fight, with your fellow contestants. But there’s no turning back now, or you’ll owe this production a lot of money, because that will mean delaying for a week while we find someone to take your spot. And do you have any idea how much it costs to pay an entire crew for an entire week? You don’t want to know—believe me. We’ll start filming in the next hour. We’ll shoot a few scenes—and yes, they will be staged—and then we’ll do your first interview—and yes, we will feed you a few answers if we don’t like your answers—and then we’ll send you to the Pairing Pods. Once you’re in there, you’re on you own. Got it?”

I nodded my head slowly. I didn’t know what to think anymore, but I knew that I could let my friends be right about this being a huge mistake. I couldn’t live with that shame.

I had to prove that I made a good choice. I wouldn’t accept anything short of envy from my friends.


CHAPTER II

When my application to be a contestant on the show was accepted, I was ecstatic. I was sick of dating. I was convinced that I was born one hundred years too late. All of the websites and the apps and the social media—none of it was for me. And it’s not like I didn’t give Tinder a try; I tried it for months and only ever went on a few lousy dates before being ghosted.

Getting the attention of a decent-looking girl is hard. The competition is curiously fierce. I read online that there are three men for every one woman on the average dating website. But how could that be possible? Why were there so many more single men than women? Or were women just better at finding partners outside of the apps and the websites?

And the competition was obvious, even though I could never see it as a man. I would send a girl a message and then, nine times out of ten, I would never hear back. Sometimes I would get a short reply, and I could just tell that the girl had ten other guys to reply to. I was starting to become convinced that I was just aiming out of my league. Maybe I needed to lower my standards. But even when I lowered my standards, it was still nearly impossible to get a girl’s attention.

I ended up going on a date with a little brunette, who was pretty enough. Her name was Frankie. She was short and she wore baggy sweaters and short skirts. She didn’t wear much makeup, except around her eyes where she wore thick eyeliner, heavy eye shadow, and dense mascara. Her hair was frizzy and down to the middle of her back, and she would keep her sleeves pulled over her hands, making her look childish and innocent, even though she had a terribly foul mouth. “You don’t want to just fuck me and leave me, do you?” she asked within minutes of meeting up at a mall.

“No,” I said. “I’m looking for something long term.”

“Long term?” she said. “So why the hell are you on Tinder?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Where else am I supposed to look?” I asked.

Then she shrugged her shoulders. “Don’t ask me. I’m single. It just seems like a fucking weird place to try to find a wife. You know how many dick pics I get in a day? You know how many of my friends use Tinder to charge guys for sex? They say they aren’t prostitutes, but I don’t think they know what it means to be a prostitute.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“So are you not looking for something long term?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders again. “No. I’m just bored and had nothing else to do this weekend. Want to buy me some fries?”

I bought her the fries and then we walked around the mall. She was a bit of a firecracker, and it was obvious that she had no interest in me, but I felt like I was learning a lot about modern women. She was brash and honest, lifting away some of the mystery that had been clouding my attempts at dating for so long.

We sat down in the food court so she could eat her fries, and I had a chance to look over at her phone while she went to check her messages. “Don’t take it personally,” she said as she opened up Tinder to reply to her new Tinder messages. I didn’t take it too personally—maybe just because I was blown away by the number of messages she had.

Frankie wasn’t a fox. She was a 6.5 on a good day in the best lighting. But even she was nearly drowning in men asking her on dates. “Ugh,” she said. “I get so many of these.” She turned her phone to me to show me a picture of a skinny man with thick glasses and way more gum than tooth. “I swear there’s a factory somewhere just churning these guys out.” She deleted most of the messages, except for a couple from particularly handsome men.

“How many messages do you think you get a day?” I asked.

“Who has time to count?”

Then I had a strange thought. “Don’t you have to swipe on them before they can message you?” I asked.

She nodded. “I swipe on everyone. I’d hate to accidentally swipe left on my future soulmate—you know?”

She was a perplexing character. It was only a few minutes later when she logged onto her OnlyFans account to check her messages there. She looked up at me with a blank stare and said, “By the way—you should follow me on OnlyFans.” I didn’t know what that was, but I looked it up when I got home, and I found her on it. It was literally an app where a man could pay a woman to access her nude and pornographic pictures and videos. I didn’t pay the money to see Frankie’s content.

I was shocked and silent. I couldn’t believe the landscape that I was born into. It seemed like nobody had interest in finding a soulmate, outside of Christian dating websites. So how was I going to find love? Was I going to be single for the rest of my life?

It was that night, after my date at the mall with Frankie, when I saw the ad on my computer. “WANTED: Contestants for BLIND LOVE, filming to begin in May. Looking for a soulmate? Click here for more details!” The ad seemed like a sign from the gods, even though it was probably just a targeted ad that saw that I was on Tinder and seven other dating websites. And maybe it even saw that I’d performed a Google search just a few minutes before ‘Which website should I use to find my soulmate?’

So I read through the details on the Blind Love website, and then I found myself filling out an application. I didn’t want to go on another date with another Frankie. I wanted to find the other two girls—the two out of three single girls that weren’t on dating apps. If they weren’t on dating apps and they were looking for love, then maybe they were all signing up to be on Blind Love.

My application was approved a month later, and twenty-nine days after I’d forgotten I filled an application out at all. I was brought to an office building downtown where they handed me a stack of paperwork before leading me to a studio where they must have taken one hundred promotional pictures of me. “Do not tell the public that you’ll be on the show,” a lawyer told me. “Or we will file a lawsuit.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I was handed another small stack of forms to sign. Reading all of the paperwork would have been impossible; reading all that paperwork would have taken at least a year.

“If we see that you make any posts on social media, we will file a lawsuit,” he said.

“Got it,” I said.

“If we find out that a relative or friend of yours makes a social media post, we will file a lawsuit.”

“Sure,” I said.

“If you disclose any dates or locations from your call sheets, we will file a lawsuit.”

“So maybe I’ll just unplug my computer, turn off my phone, and sit alone in my apartment for the next month,” I said with a chuckle.

He stared at me with a blank expression on his face. “Want to avoid a lawsuit that would leave you bankrupt?” he asked.

“That would be ideal,” I said, feeling suddenly intimidated.

“Then maybe that’s not such a bad idea,” he said. And then he continued going through the list of ways I could end up being sued into poverty.

But how could I not tell my closest friends that I was going to be on the show? Blind Love was one of the most popular shows on Netflix, and I was going to be on it! A part of me wanted to warn my buddies, so they weren’t shocked and offended to see my face on their TVs without any notice. Another part of me wanted to brag. “But you can’t tell anyone until my season airs,” I said to them.

And it wasn’t long after that when they started pulling me aside to beg me not to do the show. “I just don’t want you to end up getting hurt,” Tanner said to me, that night we went for a beer together.

“I won’t get hurt,” I said. “I can handle it.”

“Remember Kelsey? Remember how you were after that?” he asked.

I felt my body tensing up and my face turning red. “I was fine after Kelsey,” I said. “We had a fine relationship and we decided to split up. It was mutual.”

“That’s not what I heard,” he said.

I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue, and I nearly leaned over the table to grab him by the throat. “You heard wrong,” I said. “It was perfectly mutual. We even still talk from time to time. We just knew that we were better off as friends.”

Kelsey cheated on me with her personal trainer. It was the most horrible experience of my life, even though we’d only been casually going out for four months. We had started talking about moving in together. I’d always dreamed of marrying my high school sweetheart, and we’d technically started our little relationship on the last month of high school.

I was devastated and angry when she accidentally sent me the message that was intended for the trainer. “I want to suck your big, sweaty cock so badly,” she wrote. “I just love the way you bend me over the weight bench and pound my tight pussy.” I threw up a couple of times after getting the message.

I wanted to tell all of her friends what she’d done, so that people would know that she had an evil heart, but the thought of people finding out that I’d been cheated on was just too humiliating. When the rumor started passing around that she’d cheated on me, the humiliation was almost unbearable. I reached out to Kelsey and begged her to tell people that the split was mutual. We came up with a story together and we stuck to it—but that rumor kept going around. It didn’t help that there was supposedly a picture Kelsey accidentally leaked of her own face covered in his cum.

“Whatever happened with Kelsey, I don’t want it happening again,” said Tanner. “I just want you to be happy. If you really want to find love, why don’t we go try out that speed dating thing that they do downtown?”

“We?” I said. “You’re married.”

“Well I can pretend not to be, if you want someone to do it with. I don’t like Erin would mind,” he said.

“I don’t know,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. “Speed dating is kind of embarrassing.”

He laughed. “But going on one of the most popular TV shows in the world isn’t embarrassing?” he asked.

I bit down on my tongue. Somehow it really didn’t seem that embarrassing. I’d overheard people talking about the show before—on the subway and in bars and cafes. Girls loved talking about how charming and handsome the men were. Guys loved talking about how hot the girls were. Sure, people also talked about the drama on the show, and how embarrassing it was—but I didn’t plan on having any drama. I’d always been an easy-going, patient guy. I knew how to avoid drama. I knew I just had to be honest every step of the way. How hard could it be to not fight or cheat or have a mental breakdown for six weeks?

“I’m doing the show,” I said to Tanner. “It’ll be good. Trust me. And you’ll love the girl I pick—if I end up picking one.” I had no idea when I said it that I was legally locked into picking a girl.

“It’s your life,” he said. “Just—if you see a red flag, run away.”

I winked and smiled and took a long sip from my beer.

And now I was in the green room with the other contestants, surrounded by red flags: an old warehouse was actually the Pairing Mansion, half of the ‘contestants’ were actually actors, everything was scheduled and many of the ‘scenes’ were scripted. They were going to impose me onto stock footage they got in Spain, so that the world wouldn’t know that the show was mostly a farce.

It was seeming more and more like Tanner was correct: this was a giant mistake.

“Okay, let’s get Rudy in for his interview,” said a voice through a walkie talkie.

“Is he mic’d up?” Karen asked the sound guy, who had previously been fiddling with the waistband of my underpants.

“He’s good to go!” said the sound guy.

“Rudy, c’mon. We’re running behind. Let’s see a bit of hustle.” I chased her out into the hallway and scurried behind her as she walked down the hall. She moved quickly considering her tiny height. “Okay, Rudy,” she said. “This is your introductory interview. It’s the first thing viewers will see, so try to be spunky. First impressions are everything. Do you want to do a line before you go on stage? I’ve got it if you want it.”

“A line?” I said.

“Cocaine, dummy,” she said.

“Oh. No. I don’t do that,” I said.

“That’s up to you. But if you’re lifeless in front of that camera, it’s my ass on the line. So if you want to try cocaine for the first time, I would suggest now as a good time to start.”

“I’ll pass,” I said.

“Fine. Just don’t disappoint me, Rudy.” She threw open a door and I was instantly blinded by bright stage lights. Karen didn’t seem to care about the blinding light as she walked towards the stage where a chair was set up in front of a green screen. “Sit here, Rudy. Where’s makeup? Why isn’t there a makeup girl here? The talent has some shine on his forehead. Don’t make me do his fucking makeup myself!”

“I’m here!” a young woman said, running out from the shadows between two tall lights. She awkwardly pulled a brush out from her pouch and started to wipe my face with a smelly powder. I nearly sneezed, and then I nearly coughed.

“Close your eyes,” the makeup artist said. Then she brushed some powder onto my eyelids.

When I opened my eyes, there was a crowd of men around me: three cameramen (with cameras), a sound guy with a boom pole dangling over my head, two men with clipboards and another man holding a tablet with all three camera feeds displayed. “Okay, Rudy,” said one of the clipboard-wielding men. “I’m going to be asking you questions. Please don’t talk over me. Wait two full seconds once I finish speaking before you start speaking. And answer all of my questions with a full answer. So if I say, how is your day going, don’t say ‘well’, say, ‘my day is going well.’ Got it?”

I nodded my head.

“Okay, let’s lock it up and roll sound.”

“Sound is speeding!” a voice called out from the shadows.

“Cameras,” said the man with the clipboard.

“Rolling.”

A young man thrusted a clapboard in front of my face. “Rudy interview one, take one.”

“Mark it!” said a cameraman.

He clapped the board and then disappeared back into the shadows. I wondered how many crew-members were standing in the shadows, waiting for me to finish my interview so they could set up for the next person.

“And action!” yelled the man holding the tablet.

“Introduce yourself, Rudy,” said the man holding the clipboard.

“Uh, okay,” I said, trying to sit up straight. “I’m, uh, Rudy. And, uh, I’m twenty-eight years old, and, uh, hoping to find a partner here at the, uh—on Blind Love.”

“No!” yelled the director. “Let’s do it again. Lose the stuttering and please at least try to smile. We have to have at least one likeable guy on this season. Start again!”

“Go ahead Rudy,” said the man with the clipboard.

I pressed my lips thin and took a deep breath. Then I forced a smile. “Hi. My name is Rudy. I’m twenty-eight and I’m hoping to find a partner on Blind Love.”

“Better, but we still know nothing about you aside from your age. Can’t you say something interesting? What do you do for a living? What’s your hobby? Do you draw anime girls with big titties for money on the internet? Anything! Go again!”

So I took another deep breath and tried to think of something interesting about myself. My job certainly wasn’t interesting: I worked in a retail store, selling sandals. And as for hobbies, I didn’t have many. I liked drawing but I hadn’t picked up a pencil in years. I liked cooking, but I usually ordered takeout because it’s hard to cook for one person.

“Any day now, Rudy,” the director said, peering at me over his thick rimmed glasses.

So I bit hard on my tongue, tried to muster up my best smile—even though my confidence in this experiment was quickly evaporating—and then I did my little introductory speech.


CHAPTER III

My season aired three months later.

“Tonight, men and women, looking for love, will choose their life partners completely blind,” said the host as the Spanish Pairing Mansion faded in from black. Then they cut inside the house, which was actually inside of a warehouse in Vancouver, British Columbia. They showed the girls stepping into a large pink room together, looking around as if they’d never seen the place before, even though it was probably the third or fourth take. “Twelve hopeful women…” said the host, and then the footage cut to the men walking into a large blue room. “And twelve hopeful men—all looking for love.”

I spotted myself in the back of the crowd. I was only on screen for a few seconds before they cut to footage of the Pairing Pods: small, dimly lit rooms, with large walls of stretched black nylon. I remembered those little rooms well—though they looked a lot bigger in the footage than they did in real life.

“Men and women will get to know each other through these walls, without seeing each other!” the host continued. “After a week in the Pairing Mansion, couples will choose to either get married, or to end the experiment.” They started showing the faces of the contestants—and the actors. I’d forgotten many of those faces—particularly the actors, who would do their scenes and then disappear for many hours, until they were needed again for more scenes. They let the actors go home to sleep at night, but we all had to sleep in that old warehouse, because the production was worried we would go home and tell everyone spoilers and secrets. Apparently signing non-disclosure agreements wasn’t quite enough.

I came on the screen, just for a brief moment as they rolled through the faces. I looked so innocent and naive, smiling nervously. They took the footage from my first interview, during that moment I was trying to gather the courage to introduce myself with a bit of gusto.

“These singles are about to embark on a journey of a lifetime. Some will find love, and some will struggle to make it to the finish line. And some of them have no idea what they’re in for.” The showed me again, once again looking nervous and oblivious. And I truly was oblivious. I really had no idea what I was in for.

“I’m Mark,” said a man with short hair and a dark stubble beard. He was very short in real life, but he didn’t look short at all in his footage. “I’m from Penticton, British Columbia, and I work as a firefighter.”

“I’m Casey, and I’m a single mom,” said an older-looking blonde woman; I never met her, so I assume she was an actress.

“I’m Donovan, and I’m a pilot.” Donavan was a real asshole during the production. Right until the end, I suspected he was an actor that they planted to provoke the other couples, and to muster up some drama. It certainly worked, though his relationship with Bailey certainly didn’t work, because days before the show aired, I saw him walking down the street, holding hands with a young twenty-year-old.

“Hi. I’m Bailey,” Bailey said with a cute smile, making the peace sign with her fingers. Bailey was cute enough, but her high-pitched voice got a bit annoying after a while.

I came on the screen. My body tensed up. “I’m Rudy, and I’m just here looking to find love.” My voice was deeper than I thought it was. I didn’t look nearly as nervous as I felt when we were filming. I was sure that my heart was fluttering on my chest as my heart slammed into my ribcage—but that wasn’t the case. My face didn’t even look red—or maybe they had to fix my skin color in post production. And my smile didn’t look too fake. I actually looked genuinely excited to be on the show—and very, very oblivious.

“I’m Peter,” said another actor. His real name was Hector, and he was a very outgoing homosexual in real life. He tried to sleep with all the other actors. He even came into the green room when I was getting a coffee and he asked if he could suck my cock. I declined, of course.

My phone started buzzing—just a few times at first, and then it was buzzing non-stop. All of my friends must have been watching the premiere—friends who knew I was going to be on the show, and friends who had no idea. My mother called, so I picked up. “Rudy, did you go on a television show or have I lost my mind?” she said. Before I could answer, my brother tried calling me. ‘Put Mom on hold and answer?’ my phone asked.

I opened my mouth to reply to my mother, and then a nervousness swept over me. My mother was about to learn a lot about me. All of my friends were about to learn a lot about me. And maybe I was about to learn a lot about myself. I was petrified. I’d been dreading this day for months. “Um,” I said. “Yeah. I was on that show. I guess that airs today, huh?”

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me?” my mom shouted. “Did you meet a girl? Wait… Are you married? Rudy, tell me the truth. Did you get married on television?”

I knew my mom was going to be disappointed. She wasn’t invited to the wedding. In fact, I went through a lot of trouble to make sure that she wasn’t invited to the wedding. I had to beg Karen not to reach out to her. They ended up bringing in an actress to play my mother at the wedding—and my father, and my brother, and my friends. It was a deal I made with Karen. “If I do this for you,” she said. “Then you have to make damn sure your story arc is entertaining. You have no idea how much shit I will get in if your story falls flat.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I told her—because I knew there would be no stopping my wife from letting her cat out of the bag.

My heart was pounding now as they introduced the other singles. I had to stand up and walk away from the television. I needed to close my eyes. I needed to breathe. Why did I ever sign up to be on that stupid show? Why did I volunteer to be the target of humiliation?

I took a deep breath, and then I grabbed the remote and turned off my television. “Hey mom, I’ll call you back later. I can’t really talk right now.” I hung up the phone. I wasn’t ready to watch the show—or talk about it. I couldn’t sit there and binge every episode the way my mother was about to. I needed to busy myself. I needed to get my mind away from the torrent of texts and phone calls that were coming towards me. They were bad now, but I knew they were going to be worse once people started watching the show.

I walked over to my bedroom but I didn’t turn on the light. The room was dim, just like the Pairing Pods. The air even smelled a bit like perfume. Those Pairing Pods always smelled like perfume. The girls learned very quickly that sound wasn’t the only thing that penetrated those thin nylon walls. And the girls wanted to catch the best boys, so they started caking on the perfume. And I have to admit that it worked. Some of those perfumes really threw my brain for a loop. It’s hard not to picture stunning women when beautiful floral scents are wafting up your nostrils.

I sat down on the edge of my bed and then I reached down to play with my wedding ring. I still wasn’t used to that ring, which they told us all to wear until the show had been out for at least a week. Apparently previous seasons had been spoiled when contestants were spotted in public without a wedding band around their finger. “You don’t want that lawsuit,” Karen told me, and I believed her.

My wedding band was a bit loose. It was always sliding down my finger, and I was terrified I was going to lose it—terrified it would fall into some gutter without me realizing, and then some paparazzo would snap a photo of me and bring a major lawsuit down on my head. That was the last thing I needed.

I could hear my phone buzzing uncontrollably in the other room. “What have I gotten myself into?” I whispered to myself.


CHAPTER IV

We spent three long hours in that large fake kitchen, shooting our opening scene. All of us guys were just supposed to be moving around the room, meeting for the first time. But we were all so nervous. None of us knew what to do. None of us had anything to say, because all we wanted to talk about was the show—but they wanted us to talk about how excited we were to find love. Then, halfway through the scene, the doors opened and the show’s host walked into the room. We were all supposed to act shocked and excited, which was difficult because half of us weren’t actors.

“Today, some of you will talk to your future wives for the first time,” the host said. He had a big clean-shaven jaw and flowing brown hair. He was a new host—apparently the host of the previous seasons was spending a year in rehab after being arrested with a trunk full of meth. So the man was essentially a stranger—having done a short stint as a host on an unseen MTV reality show—but we were supposed to act like he was Brad Pitt. So of course there were many retakes as the director didn’t believe our feigned excitement.

“Give your friend here a pat on the back,” the director said to me between takes. I looked over at the man next to me, who was a whole foot taller than me.

“Are you sure?” I said.

“Yeah. It will look cool.” So I tried giving him a pat on the back after the host walked into the room. It felt horribly awkward, like I was pretending to be part of the cast of Grease. It didn’t help that the guy tensed up every time I touched him.

“In just a few minutes, you will go and meet with twelve beautiful women. You won’t get to see them, but over the next week, you’ll get to know them intimately. Some of you will leave here as engaged men. Are you excited?” the host said.

We all clapped and nodded our heads.

But we didn’t get to meet the girls a few minutes later. Instead, we all had to take turns doing more interviews, which took hours. They wanted us to talk about how excited we were when we saw the host, and how excited we were to get started with the experiment. I looked at my watch and saw that we’d been filming for nearly ten hours already. The crew was beginning to change. The original three cameramen had left for the day and three new guys had arrived. All of the grips had swapped over, and there was even a new director. But for us contestants, it was never-ending. After my second interview, Karen came up to me and said, “Are you sure you don’t want a bit of coke? You have to meet with twelve girls, and you’ll have to do an interview between each meeting.”

“How long is that going to take?” I asked.

“They’re hauling in the big generator now, to power the 10Ks.”

“What does that mean?”

“10Ks are big lights that are about as bright as the sun. They’re going to shoot them through all the studio windows, so it still looks like daytime.”

The regret was swelling and churning in my stomach. I wasn’t used to working long hours. I was an eight hour max kind of guy. Ten hours was excruciating, and it sounded like I had at least another eight ahead of me.

And I was right: the next few hours were complete torture. My first meeting was with a girl named Kate. She had a sweet voice, but she wouldn’t stop talking about women’s rights. I had no problem with women’s rights, but I was looking for a wife, not an activist. She went on for twenty minutes, and I was tempted to remind her that we couldn’t go to sleep until all of the initial meetings were finished. “Do you think a woman has the right to earn more than a man?” she asked me.

“Uh,” I said, having not been completely listening as she ranted on and on. “I’m more into drawing. Do you like drawing?”

It wasn’t until my third meeting that I realized we were allowed to stand up and leave the room. The production didn’t seem have any requirements when it came to meeting in the Pairing Pods. Everything was fake except for the conversations that happened within those narrow walls.

My second meeting was with a nice girl, but her voice was intolerable. She was a bit nasally and she laughed between every sentence, even when she was talking seriously. We had a little bit in common, but not enough to keep me in that room. Then the third girl was a complete bore; all she wanted to talk about was partying, and her only semi-interesting question was, “Do you like tequila, or are you more of a vodka person?”

I left that room after just a couple of minutes. And it was after my fifth interview that Karen came up to me and said, “You know you have to pick one of these girls, right? You can’t just blow them all off.”

“There are still nine more girls,” I said.

“No, there are three more girls. You’re meeting the contestants first, then we’ll breeze through the actors.”

My heart stuttered. I’d already talked to half of the contestants, and they were all lousy picks. And what if they didn’t get any better? What if I’d already talked to my future wife? What if my future wife’s only somewhat interesting question was, ‘Do you like tequila or vodka better?’

I was exhausted and I was beginning to feel hopeless. Another terrifying thought occurred to me: even if the next three girls were winners, there were still six guys competing for them. I was still going to have to fight for whatever slim pickings the show had for me.

I looked down the hallway and watched as Donovan walked into a room to meet with one of the female contestants I hadn’t yet met. Donovan was a successful pilot, and he had a suave sort of voice to match his handsome appearance. How could I compete with him? If a girl had to pick between an airline pilot and a retail worker, of course she was going to pick the pilot!

Now I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. In my mind, I was starting to create faces for the voices I’d already met. The party girl was probably the least interest, but I could almost guarantee that she was the prettiest. If I was going to marry a dud, at least I could marry a pretty dud.

Next, I met with a girl named Bailey. She had a cute voice. “How’s it going, Rudy?” she asked after I introduced myself.

“I’ve been better,” I said.

“Why? What’s the matter?” she asked.

I took a deep breath and shook my head. I knew there were cameras filming me, though I couldn’t see them. In the Pairing Pods, the cameras were hidden, except for the overhead camera, which was thirty feet in the air and obscured in the darkness of the warehouse rafters. “Just starting to think that this was a mistake,” I said. “I mean—I hope they edit this out—I know we really aren’t supposed to be talking about it. But it just seems like this is all about ratings, and not at all about finding love.”

She was silent.

“Are you there?” I asked, looking at the nylon wall.

“I’m here,” he said with her cutesy voice. “I just think that you should relax a little bit. It’s all just for fun.”

“It’s a real engagement,” I said.

“So what?” she said. “No one cares about that anymore. I date guys who were married all the time. Pretty much everyone over thirty’s been married. In fact, it’s weird when I meet a guy over thirty who hasn’t been married, you know? It’s like—what the heck have you been doing for the last decade?” She giggled. I just couldn’t agree with her. I couldn’t handle the idea of having to tell women that I’d been engaged before—though I had a feeling every woman I would meet after the show aired would know. Blind Love was one of the most popular shows on TV, after all. People were still talking about those early seasons, talking about the contestants as if they knew them personally.

“Have you been married?” I asked.

She laughed. “No way. I’m only twenty-one,” she said. And then my stomach turned. She was a twenty-one year old girl who had apparently dated many older divorced men. If that wasn’t the kind of red flag Tanner warned me about, then I had no idea what a red flag was.

I bit down on my tongue. “I’m twenty-eight,” I said.

“Oh, you’re young,” she said.

“I mean, I’m seven years older than you,” I said.

“That’s nothing.”

“Really?” I said.

“I consider myself an old soul. All of my friends call me an old lady.”

“Really?” I said. I felt more of a connection with Bailey than with any of the girls before her, but she certainly wasn’t popping out at me as any sort of ‘dream girl’.

“Yeah. Just last week, I went out clubbing, and I was wearing this little yellow dress, and my friend was like, ‘Oh my God, Bailey, that’s a dress my mom would wear.’ So yeah, I guess I’m totally an old lady.” She giggled again. “I got so drunk that night. It’s not even funny.” And just like that, Bailey was suddenly not an option.

“It was nice chatting with you, Bailey,” I said.

“Wait. That’s it? We’ve only been talking for, like, two minutes,” she said.

“I—uh—I’m just really tired,” I said. “Maybe we can talk more tomorrow.”

“Okay. That sounds nice,” she said.

I didn’t know it at the time, but the process was made much easier for the girls, for whatever reason. The girls had their assigned rooms where they would hang out all day. Camera teams would come into the room to do the girls’ interviews, and then they would leave. Meanwhile, us boys had to walk across the whole warehouse to specific interview rooms, and then we would have to walk all the way back to meet with more girls. It was a small difference, but all of that walking started to becoming exhausting by the end of that long day.

“What did you think of Bailey?” the interviewer asked me.

“Bailey seems like a nice girl,” I said.

There was a long silence. “That’s it?”

“Um,” I said. “She likes older guys. I think I’m too young for her. Maybe Donovan is more her type.”

“So you don’t see yourself pursuing a relationship with Bailey?” the interviewer asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t want to rule her out, seeing as she was still a bit better than the previous three girls. I couldn’t even remember the first two girls. “I don’t know what else to say,” I said. “It seems like these girls like to party. I’m not big into partying. I have maybe one drink each month. I would probably bore these poor girls to death. I don’t really want to bore anyone to death. I mean—she sounds pretty, don’t get me wrong—but did we click? I don’t think so. She wanted to have the same exact conversation the girl before her wanted to have. Do I prefer tequila or vodka—I just don’t care. It’s not interesting to me. And don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying that I’m the world’s most interesting person…” I stopped myself, knowing that my little rant would likely end up in the first episode of the show, setting the stage for millions of first impressions. I knew my parents would be watching, and I knew my friends would be watching. I couldn’t let them all see me so defeated. I couldn’t let Tanner think that he was right about this whole thing being a giant mistake. “Bailey sounds cute,” I said. “I think there’s something there. I just don’t know what that something is yet.” It felt weird to lie, but it was better than admitting that I was failing.

I had two real women left to meet before I had to meet six actresses. And now I was starting to wonder if there was any hope in the actresses. Maybe if I had a spark with one of the actresses, the production would make some special arrangements. Maybe I could beg Karen to drop one of the contestants and promote whoever I end up falling in love with… I knew it was an unlikely scenario.

So I met with girl number five. “I’m Ash,” she said. “What’s your name?”

“Rudy,” I said. “Tell me about yourself, Ash. And please don’t tell me that you love to party.”  I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I felt like I was playing Texas Hold’em with a terrible hand, waiting for some miracle card to come down before the end of the round—and I was all-in.

She laughed. “No, I’m not really into partying,” she said. “I haven’t done anything like that in years. These days, I mostly stay at home. I like to watch Netflix and I like to knit.”

“What do you knit?” I asked.

“Oh, you know, scarves and toques and sweaters—mostly for my nephews and nieces’ kids.”

“Sorry, say that again,” I said.

She repeated herself. Then I laughed nervously. “You must have some older siblings,” I said.

“Oh, they aren’t too much older,” she said.

Now I could feel a lump forming in my throat. Was this woman old enough to be a grandmother? “How old are you?” I asked.

“Wow. That was a blunt question,” she said.

“Well, it’s just that, uh, I want to have kids one day, and I have to make sure that, you know, my partner is young enough to—you know—make kids.” It was a lie—I didn’t actually want to have kids too badly. I was open to the idea, but it wasn’t something that was going to decide my future life partner.

“Well you know there’s always adoption,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said with an awkward laugh. “That’s fine.”

She was silent. She didn’t want to tell me how old she was. “So, uh, what kind of shows do you like to watch on TV?” I asked.

“Murder mysteries are my favorite. But sometimes I’ll just turn it to the gardening channel and I’ll take a long nap. It might even be the highlight of my day.” My grandmother did the same thing. But Ash’s voice didn’t sound too old—maybe she had a tiny bit of rasp. And the name Ashley was a popular millennial name—not a popular name before the 80s.”

“Sorry—but how old are you? It’s killing me,” I said.

“We aren’t supposed to ask questions about how we look,” she said, beginning to sound frustrated.

“Sure. But age is more than just looks. Like I said—the kid thing.”

“You can always adopt,” she said. And now I was starting to think that she was very old—maybe as old as my mother.

“What kind of music do you like?” I asked.

“The best concert I ever went to was a Duran Duran concert. It was so good.”

I didn’t know much about Duran Duran, other than the fact they were popular in the 80s. “No kidding…” I said.

“What about you?” she asked.

“Well I recently saw Modest Mouse, and they were pretty good.”

“What’s Modest Mouse?”

Now I was convinced that she was ancient. I started to think about that final girl, sitting in that final Pairing Pod. If she was the only catch, I needed to get to her quickly. I couldn’t let the other five guys make their first impressions before I had my chance. So I stood up. I thought about trying to come up with an excuse, and then I looked over at the door. No one was saying I couldn’t just leave, right?

“They’re a band,” I said. “Why don’t you tell me a bit about your childhood.”

She started to talk. I left quietly as she blabbed on about how great it was being a kid without a cellphone. And then I stopped in that long hallway. I looked down at the cameraman, who was now aiming his camera at me. I turned my back to him, so I was facing the wall. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I couldn’t let Tanner be right. I couldn’t let this experiment ruin my life. It had to work.

“Rudy!” Karen shouted from behind the cameraman. “We need to get you into the interview room! What are you doing there? We’re all tired and want to go home to sleep. Let’s get a move on!” But I didn’t move. That hallway seemed like the only place where I had some space. In the Pairing Pods, I had multiple hidden cameras on me while women talked to me through a nylon wall. In the ‘kitchen’ there were three cameras buzzing around, trying to catch every little facial expression and every little whimper. In the interview room, there were multiple cameras and dozens of crew members, all staring with blank gazes. But that hallway was quiet and empty, as long as my back was turned to the cameraman standing between the hall and the fake kitchen.

“Rudy! Everything okay, buddy?” Karen called out.

I took another deep breath, and then I turned to do another interview. “Sorry. I just needed a minute,” I said. Then I marched down to navigate the maze of hallways, so I could do another tedious interview about how I felt about a woman I had no feelings for.

And then, after forty minutes of retakes, I found myself back in that hallway. I was tired. It was 3:00 AM. My legs could hardly support my weight and now I was supposed to go into a room and hit it off with a woman would could have been my soulmate.

I opened the door to the Pairing Pod slowly. I stepped in while taking a deep breath. I saw the couch and was tempted to walk over and sleep on it. I knew they would come in and wake me up. I knew they would just make me restart the entire conversation if I didn’t give them what they wanted. So I bit hard on my tongue and decided to remain standing. I still had to do six meetings with actresses before they would let me go to sleep for the night.

“Hello?” a soft voice said from the other side of the nylon wall.

I gave myself a little slap on the cheek before straightening my back. “Hey there,” I said. “I’m Rudy, what’s your name?”

“I’m Yolanda,” she said. “Nice to meet you, Rudy.”


CHAPTER V

There was something strange about her voice: a slight twang that I couldn’t quite figure out, probably because I was so exhausted. Maybe it was an accent or just a bit of rasp, or maybe it was just a normal inflection that I was too tired to discern. “I’m about ready for this night to be over,” she said.

I laughed. “You and me both. I know that I’ll fall asleep if I make the mistake of sitting down on the couch.”

“Right? I’ve been standing for the last three hours.”

“So have you met your soulmate yet? I’m assuming you’ve met the other guys already.”

“I’ve met them,” she said.

The room became silent. “And? Mind if I ask who you’re leaning towards?”

“Right now I’m leaning towards the door.”

I laughed. “So let me ask you: do you prefer vodka or tequila?”

“Vodka or tequila?” she said. “Hmm. How’s about just a nice cup of peppermint tea?”

My heart fluttered as an ounce of hope seeped into my body. “That actually sounds pretty good.”

“So what do you do, Rudy?” she asked. “Tell me about yourself.”

“Ah yes, the question I’ve been practicing over and over all day,” I said.

“Are you calling me unoriginal?”

“No, no,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s a good question. It’s an important question. And to be honest, it wasn’t until today that I realized just how important it was—and how hard it is to answer. I don’t really know who I am—am I allowed to say that? I can tell you what I’m not. I’m not a pilot, like that other guy. I’m not big into partying, and I don’t really like tequila or vodka, but I guess if I had to pick, I’d go with vodka because the smell of tequila reminds me of the last time I was drunk, which was nine years ago—and that night didn’t end well.

“I’m not into knitting, and the last thing I want to do is sit down and watch a murder mystery. I can’t stand murder mysteries. And I’m not saying that I want kids one day—because I really don’t know if I want kids one day—but I’d honestly prefer to not be with a woman older than my mother. Am I allowed to say that? The last girl told me I couldn’t say that.”

Yolanda laughed. “I’m assuming you saw Yolanda last?” she said.

“You have to tell me how old she is. She refused to tell me.”

“I don’t know if I’m allowed to tell you. The rules aren’t terribly clear and I’m terrified of breaking them. So you’re not a pilot, you don’t knit, you don’t party, and you don’t like murder mysteries.”

“That’s me. And what about you?”

She giggled. “Well, I get sick on planes. I don’t think I can hear another minute of investment advice. I can’t figure out why everyone thinks I want to go out for a steak dinner so badly. And if I didn’t have to meet with six other guys, I would happily sleep on this floor right now, even though it’s just a rug over a sheet of plywood.”

“I’m trying to figure out which guy has been giving you investment advice,” I said.

“I think his name was Ken,” she said.

“Oh, I haven’t talked to Ken yet. He’s the guy in the black suit, right?”

She was silent for a minute. “You know I can’t see through walls, right?”

“Right,” I said with a chuckle. “And I guess I wasn’t supposed to tell you that.”

“I honestly imagined him in sweatpants. But he’s wearing a suit, huh? With the dress shoes and everything?”

“And everything,” I said.

“My God, he must be dying. I’m wearing pink slippers, booty shorts, and a cotton t-shirt, and I feel like I need to rip my clothes off. The other girls are all wearing heels and tight dresses.”

“No way. I mean—I kind of figured as much. Are we allowed to be talking about this?” I asked.

“I have no idea, to be honest. I just want to go to sleep.”

“Well maybe we should just plan to talk tomorrow,” I said. “We can breeze through these last meetings and then maybe they’ll let us sleep.”

“I think that sounds like a fine plan,” she said.

I knew nothing about her, aside from the fact that she was better than the other options. She didn’t say anything that made my heart jump out for her, but somehow I knew that there was nothing the other girls could say at this point to redeem themselves, which meant that I was very likely currently talking to my future wife. As long as one of the other guys didn’t come through and sweep her off her feet, I would be proposing to Yolanda through that nylon wall. In six weeks, I would be standing with her at the altar. And would I say ‘I do?’ Of course I would—just to prove to Tanner and the others that I didn’t make a big mistake. Whether or not she would say ‘I do’, that was a whole other concern. But I had six weeks to convince her. I had six weeks to convince her to be my wife.

And then I could divorce her once the show was over and the paparazzi were gone. At least then the blow wouldn’t be quite so intense.

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” she said. “I look forward to it.”

“Bye, Yolanda,” I said.

“Bye, Rudy.”

And then I paused. There was a strange moment of sereneness. Maybe we did have a bit of a spark. Maybe there was something between us. A part of me wanted to stay. I didn’t know anything about her, but I knew that I had at least a few things in common with her: we were both looking for love, we were both serious enough to go on a show that required us to get married, and we were both completely exhausted with the process. Maybe it wasn’t enough of a connection to sustain a whole lifelong relationship, but it was certainly better than us both preferring tequila over vodka.

“Goodnight,” I said.

“Goodnight,” she replied with a smile in her voice. And my mind created an image to match her voice. She was beautiful, with long blonde hair and big, glowing eyes. She had thick, natural eyelashes, and plump, soft lips. That small glimmer of hope shined bright inside of me. I suddenly felt light and energetic. The thought of meeting six more women and doing seven more interviews suddenly didn’t seem so horrible. Now I had something to work towards, and something to look forward to. I might have seriously just met my life partner.

But, like with every good reality TV show, there was a big twist waiting for me.


CHAPTER VI

They only let us sleep for three hours before waking us up. “You need to get into hair and makeup,” Karen said, tugging my arm and guiding me out from my small bedroom, which I’m pretty sure was just a large broom closet outfitted with a bed and a side table.

My legs weren’t even fully functioning yet; half of my body was still asleep, and it took me a moment to figure out why I wasn’t in my little apartment. I nearly stumbled down the hallway as I tried to rub the sleep from my eyes. “What’s happening?” I asked.

“We’re shooting in an hour and you look like shit. Want that coke yet? It’ll wake you up.”

“I’m fine,” I said with a big yawn. She practically threw me into the makeup chair, and then a new makeup artist began to brush my face. I winced away and groaned, tempted to fall back asleep in that chair. My actress interviews were exhausting. One of the show’s directors stood in the corner of each room, feeding me line after line. The torture seemed endless, running back and forth from the Pairing Pods to the interview room. I quickly lost count of how many interviews I had left, and I’m pretty sure I nodded off during a few of them. I had no memory of getting into bed. Maybe someone carried me after I zonked out on the couch.

Now, Karen was thrusting a big cup of coffee into my face. “If you won’t take the coke, at least drink the coffee.”

The morning started with more interviews, and more meetings with actresses. Then we shot some scenes in the kitchen. They made me have a very fake conversation with Donovan. “Act like you both like Trish,” said the director. “Maybe get into a little bit of a fight over her.”

“Who’s Trish?” we both asked. Even Donovan looked beat, and he was apparently used to fifteen hour shifts in the sky.

“One of the actresses,” the director said. “Just say you both feel like you hit it off with her. Make it natural—just adlib a little.”

I didn’t know what adlib meant, but he called action and Donovan started grilling me about Trish. “What did you guys talk about? Think you like her?” He leaned forward. He was a much better actor than me.

“She seems cute,” I said. “I think we, uh, really hit it off.” After a few takes, the director started feeding me lines. It was over an hour before they had the footage they wanted.

I wasn’t good at the scenes. I dreaded the interview room, even after I’d done two dozen interviews. The worst was when they just wanted to film me eating my breakfast: three cameras in my face, tilting down every time I dipped my spoon into my bowl. They called it ‘B-roll’ and apparently they needed a lot of it to make the Pairing Mansion seem real.

It was noon when they finally told us that we could go and carry on with the real experiment, and meet with the real female contestants of the show. I was excited to go and meet with Yolanda, but sadly one of the other guys was meeting with her, so I was stuck talking to Bailey again.

“I really think we have a spark,” she said to me. “I was thinking about you all night.”

“Really?” I said.

She was quiet for a moment. “Don’t you think we had a spark?”

I squirmed in my seat. “I, uh—yeah, I guess so.” I didn’t want to alienate her, just in case Yolanda ended up going for someone else. I felt strangely jealous, knowing that Yolanda was currently talking to another guy. It seemed hard to believe that I could be the only one who thought Yolanda was the best option.

I would keep asking Bailey questions, and then I would quietly slip into the hallway to see if Yolanda was free. There were little lights above each door that turned on whenever the room was occupied. I knew that I had to do an interview after meeting with Bailey before I could run into the room with Yolanda. But someone was still chatting with Yolanda. And who was it? Was it Donovan? Were we both competing for the same girl?

I felt antsy. I slipped back into the room with Bailey, but the room was quiet now. “Rudy, are you still there?” she asked.

“Huh? Yeah, I’m here,” I said. “Why?”

“I asked you a question.”

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t hear you,” I said.

“I asked if you like any of the other girls.”

“Oh,” I said, trying to figure out the proper way to answer. I wasn’t a good liar. I took a deep breath. “I don’t know. I haven’t really had a chance to talk with everyone yet.”

“Well has anyone stuck out to you? Are you looking forward to talking to anyone? I need to know.”

“Why do you need to know?” I asked curiously.

“I don’t want my heart broken. I need to know if you’re serious about me.” Why was she moving so quickly? We’d only had a total of thirty minutes together, and we hadn’t talked about much besides liquor and where we grew up.

“I just don’t know yet.”

“Who is it?” she asked.

“Who is who?”

“Who do you like? Is it Ashley? You know she’s like one hundred years old, right?”

“It’s not Ashley,” I said.

“Well then who is it? Is it that Yolanda girl?” I was quiet for a moment, then Bailey snickered. “You want me to tell you about her? I bet you wouldn’t want to even talk to her again if I told you about her.”

I hesitated, afraid of falling into the trap. “I’m not interested in Yolanda,” I lied. I had to keep Bailey as a backup. She seemed like the best second option, even though she seemed like a far cry from Yolanda. But what was wrong with Yolanda? What information did Bailey have that would have been so crucial? “But, uh, what’s so bad about her?”

Bailey scoffed again. “You really want to know?”

I hesitated again. “I don’t know. Why? Is she really crazy or something?”

“You could say that. She’s actually—” And before Bailey could finish her sentence, I heard a door open.

“Bailey,” a male voice said. “You need to stop right now. You’re about two seconds away from breaching your contract.”

“I—I’m sorry,” Bailey said. I remained still and rigid, with wide eyes. What was happening? How was Bailey about to breach her contract? Were we not allowed to talk about the other contestants?

I stepped back and peered back down the hallway. Yolanda’s room was clear. Bailey was still getting an earful from her producer, so I decided to say, “Why don’t we talk later? I’m going to take off for a bit.” And I didn’t wait for a reply before I hurried down the hallway towards the interview room, so I could get my post-Bailey interview out of the way, so I could get into the room with Yolanda.

And her room was still vacant when I returned. My heart pounced and my nerves tingled. I was actually excited to talk to her! I really wanted to hear her voice—and I wanted to know if there was a real connection, or if that initial tingly feeling was just a consequence of no sleep and desperation.

“Hello?” she said as I slipped into the room.

“Yolanda?” I said.

“Rudy?” she said. I could hear a smile in her voice. I bit my bottom lip. Now my heart was soaring up into my throat. But I couldn’t help but wonder what Bailey had been talking about. What did the producers of the show not want me to know about her? Was she some sort of burn victim? Was she morbidly obese? I could still hear that unidentifiable twang in her voice when she started talking. “I’m so glad to hear your voice again,” she said. And I was happy to hear her voice, though all I now wanted to do was ask her what was wrong with her—why did Bailey seem to think it was so funny that I might have some attraction for her?

“I’m happy to hear your voice, too,” I said, sitting down on the couch. “That was a long night. I only got a few hours of sleep, but I feel so much better.”

“Me too. I think they’re going to let us get more sleep tonight. I honestly can’t wait.”

“I’m right there with you,” I said with a chuckle. “So are you from Canada, Yolanda? I can’t help but hear some tinge of something in your voice—maybe an accent?”

She was silent for a moment. “I’m from Canada,” she said. “Born in Moncton, but raised in Toronto.” But still, there was something throwing me off with that voice.

“Maybe it’s the Moncton in you,” I said.

She giggled. “Maybe,” she said. “And I spent a few months in Ukraine. Maybe I picked something up there.”

“Ukraine? What were you doing there?”

“Helping out at an orphanage.”

“No kidding,” I said. “Good for you.”

“Have you done much traveling?”

And the conversation picked up naturally from there. We talked about where we’d been and where we wanted to go. Somehow that turned into talking about our favorite movies, and somehow that turned into talking about our future goals. “Want kids?” I asked.

“I’d like to have a kid or two one day,” she said. “Maybe adopt when we’re a bit older.” The word ‘we’ made my heart flutter. Was she seriously thinking about a future with me? Was the Blind Love experiment actually working? I didn’t want the conversation to end. We started talking about our parents, and I found myself telling her things I’d never told anyone before—even though the cameras were rolling all around me. And the conversation would have gone on had Karen not knocked on the door. “Alright, Lover Boy. You need to squeeze and interview in and see some other girls. We also need to shoot a few scenes in the kitchen, and then you need to meet with some of the actresses. And we need more B-roll.”

“I guess we’ll talk tomorrow,” I said to Yolanda. But we didn’t wait until tomorrow. Instead, after that long day was over, we both ended up in that Pairing Pod. We talked until we both fell asleep on our couches. The production didn’t seem to mind—it just meant more footage for them to work with. And Karen told me, “It will be cute when it airs.”

By the fourth day in that Pairing Mansion warehouse, the production seemed okay with me only talking to Yolanda—though they pushed me into one very awkward Pairing Pod conversation with Bailey, who decided to confront me again about Yolanda. “You deceived me,” she said. “You played me and I turned down two proposals because of you.” I couldn’t tell if she was being honest or if she was saying something the production told her to say.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

“You made me think you loved me,” she said.

“Why did you think that?” I said.

“Why did you lead me on?” she said. I could hear her sniffling, making me think she was either a very good actress or very confused.

“I—I’m sorry, Bailey.”

“I’m marrying Donovan,” she said to me.

“Okay.”

“That’s it?” she said. “Okay? That’s all you have to say? Aren’t you going to fight for me?” Then she laughed “Let me guess, you’re going to marry that Yolanda girl. That’s rich. Oh God, you’re going to regret that decision. Just wait. You’ve made the biggest mistake of your life. I’m done with you.” I heard the door slam.

“Bailey?” I said. But she was gone. And now that confusion was back, fizzling inside of me. Why did Bailey think that Yolanda was such a big mistake—or was she just jealous? I was worried there was something wrong with Yolanda.

I met with Yolanda that night and we talked about Bailey. “She told me that I’ll regret marrying you,” I said. “Any idea why she would say that?”

Yolanda was quiet for a long moment, making my nerves tingle even more. “She’s a bit of a firecracker,” she said. “She’s probably just jealous.”

I laughed nervously. “She made it sound like you’re some sort of ogre or something.”

“I guess that’s the downside of not being able to talk about the way we look and whatnot.” It was the ‘whatnot’ that scared me. Blind Love was notoriously full of twists, and I understood why on the first day of filming, when Karen came up to me and said, “Under no circumstances can you tell anyone that you’re short.” It seemed so silly, but it made me wonder what the other contestants weren’t allowed saying in the Pairing Pods. What if Yolanda was hideously disfigured? What if she was in a wheelchair, and marrying her meant caring for her every day for the rest of my life? Was that something I was prepared to take on? Or, there was one season of Blind Love where the twist was that one of the men was already married to three different women; he was a polygamist, and the girl had no idea until three days after the wedding.

And what would I end up finding out at the wedding?

It was that night when Karen came up to me in the hallway, after my final interview of the night. For the first time, I had an eight hour break: eight hours until my hair and makeup call time. “What is it?” I asked Karen.

She held out a little ring box. “This is for you,” she said.

I stared down at it and my heart instantly started racing. “What is it?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what it was.

“You’ll propose tomorrow.”

“I thought I had three more days,” I said.

“It seems fake if everyone proposes right at the end,” she said. “We need to space the proposals out. So you’ll propose tomorrow. You can do it however you want, and then you’ll meet in the Pairing Bridge and you’ll see her for the first time. That’s where you’ll give her the ring.”

“But—But I’m not ready,” I said.

“You’ve pretty much only talked to her for the past three days. Who else are you considering?” Her eyes narrowed as she stared up at me. I still couldn’t figure out how she was so intimidating, seeing as she was so short and petite.

“No one,” I said. “But I—I still don’t really know anything about her.”

“That’s the whole point of the show, bucko,” she said.

“But Bailey said there’s something wrong with her. What is it? Just tell me—please.”

Karen shook her head. “I can’t tell you anything. And ‘wrong’ is subjective. There’s nothing wrong with anyone—except for pedophiles and murderers, and I promise you she’s not a pedophile.”

“Is she a murderer?” I asked.

“I don’t know—as far as I know you’re a murder. But that’s besides the point. Propose tomorrow. We’ll get you in a nice suit, and then we’ll spend an hour or two shooting your face-to-face meeting. Why do you look so pale? You’re supposed to be excited. This is your future wife we’re talking about. Cheer up. Isn’t this why you went on the show?”

“It’s just happening so quickly,” I said. “And—And I don’t even know what she looks like.”

Karen sighed. “Get some sleep. Propose tomorrow. It’s basically her or Ashley. Donovan already proposed to Bailey today. Ryan and Patrick are fighting over Noreen. Whoever loses that battle will end up with Ashley—unless you want Ashley, in which case one of those guys will end up with Yolanda.”

And I really didn’t want Ashley. So I took the ring box and I slipped it into my pocket without opening it to look at it. I felt sick to my stomach, but also strangely excited. If Yolanda wasn’t being fake with me, then there was a strong possibility that she could be the girl of my dreams. I’d already opened up to her more than I ever opened up with Kelsey, my only other girlfriend. And I looked forward to talking with her every day. It seemed like we never ran out of things to talk about.

That night, Donovan was getting drunk. He was already onto his second bottle of wine. He stumbled across the room and then he thrusted a full wine glass towards me. “Drink!” he said. “Celebrate with me! I’m engaged.”

I took the glass of wine and had a small sip.

“She said yes!” he said with slurred words. “Can you believe it? I’m engaged. I’m getting married. And I met her this afternoon, Rudy. I saw her with my own eyes. She’s beautiful! She’s got jet black hair and big eyes and I’m pretty sure I’ve seen her in a Playboy magazine, but I don’t even care! She’s going to be my wife!”

“Congratulations, Donovan,” I said with a smile and nod.

“You bet your ass,” he said, stumbling and nearly falling over. “She’ll be my wife. Not yours. I didn’t mean for this to be a fight, Rudy. I wish we could have both gotten with her. Sadly we can’t clone her though, and she chose me in the end. But it’s probably for the best. I’m sure you’ll end up with a lovely girl.”

