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ROOMMATE BENEFITS

Michael is desperate for a new roommate. His last roommate skipped town without paying rent, and his parents are getting tired of the constant handouts. So he puts out a roommate-wanted ad, and with a week before the new month, he’s willing to take any willing candidate.

Terri seems like the perfect applicant. She has a stable job, she loves to cook big meals, and she’s kind of cute, too. Except there’s a catch: she’s actually a cross-dressing boy. And to sweeten her application, she adds that she would be interested being ‘roommates-with-benefits’.


CHAPTER I

I needed a roommate—badly.

Lewis moved out while I was out of town for Thanksgiving. He didn’t say anything—he didn’t even send me a text message. It’s not like I didn’t see it coming, though I thought he would have at least given me notice. He was always kind of sketchy. His rent cheques were always bouncing and he couldn’t hold down a job. He’d been talking more and more about his friend a few towns over who had just bought a house with a spare bedroom.

I knew it was just a matter of time before Lewis was gone. I didn’t think it would be right after I’d just bought all of my Christmas presents—everything on credit, which I planned on paying off after my next couple of paycheques. I had just enough in my bank account to pay rent. Well, not anymore. Not without Lewis’s half.

I called my parents and begged for a loan. They were sick of me begging for loans, but I only ever begged when Lewis let me down. Hell, I should have kicked him out back when his first rent cheque bounced. I should have gone out and found a reliable roommate sooner. My parents agreed to wire me four hundred bucks—half of rent. But there was just a week before the new month, and I would have to scramble to find December’s rent.

After I got off the phone with my parents, I went online and put up a roommate-wanted ad. “Roommate wanted! Move in immediately. $400.00 per month. Please call to schedule a meeting!” And I waited, refreshing my e-mail every five minutes. It was half an hour before I got my first e-mail. It was from the classifieds website, asking me to confirm my e-mail address. I guess that explained the lack of responses. I confirmed my e-mail and continued to refresh over and over.

I got a couple of e-mails that night from real losers—people who were even lousier than Lewis. One responder asked if I would consider letting him live with me for one hundred dollars per month. “I’ll do your laundry for you,” he said. He even attached a picture of himself—balding, over-weight, almost fifty-years-old. No thanks. I didn’t reply.

I went to bed that night with anxiety. If I didn’t find a roommate soon, I would be back on the phone with my dad, begging for money, having to listen to the same old shit. “We told you that pursuing art was a bad idea. We told you just to stay at home and work for the family business. And now, here you are, begging for money. What have you even done lately? Is any of your stuff in a museum? You don’t even have a website! What artist in 2017 doesn’t have a website, for crying out loud!” I cringed at the thought of reliving that same conversation within the month.

Thankfully, I woke up to packed e-mail inbox. There were plenty of red flags, lots of strange requests. One guy had seven cats and he insisted that the den become the litter-box room. But there were some normal-sounding people in the mix. I e-mail five people back, asking them to swing by that afternoon for a viewing.

I was excited. I was about to have a reliable roommate, possibly a new friend. I didn’t get out a lot anymore, money being tight and all. Not to mention, all of my friends from art school had moved back to their hometowns—they were all broke, unable to make a sale or a commission. I at least got the odd commission. But I needed new friends.

My first potential roommate showed up at noon, half-an-hour late. He was way older than he said he was—he looked to be about forty, in his e-mail he said he was twenty-five. He walked with a slouch and didn’t say anything unless I asked him directly. “Are you from Toronto?”

“No,” he said.

“Where are you from?”

“New York.”

“The city?” I asked.

“No.”

“How long have you lived here?” I asked.

And he gave me a weird look, as if to say, ‘Why are you asking so many questions?’ I stopped talking to him. Instead, I just followed him through the apartment, watching his reactions as he poked around in cupboards and closets. I followed him, saying nothing, all the way to the door, and then I watched as he left, without saying anything. It was a terribly strange encounter that left me feeling rather uncomfortable. After he was gone, I checked the drawers and cupboards to make sure nothing was missing. I never heard from him again.

My next potential roommate was a larger woman, also in her forties. She coughed a lot and her skin looked uncomfortably damp. She grunted while she walked. She asked about absolutely everything. “This drawer—does it ever squeak?”

“No,” I said.

“What about this one?”

“None of the drawers squeak.”

“You know, I hate the sound of squeaking drawers. It drives me nuts. We have a squeaking drawer in our house now.”

“Is that why you’re moving?” I asked.

She gave me a dagger stare and then continued to tour the house. “I use the bathroom for one hour every morning. I don’t like to be disturbed during my hour in the bathroom.”

“Okay,” I said.

She walked up to the painting I was working on, in the den. “Do you paint?” she asked.

“I do,” I said.

“Well, you’ll have to do that in your room. The paint fumes make me feel sick. Also, the walls in here need to be painted. My doctor says I need to have green walls, because it helps to calm my anxiety.”

“Um, okay,” I said. She had a ton of other complaints, but I started to tune her out. I’d already decided she was a no. Getting her out of the apartment was a challenge, as she had a lot to say in the doorway—a whole list of questions (a literal list that she pulled out from her pocket), including a list of microwave rules that included no fish and no popcorn. I managed to get her out as the next potential roommate walked up to the door.

She was pretty, with long brown hair and a cute little dress. She couldn’t have been a day older than twenty-years-old. She stood cutely in the doorway. “Are you Michael?” she asked. There was something off about her voice but I couldn’t pinpoint it.

“That’s me. Are you Terri?”

“That’s me,” she said with a little hop and a smile.

“Come on in,” I said.


CHAPTER II

Terri loved the apartment. She fluttered through it gracefully, admiring everything. She even stopped to compliment my paintings. “These are yours? Oh my God, you’re so talented!” She was bubbly, full of energy. When she walked into the room that would be hers, she spun around with her arms out, the skirt of her dress lifting into the air. “I love it!” she said.

It was a plain room with a small window—nothing special. But it was nice to see that she liked it, unlike the last two potential candidates.

“I cook, you know. I can cook meals for both of us,” she said with a big smile.

“That sounds great,” I said. I was still trying to figure out what was off about her. There was a red flag there somewhere—my intuition was telling me so. Or maybe she just seemed too good to be true. I watched her closely, trying to figure it out. Though I had to admit, she was cute. And I liked the idea of living with a cute chick. Maybe she could bring over her cute friends. Or maybe we could have our own little roommate romance. My cousin ended up marrying his roommate, as a matter of fact.

“So what’s the catch?” she said.

“The catch?” I said.

“Yeah, there’s always a catch.”

“No catch that I can think of. That one half of the den is mine, for my painting stuff. The other half would be all yours—I would just ask that you not be too loud if I’m working. I work from home generally. Maybe no big parties—unless you give me enough warning, and not too often.”

She laughed. She had a cute laugh. “There really is no catch, huh?” she said.

I looked at her with a cautious smile. “What’s the catch with you?” I said.

She bit her bottom lip and her cheeks turned red. “I don’t know if you can call it a catch,” she said. “But I’m actually a boy.” The comment made my heart skip a beat before plunging down into my stomach. “I just get all pretty on my days off, like today.” She looked at the ground with a shy smile. “I guess that can weird some people out.”

