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TINDER GIRL

Darren hasn’t had much luck with the ladies, so he joins Tinder. But even on Tinder, he’s not getting much attention. He wants to know what it would be like to be popular with women, so he creates a fake profile named Duke and uses pictures of some stud he finds on the Internet.

As he’s swiping right on every pretty girl he sees, he comes across a familiar face: Lexi, his crush from the office. He swipes right, and sure enough, they match. And it’s not long before Lexi tells Duke her big, hard secret. And now Darren knows more than he should.


CHAPTER I

Lexi Pupinski was beautiful. She had long dark brown hair and stunning fair skin. She always wore a deep red lipstick, which perfectly matched the bottoms of her shoes. And the dresses she would wear into work—Darren wasn’t the only guy who found himself staring at her with drool trickling down his chin.

But Darren was the only guy who was too afraid to talk to her. Everyone else made their moves on a semi-regular basis. The break room was usually empty, unless Lexi was in there—then suddenly eight different guys would decided to take their break. Sometimes Darren was one of them, but he was always too afraid to say anything to her.

Though he always thought that he would be able to talk to her. He would see her from across the office and his heart would start pounding with confidence. The pep talk he gave himself the night before would come rushing back to him and he would stand up tall and ready and proud of himself. And then he would walk up to her and she would look at him with those eyes, and everything would fall apart; his confidence would disappear in an instant. He would look away quickly, and he would suddenly feel small and weak. He was obsessed with that smile, but it was too good for him—too far out of his league.

“Hi Darren,” she would say as she passed his desk. His lips would part in an attempt to say hello back, but no hello would come out. Sometimes a noise would come out—a sort of whimper accompanied by a red-cheeked smile—but that was the best he could do. Then he would watch as she got settled into her own desk a few cubicles down, and then he would watch as the guys in her neighbouring cubicles tried again. “Looking good today, Lexi. Get a haircut? New dress?”

And as soon as 5:00 PM hit, Darren would go home alone, eat dinner alone, and stare at his computer screen alone. He liked to read motivational blogs, and they usually worked; they usually got him psyching himself up, convincing himself that he wasn’t worthless and he was in Lexi’s league. “Tomorrow I’ll talk to her,” he would tell himself. And the cycle would start all over again.

But even when he was all psyched up, he still knew deep down inside that Lexi and him would never be an item. She belonged with a man like George Clooney or Brad Pitt—not Darren Yuckers from Red Deer, Alberta. So Darren was smart enough to have a backup: an online dating profile—a few online dating profiles, in fact. He had a profile on every popular dating website, including Christian Mingle, even though he wasn’t Christian, and J-Date, even though he wasn’t Jewish. He was open to the idea of converting if the right girl came along—or if any girl came along for that matter.

Darren also used Tinder, the dating app. He always felt awkward logging into the app, knowing it was designed for horny young college students, but he wanted to make sure he was covering all the bases. He’s been using the app for a month already, and he’d only been matched with robot accounts. He fell for the first robot account—he said, “Why is such a beautiful girl interested in me?” and she replied, “50% off sunglasses, today only!” It still took Darren a few messages to realize she wasn’t a real person.

Darren swiped right on most girls. He never thought of himself as much of a catch, so he figured it would be best not to be too picky. He only swiped left on the girls that scared him: girls with face tattoos and piercings all over their bodies. But he got very few matches—and the matches he did get didn’t last long—usually not more than five minutes of conversation.

But Darren wasn’t too upset about his online dating failings. He didn’t mind living alone. He didn’t mind sitting at his dinner table alone each night. And he could live with having a queen-sized bed all to himself. He’d recently started getting into meditation, and it was easy to meditate without anyone around… So that was a silver lining.

And then he would go into work and he would see Lexi Pupinski at her desk, and he would suddenly feel terrible about his lonely dinner table and his empty bed. If he could have a girl like Lexi, his life would be a dream—better than a dream, in fact. Because even in Darren’s best dreams, he didn’t get with girls like Lexi.

It was around lunchtime when a large basket of flowers was delivered to Lexi’s desk at work. She looked so happy as she read the card and smelled the flowers. Apparently she was in a relationship now. And Darren couldn’t help but smile—at least she was happy. At least she was with a guy who knew how to make her smile. Though Darren’s smile was also filled with sad jealousy. He could have been the one buying those flowers—and maybe he would have been the one, had he ever had the balls to talk to her.

Maybe she would have found Darren to be incredibly interesting. Maybe he was exactly her type… Darren saw terribly average guys with stunning women on the streets all the time. Maybe Darren could be one of those lucky terribly average guys. Or maybe he was just doomed to a lifetime of watching other men buzz around Lexi like hungry wasps.

Darren saw Lexi’s new boyfriend that afternoon. He came into the office to pick Lexi up. And Darren was hardly surprised. He was a tall, buff man with a chiselled jawline and a sandpaper stubble beard. He was wearing an expensive Rolex and around his neck he wore a shining gold chain. He was everything Darren wished he could be—and he was everything Darren wasn’t.

At least Darren had his solitude…


CHAPTER II

It was that night, after seeing Lexi’s new boyfriend, that Darren became terribly curious. He found himself looking through male profiles on Tinder, wondering what it would be like to be so handsome and so lucky. He wondered if all the jock accounts were getting lots of hits from the ladies. Surely they must be—surely someone must be getting all the hits, seeing as Darren was getting none.

And Darren had the idea to create a fake profile using some pictures he found on Google Images. He just wanted to see how much of an advantage buff, handsome guys really got—or if they had the same struggles as Darren.

Darren spent a few hours tinkering with the photos in Photoshop, slightly changing facial features so that the girls couldn’t search the images to see that they were lifted from the Internet. Once he was done tinkering, he started crafting a profile. At first he listed a bunch of fake interests and hobbies and even a fake job as an investment banker. But before pressing publish, he realized that fake hobbies and a fake job would defeat the purpose of his experiment. So he copied and pasted the information from his real profile, only changing the name from Darren to Duke.

Then he hit publish. He swiped right on a number of profiles and then he waited. And it didn’t take long before his inbox was dinging with matches. His heart plunged into his stomach—it was exactly what he set out to see, but he hated seeing it. Apparently his looks really were holding him back—and he wasn’t even an ugly guy. He was just average—just painfully average.

He sent messages to his matches, and they replied quickly. He conversed with them the way he would converse had he been on his real profile. And strangely, the girls didn’t run away. They kept the conversation going. Darren stayed up all night chatting with a girl named Melissa. She was a dog groomer from Darren’s hometown. She was recently out of a relationship. It was around 2:00 AM when she finally admitted that she was just looking for a guy to fuck, to get back at her ex. “Do you want to come over and fuck me?” she asked. “I’ll only send the photos to my ex—and I’ll try not to get your face in any shots.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Darren said. His heart was racing. He’d never been invited over for a booty call before. And technically, he wasn’t being invited now—Duke was. The man in those photos was being invited over for a booty call.

There was a long silence from Melissa, and then a photo appeared in Duke’s inbox. It was of Melissa’s bare crotch, her legs spread. Her pussy was slightly agape and glistening with moisture. “I’ve already been touching myself,” she said. She sent another photo a minute later, with her fingers deep in her snatch.

Darren’s heart stuttered. “I have to work in the morning,” he said.

“At least send me a photo of your erect cock, on top of this picture,” she said, and then she sent a full nude mirror shot, featuring her perky tits and all. Darren’s heart was a stuttering mess now. Getting an erection wasn’t difficult. Getting her picture onto his iPad and taking a photo of his cock and the iPad together wasn’t hard either. But pressing send—that was hard. Darren had never sent a dick-pic before. There were no nude pictures of him anywhere on the Internet. How did he know that this Melissa girl was real? What if she was just a scam, collecting dick-pics for some pornographic website?

Darren sent the photo. It was the most exciting moment of his week—maybe the most exciting moment of his year. It was two minutes later when Melissa replied. “I wish that cock was inside of me,” she said. And Darren’s heart skipped a beat. The photo of his cock wasn’t lifted from the Internet—it was a photo of his own, real cock. And she liked it. She wanted more—she was literally now asking for more photos. So Darren sent a couple more from a couple different angles. “I just came so hard,” Melissa wrote. And then she sent a photo of her dripping pussy, with an image of Darren’s cock on her iPad. She wasn’t kidding.

“Now send me a photo of your beautiful face,” she wrote. Darren’s gut turned.

“I think I need to get some sleep,” he wrote.

“Just one photo.”

Darren found himself on the Internet, trying to find another photo of the guy he originally used. But he couldn’t find anything. “You there, Duke?” Melissa asked.

“Yeah,” Darren replied. “I just need to go for tonight. Good night!” He closed down his Tinder and then he turned off his phone. It was too much excitement for one night. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding and he couldn’t get the image of Melissa’s bare pussy out from his head. So of course he didn’t get any sleep that night.

He was tired at work, struggling to keep his eyes open. He would get a small burst of energy every time he checked his phone and saw that there was another Tinder message waiting for him. He didn’t check his messages there at work, but he was looking forward to checking them when he got home, even though they weren’t technically messages for him—they were messages for Duke—messages for some poor guy who made the mistake of publically posting his pictures on the Internet.

But even though Darren knew the compliments awaiting him weren’t technically for him, he couldn’t help but bask in the moment. He couldn’t help but think that some of the compliments had to do with the information on his profile: his hobbies and interests, and not just his pictures. But deep down he knew that wasn’t true. Deep down, he knew he was just hijacking another person’s life for the sake of some silly experiment.


CHAPTER III

Darren didn’t delete the profile. Even after a week, he decided to keep it. It became part of his nightly routine: chatting with girls on Tinder as Duke. He knew it was wrong but he couldn’t help it. It was nice getting a bit of attention for once in his life, and it was nice talking to girls through the safety of anonymity.

He kept telling himself that he would delete the profile and return to his real profile—and he even tried a couple of weeks later—but his real profile just wasn’t the same. He got almost not hits, no matter how many times he swiped right. No one cared about Darren—everyone wanted Duke. He ended up matching up with the same girl on both his Darren profile and his Duke profile. He tried chatting the girl up as Darren, and it only took a few messages before she said, “Sorry, Darren. I didn’t mean to swipe right on you, but you seem like a nice guy. But you’re just not my type.” And it was only a few minutes after that when he received a message from her on his Duke account. “What are you doing tonight? How badly do you want to fuck my little pussy?” Darren didn’t message her back.

But he knew the other girls he was messaging back were no different—none of them were swiping right on Darren, and if they were, it was probably by accident.

It was a Wednesday night when Darren was mindlessly swiping right on profiles as Duke, hoping to start a conversation or two, when he came across a familiar profile: the profile of Lexi Pupinski. Darren froze as he stared at her picture. He took a few seconds to look closely at her image, to see if it really was her, or just a doppelgänger who happened to be named Lexi. But it was her—Lexi was on Tinder.

Darren read through her profile and saw that she was looking for something long term—no games. “I’m ready to settle down with the right guy. Maybe that guy is you,” her profile said. Darren’s heart throbbed and then he swiped right—as Duke.

Then he put his phone down as his heart rate increased. He had to take a deep breath to regain his composure. He felt a warmth burning in his chest. The biggest crush he’d ever had was back on the market. If there was ever a time to chat her up at the office, that time was now. Maybe she would reject him, but there was no harm in trying. If he didn’t try, then he definitely would never end up with her.

So the next day at the office, he found himself keeping a close eye on Lexi. She was dressed to kill—wearing a short red dress and her long hair down. She had an amazing glow about her, and Darren wasn’t the only one who noticed. Matt came up to his desk a few minutes before lunch. “Did you see Lexi today? Isn’t she a babe?” he said.

Darren smiled and his hands trembled. “I guess so,” he said.

“You guess so? Look at her—she’s a ten out of ten. Too bad she’s dating that rich guy,” he said. Matt had no idea that Lexi was no longer dating that rich guy—or she was sneaking around on Tinder behind his back… But that didn’t seem like Lexi. Lexi was sweet and happy. She wouldn’t cheat on her boyfriend—at least that’s what Darren liked to think. But he knew that he didn’t know anything about her. He’d literally never talked to her before, unless you count the incomprehensible mutterings he made when she said hello in passing.

Lunch came. Darren watched as Lexi got up and left the office. She was going out for lunch. But Darren had a whole speech planned—he was finally going to talk to her, so he couldn’t just let her leave. He had to catch up to her and chat her up before someone else beat him to her. So he followed her down the stairs and down the street. He kept his distance, trying his best not to come off as a creep.

He watched as she turned and went into a little café. Then he went inside too. He found himself behind her in line. He could smell her amazing perfume and he could feel her warmth radiating off of her body. He wanted to reach out and feel her soft skin. He wanted to spin her around and tell her that he was madly in love with her. But instead, he just remained silent and terrified that she would turn around and think that he was following her—which was exactly what he was doing.

And his nightmare came true: she turned around and looked right into his eyes. His heart plunged down into his gut and fizzled away in his stomach acid. She stared for a moment before smiling. “Hey,” she said.

Darren’s lips parted and he nodded his head. A sound came out that closely resembled “Hello.”

“I thought I was the only one in the office who knew about this place,” she said. “Have you tried the turkey sandwich? It’s my favourite.”

Darren shook his head. “No,” he said. “But maybe I’ll try it today.” And his heart started racing—he was talking to her. He’d said his first words to her—at least his first words that were actually real words. “I like turkey,” he said. He felt his cheeks turning red.

Lexi laughed. “It’s my favourite. But all their sandwiches are good. I think I’m going to get the pastrami today.”

“Pastrami is good,” Darren said, and then he watched as Lexi went up to the counter to order her sandwich.

And Darren was happy with his small accomplishment, though he wasn’t sure where to go from here. He went up and ordered his sandwich, and then he found himself standing next to Lexi with a few other people, waiting for his order to come out. He looked over at Lexi and she smiled. His mind was completely blank. He couldn’t think of anything to say. He started to panic—every silent second was eating away at him. So he went to the bathroom, and he hid there for a few minutes, staring at himself in the mirror, trying to calm down his racing heart.

When he emerged, Lexi was already at her own table by the window, with her sandwich. And Darren’s sandwich was waiting for him on the counter. So he grabbed it and started towards the door. And then he saw Lexi waving at him. “I got a table,” she said, “if you want.”

Darren’s whole body became tense. He managed to force a smile and then he managed to take the seat across from Lexi at the small table.

“It’s almost impossible to get a table here—no one ever gives them up,” she said. And then she looked over at a guy on his laptop. “People come in here in the mornings with their laptops and they don’t leave until the place closes. And I’m willing to be they’re all aspiring screenwriters.” She laughed. Darren tried to force himself to laugh, but even he could tell that it didn’t sound genuine. But his mind was still blank. He couldn’t think of anything to say. He strained to bring something into his mind—any possible topic of conversation, but he couldn’t muster anything. But he did think of a compliment—he wanted to tell her that he liked her hair. But he couldn’t say it—he was afraid that complimenting her hair would make him look shallow. But he didn’t know enough about her personality to compliment anything but her appearance.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

Darren nodded and forced that big, fake smile. “Great,” he said.

“I’m Lexi by the way—I don’t think I ever got your name,” she said.

It stung, hearing that Lexi didn’t know Darren’s name, even though they’d been working together for almost two whole years. “Darren,” he said. At least they were talking now. At least she was learning his name now, rather than never learning it at all.

She reached her hand across the table. Darren was slow to realize she wanted to shake his hand, but once the realization set in, he gave her his hand. And for the first time, he felt her warm, soft skin. “Nice to meet you, Darren,” she said.

And then the silence returned to the table. Darren’s mind was blank again, and he found himself trying to decide whether or not to compliment her hair. What if she didn’t like her hair? What if she was planning on getting it changed soon? A few minutes of complete silence went by, and then Darren couldn’t take any more. He got up and said, “I’ve got a file I need to finish. See you at the office.”

“Bye, Darren,” she said, only half done her sandwich.

Darren didn’t actually have a file he needed to get done. He just needed to get away from Lexi before he made a complete blundering fool out of himself.


CHAPTER IV

Darren was buzzing for the rest of that afternoon, until his phone buzzed and he saw that he had a new message on Tinder. He opened the app up and saw that Duke had received a message from Lexi. “Hey there,” she said simply.

Darren felt strangely defeated, as if he’d lost his chance—as if he’s lost a battle with himself. Duke and Lexi had matched in Tinder twenty-four hours before, but Lexi had waited to send Duke a message. Maybe she was waiting for Duke to send the first message—or maybe she was waiting to see if anything happened in real life. And something did happen: Darren talked to Lexi and had lunch with her. But Darren didn’t have the balls to turn that conversation into anything, so now Lexi was resorting to the buff, handsome, and non-existent Duke.

“How was your day today?” Darren asked, as Duke.

Lexi didn’t reply right away. So Darren went ahead and made himself some dinner, and then he watched an especially riveting episode of Law and Order. And then his phone buzzed again. “My day was okay. It started out rough but it got better,” Lexi said.

“Why did it start out rough?” Darren asked.

“I’m going through a breakup. I guess I’m just not used to waking up alone.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Darren said.

“It’s okay—sorry to throw that on you. I’m not trying to complain.”

“It’s okay.”

