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MY WIFE'S NEW PACKAGE

There’s a new drug on the market called Gendypnol. It’s a revolutionary and controversial drug just for female-to-male transgenders that turns a girl’s lady parts into boy parts with a single dose, followed by a week of nausea and body pains and headaches. Husband and wife, Nick and Rey, think the drug is stupid and dangerous—so they’re naturally mortified when a dose of Gendypnol is accidentally slipped to Rey while she’s battling a cold.

There’s no reversal drug yet, so Rey is going to have to get used to her new package. Nick is going to have to get used to it as well—and he’ll have to get used to some of the urges that come along with Rey’s new hormones as well.


CHAPTER I

It was a late February night and Rey’s annoying friend, Amber, came by the house without warning, which wasn’t unusual. She’d been coming by the house unannounced every two or three days, ever since she broke up with her fiancée—and that was almost two years ago already.

And she was always coming to deliver the same news, as if Rey and me cared. It was either: “Oh my God, I met this new guy and we’re so in love. We met on Tinder and we had our first date last night. He wants just as many kids as me. Two! Isn’t that crazy?” Or she was there to say, “Oh my God, I’m going to kill myself. He’s not answering my calls. I’ve left him eight messages. Do you think he hates me, or do you think he’s just not getting the messages? Should I try messaging him again? What do you think? I’m just going to do it.”

After every breakup, there would be a week of more-than-usual visits. Sometimes she was there every day. There was one week where she wouldn’t leave. I went to bed while she was still blabbing away to my wife, and when I woke up, there she was, asleep on my couch. She must have fallen asleep while blabbing off.

Usually, about a week after every breakup, she would announce her new thing. “I’ve decided I’m going to go to climb Mount Everest. I know, I’ve never climbed a mountain before, but I met this girl at the bar and she said that her aunt did it with no experience. I think I need to do this.” She usually never followed through with her crazy plans. She was always cancelling flights just days after booking them, and quitting radical diets within a week of starting them. “For the rest of my life, I won’t eat anything that came from an animal. I don’t need that stuff in my body,” she once said, two days before ordering the chicken parmesan when she was out with us for dinner.

My wife had a special ringtone on her phone, just for Amber. We called it the Amber Alert. “Better answer it,” I would say to Rey.

And sometimes she would say something like, “I’ll just call her in the morning.”

“No—you have to answer it, or she’ll come over,” I would say.

“No she won’t. She knows it’s almost midnight.”

And sure enough, Amber would be at the door, fifteen minutes later—just like she was on that late February night. She didn’t wait for an invite inside after I opened the door. She just walked past me and stomped off her boots with a big smile on her face. “I have great news—huge news. You won’t believe it, but you’re going to be so proud of me,” she said. Rey was in her pyjamas, standing in the kitchen with heavy eyes. We had just been cleaning up before bed when the doorbell rang.

“What is it, Amber?” Rey asked.

“Aren’t you going to offer me a drink? Just because I’m your best friend doesn’t mean I’m not a guest.”

I rolled my eyes and sauntered over to the liquor cabinet. “What can I get you?” I asked with a sigh.

“A cocktail—something fruity.” I was about to pour her a very simple screwdriver and then she said, “Actually, no. I want the most boyish drink you know how to make.” I stood there for a moment and then I went to the fridge and grabbed a Bud Light. I gently tossed it to her and she caught it with a flinch and a gasp. “Careful!” Then she looked at the can with a slight grimace. But to my surprise she still cracked it and had a sip. She let another grimace slip and then she said, “It’s going to take some getting used to, but I have a feeling I’ll like it. I’m sure I can get into this. Plus it’s cheaper than what I usually drink, so I’ll save money. Maybe I’ll invest that money into international real estate. You know that’s what all of the big players are doing right now: international real estate.”

Rey politely nodded her sleepy head. “Is that what you came to tell us, Amber?”

“What’s the matter with you?” Amber said, tilting her head to the side like a confused pug.

“She’s got a cold. We think she picked it up at the airport the other day,” I said. It was true that Rey had a cold—I just hoped it would be enough to shoo Amber out from our house.

But Amber didn’t seem to even notice the mention of Rey’s illness. “I have big news—really big news. I’m scared to tell you, but I think you’re going to be so excited. Have you seen the news lately, by the way? Have you seen all that stuff about the gender reassignment pills?”

“More like circus freak pills,” I said. And then I was surprised by the dirty look I got from Amber.

“Excuse me? Those pills are going to help thousands of transgender people fit into this world.”