I wanted to tell him that I never wanted Bailey, but I didn’t want to ruin his moment—and I definitely didn’t want to start a fight with a drunken pilot who was nearly twice my size. “Congratulations, Donovan,” I said again before walking away.

Then he called out to me. “If you try to steal her away from me, I’ll kill you!”

“Okay, Donovan,” I said.

“I mean it. I’ll kill you with my hands. And you’ll be dead!”

I took another sip from the wine, which was unusually warm, even for red wine. Then I looked over and saw Ryan and Patrick sitting together on the couch. They were both silent, staring at their feet, looking like they’d just reached a stalemate in an ugly fight. I thought about asking if they were okay, but I decided to walk away instead.

I peeked down the hallway to see if Yolanda’s light was on. It wasn’t. I wanted to chat with her, but I also wanted to have some alone time, so I could make sure I was making the right choice. The only other choice at this point was to leave the show and accept the lawsuit that would bankrupt me completely. But maybe that was better than ending up divorced and humiliated.

I finished my glass of wine and then I lay down on my bed, staring up at the ceiling, hoping the correct answer would come to me.

I knew I couldn’t let Tanner be correct. I knew I wouldn’t be able to handle hearing him saying, ‘I told you so.’ I needed to prove him wrong, which meant marrying Yolanda—and it meant making it work with Yolanda as well, even if she was disfigured or stuck in a wheelchair with no arms or legs.

I couldn’t sleep, even though it was getting late. I knew that I needed sleep more than anything else. I didn’t want to see Yolanda for the first time with half-shut eyes and pale skin. I wanted to be fully conscious and alert. I wanted to be able to process every second of that upcoming day, because it was quite possibly going to be the most important day of my life, with the possible exception of my wedding day, which was now only five weeks away.

I tried to calm myself down by taking a series of deep breaths. Then I found myself on my feet, pacing around my little closet bedroom. I had to pee, so I went out into the hallway and headed down towards the bathroom. For the first time ever, the facility was silent. Everyone was asleep. The production had efficiently filmed hundreds of hours of scenes and interviews and B-roll, and now things were finally starting to relax. Even Karen wasn’t around—probably getting some sleep for the first time in nearly a week.

I went to the only bathroom and tried to open it, but it was locked. I looked down at the crack beneath the door and saw that the light was turned on inside. “Hello?” I called out before trying the door handle again.

Then I heard a groan inside the room. There was a moment of silence before the sound of vomit connecting with the toilet. I stepped away from the door as the smell of a very drunk Donovan wafted up from under that bathroom door. But I still had to use the bathroom, so I started looking around for another option.

I tried a series of doors, discovering closets and hallways and studios that were never used as far as I knew. Then, at the very end of the hall, I found a door with a sign that read, ‘MALE CONTESTANTS: DO NOT ENTER.’ But now I was squirming, minutes away from pissing in my pants. So I pushed the door open and I found myself in a bright hallway. The floors were recently mopped and sparkling. Now I had more door options. I just needed to find a bathroom for two minutes.

And sure enough, eight doors down, I found one. I slipped inside and relieved myself with a loud sigh of relief. I washed my hands, looked myself in the mirror, and then I slipped back into the hallway, bumping into a young woman.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry,” I said as I grabbed her arms, stopping her from falling over.

And then I looked into her shining hazel eyes. Her thick eyelashes fluttered, and her lips parted. “Rudy?” she whispered. And it was her: it was Yolanda.

“Yolanda?” I said.

“What the hell are you doing on our side?” she said.

“Is this your side? I mean—you’re beautiful.”

Her cheeks turned red. “We’re not supposed to see each other. This is ruining the whole experiment. And I don’t want to be sued by the production.”

“I’m sorry—but Donovan is drunk and puking in our bathroom. I had to use the bathroom.”

“I didn’t expect you to have brown hair,” she said. “For some reason I imagined you with blonde hair.”

“Is that okay?” I said. My heart was now in the pit of my stomach. She was truly beautiful—way out of my league. And now that she could see me, I was terrified that she would say ‘no’ when I asked if she wanted to marry me. I’d ruined the whole Blind Love experiment. There was no longer anything blind about the upcoming proposal. And I was probably going to end up in the crosshairs of a very serious lawsuit. “I’m sorry. We can’t tell anyone this happened. We need to pretend like this never happened. Okay?” I said, taking a step back.

And then the door down the hallway opened. Yolanda gasped and then she pulled me back into the bathroom, closing the door with a swift slam before pressing her palm against my mouth. “Don’t say anything,” she whispered.

I nodded my head. Her body was now pressed against mine as she listened carefully. I could feel her breasts against my chest, and she could probably feel my pounding heart against her breasts. Someone walked by and then stopped not too far away. Then another set of footsteps came from the other direction. We heard a man laughing. “He’s so drunk, but he won’t open the door,” the voice said. It wasn’t a voice I was familiar with—not one of the contestants or one of the actors.

“Should I wake up the camera guys? Think it will fit into the cut?”

“I think we should probably get whatever we can get. Maybe they can spin it that he’s just having post-engagement nerves or something.”

“Okay. I’ll go wake up the camera guys. Just wait here—I’ll be a few minutes.”

“Sounds good. I need to text Bruce back anyway. That fucking Adam—the sound guy—is apparently trying to sue the production for wrongful termination. Can you believe that?”

“That guy was such a useless tool. Anyway—I’ll go get the camera guys up. See you in a few minutes.”

“Take your time. I don’t think Donovan’s going anywhere.”

They both laughed and then one set of footsteps pattered away. The other man remained in the hallway, pacing back and forth in front of the bathroom door as he answered e-mails on his phone.

I looked into Yolanda’s eyes: the eyes of my future wife, assuming we could make it out of that awkward situation. I couldn’t see what was wrong with her. She had gorgeous hair, an adorable face, a killer body, and now she was looking into my eyes. “You’re pretty,” I whispered.

“Shh,” she said, pressing a finger to my lips. But she kept looking into my eyes—looking into the eyes of her future husband. My heart was racing. I was so excited to be seeing her. I was so glad that she was beautiful. I smiled, and then she smiled.

So I leaned in for a kiss. Our lips pressed together and then she allowed my hands to wrap around her petite body. Her skin was soft and warm. I spun her around carefully and pressed her back against the bathroom wall. Then her tongue slipped through my lips. And in that moment, I knew that we were meant to be together. I knew that I’d made the right choice. And I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why every single contestant didn’t try proposing to her before me.

I slid my hands down onto her bum. She had a nice, firm tush. She giggled a little bit as my fingers explored downwards. Then she put her hands on my sides and caressed up and down. I leaned back for a moment, breaking away from the kiss so I could have a chance to peer into her eyes. She truly was stunning. I reached out and brushed her hair away from her eyes. She was blushing. We kissed again.

Now I held her closer, wrapping my arms around her tighter. I couldn’t wait to propose to her. I couldn’t wait to look into her eyes on our wedding day. I couldn’t wait for Tanner to see her and eat his words. I would be the one saying ‘I told you so’ and he would be the one shying away with his tail between his legs. Yolanda was perfect. There wasn’t a single flaw on her perfect body.

I grabbed her ass and I pulled her pelvis in close to me. She suddenly froze up and tried to pull away. “What’s wrong?” I asked quietly.

And then I felt something: a bulge against my thigh. It was dull and warm, and it felt like it was throbbing. I only felt it for a moment before she pulled away from me and turned around. But she didn’t turn around fast enough before I saw the tip of what looked like a semi-erect penis poking out from her tiny booty shorts.

I opened my mouth to speak, and then the man on the other side of the door spoke. “You’re back,” he said. “Are they awake? Do we need the sound guys or can we just add some puking sounds in post?”

“I woke the sound guys up too. They’ll be a minute.”

“Alright, let’s head over and get ready to shoot.” The men pattered away.

And I was now staring at Yolanda’s back. She wouldn’t turn towards me. “What the fuck was that?” I whispered.

“Nothing,” she said. “I mean—it’s just—they told me not to tell you. They said they’d sue me if I told you.”

“Told me what?” I said.

“I don’t want to get in trouble, Rudy. You should run back to your side of the warehouse before they find out we met.”

“No—I can’t. You need to tell me what the fuck that was. What was just rubbing against my leg?”

“A cock, Rudy. Okay? Now don’t you dare tell anyone that you found out. I can’t afford a lawsuit.”

I was shocked into silence. She was facing me now, with her bulge tucked away but still very visible. Yolanda was a transgender: that’s what Bailey was trying to tell me, that was the secret the production didn’t want me finding out until later (probably after the wedding).

“I can’t believe this,” I said.

“If you aren’t going to go, I’m going to go,” she said.

“I can’t marry you,” I said.

“Fine,” she said. And then, without looking at me, she grabbed the door handle and she flew out of the room, jogging down the hallway as tears swelled in her eyes. I waited a few minutes. I heard the camera guys run by and then I heard the sound guys run by. I waited until it was totally silent before slipping out from that bathroom and creeping back to my room. As I passed through that ‘DO NOT ENTER’ door, one of the producers spotted me. “What the hell are you doing?” he said.

I stood like a petrified deer while my heart rebooted. “Um,” I said. “I had to pee and this bathroom was taken.”

“You didn’t see anyone over there, did you?” he asked with narrowing eyes.

I shook my head quickly. “No. I just peed and I came right back.”

He stared at me for a long, horrifying moment. “Don’t you dare do that again,” he said.

I nodded my head and ran off to my room like an obedient little child. My heart was pounding. My head was spinning. Now the thought of getting any sleep seemed completely out of the question. Now I found myself seriously considering proposing to Ashley. I couldn’t propose to Yolanda—I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t face the humiliation of ‘finding out’ I had a transgender wife on the most popular television show in the world. I would be the laughing stock of every school and every office in the western hemisphere. They would make memes out of my pale face. Tanner wouldn’t be able to stop laughing, even at my funeral, after my own suicide.

So I had to marry Ashley, the only girl who was still up for grabs.


CHAPTER VII

Sadly, Ashley wasn’t interested in me. For over an hour, I desperately tried to convince her that we were meant to be together. Finally, Karen knocked on the door and said, “Rudy, can I talk to you for a minute?”

I went out in the hallways, jittery and covered in beads of cold sweat. “What is it?” I asked.

“What the hell are you doing?” she said.

“I like Ashley. I think I want to marry Ashley.”

“Um, bullshit,” she said. “Ashley’s almost twice your age and you’re talking to her today for the first time since day one. What the hell’s gotten into you? Are you drunk?”

“What? Can I not explore all of my options before I pull the trigger?” I said. My body was tense and my hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

“Ashley doesn’t like you, Rudy. She thinks you’re an asshole. And I’m pretty sure you don’t like her. So why don’t you go into the Pairing Pod with Yolanda and make that proposal? We’ll just delete this weird footage of you trying to flirt with Ashley and we’ll skip a post meeting interview. Sound good?”

I looked around. “What about the other girl—Krissy? Has anyone proposed to her yet?”

“Krissy and Dave are going to be getting engaged tomorrow. And you only talked to her for five minutes on day one, so I doubt anything’s changing there. Tell me what this is really about. Are you getting cold feet? Did I scare you with the ring? Look, Rudy—we’re going to let you make your own choice here. We want the show to be entertaining, but it’s still supposed to be an experiment, which means giving you a certain amount of freewill. But you and I both know that Yolanda is going to be your wife. Let’s not delay this anymore. We have lots of shots to shoot today in the Pairing Bridge.”

I looked into Karen’s eyes. I wanted to tell her that I knew about Yolanda’s secret. I knew that Yolanda was born a man. I wanted to beg Karen to find another woman for me—even if she was some young party girl who wanted to do nothing but get drunk and party. Anything was better than shacking up with a trans girl on a popular Netflix show! But how could I say anything without admitting that I broke the rules? If I told her, I would not only get myself in serious trouble, but Yolanda too.

“I just don’t think I can marry her,” I said. “It’s not—It’s not right.”

Her eyes narrowed even more. “Is there something you’re not telling me, Rudy?” I could see her fingers curling around her big binder. I could see the vein on her forehead beginning to pop out. It was clear that I couldn’t tell her. She wasn’t on my side—she was on the production’s side. And the production wanted to humiliate me.

I took a deep breath and I looked down towards Yolanda’s Pairing Pod. “Okay,” I said. “I, uh, guess I’ll go propose.”

I walked slowly down the hallway.

“And cheer up, Rudy, or we’ll make you do it over and over until you look happy!” Karen called out.

I took another deep breath. I straightened my back and tilted my head up. In a few minutes, I would no longer be a single man; I was about to be an engaged man. And my fiancee had a cock that was quite possibly bigger than mine.

I pushed the door open. I walked into the room. “Hello?” Yolanda’s voice said. But I couldn’t bring myself to reply. “Is someone there?” she asked.

I sighed. “Hey. It’s me,” I said. I paced back and forth, wishing I would have never signed up for that show. I should have known they were setting me up for a terrible humiliation. I’d seen every previous season of the show. I’d seen the horrible twists they spring on men and women. But there were always the happy couples: the twist free couples. Why could I be one of them? Why did I have to get stuck with the trans girl? “Do you have a minute?” I asked.

She was quiet for a minute. “I’m not doing anything else,” she said.

“Are you sitting or standing?” I asked.

“I’m sitting. Why?”

“Want to stand up and walk towards the wall?” I said. I reached into my pocket and fished out that ring box. Then I found myself staring at it as my stomach churned.

“Okay. I’m here,” she said, sounding like she was only a couple of feet away from my face.

“Yolanda, I, uh, think we really hit it off over the past few days. And now I think we should move this along to the next level.” I closed my eyes and tried to hold back the tears. I was going to be a divorced man. I was going to have to tell every woman that I was once married to a trans woman. Or maybe I would just be stuck with Yolanda forever, too stubborn to divorce her—too stubborn to let Tanner utter the words ‘I told you so’.

I sunk down to one knee. My heart was throbbing mercilessly against my ribcage. “Yolanda—will you marry me?”

The delay was long—horribly long. I closed my eyes and tried not to wince. My life was falling apart all around me. I was actually proposing to a transgender: another man. My parents were going to be so ashamed of me. My friends were going to ruthlessly mock me. But what could I do about it? The other option was to have my life ruined by a massive lawsuit.

A male voice chimed in from Yolanda’s side of the room. “What are you waiting for, Yolanda?” he asked.

“I just need a minute. I’m confused. I—I don’t understand. Why are you doing this?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” I said. “Because I—I…” I wasn’t able to say it without closing my eyes again and biting down on my tongue. “I love you.” It hurt to say the words, though now I was glistening with a bit of hope. Maybe she would end up saying no to me. Maybe she would end up being slapped with the lawsuit and I would be let off on a technicality. I took a deep breath in.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll marry you.”

“Let’s take that again!” a voice called out. “Try to sound more excited, Yolanda! And Rudy—maybe smile or something.”

I groaned and squirmed and tried not to shed a tear. I didn’t want to be engaged. I didn’t want to enter into an engagement that I knew was doomed to end in humiliating failure.

We did it again. “Will you marry me?” I asked with a fake smile on my face.

“I will,” she said.

And then I fought to keep that smile on my face. But it wasn’t enough. They made us do it again, and then again, and again, until our excitement was believable. When I left that room, Karen was standing in the hallway, staring at me with narrowed eyes. “What the hell is going on with you?” she hushed.

“What?” I said.

“If there’s something you want to tell me, I suggest you tell me now,” she said. “I’m not a fan of this weird behavior.

“I—I’m just nervous,” I said. “I just proposed to a girl I’ve never seen.” I forced a smile.

“I’ve seen more than fifty guys propose to girls they’ve never seen, and none of them have acted the way you’re acting now. Pull yourself together. If you make us do ten takes of every goddamned scene, I’m not going to be happy. I’ve got kids at home, and every retake is another five minutes you’re taking me away from them.” She pointed at me and narrowed her eyes even more. “So when you walk out onto the Pairing Bridge, and see your new fiancee for the first time, you better look fucking happy.”

I nodded my head and forced yet another smile, even though a horrible nausea was churning in my stomach.


CHAPTER VIII

I brought myself to turn on the television again. I had to watch my scenes through the slits between my fingers. My God, I looked so oblivious, until I wasn’t. My proposal scene was cut up awkwardly, using different parts of different takes to string together a coherent proposal—and still, I looked like I was on the verge of passing out. Now I could see why Karen was so concerned; it seemed pretty obvious that I knew about Yolanda’s secret.

But the audience didn’t know—not yet. The show had only been live for a couple of hours. Even if people were straight binging the show, they would only be starting the third episode now: the beginning of our honeymoons. But I wasn’t there yet. I wasn’t sure I wanted to get there. A part of me just wanted to turn the show off so I didn’t have to endure my own humiliation.

I had no idea what the show decided to use and what they left on the editing room floor. I was surprised when they skipped over the scenes they shot of me getting dressed to meet Yolanda at the Pairing Bridge. They just jumped straight from another couple’s proposal to me walking up to that Pairing Bridge door.

I no longer looked quite so freaked out, thanks to a pill that Karen insisted I take. She never told me what the pill was, but it certainly mellowed me out. I felt like I was higher than a kite when I approached that door, but I looked surprisingly normal.

The camera zoomed in on my face, and then they cut to my interview. “I have no idea what to expect,” I said to the camera. It was obviously a lie, but it was surprisingly convincing. Maybe I was a better liar than I thought. “I hope she’s beautiful.”

They cut to her interview. She still looked shocked, with wide eyes and slightly parted lips. “I—I guess I’m engaged,” she said, sounding less enthusiastic. “I was surprised when he proposed. I couldn’t believe it, really.” She brushed her soft hair off of her face.

And now I was wondering if my friends and family would be able to tell that she wasn’t born a woman. I could hear it in her voice and I could see it slightly on her face—but maybe that was just because I already knew. Maybe it wasn’t so obvious to an oblivious audience member.

I still didn’t have the courage to look at my phone, which had been buzzing nonstop since the show went live on Netflix. I even had to turn my phone off when I started getting texts saying, “Oh my God! You got engaged! Are you married! Answer me, Rudy!” I had to sit on the ground because my legs were trembling so intensely, and my stomach was growling like a hungry lion, even though I had absolutely no appetite.

I looked at the television as the Pairing Bridge doors began to part open. It looked like the doors were opening mechanically—they did a good job of framing out the pair of production assistants who were crouching down and pulling the doors slowly. I remembered looking into the eyes of one of the production assistants. He smiled at me and nodded his head, as if he was trying to offer his support. Even he had no idea what I was in for—or maybe the nod was supposed to be a sort of ‘nice knowing you’ nod.

I looked up and saw her doors parting. I could see her silhouette as the bright lights shone behind her. I watched as she brushed her hair off of her face before taking a step forward in her tall heels.

I almost didn’t recognize her now that she was properly dolled up: in a dress and heels and a full face of makeup. She wasn’t just dressed for a quick trip to the bathroom in the middle of the night.

I bit hard on my tongue and made myself smile. I didn’t want to have to do the scene over and over. I had to give them what they wanted, and I had to make it convincing. I had to make Tanner think that he was wrong. I began to walk forward. The only thought on my mind now was ‘Thank God for that pill’; it was keeping me mellow and it was stopping my legs from collapsing under my bodyweight.

She was close enough now that I could see the details of her face. I did my best not to look over at the many cameramen that were chasing us. I knew they would call cut and make us restart if we looked into the camera lens.

She was smiling, but I had a feeling it was a fake smile. I couldn’t stop my gaze from moving down to her crotch. She was wearing a tight dress, yet somehow there was no visible bulge. I looked up quickly, before she noticed. Though it was hard not to look back down at her legs, which were surprisingly feminine: thin and smooth, curving nicely up at her bum. She had nice hips and a thin waist, and her breasts seemed to bounce realistically with every step she took. Maybe she was more convincing than I spent the night assuming. Maybe the audience of the show would be oblivious to her secret, and it would be less embarrassing when that secret came out. Maybe people would end up feeling bad for me instead of mocking me.

“Rudy?” she said.

“Yolanda,” I said with a little nod. But I knew nodding wasn’t going to be enough for the production, so I opened my arms and she came in for a hug. It felt strange, pressing my arms against her bare skin. Her dress was backless, so my hands were now against her bare back. It was awkward, touching another man’s bare skin. But I had to do it—I had to keep up the illusion for the sake of the show, and for the sake of my pride.

I looked into her eyes and then I realized the production was probably hoping for a kiss. Would they make us redo the scene if we didn’t kiss? I didn’t want to redo the scene. I didn’t want to let Karen down—and I didn’t want to give anybody any reason to believe that we’d already met before that moment on the Pairing Bridge. So I leaned forward, closed my eyes, and pressed my lips against hers. I felt her lips puckering after a moment of hesitation. We were kissing. I was kissing a biological male—and soon, all of my friends and family members would know about it.

When I pulled back, her eyes were wide. I don’t think I would have been able to do it without that pill that Karen gave to me. Now my heart was pounding. I felt strangely hopeful that we wouldn’t have to do the scene again. But now we had to talk. I had to say something to kill the awkward silence.

“We’re engaged,” I said.

She nodded her head. “Are we?”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, trying to figure out what she was on about. Then I remembered the ring. “Oh right!” I said, digging into my pocket. And then I got down onto my knee and proposed properly, humiliating myself yet again for the entire western world to watch. She accepted the ring, and then I stood up and she went in for the kiss. This time I was the one to hesitate. I tried not to clench my whole face as our lips mashed together. I felt sick but I didn’t want to look sick. And this time the kiss lasted far too long. Had I given her the wrong impression? Was I doing too good of a job of pretending like I didn’t care about her cock?

I finally pulled my head back and smiled awkwardly. “Now we’re engaged,” I said.

She nodded her head. “Look at you,” she said, looking down my body. “You’re so much… taller than I expected.”

“Really?” I said, trying to play along. “I mean—yeah. I guess so. And you’re, uh, so much blonder than I expected. Is that your real hair color?”

She nodded her head. “Do you like it?” she brushed her fingers through her hair.

“It’s very nice,” I said. Then I looked down her body. I knew I was expected to compliment her. I just had to do it. “You’re very beautiful. You have, uh, an amazing body.”

And her cheeks turned a shade of red, as if she thought the compliment was real. Though maybe it was a bit real. She really did have a great body—but how much of it was her real body and how much was from surgery and hormone pills and God knows what else.”

“You’re very handsome too,” she said, shying her face away slightly. And now I was trying to figure out if she was just playing along or if she really meant it.

I found myself giggling: probably a repercussion of the pill. Then she started giggling and I wondered if they gave her a pill as well. We hugged again, and then I found myself kissing her, desperate to make the scene satisfying for the production. The last thing I wanted was to redo that scene. I couldn’t go through the hugs and the kisses, over and over—even though the next five weeks of my life were going to be filled with hugs and kisses. My stomach growled at the thought of sharing a bed with her.

I’d seen seasons where the couples break up right away. In the first season of the show, one couple didn’t make it beyond the fourth episode, and then they weren’t seen again until the reunion episode. Maybe that was a good goal: break up before the show had a chance to reveal her transgenderism to the world. Maybe I could avoid humiliation. Or maybe I could somehow convince her not to reveal her transgenderism. Maybe it could remain a secret; that way, I wouldn’t have to sulk up to Tanner and say ‘you told me so’.

“Are you excited?” she asked me.

“Excited about what?” I said. My head was spinning quickly and my brain was slow to process anything.

“Going on vacation, moving in together, getting married…” I knew that she was just playing along for the sake of the show, but I couldn’t help but hear the voice of the girl I had fallen for a few days before in the Pairing Pod, before I knew that she had a cock between her thighs. We did have some nice, long conversations. We stayed up for hours talking some nights. She knew more about me than most of my close friends. And at the same time, she seemed like a complete strange. And I couldn’t stop thinking about that cock, which was now mere millimeters away from my body.

I was relieved when we finally stepped away from each other. I smiled and waved. “I’ll see you soon,” I said as I turned to head back to the male side of the facility.

“Bye, Rudy,” she said. No one was yelling ‘cut’ and nobody was shouting at us to redo anything. Apparently our meeting was satisfactory. I turned around and walked back through the door, finding myself in that long hallway as the production assistants closed the doors behind me. 

I took a deep breath. The horrible awkwardness was finally over—at least for the moment. I got through what I assumed was the toughest moment of my life and we managed to avoid a gigantic lawsuit. Now our accidental bathroom meeting was irrelevant, as long as we didn’t mention it.

It was a moment before I noticed Karen standing there with a mountain of paperwork.

“I just got off the phone with the airline. We got you on a flight in six hours, but first we need to go through all of these contracts.”

“I already signed a bunch of contracts,” I said.

“Right—you signed all the liability waivers for your stay in the Pairing Mansion, but now you’re going to Key West for a vacation, and then you’ll be living together. It’s a whole new set of paperwork, and it needs to be done before we ship you off to the airport. So let’s go.”

“Key West?” I said.

“All the contestants are going to Key West. Oh, but you need to pretend like you thought it would just be you and Yolanda.”

And in that moment, I realized that the worst of it wasn’t over. The worst of it was just getting started. I already had cameras on me for fifteen hours each day, and now I would have the cameras on me with Yolanda at my side. Faking enthusiasm for five minutes was tough. How was I going to make it through fifteen hours a day for five weeks?


CHAPTER IX

We took up more than half of the flight to Miami, and the entire flight from Miami to Key West. Each couple had a team of three camera men, two sound guys, a hair and makeup artist, a production assistant and a producer: ten people per group, and six groups. The airline didn’t allow the cameramen to film, so we were encouraged to create self-diaries using our camera phones. It was a long six hour flight next to Yolanda. We didn’t speak much. Donovan and Bailey were sitting right in front of us, holding hands and making out constantly. Donovan kept looking back at me with a big grin. When Bailey got up to use the bathroom, he looked at me and said, “You missed out.”

I wasn’t entirely sure what he meant. I certainly wasn’t attracted to Bailey, even though she was young, fit, and looked like she could have been a model for a lingerie company. We weren’t even in the air for an hour before she got drunk on the production’s dime. And I’m pretty sure she kept going to the bathroom to throw up.

Yolanda only broke the awkward silence between us a few times, to ask questions like, “Have you ever been to Florida?” and, “Do you think the weather will be nice.”

It was awkward having all the other couples around us, constantly kissing and flirting and giggling with excitement. I felt ripped off—like I was supposed to be getting that experience; it was the experience I signed up for. But instead, I ended up being slapped with a transgender. I was being kept on that show just for the eventual humiliation of her secret being revealed. There was always one big bombshell twist with every season, and this season, that bombshell was set to explode in my face.

Karen came by our seats. Her face was white and green and she’d been going back and forth to the bathroom. Apparently she didn’t handle traveling well. “Don’t forget to do your self-diaries,” she said before running off to throw up into a bag.

I looked at Yolanda and she looked at me. Then we both looked away quickly. “Should we do it then?” she asked.

“I guess so. What do you want to talk about?”

“I don’t know,” she said.

And then we were both silent. That silence was horrible. Just a few days ago, there was too much to talk about. It seemed like we would need ten lifetimes just to do all the talking we wanted to do. Now, as we sat next to one another, there was nothing to say. My brain was too busy trying to come up with solutions to think of conversation topics. I was convinced that there was a way to sneak out of this show without being humiliated, and without having to hear ‘I told you so’ from Tanner. Surely there was something I could do.

Yolanda took out her phone and held it out. She leaned over, resting her head on my shoulder for the first time.

Then she opened the camera feature and pressed record. She smiled so I did the same. “We’re on our way to Florida,” she said. I just nodded, freezing up completely. With her head on my shoulder, I could now smell her soft hair. That smell was confusing and wrong. She smelled like a woman, even though she technically wasn’t one. “We’re so excited to finally get to spend time together. I already feel like I know you so well.” She turned and looked into my eyes. I just remained frozen, unable to play along properly.

“It’s going to be fun,” I finally managed to say. Then she ended the recording and pulled her head off of my shoulder, filling me with relief.

“I’m sure that’ll do,” she said.

“I’m sure,” I said, looking away. And then she reached across me to grab a drink from the flight attendant. The glint of her engagement ring caught my eye, and I remembered that we were literally engaged. We were due to get married in just five weeks. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine, as if she just had the same realization. That look lasted for a very long three seconds, and then we both looked away.

“What’s the matter, Rudy?” Karen asked once we got into the car to take us to the Key West resort.

“What? What’s wrong?” I said.

“You aren’t kissing her. You aren’t holding her hand. Give us something,” she said. “Don’t shut down on us now. I know you’re tired. I know you didn’t sleep last night. No one slept last night. But you need to give our editors something to work with.”

So I looked down at Yolanda’s hand. I hesitated for a long moment, and then I reached over and grabbed it. She decided to shuffle over and lean against my body. She was warm and she smelled amazing, which was exactly what I was afraid of.

“Now,” Karen said. “When we get to the resort, you’re going to see all the other couples. Pretend like it’s the first time you’ve seen them since the Pairing Mansion. Oh, and Rudy, pretend like you’ve never seen the girls before—especially Bailey. And Yolanda, pretend like you’ve never seen the guys before—especially Donovan.”

“Why Donovan?” I asked curiously. Then there was an awkward silence. Was Yolanda close to getting engaged to Donovan? No—I wasn’t close to getting engaged with Bailey; Donovan was probably just the only other guy who spent time talking to her. And why would I care? It’s not like I actually planned to have a real relationship with Yolanda. As soon as I could figure out how to break up with her without embarrassing myself, I was going to.

The car pulled up in front of the resort, but Karen made us sit for a few minutes until she got the okay from her walkie-talkie. Then the doors of the other cars opened and all of the show’s contestants stepped out. “Okay,” Karen said. “Get out and act surprised.”

So we went along with the rouse. We acted surprised. The girls hugged the other girls and the guys all gave out high-fives to one another. Donovan insisted on giving me a hug and a firm pat on the back, as if I was his son or something. “Great to see you again, buddy,” he said, even though we hadn’t even gone twenty minutes without seeing each other.

“Likewise,” I said with a grunt as he patted me on the back again.

We had to redo the scene two more times because Bailey kept stumbling on her heels and then looking into the camera lens. She was still drunk from the airplane. “Is she going to be okay?” I asked Donovan.

“She’s fine,” he said. “Don’t worry about her.”

But the filming wasn’t over once the production was satisfied with our meeting scene. They filmed up getting our keys and they filmed us checking out our rooms. The resort was also a sponsor of the show, so we were told to compliment everything from the carpet to the ceiling fans.

“Okay, Rudy,” Karen said. “We’re all tired but we have one more scene to shoot. We need to get the two of you going to bed. I know that it’s still early, and I’m sure you’re just going to go down to the bar once we’re gone, but just pretend like it’s late and you’re exhausted from traveling—but you want to get intimate with your fiancee. Start by getting changed into your nighttime clothes.”

I looked at Yolanda. We parted the room towards our suitcases. I pulled out a pair of sweatpants and a cotton t-shirt. I looked over and saw her pulling out a red satin slip. I turned my back to her to get changed, leaving my boxers on under my sweatpants. But I could see her in the mirror, with her back to me as she pulled off her dress.

She really did have a nice body, which made no sense. She was curvy and every woman in America would have killed to have her blonde hair. She threw her hair back and stood up straight before bending over to step into her little slip. Now I could see her round, smooth bum. It was a nice bum, but it seemed so wrong.

On an impulse, I looked back at her. It was meant to be a small little peek that would go unnoticed, but I forgot that I had a whole team of people watching me. I felt the cameras all turn towards me as I looked at that bum. I tried to look away quickly, but I knew that the damage was already done. I knew that little glance would end up making the cut, and I was right.

She pulled that cute slip over her tight body, and then she turned to me. “How do I look?” she asked.

I felt my face turning red, even though I didn’t want it to. I didn’t want people to think that I was attracted to her if her secret was going to end up coming out. But I also didn’t want my friends—the ones who told me that I was making a big mistake—to think that they were right. “You look great,” I said.

She smiled and then she came towards me. I put my hands on her sides, feeling that tight satin against her skin. Then she leaned in for another kiss. I closed my eyes and let it happen. We kissed once again. Her soft lips mashed against mine, and then her arms wrapped around me. My heart fluttered before sinking into the pit of my stomach. I had no idea what was real anymore. Was she just putting on a show for the cameras or was she actually into me?

We fell down onto the bed. She giggled and looked into my eyes. Then I grabbed the blanket and pulled it over us, hoping it would signal the camera team to go away. That was how those scenes always ended in the show: the couple would start to become intimate and then the cameras would back out of the room. But sadly, we weren’t so lucky. Now I was rolled on top of Yolanda and the cameras were still rolling. I could feel her perky nipples against my chest, and I could feel her smooth, bare thighs rubbing against my legs. I could even feel her heart pounding, surprisingly just as hard as mine.

But we were under the covers. They couldn’t see our faces. Now, Yolanda wasn’t smiling or giggling. Her eyes were wide and she was gently biting her bottom lip. I narrowed my eyes, trying to figure out what was wrong. Then I felt it: pulsing against my lower abdomen. She was getting aroused. My heart stopped beating for a moment and a pulled a deep breath of air into my lungs. “Sorry,” she whispered. “I can’t help it.”

“It—It’s okay,” I said. “They’ll be done any minute now.”

But they weren’t calling cut. They just kept rolling, as if they knew that this was torture and they wanted it to sting even worse. I could still feel that shaft throbbing. It had slipped out from her panties and now it was pushing against her satin slip. She had her eyes closed and her face was dark red with humiliation. I actually felt a bit bad for her—but I was still furious with her deep down.

I couldn’t figure out why she signed up to be on Blind Love. Surely she knew that they would use her trans status as a twist to stir up some drama. “Give us a bit more action,” Karen finally said, killing the silence in the room. “Roll around a bit. You look like a couple of rocks under a blanket.”

I wrapped my arms around her and we began to roll around. She tried using her hand to push her erection back into her panties, but it just kept springing loose and rubbing against my leg. It was a horrible feeling. It didn’t help that the cotton of my sweatpants was thin, so I could feel pretty much everything: her veins, the round bulge of her tip, and the curve of her impressive length. I tried to pull my body away from it, but I was also terrified of it looking like we were fucking on camera. I didn’t want to be pulling my pelvis back and forth and making people think I was penetrating her.

Finally, Karen called out, “Cut! That’s a wrap for the night.”

We both waited a moment before gently pulling the covers down over our chests. We remained in the bed while the team cleaned up.

Karen helped the camera guys pack up their batteries. Then she looked over at us while we remained perfectly still in that awkwardly silent room. “You guys can go down to the bar now. Or are you waiting for us to leave so you can actually get frisky?” she asked.

I shook my head. “I think I’ll go down to the bar,” I said.

“Me too,” Yolanda said.

Then Karen continued staring. She didn’t realize that Yolanda was waiting for her erection to go away. And neither Karen nor Yolanda realized that I was also waiting for my erection to go away. It was an unfortunate consequence of rubbing together—and that feminine perfume didn’t help at all. I was now trying to slowly move my hand down between my legs, to stuff my throbbing cock into the waistband of my pants, just in case Yolanda or someone decided to pull back those covers.

I hated that I was erect. I hated that I got aroused rolling around with a transgender. It wasn’t right.

Once the crew was gone, we both remained under those sheets, still waiting for our humiliation to settle. “So what are we going to do?” I asked Yolanda.

She looked at me and shook her head. It was the first time we’d been alone since the moment in the bathroom. “I don’t know.”

“Are you going to come out on the show?” I asked.

“I think that’s the plan. It’s not really up to me.”

“Well it could be up to you. You could just not come out.”

“They’ll sue me,” she said. “I signed all the contracts. I agreed to say whatever they want me to say—and you did too.”

My stomach gargled. Why couldn’t she just take one for the team? Why did she have to drag both of us down? “My parents are going to disown me,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said, looking away as her face turned that familiar shade of dark red. Finally, my cock was flaccid enough that I could slip out of bed. I went straight to my pile of clothes. I was exhausted and wanted to go to sleep, but more than sleep, I needed a drink.

“It just is what it is,” I said. “I didn’t know what I was signing up for and you didn’t know what you were signing up for. Now I just need to figure out how to stop this from being the biggest mistake of my life. I’d rather not be disowned by my parents and mocked by my friends, but we can’t all get what we want, right?”

“Well maybe your parents won’t care,” she said. And it was hard not to laugh. I didn’t want to be mean. I knew that she was trans and she probably wanted more people to accept her as a normal person—and I personally had no issues with people being trans. But I couldn’t help what my baby boomer parents thought, and I couldn’t help what my friends would think.

“Sorry, but you don’t know my parents. And you don’t know my friends. It’s just—I’m sorry, but why the hell would you go on this show?”

“I don’t know. I guess I thought it would just be fun,” she said.

“Fun? You didn’t stop to think that you might end up getting someone humiliated?” I was starting to get mad now. I just couldn’t figure out what her motive was. “I just—I need some space right now.” I looked around the small room. There wasn’t even a couch to sleep on—just that queen-sized bed. I thought about going down to the lobby and seeing if I could get another room, but I knew they would probably alert the production, and then it would become a whole ordeal—and probably the highlight of some early episode of the show. But I couldn’t allow myself to be the focus of any episodes. I couldn’t end up being one of the couples that got made fun of for weeks and weeks after the show came out.

So I took a deep breath. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I—I don’t know what I’m saying. I’m just really tired. I haven’t figured out how to process everything. Want to come and grab a drink with me?”

She stared into my eyes, still looking a bit defeated. “Okay,” she said softly. So we both got dressed and then we met up at the door to our little suite.

“So what are we going to do?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess we just see what happens.”

“I guess so,” I said, feeling the last bit of hope that I still had inside of me drifting away. We didn’t speak much as we sipped our drinks. It was hard to think of things to talk about as people stared at us from across the bar. I saw them whispering with each other, letting the newcomers know that we were there for the show. In a weird way, we were like celebrities, and now I was starting to understand why celebrities were always getting so frustrated in public. I just wanted to have a drink—I didn’t want to have a bunch of people staring at me.

When the waitress came by, she made a point of looking down at Yolanda’s ring finger, almost as if she was trying to get a little bit of intel so she could tell her friends that she knew some fifth season spoilers.

I looked at Yolanda while she took a sip from her drink. I still couldn’t believe I had nothing to say to her. I couldn’t believe that we’d gone from having everything to say to having nothing to say. “I guess we should probably get some sleep before we have to film tomorrow,” I said.

“I guess so.”

So we went upstairs and we crawled into bed, with a long pillow between our bodies.


CHAPTER X

When I woke up the next morning, I was too tired to open my eyes. I could feel the faint glow of the morning sunlight against my eyelids, and I decided I would fall back asleep. I was comfortable, with a warm mass pressed against my body. I could feel her soft butt cheeks nestled against my lap, and in my over hand was her breast, and her perky nipple pressing into the palm of my hand. I snuggled in closer, getting more of her warm body pressed against my body.

“Can we get any tighter than that?” I heard a male voice ask.

I froze. Someone was in the room. And he wasn’t alone. I heard a pair of footsteps creeping forward. And that’s when I remembered I was currently the subject of a documentary series about men and women getting engaged without seeing each other first. Now, my fiancee was snuggled against my body, and I had an erection snuggled between her bare butt cheeks. Thankfully I was still wearing my sweatpants, though I knew that she would feel it once she woke up—if she wasn’t already awake.

My stomach groaned and I remained frozen, terrified of opening my eyes, like a toddler afraid to see the monster looming over his bed. I could feel the camera getting closer to my face. “That’s better,” that male voice whispered, as if they were trying not to wake us up. “Hold that shot. Are we getting sound on this, or is it MOS?”

“I’m speeding,” a voice said.

“Okay, we can tail slate, right?”

“Sure.”

Now Yolanda was stirring awake. She wriggled and then she stretched out her legs. I tried to wiggle my hips back, so I could get my morning erection away from her before she noticed, but I was near the edge of the bed; one little wiggle would have been enough to fall right off—and then the cameras would see my stiff bulge.

“Okay, now let’s wake them up. Rudy, Yolanda, wake up. Act natural. We’re filming. Pretend like we’re not here. Do whatever you would normally do. Just pretend like we aren’t in the room. Are you awake? Are they awake?”

“I don’t know,” whispered the camera guy.

I didn’t want to open my eyes first. Thankfully, Yolanda rolled over, onto her back—but the damage was done. They caught us cuddling and the footage would surely end up on Netflix. My parents would see me cuddling with a trans woman. After her big reveal, my friends would go back and watch that scene and they would cry with laughter.

I opened my eyes slowly and saw all three cameras aimed at us. “Just act natural,” The director said again. But it was hard to act natural with an audience of eight—not to mention the audience of a million that would be watching in a few months.

I looked on the floor next to my side of the bed and saw the long pillow that was supposed to keep us separated. How did it end up on the floor? How long had we been cuddling for?

It was probably for the best. It was good that they now had footage that made us look close and happy—as long as I could figure out a way to keep Yolanda from coming out on the show. I just needed to figure out some loophole.

“Talk about your sleep,” the director whispered.

Then Yolanda looked at me. “Good morning,” she said with a soft voice. She had a bit of a morning rasp, which was actually kind of sexy, with her blonde hair all ruffled and cute.

“Hey,” I said.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Fine.”

Then we became silent. The director broke the silence. “Yolanda, why don’t you tell him that you had fun last night. Maybe give him a little wink.”

My heart fluttered and fizzled down into my stomach. I didn’t think she was actually going to do it—and then she did. “Last night was fun,” she said with a smile and a wink.

I could feel my face turning white. Why did she play along? Why didn’t she put up a little bit of a fight? Now the entire world was going to think that we fucked. Under any under circumstances, that would have been wonderful. But knowing that the world would soon find out that she was actually born a boy—it was less than ideal.

“We should go get some breakfast,” I said.

“That sounds fine.”

“Yolanda, why don’t you get changed?” the director said. “Maybe change in the same room—make it look like you guys are already comfortable with each other.”

She nodded her head slowly.

“Let’s get a closed set. One camera, one sound guy.” Half of the crew shuffled out of the room so Yolanda could change, not that it made any difference. Sure, they would blur any nip slips, but there were still three strangers standing in the room, and Yolanda wasn’t actually perfectly comfortable with me.

But surprisingly, she still did it. She went to her suitcase and grabbed a little dress. Then she pulled her little slip off and tossed it on the ground. From behind her, I could see her side-boob. She had great tits. And her ass was something to fancy as well: perky and round and soft. Her panties covered her crack and somehow kept her big bulge from falling down between her legs.

Her dress was cute: a tight, white lace dress, like something a girl might wear at her wedding reception. I looked around the room at the director, the sound guy, and the cameraman. They were all staring at Yolanda’s body with wide eyes. Did they not already know her secret? Were the producers the only ones who knew? Surely these men wouldn’t be ogling her if they knew that she was born a boy. And I had to admit that their admiration for my fiancee made me feel a little bit better. Maybe it wouldn’t be too embarrassing once she came out. If she could fool the whole crew, then maybe she could fool the audience of the show—and then maybe they wouldn’t laugh so hard at me for being ‘fooled’.

Unsurprisingly, nobody ogled me when I got changed in the room. I even saw the sound guy wincing slightly when I slipped my sweatpants down to the floor. Yolanda giggled at me. “What?” I said.

“Your bum is so pale,” she said.

“What, am I supposed to tan my ass?” I said.

She giggled again, and I couldn’t help but let a little chuckle of my own slip out.

We went down to the restaurant for breakfast. As we sat down, Yolanda’s producer told the waitress to give our bill to the production. A small wave of relief washed over me. Maybe there was a slight silver-lining to being with the production. Maybe there were a few perks to having my privacy and humility stripped from me.

I didn’t hold back when the waitress came by to take our orders. I made sure to order the lobster breakfast, with access to the buffet, with a coffee, a large orange juice, and a Bloody Mary to cure the slight hangover that was ringing in the back of my head.

I got a dirty look from Yolanda’s producer. “Are you actually going to eat and drink all of that?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s what I would have ordered regardless. You didn’t have to pick up the tab.”

He groaned as if it made a difference. It was a well known fact that Blind Love brought in millions of viewers, and they probably had hundreds of millions of profits—I wasn’t going to make the show go broke with my luxury breakfast.

“So what are we doing today?” Yolanda asked me.

“I don’t know. Maybe we can go hang out at the beach,” I said.

“You’re going snorkeling,” hushed the director. “So let’s take that answer again. Ready? Action!”

I sighed. I didn’t want to go snorkeling, but I knew I didn’t have the choice. “We’re going snorkeling,” I said, faking my biggest smile. I was tired of doing retakes after a long week of doing take after take after take. I just wanted to breeze through filming so I could have a short moment of peace at the end of the day.

“With the dolphins,” hushed the director.

“We’re going snorkeling with the dolphins!” I said with a giant smile and so much fake enthusiasm that I nearly made Yolanda spit out her coffee.

The director sighed. “Take it again!” he said. “And lost the attitude, please.” Now Yolanda was giggling. She couldn’t seem to stop herself. She had an addictive giggle. I bit down on the edge of my lip and let a little snicker out.

“Where are we going, Rudy?” she asked with her big grin.

I leaned over the table with a big grin of my own. “We’re going snorkeling… with the dolphins,” I whispered.

“Louder, please,” the director said.

So I stood up on my chair and yelled, “Hey everybody! We’re going snorkeling with the dolphins!” I don’t know what had gotten into me. Maybe I was having a mini mental breakdown. But I just couldn’t help myself. Yolanda’s inability to stop herself from giggling just seemed to get me going. Finally, after the director groaned and walked away for a moment, we managed to calm down, and then we got a good take.

They only gave us five minutes to get ready for the drive out to the snorkeling tour boat. Yolanda tried to put on a bit of makeup, but she only managed to get a touch of eyeliner on around her big eyes. Though she didn’t need a lot. She had naturally big eyes and naturally thick eyelashes. Her skin was fine too: a few little spots from old pimples, but those somehow just made her seem more likeable.

On the drive towards the boat, I noticed her freckles for the first time. She had a cute band across her nose and cheeks, and a larger band on her shoulders and upper back. “What are you looking at?” she asked me when she noticed me looking down her back. She was only wearing a bikini, so I could pretty much see everything.

“I like your freckles,” I said. I said it partially because there was a camera in my face, waiting for me to say something. But I also said it because it was true: I’d always liked girls with freckles, and Tanner knew it. It was one of my weaknesses.

Now I could feel my cheeks turning red. I didn’t mean for her to catch me looking at her body, even though it was a harmless little peer down her back. I found myself biting down on my tongue while a new thought began to swirl in my head: ‘Why couldn’t she just be a real girl?’

It would have been so much easier had she just been a real girl. She was pretty and she was fun, and we had a lot to talk about when we weren’t both thinking about the fact that she was trans. Had that one little detail been different, I wouldn’t have been battling to figure out how I could get off of this show; instead, I would be praising the show for successfully matching me with the girl of my dreams.

I tensed up as that term brushed through my mind: girl of my dreams. She wasn’t the girl of my dreams. Sure, she was pretty and we had a few things in common, but she certainly wasn’t the girl of my dreams. For starters, she’d spent the majority of her life as a boy. And even though she was mostly female now, every cell in her body was still male. There was still a possibility of her suffering from male pattern baldness in the future. She still couldn’t have kids—even though I didn’t necessarily want to have kids. She still had a prostate, and she had to use pills to hold back her male hormones, and more pills to stimulate the production of female hormones.

I looked out the window. The harbor was coming into view. And standing on the pier was Karen, holding her big binder and wearing a big pair of sunglasses. The morning had been so hectic, I hadn’t even realized she hadn’t been there.

“Get a good sleep?” she asked as we got out from the car. “Well I got a great sleep. I’ve never felt better. We’ve got a big day today. We need to film you guys snorkeling, and then we need to get lunch scenes, dinner scenes, and then you’ll be meeting the other couples for drinks at the bar. We want to get some drama there, so prepare yourself a little bit for that. But first, we’ll do these snorkeling scenes. Let’s get on this boat. Quit dragging your feet! C’mon! I want to FaceTime my kids before they go to sleep tonight.”

Aside from the cameras constantly being thrusted into our faces, the snorkeling trip wasn’t so bad. I always thought snorkeling seemed like a major pain in the ass: with all the gear and the cold water and I’ve never liked the idea of trying to breathe underwater. But it was actually a lot of fun. Below the surface of the water, I could see for miles. We saw dolphins and tons of different fish, and I’m convinced that I saw a baby whale, though the guide told me it was highly unlikely.

But it was hard to film us in the water, so most of that trip was spent hanging out on the boat deck, in the sun. They wanted us to talk about whether or not we wanted to have kids one day, and if so, when. “So do you want to have kids?” I asked Yolanda. And I had a bad feeling that this was their way of getting her to come out. I had no idea if they were going to spring it on me quickly or if they were going to wait until the bitter end. In my head, I was trying to figure out which would be worse.

“Well, we talked about it a bit in the Pairing Pods,” she said. “I think I want kids one day. I’d like to adopt.”

“Rudy, ask her why she wants to adopt,” said the director. My stomach fluttered. I licked my lips, which were dry from the salty air.

“Um,” I said. I could suddenly feel everyone staring at me. “Why do you want to adopt?” I asked, looking into her eyes. I could see that she was nervous. Her eyes were wide and her skin was paler than usual.

“Well,” she said, looking down at her legs. “I, uh, think that there are lots of kids stuck in the foster system, and they need homes too, you know?”

“Totally,” I said. “That’s where I’m at too.” I made a big smile. But I could tell the director and our producers weren’t satisfied.

“I’ve actually looked into it before, just out of curiosity. There are some agencies in Ukraine that have good reputations.”

“Really?” I said.

And then I heard Karen sighing. “Rudy, why don’t you ask her if she wants to have kids of her own?”

I looked at Yolanda again, and now her skin was really pale. “So do you want to have kids of your own?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’d like to, but I don’t think that’s possible.”

“Why not?” I asked, before they told me to ask. I wanted to close my eyes. I wanted to throw myself over the edge of the boat and swim to the nearest deserted island, so I could live there forever, and never know what my parents thought about my terrible decision to go on the show.

“I can’t, uh, medically have kids,” she said.

“Oh, I see,” I said. And I was waiting for the producers to make me push her further, but strangely, they left it at that. Apparently they just wanted to squeeze a bit of foreshadowing in. They wanted to keep me in the dark—and I couldn’t help but wonder if they already knew that I knew.

“Okay, I think that’s a wrap for snorkeling scenes. Let’s head back to land and get some lunch shots,” said Karen.

“What do we need for lunch shots?” asked Yolanda’s designated producer.

“Just them eating. If we can get a compliment or two in there, that would be great. Just mid-episode filler.”

The crew started packing up their gear on the other end of the boat, leaving us alone for the first time that morning. Yolanda was staring down at her lap. The giddy joy she’d been demonstrating all morning was suddenly gone. “You okay?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just—I don’t want to embarrass you, but in the end, I have to say whatever they want me to say. And trust me—I don’t want to come out on camera. I don’t want my grandparents to know about this. Whenever I go to visit them—which is only once every couple of years—I have to tie my hair up and dress up like a boy. It’s very awkward, but I know they just won’t understand. Some people just aren’t there yet, and will probably never be there.”

I nodded my head and looked down at my own lap. “It’s fine,” I said. “I have a plan. I think I can convince Karen to let it slide. I can’t make any promises, but I think she has a soft side.”

“You think so?” Yolanda asked, looking into my eyes with her big, glittery eyes.

I nodded my head. “I’m just saying there’s a chance. I’m not guaranteeing anything. She’s in a good mood today, so maybe I’ll try this afternoon.”

But that good mood didn’t last. When we met up with her at the lunch restaurant, she was fuming. Her face was red and her lips were pressed thin. I was afraid to go near her as she huffed and puffed. She waved over Yolanda’s designated producer. “What’s going on?” he said.

“They lost the fucking footage,” she said.

“What footage?”

“This morning’s footage. Your dim camera team didn’t back the files up, and now they’re gone. Howard dropped the card in the water before getting on the boat, and he just confessed now. I want him fired.”

“It’s fine,” said the male producer. “We’ll reshoot that stuff. We can drag up a couple of 10Ks to their room and it will take an hour.”

