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Voyeur, Inc. 

 

Chapter One





I sat in my gaming chair, playing my favorite first-person shooter, headset over my ears as I screamed expletives at the idiots who were supposed to be on my team.  “What the fuck, man?  Didn’t you see the guy literally right beside you?” I growled, doing my best to make up for my team’s many, many mistakes.  In the end, my efforts were in vain, and we lost the match. 

I logged out, throwing my XBOX controller to the ground in disgust.  The battery pack came flying out as it collided with the cheap carpet of my living room floor, but I didn’t care.  I was so damned angry that nothing else seemed to matter.  I’d carried them for seven straight matches, and, finally, their stupidity had caught up to us. 

“I don’t know why you play if it makes you so angry,” said Maya, my girlfriend.  I cut my eyes at her.  She wasn’t exactly a looker.  Short, a little dumpy, and with straw-colored hair, she was, at best, a six, and she had the meek, submissive personality to match.  Sometimes, I hated her.  But when those feeling started to creep into my mind, I reminded myself that a bird in the hand is worth far more than two in the bush.  She was there.  She was willing.  And I had needs.  So what if she wasn’t perfect?  It wasn’t like I intended to marry her or anything. 

“I don’t like losing,” I muttered, trying to keep my tone even. 

“Everybody loses, Adam,” she said, pushing an earring into her ear.  She wore her work attire – a black, polo-style shirt and a pair of khaki shorts that were required of waitresses at the restaurant where she was employed.  “Listen – can you clean up a little before you go to work? 

I’ve got a double shift today, and –” 

I let out an audible groan.  “It’s always the same with you, isn’t it?  Clean this.  Run this errand.  Put your clothes in the hamper.  Jesus, Maya – you sound like my mom sometimes.” 

“Fine,” she said. “I’ll do it when I get home.  At one o’clock tonight.” 

I felt a twinge of guilt.  Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to do a little housework.  After all, the apartment was filthy.  Pizza boxes and discarded cans of Mountain Dew – the remnants of my latest all-night gaming session – were scattered all over the coffee table.  The bathroom, I knew, looked like a disaster area, and the kitchen hadn’t been cleaned in almost a week.  But, I thought, it wasn’t all my fault.  Maya could’ve cleaned, too.  Sure, she was working a lot, but I had a job too.  Why should all the cleaning responsibilities fall on me? 

Before I knew it, I’d rationalized the abandonment of even that tiny sliver of guilt in favor of indignation.  I deserved a girl who didn’t mind doing her share, right?  My mother always kept a spotless house – why couldn’t Maya do the same? 

“Sounds good,” I said, smiling.  “You’re the best, babe.” 

I didn’t need to look at her to know that she was looking at me like I’d just slapped her. 

But so long as I ignored it, everything would be fine.  She wasn’t the type to make a big deal about it.  And after a few moments of my pointed ignorance, she sighed. 

“Fine,” she said.  “How long’s your shift?” 

“One-to-eight,” I said.  “But I might get off a little early to hang out with Danny.  He got this new VR game on his PS4, and I wanted to try it out.” 

“Whatever,” she said. “Just don’t spend any money, okay?  We’ve got rent due this week, and we’re going to be cutting it close.” 

“Yeah, yeah – financial responsibility,” I said. “I’m on it, babe.” 

She sighed again, then said, “I’ll see you later, okay?” 

“Bye,” I responded, retrieving my controller and its pieces.  By the time I’d put the battery pack into place, she’d left the apartment, slamming the door behind her.  Relieved, I started my next game.  It – nor any of the subsequent matches – were any better than the previous, and I ended up getting extraordinarily frustrated.  I quit in rage. 

An hour later, I found myself in the shower, getting ready for work.  After quickly shampooing my hair, I scrubbed the stink of the last couple of days from my body, and I let the hot water relax me a bit.  When I was finally finished, I stepped out of the shower, a little less tense than before. 

I wiped the steam-fogged mirror with one hand, and I looked at my reflection.  Two years after high school, I barely recognized myself as the young man I had once been.  Late-night gaming sessions, horrible food, and a sedentary lifestyle had taken their toll, and I’d gained almost fifty pounds since graduation.  I carried it well, but I still missed the slim, svelte body I’d once possessed.  Briefly, I considered getting back into running each day – I’d been a bit of a track star growing up – but I quickly discarded that idea.  It wasn’t that I didn’t have the time.  I did.  I just wanted to use it differently.  Of course, I thought up a hundred other excuses – a twinging knee, a lack of running shoes, and many, many more – but they all boiled down to one thing:  I was lazy. 

But thankfully, I’d gotten pretty good at pushing that to the back of my mind, and as I brushed my jaw-length, brown hair, I concentrated on the better parts of my reflection, most notably, my face.  I’d always been good-looking, bordering on pretty.  Cute, upturned nose, expressive eyes, and full lips would’ve made me look feminine if it weren’t for the heavy beard I’d cultivated over the previous two years.  Once, I could have had any girl I wanted – and I routinely did – and it irked me that I’d ended up with Maya, of all people. 

Feeling my irritation rising, I pushed that to the crowded back of my mind as well, and I reminded myself that my relationship with the plain-looking girl was only temporary.  Soon, I’d get in shape, I’d transfer to a real college, and I would get everything back on track.  Once that happened, I was certain that I could get back to pulling the kind of tail I’d gotten used to in high school. 

I kept repeating that to myself until I started feeling a bit better, and soon, I found myself tugging on a pair of baggy jeans, a green tee-shirt with Quick-Stop printed on the right side of my chest, and a pair of old sneakers.  Ready for work, I gave myself one last look in the mirror, smiled, and left the apartment, locking it behind me. 

By the time I got to the bottom of the four flights of stairs, I was a little more winded than I cared to admit, and I tried to cover it up by yawning.  But anyone who looked at me could tell that I was taxed by the descent – the sweat beading on my forehead and the lethargy with which I pushed through the building’s front door was more than enough evidence of that.  Still, I made it to my beat-up, rusted out, early-90s Honda Accord without much incident. 

It started without protest – it didn’t look like much, but it was always reliable – and I set off to work, confident that I would soon regain my old status. 



*

*

*



“At least she’s cute, though,” said Lee, my pockmarked coworker.  He was almost ten years my senior, but the redheaded man still had quite the acne problem.  Combined with his rapidly thinning hair, sallow skin, and watery, green eyes, he looked like a caricature of a

pedophile who was too creepy to be successful.  But looks aside, he was a nice enough guy. 

“She’s alright,” I said.  “But I’m mostly with her because she has the lease on the apartment.  If she didn’t, I probably would’ve been out a while back.” 

Left unsaid was that she also paid the bulk of the bills, including my XBOX Live membership, our high-speed internet, most of my food, and generally speaking, every other necessity.  My money usually went to convenience items, toiletries, or entertainment, which was exactly how I liked it. 

“I’d kill for a chick like that,” Lee said, envy clear on his ugly face. 

I smiled.  “You’ll find somebody, I’m sure,” I said. “You’re still doing that online dating thing, right?” 

He frowned.  “Lot of good it does me,” he said.  “I mean, chicks always talk about how much they want a nice guy, right?  Well, I’m nice, and I don’t get shit.  What they really mean is that they want a nice guy that looks like Captain America or something.” 

I shrugged.  “And they can take or leave the nice part, huh?” I said, smiling.  Lee laughed, and we continued our conversation deriding the taste of women.  I knew it was stupid –

Lee couldn’t get a date because he’d always set his sights too high.  If he’d aimed for someone more in his league, he’d probably have had more luck.  But I wasn’t about to say that because, at the end of the day, I didn’t care if he got a girlfriend or not.  He was a work acquaintance, not a friend, and I couldn’t have cared less about anything to do with his life.  Talking to him just passed the time, nothing more, nothing less. 

However, even with the distraction of Lee’s horrible love life occupying the time as we leaned against the counter, occasionally helping a customer who came into the convenience store where we worked, time dragged.  It wasn’t that I was lazy.  I didn’t hate the idea of work.  But there was nothing engaging about working at a service station selling beer, gas, and cigarettes to people who looked like they belonged on a “Don’t do Meth” advertisement. 

“You still riling people up on Reddit?” he asked. 

“On the Marvel board?” I asked. “Yeah.  You have no idea how satisfying it is to write defenses of all the DC properties.”  I put on a fake, academic voice, saying, “From a technical standpoint, Zak Snyder is a great filmmaker, and his films are chock full of subtext, visual splendor, and complex, three-dimensional characters.  By comparison, the Marvel dreck is flat, monotone attempts to appeal to kids and sell toys.” 

“You actually wrote that?” he said, smirking.  “I bet they didn’t like that.” 

I grinned.  “Yeah,” I stated.  “I could practically hear them screaming at their monitors.” 

It wasn’t so much that I agreed with anything I said.  Rather, I just liked trolling people online.  There was something about manipulating people to get that reaction that made it so satisfying.  Whether it was movies, music, politics, television, or books, I loved pointing out how silly popular opinions were, and I was good at defending dissenting viewpoints.  And I loved reading the curses and the threats online.  It made me feel powerful in a way nothing else did. 

“You’re a freaking rock star, man,” he said. 

My smile broadened.  I knew it didn’t mean much, coming from Lee, but it still made me feel better about myself.  And that was what mattered, right? 



Chapter Two





I sat at my computer, alternating between open Reddit windows, my email, and an online video game.  A can of soda sat beside my keyboard, and a half-eaten, microwavable chimichanga rested on a nearby paper plate, its contents spilling out in cascade of beef and beans.  I was in the middle of a Reddit argument with a guy defending Game of Thrones, which I’d called

“sophomoric and gratuitous”.  Obviously, I didn’t really believe it – the show was one of my favorites, and not just because of its story.  I loved the medieval nudity, cursing, and exploration of sexual taboos.  But I loved messing with people online more. 

I’d just sent my latest reply when I got an email.  I clicked on it, seeing that it was from a company called Voyeur, Inc.  Thinking that it was a porn site, I decided to open the email and investigate.  It read:



 Dear Mr. Reynolds:

  

 No doubt, you’ve not heard of us.  Few have, and that’s how we like it.  However, you will be happy to know that you are our latest winner of a free month of service.  To find out more about what we offer, please click on the link provided. 

  

 Mike Wales

 CEO, Voyeur, Inc. 



It was a strange email, and not knowing who they were, I decided not to click the suspicious link.  However, I did search for them via Bing, my favorite search engine, and I quickly found their website.  And what I discovered was simultaneously titillating and troubling. 

The gist of their service was that they offered, via a neural link, the ability to tag along with a variety of celebrities.  Basically, from what I could tell, patrons of the service would experience everything that celebrity did for the duration of the session.  However, they would be unable to control their actions – it was strictly observation, not participation, and it sounded far too good to be true. 

After all, that kind of technology didn’t exist, right?  And even if it did, how did they get celebrities to sign off on it?  It was a joke, I was sure.  It couldn’t be real. 

But what if it was? 

That simple question kept racing through my mind, distracting me as I tried to continue my argument on Reddit.  For what felt like hours, I found myself obsessing over the possibility of riding shotgun with a celebrity.  It was an intoxicating notion, even if it wasn’t possible. 

I wasn’t really the sort of person who obsessed over celebrities.  Maybe it was jealousy, or perhaps it was simple clarity, but I regarded them as the same as anyone else, just with the combination of luck and ability that made them famous.  However, the idea of seeing behind the curtain was more than a little intriguing.  I was so engrossed in perusing the site that I didn’t even notice when my best friend, Danny pushed through my front door. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, startling me.  I quickly closed the windows, turning in

my chair.  The desk was situated in the corner of the small living room, so I was sure he saw everything on my screen.  “And where’s Maya?” 

“Work,” I answered. “And messing around online.  Why?” 

He shrugged, setting down a case of soda.  “No reason,” he stated, plopping down on the ratty couch I’d gotten at Goodwill.  “Just making sure she’s not going to be pissed about us playing all night.” 

“She’s got another double shift,” I said, rising from my desk chair.  It was cheap and rickety, but so far, it had done a marvelous job of handling my weight.  I took a couple of steps, finding myself standing in front of my friend.  Looking down, I was struck by how absolutely unremarkable he was.  A half-a-foot taller than me, he was a little taller than average, but Danny was painfully skinny.  His dark hair was shaggy, but not fashionably so, and his face was about as average as possible.  Nobody would ever look twice at him. 

But he was a nice enough guy who had been my best friend ever since he’d moved in next door to my childhood home when we were in middle school.  Back then, we’d bonded over our love of video games, and that bond hadn’t faded at all in the years since.  He was one of the few people in the world I truly liked, but I’d never tell him that.  Guys just didn’t do that kind of thing. 

I sat down next to him, saying, “What game did you bring?” 

“Going old-school,” he said, brandishing the original Call of Duty.  “Some couch co-op, man.  You in?” 

“You know it,” I said, genuinely excited.  We’d both grown up playing the game, and the feelings of nostalgia around it were strong.  I didn’t hesitate to pop it into my XBOX, and soon, we were playing it, peppering our kills with declarations that they didn’t make ‘em like that anymore.  It was stupid – clearly, the newer games were superior in nearly every facet.  But we clung to the claims nonetheless. 

After a few hours – or maybe double that, if I’m honest – Danny had fallen asleep on the couch, and I wasn’t far behind him.  At some point, Maya had gotten home, given me a look of exasperation, and just shook her head before going to bed.  I didn’t care, though, because I was completely and irrevocably distracted.  For some reason, I couldn’t stop thinking of the email I’d gotten. 

