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Amanda HawkinsWho Hit on Jessica Rabette? ‘Tis the season for a cartoonish transgender Halloween tale…
I stared dumbfounded at Angela, my confusion aided by

her own costume: from the neck down, she looked like a

cartoon rabbit. Her own head was visible, but she wore

no makeup and her long hair—which mine now strongly

resembled—was bound into a thick bun. She really did

look more like a man than I did, and when the rabbit head

was screwed into place no one would have any doubt.

Hesitantly, I shook my head. “You wouldn’t do that.”

She spoke gruffly, in a passable imitation of my former

voice. “Actually, I just might. I didn’t want to wear that

French maid costume last year, but you said I damn well

had to. ‘We gots to impress the boss.’ Remember saying

that? So I wore it. And you know what? That precious

asshole you call a boss was all over me. The whole effing

night.” She jammed the Roger Rabbit head over her own.

“I never told you this before,” she added, poking a white-

gloved paw in my face, “but later that night he practically

dragged me into his office, and locked the door. He was

all over me, Jeff! The bastard was unzipped and hanging

right out there, and if somebody hadn’t knocked on the

door and told him his wife was on the phone, I really

don’t know what would have happened!”

Nervously, I plucked at a stray tress. “But that doesn’t…

Jeez, I know the guy’s all about himself, but he wouldn’t

have assaulted you or anything. That’s just—”

“For your sake, I hope you’re right.” The rabbit pushed

me toward the door. “C’mon, we’re running late.”

~

We left our Subaru in the underground lot and took the

elevator to the fifteenth floor. “I dunno about this,” I said,

as we passed absent number thirteen. “I feel exposed.”

“I’ve waited a whole year for this,” Roger snapped. “You

ain’t gonna back out now.”

“Ange… are you out for revenge on my boss—or me?”
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She tweaked my boobs. “In case you forgot, dumbass, I’m Roger Rabbit and

you are Jessica. You better stay in character or that video gets uploaded

tomorrow. Just think, this time next week you could be a transgender icon.

Probably get interviewed by the Huffington Post and everything. But to

answer your question…” She juggled her paws. “A little from column A, a

little from column B. I don’t mind killing two birds with one stone.”

The lunchroom was full of vampires. Most of the men seemed to have had

the same idea, in a variety of styles, while the women were all over the map:

nurse, witch, mermaid, Cinderella, Wonder Woman… but no one had put as

much effort into their costume as Angela had into mine. My boss, Sebastian

Bordeleau the Third, looked impressed.

“Well, well… what have we here?” Dracula headed straight for me, blood-

red cocktail in hand. “Ms. Rabette, isn’t it? I remember you from last year.”

Alas, he was speaking to me. He eyed the rabbit beside me with obvious

distaste. “Nice costume, Jeffrey. Why don’t you hop off and get yourself a

drink? Check the fridge for carrot juice.”

Roger flashed him an ‘okay’ with his paw and wandered off. I suspected that

my ‘hunny bunny’ would be in no great hurry to return.

“Babe, you are one spectacular piece of tail. No pun intended.” Sebastian

laughed. “How’d ya ever wind up with a geek like Jeffie anyway?”

Stay in character. “He makes me laugh.”

“Yeah, me too. C’mon, I’ll buy you a bevy. Dracula’s drink of choice is the

Bloody Mary, of course. It beats carrot juice all to hell.”

I allowed myself to be led across the room. Needless to say, everyone and

their vampire was staring at me; the women openly, the men with sidelong

glances that fooled no one. I hoped it was on account of my fabulous hair

and spectacular cleavage, rather than for being a dude dressed head to toe as

a beautiful woman. I wouldn’t live that down in a million years.

Dracula handed me a glass identical to his own and we clinked rims. I took a

sip and nearly choked; it was strong. Finishing it would probably finish me.

There was a glint in the man’s eye as he drank. He was counting on it.

I did the rounds, dancing with half the men there and earning the ire of all

the genuine females. None of them drew as much attention as I did, which

felt weirdly empowering. But as midnight drew near, so too did Sebastian

Bordeleau. And as the clock struck twelve, he danced me into his office.

I felt flushed and dizzy. “Oh, no. I shouldn’t be here…”

He turned from locking the door. “Beg to differ, my dear. We were rudely

interrupted last year, but that won’t happen again. My wife is visiting Aruba

with her mother. Considering the time difference, she’s safely in dreamland

by now. Tonight is all abut us.”

I steadied myself on his desk. “But… my husband?”

“Your husband is the biggest loser I ever met. If you want him to still have a

job come Monday, you’ll play the game, missy.”

Play the game… women have been hearing that line for a very long time. A

sense of outrage burned within me, which was odd considering that I wasn’t

a real woman—and the one I looked like was a cartoon character. But even

so, in that moment the blood of all womankind pulsed within me.

Sebastian dropped his pants and forced me to my knees. My low tolerance

for alcohol gave him an easy time of it. He ordered me to stroke his mighty

sword—his words, not mine—which I did. Then he told me to swallow it

whole—and that’s where I drew the line. Instead, I munched on his testicles

like they were a couple of stale peanuts. He howled.

That’s not right, I thought. Vampires don’t howl. If anything, they flap

around in those silly capes while emitting a low, seductive growl. Sebastian

did do a lot of flapping around, but he didn’t sound very seductive.

That’s when Roger made one of his signature entrances: straight through the

door, leaving a vaguely rabbit-shaped hole in the thin wood. I wouldn’t have

thought that was possible in real life, but there it was. “Hi-ho, I’m here to

save the day!” he cried, and belted Dracula right in the kisser. The boss went

down real easy and Roger took full credit, even though I’m the one who did

the heavy lifting. Still, let him have his day.

Roger helped me up, bouncing against my breasts in the process. He giggled

when I kissed him and called him my hero. Rabbits are like that.

I managed to regain Sebastian’s attention long enough to tell him who I was,

and that he could take this job and give it a good hard shove where the sun

will never shine. Then I linked arms with my hunny bunny. “Come on,

Roger,” I purred, “let’s go home. I’ll bake you a carrot cake.”

Together, we strolled off into what should have been a lovely sunset, but alas

it wasn’t. What can you do? ROLL CREDITS (That’s a wrap, people.)  �


