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THE YOUTUBER

Pete has nothing to do during his time in quarantine, so he decides to start a little YouTube channel. It’s just an innocent little movie reviewing platform. But Pete’s microphone is broken, so he pays five bucks to have someone online record his script for him. He doesn’t expect to get a female recording. But he doesn’t think much of it and uses the voice recording anyway.

His video takes off. People want more videos. So Pete makes a few more videos. After a few weeks, he finds himself actually making some money with his new gig. It’s going great, until the website demonetizes his content because he isn’t using footage he owns. To make matters worse, his female voice artist is no longer in business.

Now, if he wants to keep making money, he’ll have to figure out how to do the voice, and he’ll have to film himself talking so that he’ll have something to show his growing fanbase.


CHAPTER I

It was just supposed to be one little movie review video. I was never planning on turning making videos into a career—or even a pastime. I just woke up one day and decided to put a video up on YouTube. I’m not even sure what motivated me to do it, to be honest… Maybe it was the boredom of the lockdown. I’d spent the past six months playing video games and watching movies and I felt like it was time to spend a few hours doing something different.

I wrote a short five-minute script. I edited together a video, which took a few hours. Then I went to record myself reading the script so I could put the whole thing together. But when I listened back to my recording, I realized my computer’s internal microphone was broken. The sound quality was horrible, and I knew nobody would be able to endure even a minute of the crackling voice.

It seemed like a waste to just scrap the whole project over the one little technical difficulty. I could have ordered a new microphone online, but I knew I would lose interest in the review video by the time the mic arrived. I could have called up friends and asked to borrow their gaming microphones, but I didn’t want to have to explain what I was doing to my friends. I wasn’t planning on sharing my review video with all of my buddies. I didn’t want them to think that I was trying to be some famous ‘YouTuber’. I was just making a video because I had nothing better to do, and I hadn’t seen a decent review of one of my favorite horror movies: a flick called The Black Order, which I believed was tragically unknown and underrated.

I looked around my house for an old microphone. I thought about snagging my sister’s laptop from her bedroom, so I could record the audio on that, but I didn’t know her password and I didn’t want to text her and try to explain why I needed into her personal laptop.

I was almost ready to quit when I saw an ad for Fiverr, a website for paying for simple services from normal people. Maybe Google had been paying close attention when I searched multiple variations of ‘how to fix a broken microphone’ and ‘how to properly record voice’. Now, the Fiverr ad was showing me a girl in front of a microphone. I clicked the ad and looked through some of the listings. ‘Five minutes of audio recording for five dollars,’ was one of the results. It was a picture of a fox holding a microphone.

I didn’t look much further than the ad. I had my dad’s credit card info on my computer, so I used it to buy a five-minute recording. I attached the script when it asked me to attach it, and then I loaded up League of Legends and played a few games. I thought it would take a few days for the guy to finish the recording, so I was surprised when my phone dinged and I saw the e-mail: ‘Your recording is ready for download’. I smiled and quickly downloaded it and put it into my video editing software. I pressed play to hear how it naturally synced up with my recording, and then I was taken aback slightly when I heard the female voice.

It was a gentle, sexy kind of voice: smooth and jazzy, but recorded perfectly. The audio was so clear and crisp, free of pops and hums. The girl obviously owned a very nice microphone.

I sat for a moment, wondering whether or not to use the recording. I paid for it (well, my dad paid for it). It was good quality. It’s not like I was trying to become a famous YouTuber… I just wanted to put out a review for a movie I liked. It’s not like anyone knew who I was, and it’s not like anyone was going to think that I was trying to be a girl because I was using a female voice. So I decided to use it. I exported the video and uploaded it to a new YouTube channel. I refreshed it a few times, expecting the views to start counting upwards. But they remained at 1 and stayed there for the rest of the night.

I did a bit of searching online, looking up articles on how to promote new videos, but the tips weren’t terrible useful. All the articles suggested sharing the video with my friends, but I didn’t really want my friends thinking I wanted to be a movie reviewer, because I didn’t. I didn’t want to pay for an ad because I didn’t care that much.

So I decided to simply leave it. I chalked it up as a flopped experiment. It was fun making the video: something different during a boring time of nothingness. I went back to playing games and after a few days, I forgot about the video and the channel entirely.

It was eight months later when I rediscovered my own video.

The country was going back into quarantine as the second wave of the virus flared up. “Here we go again,” I said, rolling my eyes as I looked at the news article about the lousy virus. I’d started a part-time job at a restaurant, but now that restaurant was closing its doors until further notice. And the university that I’d been accepted to was now telling me that classes were being cancelled until further notice. My dad was going out of town for six weeks for work, and my mom was working at the hospital—now working fourteen-hour shifts, seven days a week. My sister decided to move in with her older boyfriend, who lived in an apartment across town. It was something my parents wouldn’t have approved of, but they were too busy to even notice her gone.

It would have been a dream had I been thirteen. But now, having the whole house to myself for at least six weeks, was a nightmare. I had nothing to do. I didn’t want to play more video games. I didn’t want to sit around watching hours and hours of movies. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do—but I knew it didn’t involve letting my brain rot while I consumed mindless entertainment for weeks.

But that was my reality, so I decided to go with it. I went to start my second round of quarantine with a viewing of my favorite film: The Black Order. I put the disc into the DVD player and then my screen fizzled. I tried wiping the disk and turning it on again, but the film just skipped. The disc was scratched and worn. I’d watched the film too many times.

“Damn,” I said. I didn’t have the heart to toss it into the trash, even though it was useless. It was my favorite movie and I’d held that disc many, many times.

But it was the year 2021. I was sure that I could just find the film online. So I searched for the film on Google. The top result was a link to buy the digital version of the film. I was about to click it when I noticed the second result: a YouTube review of the film. It wasn’t just any YouTube review; it was my YouTube review—and it had 120,000 views and 1,315 comments.

I paused for a moment and stared at the screen. I looked down at the channel name and saw that I had 918 subscribers. The comments were all positive. People were so happy with my review. “This is the review that made me discover the best movie ever made,” said one poster. I caught myself smiling. Maybe that little video wasn’t such a giant waste of time after all.

I re-watched my own review, and found myself once again taken aback by the female narration. I forgot how smooth and jazzy and sexy it was. And then I read through some of the comments that were low on the list. ‘You sound hot,’ was written by a few different people. ‘Show your boobs in your next review,’ was surprisingly written twice.

But mostly, the reviews were positive and people were thanking me for turning them onto the film. ‘When is your next review coming out?’ asked one poster, and his question was upvoted over one-hundred times.

I felt a tingling in my body. It seemed like the universe was giving me a handout: something to do during the terribly boring lockdown. My mind was quickly buzzing with different ideas: movies I could review. Or maybe I could even review some games—or books, or just share some of my esoteric ideas in a sort of rant.

But I still had that broken microphone.

To start, I decided to do another simple five-minute review of a lesser-known horror movie. It seemed like the most appropriate follow-up, and the best way to determine if there really was a point in pursuing this YouTube opportunity as anything more than a one-off.

I wrote the script, slapped together a video using clips from the movie and some behind the scenes footage I found online. Then I faced a familiar conundrum: how was I going to record my voice? I thought for a while. My dad’s laptop was downstairs, and he didn’t have a password. It was a newer computer, but the microphone wasn’t going to be as amazing as the one the girl used for my last video. And would people be weirded out if I was suddenly a male voice?

I wasn’t looking to go around pretending to be a woman, but I decided to be consistent. That same girl was still selling her services for five bucks on Fiverr, so I went there and ordered another script-reading, and she did the work in less than an hour. By that night, I had my second video online. And this time, that view count really was ticking up every time I refreshed the video. My new subscribers were watching the video. And when I checked my channel in the morning, I had ten new subscribers, fifteen new comments, and over a thousand new views on both of my videos.

I felt strangely proud of myself, even though I still felt like I hadn’t done much. Maybe my take on the lesser-known films had some real merit. Maybe my ideas had value. Maybe there was more to my life than just sitting around watching movies and playing video games.

A friend sent me a text message, asking if I wanted to play a round of League of Legends with him. I decided to hop on. We got schooled within the first few minutes, and it was completely my fault. I wasn’t able to focus. My mind was just swirling with ideas for my next video.

“What the hell is wrong with you? How did you miss all those kills?” my friend asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I’m just off my game,” I said.

“You know what your problem is?” he said.

“What’s that?”

“You need a mic,” he said. “It’s impossible to play with you when you type everything out. If you just had a mic, we could coordinate our moves better. Come pick up my old mic. I just got a new one.”

“I’m fine, thanks,” I said. “I’m going to get my laptop mic fixed one of these days.”

“Just come get mine. It’s way better than your laptop mic.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Later this week, or something.”

He didn’t want to play with me again. He was worried I was going to drag his score down. So he told me he was signing off and then I saw him join another game in his profile status. I wasn’t offended. In fact, I was happy for the opportunity to go and make another video: another review of another indie horror film.

I put a lot of work into this one, even tracking down footage of shooting locations and some rare behind-the-scenes pictures. I edited it all together with fancier graphics and titles, and then I paid the same girl to record my script.

The video did great. In twenty-four hours, it got three-thousand views. I hardly slept, I was so intrigued by the view counter, ticking up, along with my subscriber count. I was eagerly waiting for my subscriber count to reach 1,000. It meant nothing, but for some reason I had to see it happen. I sat there until 3:45 AM, when the number finally changed from 999 to 1,000. I bit down on my lip and smiled. I felt like I’d accomplished something, even though it seemed like something very small.

