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TRAPPED WITH A TRAP

Anders hates two things more than anything: liberalism and political correctness. So he’s hesitant to go to his friend’s office New Years party—with a company that values diversity and inclusiveness more than their own products and services.

His plan is to stay until midnight and then leave as soon as everyone shouts, “Happy New Year!” But his plan is foiled when he gets trapped on the thirty-third floor of the building with Maggie, the girl of his dreams. At least he thinks she’s the girl of his dreams, until he finds out she doesn’t quite qualify for the ‘girl’ part of that title.


CHAPTER I

It was New Years Eve, 2017, and I was stuck at a party that I wanted nothing to do with.

My buddy, Phil, dragged me out; after I’d told him fifteen times I didn’t want to go. He’d been asking me to tag along with him for over a month, since the party was announced at his work. It was his office New Years Eve party—a party I had no business attending. But every employee got a plus one. I don’t know why Phil picked me instead of bringing some date—or just someone who actually wanted to go to the stupid party. I had no idea why he was so insistent that I tag along.

Actually, that’s not true. I was pretty sure I knew exactly why he dragged me out: he thought it would be a good opportunity to introduce me to women. Phil wasn’t the only one of my friends who looked at me like a pathetic loser every time we hung out.

I was thirty-three and single, and apparently that was about the same thing as having cancer. Even my own family wouldn’t stop asking me, “Is there something wrong?” Are people supposed to be hitched by thirty-three? What’s the big rush?

I had an awkward conversation with my own mother, just a few weeks before the party. She asked me to meet her for coffee, and I should have seen it coming. She sat me down and stared at me with the most serious face I’d ever seen her make, and then she asked, “Anders, sweetie, are you a homosexual?” The people having coffee at a nearby table overheard her questioning and they all looked over at me with big grins, trying their hardest not to laugh. I felt my cheeks turn dark red. It was so humiliating. I don’t know why my own mother thought I was gay—I’d only been single for two years.

But I guess at thirty-three, two years is a long time to be single—especially with all those dating websites and apps. I knew one chick that was dating seven guys at once—all dudes from that Tinder app. All of the guys thought they were exclusive; I met four of them, and I was tempted to tell every single one of them. But she said that she would pick one once she was sure he was the one. I guess that’s how modern human matchmaking works…

So I wasn’t dating seven chicks at once—did that make me gay? I still liked women. Hell, I loved women. I loved looking at women, touching women, smelling women. I know that sounds creepy, but what I’m trying to say is, I loved being single. I loved the freedom to be with a woman when I wanted to be with one. I liked the open playing field. I wasn’t ready to be tied down.

Okay, so I shouldn’t say I loved the freedom to be with a woman when I wanted to be with one. There were plenty of nights that I wished there was a woman by my side. Sure, it can be lonely after two years of being single. I always thought that the single life would be filled with one-night stands and horny chicks, but the reality was much different. The reality was mostly just tedious dates with women I had nothing in common with.

I wished I had been born fifty years earlier. Modern women were the worst. I hated all that feminism crap. To me, the date was over once the woman said that she wanted to pursue a career before starting a family. Since when did women want to work so badly? Working sucks. They had a good deal back when they were encouraged to stay at home. Who in their sane mind would want to trade that life in for working?

I always found myself biting my tongue on dates, trying not to let my opinions slip out. I couldn’t stand their rampant liberalism. And my God, they were all liberals—every woman I ever met. Even the ones who called themselves conservatives were really just confused liberals. They still wanted to focus on their meaningless careers, and they all wanted to be just like men. I went on a date with one chick that said she was trying to be the first female to play in the NBA. Biting my tongue didn’t stop the laughter from slipping out. Why can’t women just accept the fact that men and women are different? There are serious biological differences—a woman will never be able to play in the NBA. That’s just a ludicrous thought.

I went on a date with one woman who was unemployed. She complained and complained about the state of the job market. When I asked her what kind of job she wanted, she said “Something in management.” When I asked her what her experience was, she said, “Technically nothing, but it’s not fair that men get all the management positions and women get nothing.” I cringed at the statement. She summed up the modern woman: give me stuff because of the fact that I’m a woman, not because of my skills or experience.

In 2017, women just wanted to be men, and I didn’t see that trend dying down any time soon.

And don’t get me wrong. It’s not like I thought men were any better. If anything, they were worse—a bunch of testosterone-free soy-boys. I was living in Vancouver at the time, and my God—every man just wanted to be a woman—literally. I lost a good friend of mine to the nonsense; not just a friend, but also my roommate at the time. He went to a doctor and came home with a box full of pill bottles. He started taking them that night: hormone blockers, estrogen, and all sorts of weird shit. A few months later, he had surgeries booked.

And that’s around when I started noticing them all around me: trannies, men with mental disorders. I made the mistake of calling it a mental disorder at a bar one night. A nearby table overheard me. They got up and started shouting until the whole bar was up in arms. The manager came by and asked me to leave. “The thought police,” I called them as they walked me to my car.

But I’ve fallen away from my story…

The New Years Eve party at Phil’s work was the last place I wanted to be, because Phil worked for a giant tech firm—one of the firms that made the news all of the time because it was ‘so progressive’. It was apparently the first firm to hire fifty-percent men and fifty-percent women. What ever happened to hiring people based on merit? They’d recently won awards for hiring record numbers of gays, minorities, and people of various religious backgrounds. But I never heard of them winning any awards for their products or services… But I guess in 2017 that was irrelevant.

So I knew the party was going to be lame. I had a good feeling that the girls Phil wanted me to meet were just a bunch of feminist psychopaths. And I knew I was just going to have to keep my mouth shut all night. Smile and nod—just smile and nod and hope that Phil doesn’t put me in any awkward positions…


CHAPTER II

The party started out about as expected, with the company’s vice-president taking to the podium to excitedly share the fact they surpassed their diversity quotas for the year, and are already on track to meet quotas for 2018. Everyone clapped and cheered, and I did my best not to roll my eyes and scoff.

Next, the president took to the podium to thank all of the minorities in attendance who overcame adversity and managed to get a job working for the company. Everyone clapped again. I looked around and couldn’t help but notice that I was one of maybe twenty white people at the party—a party which had about four hundred people in attendance. When they said diversity, did they really mean ‘non-white people’? I tried not to roll my eyes, but I may have let one slip. Luckily, no one seemed to notice.