“That was supposed to be my fucking hour with my kids!” she snapped. “You know how pissed my husband already is with me? Every conversation we’ve had in the past three months has been a fucking fight because of this goddamned job. I don’t get any goddamned time off and it’s taking a toll on my family.”

“You had this morning off,” the man made the mistake of saying.

Karen took a deep breath. “And you idiots managed to fuck it all up by not backing up the fucking footage!” she yelled. The whole restaurant became quiet as every patron looked over at the steaming Karen.

So my plan to talk to Karen went on hold, until she was in a better mood.


CHAPTER XI

The long day of filming ended with us in bed, finishing up the reshoot of our morning scenes. The last shot they needed was of us sleeping and waking up. And after that long day, it was difficult to open my eyes every time they closed. And the shooting was made especially awkward because they wanted us to cuddle the same way we did that morning, pressed tightly together, in our thin sleeping clothes.

“Give her a kiss good morning,” Karen said.

“We didn’t do that this morning,” I said.

“So do it now. She’s your fiancee, Rudy,” said Karen through clenched teeth. And I knew that I needed to get into Karen’s good books. I needed her to like me—love me, even. Yolanda rolled over and looked into my eyes, and then I leaned forward and kissed her. It wasn’t nearly as awkward as our previous smooches. I was getting used to kissing her, in a weird way. I knew that we both understood it was for the show, so I wasn’t worried about giving her the wrong impression. And it was easy enough to close my eyes and imagine that I was kissing a woman. Her lips did, after all, feel like the lips of a woman. They were soft and plump. She was a gentle kisser. In fact, after the third take of kissing her in that bed, I started to feel a bit awkward, almost looking forward to getting to do another take—but I knew that was wrong. I knew that I needed to remind myself that she was trans.

“Okay, that’s a wrap,” Karen said. “Good enough.” She looked defeated, and I didn’t blame her. It was nearly 10:00 PM, and her kids were almost definitely already in bed. I slipped out of bed and caught up to her as she began to pack up her things in the corner of the room.

“Sorry that took so long, Karen,” I said.

“It’s not your fault that moron dropped the card into the Atlantic Ocean,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Well, I feel like I’m learning quickly with all this production stuff. Maybe I can be on the lookout for stuff like that,” I said.

She looked up into my eyes. I caught a gleam in her retina before she said, “If I’m not here, then absolutely: remind these guys to back up their footage. And if you see them dragging their feet, tell them to hurry up.”

“Sure can do,” I said.

And then Karen cracked a smile. A burst of warm hope materialized in my chest. Maybe I would be able to get some sympathy from her. Maybe I could get her to drop the whole trans subplot. “See you tomorrow,” I said to her. And then I picked her bag up off the ground and handed it to her.

“Thanks, Rudy,” she said, suddenly not sounding so angry. The redness was beginning to flush from her face.

“My pleasure.” I went back to our room, which was quickly clearing out as the tired production members left for the night.

“Two more nights in paradise,” Yolanda said. “Then it’s back to the real world.”

I nodded my head, and then I realized what ‘the real world’ meant. I remembered previous seasons, where the drama always grew exponentially once contestants returned to the real world. And, as if on cue, I received a text message from Karen. “Sorry, Rudy, but I forgot to ask—could you send me the names of a few close friends? We want to reach out for interviews back home.”

A lump began to form in my throat.

“What is it?” Yolanda asked.

I shook my head. “It’s nothing,” I said. “Karen just wants me to send her some stuff.” My stomach turned. I knew they didn’t just want to get interviews with my friends. I knew that they were going to try to stir up some drama. The production of Blind Love was sneaky and conniving. They were probably going to try to dig up some dirt on me, so they could throw it in my face—and in Yolanda’s face.

I tried to think of my least innocent friends. But I didn’t have many friends, and I couldn’t just send her names of people I hadn’t talked to in eight years. I knew I had to send her Tanner’s information. I knew that I needed to give her what she wanted if I was going to be able to get what I wanted: Yolanda’s secret to remain a secret.

*

It happened again. I woke up with my arm over Yolanda, her body pressed against mine, and my cock was a throbbing erection. The pillow barrier between us was on the ground, and I could see Yolanda’s sleeping face in the mirror across from her: she was snoozing peacefully, with a small smile on her face. And how had it happened again? Why were we snuggled together? I’d never been much of a deep sleeper, and as far as I knew, I’d never done any sleep walking or sleep talking or sleep throwing pillows on the floor to cuddle up with transgender women. So she must have been doing it—and was she doing it in her sleep, or was she waiting for me to fall asleep so she could snuggle into me?

There were no cameras in the room, but I knew they would arrive shortly, seeing the sun was starting to rise over the distant horizon. So I slipped carefully out of bed and went into the bathroom. I closed the door and looked down at my cock. The erection just wouldn’t go away. It had been almost two weeks since I’d last masturbated, which was a personal record. And now I was dying from the horniness. I knew that I would end up doing something regrettable if I didn’t deal with my stiff situation, so I clutched my fingers around it and began to gently jerk myself.

The silence in that bathroom made me nervous. I wasn’t used to being surrounded by silence. It had been so long since I’d experienced complete silence, so now I was extra conscious of every noise I was making, including the very quiet sound of my foreskin moving up and down my bulbous tip as I pumped myself.

But even though it had been weeks since I’d last gotten off, I just wasn’t able to make myself come. I looked around the room for something to use. Sadly, I’d left my phone on the nightstand, so I couldn’t look up a picture of Kate Upton or some other hot model. I tried using my imagination, but my brain was scattered with anxiety. Then I looked down on the floor and spotted a pile of Yolanda’s clothes in the corner. I knelt down and dug in and found a pair of red panties. As I curled my fingers around them, I smelled her amazing perfume. I held the panties up to my nose and breathed in the smell of that perfume—along with the smell of the sweat from her balls. It wasn’t a manly smell, but it definitely smelled like sweat; but I was horny enough to be turned on by it.

I wrapped the red lacy panties around my cock and squeezed tight. Now my cock was harder than ever before and throbbing intensely. I tried to pretend like the panties belonged to some hot model, and not to a trans woman with a cock and balls.

I closed my eyes and jerked faster. And then the image of Yolanda came into my mind. I could see her naked: her warm, smooth skin completely uncovered. I imagined her squeezing her perky breasts. A whimper escaped my lips. I squeezed my cock harder as an amazing euphoria swelled inside of me. I pumped faster. I had to reach out to grab onto the edge of the sink counter. I curled my fingers around that sink ledge and pumped fast. Now I had the image of Yolanda clutching her cock in my mind. I could picture her pumping it quickly, stroking it as she moaned with her long blonde hair gracing her soft, freckled back. I imagined her squeezing it as her climax approached, and then I imagined her blasting her own abdomen with a large glazing of glistening white cum.

And I was just about to come when there was a knock at the bathroom door. “Hey, are you almost done in there? I really have to pee,” Yolanda said, making me jump. But it was too late to stop myself: I was coming. The first blast of cum shot out from my cock as I groaned. It went straight into her panties. The next three shots filled her panties as well, and then cum began to drip through the small holes in the lace, and I realized that I’d meant to come into the toilet or into some tissue paper, and not into her panties!

“Shit,” I muttered.

“Rudy? You okay?” Yolanda asked.

My cock continued to drain—apparently I was having the biggest expulsion of cum in my entire life. I shuddered all over with the last moment of euphoria before forcing myself to say, “Sorry, I’m just shaving.”

But I don’t know why I said it, because I wasn’t shaving and I had no intention of shaving.

“Mind if I just slip in to pee for a minute?” she asked.

I had none of my shaving stuff out, and not even a dab of shaving cream on my face. And to make matters worse, I had her panties in my hand, and my cum was soaking into the soft lace. “Yeah, sure,” I said. “Just give me a second to wash the shaving cream off of my hand.” I tried acting quickly, running the hot water, rinsing the cum off of my hand, stuffing her panties into my shaving kit as I quickly spread shaving cream on my face. But I still had that erection, and my sweatpants were still on the ground.

I suddenly heard Yolanda giggling. Did she know that I was in the bathroom masturbating? Was my delaying just making it more and more obvious? I tried pulling up my sweatpants and I rushed to the door.

“Sorry,” I said. “I, uh—I’m really flustered this morning.” I wasn’t able to look her in the eyes. She was smiling and her cheeks were red. I did my best to brush by her before she could notice my erection. I looked back before she closed the door, and I could see splotches of my own cum on the ground. Luckily there were spots of water on the ground as well.

Once she was finished, I noticed that there were footsteps where my cum had been, and now it was squished and spread out. She must have stepped on it, which meant my cum was on the bottom of her foot. I felt a bit bad and terrible embarrassed, especially since she still had that big smirk on her face. She knew that she’d caught me masturbating. It was only five minutes later, while I was shaving, when she asked, “Have you seen my panties? They were with my clothes.”

“Panties? Huh? Why would I have seen panties?” I asked. My face was turning red. She started looking around for them. I pulled my shaving kit towards me, and when she wasn’t looking, I made sure that they were stuffed down as far as they would go. I felt like such a crazed degenerate, stuffing cum-soaked panties deep into my shaving kit. Why did I use her panties to jerk off to begin with? What was I thinking?

The camera team showed up a few minutes later. Karen was with them, looking exhausted and grumpy. “Okay, morning shots,” she said. “Let’s get them quickly.”

The day went more smoothly than previous days. The camera team was in a groove, us contestants were in a groove, and there wasn’t much drama to film, so the scenes were all quick—for us, at least. But Steve and Ashley were another story.

Apparently, Ashley admitted to Steve that she wasn’t 39, as she originally claimed—but she was 49. And to be honest, I was under the impression she was about 50, and I just assumed it was the case; I had no idea that she’d been lying and putting herself in her thirties. This revelation was particularly dreadful to Steve, who wanted to have kids and was under the impression his fiancee was still young enough to create human life.

Yolanda and I caught a glimpse of them later that night, fighting in the bar with four camera teams around them. We were finished filming for the night, so the producers just asked us to stay out of the shots while we had our drinks. “So I guess this episode will be mostly about them then,” Yolanda said.

“Poor guy,” I said. “Do you think he was really surprised? Or do you think they’re just playing it up for the cameras?”

“I don’t know. He looks pretty surprised. He definitely looks angry.”

“That’s for sure,” I said. Steve was now standing up and pointing at Ashley. His face was dark red and he was yelling, “You lied to me! You lied to me!” over and over.

“Think we’ll have a big fight like that?” Yolanda asked.

“That depends. Are you lying to me about your age?” I asked with a smirk.

She made a fake little gasp. “Oh no. I meant to tell you, but I’m actually eighty three.”

I gasped and threw my head back. “You lied to me?!” I stood up. “How could you lie to me?!”

“I’m so sorry, Rudy. I was going to tell you that my eighty-eighth birthday is coming up! I really was going to tell you!”

“Eighty eight? You lied to me again!?”

“I’m sorry. It’s just hard being ninety. No one wants to date a ninety year old.” She pressed her face into the palms of her hands. “I’m so sorry.”

“Ninety!? You’re actually ninety?”

Now everyone in the bar was looking at us. Even a few of the production members were staring at us with unimpressed looks on their faces.

“Oh God, I should have just told you that I’m actually one-hundred and twelve years old!” Yolanda said.

“Are you guys done yet?” asked one of the producers. Now Steve and Ashley were staring at us, looking even more unimpressed than their designated producers.

We both sat down and started giggling. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine, and then that unfortunately fluttered back through my mind: Why couldn’t she just be a proper girl?

The thought stung, but at least I had a bit of hope glistening inside of me, that I would be able to convince Karen to lose a few rating points for the sake of our sanities.

Outside on the patio, Bailey and Donovan were finishing up shooting their scenes: more making out, more stroking each other’s hair. “They’re so phoney,” Yolanda said.

“Why do you say that?” I asked, even though I agreed with her.

“I don’t know. You know I was talking to that Bailey girl and she’s trying to break into the modeling world. I’ll be you anything that she’s just using this show to promote herself.”

“Really?” I said.

“It’s just a hunch. Oh God, listen to me—I sound so catty. I’m not usually this catty.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I don’t like that Donovan guy. He seems fake too. I’m not convinced that he’s an airline pilot.”

“Why do you say that?” Yolanda asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. Something about him just makes me think that he’s a liar—or an actor. Do you think that any of the couples are actually actors?”

“I haven’t thought about it,” she said.

Donovan and Bailey finished shooting. Once the camera team left, they got up, hand in hand, and started to head back to their room.

“Should we follow them?” Yolanda whispered with a big grin on her face.

“You want to follow them?” I asked with a small chuckle.

“It could be fun. We can see what they’re really up to. Aren’t they in the garden suite? We can probably see into their room if we find the right angle.”

I smiled. I was surprised by Yolanda’s naughty side. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s go.” So we left a tip and then we got up and followed them back to their room. We kept our distance, hiding behind bushes and trees whenever they were about to turn to look back. Yolanda couldn’t stop giggling, and the sound of her giggling made me giggle a few times.

At one point, Donovan did a full spin around, so I had to grab Yolanda and pull her tight against me, in a little nook on the side of the building. Her chest was pressed against mine and she was looking into my eyes, still giggling. “Shh,” I said.

“You’re laughing too,” she said.

“I know. But I’m laughing because you’re laughing.”

“Well maybe I’m laughing because you’re laughing!” I said.

“Shh!” she said, pressing a finger against my lips.

We both giggled and then peeked around the corner. They were gone, so we jogged to catch up. Then, around the corner, we had a view of their room. We got there just in time to see Donovan shutting the curtains. But they weren’t closed completely—a crack was left open.

“C’mon,” Yolanda said, grabbing me by the hand and giving me a playful tug.

“Are you crazy?” I said. “We’re going to get kicked out of the resort!”

“It’ll be fun. Let’s see if they’re really actors.”

I hesitated, and then I followed, running with her and giggling as we hopped over the small picket fence between their little deck and the resort grass. Yolanda let go of my hand and crept up to the window.

“Don’t get seen!” I whispered.

“They can’t see anything. It’s so bright in their room.”

“Be careful,” I said.

“Oh my God,” she hushed. “You have to see this.”

“What? What are they doing?”

“Come look.”

“I don’t want to. This is crazy. I thought you were just kidding around.”

She looked back at me with a big smile. “Live a little,” she said.

I groaned and rolled my head, and then I reluctantly crept up to their window. It felt very wrong—but the adrenaline felt kind of nice. It was fun getting into a bit of trouble.

I peered through the slit in the curtains. Bailey and Donovan were both undressing. Bailey grabbed the base of her tight shirt and pulled it up over her braless tits. There were visible scars under her breasts from a recent breast surgery. “We shouldn’t be looking,” I said, stepping back.

“Oh, you’re not fun,” Yolanda said, stepping back with me.

“What if people looked at us while we were in our room?” I said.

“Well they wouldn’t see much, would they?” she said with a sly wink.

I looked away quickly, feeling strangely shy.

“Do you think they do weird stuff?” Yolanda whispered.

“Who?”

“Bailey and Donovan,” she said.

“What kind of weird stuff?” I said.

“I bet they do weird stuff.” She giggled, and then once again, I couldn’t help but giggle as well. I don’t know why her laughter was so contagious. Her smile was also strangely contagious.

Then Yolanda crept back up to the window. “Hey! What are you doing?” I hushed. I was already at the fence, about to hop over before a resort security guard decided to stroll by.

“Oh my God,” she said. “You have to come see this.”

“No. It’s none of our business.”

“You won’t want to miss it,” she said.

I groaned. I was extremely curious, but I wasn’t quite sure why. Maybe it was her contagious curiosity, just like her smile and her laughter. So I crept up to the window and peered between that slit in the curtains. Bailey was on her knees, on the carpet, with a blindfold around her eyes. She had her hands up near her chest, fingers pointed down as if she was imitating a begging puppy. Donovan had his head tilted back and his eyes closed. He was stroking his flaccid penis, but for some reason he wasn’t looking down at his fiancee.

“What are they doing?” Yolanda asked.

“Minding their own business,” I said. But it was a bit strange. Bailey wasn’t moving—she was just blindfolded and sitting like a patient dog while Donovan stroked his cock, with his eyes closed. We watched for a long minute while Donovan’s cock got bigger and bigger. “We really shouldn’t be watching this.”

“Don’t you want to see what the hell they’re doing?” Yolanda asked.

I squirmed. For some reason I wanted to know, even though I knew it was none of my business. So we stayed to watch. Now Donovan was rock hard. He took his free hand and started to feel his own body, running his fingers over the contours of his muscles, and spending a good deal of time exploring his own pecs. Bailey continued to remain still.

“This is just weird,” I said.

“Is this all they’re going to do?” Yolanda whispered.

“I guess so.”

It was another minute later when Donovan belted out a deep ground. He stumbled forward with his cock clenched firmly in his fist, and then he began to come all over Bailey’s face and hair. He made a real mess, and she only flinched slightly when the first shot connected with her nose. I looked away before he finished. “This is just gross. C’mon, let’s get out of here before we get arrested.”

Yolanda finally backed away from the window. Her cheeks were red and she was giggling once again, unable to stop herself. He hopped over the little fence and we jogged until we reached the little path—then we slowed down and acted as casually as possible.

Across the grassy patch, we noticed a group of people pointing at us, recognizing us from all of the filming that had been happening around the resort. “They’re so desperate for spoilers,” Yolanda said. “It’s like everyone wants to be in on some secret, even though it has nothing to do with them.”

“I guess some people are just desperate to make their lives meaningful. If they know something that thousands of other people want to know, they’re somehow better—or something like that. I don’t know, I’ve never understood it.”

“Well I can’t totally blame them,” Yolanda said. “It’s exciting knowing something that no one else knows. Like Bailey and Donovan—aside from them, we’re the only people who know that they do… whatever that was.” She chuckled, and I chuckled as well.

The group was still watching us, as if we were going to do something wild. One of them lifted up a camera phone, aimed in our direction. “I guess we’re going to be on someone’s Facebook or Twitter now,” I said.

“We should pretend to make-out,” Yolanda said.

The thought was silly and fun, so I grabbed her and spun her around. I dipped her and leaned in, pressing my nose against hers. She giggled. We turned our heads slightly away from the group so they wouldn’t be able to see that our lips were actually touching.

And then our lips actually touched, and we kissed. For the first time without cameras on us, we were making out. I don’t know why I was letting it happen—I may have even been the one to initiate the kiss. No, she definitely initiated the kiss—she was the one who turned her face towards mine, so our lips were touching… but I was the one to actually kiss her. But she instantly kissed back!

But why weren’t we stopping? Why was I allowing the kiss to continue. Why was I letting her explore my body with her hands now, and why was I exploring her body with my hands? We slowly stood back upright, not breaking away from the kiss. Her lips parted and I let her wet tongue slide into my mouth. Our tongues wrapped together, and the kiss continued.

I knew that she was a biological male. I knew that she was a transgender. I knew that my friends and family would mock and disown me if they knew what I was doing—so why was I doing it? My heart was pounding ferociously now. I could feel my legs beginning to wobble as anxiety crept through my whole body. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I opened my eyes just as she opened her eyes. Now we were looking into each other’s eyes, still kissing.

Finally, I gathered the courage to pull away. We were silent for a long moment. Then we looked back over at the group. They were still filming us, so we looked away quickly. “That was nice,” Yolanda said with rosy cheeks.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said.

“Want to go back to the room?” she asked.

My heart fluttered and throbbed into my ribcage. I knew that I needed to tell her no—I needed to tell her that we couldn’t explore this avenue. But for some reason, I said, “Let’s go.”

So we went back to the room. As soon as the door was closed and the curtains were shut (without even a slit to expose us to any peeping toms), we started kissing again. Now we were determined. She was almost clawing at me as she grasped my body, and I was squeezing her all over, making her moan and whimper.

I got her little dress straps off of her shoulders and then I tugged her little dress to the floor. Then I made quick work of her bra so I could squeeze her perky tits. They were much softer than I was expecting—and unlike Bailey’s tits, there were no scars.

I took her nipples with my thumbs and pointer fingers and gently rolled, massaging and stimulating. She moaned. Then we fell down on the bed. I was on top of her, topless. She reached down for my belt to get my cock free. My cock was already hard and throbbing against the inside of my jeans. She freed it and it flung upwards, almost slapping my abdomen. Her eyes lit up and she gasped. But I still hadn’t forgotten that she was hiding a cock of her own in her little panties. I could see the bulge now: throbbing and stiffening. I could make out the definition of her tip and her thick veins. It was real and it was big—maybe bigger than my own. I had to look away from it. The sight of the long, curved shaft just filled me with a terrible anxiety: a reminder that I was indulging in something very wrong.

She reached down and grabbed my stiff cock, letting out another cute whimper. Some of my anxiety suddenly fluttered away as she squeezed firmly. She began to stroke. She had soft, gentle fingers, applying the perfect amount of pressure in the perfect places. I began to melt, letting out a loud sigh of relief. I looked down at her chest, which was speckled with cute faint freckles. I grabbed her breasts again and squeezed, getting one more cute moan out from her lips.

Then I couldn’t help but look down again. Now she was fully erect and her cock was out from her panties, poking out the top of her lace band and stretching beyond her belly button. I gasped. She reached down and tried to cover it with both of her hands, but even combined, both of her hands weren’t big enough to cover the massive beast. I forced myself to look away.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“Huh?” I was able to say. My mind wasn’t operating properly. I looked into her eyes and tried to force a smile.

“I said I’m sorry.”

“About what?”

“Having a dick,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I said with glazed eyes. But really it wasn’t fine. It was the only thing stopping me from accepting her as a fiancee. It just seemed wrong on so many different levels. I knew my parents wouldn’t approve, I knew my friends would make fun of me, and I knew it simply wasn’t biologically normal. People can’t just change their genders. Her body was still technically a male body—and not even just that penis. Her skin was male skin, even though it seemed so smooth and soft. Her bum was a male bum, even though it was so perky and round. Her torso was a male torso, even though she had perfect tits and a narrow waist and wide hips, just like a woman.

I leaned down and kissed her again. I was having a hard time breathing through the lump in my throat, but I was having a harder time gathering my sensibilities. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I just couldn’t stop myself.

We continued kissing and she latched back onto my cock with her firm grip, stroking gently and making me even more aroused and out of control. I stared into her eyes and she stared into mine. Then I grabbed under her knees and I pulled her legs up, so her bum was exposed. I lifted up her big ball sack with my left hand and then I used my right hand to guide my tip to her puckering asshole. “Oh God,” she whimpered. She was gently biting her bottom lip, squirming slightly with buzzing anticipation. I had to lean my head forward to spit, to get a bit of lubrication right on her hole. I used the tip of my cock to spread it again, and then she moaned again.

I closed my eyes as I pushed in. There was an awful dread churning in my gut, and it just wouldn’t go away. It didn’t help that I could always see that big, erect cock. It was always in my line of sight, no matter how much I turned my head. And it didn’t help that it was strangely mesmerizing. I couldn’t look away from it for some reason. It was interesting, the way it throbbed and pulsed as it sat on her soft abdomen.

The tip of my cock was inside of her tight body. Her eyes were open and she was staring at me, so I had to try hard not to look disgusted. I wanted to be disgusted. I wanted to jump away in revolt, but for some reason I just couldn’t summon that disgust. I couldn’t force myself to think she was gross or unattractive. I tried spotting her Adam’s apple and I tried convincing myself that her shoulders were broader than the average woman’s shoulders—but none of that mattered. My cock remained rock hard and I desperately wanted to fuck her. So I pushed my cock in deeper, eliciting one more soft moan.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” I said. “You’re so tight.”

She nodded her head. Her cheeks were dark red, making her freckles stand out even more. I looked down at my cock. I saw that her ball sack was just grazing the top of my shaft, but I couldn’t convince myself to care. I whimpered and shuddered and pushed in deeper. I could feel her tight anal lips contracting along the length of my cock, puckering and begging me to go deeper. I pushed hard, groaning. It was tighter than any hole I’d ever stuck my cock into.

“Oh God,” she groaned again. And now I was starting to worry about hurting her. Was I going to damager her insides? Was she too petite for my big cock? Then I looked down at her cock. If my cock was causing her distress, what would that thing do to a person? Surely it would leave a person without the ability to walk for days.

She grabbed her own cock with her prettily manicured hand. She began to stroke with a gentle fist. I don’t think she realized she was doing it—I think it was a basic instinct: an instinctual reaction to the swell of euphoria that was consuming her pretty body.

I didn’t stop her from stroking herself. I just watched as she tilted her head back and let her lips part. I basked in the smell of her amazing perfume, with a tinge of sweat in the air. I began to pump slowly, making her knees contract upwards, closing in around my body. I watched as her free hand moved up to her breast, and she squeezed hard, making her nipple perk out even more. I groaned. A swell of pleasure buzzed through me.

“Shit,” I moaned. It felt good: too good—better than any sex I’d ever had before. It almost seemed like my cock was meant to plunge that asshole. How could something that felt so good be considered wrong? What was wrong about this? She was overwhelmed with pleasure and so was I. I started pumping faster. I grabbed her hips firmly with both hands. She groaned a little bit louder. “Don’t stop,” she said with her cute, raspy voice.

I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to keep going until she came. I wanted to watch her giant load spill out from her enormous cock—and my God, was it ever enormous! I was looking at it again and I was pretty sure it had grown, stretching up and nearly touching her perky breasts. It was thick like a pop can, and it looked incredibly heavy. I wanted to pick it up to see just how heavy it was, but I was terrified of touching it. But my God, it must have weighed five hefty pounds!

I couldn’t look away from it. I couldn’t stop watching her stroking it, drifting her hand up and down her amazing length. Then I noticed she was looking into my eyes again, still with those rosy cheeks. “Is it okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “It’s fine,” I said.

“Come on it,” she said.

“What?”

“I want you to come on it,” she said with narrowing, lethargic eyes.

I nodded my head. And now I couldn’t hold back any longer. The thought of coming on her enormous cock was just too appealing. I pulled my cock out from her impossibly tight asshole and then I pressed my tip hard against the middle of her shaft. I squeezed my cock and trembled all over, then I unloaded warm, gooey cum all over her shaft. She used her hand to spread it up and down her length, making her cock glisten with my sticky goo. She let her head fall back onto the pillow as she moaned, jerking herself off with my come.

And it was only a minute later when her knees pressed hard against my sides and she unloaded all over her own breasts. Her substance was thick, like a paste. It was slow to trickle down the curves of her breasts. She brought both of her hands to her breasts once she was empty, and she manually spread it all around, making sure her nipples were properly coated with her own cream. She continued to moan as the euphoria slowly died down—and I just watched with mesmerized eyes. Slowly, my anxieties came back to me, and I could tell that they were coming back stronger than ever before.

I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. Now the redness was flushing into whiteness, and I could feel the same thing happening on my face. I took a deep breath in and then I looked away quickly. “Well, uh, we should probably get cleaned up. Do you want to shower first or should I go?” I said.

“Maybe I’ll go,” she said, looking down at her glistening body.

“Okay. Go ahead,” I said, rolling off of her. I didn’t look at her as she carefully wobbled to her feet and tiptoed over to the bathroom. Once the bathroom door was closed, I let out a big sigh. My heart was pounding harder than ever now. What had I done? Why did I do that? How was I going to convince her that it meant nothing, and it was just a big mistake—just like going on the show Blind Love to begin with?


CHAPTER XII

I was exhausted the next morning when the camera team snuck into our room. I woke up for a minute as they all filtered in, and then I dozed back off. I didn’t wake up again until one of the producers was giving me a nudge on the shoulder. “Wake up, Rudy,” he said. “Let’s get on with it. We’ve got tons of footage of you sleeping.”

I rolled over and noticed Yolanda wasn’t there. “Where’s Yolanda?” I asked.

“Do you remember her leaving?” asked one of the producers.

I shook my head.

“Did you have a fight?” The cameras moved in, getting a close up of my tired face.

I hesitated for a moment. “No,” I said.

Then I saw Karen with narrowed eyes, standing behind the rest of the crowd. “Rudy…” she said, as if she was accusing me of lying.

“What?” I said.

“What happened? Where did Yolanda go? She won’t answer the phone, she’s not in the room with you. You have to talk to us. You’re contractually obligated to talk to us right now.”

The cameras moved in even closer, as if I had something to say.

“I don’t know. We just had drinks last night and then we came home and, uh, we went to bed,” I said.

“You didn’t get into an argument? A spat? Did you talk about anything? Did you see anything?” Now just one of her eyes was narrowed.

I shook my head slowly. Then Karen sighed.

“Okay, fine,” she said. “But we need to get footage, so I guess we can just do a bit of scripting. Let’s just say that you guys got into a big fight last night. Maybe you wanted to have sex and she turned you down, even though things were really heating up. Let’s get the cameras set up for an in-bed interview.”

“Wait,” I said. My heart throbbed against my ribcage. I didn’t want to tell the whole world that we’d gotten into a fight (especially a non-existent fight). I didn’t want my friends thinking that there was trouble in paradise. “I don’t want to do that. Can’t we just wait until Yolanda gets back?”

“It’s my job to make sure we get a certain amount of footage every day, so the editors can cut a full episode out of every day. Do you understand? We need material, and you laying in bed alone is bad television. So unless you want to tell me the real reason that Yolanda isn’t here right now, and why no one can get a hold of her, then we’re going to film you detailing the fight you got into because she wouldn’t put out.” She took a deep breath. “We’ll try to make it so you don’t sound like a monster though, don’t worry. Maybe let’s not say that she left angry. Maybe let’s just say that she left suddenly, after you started touching her—or something like that. Are you guys going to start setting the cameras up or what?” She turned to the camera team and scowled, and they suddenly started setting up their tripods.

My stomach turned. I knew what they were doing: trying to foreshadow Yolanda’s big reveal. And I was now more convinced than ever that they had no idea that I knew Yolanda’s big secret.

I sat up awkwardly in the bed as they set the cameras up. I could feel my skin turning pale. I knew that Tanner was going to phone me up immediately after the interview aired on TV, just to tell me that I should have listened to him.

“Okay, Rudy,” said Karen once everything was set up. “We’re going to roll.” The cameras started rolling and one of the production staff clapped the slate. “Okay, Rudy, run us through what happened last night. Tell us the story of Yolanda leaving suddenly, just before you thought you were going to have sex.”

The boom microphone sunk down into my line of sight. A cool breeze made the hairs on my arms stand up. And now there was a lump swelling up in my throat. I saw Karen checking the time on her watch. I could tell that she didn’t have the patience for my reluctance today, and I knew that if I wanted to stay in her good books, I needed to bite my tongue and accept the blow. So I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I don’t know what happened,” I said softly. “We were having a good night. We… We talked for a few hours, and then we started, uh, kissing. We turned out the lights and kept kissing, and then we were about to take it a step further, and she got up and left.”

I hated myself for lying, even though I had a feeling the editors were probably chopping up every single interview I’d done up until that point and forming my words into whatever sentences they wanted.

Karen was nodding her head, happy with my lie. “Now talk about how she won’t answer your calls, and then we’ll get some footage of you looking sad and wandering around alone.”

I went along with the lie as the lump swelled bigger in my throat, and my heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. While we were getting shots of me staring longingly out the window, Karen said, “When Yolanda finally does show up, we’ll have to fill her in on the script, and get an interview with her. Assuming she turns up soon, this may end up being a blessing in disguise. We’re getting tons of good stuff and it’s not even 9:00 AM.” Karen flipped through her thick binder. “We may even be able to wrap early today. Wouldn’t that be nice?” She smiled.

I had to take the small victory, even though it came with a small defeat. Karen was in a good mood. Maybe this was my chance to talk to her, and to beg her to spare me from Yolanda’s big secret.

The cameras followed me around the resort for the next three hours. The producers kept telling me to act natural, but it was tough. “Do whatever you would do if we weren’t here,” Karen said, but I couldn’t think of what I would be doing if I didn’t have a team of cameramen, sound guys, and producers trailing me everywhere I went. So I just awkwardly wandered around and ended up on the beach, feeling awkward as everyone peered over at me. Everyone staying at the resort knew that we were filming Blind Love, and now they could all see that I was alone. It was just a small sample of the humiliation I would end up feeling once the show was released on Netflix.

Karen’s walkie talkie fizzled. “Hey Karen, we found her.”

“Where are you now?” Karen asked.

“In the hotel lobby.”

“Okay, we’ll be right there. Don’t let her slip away.”

Karen picked up her things and commanded the camera crew to follow her. I sat up from the warm sand, and then she turned to me. “You can stay here, Rudy. Take a break. We’ll spend the next few hours with Yolanda. Don’t worry—we’ll fill her in on everything. Then we’ll all meet up to shoot a couple scenes with you together, and then we’ll wrap for the day. Sound good?”

I wasn’t sure what to do. I didn’t want to sit on the beach alone, surrounded by people who couldn’t stop staring at me as if I was some animal in the zoo.

So I waited for the team to be gone before I began to slowly saunter over to the lobby. I peeked in through the lobby window, but there was nobody there, so I assumed they’d all gone up to the room to do some filming with Yolanda, but they weren’t there either. So I began to wander around the resort, feeling strangely alone. I was starting to miss Yolanda a bit. She was fun to be around; she always knew how to turn a boring lull into some sort of silly game. She was fun to talk to, and she often made me think about things I wouldn’t normally think about.

I was starting to think that she could be a good friend after the show was finished. Maybe we could continue to hang out. My friends probably wouldn’t make fun of me too much for having a trans woman friend.

I ended up spotting them filming in a small garden area. All three cameras were pointed at Yolanda while Karen asked questions. I crept closer, staying hidden behind a line of bushes. Yolanda looked sad: genuinely sad, and not just a frown for the camera. I still wasn’t sure what happened. We had a good night together—though it ended somewhat awkwardly, with a lot of silence. But was that enough to make her take off? Why did she just abandon me to face the production alone? Where did she go? Could she not stand being around me after our little mistaken romp?

I watched for the next fifteen minutes. They ended up getting up to film shots of Yolanda wandering around the resort area. The shots would end up being spliced with my morning interview, as if that was what she was doing when I woke up alone—and maybe it was.

I ate lunch alone at the restaurant, which was particularly awkward as two of the other couples were also at the restaurant eating lunch. They kept looking at me, but none of them came up to talk to me. Whenever I caught them looking at me, they were smirking—seemingly happy that today’s drama was about me and not them. I suppose it was inevitable that the drama would come to me eventually. I still had hope that I could fix everything. I was still certain that I could convince Karen to save me from the tyranny of my friends and family members.

Karen phoned me at 1:00 PM. “We just need to shoot a scene with you guys making up, and then maybe a scene of you having fun together. It shouldn’t take long. Are you close by? We’re up in your room.”

“I’ll be there in a minute,” I said.

I was nervous ascending the stairs. When I saw our room’s ajar door, my heart started pounding. It was the longest I’d gone without seeing Yolanda face-to-face since we officially met on the Pairing Bridge, and I still didn’t know why she suddenly up and left me alone in bed.

I walked into the room and saw her sitting down on the end of the bed. She was the only one to notice me come in. She looked into my eyes and my heart stuttered. She looked pretty. She had her makeup done beautifully and her hair was tied into a nice French braid. She batted her eyelashes and let a small smile slip.

I walked up to her and sat down next to her. “Where have you been?” I asked.

“Sorry. I woke up this morning and I needed to get some fresh air.”

“Why didn’t you answer your phone?”

The crew suddenly noticed me in the room. They jumped into action, grabbing their camera gear and aiming it at us, not wanting to miss our genuine moment.

“Rudy!” Karen shouted. She put her phone down, even though she was in the middle of a call. “What are you doing? Go back outside until we’re ready for you. It will only be a minute—stop talking. Don’t ruin the energy!”

I stood up and Yolanda looked into my eyes. “I’ll tell you later,” she whispered.

So we did the scene according to the lie that Karen forced upon us. Yolanda said that she left because she wasn’t ready to have sex, and I told her that I was fine waiting if she wanted to wait. Karen kept pushing me to push Yolanda, hoping to get me to elicit a full confession from Yolanda. But I didn’t want a full confession. I wanted that secret to remain a secret—at least until I had a chance to convince Karen to spare me.

We ended up doing three takes before Karen was satisfied, then we went down to the pool and filmed a quick scene of us goofing around in the water, now having made up.

Yolanda was wearing a red one-piece bathing suit at the pool. Her curvy body fit perfectly in the outfit, as if it was made for her figure. I kept finding myself looking between her legs whenever she wasn’t looking. I couldn’t understand how there was no bulge. I’d seen her cock when it was erect: it was a whole foot long! So how could it simply vanish when she was wearing a tight one-piece? Where did it go? I’d heard of cross dressers ‘tucking’ their cocks by pushing their balls into their bodies. The thought made me shudder, but maybe that’s how Yolanda kept things hidden.

Karen wanted to get a few shots of us kissing in the water, so Yolanda wrapped her legs around my torso and we kissed without much hesitation. I wanted to do more takes, just so I could feel those plump lips against mine, but another part of me was happy when Karen said, “That’s enough. Let’s wrap for the day.”

We stayed in the pool, still snuggled together. I had my hands on her soft, bare sides, and she had her gentle forearms resting on my shoulders. “I’m sorry,” she said once we had some privacy. “I didn’t know they would turn it into a big thing. I just needed some space, and some time to think.”

“Think about what?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. I was tempted to remind her that she still had her thighs wrapped around my torso, but a part of me wanted to revel in the moment for a little bit longer. “Last night,” she said. “When we went to sleep… I could just tell that you weren’t feeling right about it. I think we made a mistake.”

I nodded my head. “Let’s just pretend like it didn’t happen,” I said.

Now she looked hurt, as if she was hoping I would have instead said something along the lines of ‘It wasn’t a mistake and we should really get married.’ But I wasn’t going to lie to her. I think she understood that I couldn’t be with a trans woman for many different reasons.

She relaxed her thighs and gently pushed herself off of me. Then she forced a smile and said, “Just four more weeks.” But four weeks sounded like an awful lot like a life sentence.


CHAPTER XIII

We were watching TV in our room that night when I looked out the window and saw Karen walking alone down the walking path, towards the little resort bar. I looked over at Yolanda, who was now on her phone, scrolling mindlessly through Instagram. We hadn’t talked much since the swimming pool. I could still see that disappointment on her face, which made me think that I did indeed give her the wrong impression the night before, when I spread her legs and stuck my cock into her asshole. I hated to think that she actually liked me because now I just felt like an asshole for breaking her heart.

And to make matters worse, the production was going to force her to come out as trans on a hugely popular television show. I still thought that it was partially her own fault for signing up for the show and agreeing to all of the show’s contracts—but I still didn’t want to see her broken down even further. But I felt like I was in a position to help. I could save the day, if I could just get through to Karen.

Karen was a producer—one of twelve set producers, and one of twenty-two when you include the line producers and associate producers and executive producers (I did a bit of research that afternoon). The show didn’t belong to her, and she wasn’t even the show’s top producer (she was fifth billed in the credits). But of all the people I could talk to, she was the only one who possibly had the power to do something—anything.

“I’m going to go for a little walk. Are you going to stay up?” I asked, slipping out from the bed.

“I might doze off in a minute here,” Yolanda said.

“Alright. Well maybe I’ll see you in a bit, or maybe I’ll see you in the morning.”

She gave me a little smile, reminding me that she was unfortunately cute. Had she just been hideous, then I could have just refused to kiss or touch her. They could have made our plot about how revolted I was by her rugged jawline and bulging Adam’s apple—but instead she had to be pretty. She had to have soft features and thick eyelashes and glistening eyes. It hardly seemed fair.

Karen was sitting alone at the bar. She was at the far end, already with a glass of whiskey in her hand when I showed up. She had her phone on the bar, and she was spinning it around, bored, staring at shelves of liquor with a blank stare. I approached slowly, trying to think of a good opening line, or a joke to perk her up.

“Hey, Karen,” I said, taking the seat next to her. She looked at me slowly, and then she looked down the line of empty seats, as if to say, ‘Why don’t you sit further away from me?’ She no longer appeared to be in the happy mood she was in earlier. Maybe this wasn’t the best time to make my move—or maybe there was never going to be a good time. Maybe this was as good a time as ever. At least she wasn’t steaming with anger.

“Do you need something?” she asked. “If the resort tries to charge you, just tell them you’re with the production. They know the deal.”

“No—I don’t need anything,” I said. “I just—I just wanted to see how you’re doing.” I forced a big smile. “You’re so busy all the time. Have you had a chance to relax yet?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “If it’s not one thing, it’s another. That’s life—and it’s definitely marriage. If you end up sticking with Yolanda, just remember that: if it’s not one thing, it’s another.”

I nodded my head. “I bet your husband misses you,” I said, and then she laughed and shook her head.

“That’s cute, Rudy. But no, he doesn’t miss me.” My attempt to reel her in was failing. I was losing her. I was pushing her further towards that angry Karen that I was all too familiar with.

So I tried changing the subject. “At least it’s beautiful here. Not too many people can call this their office—but you can,” I said, pointing out at the ocean.

Now she was staring at the bar again. “Do all men cheat?” she asked. Then she looked at me. “Do you just think about sex all the time, and the second it’s not readily available, you just go out and get it somewhere else?”

My skin was suddenly cold. “Um,” I said. “I mean, I’ve never cheated on a girl, but I’ve been cheated on. I don’t know that cheating is a male or a female thing—I think it just happens sometimes.”

“How long have we been gone?” she said. “Four days? He couldn’t hold our for four days? You want to know how I found out he cheated? The babysitter texted me and asked when he’d be home. It was 2:00 AM last night and she was still at our house. I didn’t even know that he hired a babysitter. So I tried calling him, and he didn’t pick up. I finally got through to him an hour ago. He said that he’d just gone out drinking and fell asleep at a friend’s house.” She laughed and shook her head, far from amused. “But I know that he cheated on me.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, looking around the bar, desperate for an exit. Now I was very much regretting sitting down with Karen.

She took another big sip from her whiskey. “It is what it is,” she said. “I can’t imagine it will happen again—at least not with the same woman. He’s shit in bed, so I can’t picture the girl running back for more.”

I wasn’t sure if she wanted me to laugh or to nod or to respond. “You never know. Maybe he was telling the truth. Maybe he just went out drinking and fell asleep at a friend’s house. I’ve done that before.”

“Did you do it with two kids at home? Did you do it while your wife was out of town? Did you do it while the babysitter was being paid by the hour? Did you do it when you were forty-two years old? I didn’t think so.” She was staring into my eyes now with a scowl on her face. I really was just making her angrier. I needed to step away. I knew that I was doing more damage than good.

“I should probably head back to my room,” I said, pushing myself back in my seat. Then her hand came down and landed on my thigh.

“No. Stay with me,” she said, now looking into my eyes. She had a rosy complexion, and glistening eyes.

I was frozen, tingling in my fingertips, not sure how to respond. So I forced a smile and settled back into my seat. And then she went on about her husband. It wasn’t the first time he’d cheated on her, and it didn’t sound like they were very intimate in the bedroom. “All he does is watch porn,” she said. “He’ll tell me that he needs to stay up late to work, but he doesn’t realize I can hear his porn through the vents in the house.”

I could only nod my head awkwardly, not sure how to properly respond. And it was twenty long minutes later when I began to realize that this was probably the first time she’d ever spilled her guts. She was like a compression tank, filling with more and more air, about to explode in a disastrous way—and now that tank was being empties slowly. I kept smiling and nodding my head: avoiding eye contact when the topic was awkward, and looking into her eyes whenever she started to sound hopeful.

“I think divorce is inevitable,” she said. “And it’s probably been inevitable for years.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“You don’t care,” she said. “And that’s fine. Why should you care? I’m just some annoying lady who’s making your life a living hell. You’re probably the first person on this show who hasn’t wanted to strangle me to death. Or maybe you do want to strangle me to death and I’m just too stupid to realize it.”

I suddenly saw my opportunity. She was giving me an opening. She was vulnerable. I opened my mouth to say the words: ‘I know about Yolanda’s secret and I don’t want it getting out on television.’ But before I could say it, she opened her mouth to speak.

“Come to my room and fuck me,” she said.

And my lips were suddenly dry and my fingers and toes were suddenly cold. I waited a moment while her words pinged around in my brain. I wasn’t sure I heard her correctly. Did she just ask me to fuck her? Did she actually want me to go to her room to have sex? What about her husband? What about Yolanda? What about the show? “Sorry—what?” I said.

“I know you’re technically engaged,” she said. “But you’ve only known the girl for a few days. And trust me—you don’t know her at all. So before things get serious with her—if they’re going to get serious at all (which I doubt), come with me to my room and fuck me. Please, Rudy—I need to be fucked. My husband won’t fuck me—maybe twice a year, and I dread those two times because he won’t actually fuck me. I need a man to fuck me. Please, Rudy—fuck my pussy and give me my first orgasm in a decade.” She was staring into my eyes now. She was desperate.

She scared the hell out of me. She was a powerful woman, with my entire reputation in the palms of her hands. “Okay,” I said reluctantly.

She smiled, downed her drink (the fourth since I sat down next to her), and then she sprung to her feet. She extended a hand towards me, and I gently took it. I caught myself looking back towards my suite, where Yolanda was sleeping. The window was dark and the curtains were closed. She was most likely asleep, so I could take my time. But in a weird way, I felt like I was doing something wrong—like I was breaking some sort of vow that I never really made.

I didn’t actually plan on marrying Yolanda, and I couldn’t actually be with her because she wasn’t a proper female—but I was still engaged to her, and I still felt terrible about hurting her feelings.


CHAPTER XIV

Her room was much nicer than mine. It was one of the penthouse suites in the taller building on the property, with a beautiful view of the ocean. The suite had two bedrooms, both behind hidden doors on opposing ends of the massive living area, which had two televisions, five couches, a giant dining table, and an impressive telescope to look out at the stars at night.

Karen went straight from the door to the bar, which was fully stocked with small bottles (which probably cost ten bucks each). She popped open a whiskey and pored it into a glass, neat. “Want something?” she asked before taking a sip from her drink. “It’s all on the production, so don’t be shy.”

I nodded my head. “Sure. I’ll just take a whiskey.”

She poured two small bottles into a glass without hesitation. She handed me the glass with a thrust of the arm, and the whiskey splashed over the edge. “Sorry,” she said. She was clearly drunk, but not drunk enough that she was out of control. She wasn’t slurring her words or stumbling. She had impressive control over herself.

She put her glass down and then she went over to one of her bedrooms. “Just wait here, okay?”

I nodded my head, and then she went into the bedroom. I began to pace around the large space. I spotted her brand new expensive MacBook Pro next to her brand new iPad—and I knew that she had a brand new iPhone as well. Four suitcases were stacked in the corner of the room: a matching Gucci set. I always suspected that Karen was well-paid, but it never occurred to me that she was a multi-millionaire. Though she’d been on the show since the beginning, according to her IMDb page, and the show was wildly popular, so it made sense that she was quite wealthy.

Though the wealth in her room made me think that she was more devoted to high ratings than I originally suspected. And if she really wanted the show to rate high, it seemed more unlikely than ever that she would let Yolanda’s transgenderism slide.

I heard the large bedroom door slide open. I turned to look at Karen, who was now clad in tight red lingerie and fishnet stockings. She was leaning against the doorframe. “You know I haven’t put on lingerie for my husband since 2014.”

“Really?” I said. My voice was soft and broken. She was actually quite beautiful considering the fact that she was older, and the fact she’d pushed multiple children out from her body. Her tummy was surprisingly flat, but she had a pair of yummy mummy thighs, with a nice, full ass. She did a little spin for me, cracking a smile and a little giggle.

“I feel so naughty,” she said. “But do you want to know the worst part?”

“What’s that?” I asked, taking a sip from my drink while keeping my distance.

“I don’t even feel like I’m cheating on him. I mean—how can you cheat on someone who isn’t even checked into the relationship? Let’s face it: we’ve been two single people living together for years. It’s about time I get a little bit of action.”

I nodded my head slowly. Now she was walking towards me. From fifteen feet away I could smell her floral perfume; it was a nice smell, making my heart bounce in my chest. She blinked a few times and then smiled. Then she gently bit her bottom lip and looked down my body. “You’d better not suck in bed. It would be a real shame to end a decade of loyalty for a lousy fuck.”

“O—Okay,” I said. Her hands were on my shoulders now. That floral smell was strong, corrupting my brain, making my head spin and my knees weak.

She gently ran the palms of her hands down my chest. She slipped her fingers under my shirt and then pushed up over my abs and pecs. Then she let a little groan slip. “It’s nice to feel a man who hasn’t let himself go.”

“Yeah?” I said. I reluctantly put my hands on her sides. Her skin was soft and so was her lingerie. I gently caressed up and down. I could see her nipples through her lace top. She had big areolae and perky nipples. I was tempted to grab them and squeeze them, but it just felt so wrong. Those breasts belonged to an oblivious man. Sure, maybe he was cheating on her, but that didn’t mean that it was right to fondle and fuck her—did it?

Her hands slid down to my belt and she started to tinker. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. When was I going to bring up Yolanda? If I didn’t act, I was going to lose my opportunity, and this would all be for nothing. I opened my eyes again and looked down her tasty milf body. Maybe it wouldn’t be for nothing. She was quite beautiful in a mature kind of way, after all. I was still a man and I liked women. And I had to keep reminding myself that my relationship with Yolanda wasn’t a real one, even though we’d had sex. It was just a rouse for television: a contract that had a few weeks left on it.

Karen tugged my pants down, along with my boxer shorts. Then she let out a long sigh. “Oh, thank God,” she said. “I was worried you were going to have a small cock.” She reached down and curled her fingers around it. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before letting out another long sigh of relief. “I can feel it getting hard,” she said. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to get my husband hard? He needs to go into another room to watch porn for forty-five minutes first. But you—you’re just getting hard because I’m holding you. Look at it! Look how hard it already is. Oh God, I’m going to squirt just looking at it. My husband’s cock is so pathetically small.” She was staring at my shaft, mesmerized as it throbbed. And I had to admit: the way she was fondling it was nice. She was mashing it with the perfect amount of pressure, gently pulling back my foreskin and sighing at the sight of my bulbous tip.

She started to sink down. I took another deep breath, still paralyzed with terror and confusion. Everything about this still felt wrong, even though it was exactly what I needed. I was being given a golden opportunity. This was my chance to get out of my public humiliation—and on top of that, I was about to get a blowjob from a beautiful milf. She opened her mouth and leaned forward, allowing my cock onto her warm, wet tongue. She pressed her lips firmly around my nearly-erect girth, and then she began to suck and bob her head. It felt nice, especially once she started to tickle my tip with the tip of her tongue. She giggled with my cock in her mouth. I looked down and saw that she was looking up at me with her eyes. She winked and continued sucking.

I was hard and it felt amazing, but that dread was growing inside of my stomach. Nothing about this felt right. What would Yolanda think if she saw me now?

Karen leaned back and let my cock fall out from her warm mouth. She took a deep breath and looked at my cock. “Fuck—it’s so fucking big. Look—I’m literally coming from looking at it.” She stood up and looked down at her thighs. Glistening streams of fluid were streaking from her pussy to her knees. Did she actually have a female ejaculation just from sucking my cock?

She giggled and then she reached down, pressing two fingers into her cunt. She began to push them deep, making the skin of her face turn dark red. She whimpered and moaned as she began to finger herself. “How badly do you want to fuck me?” she asked. One of her eyes was slightly more closed than the other, making her look very drunk. She was wobbling slightly, but not stumbling. She was speaking out of character, but she wasn’t slurring. Was she going to regret this in the morning? Would I win more clout with her by turning her down? Or did I need to go through with her drunken fantasy in order to get what I needed?

I looked down between her legs. She took both of her hands and pulled her pussy open to show me her gape. Then she giggled. “Look how wet I am. Oh my God.” And she truly was drenched, with fluid trickling out of her like a creek in the spring thaw.

She stepped back and stared into my eyes with a big grin on her face as she fingered herself. She started plunging those fingers faster and faster as I stood silently with my erection throbbing up beyond my bellybutton. She wanted me to watch as she fucked herself and warmed herself up for me. And she was mesmerizing.