It wasn’t like I was really considering answering the email.  I knew it was a sham. 

However, it didn’t prevent me from imagining myself with another life.  What if I’d been born with some talent?  What if I’d gotten the breaks necessary to become a famous actor or singer? 

I’d be rolling in money, women, and other people who would respect me.  I could have all the things I wanted in life. 

But then what? 

It was a troubling question, because I had no idea what I really wanted out of life.  I was enrolled in community college, ostensibly with an eye toward getting a communication degree. 

At some point, I’d convinced myself that I wanted to be a Youtube personality or something, and I figured that communications was the most logical way to achieve that.  But I barely went to class, and when I had, I realized that the courses covered nothing useful.  It was just a waste of time, just like everything else in my life up until that point. 

I wasn’t depressed.  I knew that much, but I wasn’t exactly happy, either.  After graduating high school, my whole life seemed to unravel.  I’d gone from a popular, handsome track star to a slightly-overweight, decent-looking guy who was stuck with a homely girlfriend, a job at a convenience store, and a dead-end major at the literal lowest educational possibility.  It

was enough to make most people rethink their path. 

But not me.  Even as I made plans to get things back on track, I knew it would turn out just like it always did.  I wouldn’t get in shape.  I wouldn’t apply myself in school.  And I wouldn’t find a better job.  I would continue to live in that same rut, day in and day out as I waited for something better to fall into my lap. 

It was one of my more honest looks at myself, as I sat there on that couch staring at a game I didn’t really want to play, but I knew it wouldn’t last long.  Soon, I’d be back to making my excuses.  I’d tell myself all the lies necessary to continue down the same path I’d been walking since graduating high school.  And as far as I was concerned, there wasn’t a whole lot I could do about it. 



Chapter Three

 

 

The next week was one of the worst of my life, and for me, that’s really saying something. 

It started with work.  On the best of days, my job is monotonous and mind-numbingly boring, but I was used to that.  In fact, I kind of liked how I could just zone out without missing a single beat.  But on the second day after my latest life assessment, I ran into someone from my past. 

Look – it’s not like I’m ashamed of my life or anything.  I’m not.  It is, after all, my life, and I’ll live it however I choose to live it.  However, I can’t help but feel a little inadequate when I see people I used to know.  Inevitably, they all have their shit perfectly together.  They have jobs.  They’re about to graduate.  Or get married.  Or any number of other significant life events that I can’t compete with, and it makes me feel like shit when I try to compare my life to theirs. 

So it was with Glenn, who came into my store to buy beer. 

A year older than me, Glenn Hasty was everything I wished I could be.  And I hated both him and myself for it.  Tall, handsome, and still athletic, he always seemed to have everything together.  After high school, he had gone straight into college, where he’d predictably excelled. 

Great grades and his fraternity presidency were just the highlights of his seemingly perfect life.  I liked making fun of people like him, calling them all sorts of names, but secretly, I envied them. 

I was jealous of Glenn, and all of that came welling up inside me as soon as he walked through that door. 

At first, he didn’t recognize me.  Why would he?  I did look a lot different than I had in high school, and besides, I was just the clerk.  I wasn’t worth noticing.  I kind of liked it like that, and I half-convinced myself that his ignorance of my identity would continue. 

He came to the counter, setting a twelve-pack of imported beer on the counter.  And out of habit, I asked, “This it?” 

“Yeah,” he said, glancing at me.  His eyes slid over me without more than a mere moment’s hesitation, and I dared to hope that he wouldn’t see me for who I was.  But then, a second later, he smiled, saying, “Adam?” he asked.  “Adam Reynolds?” 

“Hey, Glenn,” I said, scanning his beer.  “How’s it going?” 

“Fantastic,” he said, the word carrying with it a million little cues that he knew he was better than me.  “You?” 

I forced my own smile. “Same,” I said. 

“Didn’t know you worked here,” he said.  “You going to school?” 

“Garrison Community College,” I answered. “But I’m transferring to –” 

“Good for you, man,” he stated, and I knew he wasn’t really listening to me.  “Can you put that in a bag for me?” 

“Yeah, sure,” I said, doing as he asked.  I pushed it across the counter, and he picked it up. 

“Good seeing you,” he said.  “Give me a call or something.  We can hang out.  Catch up or something.” 

“Sure,” I said.  “But I don’t have your –” 

He was through the door before I finished asking for his number.  In the space of a couple

of seconds, I managed to convince myself that I’d never wanted to hang out with him the first place.  In fact, I only wanted his number so I could prank him or something.  Yeah.  That was right.  I just wanted to prank him.  Over the next few hours, I repeated that statement in my head so often that I couldn’t help but believe it, and by the time Lee showed up to relieve me, I was feeling a lot better about myself – until I got to class.  Or more appropriately, until after class, when I stood in front of the instructor who’d asked me to stay for a second. 

“You’re failing,” the man said.  He was a tall, heavyset and bald man who looked more like a biker than a college professor.  Maybe that was why he was teaching a community college as opposed to a real university.  “You know that, don’t you?” 

“What?  How?” I asked. 

“You don’t show up for class,” he stated.  “You’ve failed every test.  And you barely got a passing grade in the mid-term essay.  I just wanted to advise you that you may want to think about dropping so it doesn’t affect your GPA.” 

“Y-yeah,” I said, backing away. “Right.  O-okay.  Thanks, man.  Thanks for the heads up.” 

I couldn’t drop another class.  The academic standards of a community college weren’t exactly high, but they did have rules.  And if I dropped or failed one more class, I was done. 

Suddenly, as I pushed through the classroom door, I got that empty feeling in the pit of my stomach – you know the type, where you’re cornered in a bad situation and you have absolutely no idea how to get out of it?  Yeah.  That’s what I felt. 

But as I made my way to my car, I justified my actions by thinking that I didn’t even want to stay in school.  I needed to hit the job market anyway, right?  What was I going to do with a two-year degree in communications from a community college, anyway?  It was worthless. 

As I got into my car and started driving, I somehow convinced myself that everything was going to be okay.  I had gotten through similar problems before, and I would get through them again.  I was fine.  I was okay.  I just had to figure it out.  By the time I got back to the apartment, I was sure that some solution would present itself.  I just had to wait for it. 

I’d been sitting in my gaming chair, playing yet another first-person shooter, for almost four hours when my phone range.  I reached down to the coffee table, picked it up, and saw that it was from my mother.  Groaning, I answered, bringing the phone to my ear. 

“What’s up, mom?” I asked. 

“Where are you?” was her responding question. 

“What?  I’m at home,” I answered.  “Why?” 

“Because you’re supposed to be here,” she stated.  “Dinner?  Your brother’s birthday? 

Or did you forget?” 

“Shit,” I muttered. 

“Watch your language,” she admonished. 

“Give me, like, ten minutes,” I said.  “I’ll be right there.” 

“Just hurry – we’re all here and waiting for you,” she stated before saying goodbye and hanging up.  I hurried to the bathroom, where I splashed water on my face, rubbed my armpits down with a damp rag, and put on some deodorant.  After sniffing my pits, I was pleasantly surprised that I didn’t smell like I felt, and I got dressed.  A dangerous drive and ten minutes later, I pulled into the driveway of my childhood home. 

It looked like some sitcom’s version of a suburban home.  White, two-story, and with a real, live picket fence, it was the epitome of my parents’ American dream.  I hated that house

because it always reminded me just how far away from achieving any sort of success I really was.  A house like that cost hundreds of thousands of dollars, and the members of my generation couldn’t even come close to affording something like that, what with the job market, the economy, and the housing market being what they were.  Of course, even if all those were favorable, I still worked at a convenience store, but I managed to ignore that simple fact, choosing instead to blame external forces for my inability to achieve what my parents had. 

I got out of my Accord and closed the door with a rusty clang before climbing the three steps to the expansive porch.  I didn’t knock before pushing my way in, and I soon found myself staring down my parents, Deana and Fred Reynolds as well as my perfect older brother, Nolan and his longtime girlfriend, Felicia. 

“Glad you could show up,” said my mother, her lips pursed.  She was a short, plump woman who, to me, always looked disappointed. 

“Sorry – I was at work,” I said. 

“He’s got a busy schedule, mom,” said Nolan.  “Work and school, it’s a lot.  Cut him some slack.” 

I hated when Nolan defended me because I knew it wasn’t because he cared about me. 

He did it because he wanted to look like the big man, and I resented him for it.  He already had everything else – the degree, the job, the former-college-cheerleader girlfriend – why did he always have to place himself so high above me? 

“Yeah,” I said, suppressing my anger.  “I’m busy.” 

“Well, you missed the big news,” my father stated, grinning broadly.  “Your brother and Felicia are getting married.” 

My eyes widened, and I turned to my brother, who nodded, “I wanted to tell everyone at once, but Felicia forgot to take the ring off before we got here.  Sorry, bro.” 

“T-that’s…um…that’s awesome,” I said. “Congratulations.  Really.” 

“Tell him the other part,” said my mother. 

“Jesus, mom – I wanted to do this on my own terms,” Nolan said. “But I guess that’s not happening, huh?  Fine.  Adam, I wanted to ask you to be my best man.” 

“R-really?” I asked, my heart jumping into my throat.  However, it wasn’t from appreciation or some other positive emotion.  It was anger.  He wanted to rub my nose in the fact that he had everything, and he wanted me to have a front-row seat to his happiness.  Couching it in giving me some meaningless honor only made it worse.  “Yes.  Of course.  Yeah.  I mean, how could I say no?” 



Chapter Four

 

 

I stood outside the building, almost trembling with anticipation.  After the day before, I’d sort of fallen of a cliff.  Seeing Glenn, then finding out I was about to flunk out of school, and finally being told about my brother’s engagement had broken my spirit in a way I wasn’t really comfortable examining.  So, the next day, I printed out the attachment to the email from Voyeur, Inc, and I set off to find the physical location. 

If I’m honest, I fully expected to find nothing but an empty building.  However, when I arrived at the specified address, I was surprised to find that it was a normal office in a strip mall. 

I got out of my car and, with unsteady steps, made my way into the building. 

“Welcome to Voyeur, Inc.,” said a tall, skinny clerk.  “Where all your dreams will come true.  I’m Andy.  How may I help you?” 

The man was incredibly chipper, the severity of which was off-putting.  However, I didn’t let it bother me.  Instead, I stepped inside and up to the counter.  “I’m…um…my name is Adam Reynolds,” I said, setting the paper on the counter.  I slid it across, continuing, “I got that in an email yesterday.” 

The man picked it up, inspecting it.  Then, he typed something into a nearby computer and said, “Ah, yes – you’re one of the contest winners.  If you’ll follow me, we can get you set up with your first session.” 

“W-wait,” I said.  “I kind of want to know more about what this entails.  I mean, the website made some pretty outrageous claims.” 

“Oh, I understand,” the man stated.  “Let me assure you that everything it says is possible.  If you’d like to know more, I can set you up with a consultation.  Then, if you’d like to move forward with your free package, we can go straight into the preparation for the session.” 

I considered calling it, right then and there.  If ever there was a creepy guy, Andy the clerk definitely qualified.  But I’d come in for a reason, and it was free, after all.  It would’ve been wasteful not to at least see what it was all about.  If I didn’t like it, I could always just leave, right?  So, I nodded, telling him to lead the way, and he led me behind the counter and into a sterile-looking hall.  From there, we quickly found a small room dominated by what looked like a dentist’s chair. 

“If you’ll have a seat in the chair, Dr. Wales will be in in a moment,” said Andy, gesturing to the reclining chair.  I took a seat, and as I settled into place, he said, “It’ll be just a few minutes, Mr. Reynolds.” 

With that, he left the room, closing the door behind me.  That gave me a chance to surveil my surroundings, and I was a little surprised to see that the room was almost completely devoid of decoration.  Aside from the chair, the only other piece of furniture or equipment in the room was an odd-looking machine in the corner.  Aluminum and with a series of wires sprouting from it, it was unlike anything I’d ever seen.  In any case, I didn’t have long to take in the sights, meager as they were, before there was a knock at the door.  Soon after, a man pushed through, closing it behind him. 

If Andy was creepy, this man was his exact opposite.  Broad-shouldered, handsome, and with a charming smile, the man I presumed was Dr. Wales immediately put me at ease.  I couldn’t really explain it. 

“So,” he said.  “You’d like to know what we do here, huh?” 

“Something like that,” I said. 

“Understandable,” was his answer.  “Tell me, Mr. Reynolds – how much do you know about neural links?” 

“Nothing,” I admitted. 

“At least you’re honest,” he stated before a slight chuckle filled the room.  “So many people are afraid to admit what they don’t know.  But that’s neither here nor there, is it?  No –

you want to know what you’re getting into, and I’m here to tell you that, first of all, it’s completely safe.” 

“That’s…um…good to know,” I said.  Usually, if someone had to say something was completely safe, that meant that it wasn’t.  My trepidation began to build. 

“Right – that came off a little defensive, I’m sure,” the handsome doctor said.  “But the process is really quite simple.  We attach a series of electrodes to your scalp, inject you with the proper sedative, and then we beam a live feed directly into your brain.  You’ll be asleep, but you will experience it like you’re a passenger in someone else’s life.” 

“I…I don’t think I really understand,” I admitted. 

“Tell me, do you have a favorite actor?  Actress?  An athlete, maybe?” he asked. 

“I’m Jets fan,” I said.  “So, I guess Trace Mcintosh.” 

“Good choice,” Dr. Wales said.  “Well, would you like to know what it feels like to win the big game?  To rush for two-hundred yards?  What about the party after a big win?  They play tonight, don’t they?” 

I nodded. 

“You wouldn’t be able to affect anything while you’re under, of course, but you could find out what it’s like to play on Monday Night Football,” he said. 

“But how?” I asked. 

“It’s complicated,” he said. “But the gist of it is that through our endorsement deals, we’ve implanted our microscopic receivers into the brains of a wide variety of celebrities.  It’s harmless, of course.  They all thought they were drinking a sports drink.  But the receiver made its way through their bloodstream and up to their brain and – Voila!  We can make connections.” 

“Is it legal?” I asked, still not quite believing what the man was saying. 

“Mostly,” he said.  “Bit of a grey area, if I’m honest.  We’re not hurting anyone, if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

“And you want me to do it?” I asked. 

“Only if you want to,” was his response. 

“How did I win this contest?” was my next question. “I didn’t enter anything.” 

“Right,” he said. “But you kind of did, via your Youtube channel.” 

I sighed.  “That,” I said.  I had started it with the intention of becoming the next big social media star, but it had quickly fallen off after my first couple of videos.  “So, you got my name from Youtube and you, what?  You entered me in a contest?” 

“Something like that,” he stated.  “So – what do you say?” 

I hesitated.  On the one hand, it sounded as awesome as anything I’d ever heard.  If it worked the way he said, it would be unlike anything I’d ever experienced.  But it was also extremely shady, and there was no way to get around that. 

“What if I don’t like it?” I asked. 

“You can pull out at any time,” was his answer. 

“And it’s completely free?” was my final question. 

“One-hundred percent,” Dr. Wales said, smiling.  He knew he had me. 

“Okay, then,” I said.  “Let’s do it.” 

“Alright, then,” he said. “Let’s get you prepared, and we’ll get you under right away. 

You may want to let your family or friends know that you won’t be home for about twelve hours or so.” 

Chapter Five

 

 

I sat in the chair, anxious as a technician attached a series of electrodes to my head.  Two were on my temples, a couple were just below my ears, and I wore a cap around my skull, all of which was attached to the curious, metal machine I’d seen earlier.  Dr. Wales, meanwhile, had a laptop similarly attached to the machine. 

“You want to go with the football player, then?” he asked.  “Or would you rather peruse a list of potential –” 

“Trace Mcintosh is fine,” I said, my voice quivering slightly. 

Wales punched a few keys on his laptop, then said, “Okay – Randy is going to start an IV, and then we’re ready.  Do you have any questions before we put you under?” 

“You’re sure this is safe?” I said. 

“Incredibly,” Wales assured me.  He nodded to the technician – an average sized fellow with sloping shoulders – and the man proceeded to start an IV in my arm.  To that, he attached a hanging bag of saline and injected a shot of what I assumed was the sedative into the tube. 

Almost instantly, I felt lightheaded, and soon, my eyelids began to droop.  Before I knew it, I was out like a light. 

What felt like a few seconds later, I felt my eyes opening.  I was about to speak, but then I realized that everything felt wrong.  Panic started to set in.  I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t speak. 

And what’s worse, alien thoughts were brushing against mine.  Suddenly, Dr. Wales’ voice echoed in my brain, “Don’t resist, Mr. Reynolds.  Just let it happen.” 

I took a mental breath.  Let it happen.  I relaxed my thoughts, and as soon as I did, the alien thoughts engulfed my own, intertwining with them, mingling with them.  Soon, I could hardly tell which was which.  Then, miraculously, a host of sensations cascaded upon me.  I could feel cool air.  I could hear music.  I could taste something sweet.  And then, my vision came into focus. 

I stared straight ahead into a locker that said “T. Mcintosh” above it.  I wanted to look around, to take in my surroundings, but I was unable to control anything.  I was just along for the ride.  I was inside Trace Mcintosh. 

It had worked.  Against all odds, it had actually worked.  I could feel Trace’s thoughts skittering along my brain.  If I focused, I could even interpret them.  But more, I could feel the power in his muscles, bunched and coiled as if he was ready to strike. 

“You ready, Mac?” came a voice from my side.  I turned to see a huge man whose face I didn’t recognize.  However, the number seventy-three emblazoned on his green jersey told me that he was one of the team’s linemen. 

“You know it, man,” I heard myself – or rather, Trace – say.  His voice was deep. 

Resonant.  And tinged with just enough of the ghetto to make it clear where he came from.  Like a bolt of lightning, I knew the man’s entire story almost as well as I knew my own history.  From growing up in the projects to getting a scholarship to Florida to finishing second in the Heisman, I saw the highlights of his life flashing before my eyes.  And for a second, I thought I was him. 

“It’s about that time,” said the lineman, and Trace rose, stretching his muscles.  Feeling it, I felt like a superhero or something.  His athleticism was so far above that of a normal human being that he was basically another species. 

Trace checked his pads, and after a rousing speech from the head coach, we were sprinting out of the tunnel amidst a pyrotechnic display that would make a rock concert jealous. 

Elation filled Trace’s veins as he looked around at the packed stadium.  Thousands of people, all cheering for him.  For me.  For us.  It was intoxicating. 

And then the game started. 

To put it mildly, it was fucking incredible.  No hyperbole.  No exaggeration.  It was the single greatest experience of my life.  Nothing else even came close to being comparable.  The feeling of stiff-arming a two-hundred-and-fifty-pound beast of a man, of outrunning elite athletes, of scoring touchdowns and getting first downs, all the while being cheered by a bunch of screaming fanatics was almost more than I could handle. 

And I could tell that it was just as impactful for Trace himself.  I don’t know what it says about a man like that, but he relished the cheers.  He loved dominating those other men.  And more than anything, he needed to prove he was the best.  And as alien a feeling as that was to me, I understood it in a way I couldn’t really explain.  Nor did I really want to.  It just was, and I was completely content with that. 

In the end, Trace’s efforts weren’t enough, though, and the team lost.  That’s when I felt the flip side to that coin – knowing I had put ever ounce of myself out there and still come up short.  It was excruciating, but it also highlighted the memories of games that had turned out differently.  I wanted that.  I needed it.  As beat up as I – or Trace – was, I wanted to keep going until we got the right outcome.  But the clock had run out.  We had lost. 

As screwed up as my real life was, I had never felt the kind of low I felt in that losing locker room.  Everyone there had given everything they could.  Each of my teammates had left everything on the field, just like me.  But we hadn’t been good enough.  We couldn’t win.  It was emotional and life-affirming, all at the same time.  There was a satisfaction to knowing I couldn’t have done anything else, to realizing every ounce of potential I had in me.  Sure, we had lost, and that sucked.  But I could accept that because I knew there was nothing I could have done differently. 

Still, as I watched Trace do various interviews in that locker room, I wanted nothing more than to run and hide and lick my wounds.  Thankfully, Trace didn’t feel that kind of thing, and he got through it with his head held high. 

Then, in a whirlwind of activity and travel, I somehow found myself at a party.  Drugs were everywhere.  So where naked women.  And football players I sort of recognized.  It was exactly the sort of drug-fueled affair the league insists doesn’t exist, but that everyone with half a brain knows goes down every weekend. 

Everywhere I turned, there were naked or half-naked women dancing.  And they all seemed interested in me.  Trace was used to it, of course, and he was already looking out for the one he was going to fuck.  By that point, I was drunk on the whole experience, and it was all I could do to watch, to listen, and to feel; I couldn’t even think as he found the lucky girl and guided her upstairs. 

I guess it would be easy to say that he fucked her, but it was far more than that.  A man like him, with that kind of strength and speed and aggression dancing through his veins – it was more like a fight than sex.  He grabbed the girl – whose white skin contrasted nicely with Trace’s dark complexion – and tossed her onto the bed.  She was so drugged out that she barely even noticed.  Trace was in little better condition; his every thought was foggy.  Neither had even the slightest inhibition. 

“Fuck me, baby,” she moaned, her words slurred and her eyes half open. 

Trace complied, pinning her legs apart as he unbuckled his belt and dragged his jeans down his muscular thighs.  As he took his cock in his hand, I marveled at the size of it.  I wasn’t a small guy in that respect, but his dwarfed mine by quite a bit.  He gave it a couple of quick pumps, and as soon as it was hard, he plunged it inside of her. 

It didn’t last long, but that wasn’t the point.  Trace didn’t care about girl.  She was just a prop, a toy, a thing to be used.  Whatever enjoyment she got out of it was irrelevant, so long as Trace got what he needed.  And after less than a minute of furious thrusting, he did, cumming inside her. 

Then, spent, he collapsed onto the bed, exhausted from the game, the drugs, the party, and everything else that I’d experienced alongside him.  When his eyes fell shut, mine were flung open, and suddenly, I could see the sterile office which had housed my body while I journeyed through Trace Mcintosh’s mind. 

Breathing hard, I muttered, “That was fucking amazing.” 

The technician grinned.  “That’s what they all say,” he said. 



Chapter Six





As I sat at my computer, I could think of little else but my experiences with Voyeur. 

Over the past two weeks, I’d spent every waking hour at their office, experiencing a wide variety of lives.  I had been actors.  I had been billionaires.  Politicians.  Athletes like Trace.  And each time was move vivid than the last.  To say it was addictive would have been a vast understatement.  I lived for it. 

And I knew that when my free month was finished, I wouldn’t be able to stop.  So, whenever I wasn’t at Voyeur, I was working as many hours as I could.  I needed the money to keep my habit going. 

“What is wrong with you?” asked Maya, sitting on the couch. 

“What?  Nothing,” I said.  “I’m fine.” 

“You’re definitely not fine,” she countered.  “I haven’t seen you sleep in almost a week.” 

“I said I’m fine,” I repeated.  “What does it matter when I sleep?” 

“Because I’m worried about you!” she insisted.  “You don’t sleep.  You barely even eat anymore.  I swear, you’ve probably lost twenty pounds in the past couple of weeks.  And as much as I –” 

“Like that’s a bad thing?” I asked.  “I’ve been meaning to lose some weight.  Now I have.  Big deal.” 

“It’s a big deal when you’re doing it by starving yourself,” she stated.  “Are you on drugs or something?” 

“Like I could afford drugs,” I said.  “No.  I’m on drugs, for God’s sake.” 

“You really don’t see it, do you?” she asked.  “You look like a freaking junkie, Adam. 

Your eyes are all sunken, you have these dark circles, and you’re –” 

“I’m fine!” I said, slamming my hand on my desk.  “For fuck’s sake, there’s nothing wrong with me losing a little weight.” 

I rose, and without another word, stalked out of the apartment.  At some point, I found my way to my car, because before I knew it, I was driving to what had become a very familiar place.  When I pulled into the Voyeur parking lot, I had a moment of clarity. 

“What the fuck am I doing?” I muttered.  It was my first instinct, to go to Voyeur and drown in someone else’s life.  And besides the obvious issues like my weight loss and inattention to my own well-being, there were less obvious side effects of my use of the facility. 

For one, nothing seemed quite real anymore.  Whether it was one of the Voyeur experiences or my own life, everything had something of a haze over it.  Colors didn’t seem as bright.  Sounds weren’t as sharp.  And my thoughts didn’t seem as quick.  More, I had lost interest in almost everything else.  I hadn’t picked up a video game controller since my first session.  I hadn’t even been online, except to research my next experience.  And I hadn’t had sex with Maya. 

My lack of interest was due to none of it feeling as vivid as it should.  I knew it, rationally.  But reason doesn’t always rule an addict’s mind, does it?  That’s what I was.  I knew that too.  However, unlike so many addicts, I had little interest in changing what I had become. 

No – I was okay with living off of Voyeur. 

What did I have to live for, anyway?  What made my real life so great?  Sure, I was

young, but I’d dug myself into a hole.  I was a loser, and there was no way out.  But with Voyeur, I could be important.  I could be a winner.  I could be strong or handsome or rich, and I didn’t even have to make a single decision.  I could just experience all the good parts without any of the bad.  It was a great deal. 

Then why was my conscience screaming at me to resist?  Why did I feel ashamed of what I was doing?  Why hadn’t I told anyone else?  Why did I feel slimy each time I came out of a trance? 

“Because it’s wrong,” I mumbled, gripping the steering wheel until my knuckles went white.  “It’s fucking wrong.” 

But why? 

Nobody got hurt.  Dr. Wales had said so.  In fact, I was pretty sure none of the hosts even knew I was there.  Even if it was wrong, it was a victimless crime, right?  All those celebrities, they chose to live their lives in the public eye.  So what if I put them under a microscope?  They were fair game, right? 

I went on and on in my own mind, justifying my actions, bit by bit until, at last, I had convinced myself that there was absolutely nothing wrong with using Voyeur.  In the back of my mind, of course, I knew it was wrong.  I knew it with every fiber of my being.  But when you’re an addict, it’s easy to ignore that kind of thing. 

So, that’s how I found myself, once again, pushing through the door and into Voyeur, Inc.  Randy greeted me, saying, “Back again, huh, Mr. Reynolds?” 

“Yeah,” I said.  “Figured it’s free, so why not?” 

“What would you like today?” he asked. 

“You know what?  Why don’t you surprise me?” I said. “I want something different.” 

“I’ve got just the thing,” the man said.  “If you’ll follow me, we’ll get you all set up.” 

Chapter Seven

 

 

I leaned back in the chair, comfortable for the first time since the last session.  I was in a familiar place, and I was as relaxed as I was going to get.  After all, I was about to get my fix, so in my mind, everything was looking up.  I glanced at Dr. Wales, who typed into he computer. 

“Who am going into today, doc?” I asked. 

“Randy said that you wanted something a little different,” the man said. “That’s what you’re going to get.” 

“Yeah, but who?” I asked. 

“It’s a surprise, Mr. Reynolds,” he stated.  “Now lie back and relax.  Randy will be in here in just a moment to get you started.” 

It was vaguely irritating that he didn’t tell me exactly what to expect, but there was a part of me that was excited about the prospect of being surprised.  So, I settled in to wait for the technician to do his thing.  And when he finally did, I drifted off to a grateful sleep. 

When I awoke, I experienced the now-familiar orientation process.  Feeling the feelings, mingling with the thoughts, aligning my senses – I was well used to it all by then.  But lacing it all was something a little different.  It was like trying a familiar recipe to which someone had added an extra ingredient.  It tasted similar, but it wasn’t without its own unique flavor.  I was contemplating this when my host’s eyes opened, and I saw an extremely unexpected face staring back at me in the mirror. 

Georgia Gaines.  I, along with every person in the country, knew exactly who she was. 

One of the biggest pop stars in the world, she’d been in the public eye since she was a toddler. 

First, it was acting in bad sitcoms or on the Disney Channel, but soon, it became a musical career in which she made a point to distance herself from her family-friendly image by being as raunchy as possible. 

For a long moment, I studied her face, wondering why everything looked so familiar. 

And then it hit me.  She looked a lot like the real me.  Sure, there were plenty of differences –

mostly in the brow and chin – but we had similar eyes, an almost identical nose, and the same full lips.  We could have passed for fraternal twins. 

Below the neck, though, is where the differences truly began.  She had the body of a Playboy centerfold.  Full, perky breasts stretched the limits of the catsuit she wore, and it hugged her every curve.  I didn’t need to look to know the details of that body; I, along with nearly every other man in the world, had seen it in plenty of detail. 

It took it all in in the space of a split second, after which came a sense of overwhelming panic.  I was inside a woman.  And not just any woman – Georgia Gaines.  Was this Wales’ idea of a joke?  Or was he merely giving me what I’d asked for? 

“Get me out,” I thought, hoping that he could hear me. 

“Why?” came his disembodied voice.  Georgia couldn’t hear it. 

“Because I don’t want to be a chick!” I screamed in my thoughts. 

“Why not?” was his next question.  “Try it out.  I’ll give you an extra week worth of free sessions if you give it a shot.” 

A week worth of free sessions.  That was all I needed to hear.  I could endure a night of femininity for something like that.  So, I agreed, and the world seemed to shudder into motion. 

Georgia stood, and I marveled at her easy grace.  I’d been in the bodies of athletes, but she was something else entirely.  The way her hips swayed with each step, the way she balanced on those insanely high heels, the way her back arched and her breasts jiggled slightly in their tight confines – it was something I wasn’t entirely prepared for, but in a good way.  She was as powerful as any of the men I’d inhabited, and she knew it. 

“Two minutes, Georgia,” said a man as I pushed past him.  That’s when I realized I was backstage at a concert.  People milled about everywhere, going about their jobs that made the whole concert possible.  And the steady din of the nearby crowd gave everything a buzz of excitement. 

I couldn’t help but notice, though, that Georgia was high.  I didn’t know what, exactly, she’d taken, but she was definitely on something strong.  No doubt, that was just the life of a musician on the road, I thought. 

The time ticked down, and the tension built until, at last, Georgia strutted on stage, a huge, fake smile painted on her face. 

“Hello, Nashville!” she screamed into the handsfree microphone jutting in front of her mouth.  The crowd went wild, and she launched into her performance.  One song after another, I knew them all, even if I didn’t want to admit it.  Her music was ubiquitous; there was no escaping it, and it was all catchy as hell.  I found myself humming along as she sang and danced through the whole thing. 

And just like it had been with the athletes, the adoration of the fans was intoxicating. 

They truly loved her in a way that made Georgia uncomfortable.  But me?  I would’ve given anything to have even a fraction of that directed at me.  Still, she hid her discomfort well, and she finished her set flawlessly. 

When she finally finished, Georgia was understandably exhausted.  Not only had she performed an entire concert – which was tiring enough by itself – but she’d done so while dancing the whole time.  It was like combining a recital with a two-hour aerobics session, all while being high on God knew what.  I was impressed, but more, I couldn’t help but feel the keen euphoria of it all. 

Georgia, on the other hand, just wanted to get back to her dressing room.  She’d been performing for most of her life, and she took her fans for granted.  It was sad, really, because I could feel at least the little bit of her misery that wasn’t masked by the drugs. 

As she reached her dressing room door, a man gripped her arm, and she turned to see a man I instantly recognized as her manager, Sean Guy.  Immediately, I was assaulted by a cacophony of Georgia’s memories, inadvertently triggered by his grip on her arm.  Like so many children who grew up in Hollywood, she had been the victim of abuse.  Some was perpetrated by trusted managers or producers, but other instances came at the hands of family friends or adult costars.  If I’d had a physical body at the time, I would’ve wept.  It was no wonder she was on drugs. 

“Great show, Georgia,” the man said.  Of all her hangers-on, he was the one she trusted most.  However, the fact that he hadn’t victimized her was something she saw as temporary. 

Eventually, she thought, he would do the same thing every other man – and even a couple of women – had done.  He just needed the opportunity. 

“Thanks,” she said, forcing a smile.  In her time in the business, she had learned to put on a brave face and mask her pain.  It broke my heart.  “But I’m really tired, okay?  Send Katie in here.  I wanted to talk to her.” 

“Yeah, sure – fine,” Guy said.  “Whatever you want.” 

“I want her,” Georgia said, pulling away from the man.  She slammed the door in his face before he had the opportunity to answer.  Almost as soon as the door was closed, she started to disrobe.  It didn’t take long – the whole getup was like a leather bodysuit with a pair of high heels attached – and soon, she found herself naked and staring in the mirror.  That gave me the opportunity to appreciate her perfectly formed body. 

And then I felt guilty.  Very, very guilty.  She was just a scared girl who’d been victimized at every turn, and there I was, sitting in her brain and sexualizing her when she thought she was finally alone.  It was so very wrong that if I could have, I would’ve thrown up. 

As it was, though, I just wallowed in her pain until, a few minutes later, there was a knock at the door. 

“Come in,” said Georgia, turning to see another woman coming into the dressing room. 

She looked like the stereotypical girl-next-door.  Blonde hair, blue eyes, and a perfectly cherubic face, she had a body that looked almost Georgia’s equal.  I felt a hint of lust sparking in my host’s brain.  “And close the door.” 

The girl did, and she stood in front of Georgia, unmoving as my host circled her.  Finally, Georgia said, “Take that silly outfit off.” 

“You said you wouldn’t make me do this again,” said the girl I now understood was named Katie Parsons, one of Georgia’s platoon of backup singers.  “I don’t want to –” 

Georgia slapped her on the ass, hard.  “You want to get ahead, don’t you?” she asked. 

“Yeah, but –” 

“Then do what I say, slut,” Georgia ordered.  And Katie obediently started to disrobe.  It took a little longer for her, but that was only because she was more than a little reluctant.  That only stoked the flames of Georgia’s lust, and soon, I could feel her heartbeat quicken and her pulse start to race.  More, her nipples hardened and a great deal of moisture started forming in her groin. 

The whole thing was an entirely new experience for me, but it somehow felt right.  It felt just as natural and normal as it had when I’d been hosted by men.  But more than that, Georgia’s arousal had infected my own mind, mostly because I knew exactly what she was about to make the timid singer do. 

When Katie was naked, Georgia spent a few seconds toying with the girl’s nipples.  “So, so pretty,” she said. “I bet you dated the quarterback back in whatever-the-fuck town you came from, huh?” 

“Y-yes,” said Katie. 

Georgia gripped her right nipple and twisted.  The girl let out a barely audible hiss of pain, and my host laughed.  “What would he say if he knew you were my personal ass slave?” 

she asked.  “He’d probably be turned on, wouldn’t he?  I don’t doubt that he’s a degenerate. 

They all are.” 

My host released her nipple, then walked to the nearby vanity.  Planting her hands on the counter, she turned to Katie and said, “You know what to do, slut.” 

Katie hesitated for only a second before meekly following in Georgia’s footsteps and kneeling at my host’s feet, her face even with Georgia’s perfect ass.  Then, without another second’s hesitation, she plunged her face between Georgia’s cheeks and thrust her tongue into the singer’s asshole. 

And God, it felt good.  However, Georgia wasn’t as concerned with the physical sensation as she was with the mental dominance of the other girl.  She liked being in control, and she reveled in forcing Katie to do something she so clearly did not want to do.  And as abhorrent

as I might have normally found such an attitude, I couldn’t help but let it infect my own thoughts. 

And then, just as Georgia was about to climax, I woke up, and for a few seconds, I didn’t have any idea who I was or why I was in that stark, white room.  Slowly, though, my awareness returned, and I turned to Wales, who just smiled at me, asking, “How was it?” 

“Interesting,” I admitted, smiling weakly.  I was drenched in sweat, but the memory of being Georgia clung to me like a second skin. 

“That’s what you wanted, right?  Interesting,” he said. 

And I nodded, saying, “I guess it was.” 



Chapter Eight





I don’t know how to explain it.  I wish I did, but there was just something about Georgia that kept me going back.  If my other sessions had been addictive, using Georgia as a host was almost a necessity of life.  I needed her as much as I needed air or water or food.  Or at least, that’s what I thought.  So, the next day, I went back and requested the same experience. 

Wales complied, giving me exactly what I wanted, and this time, I experienced something I never could have expected: sex as a woman. 

When I became aware, I found myself lying next to a man, Georgia’s arm draped over his muscular chest.  He turned toward me, a twinkle in his eye, and immediately, I knew who he was.  Ryan Sears, country music singer and, according to Georgia’s memories, an absolute idiot. 

He was sweet and charming and handsome, but beyond that, he was as “dumb as a box of rocks”.  Her words, not mine.  More, their whole relationship, unbeknownst to him, was a public relations stunt designed to enhance their popularity. 

But Georgia didn’t care.  If she was going to be with him, she was going to use him for her own sexual pleasure.  And that realization kindled a flame of sexual desire laced with absolute terror in my mind.  I’d never even considered having sex with a man.  Before I’d ridden shotgun in Georgia’s mind, the idea seemed ludicrous.  But nestled in the warm embrace of her consciousness, it seemed absolutely natural.  And besides, there wasn’t much I could do about it, anyway.  I wasn’t going to end the session, so I had no other choice but to go along with what she wanted. 

Without a word, Georgia’s hand crept down the man’s abdominal muscles, her fingers tracing the ridges separating them, until she reached the tangle of his well-kept pubic hair.  She twirled a finger in the coarse strands for a second or two before continuing along her journey to the hardening shaft that was her destination.  As soon as her fingers brushed against his veiny manhood, I felt a shiver go up my mental spine.  It was so damned exciting and taboo and wrong and right that I had no idea which way to turn or how to feel.  But Georgia knew precisely how to feel – turned on. 

She wrapped her fingers around it, giving a gentle caress before she started planting kisses down his torso.  Butterflies danced in my stomach as she progressed further and further down, past his chest, his belly button, and finally, to the object of her desire.  My first taste of cock was as thrilling as it was provocative, and I soon ached for my host to wrap her lips around that thick member. 

I didn’t have to wait long, because Georgia’s desires mingled with my own, and soon, she couldn’t keep herself from sucking it.  Up and down, she bobbed her head as she gave her boyfriend an expert blowjob, and as I tasted him, as I relished the feeling of that smooth shaft gliding along my tongue and tickling the back of my throat, I came to the realization that Georgia loved sucking dick, not for the physical pleasure, but rather because of the control it gave her over Ryan.  With her lips wrapped around his cock, he would do anything for her.  And she was in completely control of the whole encounter, which was exactly what she wanted. 

I couldn’t help but feel the same way. 

However, all good things must give way to something else, and in that case, the blowjob needed to make way for the main event.  So, after a few minutes of lovingly licking, kissing, and

sucking her boyfriend’s cock, Georgia withdrew and climbed atop him.  Straddling him cowgirl-style, she guided his cock into her wet pussy, Ryan’s saliva-slick manhood going inside her with practiced ease. 

And it was absolutely fucking glorious. 

Georgia let out a trembling whimper of pleasure as that mighty member filled her oh-so-deliciously.  I felt it in my pussy, in the core of my very being, and in that moment, I felt more like a woman than I’d ever felt like a man.  That was how sex was supposed to feel, I thought as Georgia bounced up and down on the man, tiny moans escaping from between her lips as she rode him. 

She screamed expletives.  She moaned. He grunted in response.  And the coupling continued until, at long last, Georgia came.  It built and built for what felt like an eternity, the sensation pressing against me, body and mind, until I thought I would burst.  Then, just as I was sure I couldn’t take any more, the dam broke and my body – Georgia’s body – was flooded with a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure the likes of which I’d never felt. 

In my life, I’d experienced innumerable orgasms.  Some were self-induced.  Others were with partners.  But nothing I had ever experienced as a man or boy could have prepared me for the deluge which assaulted my senses as Georgia came.  It wasn’t just a tiny, brief couple of seconds of release.  I was used to that.  But this was so very different.  It encompassed my entire body.  Muscles clenched uncontrollably.  My pussy spasmed.  My toes curled, and a cry of unabashed pleasure escaped my lips.  I quivered as wave after wave of such ecstasy rolled through my body. 