I went to sleep with a smile on my face, and then I woke up to my phone dinging. I had an e-mail from YouTube. “Congratulations on 1,000 subscribers,” it said. I remembered the thrill of watching the milestone happen in real-time. “Now that you have 1,000 subscribers, you are eligible to monetize your content.”

I paused for a moment and stared at the screen. Monetize? As in, money? My lips parted and my eyes glazed over. The opportunity seemed so great. I spent the next three hours looking up articles about how much money YouTubers make, and I was astonished to find out that many make a lot of money. Sure, with 1,000 subscribers I was only going to make five or ten bucks per video, but I knew my channel would grow. I knew that I was going to get more and more views with each upload. I knew that ten bucks per video would quickly become twenty bucks per video—and soon, I would be making a few hundred bucks per video.

And making videos seemed like the coolest job ever. It was so much better than cleaning toilets at a restaurant. And it even seemed so much better than working in a hospital, like my mom, or inspecting oil rigs in the ocean, like my dad. This was a job I could do anywhere in the world. I could travel and still make money. And, in a way, I had complete control over how much I earned. If I wanted to earn a lot, I could work harder. If I was okay with a smaller income, I could relax and live life to the fullest.

I felt like I’d stumbled upon the greatest opportunity ever.

But I was still getting those comments: ‘You sound like a babe,” said one poster. ‘Show yourself in your next video.’ ‘Are you single?’ ‘Start an OnlyFans and I’ll subscribe.’ I couldn’t help but wonder if people were just subscribing because they assumed I was a hot girl. I found myself wondering what would happen if I uploaded a video with my real voice—or a view showing my face. Would all of my subscribers drop me? Would everyone come down on me for pretending to be a girl?

It didn’t matter; what I was doing was working for me—and that’s all that mattered. I knew that I could grow by doing the same exact thing that I was doing. So I went ahead and provided YouTube with my personal information, monetizing my account. Then I started work on another video: another review with carefully edited clips from another indie horror film.

The day flew by quickly. I was in front of the computer screen for sixteen hours before I uploaded the video to YouTube. It was starting to turn into hard work, but I knew the work would pay off. I knew that I was going to be making good money in no time. I woke up the next morning to my first $5.00. And then the next morning, my account had a balance of $15.00. I was up to 1,220 subscribers. All of my videos were being viewed and discovered. My reviews were being shared on various websites, and the growth seemed inevitable.

By the end of that week, I had $45.00 waiting to be deposited into my bank account. I was getting about eighty new subscribers each day and about four hundred new views. My numbers were trending up quickly. And then my scheme came to a crashing stop.

The girl who did my recordings removed her account from Fiverr. She was no longer in business.


CHAPTER II

I don’t know where she went. I was devastated to see her gone. I tried emailing the address that sent me my recording files, but I never received a response. I already had a script ready to be recorded, but I couldn’t just get a new person to record it for me without raising a few eyebrows.

I tried to find her, but she was gone. Maybe she wasn’t making good enough money, spending so much time recording scripts for five bucks. Maybe she moved onto bigger and better things. Hopefully she was okay. But now I was stuck. I had thirteen-hundred subscribers waiting for a new video and I had nothing to give to them. The comments were already starting to come in: ‘When’s the next video?’ ‘I need to know what to watch tonight!’ ‘Where did my sexy movie princess go?’

I bit down on my tongue. I looked at the money in my account: fifty bucks, which was so close to being thousands of dollars. I had so much momentum. I had been doing so, so well. But now I was stuck. I didn’t know what to do. I found another female voice-over artist to record my script. She wasn’t as cheap: fifteen dollars, and her mic quality wasn’t quite as good. Her voice was also a bit squeaky. I put her recording onto my video file, but it just wasn’t right. I couldn’t even listen through the five minutes without feeling a dozen mixed emotions.

So I didn’t use the recording. I didn’t upload that video. I laughed and shook my head as I tried to listen to it again. ‘I could do a better job than this,” I said to myself. And then I paused. Could I do a better job? Could I do a reasonable female impersonation? I laughed nervously as I thought about it, but maybe it wasn’t such an unrealistic idea. There was money on the table, after all. And the thought of saving five or fifteen bucks with each video was enticing. I knew I couldn’t keep using my dad’s credit card—it was a matter of time before he noticed the charges.

And whenever I slapped together my older videos, I would find myself doing quiet impersonations of my usual girl, jokingly mimicking her voice as she read my script in a sexy tone.

I messaged my friend. “Do you still have that mic?” I asked.

“If you want it, come get it,” he replied. I went to his house to pick up the gaming microphone. It wasn’t quite as clear and crisp as the mic that the girl was using, but it was a billion-times better than my laptop mic. “Want to play a few games?” he asked me as he handed me the microphone.

“Maybe tomorrow,” I said. “I have to do some chores for my parents tonight.”

“Well now that you have a decent mic, you better not suck,” he said. I could see his computer screen behind him. He was in the middle of the game. “Alright, well I’ll talk to you tomorrow them.” He closed the door on me, and I probably should have been offended, but instead I was filled with a tingling hope. The whole walk home, I practiced my feminine voice, preparing to record the voiceover for my next video, so I could keep that momentum going.

And it took a while—it took all night—to record that five-minute script. Getting that sexy, feminine inflection just right was difficult. Getting that feminine tone was hard, and keeping it consistent for five minutes was insanely difficult. I could do the voice in pieces, but my voice kept cracking from the strain. I was almost whispering as I spoke, but at least it sounded girly when I played it back. I gave myself a tiny bit of help by changing the pitch of my voice a tiny bit in the voice recording software. I sounded way more girly with the tone pitched up half a semi-tone. I knew I would get better with practice, but at least I had something I could use now—something that was much better than what I paid fifteen bucks for on Fiverr.

I put the recording onto the video and I quickly uploaded it to YouTube. I sat nervously as I watched the views tick up, a handful at a time. I was trembling slightly, rocking back and forth. I could feel a lump in my throat as I awaited the first comment. All of the muscles in my arms and legs were tense. I had no idea how people were going to react. I must have watched my own video thirty times, trying to decide if I really sounded like a girl.

I was starting to feel nervous. The comments weren’t coming in. Were people put off so badly by my voice that they weren’t even sticking around to finish the video? Was I about to see my subscriber count fall drastically? Was my run as a career YouTuber over almost as quickly as it had begun?

Then the first comment dropped. ‘Great review, as always,’ it said.

The next comment was similar. ‘Can’t wait to check this movie out. Thanks for the recommendation!’

And it was a whole hour before someone mentioned my voice. ‘New mic? Great video. Looking forward to the next one.’

I took a deep breath and let out a long sigh of relief. My little YouTuber aspirations could carry on. I sat for another couple of hours, reading the comments as they came in. And then I began to wonder if I should have just recorded myself with my normal male voice. Maybe I should I switched to being a man online before my brand got too big. Maybe I would alienate some of my founding base, but at least I could move forward more honestly.

But I quickly pushed those thoughts away. I was doing something that was working. My subscriber count was quickly ticking up, now at 1,688. I was getting more views, more likes, and more comments—and, of course, more money. And now I had no overhead—I didn’t have to pay anyone one Fiverr to record my scripts for me.

So the next morning, I started on a new video. I had it out by the end of the day. One again, it took a few hours to get the five-minute recording done perfectly and convincingly, but I made it happen, and the views came in quickly. Now I was closing in on two-thousand subscribers. I was making about $20.00 per day. Doing some quick math, I figured that I could have a decent income with YouTube by the time the second wave of the pandemic was over.

I was giddy. I wanted to tell my friends about my success, but I couldn’t because of that female narration. My success and my new career would have to remain a secret until I could figure out a way to transition into just being myself in my videos.

Maybe I should have taken the opportunity to be myself before my brand got too big. Maybe a few awkward comments and a few dozen unsubscribes were better than a few thousand later on.

But that was a problem for another time. For now, I was enjoying my success and working hard to build my brand. I even decided to use some of my new money to advertise my account. I made a few Google ads and I started a Twitter account and a Facebook page. It wasn’t long before I started to build a small following on the various social media websites.

I got a message from a subscriber the next day. “Hey! I’m a big fan of your channel. I make logos for a living and I was wondering if I could make a logo for you, for free. Let me know. Here’s my website.” He linked me to his site, and he was very talented. It seemed like the perfect next step for my brand and my channel.

“What kind of logo were you thinking?” I asked.

He replied an hour later. “Maybe a girl in front of a film reel,” he said. “What do you think?” He sent over a draft of his design idea. It was really well done. It looked like a professional logo that you would see on a profile with 1,000,000 subscribers. But it was a logo of a girl, with blonde hair. Accepting the logo seemed like doubling down on impersonating a girl. But maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe part of my success was the fact that I was pretending to be a girl. It seemed like most of my fans were men—and maybe they all had a mental image of a sexy blonde chick, reviewing movies that were mostly popular with men. Maybe I was providing a sort of male fantasy to my subscribers. Maybe it was wise to continue the façade.

So I continued the façade. My brand grew bigger over the next two weeks. I was now three weeks into taking YouTube seriously as a profession. I was making about $60.00 per day, which was close to what I was making cleaning restaurant bathrooms. I could still feel the warm tingle of that pristine, golden opportunity—and then YouTube took it all away without any warning.

‘Your videos have been demonetized,’ said an e-mail from the automated servers of the biggest video platform on the internet. I was shocked into silence. I stared at the screen and felt my skin tingling all over—now cold, with fear. What happened? Why did YouTube cut me off?


CHAPTER III

My channel stayed up and my videos remained online, still collecting views. My channel was still gaining a couple of subscribers every hour. But now, someone else was making money off of my videos. Someone had filed a complaint against my channel, and YouTube decided that I had been profiting off of the work of others: the creators of the movies I was reviewing. Apparently, you can’t legally use clips from movies in a review. Apparently, I didn’t know the first thing about copyright laws.

I scrambled and tried to figure out a way to get my videos monetized again, but apparently all I could do was make a counter-complaint, and if I was going to make a counter-complaint, then I had to provide evidence proving that I owned all the material in all of my videos. Of course I didn’t. Of course I didn’t own those clips from The Black Order, or the Siberian Purge. I didn’t own the music that I’d been using in the background and I didn’t own the behind-the-scenes pictures that I used to break up the videos. The only thing I did own was my own voice recordings.

So what could I do? I still had my subscribers. I still had a few dozen videos bringing in new subscribers every hour. But what was the point in making new videos if they weren’t going to make any money? It was a lot of work making videos. I was putting in more than fifty hours each week, crafting videos for that website. And I couldn’t put that much time into a hobby that had no real benefit to me. It was pointless.

I paced around my house, feeling dumb, feeling like I wasted my time. I had almost a thousand dollars to show for the little scheme, so it wasn’t a complete waste. But it seemed like such a great opportunity flushed down the toilet.

My friend messaged me. “Want to play some League?” he asked. “I know you’re probably going to say no like you always do, but I’m bored and have no one else to play with.”

And I had nothing else to do, so I played with him. My first few games were rough. I kept thinking about that dead YouTube experiment. It was hard not to think about it, but I knew I had to move on. After a couple of hours, I started to relax a bit. I convinced myself to pretend like it never happened. It wasn’t income that existed a month earlier, after all.

The game had a new character available to buy. There were also some fancy skins that could be purchased for a separate price. And normally, I would avoid spending real money in the game—but now I had some spare cash. I didn’t think twice before spending the cash on the character and the skins. “Whoa,” my friend said. “Aren’t you worried your dad is going to get pissed at you for using his credit card?”

I laughed. “I’m not using his credit card,” I said.

“I thought you were out of work,” he said.

“I am,” I said. “But I have some money.”

“From what?” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. “I got a cheque from my last week of work. They forgot to give it to me before I guess.”

We started playing another game. Now, I was doing a bit better. I had my focus back and I felt like that YouTube fad was starting to fade into the distance. I got a bit of money out of it—it wasn’t a complete loss.

Midway through the game, my friend started telling me about a sale that was happening on a computer parts website. They were selling new graphics cards for a quarter of the usual price. “I wish I had some money. I would buy one of those cards so fast.”

I looked at the site. It was a great deal. “Maybe I’ll buy one,” I said with a grin. It was nice having some expendable cash.

“With what money?” he said.

“I have a bit of money,” I said. So I ordered a new graphics card.

“Okay, loser,” he said. “Fess up. Are you selling drugs or something? I won’t tell anyone.”

“I’m not selling drugs,” I said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue.

“So what? Where are you getting this money from?”

I took a deep breath. I really wanted to tell him. I hadn’t told anyone, and it seemed like such a great story. I hated not being able to share my accomplishment with anyone. I hated having a secret achievement, even though it was already over and behind me. “So I started a YouTube channel a few months ago…” And I told him. I told him everything. I even told him about the girly voice. He was beside himself, laughing so hard, after I proved to him that I had mastered the feminine voice.

“You can’t be serious!” he said. Then he laughed some more. “You’ve been pretending to be a chick on YouTube? And they’re paying you for it?”

“Well, they were. Now they’ve stopped. I broke some rules, I guess. I can’t make videos anymore.”

“They won’t let you?” he asked. I could hear my own videos now playing in the background. He was watching my reviews. I felt myself turning red with embarrassment. But I didn’t feel too embarrassed. I had some good money to show for it, after all.

“They’ll let me. They just won’t let me monetize them,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m showing clips from the movies. I guess you can’t do that.”

“So what are you supposed to show?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess just me talking to the camera. That’s what the other reviewers do.”

“So do that,” he said, as if it was so obvious and simple.

“I’d love to,” I said. “But everyone thinks I’m a girl. So there isn’t much I can do.”

My friend was silent for a long moment. I felt embarrassed, knowing that he now knew about my little female façade. But I could tell that he was secretly a bit jealous. He liked money and seemed to understand that I just did it for the money. “Should we play a new game?” I asked.

“Wait,” he said. “So you can do the voice, right?”

“What voice?” I said.

“The girl voice. You said you did the girl voice in your last few videos. It sounds legit to me.”

“Yeah. I guess so,” I said.

“Do it now,” he said.

I rolled my eyes and felt my cheeks turning red. “I don’t want to do it now,” I said.

“Just do it, loser,” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. A part of me wanted to prove to him that it was really me in the videos, but another part of me wanted to just put the whole thing behind me. I took a deep breath. “This is me doing a girl voice. It’s actually not that hard to do once you figure out how to soften your pallet and relax your vocal cords.”

He started laughing, as expected. I shook my head and looked at the time. “Are we going to play another game or not?” I said.

“So wait,” he said, still laughing as if I’d just told the funniest joke he’d ever heard. “So if you can do the voice, then all you really need is to pull off the look. Then we can just film you talking about the movies and you won’t be breaking any rules—right? Then we can monetize your videos again.”

I was silent for a moment while I thought about what he was suggesting. “I’m not dressing up like a chick,” I said. “And then you send the videos to everyone at school—no way.”

He started laughing again. “Well I wouldn’t do that, because I would be getting half.”

“Half?” I said sharply. “Why the hell would I give you half?”

“Because I would be the producer,” he said. “I’ll help you get dressed up and I’ll make sure you look convincing for your fans.”

“That’s not worth half,” I said.

“Forty percent,” he said.

“Maybe twenty-five,” I said.

“Deal,” he said suddenly. “I’ll go and grab my dad’s camera and I’ll head over to your place. You have a wig over there?”

“A wig?” I said. “We’re not actually doing this.”

“Yes, we are,” he said. “I want to buy all the new League skins too—so we’re doing it. We’re going to be rich. Do you have any idea how much money people on YouTube make? Well, of course you know—you’re one of them. Look—even since we started talking, you’ve gained two subscribers. We’re going to be rich. Do you have a wig or not?”

“I don’t have a wig. Why would I have a wig?” I said.

“It’s fine,” he said. “My sisters have tons of wigs. I just need to dig through the Halloween stuff in the basement. I’ll bring a few options.”

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Whatever. Just—start working on your makeup. I’ll be there in like thirty minutes.”

He suddenly went offline. My heart skipped a beat. I stared at myself in the reflection of my computer screen. Were we really going to do this? Was anyone in the world actually going to buy me as a woman?


CHAPTER IV

He didn’t even knock, he just let himself into my house. “Hey Pete! Where are you?” he called out.

“I’m here,” I said, calling him into my bedroom. He stepped in and then stopped suddenly at the sight of me. His eyes narrowed.

“What the hell?” he said.

“What?”

“Why aren’t you dressed up. I thought we were going to film this thing,” he said.

“What thing? We don’t have a set. We don’t have a script. I don’t know how to put on makeup. I don’t have makeup. And honestly, I would probably look completely idiotic in makeup.”

He rolled his eyes and sighed. “I can’t believe you’re only going to pay me twenty-five percent. We should do seventy-thirty. What do you think?”

“Lars,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I don’t think we should do this at all. This is embarrassing. Why don’t you get dressed up and learn to do the voice?”

“Because you’re small and feminine,” he said.

“What the hell did you just say?” I said, narrowing my eyes. I could feel my face turning red.

“What? It’s not a bad thing,” he said. “I mean—not now. Now your small figure is going to make us both rich. Now you need makeup. Surely there’s some makeup in your sister’s room.”

My heart skipped a beat and my skin tingled. “I don’t even know how to put on makeup,” I said.

“It’s easy,” he said.

“Have you ever done it?” I asked. I felt awkward about the whole thing; even talking about it made me horribly uncomfortable. There was no way I could stand in front of a camera and talk like a girl for five straight minutes.

“No, but I have three sisters,” he said. “I’ve seen them do it. It’s not rocket science. The eyeliner goes around the eyes. The lip gloss goes on the lips. The blush goes on the cheeks. Everything’s labeled. Nine-year-old girls can do their own makeup, Pete. Grow up.”

I sighed. Then he zipped off to my sister’s room. My skin turned cold. My sister was with her boyfriend on the other side of town, but there was still a chance she could show up at the house at any moment. She’d popped in a few times over the past couple of weeks, picking up the odd outfit.

“You can’t just go through my sister’s stuff, Lars!” I called out.

“Pete, you’re being a nag. Just relax and let’s make some money together.” He suddenly came back with a box of various makeup supplies. “See? Your sister has everything. This will be easy. Now start working on your makeup and I’ll get our set figured out. I’m thinking we’ll film down in your living room. It’s nice down there. I can move some lamps around and make a nice lighting setup. You know I watched the behind-the-scenes documentary on that Batman DVD you gave me. The guy said that the secret to production value is good lighting.”