“Have you ever been through a bad breakup?” Lexi asked. And then Darren found himself staring awkwardly at his phone, wondering if he should lie. He’d never been through a bad breakup—the only breakup he’d ever been through was in high school, and they’d only been dating for a week, if you can even call it dating. “Not lately,” Darren decided to say—it was more of a stretch of the truth than a lie.

“Anyway, let’s not talk about that,” Lexi said.

“Why don’t you tell me about yourself,” Darren said, and then he was shocked when Lexi really did start telling him about herself. She told him about where she was from—which wasn’t too far away from where Darren was from. She told him about how she wanted to be an artist, but she couldn’t afford it. She told him about how she dreamed of visiting Paris and London one day—but the furthest she’d ever been from home was Winnipeg.

And then Darren told Lexi about himself—about growing up in Red Deer, and about all the places he wanted to visit one day. And then Lexi asked Darren where he worked. And now he had to lie. “Some investment banking firm downtown,” he said.

“Which one? That’s what my brother does, too.”

So Darren looked up a few online and picked one at random. “No way, that’s where my brother works. I bet you know him—his name is Lewis.”

“I think I know Lewis—he works on a different floor though,” Darren said. And he squirmed as he realized he was no longer having an honest conversation with the girl of his dreams. Now he was just lying, pretending to be someone he wasn’t, just so he could chat for a few minutes with the girl he’d been obsessed with for two whole years.

“I should be getting to bed,” Lexi said. “We should talk more tomorrow.”

“I’d really like that,” Darren said.

Darren went to sleep with dreams of Lexi, and then he woke up with a big smile on his face. Maybe it wasn’t the way he’d always dreamed he would have his first real, deep conversation with Lexi—but at least he’d had a real, deep conversation with Lexi.

He perked up when she came into the office. He smiled at her and she smiled back. “Hi,” Darren said, and then he couldn’t believe that he’d said it first.

“Hi Darren,” Lexi said. She actually remembered his name. His heart pounded into his ribcage—she’s actually remembered his name.

She took a seat at her desk with a smile on her face. She was really glowing today—more than most days. She looked happy, and Darren couldn’t help but feel partially responsible. Was she thinking about Duke? If she was, then in a way she was really thinking about Darren—and no beautiful woman had ever thought about Darren with a smile on her face before.

Darren went to that sandwich shop again for lunch. Lexi was there when he walked in, already at a little table in the corner. He smiled at her as he walked in, and she smiled back. The seat across from her was empty, and Darren was sure that he was going to take it, and then he was going to talk to her openly and confidently—the way he talked to her as Duke. But as soon as he got his sandwich, his stomach started to turn and his heart started to flutter. He couldn’t do it—he was just too anxious. So he slipped out of the café without even making eye contact with Lexi, and he ate at his office desk.

But when he was home from work, he didn’t hesitate: he opened up Tinder and he sent Lexi a message. “I hope you had a good day today,” he wrote. And she wrote back within minutes.

“Much better than yesterday,” she wrote. “In fact, it wasn’t even until this afternoon that I remembered my ex.”

And the conversation picked up from there. They talked about favourite food, favourite movies, and favourite music. It was midnight when Lexi finally said, “Oh my God, it’s so late. I really need to get to sleep.”

“Well I can’t wait to talk to you tomorrow,” Darren wrote.

And then Lexi sent a message that made Darren’s heart skip a beat. “There’s something I need to tell you. I always hate telling people this, but you should know before we talk any more.”

“What is it?” Darren asked. He had his eyes glued to his phone. He didn’t even want to blink.

There was a long delay. The messenger told Darren that she was writing a message, but no message was appearing. She was either hesitating or writing an exceptionally long message. But when the message came, it wasn’t long at all—just one simple, bone-chilling sentence.

“I used to be a man,” she said.


CHAPTER V

That single message kept Darren up late. He didn’t reply to it right away—he didn’t know how to reply to it. He tried wrapping his head around the message. Was it a joke? Was she testing him? Or was it real? And if so—how was it possible? How could one of the most beautiful women on the planet actually be a man? She was too petite to be a man—too soft and smooth. And her voice sounded feminine—not at all like a man’s voice. Surely it was just a joke—or a test, to see how serious Darren really was about her. So it was a couple of hours later when Darren finally sent his response. “That’s cool,” he wrote.

And then he felt stupid for writing it, but he couldn’t take it back. He tried to think of some sort of follow up, so he didn’t sound so foolish, but he wasn’t able to think of anything. So he put his phone away and he tried to get some sleep, but he only managed to squeeze in a couple of hours before his alarm went off. The first thing he did was check his Tinder messages. And he was excited to see a message from Lexi. “You really don’t mind?” she asked.

He caught himself smiling, but he wasn’t sure why. If it was true, he couldn’t possibly continue to be interested in her. He couldn’t date a man—not that he was going to be dating Lexi anyway. He wasn’t even talking to her as himself, so why did he think he had any sort of chance? If anything, he was ruining his chances by making Lexi think there was some handsome hunk that wanted to be with her, regardless of whether or not she had a long cock between her soft, smooth thighs.

“I don’t mind,” he wrote back.

He arrived at work twenty minutes later. Lexi came in just two minutes after him, with a big smile on her face. Her cheeks were red, as if she’d spent the night with the real Duke, having multiple orgasms while somehow also getting the best sleep of her life. Darren smiled at her as she went by. She smiled back, but her mind was clearly elsewhere. Her eyes were glazed over. Even Matt came up to Darren and said, “Think she got laid last night or what?”

Darren shrugged his shoulders. He couldn’t help but notice that Matt wasn’t the only guy staring at her—which wasn’t out of the ordinary. But now that Darren knew her secret, he couldn’t believe her popularity. All of these men were obsessing over another man!

But was she really a man? Was there any evidence? Darren found himself staring at her, trying to spot an Adam’s apple. She had a bit of a lump on her throat, but some of the other girls in the office had slight lumps as well. And Lexi’s tits did seem slightly stiffer than normal tits, but maybe she just had an especially firm bra. The dress she was wearing was tight, but Darren couldn’t spot any bulges. She seemed to be anatomically correct for a female—but that didn’t necessarily mean anything.

There was only one way to know for sure, and that was to see her naked. So that night, Darren started the process of trying to get Lexi to send a nude photo. He was careful and he didn’t move too quickly. He started with a few compliments and then he started telling her about how long it had been since he’d been with a woman. He was surprised when Lexi said, “I assure you that it’s been longer for me.”

“But you were dating that guy for so long,” Darren wrote, as Duke

“How do you know how long I was dating Craig for?” she asked, and then Darren realized she hadn’t said anything about her ex.

“I just assumed,” Darren wrote back with a stammering heart.

“Well you’re right. We were together for almost two months, but he never put out. I don’t think he was comfortable with what I had going on downstairs, if you know what I mean.”

“That’s a shame,” Darren said. And it was the first mention of her apparent masculinity since her first message, the night before. Darren was still determined to obtain some proof.

“I wish you were here with me, right now,” he wrote. It was a risky move, but it was an important step towards getting a photo.

“I wish I was there with you, too.”

“Any chance I can get a picture of you, to keep me company?” Darren wrote. Now his heart was racing, pounding so hard that he was worried it was going to pound right out of his chest.

“There are lots of pictures on my profile,” she wrote with a little smiley face.

“I was thinking something more… private,” Darren said.

Then there was a long silence. Darren regretted sending the message. He started pacing around his living room. He tried to think of a way to take the message back—maybe by saying he was just kidding. But he knew she wouldn’t believe him. And if she deleted the message stream and blocked him, then what? What were the chances of him finding her again with a new fake profile? And what were the chances of him matching with her again? Maybe it was for the best—maybe taking Duke out of the picture was the best thing for Darren. Then there wouldn’t be some big handsome hunk in the mix. Then Darren could make a move—and now he knew so much about her. He could relate to her so much easier now that he knew they had so much in common.

Darren’s phone buzzed. There was a picture. He opened the picture as his heart skipped another beat. She had her dress pulled down to her waist. The skirt of her dress was still covering her downstairs, but her tits were out, and they were perfect: adorable C-cups with perky nipples. It wasn’t the proof that Darren was looking for, but it was more than enough to put a big, crooked smile on his face. “You’re so beautiful,” he wrote to her.

“You really think so?” she asked.

“I know so,” he wrote. And he stared at that photo for the rest of the night. He wanted to make it his background photo. He wanted to print it out and put it on his wall. He wanted to have it tattooed on his body—but he managed to simply keep it saved to a private folder on his phone. He stared at that photo as he went to sleep that night, and then he stared at it in the morning, before going into the shower. He thought about that photo while he jerked himself off in the shower, and then he thought about that photo when Lexi walked into the office that morning, beaming even brighter than usual.