They had a few other speakers take the stage—a Muslim who spoke for ten minutes about the struggles of being Muslim in the workplace, a black man who talked about how excited he was that the company’s values were also in line with black values, and then a transgender guy, who wanted to thank all of his coworkers for referring to him by the correct pronouns. I had no idea whether he was supposed to be a guy or a girl, or what he was before. I forced myself to clap along with everyone else.

I was excited when the caterers finally emerged with trays of champagne. I needed alcohol if I was going to get through that night. I waited anxiously for one of those trays to reach me, but none ever did. The champagne flutes were snatched up too quickly. The caterers went into the back to retrieve more, but even those were snatched up by greedy employees who wanted seconds, who didn’t seem to care if I got my first or not.

I gave up on the idea of getting a glass of champagne. Instead, I walked out into the hall where a single bartender was busy serving a crowd of thirsty partygoers. I stood in line for about fifteen minutes, just to get a beer. They only had craft beer, which I wasn’t thrilled about, but I took it anyway. I always thought that craft beer was just a competition between hipsters to see who could make the worst tasting beer.

I downed my drink and then got back into the line-up for another. This time, I lied and said I was getting for a friend as well, so I left the bar with two bottles.

I found myself in the corner, sipping at my beer, trying to locate Phil in the crowd. It was hard to see past the hordes of Phil’s coworkers and their guests. It was hard to hear anything over the music, though I did hear a nearby group chatting about how proud they were of their LGBT coworkers. I rolled my eyes.

Why can’t people just be people? Why do we have to celebrate every stupid little thing? They say that minorities and homosexuals have it so much harder than regular white guys like me, but is that even true? People who were hired just because of their minority and/or homosexual status surrounded me. There was no one in that room that was given priority for being white or straight. But God forbid I say that out loud—I already knew what they would say back to me. “You don’t need to be given priority! Society already prioritizes you!” But anyone with eyes, or even just ears, can see that that’s not true.

But again, I digress…

I checked my watch, hoping that it was almost midnight, so I could see the ball drop on the big screen television and get a cab to go home. Unfortunately, less time had passed than I’d thought. It wasn’t even ten. The party was hardly underway. The line-up to get drinks was longer than ever, not worth the effort. By the time I reached the front of the line, I would be completely sober. The caterers were out of champagne, and the appetizers were being snatched up by hungry vultures standing next to the kitchen doors.

So I just stood there, trying to count down the seconds in my head. What a miserable ending to a miserable year. And if I was really going to stick around until everyone shouted “Happy New Year!” I had a miserable start to 2018 to look forward to as well.

When the dance floor opened, the party got a little bit less lame—not because I wanted to dance, but because people were abandoning their drinks to hit up the dance floor. Though maybe they weren’t abandoning them, as much as saving them for later. I was always careful to make sure no one was looking when I snatched a half finished beer from a table. It wasn’t my proudest moment, but at least I had something to make the time go by faster.

Phil finally found me around 10:30. He was half-cut, stammering slightly. He had a big smile on his face. Apparently he’d befriended one of the directors of the company. They’d been chatting together all night. Phil seemed to think that this was his ticket to a big promotion. I found it hard to believe because he was white, and one of his bosses had just made a big speech about how they planned on diversifying the management team. But I forced a smile and a nod and said, “Good for you.”

He asked me for my phone, saying his was in his coat pocket, stored away in coat check. He wanted to show his boss something on some website or something—I wasn’t really paying close attention, and it was hard to hear him with his drunken slurring. So I gave him my phone. I’d already checked my Facebook fifty times over, so it wasn’t a big loss.

“I need you to do something for me,” he said, still slurring his words slightly.

“What’s that?” I said.

“There’s a computer system in my office that I’ve been working on. I want to show it to him. I might never have a chance like this again. I need you to go and get it for me.”

“You need me to go and get your computer from your office?” I said, making sure I knew what he wanted.

“Yes, it’s sitting next to my desk, on the ground. You’ll have to bring down all of the cables and a monitor, too. Just be careful while you’re unhooking everything—it’s very fragile. In fact, it’s a two-person job. I would go up with you, but I can’t lose Mr. Sweeney. If he goes off and starts chatting with someone else, I’m boned. In fact, there he is now—he was just in the bathroom. I have to go.” He looked around frantically and then waved his arms in the air. “Maggie! Maggie, come here for a second,” he said, waving over a cute little blonde chick.

She was short—at least a whole head shorter than me. She had a tiny ski jump nose and a mousy mouth. She reminded me of an actress, but I couldn’t pinpoint who. “Maggie—Anders, my friend here, needs your help with something. Anders, can you explain it? I have to go.” He handed me a key card that had his name printed on it. And then before he could say goodbye, he was gone, rushing up to his boss before his boss could reach anyone else.

Maggie looked at me. “What’s going on?” she said. She spoke softly—almost too softly to hear over the music.

“Um, I guess we need to get a computer from Phil’s office or something. He wants to show it to his boss. He said it’s a two-person job.”

She looked around. “How long is this going to take?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t even know where his office is,” I said.

“I do. He’s up on the thirty-third floor, the one above me,” she said. I had to strain to hear her. I wanted to shake her and tell her to speak up, but I resisted that urge.

“Alright, let’s go then,” I said. I wondered whether it was really a two-person job, or if it was something I could have just done myself. I would have preferred to do it myself, even if the thing was heavy and awkward. Because now I had to endure the errand with some stranger, someone who was going to ask me all the stock questions: who was I, what did I do, how did I know Phil, and so on… And I was going to have to come up with questions to ask her. She didn’t look very strong, so I had a feeling there would be a lot of grunting and complaining while she carried one end of the computer we were sent to retrieve.

But she ended up impressing me—at least at first—when she said, “Hold on one second,” and ran into the kitchen, emerging a few seconds later with two cold beers. She handed me one. “The elevator in this building is slow,” she said. Maybe she wouldn’t be such bad company after all.


CHAPTER III

She was right—the elevator was painfully slow. After I swiped the key card and pressed the up button, it took a good ten minutes before the elevator even arrived. Then I swiped the key card again to press the button for the thirty-third floor, and there was another long delay before the thing started moving. And it was one of those elevators that rumbled awkwardly every three or four floors, pausing for a moment before continuing. I’d never been a fan of elevators. I got stuck in one as a child for nearly two hours. I cried my head off and for two years, I refused to go into one again. Even still, I got nervous when those steel doors shut and the movement started. It didn’t help that every horror movie ever had an elevator death scene in it.