But that dread just wouldn’t go away. It didn’t stop feeling wrong. I knew that Yolanda would have been sad to know that I hooked up with Karen—regardless of whether or relationship was real or not. But why did I care? Why couldn’t I just make myself properly understand that Yolanda was basically just a co-worker, and we were both employed by the production. We were little more than actors.

She sat down on the couch and leaned back, spreading her pussy again to let a big gush of warm juice out. “Come and fuck me,” she said, holding that pussy open.

I was still for a moment before walking towards her. I stopped to consider making my proposition. If she wanted me to fuck her so badly, maybe we could make a deal. Maybe I could convince her into a trade: sex for my reputation. I didn’t mind putting out if I knew I would get what I wanted.

But the lure of her body was strong. She pulled her knees up, showing off her thick mummy thighs and big tush. She rubbed her pussy with the palm of her hand before pushing that hand down and sticking a single finger into her butthole. She giggled and her face turned red. “What are you waiting for?” she asked.

“It’s just—Yolanda is probably wondering where I am,” I said.

“Oh don’t give me that. Don’t pussy out on me now, Rudy. I need you inside of me. I need to feel that big cock stretching out my dirty cunt. C’mon, Rudy. Don’t give me that shit now.” She spread her lips again. My heart fluttered. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then I took another step towards her.

I knew it would feel good. I knew that I might end up regretting it in the morning, but I knew that I wouldn’t regret it in the moment. I knew that I would probably end up coming quickly, with a glorious orgasm. So I took another step forward, so I was standing right before her. Then I took her thick thighs and I pulled them wide apart. I pressed my erection against her wet lips. She moaned and trembled all over. She looked into my eyes, gently biting her bottom lip. “Please fuck me,” she said.

So I took my tip and slid it down until it was against her hole. I felt her warm wetness, which was a little bit stick. I took one last big deep breath in, and then I penetrated her. She clenched all over, letting her head fall back. The skin on her face turned red and it looked for a moment like she’d stopped breathing. I paused as I felt her vaginal walls contracting along my shaft. Then I noticed her thighs were trembling as if she was having a seizure. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Fuck me,” she said.

So I fucked her. I plunged and pumped her tight hole, making warm juice gush all over that couch, all over her legs, and all over my legs. I literally had drops of fluid falling at my feet. “Oh, fuck!” she screamed. I looked down and watched as her tight pussy gripped my cock. But it just didn’t feel quite right. Something about fucking her was terribly wrong.

I ended up closing my eyes, unable to look at her, knowing she had a husband and I technically had a fiancee. Closing my eyes didn’t help much, until the image of Yolanda suddenly appeared in my mind.

I could see myself standing in front of Yolanda, with her knees pulled up tight to her chest and her giant erection resting firmly on her abdomen. I could imagine my cock stretching her tight hole wide as she moaned. I could imagine her big eyes fluttering and her lips quivering. I could even imagine the warm sweat beginning to form on her smooth thighs as I held her firmly in place.

Now I didn’t want to open my eyes. I didn’t want to lose that image—it was the only thing keeping me going. And my God, was it keeping me going! I was thrusting hard and deep, pounding Karen harder than I’d ever pounded a woman before. She was screaming and clenching and rolling her head from side to side in a state of absolute euphoria: an unending orgasm.

And now I was letting out a lot of steam and pent up aggression. I had some anger in me, though I wasn’t sure who the anger was necessarily for. Maybe it was for Yolanda, who signed up for a blind dating show without stopping to think that her transgenderism might be used to stir up some intense drama. Or maybe my anger was for Karen, who didn’t seem to have any moral qualms when it came to humiliating me in front of millions of people. Or maybe the anger was for myself, for being dumb enough to sign myself up for this circus, and for being too stubborn to just accept the lawsuit that would leave me penniless.

I groaned and grunted, still with the image of a submissive Yolanda in my mind. I dug my fingertips into the skin of her amazing thighs, and then I pushed my long erection deep into her wet cunt, and I came.

She screamed, digging her claws into me, but I didn’t flinch. I filled her tight pussy with a pint of cum before pulling out and letting it spill down her butt and thighs, pooling on the couch while she squirmed in those final moments of her amazing euphoria. She reached down with her hand and grabbed my spilling cum. She pulled it back up, spreading it over her plump pussy lips, and up to her abdomen. She continued to moan while I watched with a fluttering heart.

Now I felt like a terrible man. I’d betrayed Yolanda, even though we were never a proper couple. And still, I hadn’t received what I originally left our hotel suite to achieve.

“Karen?” I said.

She took another moment to revel in her euphoria, still spreading my cum all over her wet cunt. She looked up at me with glazed eyes and a crooked smile. “Yeah?” she said.

“I know that Yolanda is a transgender,” I said.

And then that crooked smile vanished. Her eyes widened and her skin began to turn pale. “What?” she said.

“I was hoping we could keep that a secret. I was hoping we could not reveal that on the show. My parents would lose it. My friends would instantly drop me. And Yolanda—she has family members that have no idea.”

“It’s not up to you, Rudy. And how did you find out? Did she tell you?”

I paused for a moment as my stomach turned. Karen looked furious. Her face was turning red now—and not in an orgasmic kind of way. I could see that she was biting down on the edge of her tongue, trying to hold the steam back from billowing out of her ears. “I just found out on my own,” I said.

“Tell me how you found out, Rudy. And when did you find out? You’re supposed to tell this production everything, and it sounds like you’ve been keeping a secret—a secret that’s a pretty big fucking deal.”

“Well why didn’t you tell me before I proposed to her? Why did you tell her not to tell me?” I said.

“She wasn’t supposed to tell you that we told her that,” Karen said with narrowed eyes. She reached down and pulled her red lacy panties back up, over her cum-stained crotch. “We could sue her blind for telling you that. Do you understand? And we could sue you blind for conspiring with her. Don’t think we won’t do it. We’ve done it many times before, Rudy.” She was speaking through clenched teeth: holding back her true fury. I probably should have kept my mouth shut. I should have just gone along with the show’s punches and lived with the consequences. At least then I wouldn’t be sued penniless. Would that have been better?

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Tomorrow morning, we’re going to film the reveal, and you’re going to pretend like you know nothing. Got it? And if you so much as look like you might have a clue, then that’s it for you, and for Yolanda.”

It wasn’t the reaction I was expecting. I assumed I had Karen in a vulnerable position. I assumed I had an opening. Apparently I was wrong. Apparently Karen didn’t give openings.

“C’mon, Karen. Just let this one slide. I gave you what you wanted, now do me a favor,” I said.

She gasped. “That’s all this was? You fucked me because you thought you were doing me a favor You fucked me so you could cash in the favor later?”

“It’s not like that, Karen. I think you’re really pretty—hot, even. I liked fucking you. But—I don’t know—I guess I saw you at the bar and I thought I would talk to you about Yolanda. Then you started talking about your husband, and then you asked me to fuck you before I had a chance to say anything.”

“I’m really disappointed in you right now, Rudy,” she said, shaking her head like a disappointed mother—which is exactly what she was, technically.

I reached down and pulled my my pants, stuffing my shrinking erection into my boxer shorts. I turned to the door, and then Karen spoke again. “Have you kissed her since you found out?”

I turned and looked at Karen again. I wasn’t sure how to respond. I felt like the question was some sort of trap. “No,” I lied.

Then Karen cracked a smile: the first smile since I came inside of her tight snatch. “Good,” she said. “And we won’t make you kiss her again, so don’t worry about that. You can go back to your room now.” I didn’t like the way she was now dismissing me, as if I was her student or some lowly employee. Although maybe that’s all I was. Maybe I was just an employee of the show.


CHAPTER XV

When I woke up, Yolanda was snuggled up against me, facing me, with her face pressed against my chest. She was asleep and smiling, snoring gently in a cute way. That snore was curious and confusing. If she was a man, wouldn’t she snore like a man? It’s not like she was awake to fake a feminine snoring sound. Were the hormones changing the way that she snored, or was that just the way she’d always snored, even before she was a female? I didn’t spend too long thinking about it. I quickly remembered that Karen would soon be in our suite with a whole production crew, ready to film Yolanda’s big reveal and my terrible humiliation.

I looked at Yolanda, who still looked so peaceful. I gently brushed the hair off of her face. She really did seem so precious, and I didn’t want to end our cuddle. I liked the way her warm body felt snuggled up against me. I loved how her one thigh was pressed between my thighs, and I could feel that bulge between her legs against my leg.

She had no idea what was coming. She knew her reveal was inevitable, sure, but she had no idea that I’d spilled the beans to Karen while she was asleep. She had no idea that a crew was en-route to expose her to the entire world.

The guilt was boiling strong inside of me, making me nauseous. I hated myself for telling Karen that I knew about Yolanda’s secret. I hated myself for expediting this whole process because I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.

She wriggled slightly, snuggling in closer. I still had no idea how she was snuggling in. We never fell asleep together, but we always seemed to wake up together.

I brushed another piece of hair off of her face, and then her eyes gently opened. “Good morning,” she said with a small smile.

“Hey,” I said. I knew that I needed to tell her the truth. I needed to tell her to prepare herself for the worst, which was just around the corner.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked.

“Not great,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “Really? Why not?”

I stared into her eyes as that guilt grew stronger and stronger. I don’t know why I cared so much. I was hardly even thinking about my own reputation, which was about to be shattered on a very popular TV program. I was only thinking about what I’d done to her, as if it really mattered. She’d technically done it to herself. She signed up for the show and she gave the production full access to her life. She signed all those contracts. All I did was tell Karen that I knew what was coming. Was that really so bad? If not, why did I feel so horrible.

“We need to get out of here,” I said.

“Get out of here? What are you talking about?”

I looked over at the little clock next to the bed. It was 6:48 AM. The crew usually showed up around 7:00 AM—sometimes earlier when they had more to shoot. And this was a day that they would have more to shoot.

“I’ll tell you later, but right now we just need to get out of here.”

I sat up and picked my shirt up off the ground. She sat up and watched me for a moment before slipping out of bed and grabbing a little yellow dress from her suitcase. “We’re going to get in trouble if we aren’t here when they show up,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “But—I just need to talk to you first, and I need to talk to you in private.”

“What’s going on, Rudy?” asked Yolanda. She picked up her phone.

“Just leave the phone,” I said. “We’ll both leave our phones. We don’t need them.” I looked at the clock again. It was now 6:54 AM. “Let’s get out of here.”

She wasn’t moving quickly enough, so I grabbed her by the hand and gently pulled her towards the door. I wasn’t expecting her to curl her fingers in-between mine. We slipped into the hallway and started towards the elevators. Then the elevator suddenly dinged and the doors opened. “You didn’t forget the 600 again, did you? Patrick likes the 600 kicker. Please don’t tell me you forgot it.”

I pulled Yolanda to the side, around a convenient corner and then up against a door to someone else’s suite. We pressed our bodies firmly against the door as the crew members passed and went down to our room.

“I didn’t forget the 600,” the familiar grip said as they walked obliviously by us.

“C’mon,” I whispered, and then I tugged Yolanda down that new hallway, towards the stairs. We moved quickly. Her dress floated up, into the air. She had to reach down to hold it down, so she wouldn’t expose herself accidentally, even thought there was nobody there.

In thirty seconds, they would find our empty suite, and in two minutes, they would begin to scour the resort looking for us.

As we jogged down the stairs towards the lobby, Yolanda said, “What’s going on, Rudy? Please tell me.”

“It’s a long story. But I ran into Karen last night, and—and she knows that I know about your secret.”

“What?” Yolanda said. We reached the lobby. We stepped out from the stairwell and then we stopped as we saw the back of one of the show’s producers. He was holding a phone to his ear. “What do you mean, neither of them are there? Where the fuck are they?” he said. We cautiously side-stepped towards the beach-side exit. Once we were far enough away to not be heard, we turned and started sprinting. Yolanda clutched my hand firmly as we ran out onto the sand. “Don’t stop!” I said.

She even giggled as we stumbled over the uncombed sand lumps. We managed to stay on our feet. I knew we were going to end up in a lot of trouble, but I couldn’t help but let a giggle slip as well. Her laughter was contagious. “We’re going to be in so much trouble!” she said.

We were finally around the bend and out of sight of the resort. The sun was just starting to come up over the horizon. The clouds in the sky turned a brilliant shade of pink, and the most gentle breeze lifted the skirt of Yolanda’s dress up, ever so slightly. She turned to look at me. “They’re going to find us, you know,” she said. “It’s not like we can just hide forever. They were always planning to film the reveal.”

“I know,” I said.

“So why did we run? Why risk getting into trouble if it’s just inevitable?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess I just wanted to have you for one last moment before they set out to ruin everything.”

Her eyes glistened. Her lips parted but it was a long moment before any words came out. “One last moment,” she said.

I nodded my head. Then we kissed as that warm breeze returned, swirling around our bodies. It was a comforting feeling, but that dread was still lingering. I knew that it was our last moment together. Maybe it would only last a minute or maybe it would last an hour—but once that reveal was filmed, it would all be over.

I’d spent most of the night awake coming to terms with Yolanda’s reveal. I knew that it was inevitable and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I knew that my friends would be calling me up to say, ‘I told you so’, and that stung. But it could be worse. They could know that Yolanda and I had been together intimately. They could know that I penetrated her while her cock throbbed on her stomach. They could know that I kissed her gently on the beach as the sun romantically rose into the sky. They could actually think that we were together.

Yolanda leaned back and looked into my eyes. “So what do they want you to do?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I think it’s up to me,” I said. “And I guess that means we split.”

Her smile faded, as if she was expecting a different answer. “Right,” she said softly.

“On the bright side, that probably means we finish filming early.” In previous seasons, when couples decided to break up before the end of the show, the show stopped covering them. They stopped existing until the sit down tell-all finale. And now, we would be one of those couples. It meant telling my friends that the experiment failed, but at least it didn’t mean telling my friends that I was romantically involved with a transgender.

“So this is it then,” she said.

I nodded my head. “This is it.” I leaned in to kiss her again, but she pulled back. I paused, looking into her eyes. I wanted to ask her why she was dodging me, but I knew the answer in my heart.

“Let’s head back then, before we get into a ton of trouble.” She let go of my hands and looked down at the sand.

“Don’t you want to stay out here for a bit longer? We can just tell them that we went for a walk and lost track of time.”

“It’s going to be a long day of filming,” she said. “Let’s just get back before we piss people off.” She started walking back. I remained still for a moment, trying to figure out why she was so devastated. Did she honestly think that I was going to stick with her and announce to the world that I was perfectly happy dating a biological male? Was she insane?

I jogged to catch up to her, but we didn’t end up speaking again until we were both sitting on our bed, with three cameras on us, with Karen saying, “Okay, Yolanda. Tell him what you’ve been hiding, and make it convincing. And Rudy—relax your body. Look more oblivious. I don’t want to be shooting this scene all day.”

“Action!” yelled the director.

“Rudy, I have something to tell you,” said Yolanda, looking down at her lap. And the strangest part of me was praying that she wouldn’t go through with it. I was tense all over, biting down on my tongue as I waited for her to ruin my reputation—almost entirely, but not quite. I would still hold onto a small piece of my dignity by ending the relationship after her reveal. “I’m a male-to-female transgender.”


CHAPTER XVI

The reveal was broadcasted to the world on episode five of that fifth season. I’m sure Karen and the other producers had hoped to save it for the end of the fifteen episode season.

Each episode was about forty minutes long, so I knew that my friends and family members would end up seeing that big reveal approximately three hours or so after they sat down to binge the whole season. Now, it had been about four hours since my friends and parents started messaging me. Surely they’d reached that giant twist and were blowing up my phone, which was still turned off. I looked over at it as it sat on the coffee table, looking strangely like it wanted to buzz. I wanted to turn the phone on, but I was terrified of facing the reality.

I stood up and picked it up. I hovered my thumb over that power button, but I didn’t press it down. Maybe I just needed to do it. Maybe I just needed to swallow my pride and allow Tanner and the others to mock me: let them get it out of their system so life could start to get back to normal.

I was just about to press the button when someone knocked at the door, making me jump. I dropped the phone onto my foot and then I jumped back, yelping as my toe began to throb. “Shit!” I said, and then I looked towards the door. Who was it? Why did they come to my house? Were my friends sick of waiting for me to answer my messages? Did they come to confront me about what they’d seen on Blind Love?

My stomach turned and then the person knocked again. Now my heart was racing. My heart hadn’t pounded that hard into my ribcage since I was sitting in front of those cameras in Key West, pretending like I was just finding out about Yolanda’s secret. “You’re a what?” I said as my skin turned cold.

“A transgender. I was born a boy,” Yolanda said to me, looking into my eyes. Her skin was pale. I could tell that she wasn’t enjoying this—and maybe it was just as horrible for her as it was for me. I looked to the side and saw Karen. She was smirking, satisfied with our little performance.

“Get up and storm out of the room,” Karen whispered.

I followed the direction. I stood up and said nothing as I went into the hallway. One of the cameras followed me while the other two stayed to film Yolanda on the bed. I looked back and saw Karen shuffling after the camera team, and the sound guy was jogging after them. I was tempted to run away, but the last thing I wanted was to have to take the scene again, so I let them follow me and I let that camera come within five feet of my face.

“How do you feel right now, Rudy?” Karen asked as the boom microphone lowered within a few inches of my eyes.

“I can’t believe it,” I said, trying to remember how I felt in the bathroom of that warehouse, just a week before. “I—I didn’t see it coming.”

“Why not?” Karen asked. Apparently the scene was turning into my post-scene interview.

“I thought she was a woman. She sounds like a woman and she looks like a woman. I mean—look at her, she’s b—” I stopped myself before saying it. “She looks like a woman.”

“What are you going to do now?” Karen asked.

“What am I going to do?” I asked. “I don’t know. I—I guess I’m done. I didn’t sign up to marry a man.”

“Do you really think she’s a man?” Karen asked, still with that smirk on her face as if she was getting a good laugh out of the scene.

“I mean—she was born a man. She has a… you know. She can’t physically have kids. And as she gets older, will she continue to look like a girl? What if she starts going bald? What if she… I don’t know—gets prostate cancer!? And like I said: I’m not gay. I can’t be with a man. I feel deceived right now. I feel like the show should have done a better job vetting the contestants. This isn’t fair. I came onto this show to find love and now I feel like I was used in an experiment.”

The crew was quiet now. Karen just stared at me, no longer smirking.

“I’m not a guinea pig. We aren’t just animals in a zoo!” I wanted to call out the production, and out them for knowingly sticking me with Yolanda, giving me no choice, and telling her not to say anything about her cock to me—but I knew it wouldn’t end up making the cut, so it was pointless to say anything. I sighed and shook my head. “I guess this is just over. I guess the wedding is off.”

The hallway was silent for a long moment, and then Karen yelled “Cut! Perfect! Let’s move on. We’ll get some shots of you packing, and then we’ll get a shot of you getting on a shuttle outside, to take you back to the airport.”

“So that’s it?” I said. “You’re just going to send me home?”

“Isn’t that what you want? You broke up with her. I mean—it’s not completely over. We’ll still pick up a few more interviews from you. Maybe one at the airport, maybe one once you’re home, and then maybe we’ll catch up with you in a week and get another interview there. But you’ve seen the show before: once a couple splits, they’re done; the experiment is over. We’ll spend more time focussing on the other couples and then we’ll bring you back for the finale tell-all interview. What’s wrong, Rudy? I thought you wanted to be off the show. You’ve practically been dragging your feet since day one, like a little boy being forced into a ballet class by his mother.” She was staring into my eyes. Then she sighed and shook her head. She stepped towards me and put her hand on my shoulder, trying to offer some support. “Look, Rudy. I know you came on this show to find love. Everyone does, and everyone goes through the same process of realizing that this is TV. This isn’t the real world and people don’t find love here. Those couples who stayed together in the previous seasons—do you really think that they’re still together? No—they all signed contracts saying that they would fake it for the next five years. They all see other people on the side, and in return, we pay them handsomely. The weddings aren’t even real, Rudy. The minister is an actor and usually the families and friends are all actors.”

“So why did you ask me for my friends’ contact information then?” I said.

“Oh that?” she said. “That was just for our investigation team. We try to dig up dirt on everyone to stir up drama. That’s just the business. Dealing with real people is too hard. We had an actor already hired to play your buddy back home. We might still get a scene or two with you and him, drinking at a bar and discussing Yolanda—but we’ll see if we need the filler.” She gave me a firm pat on the back. “But for the most part, you’re done. We’ll fly you and Yolanda home and then we’ll reach out if and when we need more footage. Perk up, Rudy. Put a smile on your face.”

My stomach ached. The back of my head was throbbing. I knew that the show was fake, but I didn’t quite realize just how fake it was until that point. “So why don’t you just use actors then?” I said. “Why drag people like me and Yolanda through this? We aren’t actors. Wouldn’t things run smoother if you just hired trained actors? Then you probably wouldn’t have to do ten takes to get a single shot.”

She nodded her head. “We tried that with another show, but the fans just ended up finding out the contestants were all actors. If people look you up and see that you just work in retail, they’re more likely to believe our product. And right now, we’re the most popular reality show in the world because people believe it’s reality.”

“It just doesn’t seem right. None of this seems right. You’re lying to people. You lied to me and you lied to Yolanda and you’re lying to every person tuning in to watch this show.”

“And how is that different from any other show on TV?” Karen asked, raising one eyebrow. “You’re cute, Rudy. You’ve got a big heart. But this is how the industry works. This is the truth of reality television—and it’s not even necessarily a secret. Tons of people suspect our show is scripted. Most people know that every other reality show is scripted. So how is this any different?”

“It’s just wrong,” I said.

“Well let’s see how wrong you think it is when your paycheck arrives in the mail. Will you deposit it or will you rip it up. That’s up to you. Now we’ve got a lot of stuff to shoot here, so can we get you back to the room? B-camera will get shots of you packing while we set up for your last conversation scene with Yolanda.”

I watched as the whole camera team went back towards the room, expecting me to follow. And once again, I thought about turning around and running away, even though I had nowhere to go. Maybe Karen was right: maybe I was just a victim of my own naivety. Maybe I should have done more research before signing up for the show.

And now, I was trying to remember why I signed up for the show. I knew why, but it hurt to think of: I wanted to find love. I’d never truly experienced love in my life, and now I was starting to think that I never would experience love. And maybe that’s just the way it was supposed to be.

Yolanda was in another room when I was packing my suitcase (which they made me do three times for a reason I couldn’t figure out). Then, they brought Yolanda into the suite so we could do our farewell scene. Karen wanted me to act angry. “That betrayal stuff was good before; give us more of that,” she said. “Maybe yell if you’ve got it in you.”

But I didn’t want to yell at Yolanda, even if it was just fake yelling. She looked so crushed. The skin around her eyes was red as if she’d been crying, and her frown was genuine. She wouldn’t look into my eyes as if I was the one who betrayed her. And in a weird way, it really felt like I was the one who betrayed her. “Okay, guys? Ready? Action!” the director said.

I took a deep breath. “I’m all packed up to go,” I said.

“Alright,” she said.

“I guess this is goodbye,” I said.

“I guess so,” she said, still without looking up from the floor.

I couldn’t think of anything else to say. The silence in the room was horrible. Then Karen broke it by saying, “Betrayal, Rudy—bring up the betrayal stuff again.”

I bit down on my tongue and tried not to squirm. “You, uh, betrayed me,” I said. “You should have told me everything in the Pairing Pods.”

She nodded her head slowly.

“Ask her why she didn’t tell you,” said Karen.

“I know why she didn’t tell me,” I said, glancing over at Karen with narrowed eyes.

“Just ask her, Rudy. Let’s not make this take all day, please.”

I looked back at Yolanda and bit hard on my tongue. “So yeah, you, uh, betrayed me. Why didn’t you just tell me in the Pairing Pods?”

“Say it like you mean it, Rudy. Don’t break apart on me now,” said Karen, so I redid the line.

Yolanda remained silent for a moment, staring at her cute feet. A soft breeze slipped into the room and made her yellow dress dance around her. She rubbed her right arm with her left hand. Her skin looked so soft. I wanted to reach out and put my hands on her, but I couldn’t let the audience think that I had any feelings for her. “I just couldn’t bring myself to tell you,” she said. “I liked you too much and I didn’t want to ruin it.”

I felt sick.

“Tell her that she ruined it for both of you,” said Karen.

“I don’t want to say that,” I said.

“Just say it, Rudy!”

I took another deep breath and shook my head. “You ruined it for both of us, Yolanda,” I said. And now I could see tear drops glistening in her eyes. She knew that I was just acting, so why was she so hurt? Why was she taking it all so personally? Did she think Karens words were my actual feelings? Were my actual feelings any better? Was it really so much better that I didn’t want to be with her because I didn’t want to see how my friends and family would react?

“Okay. I guess that’s it then,” she said.

“I guess so.” I picked up my bag and turned to the door. I was expecting her to tell me to stop. I was expecting her to grab me from behind. Is that what I wanted? Did I want her to want me to stay? I had no idea if we were acting anymore. Was this real? Were they really going to let me walk down to the street and get into a shuttle to take me to the airport? I started walking. Nobody stopped me. Two cameras followed me down the hall to the elevator. They got into the elevator with me. Karen was standing with them, flicking through notes on her phone. Nobody stopped me as I walked across the lobby. Nobody stopped me as I walked out to the road. I saw a shuttle: was it there for me?

I turned to look back at Karen. “You can get on,” she said. “I’ll come to the airport with you. We’re just trying to finalize your seat on the plane. The website is a bit glitchy today.” She didn’t even look up from her phone when she said it. So I stepped onto the shuttle, still expecting her to say ‘cut’, or for Yolanda to come running after me. Karen sat next to me, then the shuttle started moving.

“Wait,” I said. “Are we really going to the airport?”

“Where else would we be going?” she said.

“But I didn’t get to say goodbye to Yolanda,” I said.

“What do you mean? You were literally just talking to her,” Karen said with narrowed eyes.

“But that was with the cameras. Can’t I talk to her in private first?”

She shook her head. “You’re on a reality show, Rudy. There is no private,” she said. My heart fluttered before plunging down into my stomach. “Don’t worry though. You’ll see her again on the reunion show. We’ll film that in about five weeks from now.”

My skin tingled. I wanted to throw up. I looked back at the resort, which was now just a tiny little dot on the horizon. We were really going to the airport. “Ah ha,” Karen said. “The flight is booked. You’re officially on your way home—but the flight leaves in fifty-five minutes, so we really need to punch it.”

I suddenly had a new anxiety in my head: was I making a giant mistake? Was saving a piece of my dignity worth losing Yolanda?


CHAPTER XVII

It was eight hours later when I walked into my home. It was quiet and dark, and that darkness didn’t seem to go away even after I turned on all the lights, and that quietness didn’t seem to go away after I turned on the TV in one room and the radio in the other. I felt strangely empty, as if I was missing something, even though I had exactly the same stuff I had before I set out to film Blind Love.

I got undressed and took a long shower, and that’s when I noticed there was still a mic and a transmitter attached to me. The battery in the transmitter was long dead, and there was a phone number written on the back, on a piece of masking tape. ‘RETURN TO SOUND DEPARTMENT’ the tape read. I put the transmitter on my counter and hopped into the shower.

I was exhausted, but I couldn’t sleep. I crawled into my bed and I stared blankly at the ceiling, waiting for my eyes to close, but they just remained heavy. My stomach continued to turn.

It was an hour before I felt compelled to message Yolanda, to apologize, though I wasn’t sure what I needed to apologize for. I didn’t like that I left her feeling sad, but what else could I have done? I was at the mercy of the production.

But I didn’t have Yolanda’s phone number. I never bothered putting it in my phone because there had never been a point. After we met on the Pairing Bridge, we were together—almost always. I went to my laptop and I tried looking her up, but I couldn’t find her—probably because all of her social media accounts were set to private (just like mine). The production insisted that we make our pages private until the show came out.

So I had no way of contacting her, unless I wanted to get her information from Karen, but I didn’t want to alert Karen; I didn’t want her thinking that I was having some sort of secret relationship, lest the camera crew would fall upon me and make my life miserable all over again.

But was it really so miserable? Was the trip to Key West really so horrible? Sure, there were some long shooting days, but even the long shooting days were fun. They were exhausting, but I never felt bored or lonely. Sometimes they were exciting and sometimes they were relaxing. And I kind of missed hearing Yolanda’s giggling; I liked that it made me giggle.

Now she was gone. Now it was back to normal. I wouldn’t have to tell anyone that I’d been married. If anyone asked if I’d ever been engaged, I could tell them that I only got engaged because Blind Love gave me no other option. Aside from a bit of humiliation I would soon face with my friends and family members, life would go back to normal—and isn’t that exactly what I wanted? Wasn’t this basically me getting the best case scenario?

No, the best case scenario would have been Yolanda being a real woman. Then maybe we could have pursued a real relationship. Maybe we could have stayed on the show and continued having fun and goofing around every night. Maybe we really would have gotten married after the show’s sham marriage at the season finale. Maybe I would have found real love, had she just been a real girl.

Now I was back in bed. I was staring at the ceiling again, this time wondering what the difference really was. Sure, Yolanda wouldn’t be able to ever naturally conceive children. She didn’t have a vagina, and she was genetically a male—but what was the real difference at the end of the day? I didn’t even know if I wanted kids—and if I did, then I would have been fine adopting. So was my only real fear that people would make fun of me? Was my fear of hearing Tanner say, ‘I told you so’ really so horrible? I was going to hear it anyway, wasn’t I?

I tried to imagine the worst possible scenario if I had stayed with Yolanda. I imagined Tanner holding his sides while laughing. I imagined my mother reaching into her pocket to grab her prayer beads. I imagined my father shaking his head with a disappointed look on his face. But that was the worst my brain could muster. I knew that Tanner wouldn’t go beyond a bit of mockery (which he would probably get tired of after a week). I knew that my mom would take a few days before accepting me. And I knew that my dad wouldn’t disown me. My parents loved me—they weren’t going to disown me because the beautiful girl I was with once was a boy.

Now I was tossing and turning, feeling sicker than before. I had to sit up at one point, legitimately worried that I would have to run to the bathroom to throw up. It had been a long time since I’d felt anxiety like this—not since I found out Kelsey cheated on me. And even then I didn’t have the same sense of existential dread that now consumed me. This was new; there was something different about this feeling. I felt like I wanted to cry. I felt like I wanted to get into a time machine, but I didn’t want to go back to before I signed up for the show—I wanted to go back to that night with Yolanda, when I saw Karen walking alone to the bar. I should have never followed her. I should have never sat down to talk to her. I should have never had sex with her. I should have never tried to make a deal with her.

I should have let the show go on. I should have just waited for the show to force Yolanda’s reveal on me. But then what would be different? Would my answer not be the same?

I didn’t want to fall asleep, because I didn’t want to wake up without her snuggled up against my body. I already felt cold, even though it was a hot day outside. I was missing an important piece of the puzzle, and it was slowly dawning on me what that piece was: love.


CHAPTER XVIII

It was a long week. It was three days before I had the courage to message Tanner. “Did anyone ever reach out to you?” I asked.

“No, why? Are you going to film that show soon? When does that start?”

I couldn’t tell him that it had already come and gone. I wasn’t even allowed to be talking about it at all. “Soon,” I said. “Just remember that I wasn’t supposed to tell you about it.”

“Well I’m going to find out when it airs, right?” he said. “I looked online and saw that there’s already an air date: in six weeks. I’m definitely going to throw a watch party. I’ll invite everyone over, but I won’t tell them why. Then I’ll turn on Netflix, and everyone will shit themselves. Holy shit, it will be epic. Tell me how it goes, yeah?”

“Sure thing,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.

Now my stomach was churning again. I thought about calling him back, to warn him about what was going to happen, so I could at least get his ‘I told you so’ out of the way. But I knew that he was just a small fish in a very large pond of upcoming humiliation. Getting his little ‘I told you so’ out of the way wouldn’t make much difference in the end.

It was the next day when I received the first paycheck in the mail: something I never even realized I was entitled to. It was for a lot of money, too: more than I made in four months of work. It was the biggest cheque I’d ever held in my hands—by a lot—but it still wasn’t able to put a smile on my face, not even when I took it to the bank and cashed it. The cashier looked at the cheque and then she looked at me. “Blind Love Inc? Like the show, Blind Love?” she said.

I shook my head. “It’s just the name of a company I did some work for,” I said softly. I could feel the gaze of a nearby cashier looking towards us. People were obsessed with Blind Love, and I had a feeling this was just a little tease of the hell storm that my life would become once the show was out.

“What kind of work do you do?” the woman asked. She stared into my eyes, as if she was trying to decide if I was telling her the truth.

“It’s none of your business,” I said, and that brought the conversation to an awkward silence. Her eyes opened wide and she finished with her business and handed me my receipt. I left quickly, feeling defeated and humiliated. I would never be able to go into that bank again—especially once the season aired.

Another string of long days went by. I assumed I would start to get over that strange empty feeling, but it just wasn’t going away. With each passing day, I felt more and more like I needed to talk to Yolanda, just to get some closure. I hated that our last conversation happened on camera. I hated that I assumed I would get a chance to talk to her in private. I still had no idea what I wanted to say, but I knew that I needed to say something.

That night, I saw that microphone transmitter box sitting on my counter, flipped over to show that sound department phone number. My heart throbbed as an idea entered into my head. I picked up my phone and made the call. “Hey, this is Ralph. Who’s calling?” said the deep voice on the other end.

“It’s Rudy, from the show,” I said.

“Oh, hey Rudy. We’re just about to film some interviews. What’s up?”

“I have a microphone here—I guess it was left on me when they took me to the airport.”

“Oh shit—that’s where that went? Thank God you still have it—those things are like four grand a pop. What’s your address? I can come and grab it tonight.”

“I don’t mind dropping it off at the set, if that’s fine with you,” I said.

He paused for a moment. “Well, I guess you are technically part of the production, so that should be fine. I’ll meet you in the parking lot. We’re at Donovan’s apartment. I’ll text you the address.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

I packed a few things and slipped into a black hoodie. The sun was just going down. I knew that they wouldn’t be filming for much longer, and I didn’t want to miss my opportunity. I zipped down to Donovan’s apartment building. I spotted the white grip vans parked by the front door. Then I looked up the building and saw a shining room, probably lit by three 10K lights as they reshot daylight scenes in the dying evening light.

I sent Ralph a message to let him know I was there. He came down ten minutes later. “Thanks, man. I’m pretty sure production was going to make me pay for this. I owe you one.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said.

He smiled and nodded his head and then he jogged back into the building to finish shooting for the day. I pulled my car around to the side of the building, and then I got out. I flipped up my hood and then I started to pace in the shadows of the tall building, waiting for the crew to emerge. I looked up every few minutes, to see if the apartment was still lit up as if it was 11:00 AM. As I looked up the fifth time, the lights suddenly went out. My heart bounced: they were done shooting. I slinked up against the wall and took a deep breath. My hands began to tremble when the crew began to emerge from the building: loading their gear into the vans. I watched carefully from around the corner, feeling like some sort of criminal—and that’s basically what I was.

I waited for one of the producers to emerge, and five minutes later, one did. She was about my age, with her hair tied into a tight bun on the top of her head. She wore glasses over her tired eyes, and her little pantsuit didn’t do much to make her look professional. She was holding a thick binder, which made her small frame look ever smaller. And it was that binder that I was out for—I knew that binder had all of the phone numbers of all the cast members and crew members.

I watched as she got into a nice, shiny SUV. Then I ran back to my car and fired up the engine. I waited for her to drive by before I pulled out behind her. Now my heart was truly racing. Was I really going to try to steal that binder?

My palms were sweaty on the steering wheel, and my fingers were trembling. I kept my distance, keeping about three cars back. I was slouched in my seat, just in case she managed to spot me. I knew that she would recognize me. I’m sure my face was in her big binder.

She turned off the main highway just outside of town, onto a quiet side street. Now I let that gap grow even larger between our cars. Luckily, my car was older, so I could flip off the headlights, making my vehicle completely black in her rear-view. I followed her for another ten minutes until we reached an impressive farmhouse, surrounded by an iron gate. Even the young producers on the show were extraordinarily wealthy: maybe from the show, or maybe their wealthy producer parents landed them the gig to begin with. I drove by the house and then I circled around about a kilometer down the road. I parked four hundred meters away, nestled between two large trees, and then I began to sneak towards the large house.

Scaling the iron gate was fairly straight forward. Falling down from the top hurt a bit. I had to take a second to wait for my ass to stop throbbing before I stood up and set my sights back on the large house.

There was a dog in the yard: a little collie, staring at me and wagging its tail. His tongue fell out and then he came towards me, wiggling his bum as if he was excited to see me. “Easy, boy,” I said, and then he started licking my legs. I tried to push him away with my foot, and then he started humping me.

“Oh God,” I groaned. So I dragged the dog towards the house, so I could see through one of the windows. As I looked into the house, she walked into the room. I ducked down. My heart raced. It was a minute before I poked my head back up. The dog was still humping me.

I looked around. She was gone, but the binder wasn’t there. I crept around the house, looking in windows, until I spotted the binder, which was by the front door, on a small side table. I could see that she had a camera above her front door, looking down at her step. It was probably armed to alert her whenever someone stepped into view. But I needed that binder, so I cinched my hood tight around my face, covering my mouth with my sweater, and then I made my move. I jumped onto the doorstep and threw open the door. Luckily it was unlocked while her dog was out.

I grabbed the binder and then I saw her across the room with wide eyes and a pale face. She looked like she wanted to scream but she was too afraid. I felt horrible. My heart was on the verge of arrest. I froze for a few seconds too long before turning around and sprinting across the grass. The dog chased me, still trying to hump me.

Then I heard her scream. I threw the binder over the fence and then I threw myself up the length of the fence with impressive speed. I don’t think I’d ever jumped nearly as high in my entire life.

I landed on the other side with a painful thud, but the adrenaline quickly washed away the pain. I jumped to my feet and began sprinting towards my car. Now the dog was barking at me as I held that binder firmly against my chest. I got into my car and sped off. Now my hands were shaking violently. I couldn’t even keep the car in a straight line. I pressed my foot as hard as I could on the gas pedal. My car fishtailed on the gravel road, then I nearly flipped as I hit the highway. Beads of sweat were falling into my eyes. I was having a hard time breathing. I’d never committed a crime before that night, and now I was on the run, with serious criminal charges looming over my head.

A line of cop cars whizzed by me, making me sink into my seat. They were headed in the opposite direction. “Fuck,” I whimpered, regretting my stupid decision. I looked over at the binder on my passenger seat. Then a tiny glimmer of hope filled my heart. I knew that her phone number was in that book. I knew that I could now reach out to Yolanda without the crew of Blind Love knowing.


CHAPTER XIX

It was over a day before I left my place. I was terrified of stepping out and getting nabbed by the cops. I couldn’t figure out how they hadn’t caught me yet. After returning home with that binder, I started to realize how foolish I was. The producer had cameras around her house, and surely one of them was aimed at the street and able to see my license plate. And even with my hoodie cinched around my face, surely the producer would have been able to recognize my eyes—if not right away, then when she watched the footage.

I looked online to see if there were any reported burglaries in the area, but nothing had been reported—at least not publicly.

Maybe I was just being paranoid. Maybe I was letting my anxiety get the better of me. It was two sleeps later when I finally left my place. I just went outside for a moment, to look around and make sure there weren’t undercover cops circling my block.

I went back inside and then I found myself staring at Yolanda’s phone number, which was listed underneath mine on the very last page in that thick binder. I’d spent the better part of the past two days staring at that number. I was afraid to make the call: afraid it would be too suspicious to make the call right after stealing the binder, and afraid Yolanda wanted nothing to do with me after I abandoned her in Key West.

But I knew I had to make the call. I had to reach out to her, otherwise risking my clean criminal record was all for nothing. So I picked up the phone, dialed the number, and then I began to breathe deeply as I waited for her to pick up.

“Hello?” her gentle voice said.

My heart jumped up into my throat and a warm energy suddenly washed over me. I hadn’t heard her voice in over a week. I opened my mouth to reply, but I wasn’t able to produce any words.

“Hello? I can hear you breathing. Is this a prank call?” she said.

I bit down on my tongue. Now I was tempted to hang up before I made a fool of myself, but I needed closure. I needed her to know that I didn’t just leave her because I didn’t want to see her again. She had to know that the production put me in that shuttle and zoomed me off to the airport. “It’s Rudy,” I said.

And now she was the silent one.

“I, uh, found your number and—and I had to call you.”

“Why?” she said after a long pause.

“I thought I was going to see you again at the resort. I didn’t actually think they were going to ship me off.”

She was quiet for a long moment. “Is that all, Rudy?” she said. Her voice sounded sad and broken. She was upset—but was she upset with me or with the production?

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I wanted to talk to you in private before I left. I didn’t get the chance.”

“About what?” she said. “What couldn’t you just say with the cameras in the room?”

I was about to speak and then I realized I still didn’t know what I wanted to say. “We should meet up,” I said. “Without the cameras. I feel like this ended in a bad way.”

“Why?” she asked.

I was confused. Why didn’t she want to meet up? Why was she angry with me? Why was her anger not directed towards the show? It was the show that made everything awkward. It was the show that forced her to come out on television. I was the one who tried to save us. Was she mad that I failed? “I just want to talk,” I said.

“About what, Rudy?” she said. “What do you want to say? You’re talking to me now—so just say whatever it is you want to say to me now.”

I stuttered. “I don’t know what I want to say. I just want closure.”

“Goodbye, Rudy,” she said. And before I could get a word in, she hung up the phone. My heart fluttered in my stomach. What did I want to say to her? What kind of closure was I looking for? Was I just hoping to hear her say, ‘It wasn’t your fault,’ so I could feel better about myself?

I paced around my room and then I found myself staring at that binder again. Under Yolanda’s phone number was her address. I looked the address up in my phone and saw that it wasn’t very far away from my house: a ten minute drive at most.

If she wouldn’t agree to meet with me, maybe I could just show up at her home. I was sure that she wouldn’t be so cold with me if she could see my face, and see that I was genuinely sorry about the way things ended in Key West. So I grabbed my keys and I got into my car for the first time since I drove out to the country and stole that binder.

I risked so much to get Yolanda’s contact information. But why did I make the risk? Why did I go through so much trouble? Did I really want closure, or did I just want to hear her voice?

I missed her voice. I especially missed her giggle. I wanted to see her smile. I wanted to feel her body against mine again—even though I knew that it was wrong.

My hands were trembling again, as if I was on the run from the police all over again. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I knew that this was probably my last chance to get through to Yolanda. If she brushed me off in person after brushing me off over the phone, what else could I do? Where could I go from there? Would I just need to accept that it was all over?

She lived in a small house in a cute little suburb. Her front lawn was overgrown in a charming kind of way, with a dense apple tree lurching over a winding path of cracked cement. Sunlight glittered on the leaves. I parked my car and stepped out, feeling the warm summer sun on my skin.

My heart was racing now. This was my moment of truth: my last chance to make things right with the girl that I was so sure was my soulmate when I was sitting in that Pairing Pod and talking through that nylon wall.

I went to her door and pressed my finger against the doorbell. I didn’t push down. I gave myself one last chance to turn around, to leave her alone and forget about her. Maybe that’s what I needed to do: cut her out of my life and go back to normalcy. I was risking a lot being at her house. What if someone caught me there and wondered how I got her address? What if a crew member saw me and thought that we were having a secret relationship? I didn’t want my friends and family members thinking that I was seeing a trans girl in secret.

But the worst anxiety in my head was: what if I never see her again? My heart ached at the thought of never hearing that cute giggle again. So I rang that doorbell. I waited on that doorstep, counting the seconds in my head as my heart slammed against my ribcage. Then I rang the doorbell again. No one was answering. Was she inside, peeking at me through a slit in the curtains? Was she purposely not answering? Did she not want to see me?

I stepped back and looked at her windows. The house was silent. Maybe she wasn’t home. Maybe I was thinking too much into it. She had a job and she had friends. I could think of dozens of other places she could be. I took a deep breath and then I went back to my car. I looked at her house one last time before pulling away.

I turned around the corner and started down a quiet side street, so I could loop back onto the main road. But before I made the U-turn, I saw her: walking down the street in that little yellow dress and a pair of adorable white stockings. She was heading towards a park, by herself, looking precious and gentle.

I slowed down and watched her as she walked. Even when she was alone, she was somehow so graceful. I missed her. It seemed like years since I’d seen her last. She was so vibrant, and so youthful. I pulled my car over and got out. I started to follow her. I wanted to call out to her, but I also wanted to watch her in her natural element for a moment longer. I loved the way her dress danced around her with every step. I loved the way her soft hair bounced on her shoulders. She truly was precious.

“Yolanda!” I called out.

She stopped and turned around suddenly. She stared into my eyes for a moment as her face turned pale. “Rudy?” she said. “W—What are you doing here?”

“I had to see you. I couldn’t let this all end the way it did,” I said. I started walking towards her. She became tense, looking left and right as if she was worried we would be seen together.

“I don’t have anything to say to you, Rudy,” she said.

“Well I think I have something to say to you,” I said. My heart fluttered and my legs began to tremble. “I just can’t do this anymore. I can’t keep lying to myself.”

And she was looking over again, with her worried eyes and pale skin. I wanted to ask what was wrong, but I also didn’t want to kill my momentum.

“I have to tell you something, and I don’t know if you’ll feel the same way. But I just have to say it. I can’t keep it in any longer,” I said.

And that’s when I looked over and saw what she was looking at: two cameramen, a sound guy, and Karen, standing across the street. They were filming filler for an episode: showing Yolanda in her natural element, maybe to be used in her first episode introduction, or maybe it was supposed to be some sort of ‘after the split’ segment.

My heart plunged into my stomach and my skin became cold. The camera men started to move in. The filler was now turning into a scene. It was like I was pulled back in time: brought back to the terror of that production. My privacy was gone again, and now every word that came out from my mouth could end up on a tremendously popular Netflix program.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I hated that production. I hated those cameras. I hated all of the people complicit in their little social experiment, turning us all into guinea pigs. I wanted to yell at them, even though I knew they would just force me to ‘restart’. I was still contractually obligated to do whatever they wanted me to do.

“Do you have something to say to me, Rudy?” Yolanda said. She was staring into my eyes.

I thought about Tanner. I thought about all of my other friends. I thought about my disappointed religious mother and my angry father. I knew I just needed to turn around and leave her alone. I knew that I needed to save that last piece of my dignity that I put so much effort into conserving.

But I couldn’t do it. “I love you,” I said. “I don’t care if your trans—I love you anyway. And I want to be with you. I’d prefer to be with you without these cameras around, but if they have to be around then so be it—I can’t keep it in any longer. I just needed to tell you.”

Her eyes glistened and her mouth parted. She looked over at Karen and then she looked back at me. “Did they tell you to say that?” she asked.

I shook my head. “If they told me not to say it, I would still say it,” I said. “Because it’s true. I hate this show and I hate whoever thought it would be a good idea to tell people to lie to each other—but I love you. So if I have to stand in front of these cameras to say it, that’s what it is.”

She reached out and grabbed both of my hands. Then she giggled: that sweet giggle that I’d waited so long to hear. It was like ecstasy for the ears. A warm pulse washed over me and I couldn’t stop my goofy smile from appearing on my face. She didn’t have to say it back: that little giggle was enough. That little giggle was worth giving up my final shred of dignity.

“I love you too,” she said.

I had to kiss her. I couldn’t go another second without kissing her. So I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. She kissed me back, wrapping her arms around me. The smell of her amazing perfume wafted up my nose. I finally understood why she had been so standoffish over the phone. I understood that disappointed look she gave me when I ran down to the beach with her, before the show forced her to out herself on camera. The problem wasn’t the show: it was me.

“They’re going to air this,” she said after we finally pulled apart.

“I know,” I said.

“Your parents are going to see this,” she said.

I shook my head. “I don’t care. I’ll deal with that when the time comes,” I said.

She smiled and then she covered her lips with both of her hands. She was cute when she was shy. “I’ve never seen your house before,” I said. “Maybe you can give me the tour.”

“Why don’t we just go for a walk. I can give you the tour when we’re done shooting today.” She gave me a little wink. I knew that the innuendo would be obvious for the show’s audience, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care if anyone knew that I was with a transgender. I didn’t care if they knew that we were sleeping together. It was nobody’s business but my own.

The cameras followed us on our walk, and they continued to follow us for the next three hours, until we arrived back at Yolanda’s little home. We walked through the front door and then Yolanda closed the door, blocking the cameras from coming inside. They didn’t try to find a way into the house—they were apparently fine with what they got. They knew that we were going to fool around and they knew they wouldn’t be able to air any of it on the show, unless Netflix decided to sell the show to a porn website.

We kissed for a long moment by the door. Then she ran to the bedroom, giggling, and I chased her. She jumped onto the bed and then she rolled onto her back, looking into my eyes. “You know you can’t take any of this back,” she said.

“I don’t want to take it back,” I said. “I’ve never felt happier than I do right now.”

She giggled: that sweet giggle that I was finding myself living for. We kissed again. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and we rolled over—nearly falling off the bed. Her hands slipped underneath my shirt and pushed up onto my chest. I ran my hands delicately up her sides, feeling her soft skin as I pulled up her dress, getting ready to pull it up over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so I was able to feel her amazing breasts and her perky nipples. Once the dress was off, I reached down to take off her panties. I ran my fingertips over her large bulge. My heart bounced. That cock was what started this whole mess—but I wouldn’t have her any other way. I loved every part of her, including that shaft that was now hardening against the palm of my hand.

I took a deep breath in before reaching down her panties to feel her warm throbber. I curled my fingers around it and groaned. She giggled. “You like it?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Maybe I did like it more than I realized. Maybe I was happier that she had a cock than I would have been had she had a vagina. Sure, if she had a vagina it would have been a lot easier to mitigate the situation with my friends and my parents, but that cock was just so much fun. I loved how it got hard when she was aroused: proving that she really did like me. I loved how it throbbed and curved up her abdomen so gracefully.

“Suck it,” she whispered.

So I sunk down and allowed her giant cock into my mouth. I sucked, bobbing my head and teasing her tip with the tip of my tongue. I loved the way her bulging veins rubbed on my tongue and against the insides of my cheeks. She nestled her fingers into my hair and began to groan gently, pulling me down further into her crotch.

Her carefully trimmed pubic hair tickled the tip of my nose as her cock pushed down my throat. I managed not to gag, but it wasn’t easy. I kept sucking, loving how I was making her moan. I didn’t want that moaning to end. I wanted to make her moan like that for the rest of my life—and that’s what I planned on doing.

I had to surface for air. I took a deep breath while she giggled. Her cheeks were rosy and her face was flushed. She gently bit her bottom lip before sitting up, wrapping her arms around me, and rolling me over, so that I was on my stomach. I laughed. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“We’re going to try something different,” she said, tugging down my pants and leaving me bottomless. My heart bounced and a chill ran through me. Then I felt her warm shaft sliding up between my butt cheeks. I knew that she had a massive cock, but without being able to see it now: it felt absolutely enormous. I was terrified, but strangely excited at the same time. Maybe it would hurt, or maybe it would feel good; I had a weird feeling that it was going to feel really good, because it belonged to her.

She bent over and then she ran her tongue up the length of my butt crack, making a tingle buzz through me. A little whimper slipped out from my lips. “It might hurt for a minute,” she said. “But don’t worry, I’ll be gentle—at first.” She giggled again, and then she pressed her tip up to my tight little hole.

“Oh God,” I whimpered. My heart was pounding. My legs were trembling. I was clutching the bed sheets up to my chin, worried I was making a big mistake. But somehow, deep down, I knew it was going to be fine. I knew I was going to like it, and I knew it was going to make Yolanda happy.

She pushed into me. I gasped. It hurt a tiny bit, but not nearly as much as I was expecting. But I could feel my hole stretching to accommodate her girth. I could feel her veins pulsing against my anal walls. I squirmed, but I didn’t tap out. I let her push deeper and deeper, slowly. She was gently caressing my back.

