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I refused to install the app for this forum. About half the people on the forum said it was garbage, and that was a pretty big vocal majority in this community, so I was happy to just keep using the website, whether it was on my computer or on my phone.

Besides, my phone had too many damn apps as it was. I needed to go through and clean it out, but who had time for that?

The forum was called OutsideIn, or OI in the vernacular, and my admittedly unimaginative screen name there was henry2988. Because, well, my name was Henry, and I liked the way '2988' sounded when you said it out loud. 

Whatever, I would think of a better screen name later.

I think part of the problem was that I just felt busy all the time. I'm twenty-five years old, I graduated from college two years ago, and when my last semester had had only four classes, I had thought my life was going to slow down.

Oh, to dream. I got an engineering job out of college—something in my field, yes!—moved to a new state for it, got involved in the rec basketball league in my new city, worked sixty hours a week on a good week, and two years after college flew by like that.

Now here I was, at 11:30 PM, typing away at messages on a trans forum, which was typical behavior for me for about the last year. 

Okay, so, about me. Yes, I'm tall, and I play basketball. It's a stereotype that I just have to live with. I'm six-foot-three, and I've stayed in good shape ever since my sophomore year of high school, when my favorite pair of jeans had stopped fitting and I realized it was up to me to keep myself looking good. I got back into the jeans within six months back then, but they don't fit anymore since I've put on some muscle in the wake of my teenage years. My hair is reddish, but dark enough in certain light to be mistaken for brown, and I keep it mostly short but with a fair amount of length piled on top of my head. I hate getting sweaty and having it fall into my eyes, so no bangs for me.

In the last five years, I've spent a not inconsiderable amount of time wondering what it would be like to have a woman's body. And while that had mostly amounted to a little bit of yearning and a lot of jerking off, in the last year I had come across the OutsideIn community online and had some fascinating discussions about being transsexual and what that meant in different ways to different people.

I was certainly still in a phase of discovery. I wasn't sure that I was dysmorphic, or uncomfortable in my own body. I actually did like my body, and I liked my penis, but it felt like there was a whole other part of existence that I couldn't experience, and if I thought long and hard about it, about half the time I thought, Yeah, I would give it up to live the rest of my life as a woman.

And then the other half of the time it didn't sound very appealing, so what the hell did you do? I spent a lot of time online, talking to people and having fun and trying to figure it out. It was mostly a pretty passive exercise.

Until tonight.

So like I said, it was 11:30 at night, I worked the next day, and I probably should have been in bed an hour ago. Pretty typical kind of night for me. I was on the OutsideIn forum, scrolling and reading and occasionally typing, when a little red alert badge appeared in my messages icon on the website. It was a DM. 

I smiled to myself. A direct message in your inbox on this site usually meant something a little more saucy than what could be discussed on open boards. If conversations got too sexual on a thread, the admins were usually quick to shut it down. The site was for support and community, after all. Not roleplaying.

But DMs were fair game. I felt a stir between my legs even just seeing the little red badge. Probably that wasn't a great thing to train my brain to do, but I'd worry about that later. I was busy.

I opened my inbox, sliding my eyes over to the left to check the name of the sender. I expected it to be a name that I recognized, but it wasn't. There were more than a couple people who were known DMers. Sometimes you were in the mood to engage them, and sometimes you weren't. 

It was kind of exciting to hear from someone new. Still, before reading the message, I popped open their profile on the website to see if I could check their vibe.

"Huh." This person had no activity on the forum at all. They didn't comment, they didn't post, and they didn't even react to posts. They must have been brand new to the site.

Damn, maybe it was a bot. I checked the account age.

"Nine years?" That was crazy. They'd had this account for nine years, and they hadn't participated in the forum a single time? It was possible they had just scrubbed their history, but still, very strange...

I went back to my inbox and opened the message. I half-expected some shady link that I was just going to immediately delete, but was surprised to find a legitimate message that actually addressed me by name, cutting the numbers off the end of my handle.

Henry,

This is going to sound too good to be true. I'd ask that you suspend your disbelief, and imagine for a little while that you live in a world where good things do happen. To people who deserve them, and to people who are lucky.