Maggie didn’t seem to mind the elevator or its glitches and hiccups. She just leaned up against the wall and sipped at her drink, her eyes glued to the screen that displayed the floor numbers. She’d probably gone up that elevator one thousand times. She was familiar with the hiccups and stutters. “So you work here, huh?” I said.

She looked at me and smiled. “Yeah,” she said. “For now, anyway.”

“Why just for now?” I asked.

“Well…” she said. “The people are here are kind of a bunch of communist hippies. It gets old fast.” She looked back to the floor number display.

My heart was already swelling. She was pretty, she seemed cool, and she hated liberal yuppies. I’d only known the girl for five minutes—and I’d only heard her speak three or four sentences—and she was already the girl of my dreams.

But I played it cool, leaning against the elevator wall myself. “Yeah, I totally get that vibe,” I said. “I don’t think I would make it a day with all the nonsense.”

“You’d be amazed how much you can endure for a good paycheque,” she said with a cute smile. That smile made my heart throb.

The elevator bounced, shaking both of us. I dropped my beer. Maggie gasped and clutched the handrail right. If she was even afraid, then I definitely should be afraid. I took a deep breath in and held it, my heart racing. Were we going to die in an elevator? I didn’t want to die in some liberal fantasyland. And why didn’t a giant tech firm have a decent elevator? They could design cutting edge technology but not a reliable elevator? Maybe they got one of their completely unqualified minorities to design it…

The elevator stopped. I looked at Maggie and she looked at me. Her face was pale, but I could see my reflection in the mirror behind her: my face was paler. We said nothing for a moment, and then the elevator started humming. We were moving again.

“That was… something,” she said.

“Yeah. Does it always do that?” I asked.

“Sometimes. It’s never been that bad, though,” she said.

I reached down and picked up my beer. Miraculously, it landed upright, only spilling a tiny bit on the elevator floor. I took a long sip. It was foamy from the rattling. But at least it helped to calm my nerves a bit.

Maggie laughed. She had a cute laugh. Everything about her was cute. I loved that little nose, and her big flashing eyes. And more than anything, I loved how much disdain she had for the Marxist degenerates who ran the company she worked for. She was perfect—the girl I’d been looking for my whole life.

The elevator door opened, revealing the thirty-third floor.

It was a nice place. I’d never seen where Phil worked before, but I was kind of jealous. It was wide open. There were no cubicles and no private offices, just desks in the open, and large tables in the corners for board rooms. I guess they didn’t believe much in privacy. The walls were all floor-to-ceiling windows, looking out at the downtown core, bright and shining, warm and marigold. I wandered around, admiring the view. “Not too shabby,” I said.

“Better than the view from my floor,” Maggie said. “The only windows are in management offices. We just get lame murals. On one wall, they got a famous graffiti artist to write the word ‘diversity’ in giant letters. I cringe every time I see it.”

My heart swelled again. I wanted to impress this girl. I wanted her to like me. I wanted to see her again after this night. Hell, I wanted to kiss her when the clock struck midnight. I could see a future with her. I could imagine coming home from work while she is in the kitchen, dressed in lingerie, cooking a big meal for the family. I could imagine myself laying her down, kissing her body, sucking her nipples, eating out her pussy.

“This is Phil’s office,” she said, walking over to a desk. It wasn’t an office by any stretch of the imagination, but I suppose no one technically had an office on that floor.

There was a big metal box next to his desk, with colourful cables billowing out of it. It looked heavy—and complicated. I walked over to it. “He said to disconnect everything and to bring the cables, and a monitor,” I said.

“Should we just take his desk monitor?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said. I bent over to start unplugging everything. It took a good ten minutes just to get the box by itself. We looked around for a box to hold all of the cables. I was able to lift the heavy computer myself while Maggie took the monitor and the box of cables. We lugged it all over to the elevator. I used my elbow to press the ‘down’ button, to call the elevator.

But the button didn’t light up.

“You need to use the key card because it’s after six,” Maggie said.

So I placed the computer down on the ground and reached into my pocket. But there was no key card. I never put it in my pocket. I’d been holding it the whole time—my beer in one hand, the access card in the other. I must have dropped it when the elevator shook. “Shit,” I said, double-checking each pocket. “We may have to lug this shit down the stairs,” I said.

“You can’t access the stairs without the key card,” Maggie said, her eyes wide, her face suddenly pale. She looked worried. Why did she look so worried? Was it really that big of a deal?

“Is there not a fire escape we can access? What do you do if there’s an emergency?”

“You take the stairs. They don’t close the doors to the stairs unless it’s after hours.”

“What? Why? That’s mental,” I said.

“I don’t know. I guess there’s a lot of valuable stuff in here. They keep the place under lockdown. Your friend’s computer is probably worth a couple million dollars—at least.” She pointed at the big metal box that my beer was balancing on.

“That thing is worth millions of dollars? Are you shitting me?” I said.

“It’s a prototype. He’s probably spent the last five years working on it.”

“A prototype for what?”

“I don’t know. He’s probably not allowed to say,” Maggie said. I looked back down at the computer. I carefully picked my beer up off of it. I guess it kind of made sense for a giant tech firm to have over-the-top security. It was crazy enough to think that we could get up with just a key card, and we could have nabbed whatever we wanted, had I not dropped it.

Maggie walked over to a desk. She picked up a phone and brought it to her ear. “Phones are off,” she said. “But you have your phone, right?”

I reached into my pocket, feeling nothing. And then I remembered giving my phone to Phil. “No, don’t you have yours?”

“It’s in my purse, with coat check,” she said, her face turning a shade paler. We had no phones, no way to escape that floor. All of the computers were locked with passwords, so we couldn’t even get onto the Internet to instant-message a cry for help.

“Someone will come soon, right?” I said.

She didn’t answer with her words—her face said enough. No one was coming for us. We were trapped on the thirty-third floor, just the two of us, just an hour before the New Year.


CHAPTER IV

At least she wasn’t angry with me. It was technically my fault for dropping the key card, though I fully blamed the lousy corporation for having outrageous security measures.

We tried waving at the cameras that were mounted in each corner, hoping to notify the security guards, but no one was coming for us. After thirty minutes, we both ended up finding desks to sit at while we finished the last warm sips of our beers. “Some New Years party this turned out to be,” I said, looking into my bottle, hoping another drop or two was hiding away from me.