“No kidding…” I said, looking at the box of makeup.

“Don’t take too long. We have videos to make!” he said, and then he darted down to my living room.

I stared at the box for a long while. I felt so stupid and so vulnerable. But how could I say no to the payout? I was already dreading returning to my restaurant job. Just that morning, I got an e-mail from my boss saying that they would be opening doors in exactly one month. So in one month, I would be back in that restaurant, cleaning the toilet every thirty minutes. I would be back on my hands and knees, scraping God-knows-what out from between the floor tiles.

So I started putting on the makeup. I started with the most straight-forward supplies. Mascara went on first. I brushed it gently on my eyelashes, making them thicker and darker. Then I picked up the eyeliner pen. I stared at it for a moment before leaning close to my mirror. I took a deep breath in and drew careful lines around my eyes. Lars was right: it was all more-or-less straight forward. Sure, there was an art to it and it was something I would get better at with practice—but I’d seen my sister do it and I’d seen girls wearing makeup before, so I basically knew what it was supposed to look like.

I brushed on some pink shadow on my eyelids. Then I put a bit of pink blush on my cheeks. I could see myself transforming quickly. It was weird and uncomfortable, but I kept the thought of that money in my mind. Every time I started to feel embarrassed, I remembered my restaurant job. If I could pass as a girl, then I could keep this YouTube gig going. If I could keep the YouTube gig going, I could live a life that I’d never even dreamed of before. I’d always assumed that I was doomed to work crappy jobs until I was on my deathbed. I always assumed that I would be poor and just scraping by, with no free time. But this was perfect. If I could simply talk to a camera for five minutes—and get good enough at it that I hardly had to do any editing—I could be looking at a four-hour work day. I could be looking at having more free time and more money than I knew what to do with. I could live wherever I wanted to live. I could do whatever I wanted to do—

“Are you almost done up there?” Lars called out.

I blinked a few times. My eyelashes felt heavy. My eyes looked bigger than ever before. “Give me a minute,” I called out. I took a deep breath. I could have done better. Maybe a little less eyeliner and a little more shadow. And I needed to figure out contouring, so I could make my nose look a bit smaller. But I did look kind of feminine. I actually looked kind of cute in a weird way.

But I wasn’t sure I was properly convincing. There were going to be comments: ‘Are you a guy?’ I could already see them in my mind. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea. What if someone recognized me? What if that same someone told my parents that I was putting on my sister’s makeup and posting myself online for thousands of people to see?

My heart was pounding fast now. I tried hard to calm myself down. I remembered that money. “I can do this,” I whispered. Then I grabbed the long blonde wig that Lars left on my bed—one of four wigs. The other three were brown and my natural hair was brown. I wanted to look as different as possible, so I went with the blonde. With the wig on my head, I actually looked like a girl—at least I looked more like a girl.

“What’s taking so long?” Lars said from the doorway. I turned to him. I felt my skin turn cold as his gaze found my body.

“You’re not even dressed?” he said.

“Dressed in what?” I said.

“Something from your sister’s closet. My God—I’m definitely taking at least a thirty percent cut for this.” He groaned as he stomped over to my sister’s bedroom. I was surprised by his motivation. I’d never seen him care about anything besides video games before—but now he was putting himself to work. He was determined to make this work, and I couldn’t blame him. The potential money was good.

He came back with a tiny white dress and a bra and some panties. “Put this on, and quickly shave your legs,” he said.

“Shave my legs?” I said.

“Yes,” he said. “You can’t have hairy legs, idiot.” He rolled his eyes and went off to get everything ready for me. He ran the tub and grabbed some shaving cream and then he set my sister’s razor on the edge of the tub. I squeezed myself into that tight dress, wearing that bra. It took a minute to adjust the bra before it looked somewhat realistic.

Lars went back down to the living room while I shaved my legs. I felt so stupid, stripping away my leg hair, leaving my legs smooth. I didn’t like what I was seeing. And with the summer coming up, how was I going to hide my legs? Would my hair grow back quickly? Or was I going to have to keep it shaved if this YouTube thing worked out?

“Can’t I just put on some socks?” I called out.

He poked his head into the bathroom. “I mean—sure—but you’ve already shaved one leg,” he said with a laugh. “You look hot, by the way. This is going to be great. I think you should straighten your hair though.”

I stared into his eyes. I didn’t appreciate him calling me ‘hot’, even though it was in both of our best interests for me to be ‘hot’. So I kept going. I shaved my legs and then I decided to quickly shave my armpits, just to make sure my whole body was properly convincing. The more convincing I made myself, the less likely it was that I would be recognized by some friend. If my brand really was going to keep growing, it was probably inevitable that someone I knew would find the videos.

I could feel sweat forming on the back of my neck. I knew that camera was down there. I knew Lars was expecting me to perform. I knew he would be disappointed if I didn’t come through—and I would be disappointed too. I didn’t want to go back to that restaurant job. “Ready yet, or what?” he called out.

“Coming,” I said.

I took one last look in the mirror. I looked… weird. I looked like a girl, but I wasn’t a girl. I didn’t recognize myself, but I was still me. It just didn’t seem right. I looked down at the slight bulge between. My legs. I reached down into my panties and stuffed my cock low, until the bulge was gone.

Then I went downstairs. “Good to go?” he said.

“Sure,” I said. “Just—if my bulge shows up, tell me so we can cut.” I fixed it again. I was going to need to come up with a better way to keep that bulge down.

He laughed. “Okay. So I thought you would stand there, hold up the DVD you want to talk about, and then just talk. I have the lighting just right.”

I stared at him for a long moment. “Well? Aren’t you going to stand in the spot?” he said.

“What movie am I even talking about? Do you have a script?”

“No. I thought you had a script,” he said.

I closed my eyes and sighed. It took me hours to write a script—but now I was all dolled up. “This is a disaster,” I said.

“It’s fine. We’re set up. Just… What was the last movie you saw?”

“I don’t know. The Red Survivor, I think,” I said.

“Okay. I’ll just hit record and you can talk about it. Just talk for like, fifteen minutes, and we’ll edit it down. I took an editing class last year for three credits.”

My heart fluttered.

“Well? Step onto your mark. Let’s do this.”

I hesitated, and then I stepped on the mark. Around me were lamps without lampshades. They were bright, making me squint for a moment. He pressed record on the camera without warning me. “What are you doing?” I said.

“Use your girl voice,” he hushed.

I cleared my throat. Even if we weren’t going to upload this part, I didn’t want to be recorded as a girl using my male voice. I didn’t need him having any proof of my identity, just in case he decided to use it against me one day.

“Talk about The Red Survivor,” he whispered.

“Okay, uh…” I looked into the camera lens. “So, uh, the last movie I saw was The Red Survivor,” I was speaking softly and with that girly pitch, but I suddenly felt extremely self-conscious about every little part of my body.

“Do it over again,” he whispered. “Take a breath. Relax. Just talk about the movie.”

I stood frozen for a moment before taking his advice, taking in a deep breath of air and then letting it out slowly. I closed my eyes for a moment. I thought about that money. I thought about that growing subscriber count. I thought about eating in that restaurant while some other poor fool scrubbed the toilets. All I had to do was relax. What did I have to lose? I bit down on the edge of my tongue and then I opened my eyes. I made a small smirk, feeling the gloss rubbing on my lips. “Hey everyone,” I said with a fluttering of my eyelashes. “Welcome back to my channel. Today, I want to talk about the new film, The Red Survivor.” And suddenly, I felt like I was in my element. I was harnessing some sort of confidence that I didn’t know I had.

Maybe it was the disguise. Maybe it was just the fact that I knew nobody was ever going to recognize me, so I really had nothing to lose. I spoke clearly and quickly. I must have gone on for twenty minutes, talking about the themes of the film and the characters, and even the lighting and the sound design. “This was a really cool flick, and I think you should all check it out—especially if you like a good action movie.” I stared right into the camera lens with that smile on my face. I felt strangely high, like I was filled with a powerful, positive energy. Something seemed to have clicked inside of me, just for that short period that I was in front of that camera. Then Lars yelled “Cut!” and suddenly, that vulnerability came rushing back. I took a deep breath and looked down at my dress, making sure I still looked okay, and that there was no bulge sticking out.”

“That was perfect,” he said. “You’re a natural.”

“It was okay?” I asked softly. Now, it was hard forcing my real voice to come out again.

“It was better than okay,” he said. “It was perfect. You were like a movie encyclopedia. I’d watch that.”

“But was I… convincing enough?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” he asked as he checked the camera to make sure the file recorded properly.

“I mean, did I look and sound like a girl?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “Totally. You’re hot. Guys will love it.”

I suddenly felt myself blushing. It was a weird compliment. It wasn’t even a compliment, but I still found myself tingling and embarrassed. I bit down on my lip and giggled, then I looked away. I felt so weird and unlike myself.

“Let’s get this thing chopped up so we can make some money. Remember, I’m in for thirty percent.”

“Fine,” I said. We went to my room. He plugged his SD card into my laptop and then he quickly started editing. He didn’t look like he knew what he was doing, so I slipped in and took his spot. “Let me do it.” I started making cuts, taking out the parts where I went off on unnecessary tangents.

We cut in some pictures of the movie poster, which we made sure we could use copyright-free. We even found a bit of editorial-use stock footage on a website. We had to pay a few bucks for it—but you have to spend money to make money.