But still I rode, and my persistence was soon rewarded with another orgasm.  A few minutes later, I was rocked by another.  Three times, I came before, at long last, Ryan spurted his own thick, sticky cum deep into my well-fucked pussy. 

I collapsed in well-earned exhaustion, breathing hard as our sweaty bodies clung to one another.  Then I realized that I’d stopped thinking of Georgia and I as separate people.  We were one in the same.  I was her, and she was me.  We were, in almost every conceivable way, we. 

And to my surprise, I liked the way that sounded. 



*

*

*



Over the next two weeks, I had more sessions with Georgia as my host than I could rightly count.  I barely went home, and I only paused to eat here or there.  I didn’t care that I was neglecting my own life.  I only had a few more opportunities to live out what had become my obsession before I’d have to pay for the pleasure, and I was going to use that for all it was worth. 

My relationship with Maya, such as it was, devolved further during that time.  She couldn’t understand what was wrong with me, and I didn’t dare tell her my secret.  Instead, I lied to her, saying I was looking for another job when, in fact, I was visiting Voyeur as much as I could.  If I’d been a little less obsessed, I might have felt bad about lying to her, but as it was, it just seemed necessary. 

However, a week before my free time ran out, Maya cornered me before I could get out the door.  “We need to talk,” she said, planting herself in front of the door. 

“About what?” I asked. 

“About whatever it is you’ve been doing,” she answered.  “You haven’t been going to work.  Your bank account is all but empty.  And rent is due.  I need to know what’s going on so I can help.” 

Knowing I was backed into a corner, I decided to throw a hail mary of a lie.  “I’ve been going to therapy, okay?” I said.  “It’s a group thing, and we’ve been meeting a lot.  I didn’t want to tell you because I was embarrassed.” 

“Therapy?  For what?” she asked. 

“Seriously?” I said.  “I’m a mess, Maya.  You know that.” 

“Yeah, but –” 

“And I would appreciate it if you didn’t say anything about this to anybody, okay?” I said, pushing past her.  “I don’t want everybody to know that I’m kind of crazy.” 

She looked at me for a long moment before her expression softened.  “Fine,” she said. “I won’t tell anybody.” 

“Thanks, babe,” I said, leaning in to kiss her on the forehead.  Glancing down, I noticed that she was wearing some new shoes. “Love the shoes, by the way.  You’ll have to tell me where you got them.” 

“W-what?  I don’t –” 

“Not now, though,” I said.  “Later.  I’ve got a therapy appointment to get to.” 

“Yeah…I mean…okay,” she said. “Sure.” 



Chapter Nine





“Um…dude,” said Lee, his eyes fixed on me as I stared straight ahead, trying to ignore his staring.  “Are you wearing makeup?” 

“W-what?  No!” I said, leaning against the back counter.  “Of course not.” 

Or was I?  I resisted the urge to touch my face to find out, instead thinking back to when I’d gotten ready for work.  Had I put on some of Maya’s makeup by accident?  I distinctly remembered putting it on, but I wasn’t completely sure whether it was in the real world or if it had happened during my last session as Georgia. 

“It kind of looks like you are,” my ugly coworker said.  “More than kind of.” 

“Quit staring at me, man,” I said. “It’s creepy as fuck.” 

“Yeah, but –” 

I cut him off, saying, “Watch the register.  I’m going to the bathroom.” 

I pushed away from the counter and quickly traversed the store to go to the bathroom.  I pushed through the door, a small sense of panic flowing through my mind.  Did I really not know the difference between reality and my Voyeur sessions?  I went to the mirror. 

“Fuck,” I said, looking at my reflection.  Indeed, I was wearing makeup.  It wasn’t overt or anything, but to anyone who looked closely, it was pretty apparent.  It was no wonder that Lee had noticed. 

Quickly, I turned on the faucet and started scrubbing my face as best I could.  It wasn’t easy, because the makeup had gotten into my beard, but after a while, everything was clean.  I pushed a few damp strands of my almost-shoulder-length hair back from my face and stared at myself in the mirror.  Taking a few deep breaths, I tried to steady my nerves, but my heartbeat and my mind wouldn’t cooperate.  They were both going a hundred-miles-per-hour, and it was all I could do not to scream.  Or cry.  Or something. 

Then, the bathroom door opened, and a woman walked in.  I looked up and saw that my confusion was reflected in her expression.  She backed away, looking at the placard by the door before saying, “Um…I think you went into the wrong bathroom by mistake.” 

“Oh,” I said.  “Yeah.  I guess I did…I’m s-so sorry about that.  Long day, I guess.” 

Then, I pushed past her and back into the store.  When I got back to the front counter, Lee asked, “Are you okay, man?  You look like you’re –” 

My heart beating out of control, I snapped, “I’m fucking fine, Lee.  Jesus Christ, just mind your own fucking business for once.” 

That shut him up, and soon, I found myself standing in silence with nothing but my thoughts to keep me company.  Was I cracking?  Were my Voyeur sessions affecting my real life in more ways than I knew?  Or was it a simple mistake?  Habit, maybe. 

Being as skilled at denial as I was, I chose to justify my strange actions by telling myself that it was something akin to sleepwalking.  Georgia wasn’t interjecting her personality onto my life.  That was silly.  I was my own person, and the Voyeur system didn’t work that way.  When I woke up, it was over.  Dr. Wales had assured me of that after my first session. 

It wasn’t even a good story, but it’s the one I latched onto anyway.  I suppose that if I was a little more introspective, I could’ve seen that my time as Georgia had begun to infect my own personality, my own thoughts.  The more time I spent as her, the more of her I brought back with

me.  It actually made way more sense like that than the story I’d convinced myself to believe. 

But I’ve never been the sort of guy to look at my life with anything but unmitigated bias. 

I can’t see things as they are, only how I want them to be.  It’s always been like that, and I don’t think it’ll ever change. 

Those thoughts – and many more like it – occupied my mind for the remainder of my shift until I found myself clocking out and going home.  Briefly, I thought about swinging by Voyeur, but I was hungry, tired, and, if I was honest, a little afraid to return.  I might have convinced myself to believe my own justifications on the surface, but deep down, I knew the truth.  And that knowledge drove me home. 

When I got there, I immediately retreated to the shower, where I spent quite a lot of time standing under the cascade of piping, hot water.  It felt relaxing in a way I truly needed.  I stayed in there for over half-an-hour before finally stepping out and drying myself off.  Then, suddenly, I was staring at my own clean-shaven face.  Not a bit of hair remained – not even stubble.  I looked down to see the coarse strands of my once-thick beard gathered in the sink. 

I felt panic rising in my chest as I looked around, trying figure out what the hell had just happened.  I remembered doing it.  I recalled shaving.  But I didn’t recall being in control.  It was like my body had gotten so relaxed that it had a mind of its own. 

“Are you wearing my panties?” asked Maya, a note of laughter in her voice. 

I’d been so engrossed in my lack of a beard that I hadn’t even noticed her standing in the bathroom doorway.  More, I hadn’t even realized that I was wearing a pair of her pink, cotton panties.  I didn’t even remember putting them on. 

“W-what?  No,” I said.  “I mean…I…um…” 

“What’s going on?” she asked.  “Is this some kinky sex thing you’re trying out?” 

“I…um…” 

My mind whirled with potential excuses until, finally, after a few seconds of hemming and hawing, I settled on one.  “I was…you know…I guess I was still half asleep from my nap when I put them on by mistake,” I said, slipping them down what I now saw were perfectly smooth legs.  I tried to ignore them.  “S-sorry.” 

“Shaved the beard, too?” she asked, stepping close.  Her hand found my hairless jaw.  “I like it.  You look good without a beard.” 

It was all I could do not to jerk away.  “It was itching,” I said.  “It’s not about…you know…looking a certain way.  I just got tired of it is all.” 

“Well,” she said, looking me in the eye.  “I like it.” 

“Thanks,” I said.  “But I’m…um…I’m really tired, and I think I’m going to go to bed.” 

“You don’t want to fool around?” she asked, grinning. 

“N-no,” I said.  “L-like I said – I’m tired.  Maybe…um…maybe tomorrow or something.” 



Chapter Ten

 

 

Over the next few days, I tried to forget what had happened, but the memory remained stubbornly attached the forefront of my mind.  How could I have done those things without knowing it?  My steadfast denial, so well-developed, struggled to keep up with the reality of what I was facing. 

I knew the culprit was my sessions with Voyeur, but even so, I couldn’t stop myself from wanting more.  It’s so difficult to explain the need coursing through my body.  Nothing in my real life felt, well, real.  It was all ephemeral, dull, and lifeless.  But my sessions as Georgia? 

Those were the exact opposite.  Even though I couldn’t control anything about what happened during that time, I felt more solidly in the moment than when I was being the real me. 

And it should have distressed me at least as much as my inability to control my own actions, but that’s not really how addiction works.  You justify things.  You downplay the risks, the problems.  You discard anything that doesn’t tell you to simply do what you want to do.  And that’s exactly what I did, which is how I found myself sitting in my car, which was nestled snuggly in a parking space facing the offices of Voyeur, Inc. 

But to my credit, I did hesitate.  For two whole minutes.  And then I got out of my car, the familiar giddy sensation creeping up my spine as I walked into the office.  I was greeted by Andy, the technician, who immediately escorted me into the back. 

I guess my justification was that I only had one more week of free access, and I’d be silly not to use it.  But in the back of my mind, I knew that I would’ve spent my last dollar to keep going down that road.  I was that hooked. 

Soon, Andy was attaching the requisite electrodes to my temples and placing the now-familiar cap over my head.  I couldn’t keep the smile from my face as he asked, “You going to with the singer again?” 

“Georgia Gaines,” I said. 

“Been using her as a host quite a bit lately,” remarked Andy. 

I shrugged, glancing up at him as I said, “She’s interesting.” 

“Indeed,” said the technician, a sly smile playing across his lips.  When he was finished preparing me for the session, he asked, “Ready?” 

I smiled.  “Always,” I replied, and he injected the sedative into my IV.  A few seconds later, I was out. 

As many times as I had experienced the transition from one person to another, it was still quite jarring, and my vision adjusted to Georgia’s eyes, it took me a few seconds to orient myself.  Still, once I did, I got the familiar, euphoric feeling of mingling with her thoughts, her senses, and her very essence.  It felt like a cool balm on the frayed edges of my own consciousness. 

That isn’t to say that Georgia wasn’t without her own issues.  Even as early in the morning as it was, she was already flying high on prescription painkillers.  Originally, she’d started taking them because of a knee injury she’d suffered during her first tour, but with the pain of her past kneeling on her throat, she quickly succumbed to the lure of a numb mind.  From that moment on, she had been addicted. 

Of course, she’d sprinkled in quite a few other drugs – cocaine, heroin, marijuana, 

alcohol – if it altered her state of mind, she was more than willing to take it.  I felt sorry for her because I understood exactly why she was the way she was.  Having spent her entire life in show business, with everyone who was supposed to love and care for her looking to profit off of her, she’d never really experienced anything close to a normal life.  And what’s more, she’d been through her fair share of abuse, be it sexual, emotional, or physical.  That she found the strength to get out of bed each morning was something of a miracle. 

Georgia lay naked in bed next to her boyfriend, Ryan.  He still slept, but Georgia knew that wouldn’t last long.  Not if she had anything to say about it, at least.  She ducked under the sheets and started sucking his dick.  Slowly, Ryan awakened, and I savored the feeling of his cock hardening in my mouth. 

“W-what’s this?” asked the beautiful idiot. 

“I’m horny,” said Georgia, her only response before going back to her business.  And to his credit, at least Ryan was smart enough to let her do it. 

The blowjob didn’t last that long.  Rather, it was just a means to an end, with that ultimate goal getting his cock hard enough to where Georgia could ride him.  And she did.  I wish I could say that I’d gotten used to that whole experience, but I hadn’t.  It was just as intense the fifth, sixth, and seventh time as it was that first.  And the orgasm that resulted from the act was just as fierce. 

And that was just how the session started. 

After morning sex, Georgia’s day flowed straight into preparation for her concert.  She left the hotel room, surrounded by a retinue of bulky bodyguards that cut through the hordes of screaming fans, and went straight to the venue, where she went through sound checks, last second rehearsals, costuming and makeup.  It was an absolute whirlwind, and I loved the activity of it.  She didn’t have to choose her own path.  Even if she wasn’t feeling it, she had a schedule to keep and people to help her keep it.  It seemed so much better than having to hold yourself accountable. 

The concert came, and I experienced something just as pleasurable as Georgia’s morning orgasms.  Sure, it was different, the screaming adoration of an entire football stadium, but it was just as powerful, just as intense.  I loved every second of it.  But I also felt that inevitable cratering of emotions that occurred when I realized it was over.  Georgia and I fell off a cliff, wallowing in our own misery.  Then, Georgia snorted a couple of lines of cocaine, and it was all banished in an instant. 

The after-party went by more quickly than I could’ve expected, but it was no less impactful because of it.  Beautiful, dancing men and women, all of which would have done anything to get into my panties – I felt powerful and sexy and in complete control.  But I knew it was all an illusion.  So did Georgia.  They didn’t love her.  Not really.  They were, at best, hired guns.  At worst, they were hangers-on who only wanted a piece of her celebrity.  She didn’t have much time for either group. 

So, it was with dampened spirits that Georgia returned to her hotel room.  However, those spirits were lifted when she found a naked Katie, the back-up singer, inside the room. 