“It could be worse,” she said.

“How so?” I asked.

“We could be stuck in that crappy elevator.” It was a good point. We almost were stuck in that elevator. I would have had a mental breakdown if that were the case. I probably would have curled up on the ground and cried and embarrassed myself in front of the girl of my dreams.

In fact, this situation really wasn’t so bad. I was secretly excited about it—excited to be stuck with the girl I wanted to make some progress with. It was an opportunity to get to know her, for her to get to know me, and maybe to get a phone number out of the whole thing. I already planned on asking Phil for her number, but this was even better. This was a story we would be able to tell for the rest of our lives. ‘How did you meet mommy?’ our kids would one day ask. It sure beat the hell out of, ‘We met on Tinder, like everyone else in the world.’

She had her feet up on the desk and she was leaning back in her office chair. I could almost see up her cute lacy skirt. Her thighs were smooth and they looked soft. Maybe if I played my cards right, and said all of the right things, I would get laid in that office. Then it really would be the best New Years party of my life.

I took a deep breath and made my first little move. “You look cute—in that dress,” I said. “That dress looks good on you, is what I’m trying to say.” I smiled. She smiled back. I had to be careful not to get too carried away. If she became uncomfortable, then that night would really become awkward. I made the mistake of asking a barista at a café on a date once, while she was working. She said no, but she looked horribly uncomfortable—with no way to escape until the end of her shift. I could never go into that café again. So I learned a valuable lesson: only hit on girls when they have some sort of out.

“Have any New Years resolutions?” I asked.

“A few,” she said with that adorable smile.

“Care to share?” I said.

She smiled and looked down at her feet. “Well, I want to get a better job, but you already knew that—something far, far away from all this politically correct crap.” She already had my heart. “I’d like to start going to the gym more often, like everyone else… And more than anything, I’d like to find a job without the help of affirmative action.”

“You mean, you think you only got this job because you’re a woman?” I asked.

She laughed and then looked out the window. “No, I only got the job because I’m trans.” She looked at me but only for a second before looking back out the window. At first I thought she was joking. I was waiting for her to burst out into a laughing fit, for her to say, ‘Gotcha!’ But she wasn’t laughing. My heart stuttered and fluttered down into my gut. Was she being serious? “I’ve never worked in tech before. I have a useless communications degree, and I managed to beat out two hundred applicants for this job. It’s silly, really. I don’t deserve to be here.”

“You’re what?” I finally managed to say, pushing the words past the lump in my throat.

She looked at me with that adorable smile, that didn’t seem so adorable anymore. “I’m trans—male to female. The only reason they even knew about it was because on the application, it literally asked. There was literally a box under gender that said, ‘transgender’. I shouldn’t have ticked it. I don’t know why I did… Well, I guess I know why I did—because I knew it would help my chances.”

“You’re what?” I said again, my head spinning. I’d been staring at a tranny all night? I’d been swooning over a man? I’d been imagining a dude in lingerie? But she didn’t look like a dude—she looked like a chick. She had a nice bust, a great ass, and perfect legs… But that ass was a man’s, and so were those legs. As for the bust—that was either surgery or hormones, but it wasn’t natural.

And what about her face? Did that have anything to do with hormones or surgery? Or was that just her face? I’d been admiring her face, more than anything. Had I been admiring a man’s face in makeup? “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Me? I’m fine. Why?” I was convinced she was screwing with me. She was too pretty to be a man. No, no, she wasn’t pretty. That was just the alcohol. She was manly. Now that I knew, I could kind of hear it in her voice. I could see the slight bulge of an Adam’s apple. Her shoulders were slightly more broad than the average chick—just slightly, but enough to notice.

“You don’t look fine,” she said, staring at me with those eyes. Those eyes were so stunning. Those eyes couldn’t possibly belong to a man. So was she lying? “You’re just kidding, right?”

“About what? Being trans?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“No. Why?”

“You look like a chick,” I said.

“I am a chick.”

“No you’re not. You’re—and I don’t mean any offense by this—you’re a guy. It’s a mental disorder—gender dysphoria.”

She smiled. “You always know someone’s about to say something offensive when they start their sentence with, ‘no offense, but…’” She rolled her eyes. I could see it now. I don’t know why I couldn’t see it before. She was a man. She was convincing—I’ll give her that—but she was a man. It wasn’t so much a physical characteristic, or even a mannerism, but it was clear. I just wasn’t sure how it was clear. But that’s just the thing—you can see a woman from a mile away and know that it’s a woman, even if she has short hair and tiny tits. You can tell a man from a mile away, too, even if he’s skinny with long hair. It’s a biological thing, a sixth sense. And maybe that sixth sense in obstructed by alcohol—I don’t know. I’d had a few drinks.

“I’m just saying—it’s just a fact. You can ask any real doctor.”

“Well I did ask my doctor, and he gave me hormones.”

“Did you see a holistic doctor or something?” I said.

“Nope—a real doctor, with a PhD in medicine, working at a real clinic.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Crazy,” I said.

“Why is that crazy?”

“I don’t know. I guess the social justice warriors have a stranglehold on pretty much everything these days.” I leaned back in my chair. I hated the fact that I’d been attracted to her. I hated that I hadn’t seen it sooner. I should have known there was some liberal nonsense attached to her. I should have known that company had no business hiring a pretty little white woman without some ‘woe is me’ status attached to her.

I got up and went to the door to the stairs. We’d never actually checked to see if it was unlocked. I’d just trusted that Maggie knew what she was talking about. I gave the door a swift tug. But it really was locked. “There’s no way out,” she said, “until someone comes and lets us out.”

“There must be some way out,” I said, looking around.

“Can’t stand to be stuck with a trans chick for a few hours?” she said with a little smile. God, I hated how cute her smile was. It must have been fake—just like her tits. Can they do lip-feminizing surgeries now? Can they just cut up any guy to look like any girl? I mean, she did work for a tech firm. Maybe she had access to some crazy gender-swapping technology. Maybe I wasn’t so crazy to think she was a legitimate woman for so long. Maybe anyone would have made the same mistake. Did Phil know?

I shook my head. I had to stop thinking about her. I needed to focus on getting out, so I could erase her from my mind completely.

“Maybe if we break something, it will set off an alarm, and then they’ll come up and get us.”