We polished up some titles and we got it cut down to about eight minutes. We watched it over together one last time. And even though we’d been staring at it for six hours, it still felt strange to watch myself as a woman, talking like a woman and looking like a woman. I really did look like a woman. I really believed that I was going to fool everyone. “Ready to post it?” he asked.

“I guess so,” I said. And it wasn’t until we were uploading the video to YouTube that I realized I was still dressed up like a girl. We got so carried away editing that I forgot I was in a wig and a dress. “I should, uh, get changed while that’s uploading.”

He looked at me. He looked down my body, making me feel strangely uncomfortable. “Well wait,” he said. “While we have the lights set up, and the camera, and you’re all dressed up—why don’t we film tomorrow’s episode?”

“You want to make another video?” I said.

“Sure. Just put on a different outfit and let’s film another one. We could film, like, seven in a day and then edit them all in a day. Two days of work each week, and we’ll release a new video every day.”

I nodded my head slowly. The money signs flashed in my eyes, but I still felt horribly vulnerable.

“I’ll grab you a new outfit,” he said. He zipped off to my sister’s room, leaving me in my bedroom, watching as that video slowly uploaded to YouTube.


CHAPTER V

Our first video went live while we were taping the next one. We spent an hour in the living room, coming up with talking points and recording the whole episode. I felt weird in the outfit: a short plaid skirt and a white blouse. It was something I’d never seen my sister wear—and it was something I didn’t like to think of her wearing because it was sexy.

But it fit me pretty well. Now, I was wearing long white stockings, which looked pretty cute as well. I thought that the outfit was a bit too cute and sexy, but Lars seemed to think that was better for the brand. “I looked at your analytics. It’s mostly men. This is what they want.” He even walked up to me and tugged my skirt up from the waist, making it even shorter. “Now let’s take that last part again. Try to put your feet closer together and keep your legs straight. It looks cuter that way.”

It was weird having him call me ‘sexy’ and ‘cute’ all night, but I knew he was right. I knew the fanbase would grow faster if I was more attractive.

“What is that noise?” he asked after we finished the last take of our second episode.

“What noise?” I said.

“That dinging. Or am I going crazy?” he said.

Then I focused and heard it. “It sounds like my phone.”

“It’s dinging like crazy,” he said. So we went up to my room and saw that I had almost one hundred notifications, all from YouTube. The first video was live and racking in the views, likes, and comments. My subscriber count was on the rise. “Holy shit,” Lars said, looking at the analytics on my computer screen. “You’ve almost got a thousand views already! How much money is that?”

“Like ten bucks,” I said. It wasn’t too impressive. My videos usually got about a thousand views in the first twelve hours.

“Nice!” he said, more excited than I was expecting. “That’s almost pizza!” He refreshed the page and that number went up by another fifty views. He looked back at me. “We’re going to be rich, beautiful.”

I felt myself blushing. I wanted to tell him to stop complimenting me, but I didn’t want to make him awkward and uncomfortable.

We filmed two more shows that night. It was 3:30 AM when Lars finally looked at me and said, “You look exhausted.”

“I am exhausted,” I said, hardly able to keep my eyes open. Now, I was wearing some baby doll costume, which Lars insisted would be a big hit, based off the positive (and somewhat creepy) comments on the first video we published together.

“Get some sleep,” he said. “I’ll keep editing for a bit. Then I’ll clean up.” He was energized—probably because he kept drinking cup after cup of coffee. I had no problem with him taking the reins. I needed to sleep, and he needed to earn his thirty percent if he was really going to be taking a cut.

So I went to my room. I looked in the mirror and thought about washing my face—but it seemed like so much work. I figured I could just do it in the morning, so I fell onto my bed and I closed my eyes. I fell asleep almost instantly. The first thing I did when I woke up was reach for my phone. I opened the YouTube app and checked my overnight stats. I was thrilled to see so many new subscribers—and more comments than I could read. There was money once again in my account—about seventy dollars, which I had to share with Lars. But I wasn’t so thrilled to see that Lars went ahead and uploaded all of the videos we filmed, even though I thought we agreed we were going to space them out over a week.

I groaned and sat up. Then I looked over and saw him in my bedroom. I nearly screamed as he took a sip from his coffee. Now, stubble was covering his cheeks, as if he’d been there for three days. “Good morning,” he said with a smile. “You’ve been asleep for almost twelve hours.”

“What time is it?” I said, rubbing my eyes.

“It’s 2:00 PM,” he said.

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

“I’ve been working all night,” he said.

I rubbed my eyes again. “D—Doing what?”

“I fixed up your Facebook and your Twitter. I got you on TikTok. That’s where all the kids are. It took me a few hours to make some content using the clips you shot. I thought that could be where we post all of your bad cuts—funny stuff, you know, for the fans.” He took another sip from his coffee. “I’ve also been replying to messages and fan mail, running some free ads on smaller blogs—just trying to improve your SEO.”

“Why do you know how to do this stuff?” I asked.

“I’m figuring it out as I go,” he said.

“Why? This is a lot of work for… what—like twenty bucks?”

“It’s twenty bucks now,” he said. “But it’s growing fast. Soon it will be a lot more, and soon it will be a lot less work.”

“Maybe,” I said. “But you’ve never applied yourself to anything before, so why this?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I apply myself to lots of things. Just because you don’t see me do it, doesn’t mean I don’t do it.”

“Sure…” I said. I stood up and eyed his coffee. It was steaming.

“There’s a fresh pot downstairs,” he said, turning back to the computer screen. He had about twenty different tabs open and he was working on all of them. It was actually quite impressive. I had a feeling he was going to ask for a bigger cut soon. And maybe it was deserved. He was doing all the work—at least for now. We had the biggest growth overnight, and it was probably mostly his doing. Maybe we made a pretty good team. Maybe I wouldn’t care if he took fifty percent when we were making a million dollars per year—or more.

I smiled and poured some coffee. Then I turned around and let out a deep sigh of relief. I felt good. I felt invigorated. Then I looked in the mirror and nearly spat out my coffee when I saw myself. I’d forgotten that I’d gone to sleep in makeup and a ditsy outfit and a wig. Now, my heart was pounding ferociously. I thought for a quick moment that I’d been caught by my sister—because I actually looked a little bit like my sister.

I took a deep breath and forced myself to relax. Then I went back upstairs. Lars was still working away. “I think I’m going to take a shower,” I said.

“No,” he said, turning around suddenly. “We need content, so we need to film. Let’s do two episodes, then you can shower.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“We have to keep posting. That’s how the algorithm works. You need momentum. It won’t be forever. It’s just while we get the brand going. Let’s go down to the studio.” Now, he was calling my living room ‘the studio’. We went down together.

“What’s a good movie?” he said.

“I don’t know. I can’t think straight right now.”

“Okay, fine,” he said. “That’s fine. We’ll just start with a message to the fans. Just thank everyone for being subscribed, and tell them about all the content we’re going to be doing.”

“What content?” I said.

“Just speak. Make stuff up. It doesn’t matter. We just need a new release to get more channel views. We’re on the charts and we need to stay on the charts. We need to stay relevant. I’m pressing record. Now talk.”

I quickly fixed my hair with my fingers, and I pulled down my skirt a tiny bit, worried my panties bulge was showing between my legs. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I felt myself getting back into that feminine headspace: that aura of confidence that carried me through all of the videos we filmed the night before. Then I opened my eyes and started speaking. “Hey YouTube! Thanks for checking in on my channel! We have so much great content coming your way, but right now, I just want to thank everyone on helping me reach ten thousand subscribers. I’m so happy to have you all here!” I kept talking, feeling strangely in my element. I found it easy to be bubbly and feminine. It was easy to be cute and fun. I kind of liked talking to the camera, and I loved that I was being paid to do it.

We finished the little five-minute thank you video, and then Lars grabbed a tight dress from my sister’s bedroom for the next video. “Put this on,” he said.

I started changing. “What are we talking about now?” I asked.

“I don’t know. You haven’t done a video on League. Talk about that.”

“A video game?” I said. “But I only do movie reviews.” I looked into his eyes and paused.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Time to branch out. People don’t care about what you’re reviewing. They just care about you. It doesn’t even have to be a review. Just talk about your favorite characters, and how you like to play. We’ll record you playing a bit and we can cut it all together. I looked into it—you can legally use game footage. They won’t demonetize you for that.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” he said.

I had to get him to help me zip up the dress. It was tight, but it looked good. I did a little spin in front of the mirror before stepping in front of the camera. “Okay. Let’s do it,” I said.

“You look hot,” he said before hitting record. I felt myself blushing again, though I had no idea why. I cleared my throat, bit down on my tongue, and then I started talking. The words flowed out of me effortlessly. I talked about the game for twenty minutes, and then we went up to my room. I played a game while Lars recorded me. He kept telling me that I looked hot, trying to keep my confidence high, but I was starting to think he actually meant it and he wasn’t just messing around.

“Let’s do your closing segment on your bed,” he said. “Lay down in a sort of Venus pose, and thank everyone for tuning in.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Yeah. It’d be hot,” he said. “Remember, your audience is mostly men.”

“Alright,” I said, taking a deep breath. So we filming my closing monologue on the bed. It felt a bit awkward, especially in that short, tight dress, but he was right: the audience was going to love it. I did my best to sound seductive and sexy, and I think it worked. Even Lars was red in the face.

“Okay, now I need to shower,” I said. “Help me out of this dress.”