“Hi Lexi,” Darren said.

She smiled and nodded at Darren, and then she went to her desk and started daydreaming—probably about Duke. Was it Darren’s dream scenario? No. But at least he got to be personal with Lexi—personal and private and intimate—even though it wasn’t in person, and it wasn’t genuine. Lexi thought she was talking to someone else—someone with a different name and a different body.

Darren knew he was a catfish. He knew he was a creep and probably a pervert too. He knew he had to find a way to come clean for the sake of his own conscious, even if it meant losing any possible chance at a relationship with Lexi. He had to do the right thing.

And he kept telling himself that he was going to do the right thing, after another day or two of enjoying his online relationship with her. He was already looking forward to getting home so he could continue their conversation.

Darren went to the café again for lunch, and again he saw Lexi sitting at a table by herself. “Mind if I sit?” he asked once he had his sandwich.

“Go ahead,” she said with a big smile.

Darren took a seat. He was painfully nervous, but he was proud of himself for taking a baby step. He looked into Lexi’s eyes and said, “You’re glowing.”

“I’m what?” she said.

“The last few days, you’ve been glowing,” he said. “You just look—happy. Not that you aren’t usually happy. But now you’re unusually happy.”

She laughed and her cheeks turned red. “Well I guess I’ve been happier than usual lately.”

“That’s good,” Darren said. But he didn’t want to ask why—because he didn’t want to hear the truth coming out from her lips. “The turkey sandwich here really is good,” he said. And then he noticed her attention was down at her phone, which she held under the table.

Darren’s pocket buzzed a moment before Lexi looked up. “What’s that, sorry?”

“The turkey really is good here,” he said. He looked at his phone under the table. He had a Tinder message. He opened it up slyly and saw that it was from Lexi. “I’m thinking about you,” she wrote. Darren’s gut turned. He felt strangely hurt, even though Lexi had just zoned out from his conversation to talk to him in another conversation. “I just remembered I’ve got a file I need to finish before lunch is over,” Darren said. He stood up and wrapped his sandwich back up. “I’ll see you back at the office.”

Lexi smiled and nodded, and then Darren left, still with that fluttering in his gut.


CHAPTER VI

Friday came along, and it was a special Friday: it was the staff Christmas party. Every year, something hilarious happened at the staff Christmas party that people never forgot. One year, one of floor managers got completely naked and ran around the block. He tried to do a full lap, but the cops nabbed him. Another year, two of the interns were caught having sex under the boss’ desk. And another year, the CEO got so drunk that he bought every employee a new big-screen television. He stumbled into the electronics store across the street—which was just about to close—and he bought every television they had in stock. Darren got a nice 52-inch screen, which was probably worth $1,800 at least.

But this year, Darren didn’t plan on getting drunk or partaking in any of the drunken shenanigans—all he wanted to do was get closer with Lexi, wiggle his way into her life, and slowly start the process of replacing Duke with Darren.

Work started late for everyone that day: 11:00 AM instead of the usual 9:00 AM—this was because the party didn’t start until 7:00 PM, and if there was a two hour gap between work and the party, most people would probably end up going home and lots of them wouldn’t come back.

Darren waited until he saw Lexi wrapping up her work before he wrapped up his. He waited until she went into the boardroom where lots of the staff had already started drinking before he went into the boardroom. He didn’t want to be creepy, so he kept his distance at first. He let other guys approach her and chat her up while she sipped away at her first drink. He even went into another room with some other guys for a bit—just so he wouldn’t seem too desperate.

He was also waiting for the liquor to kick into his system. He knew that with a couple beers and a couple shots of tequila, he would be more outgoing. And he knew that once Lexi had a couple of drinks in her, she would be more forgiving—and less aware of any embarrassing blunders he made while chatting with her.

He peeked in on her every ten minutes or so—looking in through the glass quickly, just to make sure she was still there. It was around 9:00 PM when he started feeling a bit more confident, and she started looking a bit more receptive. But he wasn’t ready yet—he still wanted to give her another twenty minutes of space. He was chatting with a few of the accounting guys when his phone buzzed: a new message on Tinder.

He slipped away to his cubicle to check the message. It was from Lexi. “I’m at this party right now and it’s a lot of fun. You should come down,” she said. Lexi wanted to meet Duke in person—but of course that was impossible, as Duke didn’t exist.

“I wish I could. I’m stuck at this office Christmas party,” Darren wrote.

“No way—this is my office’s Christmas party too,” Lexi wrote. “You should try to sneak away. I really want to meet you in person.”

“I really wish I could sneak away,” Darren wrote. He peeked over his cubicle wall and saw that Lexi was in her cubicle, staring at her phone’s screen. She was alone and a little bit drunk: the perfect opportunity for Darren. So he finally made his move.

He walked over casually and he stopped behind her. His original plan was to pretend to be surprised to see her, but that plan failed when she didn’t notice him standing behind her. And then a few seconds of silence passed and he realized he’d missed his opportunity to act surprised. When she finally turned around, he felt like a creepy stalker, lingering quietly over her shoulder. She even jumped, as if he’d scared her. “Darren—what are you doing there?” she asked with a hand on her chest.

“Sorry—I was just walking by and I saw you at your desk. You aren’t working, are you?” Darren asked.

She laughed and her cheeks turned a slight shade of red. “No—I was just checking my messages.”

“Oh yeah?” Darren said with a smile. “Boyfriend wants you to come home?”

She laughed and her cheeks turned dark red. “He’s messaging me, but he’s stuck at an office party, too,” she said. Darren’s heart clenched. Did she just refer to Duke as her boyfriend? She was calling a non-existent person her boyfriend? What had Darren done? He was stringing this poor girl along, wasting her time, and setting her up for humiliation and heartbreak.

“Well I should get back to the party,” Darren said. “Are you going to come back?”

“I’ll probably come for another drink,” she said. And she joined Darren back to the boardroom where all of the liquor was set up. They had a drink together. Darren told Lexi a few jokes and Lexi laughed, and then Lexi asked, “Do you have a girlfriend, Darren?”

Darren felt a hotness rushing into his cheeks. “A girlfriend? No—not right now I don’t,” he said.

“Why not?” Lexi asked. She was staring right into his eyes.

Darren shrugged his shoulders. “There’s a question I wish I could answer.”

“Well you’re a great guy. You should try Tinder. I’m sure you could find yourself a cute girl on there.”

Darren forced an awkward smile. “Maybe I will,” he said.

She stared into his eyes for a few seconds—which felt like a few minutes, or even a few hours. She was beautiful. Her eyes were stunning. How could she actually be a man? How was it possible? Where was her Adam’s apple? Was that slight lump her Adam’s apple? And her shoulders weren’t broad at all—they were narrower than the other girls in the office… But what did that prove? “You know, you really remind me of the guy I’m seeing,” she said. “I hope that doesn’t sound creepy.”

“Not at all,” Darren said.

She stared into his eyes for a moment longer, and then she seemed to snap out of her daze. “I just need to use the washroom,” she said.

“Sure thing,” Darren said. He watched as she walked gracefully in her cute heels towards the bathroom. Darren’s heart was stammering. He felt closer to Lexi than ever before. She was beautiful and she laughed at all of his jokes and she seemed legitimately interested in him. Maybe he could have her with a bit of work. Maybe he could figure out a way to transition her from Duke to Darren. Maybe she would understand if he admitted everything—maybe she would even be flattered.

Darren’s phone buzzed. He stepped away to check it—another Tinder message from Lexi. “I can’t stop thinking about you,” it read.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” Darren replied.

“Do you really not care that I used to be a man?” she asked.

Darren had to think about it for a minute. He wasn’t sure if he knew the answer just yet—but he knew what he had to say. “I don’t care,” he wrote.

And then a moment later, he received a picture from Lexi: standing in front of the mirror with the skirt of her dress hiked up, exposing her long, thick erection. “I had to walk away from the party because I got hard thinking about you,” she wrote.

Darren’s gut turned and his head started spinning. So it was true: Lexi truly was a man under the makeup and the dress.


CHAPTER VII

Darren had to slip into the bathroom himself, just to get away from all of his co-workers. He made a point of going to the bathroom that was on the other end of the floor, where no one would find him. He locked the bathroom door, just to be safe. He found himself looking at the picture—zooming in to make sure it was real. That cock wasn’t just real—it was huge. It was a still image, but Darren could practically see it throbbing.

“Looking good,” Darren wrote, because he couldn’t think of anything else to write.

She sent another photo. Now she was in a bathroom stall and she had her dress off. Her bra was on the floor. But she had tits—the bust on her chest wasn’t just a stuffed bra. Whether they were real from hormone therapy or implants, it was impossible to tell from the photo—but at least she had tits. At least she wasn’t just a man dressed up as a woman… Or was there any difference? Her erection was still tall and thick in the photo. Darren’s heart continued to throb.

