



[image: Cover]







A NineStar Press Publication

Published by NineStar Press

P.O. Box 91792,

Albuquerque, New Mexico, 87199 USA.

www.ninestarpress.com

On a Summer Night

Copyright © 2018 by Gabriel D. Vidrine

Cover Art by Natasha Snow Copyright © 2018

Edited by Elizabetta McKay

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any material form, whether by printing, photocopying, scanning or otherwise without the written permission of the publisher. To request permission and all other inquiries, contact NineStar Press at the physical or web addresses above or at Contact@ninestarpress.com.

Printed in the USA

SunFire Press Imprint

First Edition

April, 2018

 

eBook ISBN: 978-1-948608-36-7

Print ISBN: 978-1-948608-40-4




On a Summer Night

Gabriel D. Vidrine




Table of Contents

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

About the Author




For the boy I was, the book I could not find.

 




Chapter One

“DO YOU HAVE your socks?” my mother called up the stairs.

“Yes, mother!” I shouted back down at her. Of course I had socks. But I double-checked the large footlocker anyway, scrabbling through it until I found them. They were buried under my binders, but there they were.

“Don’t forget towels!” came another shout up the stairs.

She knew me well. I always forgot something. I went back to my bathroom and rummaged around in the linen closet until I found enough towels for the trip.

When I got back to my room, Mom was staring down into my trunk, her hands on her hips. “Anything else?” she asked, eyeing how much was in it.

“I hope not.”

I tossed the towels in the trunk, only to be crushed into a hug from her. “I’m going to miss you Casey,” she said into my hair.

I patted her awkwardly. She meant well, but ever since I announced my desire to transition two years ago when I turned twelve, she’d gotten super overprotective and clingy. “I’ll miss you too, Mom.” I did mean it, but it was going to be a relief to be away from her for almost two weeks. Even though I’d never been away from my parents that long before, not even at trans camp.

She squeezed me harder until I gasped and then let me go. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“For the millionth time, yes,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Okay. I’ll get your dad to get this down the stairs,” she said, and then she was gone in a whirl of brown hair and scarves.

I shook my head at her back and pulled out my phone to text my best friend, Ella. Almost ready. U?

I knew she wouldn’t answer right away (she actually hated her phone, the weirdo), so I nervously went through my list again to make sure I hadn’t forgotten anything. I needed a distraction.

While I was rummaging, my dad, a big guy who had prematurely gone bald so he always wore an ugly hat, had lumbered up the stairs and was frowning down at my trunk. “Are you sure you need all that?” His voice was very deep.

“Yeah, Dad.” My phone buzzed in my pocket, but I ignored it. “It’s almost two weeks.”

“Twelve days,” he said.

“Yeah, I know.” I scratched at my head, slightly embarrassed to talk about my transition stuff with my dad. “I, you know, need some extra stuff.” I thought of the binders lying next to my socks.

He glanced at me and nodded, and then looked quickly away. He hadn’t been as supportive of my transition as my mom. When I first told him, he blurted, “But you’re a girl.”

We stood there in awkward silence for a moment as I wondered what I should say to him, father to son. But he hadn’t yet called me his son.

He cleared his throat, still not looking at me, and then crouched and heaved up the trunk onto a roller cart he’d carried up the stairs. It was going to be a pain getting it down on the cart, but at least he wouldn’t kill his back picking it up this way.

I helped him maneuver it down the stairs, wishing not for the first time I could start hormones. I wanted to be as strong as my dad, but I wasn’t old enough yet. Well, I was, but my parents wouldn’t approve it until I was sixteen. I figured Dad was the one holding out, because Mom would give me whatever I wanted.

Two more years.

When we finally got the trunk down the stairs, I pulled my phone out. Ella had texted back.

Ella: Yeah, loading the car. Are you ready?

Me: Yes! Just gotta say bye.

Ella: We’ll be there soon.

“Ella and her parents are going to be here soon,” I told my parents.

Mom had argued long and hard about how I was getting to camp. She wanted to take me, but I wanted to go with Ella and her parents. My friend and her brother had been going to this camp for years, and her parents knew exactly how to get there. Mom pursed her lips and crossed her arms over her chest. “Okay. Are you sure you have it all?”

Annoyance flared up. “Yes!” I said.

“Don’t take that tone with your mother,” Dad warned.

I closed my mouth and let the anger subside. It wouldn’t do to get into an argument with them now. They’d probably not let me go, whether or not they had already paid for my spot. And summer camp wasn’t cheap; I’d seen prices on the website.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, and Mom pulled me into another hug.

“Be safe, okay?” she said. “I wish you wanted to go to the trans camp instead.”

“Mom, please!”

“Okay, okay, I know. You want to go to regular camp like any regular boy.”

“I went to trans camp last year,” I said.

“I know, and you loved it. That’s why I wish you’d go again.”

“Stop worrying so much, Mom,” I told her. “The kids won’t hurt me.”

She didn’t look convinced when she finally let me go. It was true; trans camp had been fantastic. But everyone there knew I was trans. I wanted to go someplace where I didn’t always feel trans. I knew it was impossible, but I wanted a shot at it. All the other kids at trans camp had loved it, because they’d said they could shed their trans identity there. Since everyone was trans, we got to talk about other things. It made it less special, which was, in reality, a relief.

And that was the problem for me. I just wanted to be like any other boy. And all the other boys went to summer camp like the one I was going to, not to trans camp. I wanted to be a boy with the other boys.

“Are you sure? Kids can be crummy to each other sometimes.”

“Yeah, I know, Mom. Switched schools because of it, remember?” I rolled my eyes.

My dad walked out of the room then, and Mom watched him leave with pain in her eyes. He went into their bedroom—the big master suite on the main floor of the house—and closed the door. I looked away, too, not wanting to see the expression on her face.

I pulled out my phone and went to sit on the couch to wait for Ella.

Me: Please come soon. My parents are being parents again.

I sent it as a snap, which I knew Ella didn’t really like. In it, I looked bored as I lounged on the sofa.

Ella: haha we’re on our way.

Me: Good bc this is killing me.

Ella: What was it this time?

I told her. We’d been friends for absolutely forever, as long as I could remember. She was the first person to know I was trans, even before I did. She’d never once misgendered me after I came out, and never used my birth name, though she’d known it all her life.

By the time we finished texting back and forth about it, she wrote one final one:

Ella: pulling up!

“They’re here!” I called out.

Mom had wandered off to restlessly putter, but she shouted from upstairs that she was coming. I didn’t know where my dad was, but right then, I didn’t care. I wouldn’t have to deal with his disappointment in me for almost two whole weeks.

The doorbell rang, and I ran to answer it. When I opened the door, Ella threw herself at me and squeezed me in a big hug. She was all legs and long blonde hair, classically beautiful. Normally, she wore a lot of makeup, but her face was scrubbed clean, though her yellow hair was in perfect waves. She grinned at me, showing her braces (which she hated). The rubber bands were pink.

“Ready?” she asked.

My dad came out of the bedroom then, and Mom also reappeared.

They helped load the footlocker into Ella’s parents’ van and then stood around talking with them for too long. Mom was interrogating her father about the route. Ella and I piled into the back, alone. They would also be picking up her brother from camp to bring him home, but until then, it was just the two of us.

Over the whole summer, the camps up in Ankley Springs held sessions for groups of kids of different ages. Her brother, Brian, was too young to be in the same one as Ella, which was a relief because he was an annoying scab. Only thirteen- and fourteen-year-olds would be in our session. Luckily for Ella’s parents, Brian’s session ended right as ours was beginning.

“So,” Ella said, “are you ready for romance?”

“Come on,” I said, blushing. “We’re not even there yet.”

“There’s going to be lots of cute guys,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “And it’s queer as hell.”

“Shh.” I glanced furtively at my parents. I’d been out to them as trans for years now, but they didn’t know I was bisexual. One thing at a time. I think my parents avoided the subject of dating for fear of finding out too much, or having to field weird questions from other parents. Dating boys as a girl was fine, but dating boys as a trans boy might send them over the edge. Mom tried so hard to think of me as a boy, and this might short-circuit her. I didn’t want to know what my dad would say or do.

“Sorry.” Ella mouthed it at me, ducking her head. “I forgot.”

“It’s okay. They’ll have to learn eventually.” I just wasn’t sure now was the best time. Maybe when I was eighteen.