Another euphoric shiver buzzed through me. She pushed deeper. Now it felt like her tip was pressing up against my sternum. I could feel her pushing towards my lungs. That pain was still there, but hearing her moan gently was beyond worth it. I clenched my ass and she moaned louder. Then she giggled and my heart melted.

And then she pushed deeper, which I didn’t think was possible. It felt like her cock was between my lungs, trying to reach for my throat. How was it possible? Was it really that long?

She started to thrust, and my whole body suddenly melted. I became a limp sex doll while she ploughed me: sliding in and sliding out. I clutched the bed sheets firmly and tried not to scream. That pain was going away. Was I going numb or was the stretching over?

I could feel her tip sliding through my body, exploring my body, stimulating my body. It felt so good. I was on the verge of screaming out. And with each passing second, it felt even better. “Don’t stop,” I said through clenched teeth. “Fuck me harder.” So she started pumping me harder and harder, driving into me faster. My legs trembled and now I was moaning uncontrollably. It felt so good. I just didn’t want it to end.

My own cock was rock hard and throbbing against the bed. As she drove into me, my shaft rubbed on the bed sheets, and I was starting to think that I was going to end up coming before her. It already felt like I was coming, but I reached down with my fingers to check a number of times, and felt nothing. I clenched my ass again, making her moan once again. She liked it when I squeezed her shaft with my butt.

She pressed her hands firmly against my back and drove her long shaft in and out of me, faster and faster. I was moaning and trying to squirm. I bit down on the pillow as a swell of euphoria grew between my legs. I clenched again, and then I felt something wet growing around my stomach and cock. I reached a hand down and felt my gooey expulsion: I was coming, and ejaculating more substance than ever before.

I groaned as my eyes rolled into the back of my head. Then Yolanda rammed her cock deep into my body with a loud grunt, and I started feeling her warm goo filling up my deep cavity. I could feel her cock pulsing and her tip twitching with every blast. I suddenly felt fuller than ever, as if my insides were about to rupture. I gasped and looked back at her.

She was looking at me with bright eyes. “You’re coming,” I said.

She giggled and bit her lip. One of her eyes twitched slightly before she said, “Do you like it?”

I nodded my head. Then I turned to look the other way, at our clothes on the ground. And that’s when I saw the mic pack, which was still turned on and transmitting to the sound guy. My heart skipped a beat, but I wasn’t too worried. Even if they played a sound bite from our romp—it made no difference. I no longer cared what anyone had to think or say about our relationship.


CHAPTER XX

Karen and the camera crew were there when we woke up, pointing their cameras at us and hanging their microphones over our heads. I didn’t miss that circus, but I did miss the feeling of Yolanda’s warm body cozied up against my chest. I had my arm over her and her bum pressed against my crotch.

My bum was still a bit sore from our little romp, but it didn’t matter.

Yolanda yawned and rolled over. Her eyes opened slowly and she smiled. “Good morning,” she said.

“Good morning,” I replied. I gave her a small kiss on the lips. The cameras moved in closer to ensure they were documenting everything.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you more.”

And they really were documenting everything: more than I realized.

It was just one week later when the camera team showed up at our house (we were living together in Yolanda’s place) to collect their gear. I was in the living room when one of the camera guys went to the mantle and reached behind a small pot to pick up a tiny device. “What’s that?” I asked.

“A camera,” he said.

My heart groaned.

“Hey—mind unlocking your car? We have a couple in there, too.”

This season of Blind Love was a special one: a new format. They were documenting absolutely everything. We agreed to it when we signed those contracts, but none of us looked close enough to know that they were going to hide cameras everywhere.

I was sitting on the couch and watching the episode where I broke into the producer’s home to steal the binder when Yolanda came home from work. “You started the show without me?” she said with a little gasp.

“I couldn’t help it,” I said. “I just needed to see it. We can watch it all again—but I just had to see it. I couldn’t wait.”

“We were going to watch it together,” she said.

“I know, I know. I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.” She sat down next to me on the couch and then she looked at the screen.

“What scene is this? Why are you all sweaty and breathing heavily?” she said.

I felt my face turning red. “I kind of broke into one of the producer’s houses to get your contact information,” I said. And now I understood why the cops never came for me: the production was letting it slide because it made for good television.

And after that driving scene, they showed a scene where Yolanda was at home, looking at a picture she took of us together in Key West. A tear rolled down her cheek. It was difficult to watch, remembering how sad I made her. “I’m still sorry that I didn’t man up in Key West.”

“It’s fine,” she said. “It worked out in the end.”

“It really did.” We shared a little kiss on the couch.

“Skip ahead to the wedding,” she said. “We can watch all of this later, but I really want to see our wedding.” So together we watched our wedding. And we watched the first ever real wedding on Blind Love—though nobody knew that but us and the production. There were still actors. Our fake parents were sitting in the front row, and our fake friends were sitting behind them. But the officiant was a real officiant and we said our real vows—as per our request, which was granted by Karen. “I’ll never let anyone tell me that I can’t love you,” I said to Yolanda on the altar. “I promise.”

It was a romantic scene, and I knew my parents and friends would soon be blowing up my phone to demand an explanation. “My phone’s been ringing all night,” Yolanda said.

“Same,” I said. “I turned mine off.”

“Me too,” she said. “Want to turn them on now and see what people are saying?”

I shook my head. “I honestly don’t care what they’re saying.” She giggled and we kissed again. Then I grabbed my phone. “Actually, there is one message I want to send.” So I turned on my phone, ignored the hundreds of messages and missed calls I had, and I navigated over to my text chain with Tanner. ‘I told you so,’ I wrote, then I turned my phone back off.

THE END


WE DID SOMETHING BAD

Derek, a political science student at UBC, is a prominent member of the Young Campus Conservatives. He attends every meeting, he’s in good standing with the wealthy and powerful leader of the organization, and he spends every weekend either campaigning or doing charity work to further his future political career. So he’s naturally terrified after a drunken night in a basement at a party, fooling around with his two male conservative friends and a well-endowed transgender girl.

The three boys swear to never talk about what happened under any circumstances. And it’s important that they keep their mouths shut, because the Young Campus Conservatives have just introduced a new rule: no members can associate with transgenders, or they’re out of the esteemed club.

To make sure the little mistake doesn’t get leaked, Derek decides to secretly track down the mysterious trans girl from the party, to beg her to stay silent about what they did together. But his search for the girl leads him to an unsettling secret society, filled with elite members of society from both ends of the political spectrum.


CHAPTER I

It was Halloween, 2018, when we did something bad.

We all had a bit too much to drink that night, but we couldn’t really blame the liquor. It was still early in the night and many at that party were much drunker than us, and they didn’t do anything nearly as bad as what we did. Carson claimed that someone slipped something into his drink. “Maybe they slipped it into all of our drinks,” he said after the bad deed was finished and we were all sitting in the basement, unable to look into each other’s eyes.

“Maybe,” agreed Quaid. “I am feeling a bit funny. Maybe someone slipped us something.”

I kept my gaze glued to the ground. “We just can’t tell anyone about this,” I said. “If we tell anyone about this, that’s it for us.”

Carson and Quaid both nodded in agreement, and then that basement became silent for a long minute. “Okay,” said Quaid, breaking the silence. He stood up and lifted his hand into the air. “I swear to never tell anyone about this—ever. I will never even mention it, not even with the two of you. After this moment, what happened here at the party tonight never happened at all.”

Carson stood up and raised his hand into the air. “What happened here never actually happened and I’ll never mention it ever again, not even to the two of you.”

Now both men were looking at me. “C’mon, Derek. Make the pledge.”

So I stood up slowly. My legs were still wobbly. My stomach was still churning with a terrible dread. I knew that making a pledge wouldn’t change anything. I knew that being silent about what happened wouldn’t make me forget about it. I had a good feeling that I would never forget about it in my entire life. But I lifted my hand into the air. “I, Derek Young, will never mention this again, under any circumstances.”

We all put our hands together and then we held them up in the air again, as if we were making our fraternity pledge all over again. But this pledge was much more serious. This pledge had serious consequences.

Nothing else was said as we all left the basement and went off in our own directions. Carson stayed to have a beer at the party. Quaid took off down the alley, heading towards his home, and I did the same, leaving out the front door. I buried my hands in my pockets and I stared at the sidewalk for the entire hourlong walk home.

The image of that girl never left my mind. She was burned into my memory. I made the mistake of looking into her eyes right before the act was finished. She was looking into my eyes—and that’s when she came. I looked down slowly and saw everything. I still couldn’t figure out how I let myself end up in that situation. Maybe Carson was right: maybe someone slipped something into our drinks—some sort of drug that makes people make stupid decisions. I felt a bit tingly, but I didn’t feel like I was high on any crazy drugs. The tingling was probably just the result of drinking five beers in just a couple of hours—not enough to get me drunk, but enough to make my skin tingle slightly.

My heart started pounding hard once I was halfway home. I started to question the pledge we took in that basement. What if one of the guys didn’t keep his mouth shut? What if one of them got drunk at another party and ended up spilling the beans. Or what if the girl decided to say something? She never made any pledge…

I shook my head. I couldn’t let the anxiety ruin me. I couldn’t live the rest of my life worrying that my secret would get out. And also, I had to stop thinking of that girl as a girl. She wasn’t a girl—she was a boy. Sure, she had breasts and long hair and plump lips, and she was dressed in a sexy fox outfit—but she wasn’t a girl. She had a cock; she was born a male.

Now I was walking quickly and breathing heavily, as if I was out of breath. My head started spinning. I started imagining my friends messaging me. ‘You fucked a tranny?’ I imagined one text reading. ‘Are you gay?’ Then I imagined my parents finding out.

I had to stop to take a deep breath. I closed my eyes. Cool rain drops started falling on my head. I had to bury my hands back in my pockets so my fingers wouldn’t get cold.

Why did I do it? Why didn’t I stop myself? Why didn’t Quaid or Carson stop themselves? What made us go through with it?

The trans girl was convincing. I had no idea that she was trans until Carson told me, an hour after she arrived at the party. And I’ll admit it: I’d been checking her out a little bit. Every time she turned away from me, I found myself staring at her ass. Whenever she bent over to do a shot, I caught myself looking as her skirt came up to expose the smooth skin on her tush. And she had nice cleavage. Her braless tits bounced when she moved through that party house. She sounded like a girl, especially when she was laughing. But once Carson told me she was actually a trans girl—and a boy back when Carson went to high school with him—I started to notice the masculine twang in his voice. Of course I pretended like I knew all along. “It’s pretty obvious, to be honest,” I said.

“You think so?” Carson said. “I mean—yeah, it’s obvious. But compared to other trannies…”

Quaid laughed at Carson. “I wouldn’t have known had you not told me.” At least he was capable of being honest. “She’s got a nice ass.”

“Careful, Quaid,” I said, nodding my head towards Anders, who was standing in the corner with a drink in his hand. Anders was one of the senior members of our organization, the YCCs (or, the Young Campus Conservatives). Our organization took a strong, non-religious stance against transgenderism. In fact, there was a poster in our front office with all of the ‘transgender facts’, including the 41% attempted suicide rate, which the poster claimed was comparable to common mental illnesses.

But even after we all found out that the girl was trans, I couldn’t stop noticing her. She was wearing a tight white dress, and that cute fox mask, which she flipped up from time to time to show off her surprisingly convincing face. She was wearing a lot of makeup; she was probably only convincing because of the makeup and that long platinum hair, which nearly reached her bum.

We bumped into each other in the kitchen. I was getting a drink and so was she. She looked into my eyes. We were the only two in that kitchen. She smiled and I looked away quickly as my heart fumbled. I’d never actually been face-to-face with a transgender before. I’d only ever dealt with them online, when they came by our public Twitter page to start flame wars. They never came with facts—just strong emotions and tons of threats. If we pointed out our sources, they would say, “Those sources are wrong!”

But those Twitter t-girls didn’t look like this girl. Those Twitter trans girls were all obviously male, and many of them looked like they had other disabilities (how many with mental disorders often look).

“Hi,” she said to me. My heart bounced again.

I nodded my head, worried that she knew who I was. What if she knew that I was part of the YCCs? What if she was at that party to confront me and Anders and Quaid and Carson? “Hi,” I said softly.

And then she looked at me for one second longer with what looked like a flirtatious smile. I became frozen. I watched as she poured herself a drink before disappearing.

It was an hour before I saw her again, under much different circumstances. I was with Carson, looking for Quaid. A group of guys wanted to play Beer Pong and we needed one more to complete our team. We searched upstairs and then we looked outside. “Where did he go?” Carson asked. The Beer Pong game was about to start. “Let’s check the basement.”

So we went down to the basement, where it was quiet and cool. We searched the first bedroom, but it was empty. Then we went down the long hallway to the second basement bedroom, and that’s where we found both Quaid and the trans girl.

She was on the bed and Quaid was kneeling down next to her, caressing her body with his hands. He turned to us with wide eyes.

“Quaid, what the fuck are you doing?” I asked.

He stared at us like a frightened deer for a long moment. “It’s not what it looks like,” he said.

“It looks like you guys are about to fuck,” said Carson. He covered his mouth and laughed, so he wouldn’t spit out his beer.

“We weren’t,” Quaid said with red cheeks. But that’s definitely what was happening. The question was: who seduced who? Or did it matter?

“Quaid, you’re going to end up getting kicked out of the YCC,” said Carson.

“No—I’m not. Just—don’t tell Anders about this. It’s not what it looks like.”

The girl was just staring at all of us with a smile on her face, as if she was getting a kick out of it. She didn’t seem worried at all that two men just walked in on her being rubbed down by a stranger.

“Please don’t say anything.” He turned to the girl. “We weren’t about to have sex, right?”

She giggled, covering her lips with the tips of her fingers. “I thought we were.”

“Well you thought wrong,” Quaid said. “I was just—I was just helping you…” He couldn’t come up with an excuse, so he just became silent.

“Are you jealous?” the girl asked with a strangely seductive voice. She was looking at Carson.

I looked over at Carson. His face was turning dark red. “Jealous?” he said. “No way. Don’t be ridiculous.”

“You can have me too,” she said. “It can be our little secret.”

And now Carson was silent too. He looked over at me and then he looked at the ground and cleared his throat. Was he actually considering the offer?

Now the girl was looking at me. “You can have me too,” she said with a little wink.

“This is crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“C’mon, Derek,” said Carson, taking me by complete surprise. I turned and looked at him with wide eyes. “Look at her.”

I looked at her. She was looking at me, looking relaxed and comfortable on that bed next to Quaid. “It’ll feel good, I promise,” she said.

And maybe it was the alcohol, but the thought was enticing. She had a nice body, and she seemed especially convincing in that moment. I took a deep breath.

“No one needs to know,” Carson whispered to me. I couldn’t believe how quickly he’d been swayed, and I couldn’t believe how quickly I was being swayed.

The trans girl, still wearing her fox mask, took the straps of her dress and slid them over her shoulders. Then she carefully shimmied her dress down to expose her perky breasts. She smiled and bit her lip as she cupped her breasts and squeezed. “Come and have me,” she said. It was clear that she was also a bit drunk: swaying slightly, red in the cheeks. There was a glass of hard liquor next to the bed, which was presumably hers.

Carson stepped into the room after closing the door. He stood next to the girl and reached over, grabbing her breast. “It feels real,” he said, looking over at me. He laughed. His face was still red. “Come and feel, Derek.”

I hesitated, and then I stepped over. I had to admit: I was curious. Her breasts looked real, and there were no scars from any implant surgery. How was it possible? I stepped up next to Carson and reached to grab her other breast. It really was quite light and squishy, as if there was no implant in there. The girl laughed and took a deep breath, making her chest heave.

Then she reached out and slipped her fingers between my legs, gripping my package, making her perk up. I gasped and she giggled again. She gently massaged my cock and balls. “I’ve never been with three boys before,” she said.

“We’ll go easy on you, darling,” Quaid said. He stroked his fingers through her hair. Carson was now climbing on the bed, nestling himself up behind her and reaching around to squeeze both of her breasts with both of his hands. He squeezed hard, making her moan. Every time she moaned, he chuckled, as if there was something funny about it.

And that’s when I started to think: maybe she’s not trans at all. Maybe Carson was just messing with me. Maybe she was just a run-of-the-mill horny college girl, looking to expand her ‘college experience’. So now I was looking down at her lap, trying to see if there was any bulge in her tight white dress, which was now bunched up around her waist.

I took a deep breath and calmed myself down. Maybe she was just a normal girl. Maybe I had nothing to worry about.

She had the zipper of my fly between her thumb and finger now. She gently tugged down, and my bulge quickly pushed out through the opening. I didn’t want my friends to see my cock, but I had a feeling they weren’t going to care. Quaid was already fishing his erection out from his pants. He was surprisingly big and hairy. He pushed his pants to the ground and stepped out of them. His cock was pointing up at the ceiling, towering above his bellybutton. He grabbed the girl’s head and turned it to the side, facing him. “Open up,” he said with a deep voice. She opened her mouth and he pressed his cock in before groaning loudly.

My heart skipped a beat. She was looking away from me now, but she was still working on pulling my cock out from my pants while she sucked Quaid’s cock. I closed my eyes as her fingers gripped my bare girth. I didn’t look when she finally pulled my throbbing semi out from my pants and began to stroke it.

I’d never been in a threesome or a foursome before. I’d never been erect next to another man before. I’d never had a one night stand before, or sex with a stranger. I was ticking a lot of firsts off of my list. So naturally, my heart was pounding ferociously. I had to close my eyes multiple times to calm myself down.

Carson, still behind the girl, was now taking his clothes off. I couldn’t see his cock because it was pressed against her back. I didn’t want to see it; I hated that he could see mine. But her fingers felt so good, gripping my shaft as they pulled up and down. My legs trembled and I let out a groan. I looked down at my cock. She was squeezing hard, making my tip turn a shade of light red—but it felt good. She was jerking with slow, elegant movements. I couldn’t look away from her pretty manicured fingers.

“Lift the slut up,” said Carson. Before I could react, Quaid reached over and picked her up. Quaid was a dense man who spent a lot of time in the gym, so lifting up the one hundred and ten pound girl was nothing. Carson slipped underneath her and then Quaid lowered her down onto his body. Then Carson reached down and pulled up the skirt of her dress. He grabbed her panties and tugged them down to the middle of her thighs.

And that’s when I saw it, now out in the open: her long, thick cock. It was bigger than mine, and even bigger than Quaid’s. Quaid and I both paused, frozen with shock. But Carson couldn’t see anything from underneath, so he didn’t stop what he was doing. He spat into his hand and then he rubbed his cock with his saliva before grunting as he mashed it underneath her bum, trying to find her hole.

But Quaid and I just remained still and silent. So it was true: she really was a transgender. And she wasn’t just an ordinary transgender, she was a transgender who happened to be hung like a horse. “Carson…” Quaid said.

“What?” he said through clenched teeth as he tried to mash his tip into the girl’s tight asshole.

“She—She’s a man,” Quaid said.

Carson paused for a moment. “I—I know. You said that already,” Carson said. He looked at me and I looked away quickly.

“But I didn’t actually think… I mean—I knew she used to be, but…” Quaid couldn’t get his words out.

Then the girl pushed her bum down and let out a moan. Carson gasped. I leaned over to look underneath the girl’s large ball sack, and that’s when I saw the base of Carson’s cock, pressed between the girl’s plump butt cheeks. He’d penetrated her, and now she was moaning and giggling as if it was funny.

Carson’s hands were trembling, but that didn’t stop him from finding her breasts and squeezing them again. She was bouncing on his lap, making his cock pump in and out of her tush. Her moaning was seductive. Her red cheeks were cute. But that thick erection was distracting—but not distracting enough to stop Quaid from turning her head to the side again so he could stuff her mouth with his thick meat.

Now I was left standing there with my cock out, feeling strangely vulnerable. She was using both hands to grip the bed sheets, so now I wasn’t being held or stroked. I was tempted to back out of the room, but a part of me wanted to stay and get in on the action. But where could I fit? She only had the two holes: her mouth and her asshole, and both were being used. And I couldn’t stop looking at that thick erection, which was pulsing against her abdomen.

I knew we were doing something bad. I knew we were doing something we were going to regret. But it was too late to turn back now. It was too late to stop.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Carson said through firmly clenched teeth. I watched as his cock went in and out of her hole. Then he pulled her up, making his cock fall out. “Go ahead, Derek. Take a turn. It feels amazing.”

He was looking at me. Now my body was filling with tense terror. I looked at the trans girl. I still didn’t even know her name. Did Quaid know her name? Did Carson know her name? Carson probably knew her name back when she was a boy, but what about now?

She was looking at me with a grin. Her asshole was puckered open and stretched out. I could see into her body. I could see the glisten of Carson’s saliva around her reddened hole. Could I do it? Could I stick it inside of her? At this point, what did I have to lose?

I stepped forward. My legs trembled and a lightheadedness washed over me. I took a deep breath and took my cock in my hand. I climbed onto the bed. Carson took her legs and spread them wide for me. Then the girl took her ball sack and lifted it up, so that nothing was in the way. And as long as her arm was covering her erection, she looked like a girl—and I’d always wanted to fuck a girl in the ass.

“C’mon, Derek,” she said. Then Quaid took her head, turned it on its side, and stuffed her mouth with his cock again. Now he was face-fucking her, thrusting in and out from her throat. She was taking it well.

I slowly pressed my tip to that open hole. It puckered closed and then opened again. “Are you sure about this?” I asked.

“C’mon, man. It feels good. Just do it,” said Carson.

So I took one last deep breath, and then I pushed forward with a small grunt. I was shocked when my cock actually penetrated, pushing into her body. Her hole clenched around me. I gasped and reality suddenly caught up with me. I had my cock inside of a transgender. I was technically fucking a man, and it was something I would never be able to take back or forget. And why was I doing it? Because she was convincing? Because I was horny? I knew it wasn’t worth it. I knew the consequences would be severe if word got out.

But there was no turning back now. I grabbed her smooth thighs and then I began to pump in and out. She really was tight, but her hole was amazing pleasant. She moaned as I began to pump a bit faster.

“She’s a slut!” Quaid said with a chuckle.

“She likes what she likes,” Carson said.

She was licking her lips with the tip of her tongue, looking strangely sexy, showing off the black choker that was around her throat, covering her Adam’s apple.

“Pump her harder, Derek,” said Carson, who was holding her breasts and playing with her nipples. I pumped harder, holding her thighs more firmly. But I wasn’t sure where to look. If I looked to my side, there was Quaid. If I looked forward, there was Carson. If I looked down, there was that cock. I didn’t want to offend anyone by looking up at the ceiling, or to my right at the blank wall. So I just closed my eyes and pretended like I was fucking a perfectly normal girl.

Then I felt her ball sack gently rubbing my abdomen each time I pushed in. I opened my eyes for a moment to see that she’d let go of her package and now she was using both hands to grip the bed sheets.

“Hold on for one second, Derek,” said Carson. His face was dark red. I waited, not sure what I was waiting for. Then, I felt his cock. I gasped and looked down. He was mashing his tip against my cock, trying to push it into the same hole.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I’d never touched cocks with another man before, and that was something I was happy about.

“Seeing how wide we can stretch this slut,” he said. He grunted and squirmed, and then he actually penetrated, even though I was already inside of her.

His cock was pressed hard against mine. I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his foreskin pulling back. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t gay, but I wasn’t sure how to say it now. I felt horribly awkward and sick and confused. He pushed his cock deep, until his tip was right up against mine.

“Okay, keep fucking her,” he said.

I resumed slowly, pulling back and feeling my tip sliding along his shaft. The girl was moaning now, muffled by that cock in her mouth. We had three cocks inside of her, and she was taking them all like a pro.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Carson said as I began to thrust. It felt so weird, but good at the same time. I hated that it felt good. I hated that I could see her cock pulsing on her abdomen—and she was bigger than all of us!

I had to close my eyes. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t rubbing cocks with another man. I tried to pretend like I didn’t have my cock inside of a biological man. But none of those reminders seemed to matter. I knew deep down what I was doing, and I knew it was bad.

I pumped her for five minutes, until she started screaming. Quaid pulled his cock out from her mouth and then he sprayed her face with cum. She kept her mouth open to catch what she could on her tongue. The rest made a mess of her fox mask and her chin and her black lace choker. Quaid squeezed his big cock hard and groaned loudly.

Then she turned her pretty face towards me. We made eye contact, and that’s when the jolt of pleasure consumed me. I tried clenching, but it was too late. It didn’t help that Carson had just finished coming, and now I was pumping my cock in a warm, cum-filled asshole.

I pulled out and came, streaking my thick substance all over her erection. After the first three blasts, I closed my eyes, unable to look anymore.

I knew this wasn’t just a fun little basement romp. I knew that this would end up having repercussions. I knew this could mean the end of our involvement with the YCCs, and possibly the end of my reputation. I didn’t want my friends knowing that I was involved in a gang bang with two other men and a trans girl—not even a single biological female in the room.

I was the first to leave the room. Carson came out after me, then the girl came out and said nothing as she made her way to the bathroom to get cleaned up.

“We need to talk,” Quaid said as he pulled his shirt onto his body. So we migrated over to a quiet, cool room and we sat down across from each other on a circle of couches and sofa chairs. That’s where we made our pledge to never talk about what happened ever again, under any circumstances.


CHAPTER II

We had our Monthly Arrangement the very next afternoon. Each month, the top fifteen members of the YCC gathered in the YCC office, which was on the third floor of the campus administration building. That was my first year as a top fifteen member. It was Carson’s first year as well, but Quaid didn’t quite make the cut because he was often absent when it came time to fundraise, or whenever we had any sort of charitable event, like street cleaning or dishing out soup at the local soup kitchen.

Carson was already there when I walked into the large boardroom. He looked up at me and smiled, and I quickly returned the smile before looking away. When I finally looked back at him, he was looking down at the table with red cheeks. It was obviously on his mind: it hadn’t even been a full twenty-four hours since the incident in the basement bedroom. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since we mashed our cocks together inside of that tight trans asshole.

I took a seat on the other side of the table, thinking I was doing us both a favour. Then Anders came into the room carrying a large box of donuts in one hand and a large box of coffee in the other. “Can someone run out to the hall and grab the cups and lids and stir sticks?” he said as he plopped the donuts and coffee down on the table. Three different members sprung to their feet to fetch the rest of the haul. Everyone wanted to impress Anders, because Anders was stepping down in just a few months, and he was set to choose his own successor.

Most of the members of the YCC were political science majors, myself included. Fourteen out of fifteen of the top ranking members were planning to get one sort of political science master’s degree or another, myself included. There was only one member in that room who planned to use his political science major to transition into law school.

And to have the head of the Young Campus Conservatives on your resume: it was something we all wanted. The Young Campus Conservatives of the University of British Columbia was an organization known across the whole country. We had branches in nearly every university, but the UBC branch was by far the most notable. Having even just one single year as the head of the organization would have meant a guaranteed paid job on the next federal conservative campaign.

I was tempted to jump to my feet to fetch the stir sticks, and I probably would have done so if my reaction times weren’t completely messed up from the anxiety that was still swelling inside of my gut. By the time I realized it would have looked good to help Anders bring in the haul for the meeting, the task was already done. Three men came into the room, each carrying a couple of small bags—a task that could have easily been accomplished by one person with two arms.

Anders took a seat and stretched his arms into the air. His blonde hair fell down onto the front of his face, and then he shook his head to throw his bangs over. He was a skinny fellow, with long legs and long arms and a long body. He was always smiling, always wearing suits, and always smelling like expensive cologne. Everyone in the YCC knew that he was going to end up running for Prime Minister one day. His entire life had been devoted to his optics, though his ideals were always very safe and standard.

“I like your suit, Anders,” said one of the female members. She was sitting upright and pretty, with her hair done up into a pair of French braids. I’d seen her a few times around the campus, always with her hair in a loose bun and no makeup on her face. It seemed like she only ever got dolled up for those YCC Monthly Arrangements.

“Thanks, Kath,” Anders said without looking at her. Then he took a deep breath. We were all silent, waiting for him to start the meeting. Even if I didn’t end up as the head of the YCC organization, I knew I had a bright future as long as I was in Anders’s good books. It wouldn’t be long before he was in a position to get anyone a job with some clout. He was always meeting with legitimate candidates, and they were always flying him out to special conservative events. He had a lot of political sway, not just because he was currently in charge of the biggest conservative movement for people under thirty, but because his parents were two of the richest people in the country.

Anders looked around the room with that classic smile on his face. He brought his hand to his chin and then he gently stroked his clean-shaven face. “Transgenders,” he said.

My heart fluttered and skipped a beat. I could feel my legs turning cold. I swear he looked right at me after he said it. Our eyes locked for a brief moment. Did he know? Did someone tell him about what we did? What he about to humiliate me in front of everyone?

We did something bad the night before, at that party. We did something that could almost certainly have us removed from the YCC, and maybe all future conservative functions. We did something that could end up defining our futures and our careers. And for what? Was it worth a few minutes of pleasure? My stomach groaned and I squirmed in my seat. Why was he just looking around the room? What kind of response was he waiting for?

“What about them, Anders?” asked one of the members.

“There are more transgenders on this campus today than ever before. Four years ago, we had maybe five, right? Now, I bet there are fifty of them. And I can’t help but wonder why. I engaged a campus liberal last night on the topic. He told me that there are more now because they are more accepted now than ever before. But is that really true? Are we really supposed to believe that we, as a society, are more than ten times more accepting of transgenderism now than we were in 2010? More than one-hundred times more than we were in 1995? My numbers, of course, come from the Williams Institute.” He scoffed. “He told me, unsurprisingly, that the Williams Institute is a biased institute, which always makes me laugh. An organization based out of California has a conservative bias?” He scoffed again.

We all sat silently, waiting for him to make his point.

“As I was debating this young fellow—also a political science major, by the way—a fellow conservative joined into the discussion. At first I assumed he had my back. He was citing numbers from the WI, and he was well informed on the matter. And then he suggested to me that I drop my argument. He said that there are enough transgenders in Canada now to make up a significant voting bloc, and that conservatives should try to incorporate that voting bloc into its interests. He said that the single percentage point increase could sway a number of ridings in a federal election, particularly in Ontario, Nova Scotia, and Eastern British Columbia.”

I suddenly felt myself relaxing. Maybe the timing was perfect. Maybe we didn’t do anything wrong after all. Maybe Anders was about to change his stance on transgenderism and our little romp would float away, consequence free.

“And do you want to know what I said back to this young conservative man?” Anders asked as he looked around the room. “I told him that transgenders have no place in our movement.”

Suddenly, that room seemed especially quiet. It was a long fifteen seconds before I realized I was holding my breath. My shoulders were tense and almost up to my ears. My legs were trembling and I was starting to tap my foot awkwardly against the floor.

“The reality is, we need to take a stance against the growing trend that is transgenderism. As conservatives, we cannot allow a voting bloc of a single percentage point completely alter our ideals. Transgenderism and conservatism do not mix, and they won’t ever mix. Now, you might be wondering why I’m bringing this up. I’m sure you were all already against transgenderism, so this may all seem completely pointless. But there are two of you in this room who are anything but real conservatives, so it has come to my attention.”

Now my fingers were beginning to tense up, curling around the seat of my chair. I could feel awful beads of sweat tickling the back of my neck and dribbling down my spine. Someone must have told Anders what we did. Someone must have caught us—or maybe that girl ratted us out.

Anders stood up and scanned the room. As his gaze met mine, I looked down at the table, feeling weak and vulnerable and foolish. Why did I let Carson and Quaid talk me into that gang bang? Why did I participate?

I looked up at Carson, whose face was dark red. He was looking at me, and I could see that he was trembling.

Then Anders pointed suddenly at Greg. “Greg,” he said. “It’s come to my attention that one of your best friends is a transgender, female to male.”

Greg shrugged his shoulders. “We aren’t best friends,” he said. His voice was low and weak. “We’re just—we dated, back when she was a girl, in high school. We stayed close.”

“I don’t care,” said Anders. “That’s part of the problem. We can’t stay close with these people. If our liberal friend from last night is to be believed, we’ve become too accepting of this societal disease. You’re all familiar with the statistics, which are posted in the front room, if you aren’t. If we encourage this behaviour, we’re encouraging suicide—end of story. The truth is, more than fifty percent of transgender people end up attempting suicide. We have to take a stand against youth suicide, even if it means being called mean names like ‘transphobe’.”

I looked at Carson again. He was still red in the face and as stiff as a board. I felt about the same.

Then Anders pointed at Kath. “Kath, I’m sorry, but I found out that your name is registered with the campus LBGT Allies Association.”

“My cousin is a lesbian,” she said with wide eyes.

Anders shook his head. “You need to drop your registration until they remove the T from that abbreviation. This is a matter of tough love. People will call us mean and evil, but if we even prevent one single young person from exploring transgenderism, and it saves that young person from suicide, then this has all been worth it.”

I felt myself relaxing slightly. Anders said there were two people in the room, and now he’d called out two, meaning he likely didn’t know about what we did at that party, in that basement bedroom.

“After today, if I find out that any of you are associated with transgenders, I will use my power as the head of the Young Campus Conservatives to have you removed from our organization. As of today, this is a zero tolerance policy. We must all disavow transgenderism when we see it. Don’t be afraid to comment. Don’t just stand in silence when the topic comes up in your classroom, just because you’re afraid of being called homophobic, or transphobic, or whatever new words they want to invent and shout at you. As of right now, we stand up for our ideals and we stop this societal virus from spreading.”

A few heads nodded in the room. I tried to break free of my paralysis so I could nod along, worried Anders would see me sitting still and think that I was hiding a secret. I looked over at Carson one last time. He was nodding. So I finally forced myself to nod as well.

“I’m glad we all agree. Now let’s move onto other matters. We have a big charity event coming up, but we still don’t have all the volunteers we need. All of you are registered, but some of you haven’t managed to register any of your classmates.” He pulled out a list. “If your name is at the bottom of this list, then you simply aren’t doing enough. This is for kids with cancer, people. If you’re at the bottom of this registration list, you should be hanging your head in shame.” Thankfully, I was near the middle of the list, but I planned on registering more of my classmates so I could end up near the top.

The rest of that meeting went by slowly. Anders had a lot of topics he wanted to cover, and they were all difficult to pay attention to, seeing as the transgender thing was still lingering in my head. I could still picture that giant, thick cock on that girl’s stomach. I could still remember the amazing feeling when I started to unload on her erection, after pulling out from her tight butthole.

Now, it was more important than ever to keep our little romp a secret. We couldn’t let Anders, or anyone, know about what we did in that basement with that trans girl.


CHAPTER III

I saw Quaid the next day. We met up at the mall to grab a coffee. Quaid was technically part of my campus jurisdiction, so I was required to pass along the main points from the Monthly Arrangement.

Our little meeting started out quiet. Neither of us could think of anything to say after we went through the standard, “How’s it going?” It was clear that the trans girl was still on our minds, and I knew that it was about to be even more on his mind, once I told him what I needed to tell him.

I wanted to start out with some small talk. It had never been hard to have small talk with Quaid before. He was always telling me crazy stories or jokes that he’d invented (often very inappropriate). But now, he was silent. And I wasn’t any better. I tried to think of something to say, but I could only imagine his thick cock sliding into that trans girl’s mouth.

Quaid was lucky. He didn’t get quite as intimate with the trans girl as Carson and me. He stuck to her face, and he never touched his cock to another cock. He could argue that he never really had sex with a trans girl, as long as one could argue that a blowjob isn’t sex. Though I don’t think it would have made much of a difference in the eyes of Anders. Either way, if Anders found out, we’d all be out of the organization.

He sipped his coffee and then he checked the time on his watch. “I have to get to this thing in a bit. Maybe we should just jump right into business,” he said.

“Okay. Sure,” I said. And then I started to draw a blank.

“So what did you talk about? Anything interesting?”

“Um,” I said. “We need to get more people to sign up for the cancer thing next weekend. We’re right in the middle of the list, and Anders wants everyone to at least double the numbers they’ve put up. So that means another fifteen volunteers, at least.”

“That’s asking a lot,” Quaid said, sipping from his coffee.

“I know you haven’t asked any of your classes, Quaid. All you have to do is ask your professor to ask for you. It’s not the end of the world.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” he said. But I knew he wasn’t going to do anything. Quaid wasn’t the type of guy to go above and beyond. He liked sitting comfortably in the middle of the pack. He liked being invisible, putting in the least amount of work necessary to get the job done. It wasn’t a quality that would get him any jobs, but it wasn’t one that would disqualify him from any either—though he probably would never end up running for any office.

“Anything else?” he said.

“Well,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. I knew we made a pledge to never talk about what happened in the basement at that party, but this technically had nothing to do with that. This was just a discussion of organization policy. “We went over the usual numbers—you know, all that stuff. Anders wants us all to dress better on campus. He said that he’s seen a few of us going to class in sweatpants. He said he won’t kick us out of the YCC for it, but we should all know better. He even suggested we all wear suits to really bolster our image.”

Quaid rolled his eyes and nodded his head.

“And, uh, there was one other thing,” I said. I cleared my throat. “Anders said that, from now on, if any of associate with transgenders, we’ll be immediately removed from the group.”

Quaid looked up at me from his coffee. His eyes were wide. “What?” he said.

“That’s what he said. He said that the YCC is taking a new stance against transgenderism. And, uh, that means no one can have any association with anything related to transgenderism. Apparently we’ve been too relaxed, and we’ve let it become normalized.”

Quaid was staring into my eyes, making me feel awkward. He clearly wanted to ask me a question about a topic that we agreed we wouldn’t talk about. But he resisted, remaining silent as he stared blankly at me.

“And that’s it. That’s all we talked about,” I said, taking a long sip from my drink.

“O—Okay,” he said. Then he took a sip from his drink.

Now we were very silent. I cleared my throat and tried to think of something to say—anything. “So you have a thing later, huh? What are you up to?” I asked.

He shook his head. “It’s nothing interesting. It’s just… I’ve been meaning to return these books to the library, and I’m going to do it this afternoon.”

“Oh. That’s it?” I said.

“Yeah. And I have some homework. I should actually probably get to that now.” He pushed his chair back and stood up. He brushed some crumbs off of his shirt. “I’ll see you later, Derek.”

“See you,” I said sheepishly, still looking down at the table. I felt a bit relieved now that I was done telling him about the new anti-transgender policy. But I was still terrified the info was going to get out. And now it was more important than ever that everyone keep their mouth shut. Even though it was a new policy, I had a good feeling that we couldn’t argue that we did the act before Anders made it a rule.

I sat alone and sipped my coffee, trying to calm myself down. But it seemed like the longer I sat there, the more nervous I became. I found myself suddenly terrified that my political career would soon be over. I was relying on three different people to keep their mouths shut, and I didn’t even know the name of one of them. At any moment, my phone could ring and Anders could be on the other end, telling me to get lost.

I was sure that Quaid would keep his mouth shut—and there was no question on my mind that Carson would stay silent, knowing how religious and conservative Carson’s family was. But that trans girl was a complete wild card.

I didn’t sleep that night. I tossed and turned—and it was the third straight night of getting next to no sleep. When my alarm finally went off in the morning, my body ached with sleeplessness. I had a big test that day, and I knew before I even got dressed that I was going to bomb it. And I knew that things weren’t going to get better until I managed to find some closure with what we did in that basement.

I had to talk to that trans girl. I didn’t know her name or what classes she was in, but I knew I had to track her down. Maybe I could find her and talk to her. Maybe I just needed to have a short chat with her, to give myself some peace of mind, so I could relax and focus properly on important matters, like impressing Anders so I had a shot at that coveted top spot in the YCC.


CHAPTER IV

I spent many hours flicking tediously through campus Facebook groups, trying to find her face. I had nothing to go off of, aside from the fact that she went to the same school as Carson back when she was a boy—but Carson didn’t have a Facebook page, and even if he would have had one, he probably wouldn’t have had her on it, especially after Anders’s little speech at the Monthly Arrangement.

And it was starting to seem like the mysterious trans girl also didn’t have a Facebook page. I must have searched every single UBC group, including alumni groups. And maybe I did come across her, and I just didn’t realize it. She was wearing a mask the whole time we fucked her, so I really didn’t have a great idea of what she looked like. I remembered her lifting the mask a few times, but I couldn’t trust my memory: maybe I’d just imagined that.

But I could remember her eyes: big and bright and shining, even from behind that fox mask. And her lips were unforgettable as well: thick and plump and full in every way possible, possibly with some help from some injections. I knew that I would recognize her as soon as I saw a pair of bright brown eyes with those full lips.

The LGBT Community of UBC Facebook group was closed, and entry required vetting. I knew that I would never make it through the vetting process, especially with my reputation of being one of the more outspoken conservatives on a very liberal campus. I thought about making a fake account to get inside, but that would require a lot of work and time, because there was no way they would allow a brand new account with no friends or posts into their private group.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if they were talking about me inside of that closed Facebook group. I wondered how many times my name had popped up in conversation. Maybe that mystery girl was in the group, and maybe she was telling the eight hundred members a detailed account of what we did to her on that night. Maybe they were all giggling at me and preparing to humiliate me and my fellow conservatives in a big way.

I could feel my fingers becoming cold. I had to close my computer screen for a moment, so I could calm down. I had to remind myself that it was very unlikely that she was publicly telling people what we did. Why would she admit to having a foursome with a group of campus conservatives? Unless she wanted to martyr herself to her cause… She wouldn’t be the first activist to try to have our organization removed from the campus.

I took a deep breath. There was no sense in worrying about it, but I did need to talk to her so I could get some closure. I grabbed my phone and started to write out a message to Carson. He went to school with her back when she was a boy, so I just needed to figure out what name she went by back then. That would be enough information to work from.

But I stopped right before pressing send. I remembered that we made a vow not to talk about what happened under any circumstances. It had only been a few days—I couldn’t be the one to break the vow, especially now that Anders was cracking down on all association with transgender people. So I bit my tongue and deleted the message. I would have to find another way to track her down.

After another sleepless night, I found myself walking down the road towards that party house. As I turned onto the quiet residential street, my heart started racing. I started recognizing houses and lawns and even cars that were parked along the road. I stared at those very sights as I walked home from that basement romp. I knew I was getting close and I could feel a strange, dark energy growing stronger. When I saw the house appearing in the distance, my bones started to tingle and my skin started to turn cold. The details of that night were suddenly more vivid than any other memory that I had. There was no way that I was drunk that night. Nobody could remember a drunken night quite this vividly.

I took a deep breath and turned up the walkway. I had no idea who owned the house. I got a text message with the address from Quaid three hours before the party; he never mentioned whose party it was.

It was a nice house: Cape Cod style with lots of dormer windows on the top floor. The whole structure had recently been painted white, and there was a pair of impressive marble pillars holding up the dormer above the front door. I’d only seen the house at night before that moment.

I reached for the doorbell. I wasn’t sure what information I was hoping to get, but I needed something to work off of if I was going to track down that mystery trans girl. I pressed the button and waited. Then I looked back and noticed the expensive Benz parked on the street. It had recently been washed, and it couldn’t have been more than a year since it rolled off of the factory belt.

The door opened and I turned back to greet the homeowner. Then I froze as I saw the face of Anders. “Derek,” he said. “What are you doing here?”

I opened my mouth to reply, but a swell of terror left me frozen. I suddenly had no idea what I was there to say, so I just stood with my open mouth, feeling like more and more of an idiot with each passing second.

“You okay?” he said.

“What are you doing here?” I asked as I tried to stop my face from turning red. Now I felt really stupid because I was wearing a pair of old jeans and a t-shirt with a few little holes. I wasn’t planning on running into the man who told me to start dressing better when I was out of my apartment.

“This is my house,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “You were just here the other night, for my house warming party.” His eyes narrowed even further.

“Oh,” I said. I had no idea that the party was his housewarming party. That explained why all of the drinks were provided by the house.

“So why are you here, Derek?” he said, leaning over to look behind me, to see if I brought others with me.

“I, uh…” I cleared my throat and stood up. “I was actually just coming by to congratulate you on the new house. I didn’t get a chance to do it at the party.”

He nodded his head slowly. “That’s really nice of you, Derek. Thanks.” Now he was staring into my eyes. He looked down to my hands, probably to see if I had a house warming present. Then he looked back into my eyes. “Is that all?”

“Well…” I said. I had to clear my throat again. “I was wondering if you have a list of people who were here for the party. I’m trying to get into contact with someone I met here.”

He cracked a grin. “A girl?” he said.

I paused, reevaluating my strategy. “Yes,” I said.

“I don’t have a complete list of names, but I can probably help you find the girl. What was her name?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I said. “I forgot to ask.”

“What did she look like?” he asked.

“Um,” I said. I was terrified of describing her. If she was at the party, did that mean that Anders invited her? Did Anders know that she was a transgender? Why would he knowingly invite a transgender to his house just a day before announcing a strict policy against transgenderism.

“She had brown eyes—or maybe they were dark green,” I said.

“That’s not very helpful, Derek. You’ll have to be a little more descriptive than that.” He leaned against the doorframe and stared into my eyes, making me feel even smaller.

“Well,” I said. “She had long blonde hair. That’s all I really remember. She was wearing a costume.”

“What costume?” he asked, cracking another little grin.

And now I knew I was flying too close to the sun. I needed to back out and leave before I made my situation any worse. “I can’t remember,” I said. And then I remembered that there was a blonde girl dressed as a nurse at the party. “Oh, I think she might have been a nurse.”

He laughed and nodded his head. “Petra,” he said. “She’s a good friend of mine, actually. And she’s single. Is that what this is about, Derek? Did you have a sort of romantic connection with Petra?”

I shook my head. “Um, no,” I said. “I was just talking to her about the charity event coming up, and she was interested. So I, uh, was hoping to get her signed up.”

Now he was narrowing his eyes again. “She’s already signed up. She was one of the first ones to sign up.”

I paused. “Oh, no kidding. Alright then, I guess that’s that then.”

“That’s all you came for?” he asked.

I paused again. “Well, I talked to a few people about the event. But I can’t really remember any names. I’d probably remember them if I saw them. You wouldn’t have a list you could photocopy for me, would you?” I forced a smile, showing lots of teeth.

And he remained still, leaning against the doorframe as he looked into my eyes. “I think I have a list of the people I invited, but I don’t have a list of the people they brought along. I gave everybody a plus three, remember?”

“Sure,” I said.

He narrowed his eyes even more and leaned forward slightly. He was trying to get a read on me—and maybe he was trying to intimidate me into telling the truth. But somehow, I kept my mouth shut. “I’ll get you that list. If you think you can get a few volunteers out of it, then all the best to you. I have a feeling they’re all already signed up though.” He turned around and walked into his house. “Come on in. Make yourself comfortable for a few minutes. I need to start up my computer.”

He went off to a study, leaving me in the foyer. I looked around. I was standing around that spot when I first saw that trans girl in that fox mask and tight white dress. Just across the room was where she first smiled and winked at me. And from that spot I could see the kitchen, where we bumped into each other. And from that spot I could also see the staircase to the basement, where we did more than just bump into each other.

Now my heart was sizzling in my stomach. I didn’t just have group sex with two other men and a transgender woman—I did it in Anders’s house! Now I was positive that he would be outraged if he found out. Now I was positive that him finding out would mean my expulsion from the YCC and every future conservative function that he had anything remotely to do with. Now it was more important than ever to smooth things over with that trans girl, even if it meant bribing her with all of the money in my bank account (which wasn’t much). I couldn’t lose my future over one little mistake.

“Here it is,” Anders said, holding a paper as he emerged from his study. “Here’s the invite list. I’m pretty sure you know most of the people on it, but you’re welcome to take it. Now, if any of these people reach out to me and tell me that you’ve been spamming them, I’m not going to be happy. Reach out to them individually, and do it once—no mass e-mails, no mailing lists, nothing like that. Some of these people are our donors, and I’m only giving you this list because you’re in good standing with the YCC. Got it?”

I nodded my head. “Absolutely,” I said.

I turned around to leave. That’s when I saw the fox mask sitting next to the door. It was porcelain white and cut exactly like the mask the trans girl was wearing at the party. I paused and stared at it. “Did someone leave that behind?” I asked, trying to sound as casual as possible.

“Leave what?” he asked.

“The fox mask.”

“Oh that?” he said. “Um, no, that’s mine. I was going to wear it at the party, but I ended up finding that other costume at the last minute. I guess I should probably put this away.” He grabbed the fox mask and then he tossed it over a nearby couch, so it was out of sight. “I’ll clean that up later.” The reaction was strange. He seemed nervous about the mask.

“Okay,” I said, not sure how to respond to the strange reaction. “I guess I’ll be going now.”

“See you later, Derek,” he said, waving with a small smile. But now his face was red. He didn’t look quite as cocky anymore, as if I’d caught him doing something he wasn’t supposed to be doing. Was he involved with that trans girl? Was he fooling around with her behind our backs? And would she rat us out to him?

I shook my head, pushing the crazy conspiracy away. It was too outrageous. There was no way Anders, of all people, was fooling around with a transgender girl.


CHAPTER V

The rest of that night was spent looking up names on various websites. It was an exhausting hunt. I used every single trick I learned in my Political Tactics class, which was essentially a class on digging up dirt on political opponents.

There were a few names on the list that I couldn’t find on the various social media websites, so for those names I turned to paid services. I searched Kelsey Taggart on NameHunter, and then I searched Lisa Brindovich and then I searched Rachel Hunter and then I searched Victoria Johnson (of which there were many in my area). I spent over one hundred dollars to find out who the people were, and sadly, none of them were the trans girl. She wasn’t on the list that Anders provided me, meaning she was probably somebody’s plus-one.

And I knew that the next step in tracking her down was even more tedious than what I’d just dragged myself through. I knew that I needed to go to every single person’s social media pages and search through their friends lists. I knew it was going to be a long task: one that could take many long days. And it probably wasn’t going to be much different from what I would be doing once I was out of school and working on someone’s campaign.

First, I needed to take a break. I put on a pot to make some soup and then I jumped in the shower. I closed my eyes as the warm water dribbled down my body. I was exhausted and I desperately wanted to crawl into bed, but I knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep. I knew that I was on a time limit. I knew that the trans girl could rat me out at any moment, so I couldn’t waste any time. Even that shower was probably taking too long. What if the difference between me finding that trans girl and her ratting me out was just ten minutes?

I wanted to stay in the warm water, but I knew I needed to get back to work, so I shut off the shower and I went to plop the noodles into the pot of boiling water in the kitchen. I went to grab that list of partiers while my noodles cooked.

135 people were invited to that party, which meant I would have to scan through about that many friends lists—and some people had thousands of friends. Sure, there were a few people on that list who didn’t have social media accounts, and that just made the hunt even more worrisome. If that trans girl was the plus-one of one of those social media-less people, then I was hooped. Or if she didn’t have social media herself, then I was just as hooped. But I had to try. I couldn’t let my future career slip away from me, knowing I could have done something to save it.

I was about to put the list down so I could stir my noodles, and then I noticed something. Anders had the guest list numbered, but there was a number missing: 79. Down the list, the numbers went in standard order, until it reached 78: 75, 76, 77, 78, 80, 81, and so on… So where was 79? The list was obviously generated by Microsoft Word, or some other word processing software, and software doesn’t just forget numbers.

I looked through all of the numbers, to see if there were other numbers missing. But 79 was the only missing number. Anders must have deleted that row right before printing off the paper for me, and his word processor must have failed to correct the preceding numbers.

My heart fluttered. Was I onto something?

To make the find even better, the list was alphabetized, so I knew that the missing name started with the letter N, as it was sandwiched between Nancy Wellington and Nora Paul. Forgetting about my noodles, I ran to my computer and looked at Anders’s Facebook friend list. I scrolled down to his friends with N names. I saw Nancy there and I saw Nora there, along with a few other N names. The only female N name sandwiched alphabetically between Nancy and Nora was Nicole Grant.

She had no profile picture and her account had complete privacy settings engaged, so I couldn’t seen anything besides her name.

I went to Instagram and searched through hundreds of Nicole Grants, but couldn’t find that trans girl. So I tried LinkedIn, and then I worked my way through various public SnapChat profiles.

Then I heard a fizzling and realized my noodles were boiling over. I had to run to pull the pot off of the stove. The noodles were bloated and horribly overcooked, but it didn’t matter because I was no longer hungry. Now I just wanted to continue chasing my small lead, even though it may have been completely irrelevant.