“I kind of doubt it,” she said. “I’m pretty sure I saw the security guard having a drink down in the ballroom.”

“Great. This is just great…” I said, sitting back down, staring back out at the view. I was hungry. I never got my hands on any of those appetizers, and I hadn’t eaten dinner, thinking there would be tons of food at the party. My stomach growled. Maggie could apparently hear the growling. She laughed. This was going to be a long night.


CHAPTER V

We didn’t talk much, unless it was directly concerning our situation. “The fridge is empty,” she said as she rummaged through the office kitchenette while I checked desks for anything to eat—granola bars, cookies, anything. She eventually found a little packet of soup crackers in a cupboard. There were two in the packet so we each ate one. As she handed it to me, she said, “You don’t mind that a tranny touched it?”

I rolled my eyes. She thought I was a bigot—how original. I wasn’t stopping her from being a transsexual, or transgender, or whatever the preferred term was. I wasn’t telling her that what she was doing was wrong. I was just telling her a scientific fact: that men can’t be women and women can’t be men. Men can’t be turtles either, but if she got dressed up like one, would I be required to call her a turtle?

Why can’t she just be a tomboy? Growing up, I knew plenty of tomboys—girls who wore boy clothes and played sports and hung out with boys and wanted to work in manly fields after school. Some of them even looked like boys. And why wasn’t that good enough? When did we have to start changing around pronouns and disregarding science? In school, I was taught that sex organs determined someone’s gender. She still had male sex organs, right? I mean—even if she did have all the surgeries, her breasts still couldn’t produce milk, and her pussy was just an inside-out cock—every single cell still with an X and a Y chromosome. Sorry.

I ate my cracker while looking out the window. From the corner of that floor, I could see the big screen at the town square, which usually displayed ads for movies or perfumes. Now, it was a countdown—with two minutes remaining. Presumably, it was the countdown for the New Year. “Two more minutes,” I said.

“Until what?” Maggie asked.

“Until the New Year—unless the sign is wrong.”

She walked up next to me and had to stand up on her toes to see the screen. “Oh, that’s exciting,” she said with a smile in her voice. But I don’t know what was so exciting about it—spending the first hours of the New Year trapped in some building—or maybe the first few days. The office didn’t open back up until the following Monday—or did it even? Did the staff get Monday off? How long would we be stuck up there before anyone came to rescue us? Would Phil notice us missing and eventually come up? Or was he too drunk.

Maggie started counting down from twenty. She was still up on her tippy toes, hands on the glass, watching the countdown like a little girl waiting for Santa Claus. “Five, four, three, two, one—Happy New Year!” she said with a cute bounce. I turned and looked at her, with a forced smile and a nod. And I was about to head back over to the desk with the especially comfy chair when she threw her arms around me and kissed me on the lips.

It took a moment for the kiss to register in my brain. Her lips were soft and warm. She was a good kisser. But I pushed her away. “What the hell are you doing?” I said.

“It’s a New Year’s kiss,” she said.

“It’s sexual assault as far as I’m concerned,” I said, wiping my lips. I’d just been kissed by a biological man. Gross. But her lips sure didn’t feel manly. Hell, they were softer and plumper than my ex-girlfriend’s lips. But that was probably just thanks to injections and hormone replacement. The lips still belonged to a man. “Don’t do that again.”

“Don’t you get tired of being bitter all of the time?” she asked, meandering away, back to her own desk.

“No,” I said, “because I’m not bitter. I just live in the real world where facts actually mean something.”

She rolled her eyes and threw her head back dramatically. “Oh God, here we go again with the trans thing.”

“I’m just saying, why can’t you be happy being an effeminate man?”

“You really want to get back into this?” she said, leaning back in her chair.

“No, I just don’t get it, and I don’t get why I’m supposed to pretend like I do.”

“No one’s making you pretend like you get anything,” she said, putting her heeled feet up on the desk. Her shoes were open-toed, and her nails were painted white to match her dress. Her feet were cute, and very feminine. They looked good in those heels—but that didn’t change the fact that she was a biological man.

I looked around the office, hoping to spot something we’d missed: a public phone, a forgotten key card, anything. I went through drawers we’d already gone through half a dozen times. There was a little bathroom on the far end of the room. I went in to see if there was something in there, though I don’t know what I expected to find in a bathroom.

There was nothing—no escape. I was trapped with a tranny, and I just had to accept it. “I’m never letting Phil guilt me into coming out with him, ever again.”

“What would you be doing if we weren’t here right now?” she asked me.

“I’d be at home, going to sleep.”

“So why don’t you just go to sleep here? There’s a couch over there that looks pretty comfortable.”

“No thanks. I’m not going to sleep where a bunch of nerds put their asses all day long.”

She laughed. “What do you like?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“You seem to hate everything, but there must be something you like. Are you into golf? Do you like movies? What’s your thing?”

I had to think about it. That’s probably not a good thing, when you have to think about what you like to answer a simple question. I leaned back in my chair and stared up at the ceiling. I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.

“You don’t know what you like?”

“No, I don’t know that I want to tell you. I just don’t think you’d understand, and I don’t want to get into another argument.”

“Try me,” she said.

I looked down at my feet and then back up at the ceiling. “I like tradition. I like traditional things, like art and architecture. I can’t stand modern art—it literally makes me cringe. Modern music, too. I like traditional families. I like Christmas—like real Christmas, with a family and decorations and religious symbolism, even though I’m not religious. I hate that we’re supposed to say Happy Holidays instead of Merry Christmas. I don’t know if that makes any sense to you.”

“It makes sense, and I agree. I love old art—especially renaissance stuff,” Maggie said with that cute smile. “And I pretty much grew up on Wagner. I wanted to be a concert pianist when I was younger, you know. And I love Christmas. It’s my favourite time of year. I’m always so sad when it’s over.”

I forced a smile. I was pretty sure she wasn’t getting what I was saying. “Right,” I said, nodding.

“What? You think I’m lying?”

“No, I just don’t think you get what I’m saying,” I said.

“Why is that?”

“When I say tradition, I mean, doing things they way they’ve always been done. When I think of Christmas, I think of a mom and dad sitting by the tree while their kids run down the stairs. I think of that mom spending the whole last month decorating the house and wrapping presents, while the man worked and brought home a paycheque. You know, the traditional family. It’s nearly illegal to even suggest such a thing anymore.”

“You don’t think that I like that idea, too?” she asked.