“More,” Darren wrote. His heart skipped a beat. He took a deep breath in, filling his hot body with cool air. His hands were trembling slightly. He felt so naughty, but so strangely excited. Lexi sent another photo, this time with her fingers curled around her erection. She was pulling the foreskin up over her tip.

“Do you want me to come for you?” Lexi asked.

“Please,” Darren wrote. He found himself staring at the photo with eyes that wouldn’t blink. Why was it so mesmerizing? Why was a photo of an erect penis not repulsive?

Lexi sent another photo, this time of her rear end. She had something black pressed into her asshole. “Sometimes I carry a vibrator in my purse,” she wrote. Darren forced a sharp breath in; he was worried that he would pass out if he didn’t force himself to breathe. The woman he’d been obsessed with for years was currently just a few rooms over, stroking her big erection with a vibrator shoved up her ass. And she was sending the photos to Darren of all people…

Darren found himself taking off his pants. He looked at the door to make sure it was properly locked. And then he pulled out his erection, which was already rock-hard and throbbing. With his trembling hand he did his best to snap a photo. He took a deep breath before sending it to Lexi. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this hard,” he wrote.

“I wish you were here so you could come in my mouth,” Lexi wrote. She sent a picture of her parted red lips. Darren squirmed. He wished he could have been in that bathroom with Lexi. He wished he could have had his cock between those beautiful plump lips. He would have done anything. He would have dropped to his knees and sucked her long, beautiful cock if that’s what she wanted.

“Show me your cock again,” Darren wrote.

She sent another photo of her cock. Her tip was now a shade of red. She wasn’t far from her climax. Darren hardly even noticed that he had his fingers curled around his member and he was beating himself off. He wasn’t far from an orgasm of his own.

He stared at that photo while the tingling between his legs became more and more intense. He bit down on his tongue hard. She sent another photo: of her cock, mid-orgasm. She was coming into the palm of her hand: a beautiful white pool of warm jizz. It was twenty seconds later when she sent another photo: her in front of the mirror, sucking the cum out from her hand. Then she sent another photo, of her tongue with the cum being cradled perfectly. Then one last photo: her tongue with nothing on it, because that cum was now inside her belly.

And that was enough for Darren. He ended up coming all over the bathroom counter—shooting as far as the mirror. He squirmed and groaned and then he cleaned it all up with wads of tissue paper—but not before sending Lexi a photo. “Good boy,” she wrote. “But you made me ruin my dress. How am I going to explain this?” She sent a photo of her dress, which had a small white cum stain on it.

“Say you spilt some piña colada,” Darren suggested.

“Too bad you couldn’t be here with me.”

“Agreed.”

Darren got himself straightened up and then he went back out to re-join the party. It was only a minute later when Lexi emerged from the bathroom. She scanned around and then her gaze stopped on Darren. She smiled and waved and then walked towards him. “Hey—sorry about that,” she said.

“No worries,” Darren said. He couldn’t help but look down at that stain, knowing it came from her perfect throbbing cock.

She laughed nervously. “I accidentally spilled some piña colada on myself,” she said.

“It happens,” Darren said. His heart was pounding. He wanted to tell her that he knew her secret. He wanted to tell her that he was really Duke, and that he was sorry for lying, and that he wanted to be with her… But he couldn’t bring any of those topics out into the open.

“I should probably be going,” Lexi said. “Last year I had the worst hangover of my life—I don’t want that again. I’ll see you at work on Monday.”

“See you,” Darren said with a smile. His heart fluttered and his lips parted as he tried one last time to come clean. He knew that he was only making things worse the longer he waited. But he just couldn’t bring himself to say it. He didn’t want to ruin the fun little thing he currently had going with her.

So he went home too, and found himself sitting alone on his bed, looking again through those saved photos on his phone, in that hidden folder. He still had a hard time believing they were real, and he had a harder time trying to figure out why he was so turned on by them. He’d never been attracted to cocks or trannies before—so why now? Why could he not stop staring at that series of photos, of Lexi jerking off and slurping up her own cum?

He found himself on his Tinder app, with his chat window open with Lexi. He wrote out a message. “Lexi, I need to come clean. There is no Duke. This is Darren, from the office. I made this fake account as an experiment and then I came across your profile. I didn’t mean to deceive you, and I hope I’m not breaking your heart.” He hovered his thumb over the send button, but he just couldn’t press it. His body froze up whenever he came close, and then he started to tremble.

There had to be another way…


CHAPTER VIII

Darren didn’t get around to sending that message that weekend. How could he? He had Lexi—the girl of his dreams—sending him photos the next morning of her laying in bed. “Wish you were here with me.” She had the covers barely covering her tits and barely covering her cock. “Why don’t you come over?”

“I’d love to but I’ve got a splitting headache,” Darren said. And then Lexi sent another photo of her on her back with her knees up to her chest. The camera was at the perfect angle to catch her erection and her puckering butthole.

“If that headache goes away, this is all yours,” she wrote. And Darren couldn’t help but picture himself on that bed with Lexi, holding her knees against her chest while he burrowed his cock into that tight asshole. 

“I’ve heard that cum can cure the worst hangover,” Lexi said. And then she sent a close-up photo of her hot member. And Darren squirmed. He hated that he wasn’t in that room. All he wanted to do was stroke that cock and suck the cum out from her tip. But he knew that would never happen. He knew that there was no way to transition from his current position to being Lexi’s boyfriend.

And maybe he could have been Lexi’s boyfriend, had he not gone ahead and created Duke. Even if he killed Duke off, he couldn’t compete with his own creation. If he took Duke out of the picture and then asked Lexi out on a date as Darren, he knew there wouldn’t be the same sexual energy or excitement. He knew Lexi would constantly be thinking of what could have been. Duke was essentially the perfect man. The man probably spent eight hours a day in the gym—he was practically a Greek god. Darren was one hundred and sixty pounds on a good day, and most of that wasn’t muscle.

That Saturday, Darren went to the gym for the first time in his life. He brought his phone with him, so he could search online to see how to use the gym equipment. He was only there for twenty minutes before he was completely exhausted. He couldn’t figure out how men spent hours lifting weights. After just twenty minutes, his poor arms could hardly lift themselves.

That Sunday he woke up to another sexy photo from Lexi. His arms were throbbing with pain as he held his phone up to stare at the photo. She was in bed, on her side, blowing a kiss at the camera. Her beautiful tits were teasing the edge of the frame. “God, you’re so beautiful,” he wrote. And then she sent blushing emojis back.

And he regretted all the compliments. He regretted all of the jokes and all of the deep conversations. It was all just setting her up for disappointment and heartbreak. And it was making the real him seem less and less attractive… even though it was him.

The conversations were real. The jokes were his own. The compliments were genuine. Hell, even the dick-pics were actually pictures of his cock. The only falsities were the profile photos—and the name. It was Sunday afternoon when Darren finally gathered the courage to fix the mess he’d made. “Hey Lexi, I need to tell you something,” he wrote. He didn’t wait for her to reply before he said what he needed to say. He had momentum and he didn’t want to lose it. “My name isn’t actually Duke.”

It was a minute before she replied. “So what’s your real name?” she asked.

“I can’t tell you yet,” he said. “I wish I could say why, but I just can’t right now.”

She sent a laughing emoji. “I thought you were going to tell me that you didn’t want to chat with me anymore,” she said. “I don’t care if your name isn’t Duke. But I need to call you something…”

“Just call me D,” Darren said.

“Okay, D. It doesn’t have the same ring to it, but I’ll get used to it.”

Darren felt a massive wave of relief. He was a small step closer to coming clean with Lexi. It was a small victory, but he still didn’t know how he was going to break the news to he that all of the profile pictures were false—or that he was actually Darren from her office.

* * *

A new guy was slated to start work at the office on Monday. They cleared out one of the cubicles between Darren and Lexi to make room for him. Everyone spent the morning gossiping about rumours they’d heard: where the new guy came from and what happened the guy who held that desk before. Apparently he’d been fired for trying to sleep with the CEO’s daughter at the Christmas party. Darren didn’t even know the CEO or the CEO’s daughter were at the Christmas party.

It was around 10:00 AM when Darren’s phone buzzed with another Tinder message from Lexi. “Thinking of you,” she wrote. “We really need to meet soon. No more excuses.”

“Soon,” Darren said.

“How soon?” she asked.

“Hopefully very soon,” Darren said.

Lexi sent Darren a cute photo from her desk. And then she sent a second photo of her cock under her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties. Darren found himself casually and cautiously leaning back in his chain, trying to see Lexi from his desk. She was wearing a short skirt—it was a brave choice not to wear any panties.