Even if Anders did delete the name before handing me the paper, that didn’t mean that the missing person on that list had anything to do with that trans girl we fooled around with in the basement. Maybe he just took the name off because it was the name of some political donor and Anders didn’t want me harassing him or her. Maybe there were other names omitted from the list, and that number 79 was the only one Anders forgot to reformat. Maybe the original list had 150 people on it, or 200 people on it.

I decided to spend twenty-five bucks to have NameHunter search the private profiles of thirteen different people named Nicole Grant in my area. And then sure enough, her face appeared on the list.

My heart skipped a beat and I let a small gasp slip out from my lips. I recognized the big, plump lips, and the bright brown eyes and the long blonde hair. The photo came from an unpublished university newspaper article. Apparently the article page existed on the university website, but it had never been properly published or linked. But NameHunter scoured the university’s database and found the unpublished page.

‘The New Trans Faces of UBC’ was the name of the unpublished article, and the author was named Kieran Tremblay. I knew Kieran because he was always writing hit pieces about YCC members. He was an outspoken member of the NDP, Canada’s far left political party, and he hated Anders and he hated me and he hated every single person who casually stepped foot in the YCC office, unless they were there to vandalize the bathroom.

The article was three meandering paragraphs long, and it ended with, ‘What the fuck am I even writing? Is anyone going to read this?’ At the bottom of the article was Nicole’s face, along with three other trans faces (none looked nearly as convincing as Nicole). And under Nicole’s picture was a note: ‘Nicole Grant. Be sure to pick up her consent form before pressing publish. 22 Hazlehurst Way.’ Was that her address? Was the little rat, Kieran Tremblay, finally doing me a service?

I looked up the address and saw that it was only a ten minute walk away from me. My heart started to pound against my ribcage. I jumped to my feet and grabbed my coat. I stuffed my phone into my pocket and I zipped over to the door. It wasn’t until I was four blocks away from my apartment that I realized it was almost midnight. The streets were quiet and most of the windows around me were blacked out. Even if the address did belong to Nicole, there was a good chance she wouldn’t even be awake.

I stuffed my hands into my pockets. It was a cold night. I looked up at one point when I thought I noticed snowflakes coming down: the first snowfall of the year. But the flakes quickly turned into beads of freezing rain: a light rain, but enough to make my exposed skin sting.

I came around the corner, onto Hazlehurst Way. I looked at the house number to my left: 56. I was on the correct side of the road, and only a handful of houses away from Nicole’s house—assuming the address did indeed belong to Nicole.

I kept my head down as I walked. My heart was still pounding, and I felt like I was doing something criminal. I mean, I did use a service that was popular with stalkers to find her, and maybe she didn’t want to be found. Maybe she would see me and be revolted that I was treading on her privacy.

I looked up just as another hooded figure turned down the walkway of an upcoming house. I stopped and looked towards the small house. A porch light beamed down on the number ’22’. The hooded figure was going up to Nicole’s front door.

I side stepped so that I was behind a truck.

I watched as the hooded man stepped up to the door. And it was definitely a man. The gait was obviously masculine and his shoulders were too wide to be feminine… Then again, Nicole had narrow feminine shoulders, but she was technically a man, so maybe it was harder to gauge than I realized.

He waited for a minute at the door before the door opened. I couldn’t see who opened the door, but I kept watching while they talked. I was out of earshot, so I couldn’t hear what was being said. At one point, the hooded man turned to look towards me. I dropped down, hitting my knees uncomfortably against the cement. “Ouch,” I whispered before grabbing my knees with both hands. When I stood back up, the door was closing and the man was being let inside.

I crept up to the house, ducking as I slipped onto the property, so I wouldn’t be seen from the front window, even though the curtain was closed. I slid up to the side of the house and then I spotted a window. I crept towards it. It was high up, so I had to gently pull an old folding chair over, so I had something to stand on. Then I peeked into the house.

My heart was nearly exploding in my chest. I had to take a series of deep breaths to calm myself down. What was I doing? Why was I trespassing and looking through a window like a peeping tom? Why wasn’t I just going to the door and ringing the bell like a normal person?

I was looking into the kitchen, but the kitchen was empty. I could see shadows moving in the other room, so I climbed down from my folding chair. I had to press my hand awkwardly through the gap between the fence post and the house to unlock the gate, so I could get into the backyard. Then I located the next lit window, about thirty feet ahead. I took my folding chair with me, so I had something to climb up on. I rose up slowly, gripping the window sill tightly with both sets of fingers. The room was also empty, but I could see an open door leading to a lit staircase. I stepped back from the house and looked down at the basement windows. There was a faint glow in one window to my left, so I went around the side of the house, and I found them.

The hooded man had his back to me, and Nicole was standing in the middle of the room. I jumped to the side before she looked up and noticed me lingering in her yard like a creepy pervert. Thankfully, the window was open a crack, so I could hear what was being said.

“I could get in a lot of trouble for being here,” the man said softly. His voice was trembling as if he was nervous. I suddenly had a bad feeling that Nicole was a transgender prostitute, and this was one of her clients. If she was a prostitute, did that mean I needed to get checked for diseases? Did Quaid know that she was a trans prostitute when he took her to the basement at that party?

“So why are you here?” she asked. The sound of her voice made my skin tingle. Until that moment, I was only 98% sure that it was her, but now I was completely sure; there was no doubt in my mind.

“I had to come and talk to you,” the man said. And the man’s voice was curious. I was fairly certain that I recognized it—but who was it? I wanted to look in the window again, but I didn’t want to give myself away.

“About what?” she asked. “And why do we need to talk in the basement?”

“I just—I don’t want to be by any windows.”

“There’s a window there,” Nicole said. My heart skipped a beat.

“I know, but that’s just your backyard. I know people who live on this street. If they find out I’m here—I could get into a lot of trouble. There’s a reason I waited until midnight to come here.”

“What’s this about? Just tell me,” she said.

He sighed heavily. I was still desperately racking my brain to give a face to his voice. “The other night—when we were together. I liked that. I liked it a lot more than I thought I would like it, and I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

Suddenly that voice clicked: it was Carson. I slapped my hand against my lips to stop myself from gasping. Now I really wanted to peek through that window, just to be sure. But I knew that voice. I’d spent the past four years seeing Carson on an almost daily basis. And, of course, I knew that he had been with Nicole just a few nights before.

“I just can’t stop thinking about you,” Carson said. “I wanted to see you.”

“You’ve known me for years. Why do you want to see me now?” she asked.

“I want to feel your body again. I want to feel myself inside of you.”

“Well you can’t just show up here and expect me to put out. That’s not how it works.”

“I can get into a lot of trouble if I’m caught here,” Carson said softly. “There’s a new rule with the YCC, and the rule says I can’t be seen talking to you. I can’t even add you on Facebook.”

“Well luckily for you, I don’t have Facebook,” she said with a grin in her voice.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Why was Carson so obsessed with her?

“Please, just let me kiss you. Let’s fool around—just me and you. I promise it will feel good.”

“I don’t want to do that, Carson,” she said.

“Please,” he said.

“Carson, I’m serious. Please don’t touch me,” she said. Now I had to peek again. I looked through the window and saw Carson trying to hold her by the arms. His body was tense and trembling. His hood was down now, showing off his shaggy hair and his pale skin.

I’d known Carson for nearly half a decade. He was always going after ‘trad’ girls, as he liked to call them: catholic girls who wanted nothing more than to be mothers and homemakers, pretty girls who wore dresses that touched their ankles, usually blondes who claimed to be virgins. Nicole was certainly no virgin, and she was anything but traditional.

Maybe he was drunk. I knew Carson to have a few drinks when he was stressed out, and maybe this new anti-trans policy had him more stressed out than ever. Maybe he just planned to find her to tell her to keep her mouth shut, but now he was drunk and out of control. I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt, but it was difficult.

“Seriously, Carson. It’s not happening right now. I’m tired and I have class in the morning.”

“I’ll come back tomorrow then. We’ll talk about this. I know you think I’m just horny, but it’s so much more than that. I feel different when I’m around you. I want to be with you.”

“How can you be with me if you’re not even allowed to be seen with me?” she said, once again with that grin in her voice.

“We can figure that out. We’ll meet in the night. I’ll give you a key to my house, and I’ll give you my spare garage door opener. You can pull into the garage and come straight into the house. I saw that you have tinted windows.”

“Carson, you need to go home now,” she said.

“Fine,” Carson said. “I’m just happy to finally told you how I feel.”

“You don’t even know me,” she said.

“I know enough,” he said.

“Do you?”

I shook my head, still reeling in disbelief. I listened as they left the basement. And then a minute later, I heard the front door open and close. I peeked over the fence and watched as Carson flipped his hood up and hurried off in the other direction.

I was still confused. He didn’t seem to be swaying or staggering. He wasn’t leaving a trail of whiskey breath behind him. He didn’t appear to be drunk. So what was going on? Was he actually attracted to Nicole?

I waited for him to be out of sight before creeping up to the door. I didn’t ring the bell. Instead, I knocked gently. My heart was still racing. It had been racing for what felt like a solid hour now, and I was starting to worry that I would soon end up on the ground, suffering from a serious heart attack.

“Carson, I told you we can talk about this later!” I heard her muffled voice say. And then the door opened and her eyes became wide. I don’t think she recognized me—at least not right away. “Can I help you?”

I opened my mouth to speak, but for some reason I was suddenly at a loss for words.

Her eyes narrowed. Now she definitely recognized me. “You? What are you doing here? Are you here with Carson?” She leaned out from her house and looked left and right.

“No, but can I come in? I don’t want him to see me here.”

She sighed. “Right. I heard about the new rule.”

“It’s not about that,” I said. “I mean—I want to talk to you about that, but I don’t want Carson seeing me here. He doesn’t know I’m here.”

She shook her head and rolled her eyes before stepping aside. “You have five minutes, and then I really need to get to sleep.” I stepped into her house and looked around. It was surprisingly feminine: pink-hued walls, floral decorations, and flowers everywhere. The whole place smelled like her perfume, reminding me of that moment in that basement. I was tempted to look down her body now, towards her crotch. I hadn’t forgotten how big that cock was, and now she was wearing satin pyjamas: a tight long sleeved satin top and a tiny pair of satin shorts. How was her cock not hanging down her leg? Was it tucked back? Did she have a pair of panties on, holding it in place?

I looked back up into her eyes and saw that she was smirking. “See something you like down there?” she asked.

I felt my face turning red. I didn’t mean to let my gaze drift—but I still couldn’t understand how she kept her massive womanhood hidden. “Um,” I said before clearing my throat. “I’ll just make this quick. So you heard about the new rule with the YCC. We aren’t allowed to associate with… uh—your kind of people.”

“Transgenders,” she said unenthusiastically.

“Right,” I said. “And look, I don’t care one way or another. I’m a libertarian at heart. People can do what they want.” I laughed nervously. “Well, I mean people can’t do whatever they want. We should have some restrictions, so that we don’t become complete degenerates. Like distributing child porn and stuff like that—no one should be allowed to do that. And I don’t know about that drag story time they’ve been doing with kids. I get that it’s all voluntary—but are we really sure that isn’t traumatizing those kids?”

“Did you come here to discuss the political spectrum?” she asked.

I shook my head and cleared my throat again. “Sorry. I’m just saying: I don’t care what you do. But if I’m going to have a career, I need to stay in the YCC good books, and that means no one can find out about what we did in that basement.”

“Okay,” she said.

“If people find out, then Anders might find out. And if Anders finds out, then I could get into a lot of trouble. He would probably have me kicked out of the group.”

“I said okay,” she said with the same unenthusiastic tone.

“And like I said, it’s nothing personal. I think you’re a very, uh, pretty girl—trans girl. And, uh, I’m sure you’re very nice.”

“I said okay, dude. I won’t tell anyone what we did. It’s not like I want people finding out either.”

I paused and stared into her bright brown eyes. Even in that dark foyer, her eyes seemed so bright, almost as if they were glowing. She was wearing mascara on her thick eyelashes, and a touch of gloss on her plump lips. She really was convincing, and genuinely pretty. I figured that she must have been one of the very few trans people on the planet that was actually convincing and pretty. But even still, now that she wasn’t wearing a choker around her throat, I could see the subtle bulge of her Adam’s apple, and I had a feeling that she was shaving every single morning (and maybe she was shaving twice each day) so that there wouldn’t be any stubble on her face. She was still a biological male, no matter how many pills she swallowed and surgeries she went in for.

“Want to go now?” she asked.

“I mean—just hypothetically speaking,” I said. “Would you not want to tell your LGBT friends about what we did in that basement, just to get back at the YCC? I’m assuming, like most liberals on campus, you’re against the YCC.”

“I don’t care about the YCC. You can do whatever weird stuff you want with your weird friends.”

“But, like, there are people who would kill to expose a YCC controversy,” I said.

“What we did was hardly a controversy,” she said. “A regret? Sure. Something I’d like to forget about? Definitely. But a controversy? You don’t know anything about controversies…”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

She shook her head and turned away from me. “Never mind,” she said. “Maybe you should just get going. I won’t tell anyone because the last thing I want is for people to know that I lost my virginity to three guys at the same time.”

“Your virginity?” I said.

She looked away from me. Her cheeks were rosy. “You heard me.”

“No offence, girl, but I don’t really believe you.”

“Well it’s true,” she said. “I wasn’t myself that night. I don’t know—I think someone slipped me something. I’m not a slut—not that I expect you to believe me. And now I’m paying the price for it. So if you could stop coming to my house and reminding me about what happened, that would be great. I’d like to focus on one issue at a time.”

“Okay,” I said, backing towards the door. I felt a bit better, even though I couldn’t be entirely sure that I could trust her. She was still a trans person, and she apparently had ties with Kieran Tremblay, a campus journalist who would have loved to see my reputation squashed. “I promise we’re not evil people,” I said. “The YCC is well-intentioned, even with this anti-trans policy.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Not evil,” she said in a sarcastic tone. “That’s rich.”

“I’ll have you know that I’ve logged almost a thousand charitable hours over the past four years. I’ll let you do the math to figure out how much charity that is each week.”

“Okay,” she said with a smile.

“I used to donate a chunk of each paycheque to the children’s hospital.”

“That’s great. I’m sure you’re a great guy,” she said, still sounding sarcastic.

“So you think that a person can do all that good stuff and still be ‘evil’ because they’re conservative? You know, there’s a saying: conservatives just think that liberals and wrong, but liberals think conservatives are evil.”

“What’s your name?” she said.

I hesitated. If she didn’t know my name, maybe that was for the best. Maybe there was a better chance of me getting away with this whole mess if she had no idea who I even was. “It’s Derek,” I said, caving. I didn’t like lying, and I wanted her to think that she could trust me. Maybe I was giving her too much credit. Maybe I was just setting myself up to be outed.

“Okay, Derek,” she said. “You think you know everything because you’re some political science major, and that’s fine. But just trust me when I tell you: there are things you don’t know. There are things you don’t even know about your little club. Now get going so I can get to sleep.”

I thought about fighting her on the topic. I hated that she assumed I was evil, just because I was a member of a campus club. I’d done more charity work by the age of 22 than she would do in her whole life. But there was no sense in arguing. She was determined to think what she was going to think. I turned to the door, and then I paused, suddenly processing what she’d just said. For some reason, the image of that fox mask in Anders’s house came into my mind, and then I remembered that Nicole’s name was originally on that invite list, and Nicole was Anders’s friend on Facebook, even though she told Carson that she didn’t have a Facebook page.

I turned back to her and looked into her eyes. I nearly called her out on lying to Carson, and then I remembered that her conversation with Carson was a conversation that I wasn’t supposed to hear. “I found you on Facebook,” I said. “And when I looked up your name, I found an unpublished article with your address on it.”

“Okay,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

I thought for a moment. “How do you know Anders?”

I watched as her eyes widened. Her skin seemed to become pale right before she turned her gaze down to the floor. “I don’t know him. I just met him the other night.”

“So why were you at his party, at his house?” I asked.

“I really think you should leave,” she said.

“Wait,” I said. “It was the next morning that Anders announced the anti-trans policy. What do you know that I don’t know?”

“I don’t know anything. Look, you shouldn’t be here. Like you said: you could get kicked out of your group for talking with me. So you’d better go.”

“I just need to know how you know him.”

“Why? Why do you care?” she said. She walked to the door and opened it. Then she pointed towards the street. “Just get going and I promise I’ll never bring up what happened. Isn’t that all that you wanted?”

“I—I guess so,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say, even though I suddenly had tons of questions I wanted to ask. I couldn’t figure out how she was connected to Anders, or why. Why would she be invited to a YCC house warming party? I stepped out from her house. As she was closing the door, I turned and said, “And obviously don’t mention any of this to Kieran.”

“I won’t,” she said.

Then the door closed with a dull thud, which reverberated in my bones. I wasn’t sure if I felt better or just more confused than ever. I definitely believed that she wasn’t going to tattle on me, even though I had no real reason to believe her. But what was her tie to Anders? Why did she get so defensive and awkward when I brought Anders up?

I started to make my way home, hands buried deep in my pockets as cold beads of ran seeped through my cotton hoodie. At least I would be able to sleep now. At least I could get a few hours of rest now that my brain had calmed down slightly. I wasn’t going to be kicked out of the YCC—at least not any time soon. But I wasn’t going to be able to rest fully until I understood what was going on between Nicole and Anders. What if the whole anti-trans policy was just a way for him to lead people away from some sort of secret relationship? And if that relationship came out, what would happen to the YCC? Would we all be disgraced and embarrassed? Would it have a lasting impact on all of our future careers?

First I needed to sleep. Then I planned on getting to the bottom of this new mystery.


CHAPTER VI

I saw Carson the very next morning, in my fourth year economics class. He came right up to me and took the seat next to me before looking at me with a smile. “Good morning,” he said. He had a thermos of coffee with him. I wasn’t thrilled to have him sitting right next to me, but I was a bit relieved to see that he had no idea that I’d been spying on him.

“Morning,” I said with a nod of the head.

He stretched back and let out a deep sigh of relief. “Great weather today,” he said. Was he just putting on a show, or was he actually in a good mood?

I cleared my throat. “You get laid last night or something?” I asked.

He laughed and shook his head. “No,” he said. “Why do you ask?”

“You’re in an unusually cheery mood—especially for 8:30 in the morning.”

He chuckled. “Well, what can I say? I guess I got a good sleep. My first good sleep in forever.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I knew that he was out until at least 12:30 AM, so how good could his sleep really have been?

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“No reason,” he said as he flipped open his textbook.

I nodded my head and let the topic go, even though I was still very confused as to why he was so cheery. It made no sense. His night literally ended with rejection—and not just any normal rejection, but a rejection from a trans girl he wasn’t even supposed to have anything to do with. Maybe he got home and realized her rejection was a blessing. Maybe it was the slap in the face he needed to realize he was being crazy. Or maybe he was happy because he was going to see Nicole again, and he assumed he was going to get some action this time.

I wanted to know how Carson managed to find Nicole’s house. I had a feeling he found her the same way that I found her, by paying to have her name searched on NameHunter, seeing as we both took the same political tactics classes, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he found her in some other way. Did he already know her name when he began his search? Did he have to do as much digging as me? Did he know more than me? Did he know why Nicole and Anders knew each other, and did he know why she was at that party?

I couldn’t ask him anything because of our vow to never mention her, and because I didn’t want to embarrass him by letting him know what I knew. So I had to keep my mouth shut. I would have to find different leads.

And that’s when I remembered another investigative strategy we learned in a political tactics class: burner e-mails.

When you’re involved in politics, the very first thing they tell you is to scrub everything clean: every Facebook page, every Twitter page, every blog, and even every old Myspace and Friendster page from fifteen years ago. Once everything is clean or non-existent, an aspiring politician should go to great lengths to remain private, particularly online. One professor suggested we all create a number of ‘burner e-mails’: e-mail addresses that can’t be traced back to the owner, which can be used to sign up for websites and newsletters anonymously. “You should even be e-mailing people anonymously, unless it’s very important that you use your real identity,” he told us.

And now I had an idea. I had a few burner e-mail accounts that I used for my less than savoury internet subscriptions. I could use one to reach out to Carson, to try to figure out what he knew about Nicole. I knew that Carson would fess up right away, especially if he was afraid of certain knowledge making its way to the ears of Anders.

So as soon as class was over, I used my phone to log into one of my burner e-mail clients. I punched in Carson’s e-mail, and then I started my message by saying, “I know that you’ve been seeing Nicole Grant, a well-known member of the transgender community. The YCC would be very disappointed to learn about this information.”

My heart started throbbing as I typed out the message. Once my thumb was hovering over the send key, a dread began to churn in my gut. I didn’t love the fact that I was blackmailing one of my best friends. I wasn’t proud that I was going to put him through torment, just to satisfy my lingering curiosity—and it really was just a curiosity. I’d talked to Nicole and confirmed that she wasn’t going to tell anyone about what we did in that basement, so this was no longer any of my business. It didn’t matter what Nicole was doing in private, even if she was secretly seeing Anders.

But I just had to know. I couldn’t stand the idea of being in the dark, completely oblivious to the real agenda of the man I called my political leader. If he was going to end up being exposed as a gigantic hypocrite, then maybe I needed to know so I could jump ship before the news broke. And maybe I was doing Carson a favour, scaring him away from Nicole and saving him from a possible humiliation. So I pressed send and waited a moment while the message was delivered.

Then a flurry of new students began to fill that university classroom. I shuffled out from my seat and headed off to my next class, still with that dread churning in my stomach. I knew it wouldn’t take him long to reply. I knew there would likely be a reply before I sat down for my next class, and I was correct.

“Who are you and why are you spying on me?” his message read. “I have a feeling I know exactly who you are, and I have to say, you make me sick.”

My heart fluttered and my gut turned again. “Who am I?” I wrote, nervous he was onto me. I tried to remember if Carson was with me when I made my burner e-mails. What if I’d screwed up? What if I hadn’t taken the proper precautions before blackmailing my good friend?

“Kieran Tremblay,” he replied. I let out a sigh of relief.

“Maybe I am, maybe I’m not. But I want information that you have, and you’re going to give it to me. Or I’ll tell the YCC about how you grovelled at Nicole Grant’s feet.”

Now, there was a long pause before he replied. It was nearly a whole hour of stress before he wrote, “What do you want to know?”

“How did you find her?” I asked.

“What do you mean? I’ve known her for years.”

I stewed on my next message. I knew that Carson knew Nicole before she was Nicole, but he didn’t have her on Facebook or any of his other social media pages, so how did he keep in touch with her? How did he find her address? What exactly was I hoping to find out?

“How did you find out where she lives?” I asked, not sure the question would get me any further than I already was.

“Why are you spying on me?” he replied.

“Answer the question, or I’m forwarding these e-mails to the YCC head office.”

“You’re sick,” Carson wrong. “I got her address off of a registry.”

“What registry?” I’d looked through dozens of registries, and I’d found nothing.

“It’s none of your business,” he wrote.

“I’m making it my business. Send me the registry.”

It was another long thirty minutes before I received another e-mail from Carson. This e-mail came with an attachment. “I could get into a lot of shit for sending this to you, so I really hope you’re going to keep your word about keeping me out of your story, or whatever you’re doing. Just leave me out of it. And do me a favour—if you are going to break a story, give me a week or two of notice, so I can step down from the YCC.”

I clicked on the document. The title of the document was ‘The Subjects of the Leaned Council’. It was a very long list of names: about two-hundred and thirty in total, split into three groups: Elders, Initiates, and Wetters. Wetters? I’d never heard the word ‘wetter’ before.

Beside each name was a phone number and an address. Nicole’s name was down in the Wetter section, which was mostly comprised of female names. Carson’s name was at the top of the Initiates section. There was an asterisk next to his name, and in parenthesis was the term ‘subject organizer’. Anders was one of the five ‘Elders’. The other four names were familiar: Dennis Craig, the leader of the CSS (Campus Socialist Society), Elaine Filmier, the leader of the UBCL (The University of British Columbia Libertarians), Roger Blackwater, one of the department heads (not a student), and Peter Larg, the head of political science administration. What were the names all doing together? Dennis Craig was Anders’s arch-nemesis, so what were they doing together on the same list?

At the very top of the list was an unfamiliar address, a date and time (which was coming up in just two nights) and the document contained nothing else.

Now I had more questions. “What is this? What is this for?” I messaged Carson.

“I told you enough, now leave me out of this,” he wrote.

“Tell me,” I wrote.

“I’ve told you enough,” he wrote again. And now he was knowingly risking being doxxed—but why? What was so much more important than his own reputation? Or could he tell that I had no real plans of doxxing him? Was I not being aggressive enough? Could I be meaner? I already felt bad enough, so I decided to leave Carson alone. He was probably going to spend the next week or two stressed out about the e-mail thread, and maybe that was enough torment.

But now I had a very confusing list and I had no idea what to do with it. I decided to start by looking up the names of the Initiates. They were all easy to find: all UBC students and some alumni, all part of either the political science program or the journalism program. They all had easy-to-find LinkedIn pages, complete with all their information, and they were all fairly highly ranked within their respective organizations. In fact, I was a bit sad that I wasn’t included, seeing as nine of the top fifteen members of the YCC were on the list, Carson included.

I couldn’t even begin to guess why the list included just as many liberals. Was it some sort of ‘common ground’ secret society? And what kind of implications would that have? What was the point of having a secret society on a university campus?

I knew I couldn’t ask Carson; I couldn’t ask anyone in the YCC without them wondering how I got the list, and I certainly didn’t want to be outed as the guy who blackmailed one of our own members. The only person I could think to safely talk about the list was Nicole.

Nicole didn’t want our romp becoming well-known around campus—or so she said. She claimed she didn’t care at all about the YCC or any of its members, so maybe I could ask her what the hell she was doing on that list, and maybe she could let me know what exactly a ‘wetter’ was.


CHAPTER VII

It was almost 1:00 AM when I finally arrived at her house. I approached slowly, wearing a hood over my head while constantly looking around me to make sure I wasn’t being followed. I had no reason to believe that anyone would be following me, but for some reason, I had this horrible sense that someone had been watching me since Carson sent me that document.

I walked up to the door and rang the bell. Then I turned to look at the street, again to check to make sure I wasn’t being spied on. The street was silent. All the lights in the neighbourhood were off, including Nicole’s, so I knew I was likely waking her up. But it was important to have the discussion in the night.

I rang the bell again, then I saw a light turn on inside the house. It was a minute later when I rang the bell one more time, and then the door opened. I turned to look at her.

Her hair was messy. She was wearing an old ripped t-shirt and black sweat pants. She rubbed her eyes and shook her head. “You again?” she said. “My God, why won’t you people just give up?”

“You people?” I asked.

“Never mind,” she said, but I knew she was referring to Carson, who must have paid her a visit earlier. “What do you want? I’m, like, five minutes away from filing a restraining order.”

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the printed version of that strange list of names. “What is this and why is your name on it?”

I watched as her face turned a shade of white. Her eyes became wide and she no longer appeared to be tired. “Where did you get that?”

“You can’t know that I have it,” I said.

“Come inside,” she said, moving aside and then looking up and down the street before closing the door behind me. “Come to the basement.” So we went down to the basement, ending up in the same spot she had her conversation with Carson just the night before. “You shouldn’t have that list.”

“Why not? What is it? Why does it matter?” I asked, turning the list around to look at it again.

“You don’t want to know. I don’t even really know—I just know that you shouldn’t have it, or you’ll end up getting a lot of people into serious trouble.”

“What kind of trouble? What’s the big deal? Why is your name on the list? Why is Anders listed as an ‘Elder’ and why is Carson here? What is this? Why won’t you just tell me.”

“I told you: I don’t even really know. It’s just a meeting that happens every couple of months. That’s all I know. Now you should probably throw that away and never think about it again, especially if you care so much about your career, like you told me you did last night.”

My heart pounced around in my chest. She looked genuinely terrified: pale face, wide eyes, arms crossed as if she was cold, even though it was a good 24 degrees in that basement. “So why are you on the list? Do you go to the meetings?”

“I went to the last one,” she said.

“Well your name is here on the list, and the date is for Friday, so it sounds like you’re going to another one. So what is it? Are you trying to become an initiate or something?”

She took a deep breath. “I told you what I know: it’s a meeting. There are powerful people there, and some of them scare me. I’m not a member—I’m just… I’m a wetter. I’m someone they just bring in for the entertainment. It’s the Initiates’ job to bring in wetters for the night, among other jobs. If they do a good job, they become part of the club. That list isn’t even a list of the members—it’s just a list for the Initiates to keep track of the wetters. That’s all I know, okay?”

“Well you were at the meeting, so what the hell was it?” I asked.

Her face started turning red. “I don’t know. I just saw the main room for a few minutes before they brought me to another room, and that’s where I stayed all night. They gave me money, which I needed to pay my rent and my student loan. Then they sent me home at the end of the night.”

“So what did you do in the room?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she just looked down at her feet, looking humiliated and defeated. It was obvious that she was brought in for some sort of sexual thing.

“Are you a prostitute?” I asked.

“It was one night, and I needed the money,” she suddenly snapped. “And it’s not like they gave me much of a choice. It was a horrible night.”

“So why the hell are you going back?” I asked.

She shook her head. “It’s not like I want to,” she whispered, and then she looked at the basement windows, as if she was worried someone was listening. “They took pictures and videos and now they’re giving me no choice.”

My skin was suddenly cold. A horrible nausea was filling my gut. “Are you telling me the truth?” I asked. “We should go to the police.”

She shook her head. “Don’t do that,” she said. “The police won’t be able to do anything. Nothing they’re doing is technically illegal.”

“Blackmail is illegal,” I said.

“There would be no way to prove it, and I cashed the cheque they gave me, so we wouldn’t have much of a case. Just drop it, and don’t get involved, or they’ll make your life a living hell. If you’re worried about people finding out about what we did in that basement, you definitely won’t want to get on the bad side of this.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. Maybe she was right. Maybe I didn’t want to know more than I already knew. I was already starting to question the YCC and the man I called my political leader and mentor. I was comfortable a week before when I still had my oblivious innocence, and maybe if I stopped now, I could get that back.

And how could I even trust this trans girl? I hardly knew anything about her. What if she was just screwing with me so I would abandon the YCC? Maybe she was just trying to sew division within our group. Maybe she thought I would call out Anders and the members would end up taking sides, and then the only conservative group on campus would dissolve so the campus could become purely liberal and purely progressive.

Or maybe she was telling me the truth. Maybe there was a strange secret society of blended political ideologies, and maybe they were up to no good. That list did exist, after all. Nobody wanted to talk about it, including Carson, even though he was being blackmailed.

I saw a tear fall down Nicole’s cheek. “What is it?” I asked.

She shook her head and wiped the tear away. “It’s nothing,” she said. “It’s just…” She took a deep breath. “I’m not looking forward to Friday. Maybe you should just go.”

She sat down on the edge of her couch and wiped another round of tears away. Now I was standing in her basement feeling awkward and out of place. Was it my cue to leave, or was I supposed to comfort her? I didn’t want her telling anyone about what we did, so maybe this was my opportunity to get into her good books, so I sat down next to her on that couch and I put my hand on her shoulder. “Is there any way you can get out of it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No,” she said bluntly. Then she wiped more tears.

“Maybe it won’t be that bad. I mean—maybe you can have a few drinks…” the more I tried to comfort her, the worse her situation started sounding. I cleared my throat. Now she was crying. “It’s okay,” I said.

“I just hate being a fetish,” she said. “I’m just there to satisfy the few members with their special fetish.” She planted her face into her hands. I looked around awkwardly and then I put my arm around her.

“You aren’t, uh, a fetish,” I said.

“Yes I am,” she said. “It’s fine—I know it’s true. It just is what it is, and I need to accept it.”

“No,” I said. “You’re a pretty girl. I mean—I didn’t even know that you were, uh, trans. I was actually going to ask you to dance the other night before Carson told me…” I cut myself off.

She shook her head.

“And honestly, when he told me, I didn’t believe him.”

“Just shut up,” she said.

“But I’m serious. You’re a pretty girl. You’ve got beautiful eyes and a great body. I’m sure you’ll find a guy who doesn’t care about what you’ve got down there—and it won’t just be as a fetish.”

She laughed and wiped her tears. “Why are you trying to comfort me right now?” she asked. “I’m telling you that you want nothing to do with me or that piece of paper you’ve got—but you’re still here. I told you everything I know. You have what you want. Just go.”

I shook my head. “I can’t,” I said. “I—I want to help you.”

“Why?” she asked, looking into my eyes. Her wet eyes looked so big and shining. When she blinked, her lashes fluttered and my skin suddenly tingled. I remembered that night in the basement, feeling her body as I pressed myself into her back door. I took a deep breath as I tried to push that memory from my mind.

But now she was leaning into me, as if she was actually finding comfort in my attempt to comfort her. I pulled her close and gave her a gentle pat. “It’ll be okay,” I said, still looking around the room. Then her hand landed on my thigh, making me perk up.

“I don’t know why I’m crying right now,” she said with a sniffle. “It’s so embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. I mean—maybe we just need to expose this weird club and then it will stop.”

“Don’t,” she said. “If you try to expose them, they might link you back to me, and then they’ll come after me.”

“Who’s they?” I asked.

She looked up into my eyes and batted those pretty eyelashes again, making my heart flutter once more. Why did I suddenly think she was so pretty? Why couldn’t I remind myself that she was a biological male? “I don’t know,” she said. “But I don’t want to find out.”

I gave her soft back a gentle rub, and then I realized I could see down her loose t-shirt. I was at the perfect angle to see her perky breasts: braless, with erect nipples. I took another deep breath, gently biting the edge of my tongue.

“Are you okay?” she asked. I looked away quickly.

“I’m fine,” I said.

Then she looked down at my lap. “Oh,” she said.

“Oh what?” I said, and then I looked down and noticed that I was getting an erection, and my sweatpants weren’t doing a great job of concealing it. “I’m sorry. It’s just—it’s just the touching. I haven’t—you know—since that night in the basement. And I’m tired. I’m really so sorry.”

I was about to stand up, then she said, “Don’t be sorry. It’s fine. It’s actually kind of a compliment.” She let a nervous laugh slip. Then she reached down and slid her fingertip down my erect bulge. “It’s just nature, right?”

I laughed, feeling my face turning dark red. Now she was looking into my eyes again, and I just couldn’t help myself: I leaned down and kissed her on the lips. She kissed back, making my heart flutter up into my throat. Her hands suddenly slid up onto my sides and my arms wrapped around her. A moment later, we were laying on the couch, me on top of her, gently grinding together. She rubbed up and down my sides as her tongue penetrated my lips.

What was I doing? Had I forgotten how this whole mess started? Why was I caressing her? Why was I sucking her lips and her tongue? Why was I grinding my erection against her crotch? Of course I hadn’t forgotten about her python, which was almost twice as long as mine. Yet I wasn’t stopping—I couldn’t stop. A part of me just kept saying, ‘What do you have to lose? You already had her once, so what’s one more go?’ I slid my hands down to her sweatpants. I grabbed the waistband of both her pants and her panties, and then I tugged down, exposing her crotch. her long cock unfurled and rubbed up against my thigh. It was warm and throbbing and growing.

I gasped and paused, finally getting that reality slap that I needed. But it was too little too late. Now she was staring into my eyes again. “Is everything okay?” I couldn’t turn back now—not after just giving her that speech about how she wasn’t just a fetish, and that someone would love her because she was beautiful. Now I felt like a sort of hypocrite, and an asshole. But I didn’t have to be a complete asshole; I could listen to that little part of me that just kept saying, ‘You have nothing to lose at this point’. So I pulled her back in and we kept kissing until she was fully erect. Our erections rubbed together, filling me with a strange combination of dread and excitement. I could feel her foreskin pulling back as she rubbed up my abdomen.

I closed my eyes, trying to will some sense back into my brain. When I opened my eyes again, she was gone: sinking down my body, puckering her lips around the tip of my cock. “Oh God,” I groaned, and then she sunk her face down, letting my cock push towards the back of her throat. She started sucking, using the tip of her tongue to stimulate the tip of my penis. I let out a lungful of air. “That feels good,” I said, and I wasn’t sure if I was letting her know or trying to reassure myself.

She bobbed her head gracefully, stroking up and down with her warm, wet tongue. I pushed my hands down, sliding my fingers into her soft hair. I gently massaged her scalp and then I tugged on her hair, which she seemed to enjoy.

She looked up at me with those bright, shining eyes. She looked frightened; her face was still pale. And now I was wondering if I could believe her when she told me that she had been a virgin when we had sex in that basement. How was it possible if she’d been hired as a prostitute at Anders’s secret party? And now she was freely sucking my cock even though she hardly knew me… I didn’t know what to believe, but it was hard to turn her down. Her lips and tongue just felt too good to turn down.

I groaned as a swell of pleasure rushed through me. For a brief moment I was worried I was going to come in her mouth. She must have been able to tell that I was getting close, because she stopped suddenly. She slid back up and wrapped her arms around me before pressing her lips against mine.

And now there were new anxieties rushing through my mind. What if there was a hidden camera in that basement? She brought Carson down there to talk to him, and now she had made a point of bringing me down there. What if she was filming all of this, to expose us to our own organizations? What if this was part of a conservative demolition scheme?

She reached down and grabbed my cock firmly, making me gasp. She wriggled her body until my tip was pressed between her butt cheeks. Then she closed her eyes and pushed her body down, letting out a long groan as my cock slipped inside of her body.

Her hole was tight, apparently no longer stretched out from our previous romp. She moaned loudly as she dug her fingernails into my skin. “Oh my God, it feels so good,” she said.

“Really?” I asked, feeling overwhelmed and anxious and excited at the same time.

She nodded her head and looked into my eyes with a smile. “It feels really good,” she said. Then she started to bounce, still gripping my body with her fingernails. She pushed her bum hard into my lap with each rise and fall. I could feel the deep inside of her body with the tip of my shaft. I could feel her tight rim stretching to accommodate my size. She moaned beautifully. I wanted to stare at her face, but it was hard not to look down at her massive erection, which was pointing directly at my face. She made it disappear by dropping down, nestling it between our stomachs. Now her face was against mine; we were kissing and she was thrusting her cock between our stomachs while my cock pumped in and out of her tight hole.

I closed my eyes and tried to hold back the euphoria that was getting stronger and stronger. I knew I wasn’t going to last long, even with that big cock throbbing against my tummy. “Don’t come,” she said with a soft voice. “I’m close.” She bounced faster. But how was I supposed to stop myself from coming? And if she was about to come, what did that mean? Did that mean that she was going to spray me with her trans load?

I took a deep breath and bit hard on my tongue. I couldn’t hold my orgasm back—it seemed impossible. I groaned and squirmed. “Oh God, I’m so close,” she said. Now I could feel her cock bloating.

“I can’t,” I said, and then I gave up. I ended up pushing my dick deep into her back door before filling her cavern with warm goo.

She gasped, and then she came. Hot streaks of thick cream blasted across my chest, but I was in too much pleasure to care. I let her make a mess of my body while I filled her tunnel. I looked down to see her squeezing the tip of her cock to make each blast streak further and land harder.

It was a few seconds later when the act was over. I looked down at my glistening chest. She stood up, letting my cock slide out from her hole. It fell down and slapped against my sweat-dampened abdomen. I took a deep breath, trying to figure out what just happened, and why I let it happen.

She cleared her throat. “I guess you should be going,” she said.

“I guess so,” I said. Then I cleared my throat. “And uh, let’s maybe not tell anyone about this. Same deal. Is that okay?”

“Sure,” she said, looking sheepishly down at her feet.

“And as for that party on Friday—I’ll get to the bottom of it.”

She looked up into my eyes, suddenly looking afraid again. “Derek, don’t. Didn’t you listen to a word I said?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll play it safe,” I said. “But there are things I need to know. If there’s weird stuff happening in my party, then I need to know about it.”

“You’re going to get yourself hurt—or worse.”

I looked into her eyes. Now I really was starting to think that she knew more than she was letting on. Maybe she didn’t tell me the whole story, and maybe she never would tell me, no matter what tactics I used.

“Maybe I’ll see you around,” I said.

She nodded her head, and then I went to let myself out.


CHAPTER VIII

The next two nights were sleepless ones. I was getting nervous about the upcoming event, which I still had no idea what I was going to do about. I still had no idea if Nicole was lying to me, or if she was telling me the truth. I suddenly felt less certain about my future, and whenever I got an e-mail from the YCC, my stomach would growl, leaving me with a strange uneasiness.

I hated to think that I was being misled. I hated to think that I was part of a phoney organization that only served the desires of an elite few—and a few of those elites may not have even been conservatives at all.

“Remember that next week is pledge week,” Anders said in a mass e-mail to every member of the YCC. “We want this to be our biggest year of growth yet, so start campaigning around the school! Make sure your pledges fill out the referral page, and remember: I see every new signup.” But for the first time in years, I had no desire to go out and convince freshmen to join our organization. I didn’t want to waste my time debating young people and trying to win their minds. What if the YCC was going to come crashing down in an embarrassing way? What if this whole thing was just a front for some elite party network?

It was Friday morning when I ended up dozing off during school, just twelve hours before the big event (if there was even a big event). Two long days without sleep finally caught up to me and I face planted against my small desk. No one noticed and I ended up sleeping through two classes. When I woke up, I was surrounded by asian students, and a professor was talking about complex mathematics. It had been three years since I’d enrolled in a mathematics class.

I awkwardly slipped out from my row and left the room, and then I looked at my watch and saw that three hours had gone by. Now it was 2:00 PM, and that party started in nine hours.

I decided to skip my final class, knowing I wouldn’t be able to focus anyway. I went back to my small apartment and started getting ready, even though I had no idea what I was getting ready for. I looked up the address that was written on that piece of paper that Carson sent me. It was far away: almost an hour out of town, so I was going to need a car. So once I was showered and dressed, I took the bus to a car rental company and I took out a vehicle for the evening.

As I climbed into the car, a strange sensation washed over me: that familiar feeling of being watched. I looked around, but there was nobody watching me—at least as far as I could tell.

As I took the seat behind the wheel, the reality of what I was doing began to catch up to me. I hadn’t forgotten how Carson was when I asked him to tell me what the list was about; he was literally willing to risk his reputation to keep me from knowing about the party. And then Nicole was reduced to tears when I pressed her about that list. She begged me to stay out of it; she even made a point of saying that I could be risking my life. So maybe I really did need to stay out of it. Maybe I needed to take my small victory and focus on myself. If this secret group really was as big and powerful as it seemed, then there was probably nothing I could do anyway, aside from make some serious enemies. I currently had the opportunity to walk away from all of this with clean hands. Maybe I could leave the YCC and start my own campus group. Maybe I could just leave the group and become independent altogether.

But then I started thinking about Nicole. I remembered her crying as she thought about the last secret party she went to. I remembered her vague description of being used as some sort of fetish. Maybe I didn’t want to be associated with Nicole, but I couldn’t just let them blackmail her and abuse her. I had to do something, even though I had no idea what I would be able to do.

I went home and finished getting myself ready. I ate a bit of dinner, did a bit more research on the ‘Initiates’ on that list, and then I looked at the time and realized it was almost 10:00 PM, and I still had to drive an hour to get to that party.

I got into my rental car and took off. It was a long drive, across town on one of the less busy highways. Once I was away from the glow of the city, I started to feel isolated. I watched my phone’s screen as I slowly lost reception, one bar at a time.

I felt more and more uneasy. A pit began to grow in my stomach, and a nausea was quick to fill that pit. I heard my stomach groan, and then I felt like I was going to lose the bit of food that I managed to put down despite my lack of appetite. I tried to spot the city’s faint glow in my rear-view mirror, hoping it would call me back and I could give up on this crazy little endeavour. But I just couldn’t stop thinking about Nicole. And why did I care? It’s not like I planned on seeing her again. It’s not like I needed to give anyone a reason to link us together. The truth was: she was probably a campus liberal and she was plotting to destroy the campus conservatives. Maybe Carson was secretly a liberal as well—it would explain why he was so obsessed with Nicole, and it would explain why he knew so much about her. Maybe they worked together to create that list of names with that date and address. Maybe I was driving into a trap.

I turned onto a dirt road, now just five minutes away from the house, according to my GPS (which was no longer connected to data). I pulled over and took a deep breath. I pressed my forehead against the steering wheel. Then I felt a gentle rumble. I sat back up just as a shiny black car roared by down that dirt road. It looked out of place: possibly a Rolls Royce chugging down what appeared to be a farm road. And where was it going? Was it headed to the same party as me?

I turned off my headlights and then I pulled out to follow the fancy car. I stayed about five hundred meters back, until the car suddenly turned down a driveway, reaching a large iron gate. The gate opened and the car pulled in. Then I looked down at my GPS and saw that the gate belonged to the address that I’d driven an hour to find.

I slowly drove my, looking down the driveway beyond the gate. It was a long driveway, and at the end was a very large house: an impressive build, almost looking like a small castle. Cars lined the front of the house and it looked like a team of valets was working hard to take all of the cars over to the field, which was acting as a parking lot for the busy event.

So the party was real, and it was populated by elites (or at least very rich people driving very nice cars). I knew that I wouldn’t be able to simply drive my rental Prius through that gate and then walk in through the front door. I could see from afar that all the men were dressed in black suits, and I was just wearing a sweater and a pair of jeans.

So what could I do now? How was I going to get into that party, to see what was happening inside of those walls? I drove half a mile down the road and then pulled my rental car over, almost in the ditch. I stepped out and looked towards the house. I couldn’t see it beyond the small forest, but I could see the glow in the sky. I started hiking towards the house, climbing over the fence and then trudging through the mud and deep grass.

I paused and ducked down every time a car came by. I would wait until the countryside was completely silent before standing back up and tiptoeing towards that forest. Once I was inside the trees, I was able to relax slightly. From the edge of that forest, I had a pretty good view of the house, and I could even see in some of the windows.

The women were all wearing tight black dresses, and the men were all wearing fitted black suits. Everyone, as they stepped up to the house, put on a fox mask, exactly like the one Nicole wore at that party, and exactly like the one Anders had by the front door of his house.

“What the fuck is going on?” I whispered to myself. It was some sort of masquerade party for wealthy college students and alumni. I recognized a few people before they put on their masks, including a few members of the YCC, and a few members of our campus opposition parties. Why were they all cavorting? What kind of party was this?

I crept down the tree line, trying to spot a way into the house, or at least somewhere I could peek in through one of the many windows. But the windows were high up, almost ten feet off the ground, and there were no handy ladders laying around.

I had to figure out a way to get in, so I kept circling the large house from the safety of the woods, one hundred meters away. From the woods I could see through some of the windows, and I could see the many men and women in their fox masks. The lights inside were mostly dimmed. Some of the curtains were drawn, and behind one drawn curtain I could see the figure of a naked woman standing before a naked and erect man. She dropped down to her knees, still with her fox mask on, and began to suck his erection. My heart bounced. What if that was Nicole? What if they were taking turns with her in there?

My body froze as I watched the silhouettes. Was this actually some sort of creepy sex party, or was it just a normal party and this couple happened to be having sex? Maybe Nicole wasn’t lying to me. Maybe she wasn’t just some liberal plant, sent to divide the YCC. Maybe there was a lot more going on behind the scenes than I realized.

I kept moving, and then I spotted Carson standing outside with another man. They were sharing a cigar, with glasses of whiskey in their hands. They were chatting. I thought about calling Carson over. Maybe he could help me get inside. Or maybe I would just out myself as the anonymous blackmailer. I watched and waited for them to slip back into the house, putting their fox masks back on.

Maybe that back door was my only way inside. Maybe I could sneak in and quickly see what was happening, and then I could sneak out. I just had to see with my own eyes that it was a normal masquerade. I just had to confirm that it wasn’t some weird cult gathering. It’s not like it was any secret that elites often gathered to discuss various topics, especially in politics. Maybe this party was a good thing. Maybe it was keeping our campus parties from clashing. Maybe they were finding common ground in there, and in the end it would benefit everyone.

I spotted a box beneath one of the main windows. It was just high enough that I could climb on it, and just high enough that I could stand on it, hold my phone up with the camera recording video to see into the party. Maybe I didn’t have to go inside at all. Maybe I could just stand on the box with my phone in the air, watch a minute of the video of the benign party, and then be on my way.

I started running across the grass. My heart was pounding. I had no idea what would happen to me if I was caught, and I didn’t want to find out. But I needed answers. I threw myself against the side of the brick mansion and then I took a deep breath, wiping the sweat from my forehead. I was close now, just a few paces away from that box. I gripped the edge of it and started to pull myself up. I took a deep breath once I was on top. Then I held up my phone and started recording. I recorded for a long minute, but I didn’t get a chance to watch.

That back door opened again and a couple emerged.

I threw myself over the box, landing with a thud on the neatly trimmed grass. Now my heart was racing, pounding ferociously into my ribcage. I was waiting for the people to come around and spot me, and then drag me into the middle of their party so they could humiliate me. I closed my eyes and held my breath. But then nothing happened.

I heard a small thud, and then I heard a groan. I opened my eyes and stood up slowly. Then I ducked down quickly as I realized the couple was just on the other side of the box from me. I slowly backed away. They didn’t notice me because they were too busy kissing, locking their lips together and groaning as if they couldn’t get their tongues deep enough in each other’s mouths.

I kept backing up until I hit one of the mansion’s many AC units, then I crept behind it and ducked down. I watched the couple for a minute as they violently sucked each other’s faces. The man was trying hard to get the girl undressed. Now they were in my original hiding spot, behind that box where they wouldn’t be seen by anyone going in and out to smoke. Their masks were on the ground. Then her dress was on the ground. He was squeezing her small breasts, making her moan.

Hardly able to catch his breath, he stepped back and started undressing. He tossed his jacket on the ground and then he tossed his shirt on the ground. Then he dropped his pants and kicked them away, and the girl was quick to drop to her knees to suck his already erect penis.

I looked away, grossed out. It wouldn’t have been quite so gross had the man not had a large piercing on the tip of his penis. I couldn’t look towards the thing and not feel a tiny portion of the pain he must have gone through to get that thing.

I noticed the pile of their clothes, just a few feet away from them. They were so distracted, groaning and wrapping their tongues together. I just needed to grab the man’s clothes, and one mask. I took a deep breath and waited for the perfect moment. Both their eyes were closed and their heads were turned away and mashed together. This was it: this was my chance.

I jumped up and grabbed the clothes. I didn’t look back as I scooped up a mask and sprinted back towards the forest. I had a feeling they would chase me, but it didn’t matter—as long as I didn’t look back and they didn’t see my face. I could keep running until I was safe, and then I could get changed and slowly make my way back to the party.

I was biting down on my tongue as I sprinted. Every muscle in my body was clenched. Finally, as I reached the trees, I caved to the temptation to look back, to see how close behind me they were. But they weren’t behind me. They hadn’t moved from their spot. They were still grinding each other against the side of that mansion, oblivious to the fact that I’d just stolen their stuff.

I awkwardly picked out the man’s undies and then then got changed in that forest. It was tough, tying up that tie in those dark woods, but I managed. Once dressed, I circled back to the front of the house. I waited until there was a quiet moment before making a break from the woods to the driveway. I don’t think anyone noticed me before I settled into a casual walk. Another expensive SUV pulled up to the house and two well-dressed men stepped out. They weren’t college-aged, but much older. I vaguely recognized one of the men before he pulled his fox mask over his face.

I had the fox mask on my face now, and it was strangely hot, even though it only covered the top of my face. Following behind the recently arrived duo, I stepped up to the door. A man stood at the door to greet all the newcomers. I watched him carefully, making sure that he wasn’t scanning the newcomers for IDs or any sort of hidden handshakes or passwords. But the duo before me went in without saying a word, and then the man by the door nodded at me and didn’t stop me from entering.

I was inside.


CHAPTER IX

The party was busy. The house was large, with what must have been a five thousand square foot main area, yet it still seemed like I was touching shoulders with people no matter where I went. And I was nervous: I could smell all of the rich perfumes and colognes, and I probably smelled like a musty forest and sweat.