There was a new product on the pharmaceutical market called Gendypnol. It was a controversial pill women could take. It literally turned their pussies into cocks—with a single pill. The science behind it was confusing. From what I could understand, the pill changed the user’s ovaries into extremely powerful hormone factories, pumping out the same hormone that baby boys get in utero when their little penises are first developing. These hormones were apparently strong enough to turn a pussy into a cock in a matter of days—though I had a hard time believing the result was even slightly convincing, despite what the ads said. “Just look it up on Google!” the guy in the advertisements always shouted at the end of the ads, as if he was selling used cars. But I refused to look it up. I didn’t need to see any nasty pictures of some girl’s mutilated you-know-what.

“Those pills are going to leave lots of girls with big regrets,” I said. “You know that they can’t reverse it, right?”

“Why would they need to be able to reverse it?” Amber said, putting her hands on her hips as if she’d just made the greatest argument in the history of the on-going controversy. “These girls want to be boys. It’s not just a phase, Nick.”

I shook my head. “Well isn’t it something like seventy percent of transgenders who get surgeries regret the decision within three years? Why would these pills be any different?” I said. “I blame the parents. The parents of these poor girls failed to raise their daughters to be happy with the bodies they were given. It’s a travesty, really.”

“You’re such a bigot,” Amber said, waving me off, probably because she didn’t actually have an argument.

“What about the pills, Amber?” asked Rey, reeling her back in, trying to get her back on track so she could get back on her way home.

“Well, I was doing some thinking, and I decided that I’m going to take the pill.” She clasped her hands at her chest and stood with a big smile, as if she was waiting for us to scream, ‘Congratulations!’ But instead, Rey’s mouth dropped open and her face turned even whiter than it was with her cold. “What? Aren’t you guys proud of me? I’m finally coming out. I’ve always wanted to be a man.”

“Since when?” Rey asked, still with her lips parted.

“Since always. I mean—I didn’t really know it until recently, but I could always feel it. And now that feeling makes sense.”

Rey shook her head. Usually my wife indulged Amber in her crazy ideas, but not tonight. Tonight, even Rey thought Amber was off her rocker. “Well thankfully you need to get a prescription from a doctor. No doctor is ever going to give you that pill—not until you can prove that you’ve wanted this for a very long time.”

Amber reached into her pocket and pulled out an orange bottle containing a single pill. “I got it today. I literally just told him how I felt and he wrote the prescription.” She shook the bottle, making the pill rattle around. I didn’t care much for Amber, but even I didn’t want her taking that pill. I didn’t want her ruining her life. If she took that pill, then she would really die alone. She would realize within a week that she wanted to be a woman, but it would be too late, so she would be a woman with a cock. Maybe she would get it removed surgically, leaving her with a makeshift hole where her pussy once was.

“Amber, you cannot take that pill. You’re making a big mistake. Give it to me,” said Rey, trying to approach Amber slowly, as if she was a toddler waving around a loaded gun.

Amber shook her head and scoffed. “I thought you would understand, Rey. I’m disappointed. It’s 2019. It’s time to be more understanding.”

“At least wait a couple of weeks. You’ve waited twenty-eight years—another couple of weeks won’t kill you,” said my wife. It was refreshing to hear my wife talking some sense to Amber for once. She was always encouraging her delusions, always playing along with her stupid fantasies, always scorning me whenever I made fun or tore up Amber’s lousy logic.

“I don’t need to wait a couple of weeks, Rey. I know what I want.”

“Remember when you thought you wanted to be a pianist? And you went out and bought that piano and signed up for lessons, and I went with you and you spent four hundred dollars on sheet music at that store? And then a week later, you decided you didn’t want to be a pianist.”

“That was different,” Amber said.

“How was that different?” Rey asked.

“I didn’t actually want to be a pianist. I just thought I did.”

“Listen to yourself,” I said, butting back into the conversation. “You sound psychotic.”

“Nick—you’re not helping,” my wife said to me. She turned back to Amber. “Just give me the pill, Amber. Spend some time thinking about this. At least go out a few times as a man before you commit to becoming a man for the rest of your life. I’ll go to the mall with you and we can get you a couple of outfits. Maybe we can even go and get your hair cut—but I worry that you’ll even regret that.”

“If I’m going to do this, I’m going to commit one-hundred percent,” Amber said, taking another sip from her Bud Light. She cringed at the taste again. “I’ve never committed completely to something—that’s why things never work out for me. Now I’m going to commit. I’m going to become a man.”

“Just let her do it, Rey. Let’s go to bed. I’ve got work in the morning,” I said.

“No—we aren’t letting her do this. We’re going to talk about it until she realizes she’s making a massive mistake. Sit down at the table, Amber. Nick—get me a drink.” Rey was on a mission. She was exhausted and sniffling and it was almost 1:00 AM, but she was determined to protect her psychotic friend. So I got her a glass of wine and then I sat in the living room while she tried to talk Amber out of her idiotic and permanent idea.