“What are you doing here?” Georgia demanded. 

“I want to…I w-want to serve,” Katie said.  “Just like you told me yesterday.  A-after the concerts, I’m supposed to be your slave, right?  I can…I can go if you’ve changed your mind.” 

I knew it was wrong.  So did Georgia.  Or at least I thought she did.  The pretty blonde clearly had no interest in Georgia.  She was doing it because she thought she had to, because she expected it to help her career.  But in Georgia’s mind, she justified it by telling herself that that

was just how the entertainment industry worked.  The people in charge used those who weren’t, and in exchange, the lesser people got breaks.  It was normal.  Necessary.  And Georgia wasn’t about to let her chance as one of the people in charge to pass her by. 

So, she smiled, saying, “Yeah.  I remember now.” 

Then, she quickly removed her pants and panties and lay on the bed, her legs spread. 

“Get to work,” she said.  “Slut.” 

And Katie did, kneeling between her mistress’ legs, licking for all she was worth. 



Chapter Eleven

 

 

 

“What do you think, honey?” asked the stylist, Theresa.  She was a plump woman with huge, multi-colored hair, a plethora of tattoos, and a multitude of piercings.  But she was nice enough, and she hadn’t seemed to judge me when I told her what I wanted. 

I looked at myself in the salon mirror, and I was incredibly happy with what I saw.  My hair, which, over the previous month, had continued to grow pas my shoulders, had been styled to perfectly mimic Georgia’s hairstyle.  That, combined with my natural resemblance to the woman, made me look like her long, lost twin.  And I couldn’t have been happier. 

“It’s perfect,” I said, grinning. 

It had been almost two months since my free sessions had run out, and I had compensated for the lack by mimicking Georgia’s style.  I still went back to Voyeur when I had the money, but after an initial depression that lasted a couple of weeks, I had discovered that the more my real life resembled hers, the less I needed Voyeur.  So, I had taken steps to do just that. 

“I knew you’d like it,” said Theresa, removing the apron draped over my shoulders.  I stood, admiring my form in the mirror.  I’d continued to lose weight, and I knew that, as of the day before, I’d hit my target – a few pounds lighter than the woman who’d quickly become my idol.  And I felt incredible for it. 

More, I couldn’t ignore my mostly androgynous clothing.  Before, I’d mostly disregarded fashion.  Usually, I wore whatever was most comfortable.  But my sessions with Georgia had opened my eyes to a host of other possibilities.  And I’d adjusted my wardrobe accordingly, choosing clothing that fit the new style in my head.  I didn’t go overtly feminine – I wasn’t quite there yet – but I wanted to.  Instead, though, I compromised with androgyny.  And to my surprise, it worked surprisingly well. 

However, one area I didn’t compromise on was my underwear.  For most of the two months since my last free session, I had been wearing panties full-time.  Anything else just felt wrong to the point of extreme discomfort.  I couldn’t help it, so I didn’t even try anymore.  I just steered right into that particular skid. 

There were other changes, but they were mostly things I barely noticed – like the subtle changes in the way I walked and talked.  Or when I’d get confused about my own past.  Or when I’d look at a particularly handsome man and wonder what it would be like to have sex with him. 

Or when I would briefly forget that I didn’t actually have a vagina. 

To say I was a little confused about the ever-blurring line between myself and Georgia would have been a vast understatement.  However, throughout it all, I kept telling myself that it wasn’t that big of a deal.  None of it was that abnormal.  And I could stop when I wanted.  It was all self-delusion, of course, but I wasn’t self-aware enough to recognize that.  So, I just went about my altered life as best I could. 

I quickly paid my bill for Theresa’s work, and I left the stylist.  When I finally got home, I pushed through the door without even noticing that Danny sat on my couch. 

“Hey,” he said, startling me a bit. 

“Hey,” I replied, closing the door.  “What’s up?” 

“I wanted to talk to you,” was his reply. 

“How’d you get in here?” I asked. 

“You gave me a key, remember?” he answered.  “But that’s not the point, man.” 

“Yeah?  What is your point, then?” I asked, setting down my satchel.  Or purse.  I wasn’t sure which it was, but I liked it either way. 

“I wanted to talk about how you’re changing,” he said. 

I rolled my eyes.  “I lost a little weight,” I said.  “It’s not a big deal.” 

“Yeah?” he said, quirking an eyebrow.  “Is that what you tell yourself?  It’s just weight loss?  I mean, look at your hair, man.  You’re wearing makeup.  And Maya told me you keep stealing her clothes.” 

“I did that one freaking time, and it was by mistake!” I insisted.  “Like I’d wear her ugly stuff.” 

“For fuck’s sake, man – listen to yourself,” he said, standing.  “I mean, you don’t even sound like you anymore.  And you definitely don’t look like you.  What the hell’s going on?” 

“Nothing,” I said.  “I’m fine.” 

“Just tell me the truth,” he said.  “Are you on drugs or something?” 

“What?  No,” I said, thankful that I hadn’t taken a cue from Georgia’s addictions.  I was clean.  “Why would you even ask that?” 

“Because I don’t know who you are anymore!” he said. 

“I’m the same person I always was, okay?” I said.  “Yeah, I’m buying new clothes.  I’m doing my hair differently.  And I’m making some other changes.  But this is what I need to do to be happy.  I wish everyone would just quit getting on my back about it.” 

“But you’re not the same,” he said. “You barely play games anymore.  I haven’t spoken to you in over two weeks.  And Maya says –” 

“Maya’s a bitch,” I said.  “And she should keep her mouth shut.” 

“Just –” 

“And I think you should mind your own business,” I stated.  “Just…I think I want you to leave, Danny.  Now.” 

“What?  We were having a conversation,” he insisted. 

“You were accusing me of doing drugs and changing,” I said. “I was defending myself. 

That’s not a conversation.  So, please, just leave.  Just go.” 

He ran his hand through his hair before sighing and saying, “Fine.  Whatever.  But if you want to talk, I’m –” 

“I don’t,” I said, opening the door for him.  I stood there, silent and glaring, until he left the apartment.  I slammed the door behind him, letting out a groan of frustration.  Why couldn’t anyone understand?  First, Maya, and now Danny?  Why didn’t they want me to be happy?  Why couldn’t they just butt out of my life?  I was fine, and I didn’t need their help.  The sooner they realized that, the better off we’d all be. 

Chapter Twelve





I stood in my bedroom, staring at myself in the mirror.  I didn’t know what to think, what to do, or how to go ahead with what I had planned.  In the six months since I had finished my free sessions at Voyeur, I had slowly progressed from a normal guy to slightly androgynous to overtly feminine, and finally, to what was staring back at me in the mirror.  And I didn’t know what to think of it. 

I looked like Georgia.  That was the first thing that came to mind.  My brown hair fell in a perfect imitation of her hairstyle, my makeup was exactly how she would have done it, and there wasn’t a hint of masculinity in my face.  My body was a different story, but I hoped to, over time, fix that as well.  I’d already started down that path with some hormones I’d ordered online, and I fully intended to get the appropriate surgeries to further emulate my idol. 

My outfit was a fair mimicry of her style as well.  I wore a simple, black dress with calf-high, high-heeled boots.  It was almost exactly like what I’d seen her wear in a recent photo shoot, save the fact that I’d gotten mine from the mall and she had obviously gotten hers directly from some big name designer. 

“I’m transgender,” I rehearsed in front of the mirror.  The words sounded strange, even though I’d repeated them in my head thousands of times over the past month.  I knew they were true.  I didn’t feel like a man.  And I wanted, more than anything, to be a real woman.  I was a real woman.  My body just hadn’t caught up yet.  I was so sure of it, but I was afraid of it as well. 

I repeated it a few times before taking a deep breath, steadying my nerves.  Then, I turned to my bedroom door, opened it, and stepped out into the short hall.  The click of my heels followed me down the hall and into the living room, where I stood facing the people closest to me. 

To my left, in my gaming chair, sat Danny, his mouth dangling open.  My parents, Deana and Fred Reynolds, sat on the couch next to my brother, Nolan.  My girlfriend, Maya, stood nearby, leaning against the kitchen counter.  She was the only one who didn’t look surprised, which I suppose was fitting.  She’d seen my transformation first-hand, and though she hadn’t mentioned it, I knew she had noticed. 

“I have something to announce,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. 

“What the hell are you wearing?” demanded my father. 

“A dress,” I answered.  “Because I’m…because I’m transgender.  I’m a woman.” 

After a moment of stunned silence, my brother smiled, saying, “I think I speak for everyone when I say we support you.  If this is what you need to be –” 

“The fuck you speak for me!” my father erupted. “My son is not a fucking queer!” 

“I…I’m not…you don’t…you don’t understand,” I mumbled.  “I’m a woman.  I’ve been transitioning for a few months now, and I’ve never been happier. If you’d just calm down and –” 

“Calm down?” my father said, standing to his full height.  “Calm down?  Are you fucking insane?” 

He grabbed my arm, saying, “You’re coming with us right now.  We’ll get you home, and we’ll figure out how to –” 

I jerked away, growling, “I’m not going anywhere!” 

“What did you just say to me, boy?” he asked. 

“I said I’m not going anywhere with you,” I responded.  “I hoped you would accept this, accept me.  But obviously, that’s not going to happen.” 

“Damn right it’s not going to happen,” he said. 

“Then we don’t have anything else to say to each other,” I stated.  “Because I am what I am, dad.  I wish you could see that.  I wish you could accept it.  But whatever.  It doesn’t change anything.  I’m a woman, and this is who I am.  If you can’t accept that, I’m going to just ask you leave.” 

“Leave?  I’m not leaving until I talk some sense into –” 

“Stop, Fred,” interjected my mother.  “Let’s just go, okay?” 

“But –” 

“Let’s go,” she repeated.  “Go pull the car around.” 

He looked like he was about to say something else, but then, he thought better of it, and stalked out of the apartment, slamming the door behind him.  My mother took that opportunity to take my hand, saying, “I’ll get him to come around.  I promise.  But for now, I need to get him out of here before he says or does something everyone will regret.  I hope you understand.” 

I nodded.  “Thanks, mom,” I said before hugging her.  After that, she left the apartment too, leaving just Maya, Danny, Nolan, and me. 

What followed was an awkward period of questions, answers, and tiptoeing around how awkward the whole thing was for all of them.  Still, it was better than I’d expected.  If I was honest, I had fully expected everyone to react much like my father had, and I was surprised when everyone else offered nothing but support. 

“So – what’s next?” asked Maya when Danny and Nolan left.  We were sitting on the couch, and the whole thing felt simultaneously more and less awkward than when everyone else was there. 

“I don’t really know,” I said. “I need surgery.  Lots of surgery.  But that costs a ton of money.  I don’t know how I’m going to get it, but –” 

“I was kind of talking about between you and me,” she said.  “What does this mean for us?” 

“Oh,” I said, looking away.  If it was awkward before, it was even more so after that question.  “That.  I thought it was kind of implied that…you know…I’m not…I’m kind of…I’m not a lesbian.  Mostly.” 

“Oh,” was her only response.  We both remained silent for almost a full minute before she said, “I guess we’re just friends, then.  Roommates.” 

I couldn’t help but smile. “Friends,” I said.  “I like that, Maya.  I really like that.” 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

My computer dinged, letting me know that I’d gotten another customer.  I smiled, looked at the computer, and said into the webcam, “Thanks.”  Then, I went back to working the vibrator in and out of my well-lubed ass as hundreds of men paid good money to watch me online. 

It had been almost two months since I’d come out as transgender, and in that time, I’d quit my job at the convenience store and started down my path to becoming a cam model.  It wasn’t the most dignified thing in the world – there were way too many creepy guys out there –

but I needed quite a bit of money and being a cam girl was the only real way I could think to get it. 

And besides, it had its perks.  If there was one thing I’d gotten from the real Georgia, it was being a performer at heart. I loved the idea of men watching me, of them masturbating while I did the same.  It made me feel worthwhile and sexy and girly in a way nothing else really did. 

But still, it wasn’t easy to get past the shame of performing like that on camera.  I suppressed it as best I could, but there was still a bit of the old me protesting in the back of my mind. 

I finished my session, earning more money in that hour or so than I could have in a month of working a normal job.  By my calculations, I would have enough to do everything I wanted to do in less than two years.  Then, I’d be who I wanted to be.  Then, I’d finally become the girl I knew was inside me, clamoring to get free. 

After cleaning up, my computer alerted me that I had an email.  Thinking that it was from one of my fans, I reluctantly opened it.  However, it was something else entirely.  It read: Dear Miss Reynolds:

  

 My name is Sean Guy, and I am the manager for Georgia Gaines, who I’m sure you know is a very famous and popular singer and actress.  I would like to meet with you so we can talk about a position we think you would be perfect to fill.  Please reply to this email with a time and a place you’d like to meet, and we can work out the details. 

  

 Sean Guy

 GGG Management



I read and re-read the email a half-dozen times before it sunk in that my real life had finally overlapped with Georgia’s.  It was so surreal, reading an email from someone I knew so intimately but had never met.  However, there was one thing I knew for certain: Sean Guy was a trustworthy man.  Georgia trusted him more than anyone else in her life.  So, it was probably safe to say that he was on the up and up.  So, I emailed him back, telling him that I’d meet him at a nearby coffee shop.  After a couple more emails back and forth, we settled on a time and date, and the meeting was set, which is how I found myself, two days later, sitting nervously at a table in a Grinders Coffee Shop, sipping a mocha frappucinno as I waited for the man I hoped would change my life for the better. 