My parents finally released Ella’s from interrogation, gave me one more hug, and then watched as we pulled out of the driveway. I waved at them as we took off down the road.

We’d be heading way out into rural Virginia, almost to the border of West Virginia, up in the mountains. It was a long drive, but Ella’s parents were prepared.

We watched cartoons on their DVD player and ate salty snacks all the way there, so it wasn’t too bad of a trip.

After a couple of hours, Ella’s mother, Mrs. Brenson, finally chirped out, “We’re here!”

I looked up as we passed a rustic wooden sign that proclaimed Ankley Springs, and pulled onto a dirt track from the paved road. Trees loomed around us, spreading their leafy branches until it seemed we were driving through a green tunnel. I loved the trees, and I smiled as we passed from sparse forest into true woodlands. We also started climbing, the van jouncing and rocking over the rutted road. Ella, who sometimes got a little carsick, turned a little paler and went quiet.

Nervousness and excitement warred in my chest. Going to camp as a trans boy was going to be fraught with problems. I was going to be staying with boys, changing with boys, constantly around boys. They would notice my binder. But I had plans in place, and the adults, the counselors, all knew. Even if the kids found out I was trans, it shouldn’t be a problem.

I hoped.

Ahead of us, the forest opened up into a tiny little town. All of the buildings were white with green roofs and trim. It was relatively flat and open right here, but we were clearly still in the mountains. The tree-covered hillsides loomed around us, dotted with houses propped up on stilts. The road was still dirt, but it was in better shape here. We passed a small pool off to one side, and I looked at it longingly.

We finally pulled up into a huge field full of cars and people and, after being flagged to a parking spot, we all got out. The field was easily larger than the size of a regular football field, with an enormous pavilion at one end. Trees surrounded the entire thing. All the other people were heading toward the pavilion, crowding around a few tables set up on the concrete where adults in bright blue shirts were checking names off of lists.

Ella and I ran to the pavilion ahead of her parents. Our trunks would be driven up to the campsite later, so we wouldn’t have to worry about them yet.

Brian, tall for his age and gangly with white-blond hair, was there, milling about waiting for us. Ella went straight to him and nearly pushed him over. “Hey!” he shouted, and they got into a half-hearted wrestling match.

I wandered around the pavilion instead of watching them fight. There were two basketball hoops, but they had been cranked up out of the way. I noticed Christmas lights had also been strung up in the rafters, and my heart skipped a beat. There was a dance on the last night of the session, and it would take place here. I couldn’t help but think how romantic it might be to dance under the twinkling lights…

I shoved that thought away. I wasn’t sure yet how queer I could be here, despite what Ella had said. People might get weirded out over me being trans as well as me being bisexual. Romance was not what I wanted out of this trip, but the thought was still a pleasant one…

Mostly.

I wandered back to Ella and Brian who, by the sullen look on both their faces, had been yelled at by their parents for fighting. We got in line and waited briefly. Though we were there for only a few minutes, it felt like an eternity. I was impatient to go and have fun.

I got signed in first, and the perky girl who checked off my name—Casey Stearns—gave me a name badge, a T-shirt, a water bottle with the logo of the camp on it, and my cabin assignment. I was in cabin four. “You might also want to turn off your phone,” she told me as I edged aside so Ella could check in.

That was the only bad thing about going camping. I pulled out my phone, and sure enough, even though I could get service just about anywhere else, I had nothing out here. I told myself it was for the best and switched the phone off. Leaving it on would run the battery down while it searched for service. I’d come to camp to relax and have fun, and having my phone meant my parents could reach me. Knowing my mom, if she could, she’d call me every hour desperate to know if anyone had been mean to me since we’d last talked.

Ella was in cabin eight, and she explained to me that all the boys’ cabins were the furthest away, in cabins two through six. The girls’ cabins were seven through eleven.

“What about cabin one?” I asked.

“That one isn’t used in this session,” she said. “There’s also cabin twelve, but some of the extra counselors stay there.”

“What’s cabin one used for?”

She shrugged. “I think for other camping programs. I’ve never seen anyone in there before.”

As we waited for Brian to get checked out, Ella explained, “This camp is actually used by a number of programs. This one gets it during the early summer, and another one gets it during late summer. There’s even a fall one, but that’s for homeschooled students and nontraditional students who have the time to come up for a couple of weeks during the school year. I think there’s even a religious camp, because there are shrines all over the place.”

“Interesting,” I said, not all that interested as I scanned the other campers, looking for anyone who might also be in cabin four. I wanted to know who I was going to be living with for the next two weeks, and if they were going to be exciting or not.

Brian finally got checked out, and we went back to the van. We climbed in once more and drove up the mountain to the actual campsite. The road was rocky and bumpy and very steep, but we made it up with no problem.

The cabins, sitting on their stilts, were strung out along one side of the road and pushed up against the rising ground. We were almost at the top of the mountain, but not quite, and the road continued past the cabins on upward. The cabins were painted a dark brown, nearly lost among the dirt and tree trunks, except for large yellow plaques with the numbers painted on them. Two larger buildings on the opposite side of the road were also painted the same dark brown. Signs above the doors proclaimed them to be the Washington Lodge and the Lincoln Lodge.

Ella’s parents helped me unload my trunk from their van and get it up the short flight of stairs to the cabin.

I didn’t go in, but instead, nervously hugged Ella. “See you soon, okay?” It would be great if we got to hang out at some point. I suddenly didn’t want to be alone without my best friend or my parents to protect me. For one sick moment, I thought of riding back down the mountain with Brian and Ella’s parents and going home. But it passed as she squeezed me back.

“You’ll be fine,” she said. “Just be yourself.”

We shared a smile, and she got back into the van to be driven to her own cabin. We locked eyes through the window, and she held my gaze until she was too far away, her bright hair the last thing I could see.

The door of the cabin opened up again, and a tall man with a riot of dark hair leaned out. He had light brown skin and dark eyes, and a goatee. “Hey there!” he called. “You must be Casey!”

“Yeah,” I said.

He strode down the stairs and stuck his hand out. I shook it, and it was warm and dry. “I’m the counselor for the coolest cabin—cabin four! My name’s Wade.”

“Hi, Wade.”

He waved me into the cabin. There were already a couple boys inside, and they looked up to stare at me as I came in. I tried to look confident and cool. I was a boy, just like them. But I self-consciously ran a hand through my short hair, reassuring myself that it was, indeed, quite short.

At school, I didn’t have to worry so much about how I carried myself or whether I “passed” as a boy or not. Everyone there knew I was trans. But here, no one knew. I was trying to be stealthy about it, in hopes I could live my life like any other boy. It meant I was going to have to examine everything I did and said to make sure it didn’t seem girly or weird. It was exhausting, but I needed to see if I could do it.

“Hi, guys,” I said, and my voice didn’t shake. Go me.

The cabin was tiny, with five bunk beds crammed in head-to-end around the room. Four of those beds were already occupied. There was also a tiny set of shelves containing a clock and a miniature stereo—one with a music file player plugged into it, but it could also take antiquated CDs—and a vase with a bunch of wild flowers soaking in water.

Wade said, “Pick a bunk wherever you like.”

I debated whether I wanted an upper bunk or a lower bunk. I was scared of falling out of an upper bunk, but I didn’t like the idea of someone being above me. All the other boys had picked upper bunks so far. Wade’s bed—the only one that was clearly claimed but didn’t have someone sitting on it—was a lower one, but he had strung up a curtain so it was mostly obscured. That would have been ideal for me, but I hadn’t thought of it. Upper bunk it was.

My trunk was in the middle of the floor, so I shoved it under the bed I’d chosen and then hopped up onto the top bunk.

“Great!” Wade said, grinning around at everyone. “We’ll do introductions once everyone gets here, okay? For now, just settle in!”

The other boys looked at each other and at me, and it was all uncomfortable silence. No one had phones to stare at to occupy the time. I hopped back off the bunk, slid out my trunk, and got out my sheets. I’d rather do something useful than sit around worrying about how I looked.

I puttered, making my bed and rearranging the stuff in my trunk, just to have something to do. When I couldn’t do anymore without looking strange, I pulled out a book from my trunk, replaced it under the bed, and then hopped back up.

None of the other boys had made their beds yet and were just staring around at each other suspiciously. A few other boys came in, and Wade had them pick a bunk.

A cute redheaded boy picked the one underneath me, and I tried unsuccessfully not to blush at him. He was short, but that wasn’t a problem for me since I was pretty short, too. At least he was still taller than me. I was also a sucker for freckles, and he had a lot of them.

Over the next hour, I tried to distract myself by reading as the rest of the cabin filled up. As it got louder outside the boys in the room seemed to relax. They began to talk and laugh with one another.

Once every bunk was filled, Wade interrupted my reading.

“Hey guys, welcome to cabin four!” His enthusiasm was catching, and I couldn’t help but smile at him. His grin was wide, his eyes twinkling. “Are you ready to be the most awesome cabin this summer?”

There were some half-hearted agreements. His face fell, and he tilted his head. “Come on, guys, let’s get excited about camp! This is going to be a great summer! I’m used to cabin four being the best cabin all summer, and you’re not going to break my streak are you?”

There was some laughter, and he relaxed into a smile again. “Okay, let’s try again. Are you ready to be the most awesome cabin this summer?”

We all cheered this time. It was silly, but I couldn’t help but join in. I wanted this to be an awesome cabin, too.

“Better! Now, here’s the rules. Every morning, we clean the cabin. Everyone pitches in, okay? I’ll have a signup sheet for chores, and we rotate them. One person a day will get out of chores.”

That sounded pretty sweet.

“Cabin inspections are during breakfast, so we’ll find out at lunch who won the Clean Cabin Award, okay?”

“What do we get as an award?” one boy asked.

“Glad you asked!” Wade said. “We get in line for dinner first, and we get to be first in line for Canteen. You’ll want that. There’s no soda here, except at Canteen. You get first choice, and we always run out of something.”

“Sounds lame,” another boy said.

“Hey, hey, none of that here,” Wade admonished, pointing a long finger at the boy. “That’s not a cabin four attitude, okay? We have to pitch in and work together if we want to have fun.” He cleared his throat and went on. “No one goes down the mountain without a counselor. We’ll line up for meals as a cabin and go down as a whole unit. We have a buddy system with the girls’ cabins, and we’re buddies with cabin nine.”

My stomach sank. Ella was in cabin eight, so we wouldn’t be buddies.

Wade continued, “But don’t worry too much about that. You can sit with whoever you want at meals.”

That was a relief.

“Lights-out is at ten, and there are no exceptions. Except—” and he waggled his eyebrows at us “—for those cabins who manage to get the Clean Cabin Award more than five times.”

“That’s a lot,” the redheaded boy said.

“Yes, it is, but it’s possible. Next week, if we’ve managed to rack up the award every day, then we can stay up and have a pizza party one night. And we get to have lights-out at eleven for the rest of the session.”

“That’s more like it,” said the boy who had complained about the award being lame.

“Thought you’d like that,” Wade said, shaking his head.

“Anyone caught slacking or breaking rules will either be forced to clean the cabin or one of the lodges all by themselves, or be sent home, depending on the severity. So don’t break any rules.”

He set down the rest of those rules then, which were mainly things like don’t litter, don’t talk back, be on time to lights-out, no fighting…

“Now,” he said, once he was finished. “Let’s introduce ourselves. Tell us your name. And…” He scrunched up his face like he was thinking really hard. “…what is your favorite board game?”

He pointed to the boy on the top bunk nearest him. He was tiny, with sandy-blond hair, and eyes and lips that were too big for his face. “Hey, I’m Mike, and I’ve never played a board game.” He looked like he meant it, and that we were stupid for having played them.

“That’s too bad, Mike,” said Wade, not rising to the bait. “Do you play video games? What’s your favorite?”

Mike sighed and said, “I like World of Orcs and Bloodcraft.”

“Great games!” Wade said, and I wondered where he got all that optimism and enthusiasm. He must have it injected into his system somehow.

The next kid, a tall black boy with dark brown skin, a shaved head, and a quiet voice, was Alex who liked Monopoly. Next, it was me, so I said, “Hey, I’m Casey, and I like Pioneers of Noran.” The red-haired boy below me was Gavin who also liked Pioneers of Noran. Inwardly, I cheered. Outwardly, I leaned down casually and gave him a thumbs-up. He grinned back. Things were definitely looking up.