I forced another smile. “No offense, but you aren’t exactly a traditional woman.”

She stared at me for a moment and then she rolled her eyes. “Oh God, the trans thing again.”

“What? It’s just, you’re a working woman—working for a gigantic liberal tech firm. You’re a transgender. And, I mean, no offense, but you can’t have kids.”

“I could adopt kids,” she said, her cheeks turning a shade of red. She wasn’t smiling anymore. The comment hurt—reality hurt. It was just a biological fact. It’s not like I insulted her. It’s not like it was my opinion that she couldn’t create human life in her womb like a real woman.

“I guess so,” I said, forcing another smile.

“One day I’d like to find a nice, hardworking guy, be a housewife, adopt a bunch of cute kids, and I want to live a very traditional life,” she said.

I didn’t respond. I just smiled. I had a feeling that anything I had to say would offend her. Pretty much everything I’d already said had offended her. She was too fragile, just like the rest of her kind—modern women, if you can even call her that.

“What? You don’t think that I can be traditional, because I’m trans?” she asked.

“Something like that,” I said.

“Let’s be honest—you aren’t traditional yourself. You’re just deciding that what you want is traditional. Why do you get to set the bar?”

“What I’m suggesting is textbook traditional—traditions that have existed for hundreds of years—if not longer.”

“Oh yeah? Like celebrating the birth day of Jesus Christ, even though you’re admittedly not religious?” she said. And she made a good point. I didn’t have a come back. “Or wanting a traditional family with a stay-at-home wife, even though I bet you don’t make enough money to support a family on your own. No offense,” she said, smirking. And she was right; I probably didn’t make enough money to support a wife and kids while paying a mortgage. It was nearly impossible in 2017—or I should say, 2018. Unless you’re making over six-figures, you need a second income. “So why is it so crazy that I want to be a stay-at-home mom even though I’m transgender. You can create exceptions, so why can’t I?”

I shrugged my shoulders and swivelled to face the window. I didn’t have an answer for her. I guess I was being somewhat of a hypocrite.


CHAPTER VI

It was around 1 AM when I noticed something for the first time in that office: a vent a few feet above the stairwell door. It was about three feet wide and two feet high. I walked over to the door and looked through the window, into the stairwell. There was another window in the stairwell, and in the reflection of that window, I could see the other side of that vent. I tried pulling up a chair, but that vent was still out of reach. I tried balancing a box on the chair, but still, it was out of reach—just slightly—and not to mention, dangerously unstable.

“What are you doing?” Maggie finally asked after watching for a good ten minutes.

“Trying to open that vent,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because it spits out into the stairwell,” I said.

She walked over next to me and looked up. “That’s not a bad idea,” she said. “The emergency exit on the main floor should open without a key from the inside. It might set off an alarm, but that’s better than being stuck here all weekend.” She looked around and then spotted a screwdriver on a desk. There were plenty of screwdrivers around, for tinkering with computers. “Lift me up,” she said.

“What?”

“Just hold me up and I’ll unscrew the vent,” she said. “I would hold you up, but I probably can’t lift you.”

After a moment of hesitation, I got up on the chair and bent down to hoist her up. The only way I could safely lift her was by wrapping my arms around her knees to pick her up. It got her within reach of the vent. The only downside was that her ass was now in my face. Her skirt wasn’t long enough to cover her whole bum from that angle, and her panties only covered her asshole. So I had a face-full of a bare ass.

And I could see a slight bulge between her legs, just an inch or two from my face. Was it a pussy bulge or a cock bulge? It looked bigger than a pussy, but then again, I had no idea what a post-op pussy looked like. At least she smelled nice, like floral perfume and ivory soap. And her bum was warm and soft. Her legs were perfectly smooth.

“That’s one screw!” she said, letting the screw drop to the floor.

She strained to reach for the next screw, on the top corner, which was two feet higher. As she strained, her body shifted positions slightly. My nose inadvertently nestled in between her butt cheeks. I tried to squirm my face away, but I got ass no matter which way I tried to look. At least she had a nice tush. At least she wasn’t hairy or smelly or obviously manly.

“I need you to lift me higher,” she said. So I strained to lift her higher. But I couldn’t hold her there, not without leaning myself against the door, which meant putting my head between her legs. I could feel that bulge now on my head.

Another screw dropped to the floor. “Just two more,” she said. She strained again, rubbing that bare bum against my face. I wanted to be disgusted, but I actually kind of liked it. No, that’s not entirely true; I didn’t just kind of like it—I really liked it. My heart started to pound. My cock started to harden. How could it not? A cute girl was rubbing her warm, soft tush against my face. No matter how many times I reminded myself that she was actually a man—it didn’t make a difference. My cock was becoming erect. I tried to will it down by biting my tongue, trying to picture anything else, but it wouldn’t stop as long as her ass was grinding against my face.

And I was starting to think she was doing it on purpose—trying to tease me, trying to make some point—to prove to herself that she could get a man excited just like any other woman. Or maybe I was just being paranoid. But if that was the point she was trying to make, it was working. I was getting aroused. Thoughts were starting to enter into my head that weren’t welcomed. I thought about feeling her body, squeezing her tits. I thought about bending her over and fucking her in the asshole. I could just move aside the back of her panties—I didn’t have to expose whatever was hiding between her legs.

Another screw dropped down. “Last one,” she said, straining again.

The thoughts could have been worse. It’s not like I was fantasizing about a man, with chest hair and a beard and big muscles. I was fantasizing about Maggie, with her petite body, her smooth, soft skin, her perky tits, and her amazing ass. Was it really so wrong?

The last screw dropped down. She tossed aside the vent cover. “Lift me up,” she said. I was a bit sad to be done with having her ass in my face, but relieved at the same time. I pushed her up as she pulled herself into the vent. “A little more,” she said. I couldn’t push her legs any further—it wasn’t working. The only way I could push her was by reaching up and pressing on her ass. I accidentally felt her bulge with one of my thumbs.

“I don’t think I can fit,” she said with strain in her voice. I tried pushing harder, but again my hand slipped and I felt that bulge. It was too much bulge to be a pussy. I’d just felt a cock through a tiny pair of panties. And then I realized I had both of my hands on the bare ass of a biological man.

I panicked and retracted my hands. I slipped and fell back, onto my ass. And then she came falling down after me. I had to act fast—it was a big fall—enough to break an ankle or worse. I sat up and reached my arms out. She fell right into me with a little shriek and I used my body to brace her. Her forehead bonked into mine, but it wasn’t so bad. I could have been a lot worse.

