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TAKEN HARD


Mike made a joke about the way his girlfriend dresses, and now he’s in big trouble—literally. On the way home from an out-of-town wedding, Ellie kicks Mike out of her car, way out in the middle of nowhere. He thinks she’s just bluffing when she drives off… but she never does come back.

And to make matters worse: Mike is wearing the tiny dress and heels she wore at the rehearsal dinner the night before. He put it on as a joke at that wedding, right before making the joke that prompted their early exit.

Now, Mike has to figure out how to get home, stuck in that dress, with no money and no phone.
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When Ellie pulled over and said, “Get out,” I didn’t think she was serious. So I just laughed.

Then, I saw that her expression was unchanged. Her lips were pressed thin. Her eyes were intense—not blinking as she stared at me. “Out,” she repeated.

“You’re serious right now?”

“Get out,” she said.

“Get out and do what?” I said. “We’re four hours from home.”

“I said get out,” she growled through clenched teeth.

“Ellie, come on—you’re being dramatic.”

“Get. Out.” Now, she was breathing heavily through flaring nostrils. Her face was red, looking like it was about to burst.

“Ellie, you can’t be serious right now. It was a joke. You know it was a joke. We’re four hours from home. I can’t exactly walk the rest of the way.’

“I want you out of the car.”

I sat for a moment. Was I really going to have to hitchhike home? “My phone is dead,” I said.

“Not my problem.”

“Ellie… I can’t hitchhike home… like this.”

I was wearing her dress. I was wearing her heels… her panties… her bra. As a joke, of course; we were at our friend’s wedding. One of the guys had a funny idea to change into the women’s outfits to sing a song: drunken shenanigans—and apparently a tradition in Scotland. We all snuck back to the AirBnB and put on the dresses our girlfriends wore at the rehearsal dinner, and then we returned. Everyone laughed. We laughed. It was harmless fun.

Then, Ellie heard me make a joke with one of my friends. It was just a joke… maybe a stupid joke, and maybe it was a wee bit careless… not a joke I would have made had I not been under the influence of alcohol. I can’t even completely remember what it was that I said… something about my outfit being way ‘sluttier’ than the other guys’ outfits. I mean… it was technically sluttier; it was shorter and tighter… But Ellie didn’t appreciate the joke; she thought it was my way of saying that she dressed like a slut.

And so she insisted that we leave the wedding early. It wasn’t even sundown yet—and she didn’t want to go back to the AirBnB; she wanted to go home. “But it’s a five-hour drive home,” I said. “We’ll be driving until midnight.”

“Then we’ll drive until midnight. I want to go home.”

I probably should have just stayed there with our friends… but I was nervous about letting Ellie drive home so angry. I figured I could talk her down, and maybe we could turn around and head back to the AirBnB. My idea of calming her down was insisting that she was overreacting… it turns out, telling someone they’re overreacting tends to make them angrier.

And then I said, “There’s nothing wrong with being a little bit slutty. I’d prefer you be a bit slutty than wear ugly sacs like Boris’s wife.”

That was the comment that set her off. It was honestly supposed to be a half-joke, half-compliment. She didn’t see it as a joke or a compliment. She just heard, ‘I think you’re a slut.’. Maybe I shouldn’t have said ‘slutty’; maybe I should have said ‘sexy’, because that’s what I meant…

Though Ellie did sometimes dress a bit slutty. Sometimes her dresses were dangerously short, and her bum was visible to everyone behind us on the street. Guys would stare at her and grin. Sometimes her tops were so tight that they became see-through… and she rarely wore bras. Half of her tops showed off her bulging cleavage. I won’t lie: sometimes I did wish that she would put on more clothes. Sometimes I did wish she would dress more appropriately for the occasion. But sometimes I liked the slutty outfits. I liked showing off my hot girlfriend… until it was time for a family dinner… or church.

“Ellie, please,” I said as I stepped out onto the side of the highway. The sun was starting to set. “Someone’s going to, like… pick me up and murder me. Or rape me.”

“Rape you?” she said, eyes narrowing. “Why? Because your outfit is just asking for it?”

“I never said anything like that,” I snapped back. “You’re building this up in your head. I made a joke, and you’re spinning it way out of control.”

She leaned across the passenger seat, stretching her body more than I knew she could. She managed to get her fingers on the door handle, yanking it shut—and in the same second, the tires were spinning. I hardly had time to blink before the car was peeling off down that quiet highway.

I stood there, unmoved… stunned. I couldn’t believe she was actually ditching me there—though I didn’t really believe that she was ditching me. I had a feeling she would just drive up around the bend, park the car, cry for a few minutes, and then loop back to pick me up after ‘teaching me a lesson’. So I stood and I waited.

And I waited… and waited…

But she wasn’t coming back.

I had nothing: no phone, no wallet… not even my own clothes. I felt like a complete idiot, standing there in a minidress and heels. The sun was creeping down to the horizon now. The air was starting to feel cold. Mosquitoes were emerging from their hiding places, swarming around me, making me realize that sleeping on the ground wasn’t an option.

It was a full hour before it really dawned on me: Ellie had ditched me in the middle of nowhere, dressed in her slutty rehearsal dinner outfit.
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Iwaited for another hour, hoping that I could flag someone down to use their phone, so I could call Ellie… But I didn’t even know her phone number. We’d only been dating for eight months—and I know that sounds like a long time, but she had put her number into my phone when we met, and I had never really thought to look at what the actual number was; I would just click her name to call or text her.

I didn’t actually know any phone numbers—but maybe I could call some sort of cab service. I had no money, but maybe I could convince them to take an IOU. How much does a four-hour cab ride cost? Five-hundred bucks? More?

I didn’t have that kind of cash to spend…

I had to hitchhike. If Ellie had really abandoned me, then I had no choice: I had to convince some late-night driver to take me in. Hopefully they would be passing through Canning on their way to wherever it was they were going.

I waited for a car to come. It was dark now. Nothing was coming. I started to wonder if any cars would come until the morning, when wedding guests would begin to drive home… I could wait until then and get a ride with someone I knew…

But that sounded so… humiliating. It was embarrassing enough, leaving the wedding early. The looks I got from my friends: their teasing grins. I’m pretty sure I heard Boris say, ‘Pussy-whipped!’. And then they would find me on the side of the road, almost twenty-four hours later, dressed like a girl, ditched in the middle of nowhere. God, that sounded so pathetic. I didn’t want anyone to see me like that…

I tried to think about where I was. It wasn’t a part of the province that I was at all familiar with, but I did remember the drive there, even though I had been scrolling reels for most of the drive. We passed through many small towns. I don’t think there was ever a stretch longer than twenty or thirty minutes without passing through a town.

And we had been driving about fifteen minutes through nothingness when Ellie kicked me out. So… maybe a town wasn’t too far. Maybe I could walk, barefoot, carrying those heels (I would have just thrown them in a ditch, but I bought the damn things for Ellie, and they weren’t cheap). Maybe it would only take about an hour to reach a town—and maybe a car would come to my rescue on the way.

So I started walking, stepping carefully on the edge of that highway. The mosquitoes weren’t quite so bad as long as I was moving… though the occasionally one still got me on my exposed back… and then one managed to buzz right up my little skirt, biting me inches from my pecker. “Shit!” I yelped, slapping it and hitting my cock in the process. I keeled over for a moment, groaning, cursing Ellie.

Was this her idea of getting even? Was this as bad being called a slut? And, for the record, I never did call her a slut.

The sun was down now. It was dark. Now, I was worried nobody would see me… though I was showing a lot of skin, and my skin was pale, glowing in the moonlight. I would be hard to miss, looking like some half-naked glowing ghost.

It didn’t matter anyway; I hadn’t seen a single car... not one single car since Ellie had kicked me out of her little sedan. And maybe one car would eventually go by, but the chance that the driver would pick me up was slim. I’d hitchhiked a few times in my life, and it usually took a couple hundred drivers before someone stopped.

I hung onto the hope that Ellie would loop back for me. Maybe she would get back home and then she would realize what she had done. I mean… it was that time of month, after all. Her emotions were unpredictable. Maybe she would get home, have a shower, and then realize she’d done a terrible, nasty thing. Then, she would get back into her car and drive for another three or four hours to pick me up…

I had no idea what time it was, but I’d been on that highway forever. It had surely been at least three or four hours. By now, Ellie had definitely made it back to our place: the little house we had rented together two months earlier. I was the first guy she had ever lived with. She wasn’t the first girlfriend I’d lived with; there was a girl before her, and I lived with her for two years.

Suddenly, I heard a rumbling. It was coming from ahead of me. Light started to appear, glowing against the pavement, revealing the tall pines all around me. Someone was coming! Though… they were headed in the opposite direction… unless it was Ellie, returning to pick me up.

But even if it wasn’t Ellie, maybe I could get a ride back to the wedding, back to the AirBnB where I had a bed and a shower—and then I could bum a ride back to Canning with one of the other wedding guests.

I saw the car—a black truck, not Ellie at all. I waved my arms. The truck came closer and closer. I kept waving my arms, desperate for a ride.

Then, the truck went by, ignoring me completely. I suppose it was the most likely scenario. People really shouldn’t pick up strangers in the middle of the night. There are crazy people out there: highway murderers. We’ve all heard the terrible stories…

But damn… I wanted a ride.

I kept walking, but then I heard a honking. I looked back and saw that the truck was stopped about one-hundred meters behind me.

My heart raced. Yes! This was it! This was my chance!

Clutching those expensive high heels, I started running. I raced down to that idling truck, the red taillights almost blinding after spending a good hour walking in the darkness. I reached the passenger door and saw the man in the driver’s seat: a man in his forties, with a scruffy handlebar moustache. Before I could say anything, he eyed me up and down and said, “Hello, beautiful. This ain’t no place for a little darling like you.”

My heart sank. Sure, it was dark out. But… I didn’t actually look like a girl. I opened my mouth to reply, but he beat me to it. “Where are you heading, beautiful?”

“I—I just need… a ride. Either direction.” My voice was weak. This was so awkward. The way he was looking at me… his eyes continuously moving down my dress-clad figure.

“Either direction?” he asked with a little laugh. “Oh, I see. You’re a working girl?”

He still thought I was a girl, even after hearing my voice. To be fair, my voice was hardly a whisper in that awkward moment—but still. Could he really not tell the difference?

“No,” I said. Though I was tempted to laugh suddenly. The man thought that I was a prostitute!? If only Ellie could have heard that! She was so sure she didn’t dress slutty—and then a guy sees me in one of her outfits and immediately assumes I’m a hooker.

“How much?” he asked.

“I’m not a hooker,” I said. But now, I felt too awkward to admit that I was a guy. I knew it would embarrass him… and maybe it would enrage him. You never know what a stranger will do. If he found out that I was a guy, and that he’d been ogling a dude… and asking for ‘prices’, he might get angry. I wasn’t sure what to do. I had to be careful. I wasn’t sure I wanted a ride from a guy who wanted to fuck me so badly he was willing to pay me.

“I—I think I’m okay,” I said.

I started walking back down the highway. But he wasn’t finished. He pulled a tight U-turn and came up next to me, window still rolled down. “Come on, honey. I’ll drive you wherever you want. Keep me some company.”

“I’m okay. Thank you,” I said, now putting on a soft girly voice, worried he would realize that I was a man and murder me, and ditch my body in the woods where nobody would ever find me.

“Come on, sweetie,” he said, his voice suddenly sounding deeper. “You can sit on my lap. I’ll take you wherever you want to go—either direction.”

A chill crept down my spine. “No thank you.”

Then, his expression dropped. I would say that his expression was similar to Ellie’s when she booted me out of the car. “Something wrong with me? Am I so fucking disgusting that you can’t stand the thought of sitting with me?”

I froze up. I really was going to end up dead…

“I’m just offering you a damned ride. All I’m asking is for some company!”

Now, I was worried he was going to kill me if I didn’t accept his ride. But what were the conditions of his ride? Was he expecting… sex? Did he want a blowjob or something? Hell no—I wasn’t going to suck some creepy stranger’s cock.

“How far am I from the nearest town… that way?” I asked, pointing down the highway.

“Walking? Three hours. Driving? Fifteen minutes.”

He stared at me, his eyes intense.

“Could I, uh… get a ride to the town?”

He was silent and still for a moment. Then, he clicked the button to unlock the passenger door. “Hop in,” he said.

My heart fluttered. Was this a terrible idea? Was I about to be killed by a creepy stranger in the middle of nowhere? Was he going to force himself on me? Was he going to demand that I suck his cock? Was I going to get some STD and a lifetime of trauma?

I took a seat. The car smelled… weird: kind of musty, but kind of like a freshly-detailed car. I put on my seatbelt. I reached down to pull my skirt as far down my thighs as it would go. I caught him looking over, eyeing my thighs. I wondered if he was going to see my leg hair… I didn’t have a lot of it; it was thin and blonde and definitely hard to see in the night. Maybe that was actually in my favour for once. I just had to get through that short ride without him realizing he was fawning over a dude.

“What’s your name?” he asked as he started driving.

I had to think fast. “Melissa,” I said.

“How’d you end up way out here, all dolled up like that, Melissa?”

“It’s, uh… a long story,” I said.

“It’s a long drive,” he said.

I smiled, keeping my voice soft and quiet. “Not that long.”

He looked annoyed.

So I thought of something to say. “I was at a wedding, and, uh, I made my friend angry.”

“You flirt with her man or something?” he asked with a grin.

I paused. “He flirted with me,” I said, continuing the lie. “And she was my ride home. She kicked me out of the car after we got into an argument about it.”

“Well, I don’t blame the guy,” he said, looking away from the road to admire my legs one more time. “Can’t really say I blame the guy.”

Another chill crept down my spine. He really couldn’t tell that I wasn’t actually a woman. Back at the wedding, people kept telling me that I looked ‘pretty’ and ‘convincing’, but I thought it was just teasing. I just thought it was part of the joke. Now, I was starting to wonder if there was some truth to it—and that made me feel like an idiot. Maybe some of the wedding guests were laughing with me… but some were probably laughing at me.

And now, I was riding in some creep’s truck: a dude who had literally asked if he could pay me for sex. But I was desperate. I needed that ride. I wasn’t sure if he was going to try to make some creepy move; he was bigger than me, but I didn’t see any weapons… I could probably fight him off.

It was silent for a while, and then he looked over at me and said, “I, uh, would appreciate it if you… you know—repaid me. This is a good forty minutes out of my way.”

My heart skipped a beat. “My friend took my wallet.”

“I’m sure you can think of another way.”

My heart was racing. I wanted to curse Ellie’s name. I couldn’t believe she had done this to me. I looked over and down, seeing that his fly was unzipped, and there was a fleshy rod sticking out: reddish at the tip. I gasped.

“I—I’m not a prostitute,” I said.

“You don’t need to be a prostitute to return a favour.”

“I—I have a boyfriend,” I said.

“He doesn’t need to know. I’m clean. Just a handjob would be fine. Come on, princess. I’m going far out of my way for you. Just rub the tip… it won’t take more than two minutes with a pretty face like that.”

I was horrified. I felt trapped. I looked down at his cock. He was hard… very hard. And he was hard for me. I felt sick.

“You can just let me out,” I said, voice cracking.

He stopped the truck. He unlocked the door. “Fine,” he said.

“You won’t just drive me the rest of the way?” I asked. There was a sign in front of us: Greenwich, 12 KM. That was a long walk.

“It’s up to you. I ain’t forcing you to do anything, but I have places I need to be.”

It was an ultimatum. I had to make a choice. In that very moment, a mosquito crept in through the slightly-opened window and buzzed near my ear. I looked over and saw dozens of them on the window. That highway must have been near water. God—what a brutal walk that was going to be…

I can’t believe what I did. I closed my eyes. I bit my tongue. I reached over, and my fingers found his warm, hard, throbbing cock. I wrapped my fingers around it and then he started driving slowly. I didn’t look. I didn’t want to look.

He groaned. I had a cock, so I knew where to focus. I knew what felt good. I did what I had to do—and then I felt it: warm and wet and gushing over my knuckles. He trembled, making the car wobble, making me grip the door handle firmly, worried he was going to put us into the ditch.

But he straightened the car, and then he let out a deep exhale. Now, I was stiff. I used a tissue from his cupholder to wipe his cum off of my hand. He said nothing for the rest of the drive—and I kept silent as well, worried he would detect my male voice now that his mind wasn’t so fogged with horniness. If he realized he just got a handjob from a dude, he might kill me.

He pulled up to a small motel in a small town. “This good?” he asked, finally breaking the silence.

“It’s fine,” I said, eyeing the office. A light was on inside. I figured I could get to a phone and call someone. But who?

I got out. I didn’t look back at him. I was too humiliated… too ashamed. And, of course, still terrified he would see my face in the orange glow of the street light and he would come after me. So I went straight for that office, hoping to find some mercy.
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The little office was empty, but there was a chair. And honestly… that chair looked inviting. It was a small folding chair made of hard plastic, but it wasn’t outside where there were mosquitos or cold air. I was almost tempted to quietly slip into that seat and doze off for a few hours, hoping the motel owner wouldn’t notice me until morning when I could arrange some sort of way to get home.

But before I could go to the seat, I heard a male voice, “I’ll be right there.”

I bit my tongue. I was dreading the moment his gaze fell upon me. This wasn’t funny anymore. It started as a joke, but now it was just downright embarrassing. He would either think that I was some lunatic crossdresser stumbling in at midnight… or, like the driver of the truck, he would think I was really a girl—and I didn’t know what was worse.

I gazed around the room, looking for… something to cover myself—anything. Maybe some bath towel I could wrap around myself. I just needed to cover that dress. Aside from the dress (and I suppose the padded bra I was wearing under the dress), I was myself. I was a dude. But the dress seemed to be enough to make people think I was a chick. Maybe it was just the way it was cut, giving me ‘curves’ that weren’t really there.

Finally, an older man came out. He had glasses teetering on his nose, and thin grey hair on his mostly bald head. He eyed me up and down and said, “I’m sorry, but we are strictly against hosting escorts here. There’s a motel down the road that might be open to that kind of business.”

I bit my tongue. “I’m not an escort,” I said. “I’m…” I wanted to tell him that I was a man—but wasn’t it obvious? “I’m just hoping I could use your phone.”

“For what?” he asked.

“I need to call someone. I’m stranded here and I need a ride home.”

He motioned towards the phone. Then, before I grabbed it, I couldn’t help but notice his eyes, tracking up and down my body. Was he checking me out, or just wondering why a man would wear such a scandalous outfit?

I took the phone… but who could I call? Back when I was a kid, we would call the operator. We would give them a name and they would, presumably, look through a phone book… but that wasn’t a thing anymore—or was it?

The man was staring at me.

His gaze was making it hard to think.

“Are you going to make a call?” he asked.

“Do you know if there are any cab companies that might take me to, uh… Canning.”

“Canning? That’s three hours away,” he said.

“I’m aware.” I wasn’t even using a girl voice. Why was he still looking up and down my body as if there was something nice to see?

“Nothing around here that would do that. There’s a bus that comes every second evening. It came about six hours ago. It will be here in another… thirty-six hours or so. It goes that way. A ticket would run you… Oh, I don’t know—sixty dollars.”

I bit my tongue. I couldn’t wait two days to get on a damned bus.

Or could I? What other option did I have?

I took a deep breath. I needed to think. And if I was going to think, I needed him to stop staring at my body—and I needed to get that dried cum off of my knuckles. “Do you have a bathroom I can use?”

He motioned towards a door that said STAFF ONLY. I went in quickly, happy to be away from his gaze. My God, I was really regretting having ever put that damned dress on. I could remember that seemingly harmless moment when I picked it up from my girlfriend’s luggage. I stepped into it carefully, naked, and I shimmied it up slowly, worried I was going to tear it. It was so tight, sucking right up to every inch of my body. I peered in the mirror and thought it looked a bit weird, so I slid on a bra underneath. My girlfriend had tiny tits, so all of her bras had lots of padding. The bust made me laugh.

I shimmied up some panties before going out to meet the other guys, just so that the bulge of my cock wouldn’t be too visible. I would have put on my regular underwear, but I thought the panties would be funnier…

But none of this was funny anymore. I’d given some stranger a handjob, and I was still stranded out in the middle of nowhere. I took a deep breath, closing my eyes before opening them to look in the mirror.

And did I really look like a girl? Maybe I did have a ‘soft’ face with soft features. Maybe my hair was getting a bit long. Maybe my lashes were a bit thicker than the average guy’s lashes. I washed my hands and then put my fingers on my face. I didn’t look like a girl. I just looked like… me.

There was a knock at the door. “You aren’t doing drugs in there, are you?”

“No,” I said. I sighed. I came out. I still had no idea what to do. He looked at me and said, “I can give you a deal on a room. Since it’s already almost 1:00 AM. I can let you stay until morning for just… thirty dollars.”

“That’s nice, but I don’t have thirty dollars,” I said.

“I’m just trying to help,” he said, scowling at me.

“But it’s just the truth. My, uh… friend took my wallet. I don’t have any money. I have nothing.” I don’t know why I said friend. I guess I was embarrassed about him realizing I was a guy. If he wanted to think that I was a girl… well, then fine. I guess that was better than him knowing who I actually was.

“I can’t let you stay here for free.”

“I’m not asking you to,” I said. “I’ll just… sit here. Is that okay? I’m going to sit here and sleep for a couple of hours and then I’m going to try to flag down a ride in the morning. I’ll be quiet.”

He eyed the chair and then he groaned. “That’s not good for business,” he said. What business? I looked around. The place was desolate. Nobody was going to come in this late… and even if some random straggler did show up, was a sleeping person in the front office really going to scare them off?

I sighed. I realized that I just needed to keep trying my luck with the highway. Maybe I could flag someone else down—someone who wouldn’t want some disgusting sexual favour.

I turned towards the door, then the little old man said, “There is a room in the back. We don’t rent it out anymore—haven’t for years. Our maid used to live there, but she was deported, so it’s been empty for months. You can sleep in there… for free… if you help to clean some rooms in the morning.”

I really didn’t like the idea of having to clean some rooms—but the thought of being on a bed… My God, that was a nice thought! “Okay, deal,” I said. “But I’m not a professional cleaner.”

“It’s fine. It’s easy… just time consuming. Here’s the key. It’s the only door around the back of the building, towards the woods out there.”

I smiled as I took the key. Then, his gaze explored me one last time, making me feel awkward and queasy. I skirted off.

I went into the room. I was expecting an empty room, but it was quite busy with the belongings of some woman. There were two opened bags full of clothes, a counter covered in makeup and hair products and perfume bottles, and a bunch of magazines scattered about. I eyed the bed, which was unmade. It seemed almost as if the woman was going to return at any moment. It seemed like she had been there earlier that evening; the place even had a subtle perfume smell to it, as if she’d spritzed herself a few hours earlier.

Normally, I would have been very uncomfortable with the idea of sleeping in someone else’s bed, in sheets that weren’t freshly cleaned—but I was so exhausted that I didn’t care. I fell down onto the bed and I closed my eyes. The smell of flowery perfume consumed me, and I fell asleep.
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Ihad been so horribly exhausted that I didn’t really realize what I had fallen asleep on. In my exhausted state, I just saw a bed, with pillows and blankets. I didn’t see that there were clothes piled up in that messed up bed, including jackets and even a pair of sneakers. I literally slept on a pile of someone’s laundry that had been scattered about moments before a deportation.

And that turned out to be an issue, because of the jackets in the pile had various velcro parts, and those velcro parts stuck to the dress that I had fallen asleep in. I’m no expert in fabrics—but whatever fabric was on that dress became ‘stuck’ to various parts of that jacket, and that jacket was all bundled up into the rest of the clothes and the bed sheets. When I tried to sit up in the morning, I was held down, and when I tried to force myself up I heard the sound of ripping. I froze, knowing how much Ellie had paid for that dress.

“Shit,” I whispered.

I tried reaching down, to gently pull the velcro off of my dress, but it was hopeless. Nothing could unstick the dress from that velcro. Suddenly, I started to feel claustrophobic. I’d never been good with the feeling of being ‘stuck’ before. So I yanked my body away, desperate to feel freed from that pile of blankets and clothes—and that’s when I heard a loud rip.

I looked down and saw that my dress was split right up the middle. There was no salvaging that dress—and it was still stuck to the pile, no longer on my body.

And now, I was standing in nothing but a pair of panties and that padded bra.

“Damnit,” I groaned.

Now, I needed some sort of plan. I looked around for a phone—though I still had no idea who I was going to phone. You don’t realize how reliant you are on your iPhone until you don’t have one. I peered out the window. It was light now. I saw a car rumbling down that little highway. Another went by shortly after.

I knew that I could hitch a ride. Maybe it wouldn’t be an instant pickup… but there was hope.

First, I needed clothes. Nobody would pick up some skinny naked dude from the side of the highway.

I looked around the room. I thought about my options.

That guy in the office… maybe I could beg him to find me something to wear. Maybe charity was my best way out of this. But what if nobody could help me? And would he freak out if I went to him as a naked man after having left him as a clothed woman?

I looked back out at the highway. I thought about all of the times in my life that I had hitchhiked… and all of the times I’d picked up hitchhikers. My heart skipped a beat. I’d mostly only stopped to pick up females before… not in a creepy way—but it’s always a bit nerve-racking picking up some strange man. You never hear about female hitchhikers killing people.

I turned and looked in the mirror.

Maybe I did look a bit like a girl… in the dark, where the shadows were obscuring certain features.

And maybe I could look more like a girl if I actually tried to look like one. And maybe… as a girl—I could hitch a ride quicker—and be home in just a few hours. This didn’t have to be a multi-day event. I didn’t have to wait another thirty hours to get on some bus that would stop at every small town on the way, taking ten hours to finish a trip that should only be three.

Maybe… just maybe… I could doll myself up. I could look cute. I could look innocent. I could look harmless. I just had to stay in character for… a few hours. People would stop for me—I just knew it. No woman ever waits more than ten minutes to get picked up. I could take my pick of drivers. I could wait for some harmless person to come by to pick me up. I could hold out for some nice old man, or maybe some soccer mom. I would have options.

I looked around the room.

I had women’s clothing at my disposal. No… none of it belonged to me… but the woman who owned it was in another country, and by the sounds of it, she wouldn’t be coming back anytime soon. I had everything I needed: dozens of outfits, makeup, and even shoes. I walked over and slid my foot into one of those shoes. It fit… too well.

I went over to one of those clothing piles. I lifted up a little checkered romper. I held it up to my body and turned to the mirror. I think it could fit just fine…

But was there something that would cover more of me? Maybe a pair of jeans and a sweater? I looked around—and there were jeans and sweaters… but the issue was that I looked… not quite girly in the baggier clothes. I didn’t want people thinking that I was something between a guy and a girl, like someone who wasn’t quite sure. I had a feeling that wouldn’t get me a ride. And the jeans and sweaters that were there weren’t nearly masculine enough that I could just be myself. And believe me: I tried. I spent thirty minutes trying on different combinations of sweaters and jeans. Nothing that deported woman owned was masculine enough to make me look like a dude.

But I knew, after my previous hectic day, that I could look feminine—and looking feminine was going to get me a ride.

The daylight posed some new challenges. For starters, being able to see my face more clearly made it more obvious that I was a man… which was a bit relieving after the mini identity crisis I was put through the previous night—but for the sake of getting a ride, it wasn’t ideal. But that woman had makeup: lots of it. So I spent a good thirty minutes smearing different products on my face. I had to wipe it all off more than once, occasionally feeling discouraged—but then making small breakthroughs that boosted my hopefulness.

There was another problem with that daylight: my body hair. Now, my leg hair was more obvious. But there was a bag of blue disposable razors in the bathroom. There was perfume. There were lotions. I needed everything I could get.

In the time it took me to be satisfied with my ‘look’, I probably could have hiked a good twenty kilometres. But I knew if I could get that look just right, then this whole nightmare would actually end much sooner. Sure, I could start hiking and I could hike for three or four days before getting more… or I could just look convincing and be home before lunchtime.

I stood in front of the mirror, taking deep breaths. I looked closely at every little details. Was I convincing enough? I ran my fingers down my little romper, smoothing it out against my skin. I turned sideways to look at my figure.

Like the dress that I accidentally tore in half, the romper gave the illusion of curves: a feminine figure that I didn’t really have… though now I was starting to wonder if maybe I did have it. Maybe I was curvier than I realized. Maybe my figure was more feminine than I wanted to believe.

I slipped into a tall pair of swede boots. I was expecting them to be horrendously uncomfortable—but they were actually quite nice. They made me a bit taller thanks to the little heel—and you would think that would have made me feel more ‘manly’ as a short guy, but… it did the opposite. Maybe it was the way that it forced me to stand, forcing my weight onto the front of my feet, forcing me to tense up my bum, forcing me to straighten my back.

I looked outside again. The sun was higher now. The highway starting to look busier.

This was going to be too easy.

I looked back in the mirror. Maybe the romper was too… sexy. Maybe it was too short. It seemed like every step I took, the cusp of my bum would fall out for everyone and anyone to see. Maybe I needed to pick something a bit more conservative…

But that created that familiar problem of not quite looking feminine enough. Though it made me nervous—I wanted guys to see me and think, ‘she can’t be out like that!’, and then then that they needed to save me by picking me up. Guys have that built into them: that desire to protect women. Most guys anyway… of course there are also the guys who see a vulnerable girl and want to take advantage of her—and just knowing that those guys were real made me terribly nervous.

I didn’t want to end up dead, on the side of some highway, after some monster picked me up to do awful things to my body.

My heart raced. I looked back outside. Was I really going to do this?

What other option did I have at this point? Even if I decided to wait for the bus to come in another day, I had nowhere to stay—and I didn’t even have money for a bus ticket.

This was my only shot.

So I went out, wearing that skimpy romper and those tall boots. I took a pair of sunglasses with me, even though I was fairly confident in my makeup: it was just another layer to hide my masculinity… if there really even was any masculinity there to begin with; I was really starting to wonder…

I got to the edge of the highway. I reached down to smooth out my romper, gently pulling it down to cover just a bit more thigh. I breathed slowly. Within a few minutes, I heard the first car coming. I turned toward it. I bit my tongue. I raised my thumb.

The car went by. No surprise. I couldn’t expect the very first car to stop for me.

So I kept walking. It was a minute before the next car: another pass. Someone would stop sooner or later.

Another pass… then another… then⁠—

I thought he had passed me, but then I turned and saw the red taillights. He had pulled over fifty yards ahead, and now, he was waiting for me. And instead of running towards that car, I froze. I stared at it for a long moment. This was so risky. This was so dangerous. I could be living the final couple hours of my life. Was I really this desperate to get home? Was there not some other way?

His horn honked. A hand came out the window and motioned for me to come closer. I began to feel weak: my legs trembling underneath my weight. He was going to leave if I didn’t move soon—but I couldn’t move. I was terrified. I didn’t want to be seen like this. The night before… that was different… I didn’t think I actually looked like a girl the night before, even though other people seemed to think that I did. But now I actually did look like a girl. Now, I had makeup and my legs were all shaved. Even I thought I looked like a girl now, and I felt all of the vulnerability that girls felt.

He began to back up, slowly, inching towards me. I needed to make my body move. I needed to make a decision.

The car stopped ten feet away from me. Now, I could see the man—and a wave of relief washed over me.

He was old… very old. He must have been eighty, and small—not at all capable of violence, even if he wanted to hurt me. He had small beady eyes and thick glasses. I walked up to the passenger window, and he said about what I expected him to say: “A girl like you shouldn’t be alone on a highway like this.”

It was clear that his vision wasn’t great. Even with his glasses, it appeared that he was squinting to see me. Perfect: the perfect driver for me. There was no way this guy would be able to tell that I wasn’t actually a woman—and he didn’t seem like the type to do anything mean if he realized I was a man. “Where are you headed?”

“Canning,” I said.

“That’s a long way from here,” he said.

“If you could just get me as far as you can get me, that would be great,” I said, assuming he was probably only going about halfway.

Then, he surprised me by saying, “Well, I’m going through Canning, so that’s no problem. Hop in. Sorry the car is a mess. My wife was driving the grandkids, and they really made a mess.”

It wasn’t that messy. The seat was clean and there were some old food wrappers at my feet. I felt so intensely relieved. It already seemed like this nightmare was over. I just had to sit quietly and wait for a few hours.

The man talked quite a bit—but it mostly seemed like he was talking to himself. He never asked me a question, and he would go off on long tangents about chores he had to do. “I almost forgot, I still have to pick up that prescription,” he would say. “I forgot to do it last week, and they keep calling. I guess it expires or something—I don’t know. It’s not for me. It’s for my wife, and she hardly even takes the damned pills anymore. I can’t even remember what they’re for, but they keep calling me and calling me. And why don’t they call her? They have her number, but do they call her? No—they call me.”

Imagine that for an hour—and then suddenly, “What did that sign say? Did it say Horton? I have a friend in Horton. Actually, a friend of my son. I shouldn’t say a friend… an old acquaintance. He borrowed some tools a while back. My gosh, I almost forgot about those tools. I’ve been meaning to get those tools back. Oh gosh… You don’t mind if I make a quick stop in Horton, do you? I really don’t come this way very often, and I would hate to lose my tools.”

I didn’t think much of it. I just smiled at him, saying nothing. I’d hardly said anything, keeping my voice quiet unless I absolutely needed to speak.

“Okay. Fantastic. If I don’t get those tools back… you know how people are; they borrow something long enough and it becomes like theirs. He’s a nice fellow, but he can’t just keep my tools. Those tools weren’t cheap. You wouldn’t believe what a nailer is going for these days.”

So we pulled off the main highway. I assumed Horton would only be a few minutes off the road… but it was more than that. We drove up a small mountain, and then down into the valley on the other side. The woods became dense and the road became narrow. Then came the sign: Horton: 30 KM.

Horton was more than a little detour… but at least I was in a car. At least it was just a waiting game at this point. If it took an extra hour—so be it. I was warm. I was comfortable. I wasn’t being eaten by mosquitoes.

There was a dinging sound coming from the car—like the alarm that tells you that you aren’t wearing a seatbelt. “What is it now? Old piece of junk. Just dings whenever it damn well wants to ding.” I didn’t think much of it…

“Do you smell that?” he asked.

“Smell what?” I asked softly.

“A burning smell.”

I shook my head head.

“Hm. Must be nothing.”

Horton wasn’t really a town at all: just a dozen properties or so, all spread out and nestled in those woods.

We pulled down a long driveway, all the way to a small house with rustic wooden panelling. The car puttered to a stop, and then rumbled strangely before got out. He left it idling. “I’ll be right back.”

I sat in the car and waited. I was probably further from home now than I was at that motel… but at least I had a ride.

I watched him go to the door. I waited while he waited for someone to answer. He knocked and knocked. Nobody came. It was ten minutes before he came back to the car and said, “Must not be anybody home.”

I just smiled. The car was still idling, still rumbling and groaning occasionally in a way that would have made me nervous—but it was his car, and he didn’t seem worried.

He kept rubbing his arm, as if he had been stung by a bee. I didn’t think much of it…

Then, he walked over to the garage door and opened it. He turned to me with a smile and said, “I’ll just grab my things, and I’ll leave a note.”

I nodded my head. It seemed sketchy, but I didn’t think much of it.

The car rumbled again. I sniffed, to see if I could smell that burning smell he had mentioned—but I smelled nothing. So I just waited… and waited and waited.

But the man didn’t emerge. Fifteen minutes passed… then thirty. After forty, I decided to get out of the car to stretch my legs. I wanted to call out to him, but I wasn’t that confident in my voice. I walked over to the garage door. I knocked. I poked my head in. I couldn’t see him. My heart started racing. What if this was some sort of scheme? What if he had lured me out there, pretending to be an innocent old man, but he was actually trafficking humans?

Maybe I needed to take that car and drive away. If the police ended up coming for me, I could tell them that I was in fear for my life. Maybe a grand-theft auto charge was fine. Maybe it was worth the risk to potentially save my life.

“Hello?” I called out nervously.

Then, I heard a groaning sound. It sounded… wet—like gargling. And it was coming from in the house. I froze. It didn’t sound right.

I stepped inside, against my better judgment. I walked through the garage to the opened door leading into the home. It was a clean home. The old man’s boots were on the floor by the door, which made me think that he wasn’t up to some evil deed. I mean—who takes their boots off to save their floors if they’re in the middle of a kidnapping? “Hello?” I called out.

I went around the corner, and then I saw him: a lump on the floor, lifeless. I probably should have moved faster, but I was scared.

“Mister?” I said, keeping my distance. What if someone attacked him? I approached slowly, looking left and right to ensure there were no assailants waiting to attack me.

Then, I looked down and saw that he was dead. There was no question about it: that pale face, those bulging eyes, parted bluish lips. There was no blood. His body was already strangely rigid. I bent over and put my fingers to his throat: no pulse.

Then, I remembered him saying he smelled burning. I remembered him rubbing his arm: his left arm. The old man had a heart attack. His heart stopped and he dropped dead on that floor.

“Shit,” I whispered. I looked around for a phone; there was none. Nobody has a landline anymore. So I checked the dead old man’s pockets: no phone. I remembered him saying in the car that he refused to get a cell phone, that he thought the 5G would give him cancer. Well, cancer was the least of his problems.

Luckily, I had his car. I could go and get help…

But when I went out to his car, it was dead: just as dead as him. Turning the key would only turn the engine over for a moment before it puttered out. Turning on the battery let me know that there was no gas.

I looked for a can of gas. There were none.

I started to walk to the road. I got to the end of that very long driveway and looked down. The next driveway was half a mile away. So I walked. Then I walked another long driveway. I got to the door, and… empty. It was an empty vacation cottage. And so was the next house—and the next. That whole town was a ghost town—and I was stranded in it. The highway was a whole thirty kilometres down that unserviced road.

Now I was trapped in a whole new nightmare.

I went back to the dead old man. Now, it was almost mid-afternoon. In a few hours, it would start getting dark. My hopes of getting home before dark were being dashed to bits.

I went to the old man’s body, which was even more pale and stiff now. I covered my nose; there was already a terrible smell. I knew that I shouldn’t move the body and tamper with some potential crime scene, but I couldn’t just let him rot like that, out of respect for his family. So I spent the next twenty minutes getting his body into the deep freezer in the garage. I know that it sounds weird—and maybe it was weird—but I had a feeling it would be a long while before I managed to get help. It just… seemed like the right thing to do—also for the owner of the house. Maybe he would need a new deep freezer, but at least his house wouldn’t be tainted by the horrible smells of a decomposing human.

I did another long search for a phone or a computer or anything that could get WiFi—but there was nothing. But I did discover something…

That house did not belong to whoever the old man said it did. Maybe he was confused while he was obliviously having a heart attack. Maybe he had some sort of dementia moment, because the owner of that house wasn’t even a dude. There were no signs that a man had ever lived there at all.

The house seemed to be owned by an older woman and her teen daughter—and I was pretty sure that it was just a weekend getaway cottage. It didn’t seem like a permanent residence. The rooms were strangely empty, but there were some clothes in some of the closets, and clean towels and toiletries in the bathroom—and some non-perishables in the kitchen. There was no dairy, no eggs—nothing that would spoil. No wonder the old man couldn’t find his tools; they weren’t in that house.

The rest of my day was spent trying to find help—hopelessly. I hiked from house to house until my legs were stiff and sore. I was exhausted—and I found nothing. The town was a ghost town. I even broke into a few homes hoping to find a phone—but nothing.

It was dark and late when I returned, once again, to that home. It had been a long twenty-four hours since I was dropped off on the edge of the highway, and somehow I’d ended up even further from home—now without the ability to even flag down a ride, because I was so far from the main highway.
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Idecided to sleep in that house. It felt weird, sleeping in the same house as a dead body, even if we weren’t in the same room. Just knowing that corpse was in that freezer, and nobody in the world knew that old man was dead but me… it had me feeling ill.

And, of course, I was worried. I was scared about having to explain all of this to the police—and to the old man’s family. What would people think? They would see me all dressed up like a girl and think that the old man was fooling around with me or something—maybe they would think some sexual excitement sparked that heart attack—or maybe they would think that I lured him to that empty house and killed him.

I felt a responsibility to explain everything to the police, so the family could have some understanding of what had happened… but another part of me just wanted to run away. I could spend the morning cleaning all traces of my presence and then I could slip away. I could ditch the female guise somewhere—so if any doorbell cameras saw me, the police would put their efforts into trying to find some girl that didn’t even exist…

It’s not like I committed that crime. The only ‘crime’ that I was committing was trespassing, and I was doing it respectfully. I planned to wash the sheets before leaving. I was only eating a box of crackers and drinking their tap water. I suppose you could argue that I was ‘stealing’ those crackers, and maybe that was a crime…

And I did plan to steal an outfit before leaving. I suppose that was a crime too—but it wasn’t murder. I wasn’t hiding that body in that freezer; I was preserving it out of respect for the man’s family.

I would send some anonymous tip to the police, explaining everything, but there was no need to expose myself and deal with all of those complications.

I probably only slept a couple of hours. The stress and anxiety had kept me up all night—and I desperately wanted to get home.

The highway was about 50 kilometres away, which was a bit more than a marathon. I was no athlete… so I had a long hike ahead of me. I started that hike that morning—after finding myself a new outfit.

I still had Ellie’s padded bra, but I had now switched panties. In the room of the younger woman, I found clothes that fit me quite well—though that girl apparently dressed a lot like Ellie. Everything was tiny and short and tight and revealing. I got the best coverage out of a pair of stretchy yoga pants, though they didn’t really feel like they covered anything because they were so tight—every detail of my legs and butt were on full display. At least it would stop mosquitoes from biting my legs.

There were no sweaters. I picked out a tank top. It was actually quite cute the way it fit my figure, with thin straps on my shoulders. It made my shoulders look more narrow, which helped to make me look like a girl.

I still needed to look feminine, because I still needed to get a ride all the way back to Canning once I reached the highway.

The white sneakers I found also fit me quite well, and they were comfortable… and I have to admit that they looked pretty cute. I stood in front of the mirror, admiring my legs. I had a better figure than I’d ever really realized. My bum was so round and perky. My legs were long. Those white sneakers made my feet look small and cute.

I found myself thumbing through that girl’s closet. My heart was racing. For some reason… I wanted to try more clothes on. I wanted to see what I would look like in her little summer dresses. There was a weird curiosity pulsing through me: a tingling down my spine… and a small grin growing on my face.

Maybe it was the lack of sleep. Maybe it was just a culmination of all the stress over the past few days. I wasn’t a crossdresser. I wasn’t transgender. I was a man, and I wanted to be a man…

So why was I kind of enjoying this? Why was I a little bit excited to step out onto the highway and see how fast I could get a guy to stop for me? Did I get some sort of weird pleasure out of this?