“Oh,” I said. I didn’t know what to think about it. It did weird me out, but I didn’t know why. I didn’t like the idea of having my friends find out I was living with a dude who liked to dress up like a chick—especially so openly. “That’s interesting,” I said. It was all I could think to say. I felt my cheeks burning hot.

“Is that a deal breaker?” she asked with a sad look.

“Uh, no. But I do have other people coming to see the place today, so I can’t give you a yes or a no right away.” She continued to look sad, like she’d heard it before. But it was strange—what can I say? Maybe it was the fact that I had really thought she—or I should say he—was so cute. I felt dirty about the whole thing.

“I understand,” she said.

“What? What’s wrong?” I said.

She forced a smile. “Nothing. I just really like the place, and you seem like a cool guy. I guess I just have my hopes really high up.”

“Well, I’ll be sure to let you know.”

I walked her to the door. In the doorway, she turned and looked at me and said, “You know, if you want, we could be roommates with benefits.” My heart plunged back into my gut. Did I just hear what I thought I heard? And did she mean what I thought she meant?

I felt the colour drain from my face as my lips parted. It took a moment before I could push any words out. “Uh, okay, I’ll let you know.”

She smiled and skipped away. My hands were trembling and my mouth felt dry. What the hell just happened? Did a boy, dressed up as a girl, just tell me that she wanted to fuck? I had to go to the bathroom and splash some water on my face.


CHAPTER III

There was only one other decent candidate to show up at my apartment that afternoon. He was almost too decent—didn’t say much as he walked through the apartment, was well-spoken when I asked him questions, and he asked me all of the questions that one would expect from someone looking for a room to rent. He said he was interning at a law firm, had a girlfriend across town who also worked full-time, and he liked to spend his evenings with a book and his iPod.

His name was Frank, and he even seemed too good to be true, especially when he asked if I would consider letting him pay extra to use half of my storage unit, which I never used to begin with. He even asked me if the damage deposit was half of rent. I hadn’t even thought about a damage deposit, but with that I could pay back my parents so they would be off of my back. But for some reason, when he asked if he could move in the next week, I was hesitant to respond. I didn’t want to give him an answer just yet. I felt like I had to think about it, even though he was the last candidate I planned on seeing that day.

Terri came to mind. I found myself considering the possibility of living with her. She said that she liked to cook big meals—that was a benefit worth considering. And then there was that other benefit—the one she alluded to before she skipped away. But I wasn’t actually considering that was I? I mean, she wasn’t even really a woman. She wasn’t even transgender—at least, I didn’t think she was. She said she liked to get dolled up, but what did that mean?

“Well?” Frank said, snapping me out from my momentary daze.

“I’ll let you know as soon as possible,” I said.

He smiled, nodded his head, and headed towards the elevator. He really was the perfect roommate. He even left me with a list of references, including a senior lawyer at the law firm where he worked. I would be stupid to decline the opportunity. But there she was again, teasing my mind: Terri, the cute cross-dresser who liked to cook big meals.

I decided to sleep on it. And by the morning, I had come to my senses. Of course Terri wasn’t the better option. Of course I couldn’t live with someone like that. I had lived with a girl a few years before, and everyone thought that we were secretly an item. My own parents would come over and make jokes about how we should just admit that we were boyfriend and girlfriend—but we weren’t. It was super embarrassing whenever my mom invited me out to dinner, adding, “Why don’t you bring your cute little ‘roommate’ along?” It was especially embarrassing when my parents came over one afternoon while my roommate’s boyfriend was over. My mom looked at me with so much disappointment, as if I was allowing my girlfriend to see other men on the side. “She’s not my girlfriend and she never was,” I said with a sigh, but they didn’t buy it.

And what would they think about Terri? Would they think that I was now seeing a cross-dressing boy? Would they think she was my girlfriend and then one day come over when she wasn’t dolled up? My God, how would I convince them that I only let her move in for the cooking? And my friends, would they have the same thoughts?

So I sent Frank an e-mail, telling him he could move in whenever. I was excited. He seemed like a normal, cool guy—potentially a new friend as well as a roommate. He didn’t respond that day… He didn’t respond the next day, either. After a few days, I sent a follow-up e-mail, worried that he’d changed his mind. I found myself staring at the calendar on my computer, counting the days before the end of the month, before I owed my landlord even more money. There weren’t many days left—three to be precise. I sent another follow-up. And then finally, he messaged me back.

“I decided to move in with my girlfriend. Thanks for the offer though,” he said simply. My heart stuttered. I was doomed. There was no way I could find a new roommate with just three days left. It took a whole day just for a roommate-wanted ad to go live, another couple of days to get people in to see the place. And who would even be able to move in immediately?

As I stared at my computer screen in a gut-turning panic, an e-mail dinged in my inbox. It was Terri. “Hey cutie, have you made any decisions about that room? Lots of love! Terri.” The e-mail made my heart stutter. I didn’t have many other options. As a matter of fact, I had no other options.

I messaged her back. “Hey! I was just about to e-mail you. The place is yours if you want it. You can move in whenever.”

“Really? I’m so excited! I’ll move in tomorrow. I’ll be there in the morning. Is that okay? Ah, I’m so excited. Can’t wait to move in, Roomie!”

I wasn’t sure how to feel. I found myself in the den. I had a commission that I needed to finish, but I couldn’t even bring myself to start. My head was swirling with questions: Was this really such a good idea? Was the whole ‘roommates with benefits’ remark a massive red flag? And what about my friends and family—what was I going to tell them? I needed to tell them something before they found out about Terri on their own.

But I couldn’t let those anxieties get to me. I had to look at the plus side: I had a roommate in time to pay December’s rent. And apparently, she loved to cook big meals. And she liked my art. I mean, how bad could it really be? Besides, my parents weren’t bigots—they would surely understand that there are people out there that like to do weird things. Surely they knew me well enough to know that I wasn’t going to be sleeping with my cross-dressing roommate… Right?


CHAPTER IV

I paced the apartment the next morning. I still hadn’t made any progress with that commission that was sitting in the den. I just couldn’t bring myself to even look at it. In my distracted state, I knew that I would just churn out crap, and I would piss off the client. I still had a few days before the deadline and if that meant working through the night, then so be it.

I must have drank five cups of coffee waiting for her to show up. I hadn’t eaten anything. My stomach was growling and I felt nauseous. But I wasn’t hungry—I had no appetite at all. I hadn’t even slept much, worrying I was making a gigantic mistake. Because once she was living with me, I couldn’t just kick her out—not without just cause. But how bad could she really be? She couldn’t be any worse than Lewis, skipping rent and then skipping town—

A loud buzzing made me jump. I was mid-pace, passing the buzzer as it went off. I spilled coffee on my shirt. “Shit,” I said, looking down at myself. The buzzer rang again. I pressed the button. “Hello?” I said.

“Hey, it’s Terri! Buzz me up.”

I buzzed her up and once again found myself pacing while I waited for her to reach the apartment. I jumped again when she knocked at the door. The coffee had me on edge, but I don’t think it was just the coffee. I always drank lots of coffee and had never been this much of a nervous wreck.

I opened the door. She was standing there with a big, cute smile. I was expecting to see a boy in makeup, but I don’t know why. I guess I’d convinced myself over the past week that she hadn’t really been cute—that I’d just been overlooking obvious male traits. Her voice had a tinge of maleness in it, but it was still impressively feminine. Now, she was wearing a pair of blue denim overall shorts with black leggings. Under the overalls she was wearing a black and white polka dot blouse. “Hey Roomie!” she said with a little hop.