When Amber finished her Bud Light, she went to the fridge and got a second one. She cracked it open and took a long sip. Then she looked at me and said, “See? I told you it would grow on me. I told you I could be a man.” I tried not to laugh at her idiotic statement.

Her little pill would give her a pair of testicles and a cock, but it wouldn’t change the size of her small bladder. After her second beer, she was going to the bathroom every ten minutes. A fun fact about women: their bladders are smaller. Women pee more than men, and even if Amber took that pill, that wouldn’t change.

Rey got up to use the bathroom after Amber’s third visit. “Stay here and make sure she doesn’t take that pill,” she said to me as she walked towards the potty. Amber was looking at me with a big grin.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

“You guys think you can stop me, but you can’t. You’re going to see me as a man in a few days and you’re going to realize that I was right all along.”

“You think that I’ll be so impressed by your manliness that I’ll agree the pill was a good idea?” I said, making sure I understood her ridiculous statement correctly.

She nodded her head, and then I heard Rey scream in the bathroom. I sprung to my feet and ran over to see what happened. “Are you okay?”

Rey was holding up the orange pill bottle. It was empty. “She took the pill—oh my God, she actually took the pill. Amber! Where’s the pill? What did you do with that pill?”

And suddenly, Amber was standing behind us in the doorway. “I took it. I told you, I want this. I know what I’m doing. I want to be a man.”

“Make yourself throw up. It’s probably not too late. Stick your fingers down your throat and throw up.” Rey ran up to Amber and grabbed her arms. “Please make yourself throw up.”

“I’m not going to do that. I should be getting home. Those nasty side effects should be kicking in soon,” she said. “Next time you see me, I’ll be a man.” She looked happier than ever as she sauntered over to our front door—like the newest member of some deranged cult. Her life was essentially over. In a few days, she would officially be a mutilated abomination. And there was nothing we could do to help her.


CHAPTER II

My wife’s cold only got worse, thanks in part to Amber’s idiocy. After Amber left, Rey wasn’t able to sleep. She tried calling Amber a few times, but she wouldn’t pick up. Then she paced around the house until about 3:30 AM. “You need to get some sleep, darling,” I said. So she got into the bed, but she couldn’t fall asleep. And there’s nothing worse than getting no sleep when you have a nasty cold.

She ended up sleeping for an hour at most, and when she woke up, her sniffling was worse than ever before. She had a pounding headache and a body that hurt all over. She took the day off of work. I made her a bed on the couch before heading off to work, and then I left work early, so that I could help Rey out and make her feel more comfortable.

“This headache is killing me,” she said, pressing her hands firmly against the sides of her head.

“Did you take any Advil?” I asked.

“I’ve taken so much Advil,” she said. “I need something stronger.” So I fetched some stronger pills from the back of our medicine cabinet. I gave her two of the pills she got when she had her wisdom teeth removed. “These should help.” And they did help. After an hour, she was able to sleep with a slight smile on her face, and a lot of snot running down from her nose. But at least she was getting some rest.

Though her cold didn’t get any better. She slept through the night—almost for sixteen straight hours—and then she woke up with another pounding headache, and more body pains. It was around noon the next day when she started throwing up. “Should we go to the doctor?” I asked.

“It’s just a cold,” she said, but it was worse than any cold she’d ever had before. I gave her a couple more of those powerful wisdom tooth pills, and she conked out for another sixteen hours, only waking up briefly so that she could drag her feet to the bathroom to go pee. The third day of her cold wasn’t any better, and then the fourth day was actually worse. “I’m taking you to the hospital,” I said after she started throwing up what looked like blood. And even though Rey hated hospitals, she agreed to let me take her.

I had to help Rey from the car into the emergency room, and then I had to help her onto the hospital bed in the tiny curtain room they put us in. I looked at her pale face and I was starting to worry that something was seriously wrong—something much, much worse than a cold. I put my hand on her forehead and it felt like a furnace. The doctor took a long look at her but couldn’t figure out what was wrong. “I’ve seen this before,” he said. “But usually with surgery patients. Sometimes little pieces of gauze get left behind in the body, and then the body tries to reject the foreign material. But this is even different than that.” He shined a light in her eyes. “Your pupils are dilated, as if you’ve been doing cocaine. And your muscles are all tense, as if you’ve been taking steroids. I’m going to have them take some blood samples and a urine sample.”

The nurse came by and took Rey’s blood, and then she asked if Rey was okay to get her own urine sample, or if Rey needed help. Rey tried to strain her body up, but she was in too much pain. Her face turned red and she said, “I think I need help.”

“Don’t be embarrassed,” said the nurse. “I’ve seen everything.”