As I started to hike that long quiet road, I started to think of Ellie’s closet, packed with little outfits. She was always going out, leaving me home alone. And maybe I could just lock the doors and shut the curtains one night. Maybe I could slip into one of those little outfits, just to feel it on my body, to see what I could look like when there wasn’t the pressure of survival…

I walked for hours before reaching that first sign. The sun was right above me when I saw that I still had… 35 kilometres left to walk. I was starting to panic. That little town was a long way behind me now, and the highway was even further ahead of me. I was in the middle of nowhere. I only had a box of crackers and half of a bottle of water. Maybe I didn’t properly plan for this trip. Maybe I should have just stayed in that house until someone came to that little cottage town…

Though that could have meant waiting days… maybe weeks…

Suddenly, I noticed the dark clouds ahead of me. They were forming slowly—but they looked menacing. Lightning flashed and the sky growled.

The panic inside of me grew. I didn’t want to end up in that storm. I still had… maybe fourteen more hours of walking before I reached the highway. Now, that sounded like a lot—way too much in a horrible storm. Suddenly, the sound of hiding in some cottage for a few days didn’t sound so bad.

So I turned around. I moved briskly back towards that cottage. I wasn’t ready to walk all that way just to have to hitchhike home. I could wait in the cottage. I could stick around to explain everything to the police. Yes, it would be embarrassing to try to explain the whole story, but it was the right thing to do—and it meant not getting killed by lightning.

I moved fast enough that I was back at the cottage in just a couple of hours. I was exhausted and my legs were sore—proof that I probably wouldn’t have survived that long 50 kilometre hike. I got inside just as that dark storm came overhead. Ten minutes after stepping inside that warm cottage, the rain started to pour heavy. The clouds were so dense, it was like nighttime outside. Thunder boomed and lightning crashed with bright flashes. It went on for hours, but I was inside that cozy cottage, on the couch with a blanket over my body.

Now, all I could do was wait.
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There was enough food in that cottage to last me a few weeks if needed: packets of dried noodles, boxes of crackers, a pantry full of baking supplies, boxes of cereal, jugs of juice, bags of rice… I wouldn’t be eating like a king, but I would survive just fine.

I found an old piece of plywood and some old exterior paint in the garage. So when the rain stopped, I went outside and put a sign on the road, with an arrow pointing down that driveway. It said HELP. I figured it wouldn’t be more than a few days before someone came to that little town. There were a dozen cottages there… surely someone would come to use their cottage at some point…

There was a television in the cottage, but it didn’t actually get any channels. There was a DVD player hooked up to it, but I couldn’t for the life of me find any DVDs. I found a small bookshelf with some books, but nothing interested me even slightly. I tried reading one for about thirty minutes, and then I decided that I’d rather just sit with my thoughts.

It wasn’t long before I found myself back in that girl’s bedroom, before her closet, looking at the various clothing options that she had left for her cottage getaways. My heart raced at the thought of dressing up like a girl as a form of ‘entertainment’. Before, it had just been about survival… but now, it was curiosity.

I took down a yellow sundress, which had puffy shoulders and a narrow taper at the waist. Cute little string hung down from the low-cut at the chest. I wriggled into it and turned towards the mirror, blushing at the sight of myself. Why did that dress fit so well?

She had a pair of brown strappy flats. I slipped them onto my feet. My heart raced faster. My cheeks turned dark pink.

I don’t know why I liked what I was seeing…

I don’t know why I wanted to see how I looked in a different outfit. I wanted to think that it was just a fluke, that the little yellow dress would have looked cute on anyone—but I wouldn’t look cute in anything else.

But I did. The next dress was cute too—and the little black dress I wore after was the cutest of them all.

I stopped myself from going any further. I found a pair of grey sweatpants and a grey baggy sweater, and I spent the rest of the evening on the couch, watching the storm out the window.

It stormed all night. I fell asleep on the couch—and then I woke up to more storming. It was actually quite cozy, sitting alone, listening to the storm pattering against the windows. It had been a long time since I’d really been alone with my thoughts and memories. The way we live these days, with screens all around us, all the time—we never really have time to just explore our thoughts.

I found myself thinking about Ellie. She was probably wondering where I had ended up. Maybe she was even feeling guilty. Days had gone by and I still wasn’t home—and it was her fault. People were probably starting to worry about me. Maybe I was even a ‘missing person’ at this point.

And to think that this all started at that wedding, when I put on Ellie’s little dress… her panties, and her bra.

The other guys were all laughing hysterically when they put on their partners; dresses… but my laughter was… fake. It didn’t seem that funny. I was more nervous than anything. I was worried that I would look stupid; I didn’t want to look stupid… but then how did I want to look? Did I want to look good? When people started commenting on how ‘convincing’ I was, I felt a little rush.

Maybe I’d thought about how I would look in Ellie’s clothes before. Maybe I’d seen her in those little outfits, and I’d wondered what they would look like on me. I’d seen her smile when looking at her dolled-up reflection, and I’d wondered why I never felt that way when I looked at my own reflection.

I wanted to be cute too. I wanted to feel sexy when I went out, but I never felt that dressed like a guy. And when someone at the wedding suggested we dress up like our partners… I’ll admit it: I got excited.

I’ll admit it: I’d thought a lot about dressing up in Ellie’s clothes, but I’d never done it. I had no idea why I wanted to do it. I had no idea what I wanted to see. Now, I was starting to wish I would have never put on that dress. I wished that I would have kept those curiosities pushed away. Those curiosities got me into this mess. There were lots of guys who refused to wear their partners’ clothes; I should have been one of them.

I fell asleep that night with those thoughts in my head. I tried to convince myself that I would stay away from women’s clothing from now on, so that I wouldn’t get myself into any more trouble. But that wasn’t so simple, seeing as women’s clothing was all that I had.

In the morning, I went to change panties, but planned to stay in the same sweats… but after changing into a pair of black cotton panties, curiosity got the better of me. I found an old box in the older woman’s bedroom, and it was full of clothes that I could only assume belonged to the woman when she was younger. They were tighter and tinier—and a whole lot cuter than anything else in her closet. They were vintage… and cool. I tried on a little yellow and black checkered dress, and then I found myself putting on outfit after outfit. I found myself putting makeup on in the bathroom.

The storm was finally passing. Sun was coming through in occasional rays, sweeping across the tall pine trees.

I shaved my legs so they were smooth again. I spritzed myself with a cute-smelling perfume. I caught myself skipping through the house. When I sat to drink a mug of coffee, I noticed that I was crossing my legs, letting my foot dangle in the air in a cute kind of way. There was something about my posture: so much more girly… and natural. I kept catching myself humming.

And before I knew it, the day was over. I’d lost track of time, and the sun was already setting. Hungry, I made myself a bowl of ramen noodles. Then, I sat on the couch and listened to the old wooden beams creaking and groaning as the wetness outside dried up.

I fell asleep.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]



Each morning, I was sure that someone would come to rescue me. I was constantly convinced someone would stroll into town and see that big HELP sign that was literally block the road.