“Hey,” I said. “Ready to move in?” I felt awkward around her, the same way I felt around pretty girls—even though I knew that she wasn’t a girl at all.

“Ready for me to move in?” she said with a wink.

My heart skipped a beat. I was immediately reminded of that remark about ‘roommates with benefits’. She didn’t really mean that, did she? That was just a joke, right? Or maybe it meant something else. She was a few years younger than me—maybe that was just something kids said. Maybe she was just talking about those big meals she liked to cook…

“I’ll be in the den working. If you need any help, let me know. Here’s your key.” I handed her the spare key and watched as she skipped back to the elevator to start unloading her truck. I looked out the window and could see the little rented U-Haul parked on the street. She didn’t have a ton of stuff—mostly just boxes of clothes that went straight into her bedroom.

I tried to get a bit of work done. I mostly just concentrated on personal projects, my head still pinging with those same worries, unable to properly focus. I wasn’t making a big mistake. This was good. Now I had someone who seemed more-or-less reliable to split the rent. Why was I worrying? My parents wouldn’t possibly think that I was in a relationship with a cross-dresser.

She knocked on the den door. “So sorry to interrupt you, but I was wondering if you could help me with my mattress. I promise that I’ll make it worth your while.” She smiled big.

A buzzing moved through me, ending in my fingertips. I hesitated. What did she mean by that? She would make it worth my while? How so? Was she alluding to that ‘roommates with benefits’ thing again? “Sure,” I said. “Just let me put on my shoes.”

I went down and helped her get her box spring into the apartment, and then we went back down for her mattress, which was particularly heavy. It was a pain getting it into the elevator, but once it was in, we were golden. With one last heave, we hoisted it up on top of the box spring. She jumped onto the bed. “It’s a really comfy mattress. It’s probably the most expensive thing I own,” she said, sitting cross-legged with her hands on her knees. The big mattress made her look so petite and somehow fragile.

“It looks nice,” I said. I turned to go back to work.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Back to work.”

“Don’t you have a few minutes? I said I would make it worth your while. Come here and sit down.” She patted the edge of the mattress. My heart skipped a beat. What do I do? Do I decline the offer? Do I tell her that I’m not interested in any fooling around? Or was that even what she was alluding to?

It occurred to me as I stood awkwardly in her room that she probably thought I picked her over the other candidates because of that ‘roommates with benefits’ comment. Did she think that I wanted to fuck her? Was there some sort of accidental expectation in this agreement? “Well?” she said. “C’mon. Sit down.”

Reluctantly, I took a seat. She crawled up behind me. I sat up straight, stiff, and nervous as hell. I didn’t know what was happening, what I was agreeing to—whether I was agreeing to anything at all. She put her hands on my shoulders. “I give the best backrubs. Hands down.” She started to rub my shoulders. She worked deep into my traps, and worked all the way up into my neck. It actually felt pretty good. “You have a lot of tension in your neck.”

“I know. It’s from staring up at my work all day,” I said. She had soft hands—warm hands. She was gentle in all the right places and firm in all the right places.

“You have a lot of knots,” she said. She scooched forward, putting her legs around me. I could feel her warm breath on the back of my neck as she worked in deep. God, it felt good. She really was making it worth my while. She even started to work her way down my back, getting into a few more tense spots, making me relax. She smelled nice—like flowers.

I suddenly felt tired—too relaxed. My eyes became heavy. I turned my head, feeling looser than I had in years. And while I tested out my newly relaxed muscles, I noticed an open box in the corner. There was a piece of lacy black lingerie sticking out. It was a tiny little outfit that couldn’t possibly leave much to the imagination—though it left plenty to my imagination. I found myself imagining Terri in the little outfit, the tight lace hugging her petite body, her soft curves…

“I should get back to work,” I said, springing up. I didn’t like where my mind was going. I didn’t like what she was doing—subverting me like that, whether it was on purpose or not. We were just roommates, and roommates don’t give each other back rubs.

“No worries. If you want, I can get the rest of those knots out later. It’ll make you feel way better.” She smiled, and I’m pretty sure I noticed her wink—though I wasn’t sure if that was just in my head. I didn’t know what was in my head anymore. Was the ‘roommates with benefits’ remark just in my head? Had she ever really said it?

I found myself back in the den, staring at the work that needed finished. But I knew I wasn’t going to finish it that day. I knew I wasn’t going to finish anything. So I decided to just do some drawing exercises—working on forms and poses and expressions. My faces especially needed work. So I drew out ten blank heads and started to draw in faces.

That was what my realism instructor told me to do, whenever I felt one of my skills was lacking—tediously draw the same exact thing ten times, criticizing each iteration. If it’s not perfect after ten, take a short break and do another ten. I did my first five faces as males, and my second five as females. I struggled getting the eyes just right, but by my tenth face, I was pretty happy with the outcome. And then I took a closer look at the face I’d drawn—

A cold chill ran down my spine. I’d drawn Terri. It was an uncanny resemblance. Was her face just etched into my subconscious, or was it a coincidence? I found myself adjusting a few things, particularly the hair and the nose, to see just how close I could really make that face look like Terri. It was somewhat of a challenge, and somewhat of a curiosity. But the end product was frighteningly accurate. In fact, I don’t think I’d ever drawn a more realistic-looking face. I felt like I needed to rip it up and throw it out, so she wouldn’t see it, but it seemed like such a shame to do so—one of the best pieces I’d ever drawn, from a technical standpoint.

But it got me curious. There was a large blank space below the head—lots of room to draw a body. So that’s what I did. I gave her a body, putting her in that little lacy piece of lingerie I saw billowing out from that opened box. I tried to match her proportions to the best of my ability. I didn’t know what that piece of lingerie looked like exactly, so I had to use some imagination.

It was while I was working out the details of the legs when I realized how insane the whole thing was. I was drawing an erotic picture of my new male roommate in lingerie—and she was just in the other room, unpacking boxes. Had I lost my mind?

I took the drawing and stuffed it into a box of old studies. I thought about tearing it up and throwing it out, but I couldn’t bring myself to waste one of the better drawings of my artistic career. Maybe I could admire it years later, after Terri had moved out, and once I’d forgotten who Terri even was. Then, it would just be a terrifically executed drawing of a girl, and nothing else.


CHAPTER V

I didn’t see a whole lot of Terri for the first few days we were living together. She woke up before me, started work around six in the morning, and she usually came home while I was in the den working, with my headphones in. Occasionally I would hear her bedroom door close, other times I wouldn’t even know she was home until I smelled her cooking.

She was a good cook. She would come into the den with a plate of food for me and a big smile on her face. “Don’t work too hard,” she would say. “You should take more breaks.” At times I forgot what was really under those little skirts and dresses she would wear.

Usually after dinner, she would go into her room, or she would sit out and watch television. It was a week after she moved in when she asked if she could watch me paint. I let her, though I had to say it was a bit awkward. I hadn’t had anyone watch me work since I was in art school, and I never liked it then: the stress of the constant criticism. But Terri was different. She was impressed by everything. She would look through my old paintings, oohing and awing. “Did you really do this?” she asked more than once. I felt my cheeks turning red. She wasn’t some professional art critic, but her awe seemed genuine regardless.

