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Old Gardenherst
College

​Teddy met his fate
at Gardenherst.

Gardenherst was kind of phony. The main wing
of the residential college where Teddy lived at the time looked
like an original eighteen-century sandstone Institution of Higher
Learning, but it had in fact been build in 1966. Gardenherst had a
quartered coat of arms and a Latin motto. It had a bevy of age-old
traditions most of which had in fact been invented, or at least
reinvented, within the last twenty years. Traditions like, say, the
spring Masquerade Ball.

"Teddy is like a giant, happy, hairy
pinball," his ex-girlfriend Laurie used to say, first affectionate,
later with some bitterness. His presence at the college wrestling
team had earned him a broad, heavy physique unusual for a young man
(it should be noted that although Teddy spend more time on the
wrestling mat than on his homework, he never would amount to much
in the sport, being as he were without ambition and meanness). He
was indeed hairy, hairy like a bear, being covered with dark brown
fur and often sporting at close-cut beard to go with his close-cut
hair. It was his bear-like appearance that had earned him the name
Teddy. His real name was Oswald.

As for being like a pinball, he certainly
bounced around. He was full of energy and seemingly incapable of
taking things seriously. He often put his enthusiasms above his
academics, being truant from his classes and getting by on excuses
and a bare minimum of written papers. Only the long death spiral of
his relationship with Laurie had put his mood to the test, and then
only when it was far too late to turn things around by taking his
girlfriend seriously.

Teddy had a second story room at the very
corner of the college. It was a pretty cool location for Teddy
because it faced the fire escape, which led to the mostly deserted
back lot where he kept his ancient Cadillac. So when Teddy felt
like it, he could rush out the room, down the stairs and into his
Cadillac and be far away from books and assignments in a snap.

It was a two-bed room, and that year he
shared it Lars, a tall, pale and skinny guy who did not say all
that much. As Teddy understood it Lars had grown up in Sweden and
Finland where his mother had been stationed. Lars had apparently
never know his father and his mother was committed with something
stress related, so Teddy respected Lars right to be a little quiet,
even if Teddy couldn't shut up himself. They made quite the odd
couple: thin and broad, pale and brown, neat and messy. But it
worked out fine between them, as Teddy had no problem with people
around him being different from him. In fact Teddy was pretty sure
that a world full of Teddies would go of the rails pretty
quickly.


 


The Masquerade

​There had
recently been some very unfortunate incidents with drunken students
at college gatherings. So parent complaints had caused the College
Board to crack down on alcohol at official events. To Teddy this
offered a unique problem with a simple solution: get plastered
beforehand and arrive at the yearly masquerade already blind
drunk.

When Lars came home from some late classes,
he found Teddy sitting on his bed, dressed in a brown two-piece
bear suit made of fleece, a half-full bottle of Captain Morgan Rum
in hand. Lars stopped in his tracks and looked sideways at Teddy,
as Teddy forced down another mouthful of slave rum.

"What?" Teddy said too loudly at Lars.

"You used the bear suit last year."

"Yeah, well. I like the bear suit. It suits
me. The suit." Teddy lost the thread for a moment. "Ain't no Broad…
Board that is going to tell me that I can't get drunk at the ball!"
He then declared.

"Laurie will be there, huh?"

Teddy grabbed his head with one hand and
groaned as Lars went to the bathroom to change into his costume.
Why had it gone south like that with Laurie, why, why, why? He knew
he wasn't the most dependable guy, but he would never, never cheat
on his girl. He had never cheated on her. Not once. But she hadn't
believed him. He couldn't make her believe him… Teddy decided that
he wasn't drunk enough and took another swing at the bottle.

It was quite a while before Lars emerged
from the bathroom.

"JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!"

"Seriously, what do you think?"

"JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!"

Lars wore an elegant, clinging little black
silk dress. His legs were increased in glossy nylons. On his feet
he wore a pair of black stilettos. In on hand he held a shiny black
ladies bag. He had glossy red nails and a remarkably professional
make-up with long fake eyelashes. His wig was thick straight-haired
platinum blonde, the fringe partly obscuring his eyes.

Lars did a little pirouette, completely
steady despite the high heels; hair and bag swinging as he
moved.

"Ta-dahhh! Lola, party girl and escort at
you service, Mr. Bear."

Teddy's eyes were bulging, his drunken mind
reeling; Lars had obviously stuffed something in his bra to get a
bosom, but other than that the transformation was sheer magic: the
skinny pale dude had been turned into a tall, slender model-like
girl simply by wearing a dress and…

"Ah! Aha!" Teddy pointed at the way Lars
held his hand on the hip, the hip pushed sideways just like a girl.
It was the mannerisms! Lars had girls down pat!

"You're brilliant!" Teddy shouted and
slapped his thigh and laughed so hard tears rolled down his cheeks.
Lars had both hands on his hips now, his chin slightly raised his
red mouth a thin line.

"Oh god, the disapproving look! You're
killing me!" Teddy could hardly breathe now.

"Well, I suppose I will just have to take
that as a compliment, Mr. Bear," Lars said, flashing a smile with
one bare shoulder raised.

"Aw, aw my belly" Teddy was in serious pain
now.

Lars walked, hips swaying, over and kneeled
in front of Teddy. He placed his elbows on Teddy's knees, letting
his hands dangle between Teddy's legs as he looked up into Teddy's
flustered face.

"So, Mr. Bear, are you ready to let Lola
show you a good time at the ball tonight?"

Teddy chuckled, somewhat distracted by
Lola's… Lars's tit pressing against his right calf. That didn't
feel like a sock or something. That felt like a real breast, Teddy
thought. Maybe it was a silicone bag… do they make stuff like that,
fake tits to stuff in a bra?

Lola smiled and stuck her hand… his hand…
into the handbag.

"I got some toys, if you like to fool around
afterwards."

Out of the handbag came a fistful of naughty
stuff: a silver vibrator, some manacles connected with a little
chain, a tube of lubricant and several condoms.
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