Today, I believe you are both. 

My name is Britney. I'm reaching out to you specifically because we live in the same city, based on comments you've made here, and because you seem like a curious person who is perhaps unsure of what he wants. And who perhaps might be interested in living in a woman's body just to see what it's like.

"What the hell?" Reading the words sent a shiver down my back. I kept going.

I am no stalker. Anything I have learned about you strictly comes from this forum. If I have misread you, please feel free to ignore this.

But if you're interested in pursuing a glimpse into another sex through a once-in-a-billion opportunity, I would like you to meet me so we can discuss a proposal. Rest assured this is not some sketchy meet up. My office is located in the Danvers building on Pinehurst Street, downtown. That is where I would like to talk more with you, tomorrow, if you're available.

That was the end of the message. My mouth felt dry, and I realized my heart was doing a little tap dance in my chest. For what was probably some kind of scam, the words of this alleged 'Britney' really had reached inside of me and tugged on some responsive parts.

Licking my lips, I quickly opened a new tab in my browser and looked up the Danvers building. I immediately recognized it. I drove by it every time I went to work, actually, but I had never known its name. It was a high-rise building, hundreds of millions of dollars stacked in a tower in the form of concrete and glass. 

So that was reassuring. It wasn't a place you went to go get murdered or robbed or any number of things that might come from meeting someone from the internet.

I was entertaining the idea. I mean, I was pretty much a hundred percent sure this person was looking for a hookup. They were being coy about it, but maybe that was part of the fun. I could come by, and I could see what they were all about. I didn't hate the idea of having sex in an office building. Especially a really nice one.

So, hell with it. I shot a quick message back.

I'll admit that I'm intrigued, though I'm not really sure where you're going with this. You have a magic spell or something?

I can make it to the Danvers building tomorrow. Just to talk. Where will I find you, and when?

A couple of scenarios ran through my mind after I sent the message. This person's method was vague, but their goals seemed pretty clear. I remembered a field trip I had taken in grade school, where we had gone to the zoo, and the guide there said she was going to change us into animals. so some of us got dressed up in cheetah print or put on a headband with buffalo horns on it and bam, we were animals.

Fun as a kid. Less exciting as an adult, but I would still try it depending on what women's clothes were on offer...

Ding! New message.

14th floor, frosted glass door. Take a left out of the elevator, a left at the 2nd hall, and I'm the door at the very end. How's 6pm?

I nibbled on the inside of my cheek, and then I started typing. Sent:

See you then.

When the time came, I certainly debated bailing. I had driven home after work to change and shower, though, and when I thought about going, I still got that same excited heartbeat in my chest, and I wanted to chase that feeling. So I did.

I drove downtown, a commute that I was used to. I drove through the vestiges of rush hour, but the traffic getting into the city wasn't bad. 

It was chilly, though. Winter was around the corner, and by six pm, there wasn't much sunlight left as the early night came on. The streetlights flickered on during my drive, and I could see clearly into the better lit shops and restaurants spaced along the street.

I liked the city at night. It was comforting to me, and reminded me of being younger, even though I had grown up in a different city.

After business hours, there was no charge to park in the Danvers building lot, which was a perk I hadn't expected. I happily pulled into my free parking space and felt like I had found money on the ground. It was the little things.

I walked into the lobby of the place, marveling at what a nice piece of architecture it was, both on the way in and once I was inside. At some point, it would be nice to work in a building like this, further along in my career.

I mused on that as I made my way to the elevators. Whichever way this strange meeting might go, was it possibly a networking opportunity? Maybe I should've looked up what kind of firms had offices in this building. But as long as I wasn't about to get murdered, it seemed like only positive things could come from this.

That was what I told myself as the elevator doors closed, anyway. I looked down at the red light around the '14' button, then up at the digital display which told me where I was headed as I rode the elevator alone.

It was a speedy thing. I was at the fourteenth floor in just a few seconds and I didn't even need to check my phone to remember Britney's instructions. Left, left, and then the door at the end of the hall.

There was no one else around. It would've been eerie, but it seemed obvious that Britney had intended for me to come out this time so that we would be alone. Still a chance I would be murdered, but when you're
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