So the nurse took her little cup and funnel and then she lifted up Rey’s gown. She paused for a moment and then took a deep breath. “Go ahead and pee,” she said, looking away while holding the funnel and cup between my wife’s legs. So Rey started peeing. There was a long awkward silence. The nurse capped the little cup of pee and then she placed it on her cart. She smiled awkwardly and said, “So how long since you took the pill?”

“Which pill?” Rey asked.

“The Gendypnol pill.”

Rey stared at the nurse for five terrifyingly silent seconds. “I didn’t take a pill,” she said. “I just took a few T3s and some Advil.”

The nurse was quiet for a moment before saying. “Oh, I’m sorry. On your chart it says you were born female. I know that it seems old-school that we have that there, but it matters for things like drug dosages and whatnot.”

“I was born female,” Rey said. “What are you on about?”

“I mean sex, not gender. I’ll admit that I’m not entirely versed in all the lingo. You’re biologically male, correct?”

Rey was silent and her face was bone-white. “No,” she said carefully. “I was born female, and I’m still a female. I have a four-year-old daughter, who I gave birth to.”

And the nurse was in a silent state of shock. “I’m confused,” she said. “So you did take the Gendypnol then?”

Rey stared at the nurse for a moment and then she looked down at her gown. She reached down slowly and pulled it up, revealing a small flaccid cock where her pussy used to be. “Oh my God,” she said, slapping her hand against her mouth. She began to tremble. “What is that?”

The nurse backed away slowly. “I’ll go get the doctor,” she said before turning around and scurrying off.

And I was too afraid to get any closer than I already was. “Rey—what the hell is that?” I asked.

She reached down and touched it, pushing it to the side. “Oh my God, I can feel it. It’s real. Get it off of me. What’s happening? Is this a joke? Why is that there? Where’s my fucking vagina?”

The doctor came into the room and looked down at my wife’s new cock. “Oh—you didn’t mention you were transitioning. That would explain pretty much all of your symptoms.”

“What the fuck is happening?” Rey shouted.

And the doctor’s face became almost as white as Rey’s. It was a long night. They tested Rey’s blood and found traces of Gendypnol in her system. Based on the doctor’s estimate, she was four days into her six-day transition. And when I asked, “Where did it come from?” the nurses and doctors all shrugged their shoulders. “Maybe she took it by accident?”

And then Rey and I both became silent as we simultaneously remembered Amber’s little orange bottle. Rey looked over at me, and then I said, “Excuse me for a minute.” I slipped out into the hospital hallway and then I dialled up Amber.

“Amber here, what can I do for you?” she asked.

“What the hell did you do?” I asked through clenched teeth. It was a good thing that she wasn’t there in front of me. I would have punched her straight in the face, even if she hadn’t taken her pill and was still a man.

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

“That pill—did you give it to my wife? Is this some kind of big joke to you?”

“No, I told you I took it.”

“Bullshit you did. You had one little pill. What did you do with it? If you took it, prove it. You should have a cock by now—so send me a picture.”

“Excuse me? Did you just ask me to send you a picture?”

“Send it, damnit!” I shouted.

And then Amber became silent.

“What is it, Amber? Tell me what’s going on. How did my wife end up with Gendypnol in her system?”

“Wait, what?”

“You heard me. Did you put it in her drink? I’m going to sue you so hard—you’ll be giving us every dollar of every paycheque for the rest of your life.”

“I hid the pill in a bottle, in the back of your medicine cabinet. I was too afraid to take it—but I wanted you to think that I took it.”

“What? Why? What’s wrong with you? Are you insane?”

“What? I put it with a bunch of expired pills. You aren’t supposed to take expired pills you know. They can make you sick. I saw an episode of Dr. Phil about it.”

“Amber, I’m going to kill you. Why didn’t you take the damned pill?” My hand was clenched into a fist and my arms and legs were trembling. If my wife took the Gendypnol pill, then her pussy was gone. Then she had a cock until she could get in for a gender reassignment surgery. And even then, she wouldn’t get her pussy back. For the rest of her life she would just have essentially a wound between her legs. It wasn’t fair to her and it wasn’t fair to me.

And how long would it take to get her into surgery? What if it took months? I couldn’t sleep next to my wife while she had a cock. What if it touched me? And what if it actually worked—what if she could get an erection? The thought made me cringe and squirm. “I’m going to kill you,” I said again.

“You’re being discriminatory.”

“What does that even mean?”

“What difference does it make if your wife has a penis or a vagina?” she asked with her usual condescending tone.

“Can you hear yourself right now? Do you have any idea how crazy you sound? Obviously you know that it makes a difference because you didn’t take the fucking pill!”

“I’m not going to talk to you if you’re going to yell at me.”