“So sexy,” Darren wrote.

And then Lexi sent another photo, this time with her knees up. She had that black vibrator in her ass. “How long will it take me to come?” she asked.

“Your naughty,” Darren wrote. And then he looked over again at Lexi, who was still sitting inconspicuously at her desk. One of the bosses walked up to her and asked her about a file. She casually answered. But Darren could see that her cheeks were a shade of red. There was a vibrator buzzing in her ass, stimulating her prostate, bringing her closer and closer to an amazing climax.

Once the boss walked away, Darren’s phone buzzed again. “Oh my God, I’m getting close,” she said. She sent another photo. Now she had a condom on her cock, to stop herself from ruining her skirt and her chair and the underside of her work desk.

“I wish I was there,” Darren said.

And then Darren was suddenly feeling particularly cheeky. He got up casually and wandered over to her desk. “Hey Lexi,” he said. She turned around with wide eyes. Her knees were pressed tightly together. She forced a smile.

“Hey Darren,” she said.

“Just wanted to check in on you—to make sure your hangover wasn’t too bad on Saturday,” he said.

She shook her head. “Nope. All good,” she said. She was still forcing a big smile. She squirmed and mashed her thighs together slowly.

“You okay?” Darren asked. He had to bite his tongue so that he wouldn’t smile. He knew she was seconds away from filling a condom full of hot jizz.

“Mhm,” she said, nodding.

“I also wanted to say that, uh, your dress was really pretty at the party. I thought it looked really good on you. I hope you don’t mind me saying…”

“Not at all. Thanks, Darren,” she said. She was looking into Darren’s eyes now. Her brow lowered and she let a little whimper slip—she was coming while staring right into Darren’s eyes.

“Maybe I’ll see you at lunch,” Darren said, turning away slowly.

“See you,” she said softly. It was only a few minutes later when Darren received a picture of her cum-slicked cock next to a filled condom. He saved the photo to his secret folder and then he went back to work with a big grin on his face. He felt like he’d taken another step closer to getting Lexi for himself—and getting her away from Duke.


CHAPTER IX

Darren sat with Lexi during lunch, and they chatted through most of their lunch break—for almost twenty-five minutes straight. And then Darren lost Lexi to Duke again; she slipped out her phone and sent Duke a message, making Darren’s pocket buzz. But this time, Lexi heard the buzzing. “I think you just got a message,” Lexi said.

Darren’s heart fluttered. He stood up quickly. “It’s probably Carol,” he said—Carol was their manager. “I told her I would be back from lunch early—I completely forgot. Enjoy the rest of your lunch.” Darren checked his phone on his way back from the sandwich café.

“I really want to meet you. I’m starting to think that you aren’t real,” Lexi said to Duke.

“I just need some more time,” Darren wrote back.

“How much longer?”

“I don’t know,” Darren said.

“I don’t know if I can wait much longer.”

Darren’s gut turned. Now he was feeling the crunch—she was giving him a time limit, but her limit was vague. It probably wouldn’t be long before she started messaging other guys on Tinder, and Darren knew it wouldn’t be long before she found a guy willing to sprint across the city to be with her and her beautiful cock. Darren had to think of a way to make Lexi his—he had to think of a way to kill of Duke without breaking Lexi’s heart—and the only way he could think to do that was to come clean—no lies, no sugar-coating. If she rejected him, then so be it.

But the thought of having that conversation made Darren feel ill. He continued convincing himself that there must be another way.

As Darren settled back into his desk at work, he noticed a brown coat flung over his cubicle wall. He stood up to see a man on the other side of the cubicle: the new guy. He looked up at Darren and smiled. And Darren’s heart sunk into his stomach.

It wasn’t the guy from Duke’s profile pictures, but he was damn close. He was tall and thick with muscles. His face had a perfectly even stubble beard from ear to ear—he looked like a magazine model. Darren looked at his hands and saw that he was wearing no rings. Darren looked at his desk and saw that he had no pictures of kids or of women. His computer’s background picture was of a motorcycle—probably his own. The man was obviously single, and like every single man before him, he would undoubtedly be taking a shine to Lexi.

As if on cue, Lexi came back from her lunch break. She started walking down the isle of cubicles, and the new guy noticed her instantly. He looked past Darren and stared at her, his eyes glowing with a newfound determination. Lexi looked at the man and hesitated. She probably stopped to wonder if the man was Duke—even she saw the similarities. She smiled and her cheeks turned a shade of pink. The new guy nodded with a charming smile, and then he looked up at Darren. “What’s her name?” he asked.

“Her? Who?” Darren said, playing dumb.

“The brunette with the legs,” he said.

“Oh, she’s—uh, what’s her name again? Lexi—I think,” Darren said. He wanted to fall to the floor and curl up and lay there forever. He couldn’t compete with this new guy. His arms were thicker than Darren’s legs.

Darren caught Lexi staring at the new guy a few times throughout the day—and he couldn’t blame her. He found himself staring at the new guy a few times, mostly out of jealousy. The man could have had any girl he wanted. He could use his own photos on his Tinder profile and probably get more hits than Darren got using photos he lifted from the Internet.

It was about an hour before the end of the day when the new guy got up to chat with Lexi. He asked her to come over to his desk to help him with one of the computer programs. Darren had to suffer through the torture of sitting there and listening to Lexi as she leaned over the new guy’s shoulders and guided him through the program. The new guy was pretending to be especially oblivious so that Lexi would hang around for longer. “I really love your perfume, by the way. Who makes that?” the new guy asked.

And Darren could practically hear Lexi blushing. “It’s called Nirvana, by Elizabeth and James.”

“It’s amazing,” he said. “Sorry—I didn’t mean to be a creep. I just had to point that out.”

“No worries,” Lexi said. Darren squirmed. Then he got the idea to send Lexi a message on Tinder, to pull her away from the new guy.

“Send me a photo of your beautiful face,” Darren wrote. And then he heard Lexi’s phone buzzing on her desk.

“Do you have to answer that?” the new guy asked.

“It’s just a message—nothing urgent,” she said. Darren’s heart sunk into his gut. He was losing her—even as Duke. The new guy had a big advantage: he was actually real. She could actually see him with her own eyes and feel him with her hands.

“We didn’t use any of these programs at my old job. The workflow here is so much different than what I’m used to,” said the new guy.

“Well I don’t mind showing you through everything,” Lexi said.

“Maybe after work we can grab a drink and you can tell me how things are done around here.”

“I’d be happy to. But I need to get a bit more work done here. Just wave me over if you need a hand!” Lexi said. Darren looked over and saw that Lexi’s eyes were beaming as she turned back towards her desk. She was flattered and flustered. And maybe it was for the best. Maybe she was better off with the new guy—he could make her happy and he didn’t have to lie to her.

Darren’s phone buzzed a minute later. It was Lexi, on Tinder. “Hey, sorry. I’m just at work right now and I can’t really send photos,” she said. “It’s super busy here today.”

Darren sunk into his seat. It was the beginning of the end. Darren was hopeless and so was Duke. It was back to watching other guys have what Darren never would…


CHAPTER X

Lexi didn’t send many messages that night. In fact, she didn’t send any until Darren started messaging her, asking her if everything was alright. “Yeah, why?” Lexi asked. She sent no sexy photos and no flirty messages. When Darren asked how her day was, she said, “Just another day at the office.”

“Anything interesting happen?”

“Only if you think filing documents is interesting,” she replied.

Darren felt defeated. The past couple of weeks had been the best of his life—which was sad, seeing as he had spent the better half of the past couple of weeks pretending to be someone he wasn’t. It was the closest he would ever come to Lexi, and it was probably the closest he would ever come to being with a beautiful woman.

On Monday, Lexi and the new guy were chatting a lot. Every break, they were in the break room, telling stories, telling jokes. Darren hated to see a man sweep her off her feet with so much ease. He was so confident—and of course he was. He had every reason in the world to be confident. It took Darren two years to build up the confidence to properly say hello in passing. He simply couldn’t compete with the new guy.

But he found himself wondering if the new guy was possibly a blessing. Maybe the new guy could help Lexi forget about Duke, and then Darren could figure out a way to get the new guy out of the picture, leaving only Darren. It seemed like a good plan—Lexi was already starting to drop Duke. She asked Duke again that Monday if he could meet up finally, and Darren had to say, “I just can’t right now.”

“Are you married? Am I just some online affair you’re having?” Lexi asked.

“No, I’m single,” Darren said. And he said no more. He wanted Lexi to lose interest. And it was working.

Though it hurt his heart when she wrote: “I like our conversations. I wish we could have them in real life.”

“What if I was disfigured—and the photos on my profile were from before my accident?” Darren asked.