He came up behind me and grabbed the zipper. He gave it a tug, but it wasn’t moving easily. “Breathe in,” he said. So I breathed in. He took a step closer to me to get better leverage. He pulled up, and then I felt his cock press up against my tush. It felt like he was hard. I froze.

“Lars?” I said.

“What?” he said.

“Do you have a boner?” I said.

He paused. Then he stepped back suddenly. “Sorry,” he said. “I was just—I was thinking about a girl.”

“Don’t lie to me,” I said, looking back at him. His face was dark red.

“What?” he said, laughing nervously. “You look hot in the wig and the dress. I told you yesterday, you have a chick’s body.”

“Just help me out of this dress,” I said, looking away from him quickly. I took a deep breath and shook my head. He pressed his erection against me again as he got my zipper down. But then he didn’t step away. Now, his hands were on my sides and I could feel the tickle of his warm breath on the back of my neck.

“Lars?” I said.

He didn’t answer. I felt his hands move gently up my body. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He gently pushed me forward, until I had to plant my hands down on my mattress. “Lars…” I said.

“Just relax,” he said. Then he pulled my dress down my legs, leaving me in just the bra and panties. His hands caressed my naked body. He let out a slight groan. Was he fondling me? Was he just kidding around or was this serious? “Lars, I don’t like this,” I said.

“Shh,” he said. “Just—Just be a woman for a minute.”

Then his fingers slipped underneath my panties and he gently tugged down.

“Lars,” I said. I kept telling him to stop, but I wasn’t stopping him. I wasn’t even trying to physically stop him from groping me. I was frozen, unable to move—and maybe it was because I liked it. I kind of liked that I was turning him on. It was a nice validation that the hard work was paying off. All of the work that I was putting into looking feminine was working. But maybe it was working too well.

But he had big, strong hands and a muscular body. I felt so small and weak in his presence. I could smell his musk and feel his damp, sweaty skin. I heard his zipper go down, and then I felt the bulge of his erection, now masked only by that thin layer of white cotton. I moaned and bit down on my bottom lip. Did I secretly want him to fuck me?

“Oh God,” I groaned. His hands pulled my butt cheeks apart, spreading my asshole open. I felt the tip of his thumb gliding over that hole. I took a slow breath. “We shouldn’t do this,” I whispered. “It’s wrong.”

“No one will know,” he said. Then I felt something warm and throbbing slide up between my butt cheeks. I gasped loudly. It was his cock. He was really going to fuck me. His hands slid up and down my torso. He pulled off my bra, leaving me completely naked. He grabbed my chest as if I had breasts and he squeezed. I moaned again. His fingers stimulated my nipples. “Oh God,” I groaned. I felt so vulnerable and so humiliated, but I wanted him so bad. I wanted him to dominate me and I wanted him to make me orgasm like a horny slut.

“Just fuck me then,” I said.

I heard him spit into his hand and then I looked back and watched as he spread that saliva up and down his throbbing erection.

“Oh God,” I said again, biting hard on my tongue. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I couldn’t believe what I was allowing to happen. What was wrong with me? Had I lost my mind? I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs and tried desperately to muster up some sensibility, but none came. I felt his wet, warm tip press up between my butt cheeks. I heard him groan. I could smell that tinge of musk on his body, now twenty-four hours since he’d showered and slept.

He probably wasn’t thinking straight, operating on no sleep and unhealthy amounts of caffeine—but what was my excuse? I slept. I had no reason to be acting so unpredictably. Yet there I was, unclenching my butthole so that he could push his cock into me… And now, he was pushing his cock into me.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I felt his tip stretching my hole. I kept clenching hard, but it didn’t seem to stop him. He was holding me firmly with both of his hands: pinning me down as he crammed his cock down into my asshole. I groaned and rolled my head from side to side. Why was I taking it? Why did I want it so badly?

“You’re so fucking hot,” he muttered as his tip finally penetrated my rim, pushing into my body. I gasped, and then I felt my cheeks turning red. I felt my lips curling into a slight smile and I remembered why I was doing it. He softened me with those compliments. All of those little remarks—from him and from my YouTube followers—were chipping away at my masculine identity. Now, I had no idea what my identity was. If I was so successful as a woman, maybe I was supposed to be a woman. What had I ever accomplished as a man? When had I ever received a genuine compliment as a man? Did all women have it this easy, or was I just really good at being a woman?

He pushed deeper and I gasped louder. His fingertips sunk into the softness of my hips. I moaned and he groaned. I felt the veins on his shaft throbbing. I felt his thick tip swelling, as if it wasn’t done getting bigger from arousal. He pushed deeper and deeper, and I felt that long, hard snake pushing into my body.

It was gone: my anal virginity was gone. My virginity in general was gone. I’d never had sex with a woman before, and now I was having sex with a man. My innocence was no longer. And did this mean that I was gay? If my only sexual experience was with a man, what did that mean about me?

It made no sense in my swirling mind. I’d always been attracted to women. I’d exclusively been attracted to women. Every crush I’d ever had was on a girl—yet now I was melting as I felt his hard muscles pressing against my skin. His big, strong hands were making me quiver. I felt like I was about to have an orgasm and he hadn’t even touched my cock.

I could still feel myself stretching. I could still feel those veins throbbing—and I could feel every inch, from my rim all the way down into my gut. I could feel the way his cock curved slightly to the left (probably from him using his right hand to masturbate every day) and I could feel the ridge of his tip, pushing deeper still.

I clutched the bed sheets on my bed and I moaned loudly. Then the thrusting started. It wasn’t even a minute before my body went limp and the moans became completely uncontrollable. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling as if I was having a seizure. And it wasn’t very long before my own cock was rock hard and pressed firmly against that mattress. Every time he pumped into me my cock rubbed against that mattress, bringing me closer to my own orgasm.

But those horrifying thoughts were still in my head. I was still terrified of what would happen once the act was done. Would I be able to look him in the eye? Was this going to be the end of our working relationship—and our friendship? Was he going to want to date after this, or was this just an impulse thing for him?

He pumped harder and faster. His cock pushed deeper and deeper until it couldn’t go any deeper. He had ten inches in me, and now his pelvis was slapping against my ass with every penetration. I could feel my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I managed to reach a hand back as he leaned over me. I put my fingers on his warm, sweaty muscles and I gently felt all of his hard ridges. I felt a drop of sweat fall onto my back from his forehead. Now he was thrusting slowly—but hard—really hard. Each pound made me gasp and inch forward across the bed.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

I thought I was about to come. I could feel a tingling in the tip of my cock, and a pulsing euphoria deep inside of my body. And maybe I would have come had he not suddenly pulled his big cock out from my body, leaving me with a gaping back door. He clutched his cock firmly and began to spray my back with his thick warm substance. My eyes widened and my lips parted. His cumshot was seemingly endless. It must have gone on for a full thirty seconds. My back was covered with his goo and beads of his sweat.

I tried to clench my asshole closed, but I was too stretched out. I had a feeling it would be a good hour before I was able to even walk properly.

The room was suddenly silent, and with that silence came a terrible awkwardness. I could hear him catching his breath, and I could feel the sensations returning to my extremities. The act was over but the consequences were just beginning.

“You should probably get cleaned up now,” he said in a quiet voice.

“Yeah. Okay,” I said. I slipped off of my bed and then I looked into his eyes for a brief moment. I had to look away quickly as a pulse of awkward terror rushed through me. I’d just had sex with my best friend—and my new business partner. Now, I was covered in his cum and I was still painted with my sister’s makeup. My head was filled with frightening thoughts and they were only seemingly become worse as I lingered in that room, so I quickly darted off to the bathroom and I closed the door firmly behind me.

Maybe the worst part of it all was that a small part of me was wishing he would come into that bathroom to fuck me again.


CHAPTER VI

When I was done my shower, Lars was gone. He didn’t leave me a message or anything, so I assumed that the awkwardness got to him and he went home. I had no idea what was going to happen next with Lars, though I at least felt confident that he wasn’t about to go around town telling all of his friends about my secret feminine persona on YouTube. He now had too much to lose, so I was certain his mouth would remain shut.

And I didn’t technically need him anymore. If he wanted to be out of our deal, I could manage on my own. I just needed to get my hands on a camera. Unless Lars decided not to come back for his camera, which he left in my living room. And he left those wigs in my bedroom. I had everything I needed for now.

So while he was gone, I decided to film another show for the YouTube channel.

I had nothing else to do, after all. I couldn’t keep my mind straight enough to play a video game or to focus on a film. I didn’t have any chores that needed done, and the house had never been quieter. So I grabbed that box of makeup and I started dolling myself up.

This time, there was a strange serenity as I carefully painted my face with the various makeup supplies. I didn’t feel any pressure from anyone. I could work at my own pace, and I didn’t have to worry about anyone walking in on me. I wasn’t even worried about my sister, seeing as she’d just posted pictures of her and her boyfriend at a ski resort on Facebook. She was four-hundred miles away, on a road trip—so I truly did have that house all to myself.

I spent two hours in front of the mirror, carefully lining eyeliner around my eyes, brushing on just the right amount of pink eyeshadow, just the right amount of blush, and a perfect smearing of shiny lip gloss. I got that wig onto my head and then I spent a good forty minutes straightening it and making it look perfectly convincing. Then I was off to my sister’s closet. I pulled open the doors and stared at the endless options: years of acquisitions. There were so many cute dresses, pretty skirts, adorable rompers, leggings, short-shorts, overalls, sweaters, cardigans, accessories, shoes, heels, boots—anything I could ever want was in that closet.