“You should draw a picture of me,” she said, taking a seat right next to me.

I laughed. “Maybe when I’m not so busy,” I said.

She continued to watch me draw. She smelled different—still good—like she was wearing a new perfume. And she had that fresh-out-of-the-shower smell, that warmth radiating off of her body. Her bare thigh was touching my leg. Her skin was soft—I could tell even through the denim of my jeans.

I bit my tongue. She wasn’t a she—I had to keep reminding myself that.

“What’s in this box?” she asked, pulling the box towards her.

“Just old studies. Mostly from when I was in school,” I said.

She started thumbing through the loose pages, admiring the rough drawings of heads and skulls and hair and bones and perspective exercises. “You’re so talented,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said, looking over. That’s when I noticed a page that was slightly whiter than the rest in the box—the drawing of her that I’d slipped in there just the other day. My heart began racing. She hadn’t found it yet but she was close. “But can you put that down. It’s not really my best work.”

“I think it’s great.”

“I’d rather you didn’t look through it,” I said sternly. And she got the message, her expression dropping, and her cheeks turning red.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“It’s okay.” I continued painting—slowly and carefully, now that my hands were shaking. If she had found that picture, I would have been so humiliated. It was one of the most realistic drawings I’d ever produced, and it was undeniably of her.

“Are you okay?” she asked. I must have looked pretty pale.

“Me? I’m fine. Just getting tired.”

“You should relax. You know what they say the best way to relax is…”

I looked at her but only for a quick second. She was smirking devilishly. “What’s that?” I said, my heart pounding suddenly.

She stood up, still with that smirk on her face. “I’ll be in my room if you want me for anything.” There was a strange emphasis on the word ‘anything’, like she was implying something. And what could she have been implying, save for sex. She must have mean sex, right? She wanted me to go to her room to fuck her, to cash in on those ‘roommate benefits’ she was always subtly alluding to.

She turned around and left. It wasn’t until then that I realized she was wearing a terribly tiny skirt—one that didn’t even cover her whole bum, probably picked up from some adult lingerie store where strippers and hookers shopped. My heart skipped a beat. Now my hands were really shaking. There was no way I could get any more work done that night, not now that I was left with that little doozy.

I put away my supplies and I went to watch some television. But I kept finding myself drifting off, trying to figure out what she could possibly mean, if not sex. It had to be sex, right? She was in her bedroom right now, waiting for me. And if that’s really what she wanted, was it really so bad? Was it not, deep down inside, one of the reasons that I invited her to be my roommate?

I gave myself a little slap on the cheek. What was I saying? That I only brought her in because I wanted to fuck her? No, no, of course not. I brought her in because she was the only semi-sane candidate who responded to my ad. She was the only one who could pay rent that December. And because of the cooking—don’t forget the cooking! But were those roommate benefits also part of the reason? I had to admit, I was a little bit curious. I mean, was it really so wrong to fool around with someone who looked and smelled and sounded (more or less) like a chick? Maybe she just wanted to blow me—was that gay?

I found myself at her bedroom door, my hands shaking, my head spinning. I wasn’t there for sex—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I was just there to get to the bottom of this whole thing, to see what she really meant. And to tell her that I wasn’t interested in any benefits, if benefits meant sex. I needed to put an end to the flirting. Or was I there because I wanted to see if I could actually do it—if I could really go through with it? Was I just testing my own limits?

I knocked on her door. “Come in!” she called out.


CHAPTER VI

There was no longer any doubt in my mind that she wanted me to fuck her. She was on her bed, reading a book, dressed in skimpy pink lingerie. She had one knee up, blocking my view of her crotch, and that was probably for the best. But her long, smooth legs were clad with fishnet stockings. Her torso was in a pink teddy. She had a matching pink choker around her neck. “What’s up?” she said, looking over her book at me. The book was covering her lips, but I could tell she was grinning.

“I just—I mean—I wanted to, uh, ask you…” I couldn’t manage to put a sentence together. I was staring at a boy, dressed in women’s lingerie. But I didn’t see a boy; I saw a girl—a hot girl. She was way hotter than any of the chicks I went to art school with, no question about that. Hell, she was hotter than any of the chicks I went to high school with. So was it really so wrong? I mean, it’s not like I had to interact with, or even see her cock.

“You want something?” she asked.

My lips were parted but no words were coming out. “Do you always read books like this?” I finally managed to say.

She giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. “What do you mean? In bed?”

“In… lingerie?”

“It’s comfortable. This teddy is probably the softest thing that’s ever touched my skin,” she said. “Come here and feel it.”

I stood silently for a moment before I had the courage to go up to her. I took a deep breath and looked down at her. Her legs were crossed now, so that I couldn’t see the bulge of her dick in the tiny little outfit. But I was pretty sure that I could see tits through the teddy—small tits, but still tits. Her nipples were poking hard against the thin pink fabric. I felt it. It was soft, she was right. “Yeah, that’s nice,” I said.

“So what did you want?” she said with that grin. Was she baiting me? Was she trying to get me to embarrass myself, to make some kind of point? Was she even really a boy, or was that all just a big joke? Aside from the slight male tinge in her voice, I had no reason to believe she really was a man. I mean, I was looking at tits—I was sure of it. And there weren’t any boy clothes to be seen. Maybe she just said that to tease me, to mess with me, to see if I would still try and fuck her. Maybe she had roommates trying to fuck her all of the time, and she liked to play games with them.

“I know it’s none of my business, but, uh, are you really a guy?” I asked.

“Yep,” she said with a big smile.

I stared at her. “Really? You aren’t just saying that?”

“You want me to prove it?”

I felt a giant lump forming in my throat. “No,” I said. “I mean… How? I mean, besides showing me your… you know…” I felt a cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I felt so stupid. What the hell was I doing in that bedroom? What did I want to find out? Why did I think this was any of my business? “I’m not asking you to show me, I was just curious. I mean, like I said, it’s none of my business.”

She looked into my eyes. “It’s not like it makes you gay, you know. It’s a compliment, if anything.”

“It’s not like what makes me gay?” I said. My cheeks were burning. My face must have been so red.

She just shrugged her shoulders. “You know.”

“I don’t know.” But I did know. And she knew too. And maybe she was right. Maybe it didn’t make me gay, and maybe if anything, it was just a compliment. Besides, what was I worried about? An effeminate cross-dressing boy thinking that I was maybe bisexual?

“Sit down,” she said, patting the seat next to her. I took the seat. She put her book down on her lap, conveniently covering her crotch, and then she slipped one of her hands behind my head. She looked me in the eyes.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just relax,” she said, and then she kissed me. Her lips were soft and warm. I liked the feeling of her fingers in my hair, caressing my head. I did relax, though my heart was still pounding. When she finally pulled away, I couldn’t muster up any words. I couldn’t even muster up a coherent thought. I’d just kissed a boy—at least I was pretty sure I’d just kissed a boy. But I wasn’t sure what that meant, if anything at all. And I wasn’t sure what would happen next. Was this going somewhere? Was I supposed to stop it? “How was that?” she asked.

“It was good,” I said.

“You need to learn to relax.”

“Do I?” I couldn’t take my gaze away from her eyes. How could those eyes belong to a man? Was it just the makeup? Was he some kind of anomaly? Or was I the problem?