But nobody came. That town was desolate. I was starting to wonder if it was completely abandoned. After four days in that house, I decided to start looking for some way to contact the outside world. I went to the other houses, checking doors and windows for an opening. Some were locked tight, and I didn’t want to break anything to get in. But some houses had unlocked back doors or unlocked windows, so I was able to slip inside. I found one house with a phone, but the phone got no service. I found another house that had a router, which was plugged in, but no devices to get onto the internet. In another house, I found a laptop! So I took it to the house with the router… but the router had a password. I spent hours trying to ‘reset’ the router, but I was no computer tech, so all of my attempts came up with nothing.

After another long day, I ended up back in that cottage, on that couch. Another storm was rolling in… and a terrible hopelessness was starting to come with it.

Maybe I was going to have to make that long sixteen-hour hike to the highway if I wanted to get back home.
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My days were mostly spent playing dress up. It was all I had to do… and it seemed to do a good job of passing the time. Once I started putting on outfits, I would forget about my troubles, and suddenly, the whole day would be behind me. And I kept finding new outfits stashed away in boxes. That garage was filled with boxes of clothing, and there were closets full of clothes in the other houses as well.

I even found some male clothes that fit me… but turned away and left, pretending like I hadn’t found anything. I wanted to pretend like feminization was my option option.

I wasn’t ready to give it up.

I no longer knew who I was. Those fleeting crossdressing curiosities had morphed into something more. This wasn’t just a curiosity anymore; it was like an addiction. It felt like a part of me that I wasn’t going to be able to let go. Now, I spent my nights thinking about Ellie’s closet, packed with little outfits: endless cute combinations. I found myself thinking about various scenarios in which I come clean to Ellie about wanting to dress like her… or telling her that I wanted to be a girl.

And did I? Did I want to try being a girl outside of those cottage walls?

I woke up to beautiful weather one morning, and I knew that it was probably my best chance to start that long hike. I knew that I needed to do it sooner rather than later. My diet of ramen noodles, cereal, and crackers wasn’t making my body any stronger, and I was going to need all of my strength to make that long hike.

But I didn’t want to leave that cottage behind. I didn’t want to leave those clothes behind. I knew that it was very possible that I would never touch another dress in my life once I was back to the real world... once I was back to real life, in a place where people have their judgments and prejudices.

But I had to do it, so at 7:00 AM, wearing yoga pants and white sneakers, I started the walk. This time, I had a bag with plenty of water and food. I was in no rush. In fact… with each kilometre covered, the dread inside of me grew. I felt like each step was a step towards leaving this girly faze behind. I needed to get back to the real world; I had a job and a family and a girlfriend and a life… but I hated that it meant leaving this behind.

I looked down at my legs in those yoga pants, my feet in those cute sneakers. I was going to miss all of it.

I tried not to walk too quickly, but I still wanted to get to that highway before dark—and I managed to do it. It was around 8:00 PM when I reached that highway. I saw the intersection and my heart soared. I saw those yellow painted lines and knew that I would soon be home. I knew it wouldn’t take long to get a ride looking like that—and it was pretty unlikely I would end up in another big messy situation like this one.

And I was correct. It was the literal first car passing by that came to a stop. I was nervous approaching the vehicle. Those familiar fears came rushing in: what if this was a lunatic? What if they were some sort of murderer?

It was a younger man, about eighteen, with a bunch of hockey gear in his back seat. “Do you, uh, need a ride somewhere?”

“Canning,” I said softly. He nodded his head and unlocked his door. I sat down. It was a quiet ride, but he took me all the way, without even stopping for gas. It was a quiet ride; he was a shy guy; I don’t think he had much experience being alone with women… I knew that feeling. He actually reminded me of me in a lot of ways. At one point I saw him eyeing my legs, and my shoes, and I wondered if he was imagining a world in which he could dress like that… maybe another lifetime.

That’s how I always used to think. And now, those thoughts were stronger than ever. I looked at my own legs and wondered if maybe I would get a chance in the next life to have this all the time.

He dropped me off on the edge of the highway—just a ten minute walk from my house. I was tired—and nervous about showing up at the door the way that I was. How was I going to explain the past ten days to Ellie?

She wasn’t home when I got in, which was a relief. I was able to take off that girly outfit and clean myself up. It was surreal, being home after nearly two weeks stranded out in the middle of nowhere. I found my iPad and sent Ellie a message. “I’m home,” I wrote. She was home an hour later, crying hysterically, overwhelmed with guilt. She wrapped her arms around me and apologized profusely. The police came over shortly after; they needed to close the missing person file, which meant getting a statement from me. I told them about the old man in the freezer, even though I was terrified it would turn into a huge investigation with me as a suspect—but they quickly put the pieces together and ruled it a natural death—thank goodness. The coroner was able to confirm that it was a heart attack, and then there was the help sign and the dead car, and the motel owner confirming my story… and Ellie didn’t find out about any of it—not right away.

I wasn’t quite ready to tell her all of the details. She knew about the man and the heart attack, and me being stuck in that cottage—but she didn’t know about the girly clothes—and she definitely didn’t find out about the handjob that got me that first ride.

She didn’t need to know about the handjob… but I did want to find a way to tell her about the rest: about the clothes, and about feeling so happy wearing women’s clothing.

Over the next few days, I found myself unable to resist the urges to put on her clothes. When she would leave the house for the day, I would sneak over to her closet. I would spend hours trying on different little outfits—and I discovered the joys of wearing sexy lingerie. Oh God—the way those tight lace outfits hugged my skin… There were nights that I wore her lingerie under my sweats, praying she wouldn’t notice as she snuggled up to me. I knew that I was playing a dangerous game.

I knew she would find out sooner or later if I couldn’t figure out how to stop myself…

She did end up finding out—though I’m not sure when or how. We were settling into the bedroom to be intimate. We’d been kissing on the couch and now we were going to make love on the bed.

She went to put on lingerie. She took out a black lacy one-piece from the closet, and I thought she was going to slip it onto her naked body—but then she held it out to me. I froze up. “W—What’s that for?”

“You… to wear,” she said.

Before I could lie and tell her I wasn’t interested, she grinned and said, “I know you’ve worn it before. Just put it on. You don’t have to say anything.”

It was awkward, I’ll admit—but I did it. I slipped it on. A rush of adrenaline surged through me. She went to her closet and took out a box: a pink box, still with the price tag on it. She opened it up and revealed a long strap-on cock.

“What’s that for?” I asked nervously.

“You,” she said softly, fastening it around her waist.

Five minutes later, she had me bent over. She was fucking me hard, driving that long shaft deep into my tight body. After fucking me, she told me that I could wear her clothes whenever I wanted. “I don’t mind,” she said with a smile. I honestly thought that I was dreaming. It seemed so hard to believe that she was okay with this—and she even seemed to enjoy it. She seemed to get a kick out of being the dominant one; maybe it was a good outlet for her to get a bit of her ‘aggression’ out.

She even told me that I could be her ‘girlfriend’ if I wanted to. I wasn’t sure if that’s something I wanted. I really had no idea. This was all so new for me. It was fun—but it was scary. It’s not so simply to just change your entire identity overnight. I wasn’t ready to make a full change like that. For now, I was happy just being a girl when I was alone with Ellie. Her support and acceptance made it fun and freeing, but I wasn’t yet sure it would be the same out in the world with the rest of the human population.

But maybe that day would come.

THE END
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