I had to hang up the phone. I couldn’t stand the sound of her voice any longer. I couldn’t even stand the mental image of her face that was now stuck in my head. I paced back and forth for a minute, taking deep breaths. I needed to calm myself down. Maybe it wasn’t going to be so bad. Maybe they could reverse the drug, seeing as it hadn’t fully run through her system yet.

I went back into our ward and I slipped into our curtain room. “How’s it going?” I asked my beautiful wife, who now had a male appendage growing between her legs.

“Terrible. I want to die. Isn’t there some plug you can pull in here to kill me?”

“Where’s the doctor? I want to see if they can reverse this. Surely they can reverse this.”

“I already asked. There’s nothing they can do. Apparently Amber’s pill bottle had warning all over it that said ‘the effects of this pill cannot be reversed’.” My heart fluttered down into my stomach. “I have a cock now. You’re married to a woman with a cock. Oh God, you’re going to end up leaving me. I’m going to die alone. I’ll never be able to wear a bathing suit again. What’s even the point of living?”

“We’ll figure this out. Don’t worry. I heard they were working on a reversal drug.”

“They’re not,” my wife said as she let her head fall back onto her pillow. “I asked the doctor that, too. My options are surgical removal or live with it. And I’ve seen what the surgical removal looks like. I’m probably better off with the damned thing. You may as well just divorce me now.”

“I’m not going to divorce you. We’re going to make this work. I don’t know how we’re going to do it, but we’ll do it.” I reached out and brushed the hair off of Rey’s pretty face. At least her face was stull beautiful. At least the pill wouldn’t change that. At least the pill wouldn’t change her body at all. She would still be thin and curvy, and her tits wouldn’t be going anywhere.

And she did still have a hole between her legs—she would just have to get used to taking it from behind, something she’d never let me do before. “It’ll be okay,” I said again, but my voice was far from convincing. Would it be okay?


CHAPTER III

Rey’s cock got bigger. I only caught a glimpse of it briefly while she was changing after we got back from the hospital. It looked big, but that was probably just because of her small body. A part of me was worried that it was bigger than mine, as if it made any difference.

She kept it covered up and she tried not to talk about it—though it was all both of us ever thought about. Every time that Gendypnol ad came on the TV, we would both because painfully silent, and that silence would linger into my bones and then my gut.

Rey went to multiple doctors, trying to find someone with a miracle solution. They all told her the same thing. “Gendypnol is a new drug, and as far as I know, there’s no reversing the effects.” But Rey was so desperate to have her pussy back, she kept shelling out money to see new doctors, hoping one of them would say, ‘We do have this experimental drug.’ She would have taken it without hesitation, even if there were an 80% risk of getting cancer from it.

But there was nothing—no other options aside from surgery, which she researched quite heavily. I did some of my own research into surgery, but the sight of a post-op trans vagina was not exactly my cup of tea. Plus, I learned about a thing called dilation, where Rey would essentially have to keep a dildo in her fake pussy for many hours every day for the rest of her life, so that it wouldn’t close shut. The thought made me shudder. And apparently post-op vaginas don’t feel very much if any stimulation. At least her cock could be stimulated, at least according to the Internet. Though I wasn’t exactly lining up to see for myself.

Two months went by, and in those two months, I didn’t see my wife’s cock. We didn’t even talk about it, but I knew it was there.

We were watching a hockey game on TV one night when a beer ad came on the screen. In the ad, a woman in a bikini poured herself a beer in super-slow-motion. She had large breasts and a cute little ski jump nose. She looked into the camera and winked, and I had to admit that the girl was pretty damn sexy. I found myself thinking: I bet she has a pussy. I bet she’s had sex with her husband in the past two months. I wonder if he knows how lucky he is? I wonder if he knows how quickly that can all change. He just has to take the wrong pill from the wrong bottle…

And then I looked over at Rey and noticed something on her lap: a bulge. Her skirt stood straight up, being held up by a massive erection. Rey looked at me with a funny look and then she looked down to see what I was looking at. She gasped and quickly reached down and tucked her cock back into her panties. Her face was suddenly red. I looked away quickly. It was a minute later when she said, “I can’t help it. It just happens sometimes.”

I nodded my head slowly. “It’s fine,” I said. My hands and feet felt suddenly cold. I took a deep breath. So it did work. It wasn’t just an aesthetic penis—it was a fully functioning dick, capable of becoming erect, and maybe even capable of shooting cum.

It was the next morning when I found that ad on her phone. I couldn’t find my phone and I needed to look up a recipe. I opened her Internet browser and saw the ad there, paused on that large breasted woman’s supple rack. Why was my wife looking at it? Is that what gave her the erection?