“Accident? Are you okay?”

“It’s a hypothetical question.”

“I don’t know how to answer it. I want to say that I wouldn’t care, but who knows how I would really feel in person. That’s the most honest answer I can give you. I really hope you weren’t in an accident.”

“There was no accident,” Darren said. “There were lots of mistakes, but no accidents.”

“I just want to meet you.”

“Soon,” Darren said.

Lexi and the new guy went out for drinks again the next day. Darren’s heart stammered down into his gut. They were becoming closer and closer—though Darren was still the one that she had lunch with. In fact, the new guy asked her if she wanted to go out for lunch, and Darren overheard her saying, “I’m actually getting lunch with Darren.”

“Okay, no problem,” the new guy said.

Darren’s heart pounded with excitement. He hadn’t even asked her out for lunch—their little lunch date was just assumed after a couple weeks of getting lunch together. But it wasn’t much of a lunch date. Darren knew he had fallen into the friend zone. At the café that day, Lexi even told Darren about Duke. “I’ve been talking to this guy online, but he doesn’t want to meet with me.”

“Maybe he’s not who he says he is,” Darren said.

“What do you mean?”

Darren shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe his pictures are ten years old. Or maybe he’s using someone else’s photos.”

“You think he’s a catfish?”

“Would that make you hate him?” Darren asked. And Lexi stared into Darren’s eyes with a curious look. She took a moment before shrugging her shoulders. “I have no idea,” she said.

“I mean—if you met him, and he was a different guy, but he said all the same things and made all the same jokes, and you had all the same conversations—would you care?”

“Of course I would care—then he would have lied to me.”

“Would you care enough to drop him?”

And Lexi didn’t have an answer, which gave Darren a warm glimmer of hope. But that glimmer was short-lived. As soon as they were back at the office, Lexi had her eyes set on the hunk of a new guy. He was wearing nothing but a tight white tank top—all of the girls in the office were staring at him. Darren overheard him saying that he spilled some of his lunch on his shirt and he didn’t have a spare with him. But Darren was pretty sure he was just looking for an excuse to show his muscles off around the office.

That night, Darren received a Tinder message from Lexi. “Your pictures—are they really of you?” she asked. Apparently their conversation at lunch had resonated with her.

Darren was slow to respond. His immediate instinct was to lie and say yes, to protect their little fantasy relationship. But he knew if there was ever a chance of a real relationship, he had to be honest. But he couldn’t force himself to do it—he couldn’t will himself to send the word ‘no’ to her phone. So he lied. “Of course they are,” he said. “Why?”

“I don’t know. I guess I’m just paranoid,” Lexi said.

“Are your photos actually of you?” Darren asked.

She sent back a laughing emoji. “I send you photos of me all the time—if it wasn’t me, where could I have gotten so many photos of one person?”

Darren squirmed. He hated lying to her. It made him feel sick and uncomfortable.

“Now that I think of it, you’ve never sent me a photo of yourself—above the waist, I mean,” she wrote. “Maybe you could send one now, to put my mind at ease.”

Now Darren was really squirming. He wanted to throw his phone against the wall and never think about it again. He wanted to go back in time and kill Duke. Duke was the biggest mistake he’d ever made. “The camera on my phone broke last night. I dropped it down the stairs,” Darren wrote.

“That’s a shame,” Lexi said after a long silence. Darren could tell that she wasn’t buying the story. He put his phone away for the night and he found himself staring at his bedroom ceiling. He was starting to face reality: his fling with Lexi was coming to an end.


CHAPTER XI

Darren woke up the next morning with a clear head: he knew what he had to do if he was going to have a shot at Lexi—though he wasn’t proud of the plan. It involved breaking her heart, but he knew that she was a strong girl and she would recover.

First, he had to delete Duke from existence. It wasn’t easy pressing that ‘delete account’ button that morning. Once the account was gone, he would have no way of conversing deeply with Lexi—and it would be the end of the sexy photos. But it had to be done. Duke wasn’t real so he needed to be removed from the picture. Darren bit down hard on his tongue as he willed himself to press that button.

And he really pressed it. The account was gone. All of the messages were gone. Soon, Lexi would log onto her Tinder app and see that she wasn’t able to chat with Duke anymore.

Darren found himself regretting his decision after just a few minutes, but the damage had been done and the Tinder account couldn’t be reactivated. Darren started thinking about creating a new account for Duke, flicking through thousands and thousands of profiles, just to find Lexi again. He could tell her that a friend took his phone and deleted the account as a joke. They could laugh it off and carry on their conversations as if they’d never ended.

But Darren knew that would take hours—maybe even days or weeks. There were millions of people using Tinder—the chances of him finding her were slim. And deep down inside, he knew that deleting Duke was for the best if he was going to have a shot at Lexi.

The second part of his plan was harder than the first. He needed to get the new guy away from Lexi, and he needed to keep her away from Lexi. He knew just how to do it, but he knew it was cruel. Still, the next day at work, he found himself looking over at the new guy’s desk, waiting for him to get up to grab a coffee from the break room. Darren just needed to get him while he was alone—just a few minutes.

But the new guy only seemed to get up when he wanted to talk to Lexi. He was timing his breaks with Lexi’s breaks, and he even followed her off to lunch. Darren watched them during lunch, from across the café. The new guy had his arm over Lexi’s shoulder and he was talking quietly to her. She looked sad—and it kind of looked like he was consoling her. Was she upset about Duke’s suddenly vanishing?

Darren decided to wait a few days—but he knew he couldn’t wait long. He knew that if he gave the new guy long enough, he would become too attached to Lexi, and there would be no splitting them apart. But he needed to give Lexi enough time to get over Duke, so that Darren wouldn’t just be a rebound.

So it was a few days before Darren finally got up and cornered the new guy while he was pouring himself a coffee. “Hey,” Darren said, startling the new guy. He nearly spilled hot coffee on his hands.

“Hey, sorry—I didn’t see you there,” the new guy said.

“I just wanted to tell you that I think you’re a really good person,” Darren said.

The new guy smiled. “Oh, thank you. I mean—I do my best, I guess.”

“Yeah, well I’m impressed. I don’t think I could get involved with someone like that… Not that I discriminate. But I guess it’s just a matter of preference,” Darren said. His heart was pounding. He hadn’t even broken the news yet and his gut was already churning with regret.

“What do you mean?” asked the new guy.

“Lexi—you guys are a thing, right?”

He laughed and his cheeks turned red. “I don’t know if we’re a thing. We’re just friends, though I’m thinking of taking it further. You guys are friends, right? Got any tips for me?”

“I should be the one asking for tips from you. I wish I could see past that.”

“See past what?” asked the new guy.

“Her being a man and all,” Darren said. And then he pretended to be shocked by the new guy’s suddenly pale face. “Wait—did you not know? Oh, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything. I assumed she told you. Oh God, now I feel horrible. I’m sorry—that was none of my business. Please don’t tell her that I told you. She should be the one to tell you. I just thought you knew.”

“You’re fucking with me, right?” he asked.

“Like I said, it’s none of my business.” Darren turned around to leave, but the new guy grabbed his arm to stop him.

“What do you mean, she’s a man?”

“Sorry—that’s not politically correct. She used to be a man. But like I said—none of my business. Please pretend like I didn’t tell you that. I really feel awful. Poor girl—it’s probably so hard for her to tell people.”

The new guy was speechless now, and that’s the way Darren left him. But Darren didn’t feel happy or even hopeful, even though another part of his plan had successfully been carried out. He didn’t want to get Lexi like this. He didn’t want to manipulate his way into her life. If she was happy with the new guy, who was he to put an end to their relationship? It really wasn’t his business, but still, he stood there and delivered the news without hesitating.

Darren slouched into his office chair and found himself staring blankly at the screen. His heart hurt. He tried to convince himself that he wasn’t such a bad person, but it wasn’t easy. Though he did find some consolation in the thought that Duke was never real and should have been deleted a long time ago—and the new guy was going to find out that Lexi had a cock sooner or later. Why not now? Wasn’t Darren doing her a favour by telling him before he got too involved?

Even with this justification, Darren still felt sick to his stomach. He looked over at Lexi, who was looking sad at her desk, and he decided that he was going to leave her alone from now on.


CHAPTER XII

It was that night that Darren found himself on Tinder, on his own profile. He was going through profiles, swiping left and right. He had a new strategy for finding a partner. This strategy involved blocking the person’s image with a piece of paper, and only swiping left or right based on the person’s profile.

Surprisingly, this strategy worked. After an hour of going through profile after profile, Darren had a few matches, and a few messages. He was pleasantly surprised to see that the girls messaging him were cute and they seemed nice enough. They didn’t log off after Darren sent a single message. Some of them really wanted to chat with him, and they seemed happy to be chatting.