I had no idea where to go or what to do. I was only in that room for a minute before a server came up to me with a glass of champagne, which I took so I could blend in better. I tried to move to the edge of the room, but no matter how much I walked, I just couldn’t seem to reach the end of that massive room.

The fox mask didn’t cover the face completely. I could see everyone’s eyes through the large holes in the mask, and it did nothing to cover the lips or chin or hair. I knew that I would instantly recognize Carson if I ran into him, which made me think that he would instantly recognize me. Even as I walked through that dense crowd, I found myself recognizing the odd person, despite their face mask.

I accidentally bumped into a man, making him spill his champagne. “My Lord, excuse me!” he said with an angry tone, as if he was my dad telling me to apologize.

“Sorry,” I said. And suddenly all of his friends were staring at me, looking into my eyes. Could they tell that I didn’t belong there? Was it obvious that I wasn’t a member?

Finally, I made it to the wall, and I had a bit of space between me and the people around me. I was able to breathe, even though I was still terrified that my little excursion was going to come to a terrible end.

I looked around the party. Aside from the masks, nothing seemed terribly unusual; it was just a party filled with rich people. I didn’t overhear any particularly strange conversations. Nobody was talking about plans to overthrow the government or to undermine the faculty. The whole place was simply filled with rich people talking about tedious rich people stuff. The people directly next to me now were talking about boats. “I thought about getting that model, but having the extra space just didn’t seem worth the brand association. I want to bring clients onto my boat, after all. I can’t be bringing clients onto a ‘Pleasure Craft’.” Then he started laughing and his friend laughed with him.

I made my way down the wall, listening in on conversations as I sipped my drink. Still, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. “My students are all in a nihilism phase,” said one man, who I recognized as a professor because of his thick moustache. “They’ll get out of it, like always.” And then his friends laughed as well.

It wasn’t until I reached the far end of the room that I realized I had literally broken into a very boring party, and it definitely wasn’t worth the risk. Maybe it was time to go. Maybe I needed to get out before someone spotted me. I was lucky: no one had recognized me yet. Nobody was calling me out. I still had my position as a top member of the YCC.

But where was Nicole? If they were bringing her into their parties as some sort of fetish prostitute, then where were they keeping her?

I looked around, and then my heart fluttered as I noticed something: there were no women in that large room; not one single female. But I was sure that I saw women walking into the party, dressed in tight black dresses, wearing the same fox masks as everyone else. Where were they now? Was I infiltrating some sort of men’s club? Were the women all riffing on some other floor of the large mansion?

Now I was looking for a stairway. After five minutes of trudging through the crowd, I found a desolate hallway. I made my way down, checking behind me every few seconds. I had a feeling I wasn’t supposed to be there.

Then I reached for a door handle, but the door was locked.

“Hey!” someone yelled from behind me. I was suddenly frozen with terror. I tried to turn my head, but I was too afraid. “What are you doing?”

I bit down hard on my tongue and forced a smile as I broke free from my paralysis and turned around. “Huh?” I said.

“What are you doing down here?”

The man had a fox mask on, but I could tell that he wasn’t with the party. He was dressed in red vest over a black dress shirt, making me think he was staff. “I’m just looking for a bathroom,” I lied.

“The bathrooms are by the front door,” he said. Then his eyes narrowed. “Are you a member here?”

Then a chill crept down my spine. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know any of the secret words or what being a ‘member’ even meant. “I’m, uh, a new Initiate,” I said.

He shook his head and I felt my head sink into my stomach. “Then what are you doing here?” he said. “You need to be with the wetters.”

“Right,” I said.

“Go to the bathroom, then get downstairs before the Elders get here and find you wandering around the house. If you want to have a future here, you need to follow the rules. Got it?”

I nodded my head like a good little puppy, then I skirted by him and made my way back to the front. I was lucky to see a new arrival walk through the front door and turn to the left, heading to a stairway I hadn’t noticed when I walked in. I followed the man. It was a long staircase, going down what felt like three floors, leading into a dimly lit hallway, which curved like the tunnel in some catacomb.

I turned left and then right and then left and then right again. Then I could hear the swell of a crowd. I could hear laughter and I could hear female voices. I found myself looking back, to make sure nobody was behind me, and then I found myself checking doors on both sides of the winding hallway, but nothing was unlocked. Finally, after another series of turns, I found myself in a large windowless basement ballroom. It was a vast cavernous space, possibly larger than the upstairs party area. There was a thick pillar every twenty feet, and the space was just as crowded with people: men in suits and women in tight ballroom dresses. There must have been two hundred fox masks in that dimly lit space.

I stayed near the cool stone wall along the left side of the room. I tried to look as casual as possible, grabbing another champaign flute just so I would blend in more. I had the strange urge to record what I was seeing, so I slipped my phone into my front pocket with the camera facing out so it could just see over the fabric of my pocket. I let it record as I walked through the place. I figured the recording would be useful later. I could analyze the footage and try to identify faces: something I wanted to do now, but I was too afraid to look anyone in the eye.

I recognized a few girls as I made my way through the large space: Jessica Walters was a new YCC member and someone that I recruited earlier that year; I recognized her hair: three buns in a vertical line down the back of her head. And then I recognized one of the journalists for the college paper: a girl named Simone Peterson, with her stripe of neon pink hair on the left side of her head.

The odd person turned to look at me, filling me with an increasingly familiar dread. I received a few smiles and a few blank looks. I found comfort in the fact that there were so many people there: too many to possibly keep track of, so there was no way anyone could know that I shouldn’t be there, even if they did recognize me.

I heard a faint cheering from further down the massive space. I moved towards it, fuelled by curiosity. Then, through the dimly lit and strangely hazy space, I saw a woman bent over a table. Two men were pulling up the skirt of her dress, exposing her base ass and red thong. One of the men was tugging down his pants, exposing his long, thick erection. A small crowd was gathering to watch the strangeness.

And it got weirder: a man came by with what appeared to be a bucket of red paint. He pulled out a brush and started to flick it towards the woman, who was now being mounted by the erect man. Spots of red made her twitch, and then as the man’s thick cock pushed into her body, she gasped and clutched the edge of the table, standing up tall on her toes.

The man didn’t spend long behind her; he pumped her five times and then stepped aside for the next man. There was a whole line of erect men, now with their cocks out, getting ready to take turns with the girl.

“Forty more!” a man shouted with his arms raised in the air. He had a black hood pulled over his head, drooping over his fox mask. And now a line was forming. When the next man finished his five pumps, the man shouted, “Thirty-nine more until her First Degree initiation is complete!”

I watched with a tense body until that remaining number reached thirty-five, and then I had to look away. Standing nearby was a man with a camera. He was snapping photos of the men with their erections, but nobody seemed to care. I thought for a moment before assuming he was just producing future blackmail: ensuring nobody in the room spoke about the weird club outside of that large mansion.

I saw one of the finished men stuffing his erection back into his pants. He looked up at me and I looked away quickly with a racing heart. He looked vaguely familiar, but it was hard to place him because of that fox mask.

Then someone put their hand firmly on my shoulder, making me gasp. I spun around and found myself staring into the eyes of an older man. He had grey hairs in his beard, and his eyes were beady and dark as he seemed to scowl at me. “What is it?” I managed to ask. My voice was soft and weak. Was I about to be thrown out? Did someone rat on me?

“Fifth degree Initiates,” he said.

I slowly nodded my head, not sure what he was talking about. “Huh?”

“Where do we go for further initiation?” he said, and then he tapped on his arm where he had five notches stitched.

“I—I’m not sure,” I said. “I mean—I can’t remember. Sorry, I’m, uh, a bit tipsy.”

Then he stared into my eyes for a moment longer before cracking a grin. “It’s okay, brother,” he said. “Just relax and have a good time. I’ll figure it out.” I watched him as he sauntered away, and then I looked at my own sleeve, and I saw that I had twelve notches stitched into my sleeve. Did I steal the jacket of a Twelfth degree member of whatever organization this was?

I looked back up and watched the man as he looked around, trying to figure out where he was supposed to go. Then I started noticing the notches on the jackets of the other Initiates. Nobody was higher than four, so I could see why the man singled me out. I started to follow him from a distance, to see where he was going.

I watched as he found a man with eight notches sewed into his suit sleeve. They talked for a moment and then the higher ranking member pointed the man towards a door at the far end of the room. I followed the man as he continued towards that door. He passed through and then I waited a moment before also passing through.

I froze in horror as my gaze fell upon a large-scale sexual orgy. Most of the men in the room were naked and all of the women were naked. Men were taking turns with mask-clad ladies, swapping partners and changing positions. To my immediate left was a woman riding a man on a table, with another man behind her pushing his cock into her asshole. Standing next to the trio was another hooded figure, sprinkling the three of them with speckles of crimson.

I stayed near the wall, trying to keep my distance from the horrifying degeneracy. And that’s when I noticed a transgender woman standing on a step ladder with a line of men before her. She was naked and erect, with a blindfold over her fox mask. The men were taking turns sucking her cock. Next to the scene was another hooded man, but this man was holding a small hourglass. “Next initiate,” the hooded man said, and then the man sucking stood up and returned to the back of the line, to wait for his next turn while the next man started sucking the trans girl’s cock.

I was terrified for a moment that I was seeing Nicole, but the woman had short, dark hair. Her cheeks were turning dark red (what I could see under the mask) and she was starting to moan.

Each man in the lineup had ten notches sewed into his suit.

I wasn’t able to look away. I was too shocked and too curious. The trans woman was squirming now, grasping her breasts with both of her hands. She squeezed hard, and her nipples pushed through the slits between her fingers. Then she let out a loud moan.

The man before her started to moan. He gripped her thighs, and then ten seconds later her stood up and opened his mouth so everyone could see the cum on his tongue. He threw his arms in the air while the others in the line groaned and shook their heads, as if they just lost some sort of contest. Then a hooded figure came up to the man with the trans cum in his mouth and painted a red notch on his arm. Now he was an eleventh degree member.

I finally turned away, but there were no better directions to place my gaze. The whole room was filled with sex. Near the back of the room I spotted some male fifteenth degree members, taking turns being stuffed in the ass by well-hung trans women. I only sauntered close to see if Nicole was there, but she wasn’t.

The cult wasn’t so clear. I was only able to figure out two facts: the members were almost entirely political and the Initiates moved through the ranks by performing different sexual initiations. I began to notice notches on the women’s dresses. Most of the girls were fairly low in the ranks, though I did come across one thirteenth degree female member. But most of the girls in those rooms had Ws stitched into their dresses, which I assumed stood for wetters. And now it was seemingly like a wetter was a girl who came in for no other reason than to put out, so other members could climb through the ranks.

Now my heart was pounding hard. Was Nicole in the house somewhere? Was she being used to initiate members?

I took a deep breath and thought about leaving. I had no reason to care for Nicole. She was her own person and she could take care of herself.

I heard a loud scream. I quickly spun around, and so did many other people in that room. The room became silent for a moment, and then one of the hooded men emerged from another room and said, “Calm yourselves. Tonight’s sacrifice is complete. Calm yourselves.” Another hooded man came out with a bloodied knife and blood on the sleeve of his cloak. Was it actually blood, or was it just more of that paint they were spattering on people?

Or was it not paint that they were spattering on people?

Now I could feel my skin turning cold. Men with too many notches to count on their arms began lining up at the door where the ‘sacrifice’ just happened. They were being let in one at a time, every few minutes. My heart fluttered and sunk into my gut. There was something horrible happening in that room and I didn’t want to know what.

I started to move quickly through the room, trying to spot Nicole in the crowd. When people were turned away, I would try different doors. I ended up walking in on a frightening sexual act: a man chained to the cold stone floor. His arms and legs were pulled painfully towards the corners of the room while two women were pushing a dildo thicker than my arm into his asshole while he screamed. The girls looked up at me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, stumbling back.

I ran to the next room and threw open the door. Now I was beginning to fear for my life. What would they do to me if they realized that I wasn’t supposed to be there? What would they do to me if they knew I stole my outfit?

Now I felt like people were looking at me. I could feel beads of sweat forming under my mask. Was it obvious that I wasn’t supposed to be there? Was I not doing something that real members knew to be doing? More heads turned towards me. I stumbled back, hitting the wall.

One of the hooded men turned and looked at me. Then he stepped up to me holding his little bucket of paint in one hand and his brush in the other. He looked down at my arm and then up at my face. “Are you feeling okay, brother?” he asked.

“Me?” I said, looking side to side. “I’m fine. I’m perfectly fine. Why?”

“You seem disoriented. Are you looking for someone?”

My skin crawled and my heart pounced. “I’m fine,” I said.

He watched me for a moment longer before looking at my arm again and then turning away. I scanned the faces in the room as they stared at me, and then I noticed the trio entering in from the room’s only entrance (that I knew about): two cloaked men and a woman with long platinum blonde hair. My heart flew up into my throat. Even though she was wearing a fox mask, I knew it was her: I knew it was Nicole.

They brought her to a room. She went in along and they closed the door, then one of the hooded men painted ten swatches on the door. A minute later, men with ten notches on their right arm started forming a line. The man in the front of the line was short and scrawny: hardly one-hundred pounds fully dressed.

I was suddenly teeming with adrenaline. I had a terrible feeling that someone had already ratted me out and the people in charge would soon be on their way down to apprehend me. Surely the man who owned the suit I was wearing was now finished having sex with that woman. Surely he was seeking someone out to alert the party that there was an intruder. I needed to act quickly, and I wasn’t about to leave that party empty-handed.

I went to that new lineup and I budged my way to the front. “Hey, brother. Wait in line,” said one of the men. Then I tapped the notches on my arm.

“It’s an important matter,” I said.

The men perked upright and suddenly looked awkward. “Sorry, brother. I didn’t see your degree.”

I went into the room. There was already a man undressing before Nicole. Nicole was on the bed, still in her dress and her mask.

“Get out,” I said to the man. He turned to me and paused. “What are you waiting for? You can have her once I’m done with her.”

He looked at my arm and then he pulled up his pants. “Don’t be long, brother. I want to be an eleventh degree by the end of the night.” He took one last look at me before shuffling out of the room. I closed the door behind him and then I searched for a lock, but there wasn’t one.

I turned to Nicole and flipped up my mask. “We need to get you out of here,” I said.

“Derek?” she said.

“I came to get you out of here. Now let’s go,” I said.

She shook her head. “I can’t go. They won’t let me go.”

“I can sneak you out. I snuck in—and I’m sure I can get out.”

“How did you sneak in?” she asked, standing up on her feet. Then she shook her head. “Never mind that. Just get out of here before they get rid of you. They can make people disappear, Derek. You don’t want to know what they are capable of.”

I took a deep breath. “I can’t let them do this. It’s not right. They’re just blackmailing you into doing this—it’s basically slavery. They’ve turned you into a sex slave. It’s not right.”

“Why do you care? Just get out of here before it’s too late, or you’ll end up getting both of us killed. They’re going to think I brought you here.”

I walked over to the door and pressed my ear against it, not sure what I was expecting to hear. I had a terrible feeling that they had already come for me, that they were preparing to snatch me. And what would they do with me? Was Nicole right? Would they do away with me? Would they make me disappear? Would my corpse be floating in the river before sunrise?

“Just go, Derek. Save yourself and leave me out of this. I won’t have to do this forever. It’s once a month, and after a year they’ll cut me loose.”

“A year?” I said. “You told me it was just one more time.”

She sighed. “Just go, Derek.”

I shook my head. “No. I can’t. We need to get you out of here. I’m not letting them do this to you. Do you know what they did? I was standing in the room and I heard a scream. I saw blood.”

“Derek,” she said with a stern voice. “You don’t want to mess with these people. Stop prodding. You want to have a good political career, right? Then cut this out. Get out of here and leave me. I’ll survive.”

I walked over to her and put my hands on her shoulders. I looked into her eyes. “I can’t leave you,” I said.

“Why not?” she asked.

“I just can’t,” I said. “It’s just not right. I won’t be able to live with myself if I just leave you here.”

“And what about all the other wetters out there? Will we just leave them here? Why am I so special?” she asked, raising her brows.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I can’t save everyone,” I said.

Now she was staring into my eyes. I found myself getting lost in her deep brown nebulas. My heart skipped a beat and then I gently moved my hands down her warm skin. “So how do we get out?” she asked. “And then where are you going to take me so they won’t find me?”

I looked around. Then I took off my jacket. I was going to put it on her, so she could dress up like a member of the strange organization and sneak out of the house. Then I planned on bolting with my mask on for the front door. I knew that I was a good runner and I could slip by a few security guards. I would give Nicole a few minutes to get ahead of me. “My car is just up the road, about a mile away—maybe less. The keys are on top of the front left tire. Get into the car and lock the doors, then I’ll come and knock on the window.” I reached out the jacket to hand it to her, so I could start working on my pants. I was still trying to think of a way to cover her hair, so she could look like a man as she slipped out.

Suddenly, the door behind us swung open. I turned to look back as my heart clutched and fizzled into the pit of my stomach. I dropped the jacket on the ground. Three men and a woman stepped into the room, all wearing fox masks. “Oh boy,” said one of the men with a boisterous voice. “Look what we’ve got here!”

I was frozen, unable to respond. The group was blocking the only door into the room: the only exit. I could feel my skin turning pale.

“Look at him. Look how scared he looks,” said another man. He started laughing, and then he nudged his friend.

“Don’t be scared, brother,” said one of the men. “The pain will be quick. The ascension is worth it.”

Now I felt sick. I could feel my legs beginning to wobble.

“Well,” said the lone woman. “Don’t mind us. Go on.”

“With what?” I asked with a soft voice.

They started laughing. “I remember graduating from the tenth degree,” said one of the men. “That’s a hard one to forget.”

“Go on, brother. Get it over with. Join the eleventh degree. You’ll be one step closer to being part of the real fun that happens upstairs.”

The group spread out slightly along the wall, drinks in hand, ready to watch. I looked at their notches: they were all above the twentieth degree: too many notches to count quickly.

I turned back to Nicole, who was now looking at me with wide eyes. “Get on your knees,” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Do it.” The audience behind me snickered.

I took a deep breath. I knew I wouldn’t be able to escape now—not without making them know that I wasn’t supposed to be there. I had to go through with whatever it was they were expecting from me. So I sunk down to my knees. Nicole stepped forward. She bent over slightly and grabbed the skirt of her long dress, pulling it up. I felt lightheaded, like I was on the verge of falling over and passing out. I took a deep breath and bit down on the edge of my tongue. Then I saw the big bulge in her red thong.

Her dress was tight enough to stay hiked up on its own once she let go. She reached down and pulled her thong down to allow her long, thick snake to fall out. Her balls took a moment to swell to full form.

She slipped two fingers under her girth and lifted it up, pointing her swollen tip in my direction. “Open your mouth,” she said.

I hesitated. I didn’t want to suck her cock—especially in front of those strangers. But what else could I do? I couldn’t think of any other options. Maybe I could just bore them. Maybe I could suck on the cock for a minute and then they would leave.

But the cock scared me. Nicole was huge. Her shaft was nearly as thick as my wrist and nearly as long as my forearm, and it wasn’t even erect yet. I squirmed and was suddenly tempted to cry. But instead, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. It was a few seconds later when I felt the warm throbber slide onto my tongue. I twitched, but I managed not to turn away. She was pushing her cock into my mouth. I could feel her thick veins rubbing against my lips. I groaned. She pushed in deeper and deeper, until her tip was pressed against the back of my throat.

“Suck it,” she said.

I pressed my lips firmly around her cock and began to bob my head, massaging her length. It wouldn’t have been so bad had she not started to become aroused. I could feel her shaft growing. I could feel it thickening and pressing against my lips and stretching out to press harder into the back of my throat. I heard snickering behind me again. I felt so humiliated and weak, but at least I was still alive, and at least they weren’t dragging Nicole out of that house for exposing cult secrets.

She reached down and grabbed my head. She started to pull and push it, making my lips massage her length. “You have to make me come,” she said.

My heart clenched again. Maybe this was a big mistake. Maybe I shouldn’t have ever come to that house. Maybe I shouldn’t have blackmailed Carson into sending me that list. Why couldn’t I just leave good enough alone? Why did I have to dig myself into such a deep hole?

“It looks like she likes you!” one of the men said behind me. “My God, look at the size of that thing! They didn’t make them that big when I was an Initiate!”

“She’s huge,” said one of the other men.

Then I heard the woman laugh. “Maybe I need to graduate the tenth degree again. Should I hop in line?” They all laughed. And suddenly, I felt bad for Nicole. They really were treating her like some sort of fetish. It couldn’t have felt nice. She probably felt worse than me, especially seeing as she was expected to do this with the whole line of men at the door.

And was she supposed to come for all of them? There were half a dozen men waiting outside when I came in. There was no way Nicole could have half a dozen orgasms in a single night.

“I think she’s hard enough,” said one of the men behind me. I looked up at Nicole, who was now closing her eyes and sighing. “Let’s get a move on! C’mon! You’ve got a line waiting outside!”

“Stand up,” she whispered. I stood up slowly. Then she took my hand and brought me over to the bed. “Lay down.”

“Why?” I whispered.

“Just do it,” she said with harsh bluntness. “On your stomach, feet on the floor.”

I bent over the bed. She walked up behind me and reached around for my belt buckle. I knew exactly what was happening, but I had no idea how to stop it. I didn’t want to be penetrated. I was an anal virgin and I liked it that way—and I especially didn’t want to have a group of strangers watching me.

“Here we go!” said one of the men. She tugged down my pants, making me feel vulnerable and humiliated beyond what I knew was possible. Then I felt her warm, wet tip pressing between my butt cheeks. I groaned and bit down on my tongue. I knew how big she was. I knew how thick her shaft was. I knew it was going to hurt, so I took a deep breath.

“Fuck him!” the woman said.

She started to push into me. I clenched and resisted, but her shaft was too slick with my saliva. I provided her with all the lubrication she needed to penetrate my back door. And she did manage to penetrate after just ten seconds of pushing forward. I squirmed and groaned and then I let out a loud cry as I could feel my hole stretching wide. She was pushing her monster cock into my body. I knew my butthole would never be the same.

The men behind us started to laugh. But Nicole didn’t stop; she couldn’t stop until she came. This didn’t end until that audience was gone or until my bum was full of Nicole’s warm load. She pushed in deep, sliding through my tight cavern. I moaned and gripped the bed sheets. I wanted the pain to go away. I wanted that stretching feeling to end—but it just became more and more noticeable. I could even feel the organs inside of my body being pushed away so her long shaft could push into my body; it was horribly unnatural feeling.

Then her hands came to rest on my thighs. She gently caressed my legs, as if she was trying to tell me to relax. And strangely, I felt more relaxed. I took a deep breath and realized she wasn’t going to let me die or become permanently injured. She would go as gentle as she was allowed to—though I found myself wondering just how gentle she was allowed to go.

She started pulling out, leaving me with an empty feeling for a brief few seconds before she pushed back in, making me gasp. She was thrusting and out of my body, slowly and meticulously. I could feel her thick tip sliding all the way to my rectum before she plunged deep, eliciting yet another gasp. I clutched the sheets tighter.

“He’s doing a good job,” said the girl.

“I have a feeling this isn’t his first time,” snickered one of the men.

“I’m guessing he likes it. Maybe he’ll climb quickly through the degrees. Maybe he’ll be standing right here next to us in the not-too-distant future.” They laughed again.

“Fuck him harder, slut!” yelled one of the men.

She gently dug her fingernails into the skin on my hips, and then she began to pump me harder, plunging slightly deeper as her cock slid in faster. I groaned and became tense all over. I couldn’t believe just how much I could feel! I could feel her veins throbbing inside of me. I could feel her cock every time it twitched, and I could feel her big tip swelling as she started to be filled with her own euphoria. I heard a little moan slip out from her lips.

Her nails dug in deeper. She pumped harder and harder and harder. I started to scream. It no longer hurt, but now there was something worse: pleasure.

“Flip him over! Let him ride on top!” yelled the woman in the audience.

Nicole awkwardly flipped me over without taken her cock out from my ass. Now I was sitting on her lap, facing the crowd at the door. I closed my eyes, feeling horribly awkward as my own cock was erect and pressed against my abdomen.

“Don’t close your eyes, brother,” said one man. “We don’t close our eyes here. The whole point of this is to open your eyes more than they’ve ever been opened. Open them, brother.”

So I awkwardly opened my eyes. Nicole started to pump me from below, shoving her thick cock deep into my body as I stared at the complete strangers. They were grinning with red cheeks. They liked the show we were putting on.

“I think he might just come before her!” said the woman.

“It looks like it,” said one of the men.

And maybe they were right: I could feel her swelling inside of me, but the pleasure was growing strong between my legs. I was unable to hold back the moaning. And the tip of my cock was tingling more than ever. I knew that feeling well: it was the feeling of holding back a cumshot. But why was I about to come? I never touched myself! I was so humiliated. I wanted to close my eyes and turn my face away, but I knew they wouldn’t let me.

Nicole pushed her cock deep into my body: deeper than any thrust before. I gasped and then that swell of euphoria became too much. I came. My cock was like a fountain at Disney Land, shooting cum straight into the air, which landed on my chest and abdomen and thighs. One blast even shot up and landed back on my tip, stopping the next blast from shooting high. Now thick cum was pouring down my erection.

The men and woman clapped. Then Nicole groaned and sunk her nails deep into me as she filled my hole with her load. She was coming in me.

“Flip him over so we can see,” said one man.

Nicole flipped my limp body over, so I was back on my stomach. She used both of her hands to pry open my butt cheeks, just as her load started to pour out from my body.

“Well done! Welcome to the eleventh degree!” And just like that, they started to shuffle out from the room satisfied with the entertainment we provided.

It was a long moment before I was able to move. I stood up carefully and my legs began to tremble. I could feel a warm wetness moving down my thighs. I looked down and saw the big globs of her warm cream stretching towards my feet. “I’m sorry,” she said.

I took a deep breath. “It’s fine. It’s not like we had any choice,” I said. “But now we have to get you out of here. Put on the suit and get to my car. Move quickly and stay near the wall. I’ll wait five minutes and then I’ll meet you there and we’ll leave.”

“And then what?” she said.

“I have no idea. We’ll figure that out later. Now hurry up.”

Someone was already knocking at the door. “Hurry up in there!” the person shouted.

Nicole pulled the suit onto her petite body. It was baggy, especially in the arms and down by the ankles, but it was better than nothing. She didn’t have to make it far: just down a few hallways, up a long staircase, and then down a stretch of road: not even a full mile. I helped her to tie her long hair into a tight bun on the top of her head, and luckily there was a small bathroom attached to that bedroom, so she was able to wash the mascara and shadow off of her eyes, making her look a little bit more masculine.

And that was the first time I saw her looking closer to how she should have looked had she not taken years of hormones and undergone a number of small surgeries. I could see a sort of maleness in her face, though she was still very feminine. Now, her cheeks were red and she looked strangely defeated. “What?” she said. “Why are you staring at me?”

I looked away quickly. “I’m sorry. I’ve just—I’ve never seen you without makeup.”

The person knocked at the door again. “C’mon, brother. You can’t take all night! This isn’t fair!”

“Are you ready?” I asked, looking at her in her suit, with her hair tied up in a tight bun. She flipped down her mask and shook her head.

“No, but I guess I’m as ready as I’m going to be,” she said. She took a deep breath and went to the door. Then she pushed the door open and slipped out. My heart started racing. A part of me was waiting to hear a commotion: something along the lines of, ‘Hey! What are you doing? Where are you going?’ But there was no commotion. It was silent on the other side of that door, except for the sounds of the strange sexual party that was happening inside of that dimly lit basement.

The doorknob began to turn. Someone was letting themselves in. I froze, unsure of how to hold them back. Then I quickly jumped aside, hiding myself behind the door, just as it opened. A man stepped in with ten notches on his jacket sleeve. He took two steps into the room and closed the door behind him. Then he scanned around. “Where are you?” he asked quietly. “Are you just getting cleaned up?” He started walking towards the bathroom.

And now I was really starting to wonder how I was going to delay a full five minutes, and how I was going to make it to the car. If I just bolted now, fully naked, I probably would have passed Nicole. And even if I managed to wait five or ten minutes so she could reach the car, if I bolted naked through that mansion, surely a mob would chase me. Maybe they wouldn’t catch me if I ran fast enough, but they would definitely identify me, and they would probably end up seeing my car and my license plate. If they were as powerful as Nicole seemed to think they were (and it was hard to deny now, given what I’d seen), then I was doomed if they could identify me.

I watched the man step into the bathroom doorway. I bent over and picked up Nicole’s dress from the floor. I quietly stepped up to the man, just as he was about to turn around. Then I pulled the dress over his face, covering his mouth, and I pulled as tight as I could, bringing the man bluntly into my chest. He tried to scream, but the dress did an okay job of muffling him.

He started punching backwards, but he wasn’t able to muster up much force. I wrestled him over to the bed and pressed him flat on his stomach. I’d never been much of a fighter, but now I was fighting for my life, fuelled by adrenaline. I used my left knee to pin him down as I tried to wrap that dress around his head. He was still trying to punch and grab at me with both of his hands.

I was lucky. The man was scrawny. I was able to grab both of his wrists with one hand while still holding that dress around his face. Then I was able to pin his wrists with my other knee, so now I was completely on top of him. I tied the dress tight around his head, and then I started to pull off his suit jacket. He suddenly went limp, to my surprise, almost as if he was playing dead.

I got his suit jacket off. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get his dress shirt off without flipping him over, so I didn’t bother. I went straight for his pants, reaching down and back awkwardly. “Just be gentle,” he said through the muffled dress. I had to strain to hear him. “It’s my first time back there. Please be gentle.”

And that’s when I realized he thought that this was part of his tenth degree graduation.

I cleared my throat. “Just be still,” I said in a soft, girly voice: the best I could muster. I slowly took my knees off of his back, cautiously, ready for him to retaliate. But he just remained still. So I pulled off his tie and used it to tie up his wrists. Then I used a pillowcase to tie up his ankles.

I quickly put his pants and jacket on my bare body, watching the scrawny man closely and making sure he wasn’t trying to squirm loose.

“Just get it over with,” he said, still muffled.

“Just give me a minute to get it up,” I said in that soft girly voice. He took a deep breath. I backed towards the door with soft steps. Then I carefully pulled the door open and slipped out.

There was a man staring at me: the next in line for the tenth degree graduation. “She’s going to need a few minutes,” I said. “I made, uh, a bit of a mess. She’ll let you know when she’s ready.”

The man smirked and nodded his head. “Congratulations on your graduation, brother,” he said.

I started walking away. I was trying to walk but it felt like I was running. My whole body was tense with terror. I stumbled a few times, wanting to look back—but I was afraid of seeing a mob coming after me. I knew it wouldn’t take much for that man to get loose from that tie and bed sheet. My heart was pounding with intense force against my chest. I looked down and saw that my hands were trembling.

People were looking into my eyes as I passed. My vision was starting to turn blurry as my head became lighter and lighter. I finally reached the hallway. Now I started moving faster, almost jogging. I probably looked like one of those silly Olympic Speed Walkers.

I turned down all of the bends, passing more Initiates. Some nodded at me and said, “Brother.” I tried nodding back, but the knot in my throat was too big, clogging all words from coming out.

It now seemed unlikely that the man was still tied up. It seemed unlikely that he hadn’t ran out of that room and told everyone in that line that I stole his clothes and was getting away. I thought about running, but I still had many cult members to walk by.

I could feel the sweat trickling down my back in my small suit. I must have looked so silly: all sweaty and in a suit that was far too small for my body, without even a dress shirt underneath. But thankfully, nobody was looking too closely at me in those dimly lit hallways.

I reached the stairs. I ascended quickly, skipping a stair with each step. Then I felt the cool night’s breeze coming from the large open front door. I set my sights on that opening. I moved quickly. The two men at the door turned to face me, but I didn’t look into their eyes.

I took a step by the men, feeling the cool freedom of the outdoors. Then a hand grabbed my shoulder, stopping me. “Hey,” said a deep voice. The feeling in my legs went away and I was suddenly numb. I turned my head slowly to face the man: a burly guard posted at the front door.

“What is it?” I asked.

“You dropped this,” he said, bending over to pick up a pack of cigarettes.

“Oh,” I said, grabbing the pack. He looked down at my hands, seeing that they were trembling violently.

Then he looked into my eyes again before looking down at my arm. “That’s one of the tougher graduations,” he said. “But good for you.” He gave me a pat on the back. I forced a smile and then I slipped out, pulling a cigarette out from the box.

“Cheers,” I said. I stepped out and reached into my pocket to find a lighter. I moved around the side of the building where I’d seen other smokers. Now, the side of the building was empty as the activity inside of the building had reached its climax.

I looked around. Nobody was watching me, so I bolted for the forest. I ran across that grass without looking back, and then I jumped into the safety of the woods, behind a large fallen log where I could compose myself and catch my breath. I peeked over the log to make sure no one had seen me, and that’s when I saw that couple, still going at it next to that large box. The woman was on top, riding the man. Her breasts were bouncing up and down, and even from one hundred feet away, I could see the glisten of their sweat. They’d been fucking for almost forty-five minutes.

I took a deep breath and then released a deep sigh of relief. I did it: I managed to infiltrate the secret society and escape without being chased or identified, as far as I knew. Now I just needed to make sure that Nicole had made it to the car.

I found my personal clothes where I’d left them. I got changed and then I started jogging towards the car, which was still quietly resting in that shallow ditch. I went up to the window and peered in. Nicole looked up at me; she was laying across the back seat with a fire blanket pulled over her body that she must have gotten from the trunk. “Let me in,” I hushed. She unlocked the door, and then we drove away.


CHAPTER X

We returned to my apartment. I shut the blinds right after locking the front door. I couldn’t be sure that I hadn’t been spotted or recognized at the strange event.

Nicole was still standing by the front door, still wearing that suit, which was a good size too big for her. “Are you okay?” I asked. We hadn’t spoken much during the long car ride from the mansion to the apartment.

“I’m fine. I just don’t know what you’re getting me into,” she said.

“I’m not getting you into anything. I’m getting you out of something—something very serious.”

“You got me out of that house, but you haven’t gotten me out of anything,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “By now they’ve definitely realized that I’m gone. They’re going to send people to my house and they’re probably going to break in looking for me. And when they don’t find me there, they’ll start looking all over this town. They aren’t just going to let me go that easily.”

I looked down at my feet, feeling awkward and embarrassed. “But what was the other option?” I said.

“The other option was biting my tongue and being a wetter at their parties. All of those girls upstairs—do you know how they ended up there? They were wetters first.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, but I don’t want to be dead, either!” And now I really believed her. Now I had a good feeling that the people running that strange organization were capable of making people disappear.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just—I had to do something.”

“Well you certainly did something,” she said, turning away from me. “I’m tired. I want to go to sleep.”

“You can have my room,” I said. “I’ll sleep on the couch.” I showed her my bedroom door. She peeked inside and then she went to take a shower while I stood quietly in my apartment. My stomach growled, empty, but I couldn’t muster up an appetite. Had I done something bad? Would Nicole have been better off biting her tongue through the night, and over the next year or however long they wanted her to be a ‘wetter’?

She came out from the shower with nothing but a towel wrapped around her body. Her wet hair was down, cascading over her shoulders. Now she didn’t have a bit of makeup on her face, yet somehow she looked even more feminine than before. I never realized that she had freckles; she must have kept them covered with concealer.

She looked at me for a moment and then she turned towards my bedroom.

“Goodnight,” I said. She didn’t say it back, still mad at me—and I couldn’t blame her. I thought that I was doing her a favour by saving her from that party, but I wasn’t thinking into the future. Would they ever stop trying to hunt her down? Surely she was going to be their biggest priority now if they truly wanted to remain a secret society.

Thankfully, nobody knew that I knew her. Nobody had any idea that I’d ever interacted with her before—except for Carson and Quaid, and they swore complete secrecy. But even Carson and Quaid surely wouldn’t suspect I was the one who broke into that mansion and stole Nicole away.

But I still had the issue of keeping her a secret. I couldn’t just hide her in my bedroom for the next ten years. She was going to need to get out at some point.

It was late when I fell asleep and early when I woke up. My phone was ringing. I picked it up and saw that I’d missed half a dozen calls, all from Carson. My heart fluttered and then it plunged down into my stomach. Why was he trying to get in touch with me? Were they onto me? Was I spotted at that event?

As I sat up, I struggled to convince myself that the party had been real. It was so surreal that it must have been a dream, but those fox masks were still on my kitchen counter, and that stranger’s suit was still flung over the half wall between my living room and kitchen. I needed to get rid of that stuff before I had anyone over.

I answered Carson’s next call. “Why haven’t you been picking up?” he asked.

“Why? I was sleeping. What’s this all about?” I asked. I rubbed my eyes and rose to my feet. I looked at the clock and saw that it was almost noon, though it was after sunrise when I finally fell asleep, so I knew I didn’t get much rest.

“I need your help with something,” he said. I could tell that he was panicked. He was talking quietly and it sounded like he’d just finished running a marathon.

“With what?” I asked.

“We should just meet up and talk in person. Are you free in fifteen minutes? That cafe by your place—let’s meet there.”

My skin tingled. What if it was a trap? What if Carson was luring me out from my apartment so they could snatch me. I took a deep breath and walked over to the window. I peered out the curtains and scanned the street, making sure there weren’t strange figures watching me. I still had that horrible feeling that I was being watched.

“Okay. I can meet you,” I said. And now I was already trying to invent an alibi in my head. After I hung up the phone, I went straight to my TV and turned on Netflix. I looked at the shows that had just dropped the night before, and then I picked one: a show called ‘We Are Us’. I went to Google and looked up all the spoilers while I brushed my teeth and got dressed.

Then, when I saw Carson sitting nervously at a table in that little cafe, I started going off. “Hey man, have you ever heard of the show, We Are Us? It dropped last night on Netflix. I binged the whole thing. If you’re looking for a new show, I highly recommend it. It actually made me think of you, to be honest. There’s this one scene—”

“Derek,” he said, cutting me off. Then he looked around. “Sit down. I need to talk to you about something. It’s important.”

I took a seat. “What is it?” I asked. It was hard stopping my hands from shaking as I rested them on the table.

“I’m in a bit of trouble,” he said. “I did something bad. I mean—technically we did something bad.”

“What? I didn’t do anything.” I laughed nervously and shook my head. “What are you talking about, Carson?”

“I—I can’t really talk about it. But someone’s gone missing,” he said. “Someone we both know.” He raised his eyebrows, and I knew right away that he was talking about Nicole. He was technically breaking our pact, even though he wasn’t saying any details.

“Who?” I said, trying to play dumb.

“You know who. And look, this is all you need to know: she’s gone missing and now there are people looking for her. These people are good at digging up dirt; they do it for a living. I wanted to meet with you to warn you, and to ask you…” He suddenly stopped talking, looking down at the table where his coffee was sitting, untouched.

“What? What do you want to ask me?” I was doing my best to remain still and calm so I wouldn’t look like a suspect.

He looked into my eyes and stared for a long moment, as if he was trying to read my mind. And for some reason, I suddenly had the instinct to make my mind go blank. I saw strange things at that party: people practising in weird occult rituals. What if he did have some strange paranormal powers? “Nothing,” he said, shaking his head. “Never mind. I just want to warn you that people are looking into this. I’m sure they’ll find her quickly and this will be nothing.” He was looking into my eyes again, so I kept my mind blank and my face still. I knew a few tricks from a class I took on political optics. I knew all about body language. We had lessons about being calm and still while delivering speeches.

“Well, I guess consider me warned,” I said, forcing a smile. “I’m going to get a coffee. Save my seat.” I got up and sauntered over to the cashier. Then I looked back at Carson, who was now on his phone, typing a message with his thumbs. Was he reporting to one of the higher ups in that strange organization? Was he telling them he thought that I was innocent? Or was he telling them that he thought I was guilty? I took a deep breath and then I ordered myself a decaf coffee. I was exhausted, but I didn’t need the caffeine contributing to my horrible anxiety.

I sat back down with Carson as he slipped his phone into his pocket. “What else is new?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Nothing. Same old.” He forced a smile. But he wasn’t able to stop his hands from shaking. I couldn’t help but wonder if they suspected him of getting Nicole out of that party house. What if they knew that he’d been going to her house at night to see her?

“Get up to anything interesting last night?” I asked. “I heard there were a few parties around town.”

He shook his head. “Just stayed at home. Did a bit of homework and worked on my website a little.”

“Make a new post?” I said.

“Oh, no, nothing like that. Just administrative stuff. Cleaned up some code and whatnot—nothing exciting.” He forced yet another smile. Then the conversation went stale and the room became silent.

I sipped my drink, which tasted bitter even though I’m sure it was actually fine. “I should probably get going,” I said. “I’ve got a lot of homework I need to get done for Monday. I meant to do most of it last night, but I just got caught up watching that show.” I took my drink and stood up.

“What show was that again?” he asked.

I opened my mouth to reply, and then I suddenly forgot the name of the show that I built my alibi around. I knew it had the word ‘Us’ in it. All of Us? What was it?

His eyes narrowed.

“I, uh, I’m drawing a blank. It’ll come to me,” I said.

“You watched the whole thing?” he said.

I nodded my head. “Yep. All eleven episodes. It gets better as you go on. And I know—eleven episodes in one night. I’m not saying I’m proud of myself.” I forced a chuckle. “But it’s a good show, what can I say?”

“Well if you remember the name, let me know and I’ll check it out,” he said while still staring into my eyes, still with his eyes narrowed.

“Sure. Sounds good,” I said. My stomach turned and I realized that my whole alibi had just come crashing down in a matter of seconds. How did I forget the name of the show? Why did my brain fail me  at the worst possible moment? Now Carson thought I was lying. Now Carson thought that I was covering something up.

Would he make me disappear once he found out I was at that party? Or was he just trying to track down Nicole because he loved her?

“I should be on my way,” I said. “Later, Carson.”

“Bye, Derek,” he said without getting up. He watched me as I left, and I felt his gaze tickling the back of my head until I was around the corner and well on my way back to my apartment. I found myself looking over my shoulder many times, worried he was following me—worried that someone from that party was following me.

I could feel that adrenaline building inside of me. I could feel my nerves tingling. I was relieved when I entered into my apartment building. I took a deep breath in my elevator, and then I began to truly relax as I walked up to my door.

Then I opened my door and my heart plunged back into my stomach. All of the curtains were open and the whole apartment was flooded with natural light. There was pop music playing loudly, audible from as far away as the elevator (when I heard it in the hall, I assumed it was one of my female neighbours).

I rushed into my apartment and looked around. Windows were open, but she wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I took a step into the kitchen and then I slipped. I grabbed the counter and then I looked down at the blood on my floor. “Oh God!” I gasped. Now my heart was racing. I spun around. “Nicole!” I shouted.

Did Carson lure me out from my apartment so that they could slip in and murder Nicole? Was she actually dead or did they just injure her and take her away?

“Nicole!” I shouted again.

I looked down at the blood on the floor. There was a lot, and there was spatter on the cupboards. What if they killed her and planned on framing me? What if the police would be on their way soon?

I rushed over to my TV, which was playing the loud pop music. I fumbled with the remote to turn it off, before my neighbours started showing up at my door. “Oh God,” I mumbled again. Now my hands were shaking violently and there was nothing I could do to calm them down.

The reality seemed obvious: Nicole was dead and soon they would be coming after me.


CHAPTER XI

I carefully walked into the living room, worried the intruders were still there, waiting for me. I grabbed a knife from my knife block and held it close to my body, ready to stab outwards if necessary. I took a deep breath and turned the corner, but the room was empty, left a mess, probably from the struggle between Nicole and the intruders. The throw pillows and blankets were on the floor and the coffee table had been moved halfway across the room.

“Shit,” I mumbled. My heart swelled with a painful dread. It just wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair: the poor girl had been through enough. In case life wasn’t hard enough as a transgender, she’d been drugged at a party and forced into a strange sort of cult prostitution—and now she was likely dead.

“Get him!” a voice shouted behind me.

I spun around and screamed, slashing the knife as I jumped back, ready to attack any assailants. But nobody was coming at me. The only other person in that apartment was Nicole, standing across the room with her hand against her lips. She was giggling as if the whole thing was funny.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” I asked, placing my palm against my heart in an attempt to slow down the pounding.

“What?” she said. “What’s wrong with you? You’re the one going through your apartment with a knife.” She was wearing nothing but a towel.

“What’s going on in here? Why is my apartment such a mess? And why are these curtains open?”

“I was getting ready and I needed the light. Your apartment is so dark with the curtains closed. Half of your lightbulbs are burnt out.”

I went through the space shutting the blinds, stopping the natural light from entering my pad. “You need to be more careful. They’re out looking for you.”

“They don’t know to look here. You really think they’re looking up six stories into your little windows? They would have to suspect you first.”

“Well I think they do suspect me,” I said.

Then her smile faded. I told her about my meeting with Carson and I watched as her face turned a shade of white. “I don’t know that he really suspects me, but he made a point of breaking our pact, which is saying something.”

“Your pact?” she said, raising her eyebrows while still looking small and frightened.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said. My stomach awkwardly grumbled. “That night—at that party—after you left, we agreed not to ever talk about what happened.”

She stared at me for a long moment, looking strangely offended. “Because of the anti-trans policy?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said. Then my stomach churned. “I mean—maybe that came the next day, but yeah, it was just to safeguard our reputations.”

“So you made the pact before the policy was announced?” she asked, looking down at her bare feet.

I stuttered for a moment. Then I laughed nervously. “What? It’s not like you would have wanted us to go around talking about it—right? I’m sure you would have agreed to the pact too, had you not been under the influence of drugs.”

“Were you under the influence of any drugs?” she asked. “Because if you’re going to make a pact to never talk about something you did, why do it in the first place?”

I turned away, unable to look into her sad, offended eyes. “Look, it’s not a big deal. It was just—we all knew that we made an impulsive mistake, so we agreed not to talk about it. We’re all political science majors; we have to take care of our reputations. You understand—it’s really not a big deal.”

“Right,” she said softly, sounding like she didn’t really understand at all.

“Just forget about that.”

“So you’re saying that night at the party was a mistake, as in, you regret it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It was something we shouldn’t have done. I suppose I regret doing it—yeah.”

I could see that she was biting her tongue. “And what about that night in my house? Do you regret that?” she asked.

“What?” I said quickly. “I mean—we were both in a weird place. There was a lot going on. It’s… It’s not so simple.”

“Right,” she said. “Never mind. I’m going to keep getting ready. Do you have something I can wear? Maybe something that won’t make me look like a boy?”

I thought for a moment. “I have an old t-shirt that’s way too small on me, and a pair of jeans that haven’t fit me since the tenth grade. You can cut the jeans into shorts or something—wait. What are you getting ready for? You can’t go out. Not now.”

“Then when?” she asked.

“I don’t know, but definitely not the day after you escaped that mansion!” I said. “You need to lay low. They’re out there looking for you.”

“I can’t stay in here. I still have to finish my classes. I have a lot of homework due on Monday.”

“Are you insane?” I said. “You said yourself that they’ll kill you if they find you. You can’t go to class!”

“They won’t attack me in public. We just need to figure out a way to sneak me in and out of class. You got me into this mess, and now you need to help me. You can’t just lock me in your apartment and think that you’re helping me, Derek. I have a life.”

I was dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe she was willing to risk her life for a university degree. Though now I felt strangely guilty. Maybe she would have been better off like all the other wetters: one terrible night of being used by many men so that she could live her normal life without too many disruptions.

“I’ll need a couple of outfits,” she said. “So maybe today we can go to the mall. I’m not going to all of my classes in a t-shirt and your old jeans. I’ll wear that stuff today, but that’s it.”

My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. We had a dangerous secret society on the hunt for us, and she wanted to go to the mall—and I was actually going to take her.

“You’re wearing a wig to the mall,” I said.

Thankfully, I had an old wig in my storage locker, in the basement of my apartment building. It was a shoulder-length black wig from a gender-swap costume party I went to in my Freshman year: an annual party that I never went back to, because it turned out to be quite lame (everyone was so self-conscious dressed up as the other gender). I grabbed the wig from my storage locker, and once I was upstairs, she was already in that t-shirt and pair of tight jeans, which fit her surprisingly well. I couldn’t help but wonder why I’d held onto those pants for so long.

“I’ll need makeup too,” she said.

“How much is all of this going to cost?”

“That’s for you to figure out,” she said. “Because I already own everything I need, but you insisted on ‘saving me’.”

I felt stupid and embarrassed, but also terrified. She was now going through my shoe closet, looking for a pair of shoes to wear, as the dress shoes she wore out of the mansion the night before were four sizes too big for her feet. She found a pair of sneakers that she was able to tighten by yanking on the laces. “I guess I’ll need shoes, too.”


CHAPTER XII

The cost for the day came out to around five hundred dollars: a pair of flats, three different outfits (a dress, a skirt and blouse combination, and a sweater and pair of jeans, along with a few pairs of panties, two bras, and a pack of ankle socks), two-hundred bucks worth of makeup, and a small bottle of perfume, which she insisted on. “It’s the least you could do,” she said.

The whole three-hour trip to the mall was excruciating. It felt like everyone was staring at us. I kept seeing men glancing our way whenever we stepped out into the main corridor. At times it felt like people were following us. When Nicole said she had to use the bathroom, I didn’t let her. The hallway to the bathroom was too empty; it would have been too easy for someone to grab her and steal her away without anyone looking. “We need to stay where there are lots of people.”

Halfway through the mall excursion, I started planning our escape back home. I had a whole scheme of leaving her in a crowded store while I pulled the rental car around to one of the loading bays. Then we could sneak through the back of one of the department stores, hop in the car, and then zoom home. But then I started thinking about my apartment. If anyone at the mall truly was spying on us, then they already knew that Nicole was with me, which meant they were likely already waiting at my apartment for us to return.

So I carried out the plan of pulling the rental car into a loading bay. “You can’t leave that here!” a worker yelled at me, but I ignored him as I ran into the mall. I got Nicole and then I hurried her down the service hallway, back to the car. When we emerged, the worker was standing there with a red face. “You stupid idiot! Move your fucking car so we can pull our truck in!”

“Sorry!” I said. We hopped into the car and we sped off. But we didn’t go back to my apartment. My apartment was compromised. Instead, I started driving down the highway, towards the edge of the city.

“Where are you taking me, Derek?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Just relax—don’t worry about it.” I saw that my hands were trembling. I looked into my rearview and saw that there was a black SUV behind me. I turned off the highway and the SUV followed. Then I started turning down random roads. I noticed that SUV was still behind me—or was it a new SUV? There were so many black SUVs in our town—how could I know for sure?

I kept speeding down random streets until my rearview was clear. Then I pulled back onto the highway and continued on to the next little town, almost thirty minutes away.

“Are you okay?” she said. “You’re sweating. Your skin is all pale.”

“I’m fine,” I said. We pulled into a small motel. I parked the car around back, next to a dumpster where it wouldn’t be seen from any street. “We’re going to stay here for a while.”

“Whatever you want,” she said, looking at me nervously as if I was a dangerous kidnapper.

We went into the office and booked a room. Thankfully it was a cheap motel: forty bucks per night., with an even cheaper weekly rate, and an even cheaper monthly rate. I was tempted to get the monthly rate, but I had a feeling we would be moving around a lot.

“What about all of your stuff? What about your clothes and homework and all of that?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I’ll just leave it. I’ll buy new clothes and I’ll redo my homework. It’s not the end of the world.”

Our room was small and even darker than my apartment. There was only a single bed, and it wasn’t even a queen. “You don’t mind sharing, do you?” I asked.

“It’s fine,” she said.

I took a deep breath and peeked out the curtains. The view was clear, and for the first time in many days, I didn’t have the strange feeling that I was being watched. I turned to Nicole. “I’m really sorry about all this,” I said. “Maybe it would have just been better had you toughed the night out last night. Now you’re in a real shit storm here.”

“It’s fine, Derek,” she said. She started unpacking her new outfits. She held up the little dress to her body, and then she turned her back to me so she could get changed. I thought it was strange that she wasn’t going to the bathroom to get changed, so she could have some privacy. And then I remembered that we’d had sex multiple times and we’d seen each other naked multiple times, so it’s not like there was anything to keep hidden.