When he finally arrived, I breathed an audible sigh of relief.  I waved at him, and he sat across from me.  Guy extended his hand across the table, saying, “I’m Sean Guy.” 

“I’m…uh…Georgia Reynolds,” I said.  I’d legally changed my name the week before. 

“Good to meet you.” 

“Indeed it is,” he said.  “Do you know why I’m here?” 

“No,” I admitted. 

“Good,” was his response.  “I suppose I’ll just come out and say it, then.  From time to time, we hire doubles of my client.  We use these doubles to make public, non-speaking appearances, to act as decoys for when she wants to stay under the radar, and for many other uses.  And we’d like to hire you for that job.” 

“Y-you want me to pretend to be Georgia?” I said, my heart starting to pound.  “Like, for real?” 

“For real,” he said, smiling. 

“B-but I don’t look enough like her to fool anyone,” I said.  I bore a passing resemblance to the woman, but it wasn’t enough to convince anyone to believe I was her. 

“True,” was his response.  “But that’s easily fixed.  We have a team of plastic surgeons who can turn you into her twin, which, unless I’m mistaken, closely aligns with your stated goals.”  I looked at him, confused, and he admitted, “I’ve read your blog.  It’s one of the things that alerted us to your existence.” 

“Oh,” I said.  “But I can’t afford –” 

“It would be part of your compensation package,” he stated.  “The surgeries, a generous pay plan, and accommodations in Los Angeles are all included.” 

“W-why me?” I couldn’t help but ask. 

“Because you fit the profile,” was Guy’s answer.  “Our computer models say that you can look exactly like her.  That’s rare.” 

“Oh,” I said, still in a bit of disbelief.  I wanted to shout “Yes!” and hug him, but it felt too good to be true.  So, I asked one more question, “What’s the catch?” 

“The only catch is that you can’t tell anyone what you’re doing or where you’re going,” 

he said.  “And until your contract’s up, we’d have to insist that you leave your old life behind. 

No family.  No friends.  Just you and companions we approve.  No one else.” 

“Oh,” I repeated.  Then, before I could really talk myself out of it, I said, “Yes.  I’ll do it.” 

“Fantastic,” Guy said, grinning broadly.  “Absolutely fantastic.” 

He slid a manila folder across the table, saying, “Your contract’s in there.  Look it over, and I’ll need you to sign it before we put you on the plane tomorrow.” 

“O-okay,” I said.  “Thank you.” 

“No, Miss Reynolds,” he said. “Thank you.” 



Chapter Fourteen





I lay in the hospital bed, pondering my journey.  To think, less than a year before, I had been a do-nothing loser who had absolutely no direction in life.  And now, I was on the verge of realizing the dream of becoming a real, complete woman.  What’s more, I had what constituted my dream job waiting for me on the other side.  It was perfect. 

But it was also a little troubling.  Somewhere in the back of my mind, I couldn’t help but wonder if my overuse of the Voyeur system had anything to do with the sudden awakening of my femininity.  Logic said that there was a correlation, but my heart told me that I’d always had Georgia lurking inside me.  I’d just been too afraid to let her into the light.  After all, it wasn’t like I had tried to become a football player after invading Trace Mcintosh’s life.  I hadn’t started acting like an entitled billionaire after spending a day or two in one’s head.  And I certainly hadn’t started believing I was the president after living a very weird day in his brain.  So, it stood to reason that my sessions as Georgia weren’t the reason for my season of self-discovery. 

No – I was as certain of my gender as I’d ever been of anything in my entire life.  It wasn’t manufactured.  It was just me.  Any other explanation was me selling myself short.  Still, I was about to take a very big step, and I was understandably very, very nervous.  Luckily, the nurse had just given me something to keep me calm before my surgery, and it had begun to work its magic. 

My thoughts flitted from one subject to another, languidly drifting around aimlessly as I awaited the final step of my transformation into the woman I knew myself to be.  Most transgender women might have wondered what it was going to feel like to lose that hated bit of masculinity between their legs, to replace it with that ultimate evidence of womanhood.  But I knew good and well what it felt like to have a vagina, and I craved that sensation.  I needed it. 

And once the doctor had done his bet, I would have it.  It was a comforting thought that stuck with me until some time later when a nurse appeared and started wheeling me down a long, sterile hallway and ultimately into the operating theater. 

Once I was there, the anesthetist placed a rubber mask on my face and told me to count backwards from ten.  I did, but I didn’t get far before unconsciousness overtook me.  My last thought before going under was one of overwhelming, wordless joy.  At last, I was going to be a woman. 

Some time later, I awoke to a cacophony of barely dulled pain.  My chest hurt.  My face felt like it had needles in it.  And my groin throbbed.  It was hell, but thankfully, it was short lived, as I was soon given something in my IV which took me back into blessed unconsciousness.  When I awoke again, the pain had lessened, but it was still there.  And I repeated the process a dozen more times as my body recovered, inch by inch until, at last, I regained full consciousness. 

And what I discovered would have been horrifying if I hadn’t expected.  As it was, the bandages covering most of my body were simply frightening.  The pain, though it had faded in intensity, was still there, a constant reminder that I had a long way to go. 

Soon, the doctor arrived and told me that my surgery had gone off without a hitch.  When I fully recovered, he said, I would be the spitting image of Georgia Gaines.  That simple statement made everything worth it.  I could live through any amount of pain if I just got that one

thing.  And according to him, my reward was on its way. 

Over the next couple of weeks, I slowly recovered, and bit by bit, the bandages came off, the bruises began to fade, and the swelling went down.  Still, I was afraid to look too closely at the changes.  Sure, I could easily see that a pair of fleshy mounds protruded from my chest.  But beyond that, it was all a mystery to me.  I think I wanted to take it all in at once, to see the final product without the bruises or swelling or anything else to mar the doctor’s work.  I didn’t want to see a work in progress.  No – I wanted to look into the mirror and see Georgia Gaines. 

And after almost a month of recovery, I finally did. 

I stood in front of the mirror, a sense of déjà vu spreading throughout my mind.  I was naked, and I looked a mess, but there was no mistaking my identity.  Right down to the tiny patch of pubic hair above my newly-sculpted vagina, I was a perfect match for the woman I so longed to become.  I couldn’t help but weep tears of absolute joy.  I had finally achieved my most fervent desire. 



*

*

*



The next phase of what I’d come to think of as my re-branding lasted six months, and in that time, I learned all the necessary skills to reliably mimic Georgia.  The walking and talking I got within a week; after all, I’d been slowly modeling my mannerisms after hers for almost a year before I’d even been contacted by Guy.  However, the singing and dancing were far more difficult. 

However, I eventually mastered it.  Sure, my voice wasn’t perfect – the doctor had reshaped my vocal cords to help me match Georgia’s speaking voice, but she was still a trained singer.  Hitting the same notes as her required quite a bit of practice.  But I was determined, and in the end, I was equal to the task. 

Dance was, in some ways, easier.  However, in a lot of other ways, it was much more difficult.  On the one hand, it was quite fun to learn to move like the woman I wanted to impersonate.  I’d felt Georgia going through those same routines on so many occasions that it was immensely satisfying to finally be in control of those self-same motions.  However, my dance instructor, Madame Laurent, a severe French woman who seemed to hate the whole world, made it more distasteful than it really should have been.  But like the singing, I set the entirety of my mind to it, and eventually, even she couldn’t find fault with my moves. 

Finally, after six months, Sean Guy arrived at the facility where I’d been put through the whole grueling ordeal. 

“What’s up?” I asked, my voice a perfect mimicry of Georgia’s as I tossed a towel over my shoulder.  I wore a simple, black leotard that hugged my very curve.  I took a long pull from a water bottle.  Nodding at Madame Laurent, who stood just out of earshot, I asked, “You here to force another hateful bitch on me?” 

He laughed.  “Georgia hated her too,” he said.  “But she’s the best.” 

“Best or not, I still think she’s a bitch,” was my retort.  “So – what’s up?” 

“I think you’re ready,” he said. 

“S-seriously?” I asked. 

“Seriously,” he said.  “There’s a movie premiere this weekend, and then after that, there’s a concert.” 

“I…I don’t know if I’m ready to sing in front of –” 

“You won’t be singing,” he said. “You’ll be the decoy.  You go out one way.  Sign some

autographs.  Pose for some photos.  Pull the paparazzi away.  And the real Georgia gets away clean.” 

“Oh,” I said. “I guess I can do that.” 

“I’d hope so,” he said, laughing.  “Otherwise, we wasted quite a lot of money giving you that body.” 

I joined him in laughter, though I couldn’t ignore the very real lump in my throat.  Nor could I ignore the butterflies dancing in my stomach.  But whether I thought I was ready or not, this was what I’d signed up for.  This was what I had dreamed of.  And finally, I was going to get my shot to be Georgia. 

It was everything I’d ever wanted. 

Chapter Fifteen





During my recovery and subsequent training, it was very easy to forget who I was supposed to be.  Certainly, I looked like her.  And I definitely acted like her.  But, as my various trainers kept telling me, I wasn’t her.  Not yet.  However, as soon as I stepped out into the real world, that all stopped.  I think that’s when I realized how much of a part of her the celebrity really was.  Without, she was just a girl who could sing and dance.  But with it, she was a monolith, a queen.  With those screaming fans, that unconditional adoration, she was a fucking goddess.  Never was that more apparent than during my first appearance as Georgia Gaines. 

I sat in the limousine, wearing a sequined, black dress that had a slit so far up the side that I worried that, as soon as I stepped out of the car, I might show the world that I wasn’t wearing any panties.  In addition, the neckline dipped so low that, when I moved certain ways, my belly button was clearly visible.  I felt exposed and sexy and powerful, all at the same time. 

Sean Guy sat across from me, wearing a simple tuxedo.  He patted my knee, asking, “Are you ready for this?” 

Was I?  My preparation suddenly seemed so paltry.  Surely, everyone out there would see through the ruse, right?  They’d know that I was just a boy pretending to be a girl, that I wasn’t the real Georgia.  In that moment, despite how flawlessly I’d learned to mimic the singer, it seemed inevitable.  And my body reacted accordingly.  I felt sweat trickling down my spine to the small of my back, my hands trembled, and my breath came in labored, shallow gasps. 

“I…I don’t know,” I managed between breaths.  “I just don’t know.  W-what if they figure it out?” 

“They won’t,” he insisted. 

“But what if they do?” I persisted. 

He gripped my bare knee, and with a steady voice, he repeated, “They won’t.  You’re perfect.  I know Georgia better than anybody else in the world.  She’s like family to me.  And if I hadn’t seen your transformation first-hand, I wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.  Her own mother wouldn’t know you’re not her daughter.  All these people out there want is the image. 

They want to see the celebrity, to gawk at her.  And right now, that’s you.  So, let’s give them what they want, okay?” 

Against all odds, his reassurance actually worked.  It didn’t banish my anxiety – nothing could do that – but it did mellow it quite a bit until it felt manageable.  Almost, at least. 

I took a deep breath, further steadying my nerves, and as confidently as I could manage, I said, “Let’s do it.” 

“That’s my girl,” he said, reaching past me to open the door.  As soon as he pulled the handle, the muffled din of conversation erupted into a full-blown cacophony of noise. 

Journalists screamed my name.  Paparazzi barked inappropriate questions.  Cameras went off. 

Fans, only a few feet away behind a barricade clamored for my attention.  It was absolute chaos as I slipped one high-heel-clad foot out of the car and onto the pavement.  My shapely leg was fully exposed as I gracefully slid out of the car and stood to my full height. 

The crowd of fans erupted, and it was all I could do not to shrink from their cries.  I probably would have if Sean wouldn’t have suddenly appeared my side.  His hand on the small of my back, he guided me down the red carpet.  Bulbs flashed as I did my best not to trip.  But I

maintained my dignity and my composure the whole time, and after twenty yards or so, we found our way to the backdrop where a series of photographers would take photos. 

“You’re doing great,” Guy whispered.  “Just remember – you are Georgia.” 

I am Georgia. 

I repeated that mantra over and over until I almost believed it.  It was so different, experiencing Georgia’s fame firsthand.  Certainly, I’d tasted it many times during my Voyeur sessions, but by comparison, that felt like I’d been watching a movie.  When I felt all that attention focused at the real me, it was so overwhelming. 

But Georgia was used to it.  And so should I be, I decided. 

It wasn’t easy to lever my anxiety to the back of my mind, but I managed it well enough. 

By the time we made our way inside and away from all the media, I truly felt the mantra I’d been repeating. 

I am Georgia.  I am Georgia.  I am Georgia Gaines. 

Damn right I am. 



*

*

*



My second assignment after the movie premiere was different, but no less stressful.  I think I handled it better, though.  However, there’s no amount of preparation that can ready you for having a huge pair of breasts flashed at you, or for the expectation that you should sign them. 

But Georgia was an outspoken bisexual, and she’d made it abundantly clear throughout her career’s renaissance that she was more than willing to do so.  So, as I pushed through the crowd after one of Georgia’s concerts, I did just that. 

I think I liked the fans far more than the press at the concert.  I knew that made me a little different than the real Georgia, who regarded them all with equal disdain, but at least their enthusiasm was genuine.  It was real.  The journalists and paparazzi were just making a living, and that made all the difference to me. 