My chest swelled and I could feel hearts floating above my head. I reached forward and ran my fingers through the soft fabrics: cottons, satins, laces. I pulled down a shimmering green dress and I swear a whimper escaped my lips. I’d never felt so drawn to anything before—and it was something that had always been in my house. This was an addiction that was growing fast and uncontrollably. Now, I didn’t want to go downstairs to shoot a video. I just wanted to spend the whole day in that bedroom, trying on clothes.

So that’s what I ended up doing. I tried on dress after dress and romper after romper. I ended up finding my sister’s old bra—the one that she used before her breasts developed (she was a late bloomer). It had silicone inserts that she made my mom buy for her. They were something like four hundred bucks, but she begged enough that my mom caved. They were the most realistic that they made at the time, and now they were on my chest, giving me real-looking breasts, making me wish that I had real breasts of my own.

I started thinking about the options: I could take hormones, or I could get some small implants: breasts that I could hide easily with a tight band. My parents and friends would never find out… unless I wanted them to. I didn’t want much—just A-cups, or maybe some cute B-cups.

I shook my head suddenly, expelling those thoughts from my mind. I was getting carried away. It was bad enough that I was playing dress up in my sister’s bedroom at the age of eighteen. I couldn’t let myself fantasize about making permanent body changes.

I kept trying on outfits, and I was quickly discovering little ways to make myself look more and more feminine. I found the tight corset that my sister wore to squeeze into her slutty prom dress. It gave me the perfect figure, even though I thought that my figure was already pretty good to begin with.

I put a cute floral trad-dress on and then I did a little spin. I walked over to the mirror and then I screamed. I grabbed at my heart when I saw the man standing behind me, in the doorway of my sister’s bedroom. I spun around quickly as he started laughing.

“What’s the matter with you?” he said, clutching his extra-large Tim Hortons coffee. He took a sip.

“Lars, what are you doing here?” I said, feeling my pounding heart with the palm of my hand.

“I’m clocking in for work,” he said. “Why are you so shocked?”

“You—You left,” I said.

“Yeah. I went to sleep for a couple of hours. I took a shower and ate some breakfast. Why? Where did you think I went?”

“I thought you went home.”

“I did go home,” he said with another sip of his coffee.

“But I thought you were going to stay there.”

“Why would I stay there? We have work to do? Our numbers are looking good. We have a lot of work to do if we’re going to continue growing.”

“I didn’t know that we were going to keep working today,” I said.

His eyes narrowed. Then his gaze moved down my body and back up to my face. “So why are you all dolled up then?” he said.

I suddenly felt myself turning red. It was a good question. He caught me indulging in my new little fetish. Was it a fetish? Or was it something more?

“Right,” I said. “Well, I was going to film a show on my own. I don’t think we both need to be here every time we film. That could get complicated.” I forced a smile, but I knew that my face was dark red and giving me away.

He laughed. “I want to be here—as a producer—to oversee the content that’s going into our channel. Did you see that we’ve passed one-hundred dollars?”

I paused for a moment. “Since yesterday?” I said.

He nodded his head. “And the growth isn’t slowing down. I told you, beautiful: we’re going to be rich.” He had a big toothy grin now. He winked at me. It seemed like he’d forgotten completely about our romp earlier. It was as if he erased the awkwardness and embarrassment from his mind. He was acting like nothing was different, and maybe that was for the best.

It was nice having his help. He didn’t seem to mind doing the tedious social media tasks, or the mindless work that went into editing each video. I liked doing a bit of editing too, but Lars could zone out of the world for hours as he sorted through take after take after take. It was impressive in a lot of ways.

That night, we filmed four new videos: a film review, two game discussions, and a general rant about life. Lars was right, it didn’t seem to matter what I talked about. People were watching my videos regardless of what I had to say. They just liked me, and maybe they liked what I had to say about the world. It was a fun ride, and our numbers were rising fast. By the end of that week, we climbed to making over two-hundred dollars per day. We were getting about eighty new subscribers each day, and now our channel was starting to appear in search results for all the different games and movies that I talked about in the videos.

I felt rich, even though I was only making a quarter of what my dad made. I had no idea what to do with all the money that was coming in. Even Lars, with his thirty percent, or sixty bucks per day, was acting like The Wolf of Wallstreet. He went out and bought himself a custom suit, which he started wearing every time we filmed. He liked looking professional behind the camera—and I have to admit that he looked kind of sexy in that suit.

We ended up fucking again. It took us both by surprise, but this time I was the one who made the move. He was editing at my desk. I spun his chair around and dropped down to my knees. I unzipped his fly and I clutched his cock in my fist. I slowly pumped until he was hard, then I started sucking. He leaned his head back and groaned. I bobbed my head on this thick ten-incher. I felt every throbbing vein over and over with my plump, glossy lips. I used my hand to massage his swelling ball sack. My plan was to suck him off, but he wanted more than that. He reached down and pulled me up as if I weighed nothing. He plopped me down on his lap and then he tore away my panties from under my skirt, making me gasp. Then he crammed his saliva-slicked erection into my asshole, making me scream.

And he surprised me when he grabbed my erection with his fist and began to slide his hand up and down, staring into my eyes. I was more than just a girl to him, and I wasn’t sure how that made me feel—or how I was supposed to feel. But in the moment, I liked it.

I bounced on his lap while he tugged on my cock. This time, I came first. I sprayed his chest with a powerful blast of cum, and he seemed to like it. He liked it enough that he came seconds later, deep inside of my ass. I gasped when I felt the gushing inside of me: my deep cavity filling with his hot substance.

When he was done, I stood up and let his cum drain out of me, falling onto his bare lap. I watched a big glob of his own cum ooze down his cock and dribble across his ball sack. We looked each other in the eye and then we went on with what we were doing, once again as if nothing had happened.

And the videos continued to do better and better.

It was a Monday morning when Lars finally decided to go home for a long break. “I’ll see you in a couple of days,” he said. His eyes were heavy. I got the house tidied up and took a long rest of my own, expecting to get back to work after a day or two of rest. We had eight videos filmed, edited, and ready to be released. I was still addicted to watching my YouTube analytics, but I was starting to get used to the excitement of the growing numbers.

I fell asleep and was out for almost twelve hours. Then I woke up to the sound of footsteps. I could hear people downstairs: multiple people. I could hear voices: a girl voice and a boy voice.

I sat up quickly, focusing hard on the distant voices. I recognized one: my sister. The other was less clear.

I stood up and nearly left my bedroom, and then I looked in the mirror and saw that I was wearing her lingerie. I’d been sleeping in it for a few days. The soft satin felt so good to sleep in—so much better than any cotton t-shirt that I owned.

I took the little slip off and changed into some proper male clothes. The jeans felt weird on my body, and so did the t-shirt. I could remember the last time I was properly dressed up as a male. I took a moment to make sure I could still do the male voice before heading downstairs.

My sister was in the kitchen with her boyfriend. “It’s not a big deal, babe. We’ll figure it out,” her boyfriend said.

“I just can’t believe you didn’t tell me. Why didn’t you fucking tell me?” she said.

Then they both noticed me standing on the stairs. “Hey Pete,” my sister said.

“What’s going on? I thought you guys were skiing,” I said. I started thinking about her bedroom. Was everything where it was supposed to be? Would she be able to tell that I’d been going through her things?

“Dumbass Ben here got fired two weeks ago and decided not to tell me,” my sister said.

“I thought I was going to find another job. It just never came up.”

“It never came up? Are you fucking serious?” My sister shook her head. “Well, he didn’t just get fired, but he also forgot to pay his rent for the past three months, so we got back from the ski trip and all our shit was in the hallway. We’ve been evicted. So we’re living here now, I guess.” She rolled her eyes.

“It’s fine. I’ll find a new job and get a new apartment,” he said.

“With what reference, Ben?”

I watched the couple as they bickered. “You’ll both be living here?” I said.

“That’s right,” my sister said, rolling her eyes again.

My heart fluttered in my chest. How was I going to film with them in the house? Where was I going to get makeup and clothes?

It got worse. Later that day, my mom called. She was being forced to take a month off from work. Apparently, she fell asleep twice during operations and she was lucky she wasn’t being fired. And this was all happening days before my dad was due to return home.

“Did you get a new camera?” Ben asked, eyeing the camera on the tripod in the living room.

“Oh, that?” I said. My heart started racing. “That’s Lars’s camera. He was filming some scene for some short film for school.” I forced a smile.

“Oh. Neat,” Ben said. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead. The couple went back to arguing, so I ran up to my sister’s bedroom, just to make sure it was clean and the way that she left it. It looked okay, but I was still horrified. How was I going to continue my YouTube scheme? Was I going to have to move out? I had a decent chunk of money from the past couple weeks, but I didn’t have enough to get an apartment and survive on my own—not quite yet.

I slipped into my bedroom and I closed the door. I sent Lars a text message. “My sister came home. She’s going to be living here now with her boyfriend.”

“Shit,” Lars replied. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” I said.

It was a few minutes before he sent another message. “You have to tell her what you’ve been doing.”

“What? Why?” I said. “Let’s just film at your house. We can clean up your bedroom and make it into a decent set.”

“No,” he said. “My sisters are all home. My mom doesn’t work. She only leaves the house to go to church. She would kill me if she found out about the channel.”

“So let’s rent a place,” I said.