“I don’t know what I was thinking. I don’t know why I went to that party, and I don’t know why I was so keen on busting you out. I mean—there were dozens of other girls there who were in the same position as you.”

Nicole giggled. “Maybe it’s because you like me,” she said.

I felt my body turn stiff. I turned to look at her. She was naked now, still with her back turned to me. She bent over to slip into a fresh pair of panties. As she spread her legs, I caught a quick glimpse of her long, thick cock and her bulky ball sack. My heart jumped.

“What?” I said. “No. I just—I feel bad for you. I mean—I don’t know those other girls.”

“But you know me?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at me. And now I could see the side of her supple breast. It almost seemed like she was teasing me.

“Well I know you better than I know any of those girls. And—I don’t know—you’ve been through a lot in your life. And you seem like a nice girl who deserves better.”

She turned to me, topless, not even bothering to cover her perfect breasts. I tried to keep my gaze at her face instead of that amazing body. My heart trembled and I forced a smile. And was she really showing her naked body off because she thought I didn’t care? Did she really just assume her body was now meaningless to me because I’d seen it a few times before? “So you just saved me because you’re a good person, and for no other reason?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn’t looking down, but I could still see the contour of her long shaft, curled in her panties. I could even make out the bulbous roundness of her tip. “I guess so,” I said. “Is that so hard to believe.”

“Yes,” she said with a smirk.

“Why’s that?” I asked, trying as hard as I could not to look down from her eyes.

“Because you’ve got a boner,” she said.

I looked down and then quickly covered the bulge in my pants. I was so focussed on keeping my eyes up that I hadn’t even noticed the tingling and throbbing between my legs. “It’s not a boner,” I said awkwardly. “It’s just—it’s just the pants. They look like that when they get bunched up.”

“Sure,” She said with a wink. “Bunched up by a boner.”

“I don’t have an erection!” I said.

She walked towards me, still topless. She put her hands on my shoulders. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“About what?” I asked, once again trying to keep my eyes up. I could smell her new perfume; it was perfect, almost making my head spin. I wanted so badly to reach up and cup her breasts and squeeze them as hard as I could. I knew she would like it, but it just wasn’t appropriate, especially under the circumstances.

“I’ve been hard on you,” she said. “Nobody has ever cared enough to do anything like that for me. And maybe I would have been better off spending the night at that mansion—I would probably be better off right now. But it’s sweet to think that someone cared enough to do something. And you risked your life—that’s either very sweet or very stupid.”

She leaned forward and gave me a small kiss on the lips. Then she looked into my eyes. Then I caved to the urge to look down at her body. I took a deep breath and then I finally cupped her breasts with both of my hands. I gently squeezed.

“But please don’t touch me,” she said, stepping back. “I think you’ve got some serious soul searching to do.”

Now I could feel my face turning dark red. I watched as she walked across the small room and grabbed that little dress. She pulled it over her naked body and turned to me. “How does it look?”

“It’s looks nice,” I said. My voice cracked. I felt so humiliated and confused.

“I want to go for a little hike tomorrow. Know of any trails out this way?”

“I can look into it,” I said, still with that soft voice.

“Alright. Because I’m definitely not staying cooped up in here all day.”

I nodded my head.

We slept in that bed together. I woke up in the middle of the night to a whimper. I turned around quickly to make sure she was okay, and she was. It sounded like she was having a nightmare. Her body was squirming and she let out another whimper: maybe a nightmare about being kidnapped. I put my hand on her shoulder, hoping it would calm her down, but she was a deep sleeper. She kept squirming—and then suddenly she went still.

I gently caressed her arm, and she remained asleep. Then my body began to tingle. I slowly moved that hand down to her hip, so I was just touching the edge of her ass. She continued to remain asleep. I was tired and not thinking straight. I had the strangest urge to do something bad, and for some reason my sanity didn’t kick in to stop me. I slipped my hand around her front, just so I could feel her breasts. I knew that I could pretend to be asleep and blame the move on my unconscious if she woke up. I gently squeezed her amazing breasts, and then I slid my hand down to feel her flat abdomen as I continued to caress her body.

I didn’t even make it to her bellybutton before I felt her hard tip. She was erect. Her erection was so big that it had pushed out from the panties she went to sleep in. I froze and a chill crept down my spine. Maybe it wasn’t a nightmare after all—maybe it was a sex dream.

I had a new urge. She was asleep and snoring gently. I knew I could get away with it. So I curled my fingers around her thick shaft. I gently squeezed. I could feel it throbbing. She moaned. I paused for a moment, making sure she was really asleep. “Just like that, baby,” she whispered. I leaned over to see if her eyes were closed, and they were. She was back in her sex dream. So I went with it. I started to slowly pump her shaft, pulling up and down while it throbbed warmly in the palm of my hand.

“Don’t stop, baby,” she moaned. So I kept pumping. I squeezed harder and tugged faster. She moaned louder and started squirming again. Now my body was hot with anxiety. I knew she could wake up at any moment and realize I was touching her sexually without her consent. I knew I was doing something bad, but I couldn’t help it. I loved hearing her moan. I loved the way that shaft felt, throbbing in my hand.

And now I could feel it bloating. I could feel it stiffening even more, which I didn’t think was possible. She groaned and I squeezed harder. I pumped faster. And then she let out a high-pitched whimper, and I could feel her cock pulsing. I slid my hand up to her tip and I caught a blast. She was coming all over the motel bedsheet.

I let go of her cock and wiped my hand on the blanket, worried she was about to wake up. I quickly rolled over and pretended to be asleep while she finished coming: moaning and squirming until she was empty. Then the room became silent, save for my pounding heart. I waited a moment, expecting her to wake up in her new mess. But she was asleep—fast asleep.

I finally let myself relax. I closed my eyes and tried to go back to sleep. But now I couldn’t stop thinking about her cock. I wanted to reach over and dab a bit of her cum, so I could taste it on the tip of my tongue. But I resisted. I’d done enough for one night. I was already filled with an uncomfortable guilt. And I kept hearing that comment she made, echoing in my head: ‘I think you’ve got some serious soul searching to do.’. What did she mean when she said it?


CHAPTER XIII

I drove her to school on Monday. We were both sore from a long day of hiking nature trails the day before. I tried convincing her to stay away from school, at least for a couple of weeks, but she was determined to graduate with her 4.0 GPA.

Before arriving at the school, we made a plan to leave the school without being caught. In a bag, she had a costume with her: that same dark wig and a whole new outfit, complete with thick-rimmed glasses. After her final class of the day, she was going to slip into the bathroom outside of her class and she was going to change. Then I was going to meet up with her and escort her to the back exit, which would spit us out right next to the rental car.

I knew it wasn’t a perfect plan, but it was better than nothing. I knew that someone could follow her into the bathroom, even though it would be busy. And I knew there would be a good chance she would be recognized even in her costume.

Before she went to her first class, I asked her to tell me her class list. “If you show up at my classes, they’ll think you’re up to something.”

“I know. I’m just curious,” I said. But I had a plan of my own. Once she was off to class, instead of parking the car, I drove off to the mall and picked up an outfit of my own, complete with my own pair of thick-rimmed glasses and a baseball cap. I even found a blonde clip-on man-bun, which I made stick out the back of my baseball cap, making me look like a lazy hipster. But at least I wasn’t very recognizable.

I went back to the school and parked by that back exit. Then I went to her first class, which was just ending. I slipped in and sat in the back row. It took a moment to spot her. I scanned the room to see if there were any suspicious figures around, but the place seemed fairly innocuous.

I followed her from afar to her next class, and then I followed her to her third class. She had a bit of break before her fourth and final class, but she went straight to sit down in the lecture hall. That lecture hall had two hundred and fifty seats, but there were only ten people sitting in there, so it wasn’t as easy to blend in. I decided to wait out in the hall, pretending to be on my phone, peeking in every five minutes, just to make sure she wasn’t being dragged out of the room by members of that strange cult.

Then, fifteen minutes before the start of her class, I saw a man walk up to the door. He poked his head in and then he came back out. He pulled out his phone and started writing a text message.

I sauntered behind him, keeping far enough away that I wouldn’t be noticed, but close enough that I could read his message. “She’s here,” the message read.

My heart skipped a beat and my legs suddenly felt numb. I couldn’t think of any other reason for him to write a message like that.

I looked at his face, trying to recognize him, but I had no idea who he was. He poked his head back into that classroom. He watched for a minute, and then he entered. I followed, keeping a bit of distance.

The man sat down in the back row, near the middle. So I took a seat in the back row, off to the far right. I did my best to watch the character without giving myself away. The class started to fill up. Then I saw the man nod to another male character entering the room. The man nodded back before taking a seat just behind Nicole.

Were they planning to grab her as she left the class? I knew it was a bad idea to go to school. I knew a good grade wasn’t worth risking her life over.

The class went by slowly. The professor droned on and on about ‘rare grammatical rules’. I found myself squirming, trying to think of a plan before it was too late. But what could I do? They were surely going to follow her to that bathroom. Would they grab her before she went in? Would they recognize her as she came out? To my left I saw a face poke into the room from the door. He looked around before making eye contact with the original agent. They shared a nod, then the man slipped out. I picked up my bag. The class still had five minutes left.

I got up and left the lecture hall. Standing against the wall was the third agent, pretending to be busy on his phone. I walked over to a nearby bulletin board and pretended to look at the notices as I counted down the seconds until the end of the class.

The man sauntered over to the exit. Then people started to filter out. I walked up behind him and pretended to be trying to read a notice that was posted next to the door. Then one of the other agents came out and stood on the other side of the door with the man. “She’s coming,” he said quietly to his partner.

My heart was racing. The men were bigger than they looked from afar. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to take them in a fight, especially alone. I was already risking so much by standing next to them in my disguise. What if one of them recognized me? If they were part of the political science department, then surely they would recognize me from all of the campus charity I did with the YCC.

Nicole emerged. I expected them to grab her, but instead they slipped behind her and started following her, as if they were just part of the crowd. I followed from a few people behind. The crowd started to disperse. Now they were going wide, one to the left and one to the right, as if they were trying to corner her like a pack of wolves. Their friend caught up to them, ready to help in apprehending her.

She was approaching the bathroom. They were moving in. One of the men side-eyed a nearby door. A black SUV was parked just outside of that door. A similar-looking man was waiting by the SUV with the door open. Maybe they planned to grab her and rush her to that vehicle. Maybe they didn’t even care about getting her alone; if they acted quickly enough, nobody would be able to get a proper ID on them before it was too late. Maybe they didn’t even go to the school. Maybe they were just hired goons who would disappear once Nicole was gone.

One of the men took his hands out from his pockets. He raised them up as if he was about to grab her. Then I charged. I pushed into the man to the left before slamming my body into the man on the right, knocking him over.

“Whoa!” he shouted.

“Hey man, watch where you’re going!” shouted the other.

Nicole slipped into the bathroom, without being grabbed. “I’m so sorry,” I said. I reached and offered the man a hand. “I’m just late for class. I didn’t mean to bump into you like that.”

The men shared a look before turning to me with narrowed eyes. “Then what the hell are you waiting for? Get to your stupid class then!” he said.

“Sorry,” I said. Then I brushed off my shirt. But I didn’t move.

“Well?” the man said. “Are you waiting for something?”

“You just look really familiar,” I lied. “What’s your major?”

“My major?” he said.

“Yeah. You’re in the physics program, right?”

He stared blankly at me for a moment before saying, “Um, yeah. That’s right. Are we in a class or something together?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s my elective.”

“Okay. Well, you’d better get to class.”

“Well you’re in the same class,” I said.

He was staring at me blankly again.

“Look, buddy, we were just having a conversation here. Do you mind moving along?” said his friend. Now the third agent was standing far away, watching us carefully.

“Yeah, in a minute,” I said. “I’m just confused. You know we have a test, right? Aren’t you worried about missing it?”

“Maybe you have me confused with someone else.”

“You said you’re taking physics, right?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m just a first year though. I don’t have a class right now.”

“Are you taking a journalism elective?” I asked.

He sighed and looked around. “Look, man, I don’t know what your deal is. We were trying to have a conversation here and you won’t go away. You said you’re late for class, so go on. Go to your dumb class.”

“I just don’t get why you’re all the way over here in the journalism wing if you aren’t taking journalism.”

“It’s none of your business why I’m here,” the man said, pressing his lips thin.

“I know,” I said. “I—I’m just sure that you’re in my class. I can tell the professor that you’re running late, if you want.”

“Sure. Do that,” he said.

“Well what’s your name, so I can tell him.”

“Morty,” he said.

“Morty what?”

“Morty none of your fucking business. Now go!” He gave me a shove. A group of people passing stopped to look.

“Hey,” I said. “What’s your problem? I’m just trying to do you a favour.”

“Do me a favour and get out of here.” His friend walked up to me with his chest puffed out. Then the third man, still standing far away, sauntered over to the bathroom door, still ready to grab or follow Nicole once she was finished in the bathroom.

“You’re lucky I don’t call campus security,” I said.

“Go ahead. Call campus security, loser. See if I care. In fact, if you don’t run along right now, you’ll be wishing they were here to pull me off of you. Now I recommend you fuck off right now.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a shiny pocket knife, only for a brief moment before slipping it back.

My heart was racing. I had a feeling he wasn’t a student, and he was definitely mad enough to give me a quick stab with that blade. I didn’t want to be stabbed, but I didn’t want them to get Nicole either.

“Vin,” hushed the man’s partner. “Take it easy.”

“Don’t tell me to take it easy!” His face was turning dark red.

“Hey everyone!” I shouted. “This man just threatened me with a knife!”

“You want to die, punk?” the man whispered.

Nicole slipped out from the bathroom in her wig and new outfit. The man by the door didn’t even flinch. He was watching our fight. He only looked at Nicole for a split second before turning back to us. The disguise worked.

“Get lost or you’ll be getting a ride home in an ambulance.”

“Why would an ambulance be taking me home?” I said. “I think you’re thinking of a taxi.”

“You think you’re smart, huh?”

“Vin!” the friend shouted. Now a member of campus security was approaching.

“Fine. I’ll leave,” I said. Then I pointed at the man while looking at the security guard. “This man just threatened me with a knife.”

“I don’t know what he’s talking about!” said the cult agent.

I hurried away from the group to catch up with Nicole. My heart was still pounding. I kept my distance until we were down a long empty hallway. Then I jogged up to her and tapped her on the shoulder. “It’s me,” I said, but she jumped regardless. “I hope that was worth it.”

“I told you nothing would go wrong,” she said, completely oblivious to the fact that she was nearly kidnapped by a knife-wielding maniac and his gang of violent cult members.

“Let’s just get back to the motel,” I said.

It was a long drive home. Nicole’s face turned while when I told her what happened. “Are you sure you’re not just being paranoid?” she asked.

“I’m pretty sure,” I said, rolling my eyes. “They want you dead. I think you need to look into going to the police. Maybe you can be put in some sort of witness protection program. Maybe they can move you to another city and you can transfer your university credits.”

“I don’t want to live in another city,” she said.

“If I were you, I would want to get far, far away from here,” I said.

“Would you go with me?” she asked.

I paused for a moment and then I shook my head. “No, of course not. I mean—they aren’t trying to kill me… Not yet, anyway. And my life is here. It’s not easy to make it in politics in a city that you aren’t from. It takes a long time to become established: thousands of hours of campaigning and charity work. I’ve met just about every politician here.”

“You think it’s any different for me, with journalism? You think it’s easy enough for a journalist to just move to a random city and know all the ins and outs?” She was staring at me now with narrowed and unimpressed eyes.

“No, of course it won’t be easy, but at least you’ll be alive to try.”

Then she became silent. She turned to look out the window, looking sad. And maybe it hadn’t fully dawned on her yet just how lucky she was. I stopped those men from taking her, and they probably would have made her disappear. Maybe she would end up thanking me one day in the not-too-distant future. Maybe all of this would blow over in time and she would look back on this whole scandal and realize that I actually did something very nice for her.

Or maybe I wouldn’t be able to save her from that cult every time they tried to attack her, and she would end up dead and it would all be my fault.


CHAPTER XIV

I knew that they were going to start suspecting me if I remained hidden away, missing classes and ignoring phone calls. Fortunately, Nicole finally realized it wasn’t worth going to school. She messaged one of her professors, asking if she could have the workload sent to her. “I’ll contact one of the students in the class for the lecture notes,” she said to the professor.

But the professor said, “You need to come in. Why don’t you come and talk to me about it in my office tonight?” I drove Nicole to the university that night. I told her to wait in the car and then I scoped out the path between the parking lot and that office. Sure enough, I recognized a couple of faces from the altercation outside of the women’s bathroom, now waiting around the professor’s office. I went back to the car, started the engine, and started back towards the motel. “What’s going on? What’s wrong?” Nicole asked.

“Either your professor is part of that weird club, or they somehow hacked your e-mail and knew that you were coming,” I said.

She threw her head back and groaned. “I can’t live like this,” she said, rolling her head from side to side. For a moment I assumed she was being a bit dramatic, and then I really thought about it. There were men out trying to kill her. She was stuck living in a crappy motel, unable to contact any of her friends. My situation wasn’t much better, but I knew that I could ditch her at any point if I really wanted to. I could just cut her loose and go on to live my life however I wanted to live it. She didn’t have that option. She was stuck hiding, and it was still all my fault.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said. I couldn’t let her down. I had to figure out some way to help her.

“No offence, Derek, but maybe I need to figure this out on my own,” she said without looking at me. “It’s nice that you’re trying to help me, but you’ve honestly done nothing but make my situation worse.” Her words stung. I knew that she was just upset and taking it out on me, but I also knew that she was telling the truth: this was all my fault. I should have left her alone. I should have left that whole strange society alone. “I’ll figure it out,” she said.

It was two days later when I got an e-mail from Anders, calling an early Monthly Arrangement. Every e-mail I received from the YCC made my heart skip a beat. I had no idea which members were part of that large secret society, and I had no idea if they knew that I’d infiltrated their mansion.

“We have a few important matters to discuss,” Anders said in his message. “We’ll meet on Friday morning, before classes.” The message was sent to the whole organization, not just the top fifteen members.

One of the newer members used the ‘reply all’ feature to respond to the message. “Should we prepare ourselves to talk about anything in particular?” he asked.

“Just bring yourselves, and don’t be late. This meeting is mandatory,” he replied bluntly, which was unlike his usual wordy messages, often filled with jokes and positive quips and usually an inspiring quote or two.

I left Nicole at home over the next couple of days as I drove to university to attend my classes. I made a point of sitting near YCC members in the lecture halls, just so they would see me and know that I hadn’t disappeared along with Nicole. Each time I entered that school, my heart would plunge into my stomach. Every time someone looked my way, my skin would turn cold and time would slow down as a terrible dread filled my gut. It seemed like it was only a matter of time before they realized that I was the one who broke into that mansion and stole one of their prized wetters.

Friday came slowly, but it came. I got dressed in my best suit, which I had to pick up from my apartment (walking into my apartment was especially terrifying as my door was unlocked, though I was sure I remembered locking it). It was a quiet Friday morning, still very early, and I still had no idea what Anders wanted to talk about that was so important. As I made my way towards the school, I practised a few breathing exercises, trying to calm my anxiety so that I wouldn’t look quite so stressed out.

The room was already full when I entered. It was the busiest Monthly Arrangement I’d ever been to, and I hadn’t missed an Arrangement since my freshman year. There were no remaining seats, so I stood by the wall, and the next fifteen people to enter the room did the same. It would have been nice for one of the new members to offer a seat to me, but I didn’t mind standing against the wall and blending in.

Anders showed up exactly two minutes before the start of the meeting. He closed and locked the door behind him. “If you aren’t five minutes early, you’re late, and we don’t accept lateness here,” he said. It was only ten seconds later when someone gently knocked on the door. “Tell him to go away. He’s late and now he’s out,” Anders said with a grungier voice than I was used to him having. He didn’t even know who was on the other side of the door.

I looked around the room and noticed Carson wasn’t there. Was Carson the one knocking at the door, or was he just missing the meeting? Had they found out he’d been chatting with Nicole? Did they make him disappear? My hands began to tremble, so I hid them behind my back.

“You’re all here on fairly short notice,” Anders said. “I appreciate that. I don’t have much to talk about today, if I’m going to be honest. Some of you did great with the recent charity event, and some of you really dropped the ball. I’m not going to bother going through a list of names because you already know if you did great or if you didn’t. For those of you who didn’t even meet the minimum requirements, you’re out.” Anders looked up and his gaze met with Quaid’s. He was silent for a moment as everyone turned to Quaid. “Well?” Anders said.

“What?” Quaid said.

“You heard me,” Anders said. “You’re out. You’re done. I’ve already taken your name off the website. Your YCC e-mail was deactivated this morning. You can go now.”

“Are you serious?” Quaid said.

“Go on,” Anders said. He walked over to the door, flicked the lock, and then opened it. He motioned Quaid to leave. Quaid was slow to rise to his feet. He said nothing as his face turned red and he dragged his feet towards the door. Anders closed and locked the door behind him. “We’ve been a passive organization for too long. You all like to make fun of the progressives on this campus, but at least they know how to organize. They know how to enforce their own rules, even if their rules aren’t consistent. If we’re ever going to have any sort of edge over the other campus groups, we need to learn to organize. And that brings me to my final point of this short meeting: it’s time to organize. There’s a missing person—someone who goes to this school.”

I looked around the room, trying to see if anyone looked as nervous as I felt. It was hard keeping a straight face. It was hard keeping colour in my cheeks, so I wouldn’t look like the guiltiest suspect.

“A transgender girl named Nicole Grant went missing shortly after our last meeting,” Anders said. “There are rumblings that we had something to do with her disappearance. And as you can imagine, this doesn’t look good for our organization. Our good friend, Kieran Tremblay, is already writing an article about how our ‘evil’ policies have possibly driven a young trans woman to suicide. This is, of course, not true. Our new policy, if anything, was put in place to prevent future suicides. That being said, we need to find this girl. I know that many of you have connections in this city and on this campus. It’s time to use those connections. Find Nicole Grant, and you’ll have a very bright future in this organization. Show initiative now if you really want to know a bright political future. As you all know, my family is well-connected. I will happily share my connections with you if you help me out here. We’re facing a PR nightmare, but if we can just manage to organize, this could be shining opportunity. Any questions?”

The room was silent.

“Good. Find this missing transgender girl. Make it your top priority. Make it your only priority. The future of the YCC may depend on it. Now get going.” Everyone stood up and started towards the door. There were many confused faces in the crowd, but I’m sure mine was the most confused.

“Derek,” a voice called out. I stopped and looked around. And then I saw Anders staring at me. My body froze. Did he just call me, or was I hearing things? “Mind coming here?” He waved me over. Now my heart was puttering and sinking into my stomach.

“Huh?” I said.

“I said, come here. I want to talk to you,” he said. Anders had never pulled me aside before, so why was he doing it now? Surely he knew about Nicole. Surely he was trying to separate me from the rest of the group so he could have me apprehended. I thought about leaving and staying with the crowd. I didn’t want to be caught alone. I needed the safety of that group setting. But I couldn’t just defy Anders, so I remained still while the room emptied out.

Anders slowly sauntered over to the door. He pushed it closed and then he turned to me. “How have you been, Derek?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m fine,” I said. “Why? I mean—how have you been?”

“I’ve been just fine,” he said. “But you: I worry about you. You look tired. You look like you haven’t had a real sleep in weeks. Is something keeping you up? Something on your mind?” He walked towards me, stuffing his hands into his pockets.

I shook my head quickly. “No,” I said. “Nothing’s wrong. I’ve been sleeping fine.” I paused for a moment. “Though I think I’ve caught that cold that’s been going around. I was sniffling all day yesterday, and now I have this cough.”

“I have my own theory,” he said, stepping even closer, making me feel awkward and small. He looked into my eyes and made a little grin. “I think you’ve been up to something.”

I took a step back and hit the wall, then I took a deep breath. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I think you’ve done something bad,” he said. “And honestly, Derek, it’s probably best if you just confess. I was raised catholic, Derek. I believe in second chances. But you only get a second chance if you confess and repent. So, Derek, why don’t you confess?” He took another step closer. Now he was uncomfortably close to me, surrounding me with his crippling aura.

“What?” I said. “I didn’t do anything. I swear. I—I was watching a show. I watched, uh, that new Netflix show. Just ask Carson.” I could feel him creeping closer. I could feel him weighing down on me.

“You got your hands on a list, didn’t you?” he said. He suddenly turned away and started to pace around the room. I thought about making a dash, but I still had hope that I could convince him that I hadn’t done anything bad.

“A list? What list? I mean—only the list you gave me.”

“But you got your hands on the full list,” he said. “You realized I gave you an edited list.”

“What?” I said. And now I was actually confused. “Why? I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Was he referring to Carson’s list?

“Don’t lie to me, Derek,” he said.

“I swear I’m not lying!” I said, pleading. I didn’t want to die or disappear.

“Well then how did you reach out to the Peters twins? And how did you get in touch with Anthony Cavill?” The names belonged to prominent British Columbian politicians.

“What?”

“They donated big to our fundraiser. I’m assuming it was you, seeing as you’re the only one who got that list from me. And after I gave it to you, I realized it would be easy enough—especially for a tech savvy guy like you—to search the list and find the full thing in my public Google document folder. Just admit it, Derek. I’m not mad. I never thought of reaching out to those guys, because, to be honest, I didn’t think they would ever donate. But you came through and we had our best charity even in half a decade.” He walked up to me and gave me a pat on the shoulder. “You’ve got a bright future in this industry, Derek.”

“I do?” I said. My skin was still tingling. I had no idea if he was being serious or if he was setting me up.

“Certainly,” he said. “In fact, after seeing the numbers from the event, I’m thinking of making you my replacement. What do you think of taking the YCC reigns next year? I know you’ll be graduating in a couple of years, so it would be a shortly lived title, but it would look great on a resume—not that you will need a resume. There will be a job waiting for you once you’re finished school.”

“Really?” I said. And now my heart was lifting up towards my throat. I could feel a warm energy beaming inside of me.

“Don’t act so surprised,” he said. “People who work hard get ahead in the end. You’re patient and calculated and you’ve been working towards this for years. The meek inherit the earth, right?”

“I guess so,” I said.

He gave me another pat. “So let’s talk more about it: you running the show. I think it’s a great idea. You’re a consistent person, and that’s what the world needs in a good leader: consistency and predictability. The status quo is important. Sit down.”

I paused for a moment before taking a seat.

“There’s just one thing,” he said, turning away from me again.

“What is it?”

“Derek,” he said. He took a deep breath. “There’s a lot of… things in this world that people don’t know about. I’m sure you know that most politicians have their public platform and their private platform. Even every organization has a private mission statement and a public one. I’m sure that you’re not too naive to know that.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“I’m going to let you in on a secret now, and it’s very important that you be loyal to me and keep your mouth shut about this. It really is a secret, and I think it will really blow your mind.”

“What is it?” I asked.

He smirked. “The YCC is just a branch of a much larger organization,” he said. “And I’m not talking about the Conservative Party. Even the Conservative Party is just a branch of a bigger system of organizations.”

Now my hands and feet were becoming cold again.

“Of course, as the leader of the YCC, you’ll have lots of power and influence, but it’s important that you adhere to the rules of the parent organization.”

“What organization?” I asked.

He laughed. “It’s not like a registered LLC,” he said. “You won’t find it on any federal corporation search. It doesn’t have a name, but it has many, many members. Almost a thousand, just in the Vancouver branch, to be exact.”

“Okay,” I said. And I could already picture that mansion in my head.

“You would need to start out as what they call an Initiate. Each month, you can move up a degree—kind of like Freemasonry. In fact, this has been around even longer—but we’ve managed to remain much more secret.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but now I couldn’t push words beyond the lump in my throat.

“The first couple of years can be tough for some Initiates. It can be mentally exhausting and even physically draining—but the rewards are worth the effort. We can talk more about that later.” He walked back over to me and pulled up a chair so he could sit across from me. “Our next little shindig is in two weeks. I’ll get you on the list. I’ll introduce you to a few people. And then maybe you can end up a second degree member by the end of the night. But just know: now that I’ve told you this information, it’s important you never mention this to anyone. Let’s just say that there’s a reason you’ve never heard of this organization.”

“Okay,” I said. “I won’t talk about it. But what if—What if I just want to pass?” I said. “What if I don’t want anything to do with it?”

He stared at me for a long moment. “I’ll let you in on a secret,” he said. “Every premiere, every prime minister, every member of the cabinet, and even every campaign manager with a chance of winning even a small mayoral election—they’re all in the club. Your career will end with some failing municipal campaign if you choose not to be in the club. And why wouldn’t you want to be in the club?”

“It just sounds a bit… I’m not a big fan of secrets,” I said. “I think politicians should be open. I don’t really think anyone should have a private platform.”

Anders sighed. “Wake up, Derek. That’s not how the world works. You need to have a private platform in a democracy, otherwise nothing will ever get done—or, God-forbid, you’ll end up with angry mobs deciding the fate of entire nations. The sheep can’t have power. The power needs to stay in the hands of the elite—let’s face it. Go for walk outside, downtown. Look at all of the people on the street, getting drunk in bars, fighting over prostitutes, whining about how they deserve more money from the government. Those people can’t have a real say in the world. We need to keep those people out of policy making, and for centuries now, we’ve had a perfect system to keep things moving along in the correct direction. We offer the illusion of political parties, but really, it’s just the one party.”

“It just doesn’t sound like my thing,” I said.

Anders stopped grinning. Now his hands were both buried in his pockets. “Well, it’s not a matter of debate. If you want the spot I’m offering you, you need to be at least a second degree member. Technically, the way it’s always been, you need to be at least a fifteenth degree member to lead the YCC, but I’m making an exception, seeing as I have a bit of sway. The other option is you turn the position down, you’re removed from the YCC, and if you ever mention this conversation with anyone, you disappear.”

He stared into my eyes. My stomach groaned. “Okay,” I said. “I guess I can check this party out.”

He smiled and then stepped forward to pat me on the shoulder. “I think you’ll like it,” he said. “And in two weeks, you’ll officially be a member of the elite. You know that’s a big deal, for a guy like you to become a member of the elite. Most members are born into it. There are only a few dozen members in this province who weren’t born into it. It’s an accomplishment, and you should be proud.”

I forced a smile. I didn’t feel good about any of it, but I knew I had no real option, unless I wanted to drop politics and fade entirely into obscurity, making my many years of education and charity work a complete waste. “Thank you,” I said.

I started towards the door. “Oh, and Derek,” he said.

“Yeah?” I said.

“This transgender girl—she was at one of our parties,” he said.

I became still. My tongue and lips suddenly felt dry.

“She got away and now nobody can find her. We just want to bring her back and make sure she’s okay,” he said, staring into my eyes. Was he suggesting that he knew I had Nicole back at the motel? “Let’s just say that there’s a big reward to whoever can find her and bring her back to us. Have I ever told you that I could see you being the Prime Minister one day?”

I shook my head. “I—I don’t think so,” I said.

“Well it’s true. You’ve got a lot of leadership qualities that you should be very proud of. Anyway, now I’m just keeping you. Go along. Oh, and just so you know, we don’t allow phones or any recording devices at our parties.”

“Okay,” I said.

I turned around and left, not wanting to give him another opportunity to hold me up. I was relieved when I stepped into the hallway and it was clear; a part of me was expecting a gang of goons to grab me. Another wave of relief washed over me as I stepped outside. No one was waiting for me. Nobody was following me. I was a free man.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if Anders was right: maybe they weren’t going to hurt Nicole. Maybe they just wanted to bring her back to complete her duty as a wetter. No, being a wetter wasn’t something she wanted to do, but maybe it was better than living her life in hiding, afraid to ever leave a crappy motel room again. And maybe ‘finding’ her was my chance to score some real points with this organization. Maybe I didn’t have to live in fear of the people from that mansion. Maybe I could join them and get to truly be a part of the elite.

I reached out to Quaid before getting into the rental car. “Sorry about what happened,” I said.

“It’s fine,” he said. “I dropped the ball big time—it’s my own fault. Maybe I needed the wake up call. Now I’ve got this big test tomorrow and I can’t even focus. Oh, hey, do you want to come to a party tonight?” Maybe he hadn’t learned his lesson.

“I’ll pass tonight,” I said. “But Quaid—I was hoping I could send you something. I’ll send you a link, and you can just keep the link on some note in your phone or something. If anything ever happens to me, send the link to everyone.”

“Happens to you?” he said. “What would happen to you? And what’s the link?”

“It’s just some video that I took—not that interesting. Just do me a favour and keep the link safe.”

“Okay,” he said.

I hung up the phone, sent him the link to the video, which I had uploaded to a private and encrypted server, and then I got into the rental car and started back towards the motel.

I was walking up to the motel room after school that day when I noticed a figure moving behind the curtain. I was back early, having skipped my last class, seeing as I hadn’t been able to focus, so sitting through a lecture seemed pointless. I assumed at first that it was just Nicole in the room, and then a second figure moved across the curtain, and my heart plunged down into my stomach.

I ran up to the room and carefully pressed my ear against the door. I could hear talking, but they weren’t talking loud enough for me to hear. Were they waiting for me? Did they find Nicole? Were they cleaning up after a messy hit?

I dug the key out from my pocket and took a deep breath.


CHAPTER XV

I put my key into the door. I turned slowly, holding my breath. I felt the lock turn out from its socket. Then I turned the handle quietly, leaned back, and kicked the door in, jumping into the room as if I was ready to fight, though I had no intention of fighting at all.

Nicole gasped, and so did Carson who had his back to the door. He spun around quickly and then he stumbled backwards onto the bed. “Carson?” I said. “W—What are you doing here? How did you find us here?”

“Derek?” he said. “What the hell are you doing here?”

We were staring at each other, and then I turned my gaze to Nicole, who was standing with a pale face in the corner of the room.

“I told him to come. I reached out to him,” she said. “I can’t keep hiding anymore. They won’t stop looking for me, so Carson’s going to take me back.”

Carson stood up and turned to Nicole. “Nicole,” he said. “Just watch what you say. Derek isn’t a member.” He turned to me with a dark look in his eye.

“Anders invited me today,” I said. “To the party in two weeks, at the mansion.” My heart fluttered.

Carson paused and stared at me for a long moment. “He did?” he said.

I nodded my head. “After the meeting. Where were you, by the way?”

“I had things to do,” he said. “I talked to Anders last night. He knew I wasn’t coming. That’s not important. What I’m trying to figure out is—why are you here?”

Now I was frozen, trying to think of a good excuse.

“I told him to come,” Nicole said.

“Why?” Carson said.

“I thought he could help me—I don’t know. It was before I called you. I left him a message but he didn’t answer.” She looked at me with wide eyes, as if she was begging me to follow along. “So when I didn’t hear back, I called you.”

“I missed your call. I was in class,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

He looked at me again and then he looked back at her. He was remaining reserved, with that untrusting look on his face.

“I just want to stop hiding. I made a mistake running away from the party that night. I don’t want my life to end because of a little mistake.”

Carson shook his head. “You’re life isn’t going to end. You’ll get a chance to explain yourself to the Elders and they’ll give you little more than a slap on the wrist.” Carson looked back at me. “You really talked to Anders about joining the Order?”

I nodded my head, though I’d never heard it referred to as ‘the Order’ before.

“I suppose I believe you,” he said. “Then you should know not to talk about any of this with anyone. Nicole was a guest at our party and she ran away, giving us all a good scare. We’ve been under complete secrecy for decades—centuries, according to some. We can’t let something silly like this ruin everything.”

“Understandable,” I said.

Carson turned back to Nicole. “Then I’ll take you to see them. We’ll get this ironed out.”

Nicole nodded her head. “Okay,” she said with a soft voice.

I cleared my throat. “But—I mean—How can we be sure they won’t… you know?”

“She’ll be fine,” he said, looking at me with a blank stare.

“You’re sure?” I said.

“Derek,” he said. “I don’t know how much you talked with Anders about the matter, but it’s really important that you don’t question the Order. Nicole will be dealt with as necessary. That’s not our business.”

“So will she be fine or will she be ‘dealt with’?”

He stared at me, narrowing his eyes.

“Don’t you care about her? I mean—you love her, right?” I said.

Now his face was turning white and his eyes were widening. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. What the hell are you talking about?” He shook his head.

“You told her. I heard you,” I said.

“When? Where?”

“At her house, before she went missing,” I said.

His face turned even more white. Now Nicole was staring at me with wide eyes of her own.

“I don’t think the Order would like to hear that you were spying on one of its top members.”

“But you aren’t a top member. You’re just an Initiate, like me.”

He bit down on his lip. “I’m a fifteenth degree Initiate,” he said with a scowl. “I’m a few degrees away from being a full member. Do you even know what that means? Do you understand that I have complete authority over you?”

I shook my head. “But you don’t. And you can’t take her,” I said.

“Excuse me?” he said.

“Derek,” Nicole said. “Let him take me. I want to go. I can’t keep hiding forever.”

“Let the girl do what she wants, Derek. Don’t meddle in business that’s above you. And don’t  ruin your career over some petty shit.”

“So you don’t love her then,” I said.

He tensed up again. Then he walked towards me. He detoured to the window and peeked out before stepping right up to my face. “Do you have something you want to tell me? Why are you really here right now? How did Nicole end up in this motel room?”

I could suddenly feel his power. I knew that he wasn’t a full member, but I knew he could command a force that could surely see that my life was ended. I took a deep breath and stumbled back. “She called me,” I said. “I reached out to her a few weeks ago to apologize for what happened in the basement at the party.”

“And that’s it?” he said.

“That’s it,” I said.

He turned and looked at her before looking back at me. “Then that’s it,” he said. “Now mind your business if you value your life—and that’s not a threat, it’s a warning from a friend. I’m taking Nicole back to the mansion so she can be dealt with by the Elders of the Order.”

I looked at Nicole. She was looking down at her feet. “Okay,” I said. “Then take her, if that’s what she wants.”

“I will,” he said. He walked to the door. “C’mon, Nicole. Let’s go.” Then Carson turned to me. “We’re friends, Derek,” he said, strangely.

“I know.”

“I want to stay friends. I’m happy to hear that you’re an Initiate. Did Anders say why he invited you?”

I nodded my head slowly. “He wants me to take his position as the head of the YCC.”

Carson paused. “Are you serious?”

I nodded my head, still feeling small and cold and confused.

“That’s amazing news,” he said. Then he smiled. “Maybe you can come with me. We can take Nicole in together and share the reward.”

It was a tempting offer, especially if she was just going to be taken in anyway. I wanted to be in good standing with the Order. Maybe they would even let me skip a few of the more tedious degrees. I saw things in that mansion that I wanted nothing to do with, after all. “Okay,” I said.

“Great. We can all ride in my car. C’mon, Nicole. Leave your things. You can come back for them later.” We all stepped outside of the motel, into the warm sunlight. Carson’s shiny SUV was waiting in the distance. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed it as I pulled up.

I held the back door open for Nicole. She looked into my eyes for a long second before getting into the vehicle. I paused, feeling a churning in my stomach. Then I closed the door. Was I turning towards an evil side of society? Was I losing touch with my own morality? What else could I do? Nicole was already turning herself in and I only had two options: accept the one-in-a-lifetime opportunity, or flutter off and become a pointless person.

Carson gave me a pat on the back as I was just about to hop into the passenger seat. “Welcome to the club, brother,” he said.

I paused again, feeling that awful churning in my stomach. “Thanks,” I said softly. But it just didn’t seem right. I didn’t want to be the leader of the YCC under these conditions. I wanted to have a moral career. I wanted to do what I thought was right, not what some massive secret society told me was right.


CHAPTER XVI

It was a long, quiet drive to that mansion outside of the city. I looked back at Nicole a few times, and she had her gaze set on her lap the whole way. She clearly knew there was a chance that she was facing the end of her life. But there was a good chance they would be lenient as well. Maybe she was inventing a story in her head. Maybe she had a good excuse as to why she disappeared from that party. Maybe she could say that one of the members threatened her life and she ran away, but because of the fox masks, she had no idea who it was. She still had options: she didn’t have to die.

I looked over at Carson, who was just as silent. His eyes were glazed over and I was worried about him being behind the wheel with so much on his mind. I couldn’t understand how he could tell Nicole that he loved her before turning around and turning her in to people who possibly wanted her dead.

Maybe he never actually loved her. Maybe he was just one of the many men with a trans fetish. Nicole told me all about them; it was the whole reason she was brought into that secret party, and it was possibly going to be her saving grace at the end of the day. It probably wasn’t easy finding a convincing trans girl with a very large cock, so it would probably be easier to give her a slap on the wrist instead of trying to find a replacement. Then again, the Order was supposedly massive and all-encompassing, so maybe tracking down a replacement wasn’t really such a big deal.

We turned onto the side road and I recognized that spot where I originally turned off. My heart was aching now. What was more important to me: my career or my morality? We continued towards the mansion. I knew it wasn’t far. My whole body began to buzz with a terror, remembering the horrible things I saw within those walls. I couldn’t help but wonder just how much of what I saw was voluntary. How many of those girls had no choice? Even Nicole’s voluntarism was a thin illusion. She was essentially a sex slave: in a worse position than a prostitute, because at least a prostitute can turn down the work without fearing for her life.

The mansion started to grow on the horizon. It was just a matter of time now. I was going to meet the Elders and I was going to get the reward for helping Carson bring Nicole in. But it still didn’t seem right. I couldn’t live with myself knowing that Nicole could be entering the final hour of her life.

We pulled up to the gate. Carson opened his window and leaned out. He smiled at a camera for a moment, and then the large iron gate swung open. We pulled onto the long driveway. “Beautiful place, isn’t it?” Carson said, breaking his silence for the first time in almost an hour.

And I could tell by that smirk on his face that he really didn’t love Nicole. He just wanted to play with her; he wanted to enjoy her body, but he didn’t actually want anything to do with her outside of the bedroom. He cared more about his reputation and his career. But was I any different? Would I be caught taking Nicole out into the world?

We parked. “Let’s go,” Carson said with a beaming smile on his face. He knew that this was a big step in his career. Maybe this was all he needed to graduate from being an Initiate to a full member.

I got out of the car and opened Nicole’s door for her. She looked up at me with frightened eyes. I offered her my hand. “It’ll be fine,” I said. “They’ll forgive you.” But I was starting to doubt that glimmer of hope. Maybe she was doomed. Maybe she was just martyring herself at this point—but for what?

We went up to the door. A man in a suit came out to greet us. He looked from Carson to me, and then to Nicole. “You found the girl,” he said with a thick French accent. “The Elders will be so pleased.”

“Can we take her to them ourselves?” Carson asked. His body was tense with excitement.

“I suppose so,” the man said. “Follow along.” He walked into the house and Carson followed. I reached down and took Nicole’s hand, squeezing it.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I just—I probably won’t ever get another chance to do this.”

She looked down at our hands. “You’re going to get yourself killed.” She pushed my hand away, making my skin tingle cold. We followed Carson as he followed the frenchman. We zigzagged through the large mansion, which seemed even larger now that it was completely empty. We found a staircase that went up thirty feet, passing the second floor and going straight to the third floor. Then we went down a long hallway, dotted with sconces. We found ourselves before a tall wooden door.

“Wait here a moment,” said the frenchman. He slipped through the door. A cool breeze tingling my exposed skin.

“I’ve never been up here,” Carson said, looking around with wonder in his eyes. “It’s an amazing place, isn’t it?” He looked at me as if he was expecting an answer. I just shrugged my shoulders, which he didn’t seem to appreciate.

The hallway became silent. Nicole was once again staring at her feet. As I looked over at her, her eyes closed and her lips moved, as if she was mouthing a prayer. “It’ll be okay,” I said to her.

She looked at me for a brief moment. Her eyes were wet. She was expecting the worst, and maybe that was the sane expectation. Maybe she thought that she was saving me by turning herself in. Maybe she knew that her life would never be able to resume, and she just didn’t want for me to have the same fate. She looked back down and then she closed her eyes again.

Then the doors opened. Three men in perfectly fitted suits stepped out. They all looked at Nicole and then relaxed with a wave of relief. “What a tremendous success,” one of the men said. And then I recognized him: Dennis Craig, the leader of the CSS (Campus Socialist Society). Carson walked up to him and shook his hand.

“Mr. Craig—so nice to see you again,” he said.

“Remind me your name,” said Dennis.

“It’s Carson.” Carson was beaming, even though Dennis was supposed to be our campus enemy. We spent years running smear campaigns on Dennis and his organization. But apparently it was all just a facade. Apparently they were all just part of the same society: Dennis, Anders, Carson, myself, and everyone with any clout.

“Well thank you for bringing the girl back to us. We were all starting to worry that something terrible had happened,” said Dennis. “You can go along now. And Nicole, we’ll see you in our office.”

Carson nodded his head with a handsome smile. Then he turned around and looked into my eyes. “C’mon, Derek,” he said.

I remained still. I couldn’t just let Nicole go like this. I couldn’t let this be the last time I saw her. Even worse than the thought of them killing her was the thought of having no idea whatsoever of what happened to her. What if I turned around and then just never heard about her again? How would I be able to live with myself?

“Derek,” said Carson. “Let’s go.” His voice was stern and blunt now.

“No,” I said softly. The hall became silent. Now the three suited men were staring at me. The frenchman and Carson were silent as well.

Then Carson broke the silence with a nervous laugh. “Why not? What’s going on?”

“Can we help you with something?” one of the Elders asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said. “Just let her go. Let her come with us. You found her: here she is. Now what else do you need?”

“Derek…” Nicole whispered.

“We’re going to have a little conversation with her. It’s above you, brother,” said the taller of the three Elders. “Just go. We’ll be sure to have the two of you rewarded properly.”

“Thank you, brother,” said Carson.

“No,” I said. “I don’t want a reward. I just want you to let her go.”

“Derek!” said Carson. “Don’t be an idiot.” He turned to the Elders. “I’m so sorry about him. He’s tired and he’s new. He just needs a few days to figure all of this out. He means well—I promise.”

“No. I won’t allow you to make her disappear. No person should have that kind of power. You don’t get to play God.”

“What’s your name, brother?” Dennis asked. “Derek what?”

“It’s Derek Engles,” I said. “And I’m not going anywhere until you let her go.”

“Perhaps you need to come in and have a talk with us as well, Derek Engles.”

“No,” Carson said. “Really—he’s just tired and new and a bit dumb. I’ll straighten him out. C’mon, Derek. Don’t make this mistake. It’s not worth it. It’s not worth your life.” He admitted it: it was a matter of life or death. Nicole was being taken to her death. It just wasn’t fair. They used her as a sex object and now they were going to discard her because she stopped being convenient. It simply was not fair and I couldn’t stand for it.

“Let her go,” I said.

“Antoine, call the guards, please,” Dennis said to the frenchman.

“Certainly.”

“Please don’t,” said Carson. “He’s my friend. He’s a good person. He’s just new. He’ll figure everything out. I promise.”

“Do we need to deal with you?” Dennis asked.

Carson suddenly became tense and silent. He shook his head quickly.

“Then go,” Dennis said. And then Carson turned around and hurried off.

Antoine was gone now, fetching the men who would soon be coming to end our lives. What had I gotten myself into? Why was I doing this?

“Derek, please just go. Don’t let them kill you over me,” Nicole said with tears swelling in her eyes.

“Nobody is killing anyone,” I said. “Because if I don’t walk out of this building, then this whole thing gets exposed.”

The room became silent again. “What are you talking about?” asked Dennis.

“I was the one who broke Nicole out of here at the last party,” I said. “And while I was here, I taped everything. That video is online now, on an encrypted server, and that link will go live to every single student on campus the moment I disappear.”

The Elders were silent, all looking pale in the face. “You’re bluffing,” said Dennis with narrowed eyes.

“I’m not. I recorded everything: upstairs and downstairs. I was able to personally identify over thirty people—just people that I know,” I said. “I’m sure everyone will be identified in a matter of days.”

“You’re bluffing,” he said again.

“Do away with me and find out,” I said.

Now Dennis was pressing his lips thin. His face was starting to turn red. “You broke one of our brotherhood’s rules,” he said.

“Well I wasn’t part of your little club then, and I don’t want to be a part of it now. I just want to be left alone—and I want you to leave Nicole alone as well.”

“You can’t just blackmail the Order,” said the tall man to the left. His tongue was moving from cheek to cheek, as if he was trying to hold back his rage. And maybe they did want to strangle me with their own hands. Maybe they were still trying to decide if I was bluffing, so they could have at me.

“Well I just did,” I said. “So you can either let us go and leave us alone forever, or you can see what kind of footage I got at your last party. And just a hint: Anders got up to some very non-conservative fun that night.”

I didn’t tell them that when I held that phone up outside of those mansion walls, my camera was looking into a private bedroom. Anders was in that bedroom with two other men. He was on his knees, pleasuring both men with his mouth: footage Anders would have killed to keep from getting out.

The men were tense. The mansion’s armed guards came up behind us. “Are these them?” the head guard asked.

“Yes, but—but don’t touch them,” said Dennis, who was now seething with a dark red face. “Just see that they leave the compound.”

My heart flew up from my stomach.

“You’re letting us go?” Nicole said. Her voice was hardly a whimper.

“Go and don’t come back,” he said. “And if any of that footage gets out, know that we will do everything we can do make it go away, and then we will do everything we can to make you go away.”

I reached down and took Nicole’s hand. “Let’s go,” I said. I couldn’t know for sure that I could trust the Elders or their Order, but I wasn’t going to let our little opportunity slip away from us. I gave her a gentle tug and we started moving quickly towards the mansion exit.

“And don’t you dare tell anyone about what you’ve seen within these walls!” Dennis called out.

I didn’t answer. I had no intention of spilling their secrets. I knew it wasn’t a battle I would win. I knew that it was a powerful organization, which was apparently worldwide.

We ran outside. Carson was gone, so we were stuck hiking back to the highway. “We’ll flag someone down,” I said. Nicole was smiling. Her cheeks were red and her eyes were glossy.

“You didn’t have to do that for me,” she said.

“I had to do it,” I said. “I couldn’t let them do that to you.”

“Well they’re doing it to dozens of other girls here in the city, and probably thousands of girls across the globe,” she said, still clutching my hand.

“Well maybe we can do something about it one day. Maybe we can work on some story over the next few years and then find the right person to make it public. Or maybe we should just slip away—get away from everything and just be ourselves.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, I’m certainly going to drop my political science classes. I guess I’ll be changing my major, dropping out of the YCC, and I’ll start thinking of other things to do. I’ve always liked working with wood—maybe I can be a carpenter. Or farming sounds nice.”

She playfully bumped into me and giggled. “And what about me? What should I go and do?”

“Live with me,” I said.

“What? In your basement? Are you going to keep me hidden?”

“No,” I said. “In fact, maybe this weekend you can meet my family.” I smiled. Her face lit up. Tears of joy swelled in her eyes.

“Don’t mess with me,” she said.

“I’m not messing,” I said. “For a moment there, I thought they were going to kill us. And in that moment, I realized that it doesn’t matter what I do with my life; it doesn’t matter how hard I try to have the perfect reputation—I don’t want to die knowing I didn’t spend every possible moment with you.”

We stopped. She turned to me with that warm smile on her face. “You’re sweet,” she said. We kissed. I gently ran my hands down her soft sides.

“Whatever happens, we’ll make it work,” I said.

“And you don’t care that I’m trans?” she asked. “Because it’s going to come up. There will be days that I’m less convincing than others. That’s just the way it is sometimes.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “And to be honest, I don’t think most people in the world care. I think the YCC tried really hard to make people think that there is a large population that cares. And maybe the Order had something to do with that. People can think whatever they want, but at the end of the day, I only care what you think. I’m not going to risk losing you again.”

We kissed again.

Then she giggled. “What is it?” I asked.

“I really thought you were going to turn me in with Carson,” she said. “But you didn’t. You didn’t let me down. You didn’t choose to do something bad to advance your career. Instead, you did good—and I love that about you.”

“I love you,” I said.

We smiled and kissed again.

THE END
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