“Yeah,” she said with a cute laugh. “I told you we could be roomies with benefits. So just relax.” She kissed me again, this time throwing a leg over me so that she was on all fours on top of me. We kissed for a few minutes before she started to sink down. She started to undo my belt. I was already rock-hard, and I was embarrassed about it. I was afraid of her thinking that I was really aroused, fully erect before she even touched me. But there wasn’t anything I could do about it, save for stopping her, which was the last thing I wanted to do.

So I let her pull away my belt. I let her unzip my fly, and I even raised my hips up so she could tug down my pants. Her eyes opened wide at the sight of my throbbing erection. She slipped her fingers under it and lifted it up, mesmerized by it. “You’re big,” she said with a grin in her voice.

“Thanks.”

She looked up at me. “So you don’t care that I’m a boy?” she said.

My heart stuttered and that lump returned to my throat. “No,” I said, but I don’t know if I believed it. The fact that those words alone made me tense up should have been enough of an answer for her.

“Are you lying?” she asked, teasing the tip of my cock with the tip of her pointer finger. God, it felt good; boy or girl, it felt so damn good.

I let out an elated breath. “I don’t care,” I said. “Really.”

“Because, and don’t get me wrong, I’ll happily play with your cock whenever you want, but the term is ‘roommates with benefits’, ‘not roommate with benefits’.” She grinned big.

“Yeah, of course,” I said, but I had no idea what I was agreeing to.

“You’re sure?” she said again. My heart was pounding.

“I’m sure.”

She smiled and sat up. She repositioned herself so that she was sitting on my lap, with my cock right in front of her crotch. Then, she pulled the crotch of her lingerie aside, letting her cock fall out. So it was true—she was actually a man. She may have made one hell of a convincing woman, but at the end of the day, she was a man. “I’m not nearly as big as you,” she said with a shy laugh.

I was speechless, frozen stiff, unsure of what I was supposed to do. Was I really going to go through with this? What was my other choice—to say ‘hell no!’ and look like a giant hypocrite? It’s not like anyone had to find out. It would stay between the two of us. And as long as I kept my eyes up, on her beautiful face and amazing body, then it was fine, right? I didn’t have to look at the cock.

But I couldn’t help it; especially once she pressed her rod up against mine. She took both in one hand and began to stroke. My cock was pressed up against another cock. Even with her added elevation, sitting up on my lap, I still towered over her.

But the worst part about it all was that it felt good—amazing, even. Her warm, throbbing tip was pressed right against the underside of my tip, right on the sweet spot, and she sure as hell knew how to work a dick. I hated how good it felt. I wanted to be disgusted by every second of it, but I just loved the way it felt too much. And she was looking me in the eyes, making me weak, making me even hornier, and making me think that there was nothing wrong with what was happening.

And maybe there wasn’t anything wrong with it—just two roommates fooling around, pleasuring one another. Is that so wrong? Oh God, of course it was wrong, but I couldn’t put a stop to it. I couldn’t pull myself away from that glorious euphoria that was starting to pulse in my dick. I couldn’t keep my eyes away from her perfect little body in that cute pink lingerie.

When she leaned forward, I couldn’t resist kissing her. Our lips locked and I let her stick her tongue into my mouth while she continued to jerk both of our cocks. “Does that feel good?” she asked.

“Yeah, don’t stop,” I said.

“Are you going to come? Don’t you want to stick it in my ass?” she asked with a grin.

I didn’t realize that was an option, but it was too late—I was close to coming, and I didn’t want her to stop jerking. “Sorry, I’m going to come,” I said.

“I want you to come on my dick,” she said. “And then I want you to suck it off.”

My heart was pounding. “Okay,” I said, and then I started to come. She aimed my cock right at her shaft. I couldn’t believe what I’d agreed to, and I couldn’t believe that I was actually shaking with excitement as soon as she started to shimmy up my body, getting her rod up to my lips. I opened my mouth and she stuck her cum-covered cock in.

I closed my eyes and sucked. In the moment, everything seemed right. I didn’t question anything. I loved the way her throbbing erection felt against my tongue. “Don’t stop, you’re going to make me come,” she said, bending over, letting her soft hair tickle my face. I could feel her rod hardening, throbbing more intensely. She really was about to come in my mouth, and I was going to let her!

What I couldn’t fit in my mouth, I stroked with my hand. I squeezed tight when she started to moan, and then her hot load started to blast into my mouth. I took every shot on the tongue, and I swallowed all of it. I even sucked the very last drop out of her sissy cock.

And then I realized what I’d just done. I’d just fucked my sissy, cross-dressing roommate.


CHAPTER VII

Sure, I felt weird about it—who wouldn’t? I don’t think it’s considered normal to have sexual relations with your cross-dressing roommate, but why shouldn’t it be normal? If both parties are consenting and no one is getting hurt, then what’s the big deal?

We went at it again the next night. She came into the den and started rubbing my shoulders. We kissed for a bit, and then I said, “I really want to right now, believe me, but I have to finish this commission by tonight.”

“Then keep working,” she said, and then she sunk down between my legs and sucked me off while I kept on working. Of course I didn’t actually get anything done—not once my cock was out and in her mouth. I put my brush down and I nestled my fingers into her hair, and she got me to unload in her mouth. She went to bed with a big smile on her face and I kept working.

And the fooling around had the added bonus of stress relief. I was less stressed out than I had been in months—maybe years. I felt relaxed. I felt like I was getting more work done—and better work, too. I wasn’t worrying about rent, and I hardly ever had to worry about what I was going to eat for dinner. And every tedious day seemed to go by quicker as I had her to look forward to.

I woke up early one morning, before my alarm went off. I heard her getting ready in the other room. She was up earlier than usual. I had the idea of getting up to make her a bit of breakfast, to take a bit of stress off of her plate, and to give back a little bit. I felt like she was doing everything for me, and I hadn’t been doing much for her.

So I quickly put on a pair of pyjamas and I went to the kitchen. I moved quietly, to make it somewhat of a surprise. I liked the smiling face she made when she was pleasantly surprised. As I opened the cupboard to grab a pan, I heard her bedroom door open. I turned just as she stepped into the kitchen. But she wasn’t she at all—

His hair was tied up in a bun and he wasn’t wearing any makeup. He was wearing a buttoned-up dress shirt and a tie, with a pair of slacks and dress shoes. He froze as he saw me, and I found myself frozen as well. I hardly recognized him. In fact, for a brief second, I considered the possibility that Terri had a boy stay the night, and I hadn’t noticed. But the resemblance was there upon closer inspection. I was looking at Terri in his natural state.

“Hey,” I finally managed to say through my initial shock.

“Hi,” he said, speaking softly, somewhere between his female voice and a proper male voice. His face was pale, his cheeks red. “Why are you up so early?”

“Uh, I was just feeling hungry. I thought I would make myself something to eat before work,” I said, lying. But I couldn’t carry on with my initial plan to cook her a nice breakfast, because she wasn’t there. That may have been Terri standing in front of me, but it wasn’t the same person I wanted to cook breakfast for—it wasn’t the same person I wanted to make smile. “You off to work?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’ll see you later.” He left without eating a bite. He was probably feeling humiliated. He probably didn’t want me seeing him like that—which explained why he was always so quiet and sneaky when he came home from work in the afternoons.

I put the pan back and I went back to my room, hoping to get another hour or two of sleep before starting work. But I didn’t fall back asleep. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to sleep again. That man I saw in my kitchen—I’d fooled around sexually with that man. That was the real man behind the makeup, under the dresses and the skirts and the lingerie. Sure, he had an effeminate look to him, but he was still a man—and I’d had sex with him multiple times.

I felt sick. I felt deceived. But I wasn’t deceived—he’d told me that he was a man, before I even asked him to move in… But that only made me feel worse. I wasn’t deceived; I’d fooled around with him knowingly. The problem was me—not him.

Once the sun was beaming through my window, I got up. I knew falling back asleep wasn’t going to happen. I also knew that work wasn’t going to happen, but I tried anyway. I sat in front of that work-in-progress and I stared at it blankly, unable to focus. It wasn’t long before I pulled that drawing out from my box of studies, and I found myself staring at her face. How could a man turn himself into such a convincing woman? Could any man do it, or was it a special skill that Terri had?

I put the drawing back and stuffed the box away, under my desk. It made no sense at all.

I hardly got anything done that day before I heard the door open. I became tense as I heard Terri move from the entrance to his bedroom. And then I listened carefully as he rummaged around in his room. He was in there for a good half-an-hour before he finally emerged as a woman. But she didn’t come to visit me in my den like she usually did. Instead, she went straight to the kitchen to cook up a meal, and she stayed in there until it was done. She only briefly poked her head into the den to let me know there was a pot of soup on the stove that I was welcome to help myself to.

I forced a smile and said, “Thank you,” and I watched her recede back into her room. She was embarrassed, and I felt bad. I felt bad for her and I felt bad for myself. But I was grateful for the reality slap—I needed it. I’d been messing around with a cross-dressing boy, and that wasn’t right.

I did my best to avoid her for the next few days. I found myself walking up earlier, soon as her quiet alarm went off in her room. I could barely hear it through the walls, but apparently it was enough to wake me up. And then I found myself listening as she got ready. I wasn’t brave enough to leave my room, afraid of seeing her in her natural form again. It just wasn’t natural to me. It seemed so unnatural. I couldn’t understand it. I couldn’t understand why she didn’t just go to work as a lady, if she was going to live the rest of her life as a woman.

Whenever I heard her come home, I made a point of staying in the den, keeping my eyes on my work. I was even too afraid of looking back and catching her on her way from the front door to her bedroom. Strangely, I felt more relaxed once I knew that she was dolled up for the evening. I could look at her when she was dolled up. And when she was dolled up, it was a nice reminder that I wasn’t crazy—she really was pretty in her little outfits and makeup.

She stopped asking me to fool around with her. She wasn’t even alluding to it. She was too embarrassed.

It was a few weeks before Christmas when I got a call from my mother, letting me know that my parents were going to be making a surprise visit in just a couple of days. “We want to see what you’ve been up to. We never hear from you anymore,” she said.

“I’m going to be really busy, mom,” I said over the phone. “I probably won’t have a lot of time to hang out.”

“That’s fine. We just want to see that you’re still alive, that’s all. By the way, did you ever find a new roommate?”

My heart stuttered. “Uh, yeah,” I said.

“Is he nice? Does he pay his rent on time?”

“It’s a she, and yeah she does.”

“A she, huh? Well now we really have to come and visit,” my mom said with a grin in her voice.

“It’s not like that, mom,” I said.

“Okay, if you say so.”

“It’s really not.”

I wasn’t looking forward to the visit. I wished I would have just told my parents that my roommate was a guy. Then I could have told Terri to hide stay out of character and hide her little outfits and makeup while my parents were over. Now, I had a whole new load of nonsense to deal with.


CHAPTER VIII

I meant to tell Terri about my parents’ upcoming visit that night. I even found myself standing outside of her bedroom, trying to piece together the proper words in my head. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Every time I reached for the doorknob, my hands would start to shake. I was terrified that I would open the door and see her in lingerie on the bed. And I was more terrified that I would find myself attracted to her, even now that I knew what she really looked like under the makeup.

So I didn’t tell her that night, and the next night also turned out to be a bust. Again, I found myself panicking when she was nearby. I could hear her preparing dinner in the kitchen. I got up and walked to the kitchen, and ended up getting myself a glass of water when she asked me, “What’s up?” I already had a glass of water with me in the den. Now I had two. “You could have just called and I could have brought you one,” she said.

“I didn’t want to bother you.” I forced a smile.

The next day came—the day before my parents’ visit. I had to tell Terri that they were coming. I had to tell her so that she knew to stay away—maybe I would even pay for her to stay at a hotel, my treat. Or just tell her not to open her mouth, pretend to be a mute, so my parents didn’t know her reality. Because aside from her voice, she was practically undetectable. Even knowing she was really a man, I couldn’t see any signs of manliness. It was just that masculine tinge in her voice.

I kept telling myself that I would tell her. I even considered sending her a text message—at least then I didn’t have to confront her face to face. But how would that make me look? Like a complete coward?

My parents arrived earlier than expected the next day, while Terri was still out at work. The buzzing of my buzzer made my heart plunge into my gut. Terri was still oblivious to my parents’ visit. I brought my parents up to my apartment. My parents hadn’t seen that apartment before, so we started with a tour. It wasn’t five minutes before my mother asked, “Is your girlfriend home?”

“She’s not my girlfriend, mom,” I said. That trembling was already starting in my hands.

“Oh, right,” she said with a grin. There was no sense in fighting it, as long as I made sure they never crossed paths with Terri. “Well, we would love to meet your ‘roommate’ then,” she said.

“Sure, you can meet her when she’s done work, but we’ll probably be out by then.” My plan was to take my parents out, to show them around town, and to get dinner at some restaurant on the other side of the city—to kill time so I could figure out what I was going to do with Terri. My hope was that my parents would be tired after dinner, and they would go straight back to their hotel, giving me the rest of the night to explain the situation to Terri. But my mom seemed determined to meet my ‘roommate’, and I was starting to worry that no amount of tiredness would stop her from returning to my apartment for that opportunity.

I sent Terri a text message while I was out with my parents. “Just so you know, my parents made a surprise visit today. My mom wants to meet you,” I said, hoping she would understand the rest of the message, so I didn’t have to outright say it and end up looking like a complete ass.

It was ten minutes later when I got a message back. “I want to meet your mom!” Terri wrote. My heart stuttered.

I spent the better half of the next hour trying to explain the situation. The best I could come up with was, “She thinks that you’re my girlfriend. I can’t seem to convince her otherwise. She’s stubborn. I don’t want things to be awkward, if you know what I mean.” I thought the message was innocent enough, while still getting my point across.

Unfortunately, her message didn’t help me in knowing whether or not she understood what I was getting at. “Sounds like fun. Got it!” she wrote.

I badly wanted to send another message saying something along the lines of ‘Pretend to be sick,’ or ‘If I give you a hundred bucks, will you go check into a motel?’ But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Terri’s life was already hard enough. She didn’t need her roommate treating her like a total embarrassment. So I left it at that and hoped to God that she really did understand that I couldn’t have my mother knowing that she was really a boy. It was bad enough my mother assumed we were an item.