She was lying on top of me, her breasts against my chest, her legs straddling mine. She looked into my eyes. I looked into hers. I have to admit, she was quite beautiful. It was almost unfair that she was so beautiful. Why couldn’t that beauty be saved for a real woman? Why was it wasted on a man in a dress? “That was close,” she said, with her cute smile. And then her eyes grew wide. “Oh my God, are you hard?”

I felt my face turn a shade of dark red. I was hard. I was fully erect, from fondling her ass for the past five minutes. And now, my erection was throbbing against her crotch. I wanted to push her off. I wanted to tell her that she was mistaken, that there was just something in my pocket. But instead I just remained frozen, in shock, and speechless.


CHAPTER VII

She started laughing. “Oh my God, you’re such a pervert,” she said, rolling off of me.

“Get over yourself. It just happens sometimes. I mean—you would know,” I said, springing up and turning away from her while I tucked my boner to the side.

“You just can’t let that go, can you?” she said as she wiped the dust off of her. The vent must have had half an inch of dust inside of it. She had lines of dust across her cheeks, like a football player, but she didn’t seem to notice.

“I can let it go. You’re the one who keeps bringing it back up.”

“I’m the one bringing it back up? Are you serious right now?” she said with a laugh.

“Just admit it, you like it when it comes up because then you get to feel like a little victim,” I said. “It’s all about being the victim. That’s all you people care about.”

She shook her head. “Why can’t you just admit that you wish I wasn’t trans, because you’ve got a big fat crush on me?” she said with a mocking tone and narrowed eyes.

“A crush on you? Yeah, right…”

She looked down at my crotch. “You’re still hard, big boy,” she said. “You have a thing for butts?”

“I told you, it just happens sometimes,” I said, feeling the red rushing back into my cheeks.

She stepped forward, inches away from me, and she looked up into my eyes. Suddenly, she grabbed my hands and brought them back, onto her tush. “Just admit that you like it,” she said, pressing my hands into her soft butt cheeks.

A moment of light-headedness preceded my whole face turning red. “Huh?” I said.

“You like me but you’re too stubborn to admit it. I’ve caught you staring at me, like, ten times already tonight. Before you knew I was trans, you were practically ready to propose. So just admit it—you like a trans chick. Admit it and you’ll feel freer than ever.”

“Okay, so I liked you. Big deal,” I said.

“No, you didn’t like me—you still like me. You’re just too steadfast to admit it to yourself.” She smelled nice. I hated that she smelled nice. And I hated how mesmerizing her eyes were. So I liked her—maybe it wasn’t such a big deal. It’s not my fault that she happened to look just like a woman, smell just like a woman, and feel just like a woman. The male brain is biologically designed to be attracted to nice tits and nice asses and pretty faces. She had all of the above. It was just biological attraction. “Well?” she said.

“Okay, so I think you’re cute. But I also think that you’re annoying.”

“If you think that I’m so annoying, why did you enjoy our kiss so much?”

I felt more redness burning into my cheeks. “What?” I said.

“When we kissed, you kissed back—just for a second. I just kissed you as a joke, but for one second, you were actually into it.”

“No I wasn’t,” I said.

“Yes, you were. I’ve never been kissed like that in my life. That wasn’t just some silly new year’s peck. That was a real kiss. So just admit that you like me.”

“Fine—I like you,” I said as a warm tingle buzzed through my body.

She stood up on her toes and leaned forward. Our lips pressed together and she kissed. It took me a few seconds before I kissed back. I gave in. I couldn’t keep lying to myself. I thought she was beautiful. I thought that she was everything that I wanted. And no matter how hard I tried to convince myself otherwise, I still just wanted her.

And what does it mean to be a woman? To have tits and a pussy? With some simple hormones and surgeries, anyone can have that… A pretty face? That’s pretty much just luck of the draw… The ability to create children? What’s wrong with adoption? And what does that mean for all the women in the world who can’t have children because of unfortunate conditions? So what does that leave? X and Y chromosomes? Tiny microscopic DNA molecules that you need a microscope to see?

We stumbled over to a desk, still locked in our kiss. I only broke away from the kiss for two seconds while I pushed everything onto the ground, so I had a place to prop her up. As soon as she was on the desk, I was on top of her, my hands exploring her body. I let her slip her tongue into my mouth.

There were moments where my heart started pounding hard into my ribcage, moments where I remembered that she was born a man, and that went against everything I thought I stood for. But those moments were short lived, ending as soon as I realized how soft her lips were. Her whole body was soft. Her tits were perfectly perky. I got her top down and started to suck her nipples. She let her head fall back as she moaned. She liked it when I squeezed them, and she really liked it when I drew circles around her areolas. I sucked hard. I left hickeys all over her breasts, and then I left a few down her soft abdomen. There were no scars on her breasts from getting implants, and her breasts certainly didn’t feel fake. Are hormone pills really enough to create breast tissue like that?

She raised her hips up to flip her skirt up, showing off her panties and that mysterious bulge. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of that lump between her legs. It looked bigger now, as if it had grown. I grabbed her panties with both hands but hesitated. Was I about to find a cock? And if I did, would it change anything? Could I actually go through with fucking a chick with a dick?


CHAPTER VIII

I pulled down her panties, exposing her long, semi-erect cock. So she really wasn’t just lying to me—she really was born a man. She still had her male parts, though her ball sack seemed to be smaller than average—possibly a result of hormone treatment.

I stared at her cock for a moment before looking up at her. My brain throbbed, trying to make sense of the two sights. In front of me was a gorgeous woman—one of the most beautiful I’d ever seen—but below me was a cock. Her pubic hair was neatly shaved into a cute heart. And strangely, the skin on her cock looked soft, like the rest of her body, as if it was somehow a ‘woman’s cock’, if such an idea even made any sense.

As I reached down to grab it, I noticed my hand was shaking. I was crossing into unknown territory, about to play with a cock, about to shatter what I thought it meant to be a woman. I took a deep breath. “Don’t be shy,” she said, biting her bottom lip. My God, when she was biting her lip she was sexier than ever. My heart throbbed at the sight of her.

She was my dream girl—there was no more questioning it. She was absolutely everything I wanted in a woman, minus the pussy. But did I really need a pussy? She had an asshole—I’d never fucked an asshole before. Maybe it was just as good. Maybe it was even better.