Maybe Darren wasn’t so hopeless after all. Maybe he had learned a thing or two during his time as Duke.

One of the girls wanted to meet up with Darren for a date that night, so Darren went along. He felt strangely calm as he walked up to their meeting place: a hip bar in the industrial part of town. He even felt calm as he approached Cindy, his date. Her face lit up when she saw him. “Are you Darren?” she asked.

“That’s me. You must be Cindy.”

“You’re so much more handsome than in your photos. My God, man—you really need new photos!”

Darren found himself blushing. He had been putting in a bit more effort into his appearance. He’d gone to the gym a few times, and he certainly felt a bit healthier. He was happy to hear that it was showing.

Cindy was a nice enough girl—though her interests were not in line with Darren’s. She was into craft beer and electronic music. She worked as a nurse, and she didn’t have many topics of conversation that weren’t hospital-related.

At the end of the night, they parted ways without a kiss—but they were mutually happy. No one said it aloud, but there was an agreement to just be friends. The next evening, Darren found himself back on Tinder, swiping through profiles, still with the images covered.

After about twenty minutes, he came across a profile that stuck out to him in a big way. She sounded perfect—she liked all the same things as Darren. And the way her biography was worded, she sounded so gentle and so kind. Darren couldn’t swipe right fast enough.

It was only a minute later when his phone buzzed with a match. His heart leapt up near his throat as he hoped it was the girl with the sweet biography—and it was her, and she’d sent him a message.

So he peeled the paper off of his screen, so he could see what this mystery girl looked like. And then his heart fizzled down into his gut when he saw that he’d matched with Lexi.

“What are you doing on here?” she asked.

It took Darren a minute to gather the courage to respond. “The real question is, what are you doing on here?”

“Looking for love in all the wrong places,” she said.

“I hear that,” Darren said. He had to sit down. His heart was pounding too fast and his legs were trembling too hard.

“You wouldn’t believe how many dick pics I get in an hour,” she said, with a little laughing emoji.

“Well don’t worry, you won’t get one from me,” Darren said. He felt warmth rush into his cheeks. They started chatting, as if they were together at that sandwich café. “So why are you on here and not with that charming new guy from the office?” Darren asked as his heart skipped a beat.

“He got weird on me yesterday. I don’t know what happened. But he wasn’t really my type anyway. He was way too obsessed with the gym and his ‘bros’.”

And then Darren wrote, “I have to confess something to you… Actually, a few things.”

“Go for it,” she wrote.

And Darren told her everything. He told her about Duke and then he told her about what he told the new guy. “If I could go back in time and take it all back, I would. I’m really sorry.”

He didn’t get a reply back. He thought about sending her a message, asking if she’d gotten the big confession, but he knew that she’d gotten it—and he wasn’t sure he wanted to know how she felt.

But unfortunately, they only worked a few cubicles apart.

Naturally, Darren didn’t get much sleep that night. He found himself tossing and turning and regretting everything. He knew he was a bad person, and now he was going to be treated like a bad person. He was responsible for breaking the sweetest girl’s heart. He was a menace to society.

He got up early the next morning and found himself looking through job postings. He knew work was going to be torture, sitting a few dozen feet from the girl he’d deceived and stalked and tormented. So the sooner he could get a new job, the better.

He got into work early and he made sure to slouch into his office chair, so no one would see him over the short cubicle walls. When people started arriving for work, he sunk lower and he kept his gaze on his computer screen.

He recognized the sound of Lexi’s heels as she entered the office. He sunk down as low as he possibly could. He even closed his eyes and prayed for the moment to pass as quickly as possible. Her clicking heels stopped behind him, and his heart stopped with them. He took a deep breath, ready for the confrontation—ready to be reamed out in front of the whole office.

She tapped on his shoulder. He peeled his eyes open and turned around slowly. She was staring at him. “Aren’t you going to say hi?” she said.

“Hi,” he said with a turning in his gut.

“You say hi to me every morning,” she said.

Darren forced a smile. “I said hi this morning,” he said.

“Yeah, after I made you,” she said. She was grinning. She walked over to her desk and took a seat. And Darren wasn’t entirely sure what had just happened. Was she teasing him? Was she mad at him? It certainly seemed like she was being playful—but why would she be playful with him after everything he did?

Darren didn’t get much work done that morning. He was relieved when lunch came around, because he could finally slip away and get forty-five minutes away from Lexi. But the relief was short-lived. It was only ten minutes into Darren’s lunch break when his phone buzzed. He had a Tinder message from Lexi, on his real Tinder account (the only one he had left). “Where are you?” she asked.

“Where am I?” Darren asked back, not sure what to say. He didn’t want to admit that he was eating lunch in an empty boardroom on a different floor.

“Why aren’t you having a sandwich with me?” she asked.

Darren wasn’t sure what to do. Lexi was acting strangely nice, and she was strangely calm about the whole ordeal. Was she setting Darren up for some sort of public humiliation?

He slowly made his way down to the sandwich shop. His hands were trembling and the back of his neck was sweaty. If it was a public humiliation, then he knew he deserved it. And maybe being humiliated would make him feel better about what he’d done to her.

She had a table by the window. She waved him over as soon as he entered. She had a smile on her face. “Enough—I can’t take this anymore,” Darren said before he even sat down. People around were all staring at him now. Lexi’s eyes were wide. “Just get it over with,” he said. “Tell me how much you hate me. Tell me how horrible I am. Tell everyone. I can take it. I already know it.”

But Lexi was silent. She even cracked a grin. “What are you on about?” she asked.

“I lied to you, and I’m sorry about that—I don’t know how to say it so you’ll believe me.”

She started laughing. “You think I’m mad at you?”

“Aren’t you?” he asked.

“No—I’ve never been happier,” she said. Darren looked around awkwardly and then took a seat at the table.

“Why?” he said.

“Because now I have you, and you really want me,” she said, blushing slightly. “I’m not mad—I’m flattered. You did so much just to be with me. You really don’t care about who I used to be—and that makes me so happy. I’ve never had that before. Every guy before you has either run away or gotten weird when they found out about my… secret. Some guys become creepily obsessed, and some guys go through weird existential crises. But you—you wanted me before and you want me now. And you’re real.” She was smiling big now.

“So you don’t care that I lied to you?” Darren asked.

“Care? Sure—But am I mad? No. I had some time to think about it. I want to give this a try. I want to be with you.”

She leaned over the small table and kissed him on the lips. He had to pinch his arm to make sure he wasn’t dreaming—and he wasn’t. This was really happening. Lexi really wanted to be with him.

The rest of the workday went by in an instant. Darren didn’t get much work done, and neither did Lexi. They spent the whole rest of the day staring at one another with stars glowing in their eyes. As soon as five o’clock hit, they were gone—skipping the bar, skipping the restaurants. They were going to spend the night together—just the two of them.

They ordered Chinese food to Lexi’s apartment, and then they watched a couple movies on Netflix. Darren was nervous; he knew where the night was going. He knew sex was on the dessert menu, and he hadn’t forgotten about her big cock. He was nervous, but strangely excited. It was uncharted territory that he was looking forward to exploring.

They were halfway through the third movie of the night when Lexi’s hand slipped down the front of Darren’s pants. She massaged his cock for a few seconds, and then they kissed. All of Darren’s anxieties fluttered away in an instant. He let her stick her tongue into his mouth, and then he started exploring her soft, curvy, and a little bit boyish body with his hands. He squeezed her small tits and then he squeezed her firm ass. His heart rate increased as his fingers travelled closer and closer to her cock.

“Don’t be shy,” she said.

“I’m not shy—just excited,” he said. And it was true. He didn’t feel shy or nervous. He wanted to grab that cock and stroke it. He wanted to suck it and rub it against his body until she unloaded cum all over him. He couldn’t get to it quickly enough.

When his fingers finally slipped up her skirt and wrapped around her cock, his heart rate soared. It felt so good—so warm and so satisfying. He clenched it tightly an stroked it slowly. She moaned, making his heart skip a beat. He looked into her eyes and knew that she was perfect—everything he ever wanted, cock included.

“I’m a virgin,” she whispered.

“I’ll be gentle,” he said.

“Don’t be gentle,” she said. “I want it hard.”

Darren couldn’t help but smile. He lifted up her skirt and he pulled her panties down quickly. Then he pressed the tip of his cock up to her tight hole—

Then he watched as her eyes widened as he sunk deep into her tush. Her smile grew bigger and bigger—he was a lot bigger than her little black vibrator.

“Holy shit,” she muttered. “Fuck me—please fuck me,” she said.

And she didn’t have to ask twice. He started pounding her little tush, and she started moaning. And Darren knew that as long as he had Lexi, he would be happy.

THE END
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