I hardly ate anything during dinner, even though my plate cost thirty-five bucks. I struggled to focus on my parents’ conversation, my anxieties fluttering around in my brain and in my gut. Would my parents still think that I was dating Terri if they found out she was a cross-dresser? Or did they know me well enough to know that I would never do that…

My dad looked tired after dinner. “Let’s take a cab back to your hotel, and I can walk back to my apartment from there,” I said.

“Nonsense. Let’s go back to your apartment for a bit. I want to meet this lady friend of yours,” my mom said. My dad didn’t protest.

“Again, she’s just my roommate,” I said.

“Okay, dear,” she said with a smile. We got a cab and started back towards my apartment. My stomach was full of nausea. We were driving towards a disaster, a humiliation that I would end up living with for the rest of my life. Why couldn’t I have just told Terri to be a boy for the duration of the visit? Why couldn’t I have just had the courage to speak to her honestly, to avoid this whole catastrophe?

My legs were trembling as we made our way up the elevator to my apartment. As we walked up to my door, my heart was pounding loudly—I was surprised my parents couldn’t hear it. I stuck the key in the lock and took a deep breath. Here goes nothing…


CHAPTER IX

The apartment smelled of fresh baking and lavender. The floors shined with a fresh clean. Even the baseboards seemed to shine brighter than ever before. “Oh, that smells nice,” my mom said. “Looks like you’ve got quite the keeper on your hands.”

I forced a smile. “Right…” I said.

I could hear the joyful humming of Terri coming from the kitchen. So I guess she wasn’t going the mute route. Which meant that all I could do was pray that my parents didn’t catch on to her not-quite-convincing voice. I mean, it wasn’t until she told me that she was really a boy that I caught on. But maybe my parents would catch on sooner. They did think that they were meeting my girlfriend, after all, not just some random person replied to an online roommate wanted ad.

We went around the corner and there she was, dressed in a cute old-fashioned dress and a baking apron. She had a bow tied into her hair, and she’d gone all-out with her makeup: dark around the eyes, lots of blush, bright red lipstick. “Well hello there,” she said with a big smile. I tried to hear that masculinity in her voice, but I couldn’t pick it out—maybe I’d just gotten too used to it.

My mother introduced herself, and then she introduced my father. Terri went in for the hug, and she squeezed tight. “I’ve heard so much about you!” she said.

“Really?” my mom asked.

“All good things—I promise,” Terri said. She turned around and bent over to open up the oven. Her short skirt rode up, exposing the base of her bum. I felt my face turning pale. I noticed my dad sneaking a peek before Terri emerged with a tray of cookies. “They’re fresh—maybe just give them a minute to cool off,” she said.

“So I’ve been told that you and my son are just roommate,” my mom said with a big grin. I didn’t think my face could turn any paler, but it managed to.

“Is that what he said?” Terri said with a matching grin.

“Terri works pretty early in the morning, so she’s probably wanting to get to sleep,” I said. “Maybe we shouldn’t keep her up.”

“I don’t mind. And besides, I’m not tired,” Terri said, looking at me. I gave her a look that said everything I wanted to say: I don’t like where this is going. She winked at me. Was this fun for her? Did she like torturing me? Or was this like an acting exercise—trying to see how convincing she could be? Whatever was going on, I didn’t like it.

“We won’t stay long. Plus it would be rude to leave without trying one of Terri’s cookies,” my mom said.

Everyone migrated over to the living room. Terri put her cookies on a plate and placed the plate on the coffee table. For the next hour, they all chatted, and the whole time, I sat there tense, waiting for my parents to clue in at any second. I wasn’t so much worried about my dad—he seemed completely oblivious. My mom seemed oblivious as well, but she was a woman, and women are more intuitive than men. One tiny slip and my mom would have caught on. And making her think that we weren’t an item was impossible now—Terri had made sure they thought we were a couple without having to say it. I wasn’t sure whether I was angry with her, or just happy that she was successfully convincing my parents she was a woman.

I started to relax after about an hour. My parents were just as oblivious as ever, and there were no signs that their impressions were going to change. I finally allowed myself to take a deep breath. I tried a cookie. The cookies were good. Everything Terri made was good. She smiled at me from across the living room and I smiled back. Maybe she did know what she was doing. Maybe this was the best thing for me—my parents would go home thinking that I was moving ahead in life: living with a stable partner, no longer asking for rent hand-outs…

I noticed my dad dozing off. My mom’s eyes were heavy as well. “Should we get you guys in a cab, so you can get back to your hotel?” I said.

“They can stay here,” Terri said. “The couch pulls out, right?”

I was surprised when my parents agreed with Terri. “That’s a great idea—as long as it’s not inconvenient for the two of you,” they both said. I wasn’t too concerned about it. If they hadn’t figured out that she was actually a boy yet, they probably wouldn’t by spending a night on the couch-bed. So we pulled out the bed, set it up with some fresh sheets, and we hugged my parents goodnight.

I went to brush my teeth and then I headed towards my room. But I stopped outside of Terri’s room. I figured I would slip in and say thanks. I decided not to knock, worried my parents would hear. I didn’t want them seeing me slipping into her room. I still wanted to leave them with a bit of doubt that we were dating, in case they did find out—though that seemed unlikely now. I carefully opened the door and slipped inside. And then I saw her, with her back to me. She was getting into a sexy little satin romper. It was a low cut, super short. Had she not been wearing matching satin panties, her cock would have been hanging out in plain sight.

She turned and looked at me, and she smiled. I closed the door quietly, my heart pounding. “Do you need something?” she asked.

“I just came to, uh, say thank you.” But now that I saw her in the sexy little number, I couldn’t stop myself. I went up to her and kissed her, slipping my hands around her, feeling her satin-clad curves and then her bare ass. I was not strong. My morals were crumbling before my eyes, but I could do nothing about it. I wanted her. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to feel her. I didn’t want to think of her the way I saw her that morning, before she left for work. In that moment, that person didn’t exist. There was only the sexy minx in my arms.

I laid her down on the bed, crawled on top of her. She moaned gently and I put a finger to her lips. “Shh,” I said. Our walls were thin and I didn’t want my parents to hear. We kept kissing. I felt her bulge hardening against my pelvis. I rubbed myself against it, making it harder. I brought her legs up around me. I kissed her legs. I kissed all the way up to her panties, and then I fished her little cock out. I sucked it until it was throbbing violently. My whole body was shaking. “Eat out my asshole,” she whispered, so I did. With one hand, I held up her ball sack; with the other, I held aside her panties. And with my tongue, I dug into her asshole. I got her wet. I made her squirm. I had her on the verge of moaning.

And then she pulled me up. I got out of my pants quickly. “Fuck my asshole,” she whispered. She reached down and grabbed my raging erection. She pressed my tip up to her wet, puckering hole. She pressed it in as much as she could, leaving the rest up to me. I pushed in. I had to put my hand on her mouth to stop her from moaning out loud. She gently bit down on my fingers.

I started to thrust.

My heart was aflutter. I didn’t know how to feel. I knew exactly what I was fucking. I’d seen her without the makeup and without the lingerie. But for some reason, I just didn’t care. I got my cock so deep in that ass that she had to clench the bed sheets tightly to stop herself from screaming. And I pounded so hard; it was amazing that the slapping didn’t wake my parents up.

I found myself mesmerized by her hard dick. I reached down and I slipped my fingers around it. I stroked it, watching her bulbous tip emerging constantly from her foreskin. I wanted to make her cum all over her chest.

I squeezed her chest. She really did have breasts—small breasts. On her nightstand I could see orange pill bottles. She must have been taking hormones, transitioning. Maybe she wasn’t just a cross-dresser. Maybe she was a transgender, working towards becoming a real woman. But would she be a real woman? As far as I was concerned, she was a real woman. She was the most real woman I’d ever seen.

I had to bring my hand back to her mouth as she started to moan again. She bit down on my fingers and looked me in the eyes with a strained look. At first I thought I was hurting her, and then I felt her cock bulging. I looked down. She was coming on herself. It was a glorious sight. Her whole body trembled as streams of warm whiteness crossed her chest. The sight was enough to bring me to my own orgasm. I came deep inside of her anus. And my God, did it feel amazing.

And once it was done, I was beat. I fell down next to her and stared into her eyes. Could this work? Could we be an item? I couldn’t see myself with anyone else. I didn’t want to see myself with anyone else.

For the first night, we slept together: her in my arms, cuddled into my body. For the first night since she moved in, I slept like a baby, with a big smile on my face.


CHAPTER X

I woke up when Terri was slipping out from my arms. Her alarm was going off. It was time for her to go to work. She slipped out from the bedroom to the bathroom. I heard the sink running as she washed off her makeup. And then she came back. She still looked pretty cute without her makeup, while her hair was down. She took off the romper, leaving her in nothing. She had a cute little body. It was when she pulled a tight band around her chest to hide her bust that the illusion started to break apart. She put on a dress shirt and tied up her hair.

“Why do you do that?” I asked. I startled her. She must have thought that I was asleep.

She looked at me with a conflicted smile. “I wish I didn’t have to,” she said.

“So just don’t. Who cares?”

“I work for my parents’ company. And they don’t know about… you know. I’m sure you understand.”

I understood too well. I watched as she slipped into her slacks and her dress shoes. I hated seeing her like that. It just wasn’t her. It was like a bad disguise—it was so unnatural and oppressive. But I felt like I knew what she was going through. I was going through something all too similar with my own parents.

I watched her slip out from the bedroom, into the hallway. And as she was closing the door, she froze. I watched the colour drain from her face as she stared down the hallway. I was about to ask what was wrong, and then I heard my dad’s voice. “Oh, I’m sorry. Who are you?”

My heart started pounding. Was I having a nightmare? How could I wake myself up? I tried pinching myself, and then I just found myself back in that frozen state of complete fear.

“Wait… Oh my God…” my dad said. He put it together.

“What is it, dear?” I heard my mom call out.

“I’m sorry. I need to get to work,” Terri said. She closed the bedroom door and then I listened as she scurried towards the front door. I was doomed. My parents were awake and up, and I was stuck in Terri’s bedroom. I heard my dad knock on my bedroom door across the hall. He called out my name. And then he said, “I’m coming in.” I heard my door open. Now I was really screwed.

How could I possibly talk my way out of this? It would have been bad enough had I been in my room. They already thought I was dating Terri. Convincing them otherwise would be impossible once they found me naked in her bed. I felt sick. I wanted to crawl under the covers and hide my face until my parents went back home. But I knew that would solve nothing. I knew the damage had been done, and now I needed to do something—anything. I had no idea what…

My dad knocked on Terri’s bedroom door. “Are you in there?” he asked. My heart was sizzling away in my stomach. I suddenly understood what people meant when they said, ‘I wish I was dead right now.’ That didn’t seem like such a bad option.

The door opened. Light flooded the room. And there was my dad, standing with an enraged look on his face. “Tell me what the hell is going on,” he said.

I couldn’t think of any excuse—nothing that seemed remotely plausible. I stuttered and trembled, but no words came out.

“Are you sleeping with a gay boy?” he asked. My mom was suddenly at his side. They were both staring at me. It didn’t help that Terri’s lingerie was all over the floor.

“Answer your father,” my mom said.

“No,” I finally managed to say.

“Then what the hell is going on?” my dad said, looking around the room.

“Terri’s not a boy,” I said.

“Then what the hell is he?”

“He’s a woman—she’s a woman.”

“What I just saw was not a woman.”

My heart was slamming into my ribcage like a church bell. “You’re wrong,” I said. “If that’s what you think, that’s your problem. She was woman enough for you last night. Why is it any of your business what’s between her legs?”

“It’s just wrong,” he said.

“Says who?”

“Says who? Says…” He couldn’t think of an answer. “Says God.”

“Since when were you religious? What do you even care?”

“She can’t have babies—I mean, he can’t have babies.”

“Neither could your sister—so is she not a woman either?”

My dad’s face was red. It looked like he was about to pop. He stuttered for a moment and then he said, “You’re making a big mistake. This is a bad decision.”

“It’s the best decision I’ve ever made, and I’m glad I made it. So sue me.”

There was a moment of silence, and then he said, “We’re leaving.”

“Good. Feel free to come back once you’ve come to your senses!” I yelled as they walked towards the door. My dad threw the front door open. Terri was standing there. She’d been listening from the other side of the door. She watched my parents storm past her and then she looked at me. Her eyes were watering, but she smiled. She ran to me, closing the door behind her. She threw her arms around me.

“You didn’t have to do that,” she said.

“I did,” I said, and then I laughed. “And now I feel so much better. I needed to get that off my chest.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. “You’re my hero,” she said, and then she kissed me. I knew my parents would get over it. They loved Terri the night before. What difference did it make if she was born a boy or a girl? If I was gay, and Terri was just a regular boy, would they have accepted it? My mom always told me that there was nothing wrong with being gay. But I wasn’t gay. I liked Terri, and Terri was a woman. But what difference did it even make?

“Just don’t listen to them. They’ll come around,” I said.

She smiled and wiped a tear from her cheek. “Do you want to help me pick out a dress for work?” she said.

I stared into her eyes. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure,” she said. She ran to the bathroom to get her makeup and hair done. She emerged from the bathroom looking like herself—the way she was meant to look. She picked out a beautiful floral dress and some accessories to match. “How do I look?” she said.

“Beautiful,” I said.

“Wish me luck,” she said.

I kissed her before she left. And sure enough, she came home that evening with a smile on her face. She told me all about her day. Of course her family was initially shocked, but they came around quickly. It was only a couple of nights later when my parents called me and left a message saying they were sorry for their reaction. My mom said, “It’s okay if you’re gay.” So I had to call back to try and explain that I wasn’t gay. She didn’t really get it, but at least she was okay with our relationship. She didn’t have to get it—as long as Terri and I got it, and we did.

That weekend, we moved all of her things into my bedroom. Her bedroom became my art studio. The den became an addition to the kitchen, where Terri could prepare even bigger meals and ambitious baking projects. I came home from a seminar one afternoon to find my artwork framed and hung throughout the apartment. It looked surprisingly good on the walls. There was only one piece hung up in the den: the drawing I’d made of Terri, now framed. When she showed me, my cheeks turned red.

“Don’t be embarrassed. I love it,” she said.

“I love you,” I said.

Her face lit up. She bit her lip. “I love you, too,” she said. We kissed. And then we went into the bedroom and we cashed in on our roommate benefits.

THE END
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