We continued around the room. There was a Nick who had dark hair and eyes, a Geoff (“with a G”) with brown hair and blue eyes, a Tanner who had a brown rattail and looked like he belonged at a tractor pull, an Elliot who was tall and dark and was already showing the beginnings of a mustache, a shy brunet named Tyler, and finally Ryan, a defiant blond with dark eyes who refused to give a game he liked.

“Okay then,” Wade said, glossing over Ryan’s rudeness. Ryan narrowed his eyes and clenched his jaw but didn’t talk back. “I told you before, but I’m Wade, and I like all board games. If you’re bored and need something to do, just come find me, and I’ll play whatever you like!”

He continued, clearly changing the subject. “We have a while before dinner, so relax, go explore, whatever you want. Just be back in the cabin by four thirty. We need to get everyone together to line up for dinner, and we leave at five.”

I hopped off of the bunk and smiled at Gavin. “Hey, what did you think of the new expansion pack?” I asked him, hoping our interest in Noran would strike up a friendship.

“I loved it!” he said, and we were off.

I ended up sitting on his bed, while we jabbered on about the game. After we had exhausted what we could think of about it, we moved on to ourselves. I told him where I was from and was disappointed to learn he didn’t even live in the same state. “Yeah,” he said, “we came here from West Virginia.”

That was too bad. Well, at least he was going to be good company for the next couple weeks.

After that, our conversation trailed off, and he excused himself. He had friends to go meet. I figured I might as well explore and see if Ella was free yet.

I left the cabin and strolled down the road toward the two lodges. There was already a crowd of kids there, lounging on the low stone wall in front of the Lincoln Lodge, and going in and out of both buildings.

I picked a lodge and went into Washington. It was a huge open space, with wooden benches pushed up against the walls. Most of the benches were already occupied with kids chatting with one another. I was ignored. I made the loop around the lodge and then exited, trying not to feel embarrassed and out of place. A lot of the kids appeared to know each other already, and I figured they’d been coming to camp since they were small, like Ella.

Lincoln Lodge was different, partitioned into a few rooms with a screened-in porch in the back. Picnic tables had been set up in each room, and one room even had a fireplace and rug. A set of shelves next to the fireplace contained a few ancient-looking books covered in dust. On one of the tables were some pieces of paper. I casually walked over and peered over the shoulders of some of the other kids.

“What’s this?” I asked one.

She glanced at me, smiled, and said, “Morning activities! Sign up for what you want to do tomorrow morning after breakfast.”

“Do we have to do any of them?” Wade hadn’t said anything about activities.

“Sort of. You’re supposed to sign up, but as long as you’re around camp, you should be fine. But some of them have limited slots, so sign up as soon as you can if you want to do them.”

“Thanks.”

She beamed at me, and I felt my face flush. She was cute, too, with brown hair cut into a bob and bright blue eyes.

Girls didn’t flirt with me very often. I wondered if this was how it felt. Or was she just being nice? I didn’t want to be the jerk that mistook one for the other.

Once enough people were out of the way, I scanned the options. There was something called Greek dodgeball, a football game, swimming, how to make friendship bracelets, and how to use a compass. All of them except for Greek Dodgeball and football had limits. There was even one that had only five slots, and it was entitled “Super Secret But Amazing Activity.” No one had signed up for it yet, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to, either.

Swimming was a no-go. I couldn’t swim in my binder and didn’t want to explain why I wore it, and I wasn’t about to get into a full bathing suit. It was the one thing I missed about not presenting as a girl anymore. I’d been a decent swimmer and enjoyed the water. But now it was too fraught with difficulties. I wasn’t a fan of football. The compass one might be interesting, but I wanted a chance to talk with Ella first before we signed up for radically different things.

I wasn’t a fan of dodgeball either, but I had never heard of Greek dodgeball. What was the difference? I didn’t particularly relish the idea of being hit with plastic balls, but I didn’t see much choice if Ella didn’t want to do the compass one.

After dithering for a few minutes, I ended up signing up for the compass activity instead anyway. I almost wrote down Ella’s name, too, but I didn’t want to get her mad at me. The friendship bracelets thing sounded a little silly, but if she’d rather do that, I could switch my name over. There were enough slots it shouldn’t be a huge problem.

After that, I had to answer nature’s call, so I wandered down to the bathrooms.
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