“And wear what? Put on what makeup? Now we’re looking at thousands of dollars in overhead. We’re looking at startup costs. We don’t have that kind of money. We don’t even have credit.”

He was right. My plan was complex and costly, but at least it was a plan—a better plan that telling my sister everything so that she would let me wear her clothes and her makeup. But that’s what Lars seemed to think was the best plan of action. “Just tell her. She’ll understand.”

“What about my parents? They’ll be home now too.”

“Tell them too,” he said. “At least your parents won’t kick you out for it.”

“You’re nuts,” I said.

I waited for him to send me a real plan, but he didn’t. It was later that night when he sent me a message saying, “I think it’s best for everyone if you just come out. You especially.”

I was angry with him. He was putting everything on me. He was making this my problem—and my problem alone. But he was going to be without a paycheque soon too. We had a week before we had no content to post, and then it would probably be another week before we went from making two-hundred bucks per day to zilch.

I thought he was bluffing, so I did nothing on that next day. I just sat around and watched movies while my sister and her boyfriend floated around the house, arguing. My mom came home and slept for close to twenty hours. Then she started floating around too, going in and out of rooms, cleaning. She kept coming into my room without knocking, and I didn’t want to tell her not to because I didn’t want her suspecting anything. So I just let her drift in and out a few times each day.

Then my dad came home the next day. He was off for a month, and his plan was to watch every sports game on TV, and to leave the house as little as humanly possible.

“Have you told them yet?” Lars asked in a message.

“I’m not telling them,” I said. “We need another plan.”

I started working on my own plan. I scouted some makeup supplies online, and a few cute outfits. But cute clothes weren’t cheap, and neither was makeup. I knew I could take the outfit to the outskirts of the city, get dolled up in a forest, and film in a pretty meadow. Then I could clean myself up in a creek or something. It would take exponentially longer to film each video, and then I would have to edit in the dead of the night, while everyone was sleeping and minding their own business. There was still a chance I would get caught.

And it sucked that I had to go sneaking around, as if I was committing some crime. It sucked that I would have to act like some sort of degenerate, as if I was producing some weird, gross pornography. I was just making innocent YouTube videos. Why did I have to act like a scared little church mouse?

What other choice did I have?

I needed to wait a week before I could buy the outfits and the makeup. I didn’t yet have enough money in my account, and I didn’t have a credit card. Then, it would take a week to ship, meaning I would have to make a video very fast to keep our daily video momentum going. It wasn’t the end of the world if we missed a couple of days… but was I really going to travel to the edge of town every day to film a video? Was I going to stay awake all night to edit each video? Where was I going to stash all of my outfits and my makeup, with my mom cruising in and out of my bedroom every day?

Maybe Lars was right. Maybe I did need to fess up.


CHAPTER VII

I wanted to use our money to buy the clothes and makeup, but Lars didn’t agree entirely. “I don’t mind you spending some of our money to make money. But I don’t think we need to spend all of our cash on clothes that we already have access to.”

“But we don’t have access,” I replied. “That’s not our stuff. It’s my sister’s stuff, and there’s no way I can get into her room to get it without her noticing it gone.”

“You can just ask her to borrow it,” he replied.

I shook my head. He wasn’t budging on his idea of me telling them about what I was up to.

But I could wait another week before my seventy-percent covered the cost of the clothes and the makeup. Sure, it would mean putting the channel on pause for a week, but at least it was a plan.

The day came a week later. We uploaded that last recorded video, and now we had nothing to put out. I spent my time the next day trying to market the channel, but the views were already starting to dip. That momentum was waning. And the next day was even worse. Views were down by 25%. I still hadn’t placed the clothing order, as I was waiting for YouTube to transfer the money to my PayPal account. I had stupidly assumed it would be an instant process, but because my account was new, they were now telling me it could take 10-12 business days. I couldn’t wait that long, but I had no other choice.

The next day, our views were down by another 25%. “You need to come clean so we can get another video up,” Lars said to me in a message.

“Why don’t you put on the wig and the makeup?” I said.

“Because you look good and I would look silly,” he said, not getting what I was saying to him.

I was getting frustrated with him. I was frustrated with the whole situation. I kept reading the comments: “No new video? What’s going on?” “Is this channel dead?” I couldn’t believe how quickly people were jumping ship. Some of them were worried about me. “Are you okay? Do you need anything?” asked one fan.

“Just working on the next video!” I replied awkwardly. But now I was starting to worry that the channel was dead.

But it wasn’t the channel I found myself mourning over. I wanted to feel the tight embrace of a dress so badly. I wanted to feel the soft flowy feeling of a cute skirt. I wanted to feel that mascara heaviness on my eyelashes. I wanted to look cute. I wanted to feel sexy. I wanted to be a woman.

I didn’t feel right as a man. I felt strangely insecure. I felt small and weak. I felt like I didn’t meet some sort of standard—and I felt like I didn’t want to meet that standard. All of the advice online said to hit the gym, but I didn’t want to hit the gym. I didn’t want to pack muscle onto my shoulders. I liked being petite and cute. I liked being slender and curvy. My sister kept telling me to get a haircut, but I wanted my hair to grow long, so I could cut some cute bangs, or maybe some long fringes.

It was a Friday night. My sister was all dolled up, but she wasn’t going out. Ben forgot to make the reservation and then he went to meet up with some friends so they could watch a hockey game. My sister was furious, but she looked good, with her hair tied up into a braided bun. I wanted to ask her how she did her hair like that, but I knew I couldn’t ask such a question.

I stared at her from across the room while she steamed. “I’m going to dump him. I’m so sick of him,” she muttered under her breath. “He’s such a lousy piece of work. I don’t know why I ever liked him.”

“I like your hair,” I said.

Then she looked at me slowly. Her eyes narrowed. “What?” she said.

“Your hair. I like it.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Oh. Well… Thank you,” she said with a smile.

“Your makeup looks good too,” I said. My heart was pounding, but I didn’t know why.

“Thanks, bro,” she said. “That means a lot.” She kept staring at me. It was a moment before she looked away. “I was supposed to be at a fancy restaurant.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s not your fault. I think he didn’t make the reservation on purpose. He knew he couldn’t afford it, so he pretended like he forgot.”

“Maybe,” I said. Then the room became silent. I cleared my throat. “I like your dress.”

She looked at me again. “What do you want?” she said with narrowed eyes.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You want money or something? Want me to buy alcohol for you and your friends?”

“No,” I said.

She stared at me for another long moment before looking away. I bit hard on my tongue. I was able to tell Lars about my YouTube scheme. Why couldn’t I tell my own sister? Sure, now there were more details, like the makeup and the wig and the outfits. This wasn’t just confessing to doing a voice—but it still shouldn’t have felt like such a big deal. I took a deep breath in. “While you were gone, I started a YouTube channel,” I said. I could already feel the weight lifting off of my shoulders.

She looked at me, and I told her about what I did. I told her about the person I hired on Fiverr, and then I told her about doing the voice myself. I watched as her eyes became wider and wider. She didn’t believe me until I did the voice. Then I confessed to wearing her clothes. “I needed to make new content, and I couldn’t use film footage, so I filmed myself.”

She laughed almost non-stop until I showed her one of the videos. Then she suddenly stopped. “Wait. That’s you!?” she said. “Are you kidding me? You’re like… hot.”

I felt myself blushing. “I was just doing it for the money,” I said. I showed her the earnings. And that weight continued to lift from my shoulders. But there was still one big confession I had to make.

“Look dude, if you want to borrow my clothes, feel free. Money is money. I wish I could make decent money without having to go to my dead-end job.”

“Thanks,” I said softly. I still have to tell my mother and my father, but I felt like it was going to be easy. So far, everyone understood and nobody had anything bad to say. Sure, there was some laughter, but I could handle a bit of laughter.

“There’s one other thing,” I said.

“What is it?” my sister asked.

Then my mother walked into the room. “What are you guys talking about?” she asked with an oblivious smile on her face.

I looked at my mom and then I looked at my sister. My stomach turned, but I had to say it. “I want to be a woman,” I said. The room fell silent. Eyes were wide and lips were parted.

“A—A what?” my mom said. My sister showed my mom the picture of me on the laptop screen.

“That’s Pete,” my sister said.

Now they were both staring at me. “It’s how I’m comfortable,” I said. I’d never been more terrified in my life. But somehow, I felt so free and so relaxed. I felt like I had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

“O—Okay,” my mom said. She looked shocked, but she didn’t look horrified. She didn’t look offended or upset. She just looked surprised. And I was probably just as surprised. It wasn’t something I knew about myself just a month earlier.

“So I need to film another video,” I said. “You really don’t mind if I grab something from your closet?” I said to my sister. My heart was still pounding with horror, but I was proud of myself.

“Go ahead,” she said. Then she looked at my mom as I hopped up to my feet. I went up to her room and then I nearly fell to my knees, overwhelmed by feelings of joy and excitement—and still a bit of terror. I was entering into an uncharted territory. I had no idea what to expect, but I was excited to find out what was waiting for me.

I sent Lars a message. “I did it. I told them,” I said.

“I’m proud of you,” he replied. “Want me to come over?”

“I’ll shoot this one myself. I’ll send it to you to watch before I upload it though.”

“Sounds good.”

I didn’t review a new movie or a new game—or an old movie or an old game. I didn’t review anything. Instead, I looked into the camera lens and I came clean to everyone. I wasn’t going to lie anymore. Now, everyone would know my truth.

THE END
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