However, it also highlighted how conflicted Georgia really was.  Even if she didn’t, I knew she couldn’t live without the fame, with the fans or the press.  They were as much a part of her as anything else in her life.  She needed them.  But she also hated them, one and all.  As soon as the thought came to mind, a series of memories from Georgia’s past bloomed prominently in my head. 

Going out to buy tampons when she was fourteen, she had been accosted by a horde of paparazzi who seemed to forget that they were dealing with a very vulnerable teenager.  She’d cried for weeks when the photo of her not looking her best appeared and carrying a box of tampons on the cover of US Weekly.  Or at eighteen when she had just broken up with her boyfriend of two years, and the fans who constantly approached her when she was in public couldn’t understand that she just wanted to be left alone to eat her lunch in peace.  Or a thousand other instances where she’d had to shoulder the burden of fame when every fiber of her being wanted to simply be a young woman dealing with the problems young women have to deal with. 

It was easy to see the reasons for her mixed feelings.  However, the most prominent of them was the simple fact that she hadn’t chosen that life.  It had been thrust upon her before she even knew what she was doing.  A toddler can’t say no when her parents put her in a diaper commercial, right?  And when a ten-year-old gets cast in the latest Disney sitcom, she can’t turn that down, can she?  Not when her parents have given up their jobs to manage her career, she can’t.  Not when all she had ever known was that life.  Not with the expectations that came with

being a pretty, young girl on television. 

So, I understood it all, but as well as I knew her past, I couldn’t bring myself to feel the same way.  I felt sorry for her, but in that aspect, I was proud to say that I wasn’t the same as her.  I loved the attention.  I loved the fans.  And I could tolerate the paparazzi, so long as I got to keep feeling the adoration that came with fame. 

Chapter Sixteen

 

 

“This might have to go on longer than originally expected,” said Sean, pulling the phone from his ear. 

“What do you mean?” I asked.  I’d been posing as Georgia for over a month, doing all the things she didn’t want to do.  That meant that, over that time, I had been tasked with doing basically everything except being onstage at her concerts. 

He stared at the limousine floor for a long moment before sighing.  “I just got some really bad news,” he said.  Looking up, he continued, “Georgia just had an overdose.” 

“W-what?  Is she okay?” I said, my heart beating wildly out of control.  Even though I had never actually met the woman, I still felt a kinship with her.  I knew her.  I had felt her pain. 

I had lived her life.  And hearing that she’d overdosed set my nerves on edge. 

“She’s fine,” he stated.  “Or that’s what the doctor who’s treating her says.  I don’t know, though.  I’m going down to the hospital as soon as I drop you off.” 

“If she’s fine, then why would you need me to –” 

“Just covering my bases,” he said, interrupting me.  “If she’s not fine, if she needs to recover, you’re going to have to take over.  And even if she’s okay, I’m going to get her into rehab.  That means that you’d have to do everything for at least a couple of months.” 

“W-what?  Can’t you just –” 

Again, he interrupted me.  “No,” he said. “We can’t cancel any dates on the tour.  We can’t cancel any appearances.  There’s way too much money involved in this.  Too many people would lose out.” 

“A bunch of millionaire record executives?  Big deal,” I said. 

“And a bunch of support staff would be out of jobs,” he stated.  “Thousands of fans would lose the hard-earned money they spent on tickets.  And then there’s Georgia herself…” 

“What about her?” I asked. 

“She’s an old-school performer,” he said. “The show must go on, you know?  That means that, if you’re not there to pick up the slack, she’ll rush back.  She might not even go into rehab. 

And we both know she needs it.” 

She did.  I’d known that from the very first time I’d shared a consciousness with Georgia.  She did way too many drugs and far too often.  It was a miracle she’d never overdosed before.  And I also knew that Sean was right in his characterization of Georgia’s mindset when it came to performing.  It was almost inevitable that she’d try to rush back, that she would put the show above all else, even her health. 

I didn’t have a choice. 

I knew it.  Sean knew it.  And if anyone else knew the details of our arrangement, then they would have known it too. 

“What do you need from me?” I asked. 

“I need you to keep doing what you’re doing, but turn it up about a hundred notches,” he said. “Georgia doesn’t have any real friends, so there’s nobody to see the tiny differences.  So –” 

“What about Ryan?” I asked, referring to Georgia’s boyfriend. 

“That idiot?” Sean said, more than a hint of disgust in his voice.  “He can barely recognize his own reflection in the mirror.  Trust me, he won’t know the difference.  Besides, 

he’s on his own tour right now.  You won’t see him for a few weeks yet.” 

“A-and you think I can pull this off, huh?” I asked. 

“I know you can,” was his answer.  Silence filled the air, and for a long moment, I considered refusing.  After all, this wasn’t part of my contract.  I didn’t have to do it.  However, as soon as the thought crossed my mind, I realized that there was no way I would turn it down.  It was, in fact, everything I’d ever wanted. 

It was one thing to pretend to be Georgia in small spurts, like I’d been doing for the past month.  It was something else entirely to live her life completely, to become her, to sleep in her bed and to wear her clothes.  I could already feel an excited warmth spreading out from my chest as I considered the turn of events. 

“I’ll do it,” I said. 

Sean smiled as the car pulled to a stop in front of Georgia’s palatial home.  “I knew you would,” he said.  “Go inside, get acquainted with the place, and we’ll pick you up tomorrow morning.” 

I went to open the door, but he stopped me before I could pull the lever.  “Remember,” he said. “You step out that door, and you’re Georgia full-time.  No slip-ups.” 

“I know,” I said. “I’ll be fine.  I was born for this.” 

With that declaration of confidence, I stepped out of the car and mounted the steps to my new, albeit temporary, home. 



*

*

*

 

It had been almost three months, and I had completely enveloped myself in the role of Georgia Gaines.  In fact, I could hardly remember being Adam Reynolds.  It seemed so alien, thinking of myself as a boy.  What’s more, the memories of my childhood, of my old family, of the friends I’d left behind, they all seemed ephemeral and dreamlike.  They didn’t feel real, even though, if I ever bothered to think about it, I knew they were. 

Georgia’s memories, though, remained at the forefront of my mind.  It was like being surrounded by all her things, pretending to be her, and being treated like her brought everything out into the open.  Memories I didn’t know I’d ever seen came flooding into my mind.  I knew everything about her childhood.  I knew about her hopes and dreams and everything in between. 

I could remember the first time she had sex – with a television executive at thirteen-years-old.  I could remember the first time she drank – shortly after that.  And I could remember her first foray into hard drugs – at fifteen, after the “relationship” with that executive came to a close. 

It was abuse.  Rationally, I knew it.  But a young Georgia thought she was in love.  It wasn’t like the guy was old or anything.  He was the twenty-two-year-old son of a studio head. 

And he was handsome and nice and the young Georgia had dreamed of them getting married and having babies.  But as soon as she started to fill out, he had lost interest.  Presumably, he had moved on to some other pre-teen. 

It was gross and horrible, and I wanted nothing more than to hate the man.  But with each day, Georgia’s persona grew more prominent in my mind, and with that came a different perspective.  At times, a picture of him would float through my mind, and I would find myself pining for him to suddenly return so we could get our lives back on track. 

I lay back on the dressing-room couch, naked but for a pair of panties, as Katie massaged my feet.  She had proven to be a Godsend, and though I might have once sneered at Georgia’s treatment of the unwilling girl, I couldn’t bring myself to change anything.  After all, she had

grown quite talented in the year since she’d become Georgia’s de facto slave.  And besides – I couldn’t change things, right?  I had to live like Georgia lived – minus the drugs, of course – and suddenly discarding her favorite submissive lover would have raised at least one red flag.  So, I let her do her thing.  And if I enjoyed, it, so what?  I was allowed to do that. 

Suddenly, the dressing room door flew open, admitting Sean.  “Get out,” he said, eyeing the half-dressed Katie.  She didn’t balk.  Instead, she just looked at me, effectively asking permission, and I nodded.  She sprang to her feet and scurried from the room. 

“What’s going on?” I asked, sitting up.  I didn’t bother covering my nudity.  Sean had seen my naked breasts before, after all.  “I’ve got a show in an hour. You know how I like to –” 

“She’s dead,” he said. 

“What?  Who?” I responded without thinking. 

“Fucking Georgia,” he said.  “Snuck some heroin into the rehab facility.  She had been clean all that time, so her body wasn’t…she wasn’t…she couldn’t handle as much as she could before.  They found her dead in her room about an hour ago.” 

“W-what?” I muttered, my hand flying to cover my gaping mouth.  “I don’t…I didn’t…

she’s not…she can’t be dead.  S-she just can’t.  I would know.” 

“No,” he stated.  “You wouldn’t.” 

He ran his hand through his hair before continuing, “They’re going to keep it quiet, of course.  The rehab facility.  Nobody will ever know she’s gone.” 

“W-what are you saying?” I asked. 

“I’m saying that you’re going to be Georgia Gaines for real, now,” he said. 

“I…I can’t…I’m not…” 

“You are,” he said.  “I’ve been watching you.  I know the truth, and even I’m not sure you’re not her, sometimes.” 

Overwhelming sadness warred with undeniable excitement in my mind.  The idea of being Georgia, of truly taking over her life, was almost more than I could handle.  I wanted to be happy.  But looming over everything was the sudden loss of a woman I’d come to consider as much a part of me as the boy I’d once been.  Georgia was supposed to be the constant.  She was supposed to be my rock, my idol. 

And now, she was gone. 

I felt the tears flowing down my cheeks as I said, “I guess I don’t have a choice, do I?” 

“None of us do,” he stated.  “None of us do.” 

Chapter Seventeen

 

 

“You have to sign it,” said Sean, pacing back and forth in the hall outside the record executives’ conference room.  He didn’t look happy about it, but then again, he didn’t seem happy about anything lately.  The weight of the real Georgia’s death was incredibly heavy, and though it had been almost two months – during which, I’d had an incredibly successful run where no one even thought to question my true identity – it didn’t seem to be letting up. 

“No,” I said.  “I don’t.” 

“Yes,” was his response, a mimic of my cadence.  “You do, Georgia.  They know who you are.  They know what we’ve done.  You either sign that deal, or they’ll out you.  And I’ll probably end up in jail.” 

“Jail?” I muttered. “For what?  You didn’t do anything wrong.” 

“I covered up her death,” he said. “That’s illegal.  She’s buried in an unmarked grave in the middle of the Nevada desert.  Even if I didn’t go to jail, my career would be over.  People who love Georgia would make what was left of my life a living hell.  You know how they are.” 

I sighed.  I definitely did.  At first, the constant adoration and obsession of my fans had been reassuring.  I had been grateful.  But as the months wore on, it had gotten more and more annoying.  Not being able to step foot outside my house without someone taking a picture was crazy.  I couldn’t understand why anyone would want to see photos of me going to get milk or eggs or to the gym.  But they did, and I’d grown to hate it.  I was beginning to understand exactly why the real Georgia had acted the way she did towards the fans who would inevitably accost her as soon as she left the house. 

But that was neither here nor there.  No – what mattered was that my record company wanted me to sign an incredibly long and horrible contract with them, and if I didn’t, they’d threatened to reveal the fact that I wasn’t the real Georgia.  It was blackmail, but as Sean kept pointing out, it was effective. 

Suddenly, it dawned on me that the contract might have had something to do with my recruitment in the first place.  Was it possible that they would have groomed me to take Georgia’s place, knowing that they could force me into signing such a contract?  The motive was certainly there – they’d save millions of dollars by giving me almost no royalties.  But were they truly that manipulative?  Were they really that evil?  I had a hard time believing it. 

“It’s not that bad, though,” Sean said, sounding like he was trying to convince himself as much as he was trying to convince me.  “I mean, it’s not like you won’t get paid.” 

“That’s not the point,” I said. 

“I know,” was his response.  “Better than you, probably.  This is comparable to a first-time contract, not something you offer someone who’s already a superstar.” 

“So I shouldn’t sign it?” I asked. 

“I didn’t say that,” he stated. 

“Then what are you saying?” was my next question. 

I sighed.  “I don’t know,” he responded.  “You should sign it.  Like I said, we don’t have a choice here.” 

“Don’t we?” I suggested.  “Listen – it’s a conspiracy theory, right?  People don’t really believe those.  We could –” 

“They’ll do a DNA test, Georgia,” Sean said, interrupting me.  “There won’t be a bit of doubt.  They’ll expose you.  They’ll dig into your past.  You won’t make it through that.” 

“I’m stronger than you think,” I declared. 

“Then I don’t want you to go through it, okay?” he breathed.  Taking me by the shoulders, he said, “They’ll rip you apart.  You know they will.  Tabloids.  Fans.  Paparazzi. 

You’d be fair game.  You think this is all bad now, think about it if there was a real story, a real scandal.  It would be pandemonium.  That’s not something I’d wish on anyone.  Sign the contract, Georgia.  Sign it and live this life as best you can.  You’ve already got enough money to do anything you want to do. What’s a couple more million, huh?  What’s another house or another car?  What does any of that even mean?” 

I pulled away, pushing my hair behind my ears.  He was right, of course. Sean always was.  He’d looked out for my best interests, for Georgia’s best interests, for so long that it was easy to take him for granted.  More, he was one of the few people who’d never tried to take sexual advantage of her.  He was her friend.  And I owed it to him – and to Georgia’s memory –

to trust his judgement. 

“O-okay,” I said.  “I’ll do it.” 

He smiled, a hint of sadness behind his eyes.  “Good,” he said.  “Now, let’s go in there and get you back on track.” 

And so, with a signature, I truly became Georgia Gaines, and my new life began. 
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