I slipped my fingers around her cock and started to stroke her off, pulling back her foreskin, feeling her throbbing veins. She let out a cute little moan. Her dick was warm. I could feel it hardening. She was getting bigger and bigger—way bigger than I expected. Hell, she was bigger than me by a good inch and a half. Once she was rock-hard, I tightened my grip. And as I pulled up, I noticed a drop of whiteish liquid oozing out: her pre-cum. She really liked it.

She grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed—a sight so hot, all of my inhibitions fluttered away. I found myself sinking down, putting my face between her legs, her cock into my mouth. I sucked her off. I was actually doing it—I was sucking a trans chick’s cock. And I actually liked it.

At one point, I managed to get her whole length into my mouth, pressing my nose into her pubic bone and her balls into my chin. I gagged and had to release her to catch my breath, but I got right back to sucking her off as soon as I could.

She tapped on my head and I looked up at her. Her cheeks were red, and still covered in dust. “Eat out my asshole,” she said with that smile that made my heart pound harder than ever.

I didn’t hesitate. I sunk down, lifting up her ball sack to give myself plenty of room to work. I pressed my face forward and got my tongue in deep. I started eating her out. I loved having her butt cheeks cradling my face like that. I loved the way she started to grind her bum into my face as she became more and more aroused. I reached up and started stroking her off while I ate her out, just so that she would squirm even more. I loved the way she squirmed.

“Okay, that’s enough. I need you to fuck me. Now. Please,” she said with heavy breaths. “Please fuck me.”

I quickly did away with my belt, pulling down my pants as fast as I could. I was already rock-hard, throbbing, practically on the verge of leaking cum. I mounted her quickly, and maybe not so elegantly, but I didn’t want to lose the moment. She spread her legs wide for me—she wanted it so badly. I aimed my cock down at her hole and then I started to press in. She was tight but there was almost no resistance. She let herself gape to let me in; she wanted me to fuck her so badly. It wasn’t until I was completely inside of her that she finally clenched, as if she was trying to pull me in even further. “Please just fuck me,” she said, biting down on her bottom lip.

I started to thrust myself into her, sliding my veiny member in and out of her body. She let her head fall back onto the desk, rolling it from side to side as euphoria overwhelmed her body. She reached around for something to hold onto, eventually finding the edges of the desk. She clutched those edges tightly.

“Harder,” she said, so I came down harder. “Faster,” she said, so I pumped her asshole faster.

I looked down to watch her big cock bouncing from side to side. I had the urge to grab it and beat it off, so I did. I clutched her dick tightly, and I just couldn’t look away from it. “You like that?” I asked between breaths.

“Yes. Don’t stop,” she said between moans.

Her asshole was tight, but I was stretching it out. Her cock was throbbing hard, beginning to swell, about to erupt. I didn’t want to look away from it. I didn’t want to miss her messy finale. “Come for me, baby,” I said, pumping faster. The tip of her cock was turning a shade of red. “Come for me. Come on your perfect tits.”

Her knees rose up. Her face turned red. She was straining hard, her moaning pausing for a moment as she desperately tried to hold back. But her resistance was hopeless. She burst and came all over herself. Strands of white cum covered her tits, her collarbone, her abdomen, and her chin. She liked it. She liked it so much that she wiped one strand with her finger and she licked it off.

The sight made me tremble. The most incredible euphoria consumed me for a moment and then I unloaded inside of her with a deep groan. Her eyes lit up as her asshole filled up with my come. “Oh my God, I can feel you coming,” she said. She bit her lip and her body shuddered in ecstasy.

Then we stared into each other’s eyes. I really did like it. I really was obsessed with her, despite the fact that she was trans. In fact, I didn’t even care that she was trans. It meant nothing to me—just a label that had no real meaning that seemed to matter. She was perfect in every way. I even loved her big, hard cock.

I reached down and wiped the dust off of her cheeks.

“What is that?” she said, still covered in her own come, still with my increasingly flaccid cock deep in her butt.

“What is what?” I said, still looking into her eyes.

“That noise?”

There was a loud ding. We both perked up. It was the elevator. It stuttered and clunked. It was about to open. “Shit!” I said, jumping back, stumbling, and pulling up my pants as quickly as I could. She rolled over the desk onto the floor. We both crouched down while the door opened.

“They really need to fix that elevator,” the familiar voice of Phil said. There was a silence as their footsteps entered the room. I zipped up my pants. “Where are they? Do you think they just went home?”

“Do you think they went home together?” an unfamiliar voice asked.

Phil laughed. “Yeah, I bet that will go well, once Anders realizes Maggie is a transgender.”

I took a deep breath and then I stood up. “Hey,” I said.

Phil jumped, and so did the other guy he was with. “Jesus, Anders. What are you doing in here?” he said, grabbing at his heart.

“We got stuck. I dropped your key card in the elevator.”

Maggie stood up. “Hey,” she said with a sheepish voice.

“You’ve just been stuck in here all night? Why didn’t you call me?”

“You have my phone,” I said.

He reached into his pocket and fished it out. “Shit, you’re right.” He was still a bit drunk, still slurring his words slightly. “So what have you been doing this whole time?”

I looked at Maggie and she looked at me. She smiled and then covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing. I couldn’t help but laugh myself.

“Wait. Did you guys…” Phil said, his lips parting. “Well, uh, we’re just here to grab my computer. I see you’ve got it nicely set aside by the elevator. I’ll just buzz myself down and leave the key here for you guys, and, uh, yeah—I’ll see you later.”

His friend looked at both of us before picking up the box of cables and the monitor. They both retreated into the elevator. Phil swiped his card and then tossed the key back into the room. He didn’t make a second of eye contact before the door closed.

I looked at Maggie again and she looked at me. We both laughed. “Was it that obvious?” she asked.

“You’ve got hickeys all over your chest and neck,” I said. “And I think you have a bit of cum in your hair.”

“You’ve got a big hickey on your neck, too,” she said with a laugh.

I didn’t care that Phil knew. I didn’t care that anyone knew. In fact, I couldn’t wait to share Maggie with all of my friends and family. I couldn’t wait to show the whole world that I’d found the most perfect woman who ever lived, and that I was in love with her.

And I couldn’t wait to tell Phil that getting trapped on that thirty-third floor with a transgender babe was the best thing that ever happened to me.

THE END
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