It was the next morning when I felt Rey slipping out of bed early. She quietly left the bedroom and went into the bathroom. I sat up and checked the time on my phone. It was only 6:00 AM, much earlier than she usually got up. Then I looked over at her nightstand and noticed that she’d taken her phone with her. So I quietly got up and crept over to the bathroom door. I pressed my ear against the door and listened, and I heard the sound of my wife masturbating.

She was moaning quietly and breathing heavily. I heard her whimper the word ‘fuck’ a few times, and then there was a silence. The toilet flushed and I retreated back to the bed, slipping under the covers and pretending to go back to sleep. She got back into the bed and went back to sleep. Then, later that morning while Rey was taking a shower, I looked at her phone’s Internet history and saw that she had been watching porn. As far as I knew, Rey had never watched a porno in her life.

I looked online to see if it could have been something to do with her new cock and balls, and sure enough, lots of women reported the same side effect: a sudden desire to masturbate, and a growing attraction towards women. My heart skipped a beat. Rey had been so worried that I was going to leave her, but maybe the real worry was that she was going to leave me for a lady.

I tried to do some more research, to see what happened to other couples that had taken the drug. But the drug was so new that there wasn’t much material on the web, especially not from straight women with husbands. So all I could do was pray that she would stay in love with me, even if her desires became stronger.

It was a month later when we got an unexpected snowstorm. I was working on a roof when the snow started to fall, and it wasn’t ten minutes before I had to get off of that roof for the sake of my own safety. My boss told me to go home early. “We’ve got no other work right now, so I guess you can go spend the afternoon with your wife,” he said to me.

I stopped on the way home to buy some burgers for lunch. I thought about texting Rey to see what she wanted, but I figured it might be nice to surprise her. So when I got home, I quietly opened and closed the door. But Rey wasn’t in the living room. I didn’t call out for her because I didn’t want to ruin the surprise. I went to the basement but she wasn’t there. Then I checked the bathroom, but she wasn’t there either. And that’s when I heard the moaning coming from the bedroom. I crept up to the door slowly and pressed my ear to it. It was a woman moaning, but it wasn’t my wife. My heart stuttered and my gut turned. I grabbed the door handle and threw the door open, ready to catch my wife cheating on me with a woman.

But instead I saw my wife on the bed, on her knees, with a Fleshlight in her hands. She was turned towards her laptop screen, which was playing a hardcore lesbian squirting scene. She looked back at me and tossed the Fleshlight aside, but it was too late. She reached her orgasm. She whimpered and her lips went crooked and she trembled and her cock started to unload onto our bed. “I’m so sorry,” she said with a shudder, mid-orgasm. For the first time ever, I saw my wife’s erect penis, and it was long and thick and throbbing as it spewed white goo everywhere. The scene on the laptop continued. One of the lesbians was fisting the other, and she was screaming and squirting all over the place—even on the camera lens. “I’m so sorry,” my wife said again.

“It’s fine,” I said. I looked away and tried to take a deep breath. I wasn’t sure how to process what I was seeing. My wife was into lesbian porn now? Was she still into men?

Did it even matter? Even if she was still sexually attracted to me, it’s not like she had a pussy I could fuck. Maybe, if I was lucky, she would let me into her asshole—but would I even be able to do it? Would I be able to get it up with her, knowing she had a penis?

She came out from the bedroom once she had everything cleaned up. She apologized again. Her face was dark red. I told her it was fine, and then I gave her one of the burgers I bought. We went on pretending like nothing had happened, like we always did—pretending as though everything was normal and fine. I took two sleeping pills before bed, knowing I wouldn’t be able to sleep naturally with the image of my wife fucking a Fleshlight stuck in my head.

Where did she even get the Fleshlight? She must have gone out to buy it, or she bought it online. Either way, it meant that she wasn’t just caving to hormonal desires. She was pre-planning her masturbation sessions. And she was planning them around my work schedule, making sure I was out of the house before indulging. And who knew what else she was getting up to? Maybe she was secretly wearing my clothes when I was gone. Maybe she was watching sports highlights as soon as I left in the morning. Maybe she was using my weight bench in the basement…

I fell asleep and had nice dreams about living by the beach. I slept heavily until 3:00 AM, when I woke up to the sound of moaning. It took a moment before I realized it wasn’t coming from outside, but it was coming from my wife.

She was asleep, having what sounded like a sex dream. She had an arm over my torso and her body pressed against my back. I could feel her soft tits against me, but I could also feel her hard cock pressed between my butt cheeks. I was suddenly regretting sleeping in the nude, even though I’d never been able to sleep any other way.

She was grinding her cock against me, moaning louder and louder. She rubbed her face into my shoulder and started kissing me. I didn’t move. I didn’t want to wake her up and embarrass her all over again. I still felt guilty about catching her in the act of masturbating. So I just remained still.

She was rock-hard and her cock was warm. I could feel it throbbing. I’m not sure how it ended up outside of her panties—maybe her panties couldn’t contain the whole length of her erect penis. I closed my eyes and just hoped the moment would end. I knew it was my beautiful wife behind me, but I couldn’t help but picture a man, with short hair and muscles and a stubble beard. The thought made me so nauseous that I had to reach back, to feel the soft skin of her ass, to remind myself that it was just my gorgeous wife. I let out a sigh of relief, and then Rey moaned loudly. I felt her cock throb hard, and then I felt the warm wetness of her cum spraying up my back. I became tense as blast after blast coated my skin.

Then she rolled over and continued sleeping as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. I just remained still, my back coated in my wife’s cum. And the worst part of it all was that I now had a throbbing erection of my own between my thighs.


CHAPTER IV

It was three months after the incident when I started to drift down an online rabbit hole. It started out innocently enough—trying to find stories of other couples experiencing the same nightmare. I found one blog post from a man whose wife took the pill voluntarily, thinking that it would be a nice surprise for her husband. Apparently, she’d suspected that he was secretly gay or bisexual, but he swore in his blog post that he wasn’t. When he told his wife that she’d made a big mistake, house life apparently became quite awkward and the sex stopped until one drunken night when they decided to take turns fucking each other in the ass.

I didn’t read the rest f the blog post. It suddenly became too graphic, and my hands started trembling at the thought of taking my wife’s very large penis in my asshole.

I kept searching for stories, finding very little—sometimes just the odd throwaway post on Reddit or Tumblr. But even those didn’t sound real, probably made up by some bored loser trying to get attention online.

I found one post from a man who claimed his wife accidentally took the pill. He was asking for advice on a weightlifting forum of all places. And he got some interesting advice, though the responders didn’t believe that he was telling the truth. “I know you’re lying, but I’ll answer anyway,” said one person. “Just stay married to her and get your sex elsewhere. Pay for an escort every now and then. Find one that looks a bit like your wife and fuck her from behind while pretending she is your wife. Then it’s not like you’re really cheating.” And although the advice sounded ridiculous at first, it wasn’t terrible advice. I needed to have sex sooner or later, or something bad was going to happen. I couldn’t just remain celibate for the rest of my life. I couldn’t keep jerking off in the bathroom like a fourteen-year-old boy. I loved my wife, but I had needs to—and there were people who fulfilled those needs for a living.

So I curiously looked into escorts in my area, and shockingly, there were tons. Even when I narrowed my search down to a single mile from my house, it still gave me ten different options. And the ordering process was so easy, though I didn’t actually go through with it. It was just a few clicks of the mouse to slip myself into the schedule of one of the girls, and then it was just a matter of walking over to the hotel where she worked.

There was a little blonde cutie that couldn’t have been a day older than nineteen working at the hotel two blocks away—the one I could see from my living room window. She was dressed up as a schoolgirl in all of her pictures, and she had a description of her ‘perfect client’. “I like guys with no facial hair and a little bit of shag on their heads. I like a man in a suit, but I really like a man in athletic wear. If you come in a pair of sweatpants and some runners, I might just leak right through my panties.” I was clean-shaven and I had a pair of sweatpants and runners I could wear…

And then I noticed a little note at the bottom of her ad. “I really love working with couples,” she wrote. My heart fluttered up in my chest, and I wondered if that might be something Rey would be into. I was pretty sure that she liked girls now, and she was probably starting to wonder what fucking a tight pussy felt like. And hell, she was probably wanting me to get laid as well. Surely she felt bad that months had gone by and I hadn’t even gotten so much as a blowjob.

Rey was just in the other room, watching a football game. She’d started watching them while I was home—no longer hiding her newfound appreciation of sports. Sometimes it was even hard to pull her away from the screen. And when we would sit down to pick movies, she was suddenly less shy about choosing action movies, even though she used to only want to watch romantic films, or the occasional romantic comedy.

So I went to the living room and I sat down across from her and waited for the commercial break. My heart was pounding as I tried to think of a way to broach the topic of hiring an escort for both of us to fuck. When that commercial break finally came, my heart was a stuttering mess. I took a deep breath and said, “Do you have a second?”

She looked at me with a big smile, waiting for me to go on.

“So I had this idea, and—uh—I don’t know how you’re going to feel about it. I don’t want you to think that it’s what I want—not that I don’t want it—I do want it—but I’d rather it didn’t have to be this way. I was—uh—maybe thinking that we could, like…” But I couldn’t seem to force those words off of my tongue.

“What is it, honey?” she asked. Her eyes glistened and I felt so thankful that the pill didn’t change her beautiful face at all. She still had those stunning eyes and those full lips and that cute nose. She still had her amazing smile—the smile I fell in love with so many years before. I couldn’t break her heart. I couldn’t possibly suggest getting an escort. I didn’t want her to think that she wasn’t meeting my needs, even though she probably already knew it was true. I wanted her to think that she was enough for me, even without a pussy.

“I was wondering if you might let me put it in your, you know—your ass.” Now my heart was slamming into my ribcage. I didn’t necessarily want to put it in her ass, but I had to say something. I couldn’t let her think that I was having reservations about our relationship.

Her face turned red and she awkwardly slipped a hand behind her neck. “My ass?” she asked quietly, as if she didn’t want our sleeping daughter to overhear, even though she was upstairs, down the hall, and behind a closed door. “I don’t know,” Rey continued. “I’ve never had it in the ass before.”

I awkwardly laughed and then I shrugged my shoulders. “It was just an idea—a silly one. Forget I even asked.” It had been the response I was expecting—the same response she gave me when I used to ask, back when we first started dating. She’d always been too shy to let me put in her butt—too afraid it would hurt or cause permanent damage.

So I was shocked when she said, “Okay, why don’t we try it.” Her face was still dark red, and I could practically hear her heart pounding. “Maybe it will be fun. I’ll go put on something nice.” She got up and scurried up to the bedroom, leaving me down on the couch wondering what the hell I’d just done.

For the first time in many months, I was about to get laid. But I wasn’t sure that’s what I wanted. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before, and I’d definitely never fucked a girl with a cock in the ass before. What if her dick touched me? What if she got an erection? What if she was expecting me to give her a reach around? Or what if I so much as saw her penis and it made me soft? I didn’t want to offend my wife like that, even though I didn’t want her thinking that I was attracted to her penis.

I waited a few minutes and then I took a deep breath, gathering the courage to have sex with my wife. I brought myself to my feet and then I started towards the stairs. Maybe I should have just suggested the escort idea. Maybe she would have been just as into it—or maybe she would have been more into it. At least then we would both get to fuck a pussy, instead of having what seemed an awful lot like gay sex.

But it wasn’t gay sex. It wasn’t gay sex just because I was going to fuck her ass, or even because she had a cock. She was still a woman—a beautiful woman—and she was still my wife. That pill didn’t make her into a man; it just made her pussy into a cock.

I carefully opened the bedroom door and saw my wife sitting on the edge of the bed in a little sexy sailor outfit—one we’d bought together a few years before, but it never fit properly. “It finally fits,” she said. “Though I don’t know if that’s a good thing.” The skirt was always too small for her wide hips, and the crop top was always to tight on her bust. But she hadn’t lost any weight that I was aware of—so was she losing some of her curves? Was the testosterone from her ball sack starting to change her figure? Did we need to look into getting hormone pills to keep her a woman? The doctors told us hormone pills could make things very complicated, so Rey opted to avoid them—but maybe a bit of complication wouldn’t have been so bad.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked.

“Yeah. It’ll be… interesting. Let’s give it a try. Come here.” She waved me over with one finger. So I walked up to the bed and found myself standing frozen in front of her. She reached out and started to do away with my belt. I took a deep breath. She looked cute in that outfit. She looked nice and feminine, the way I wanted her to look. She had her hair tied into a loose ponytail that she let hang over her shoulder.

She yanked down my pants and then she gently rubbed my cock through my white undies. A slight smile crossed her face. “It’s been a while,” she said.

“Too long,” I said.

She took my undies with both hands and pulled them down to my knees, letting my long flaccid cock out for a breath of air. Her gaze locked on it and her eyes sparkled. So she wasn’t a full-blown lesbian. She still enjoyed the sight of a thick cock. She reached out and slipped her fingers around it, pulling back my foreskin and teasing my bulbous tip with the tip of her thumb. It felt good. I reached out and slipped my hand onto the side of her face, brushing her soft hair. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe we could get used to this—as long as that cock was out of the way and out of sight.

She stroked me for a minute and then she leaned forward and took my cock into her warm mouth. She sucked and bobbed her head and got me hard. She moaned slightly as she fondled my ball sack. “That feels good, babe,” I said, now with both of my hands slipped behind her head. I gently pulled her forward with each bob, getting as much of my cock into her mouth as I could without making her gag.

She pulled her head back for a breath of air. A strand of saliva connected her plump lips with my throbbing erection. She looked into my eyes and smiled, and I smiled right back. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to last long—maybe I wouldn’t even make it to her ass.

And then I noticed the bulge in her skirt: her erection standing straight up. Rey noticed it a second later. She reached down quickly and tucked it up into her skirt’s waistband. It wasn’t an easy thing to hide in that lingerie. I could still see the slight bulge of her tip, nearly sticking out from her high waisted sailor’s skirt. “Sorry,” she said.

“It’s okay,” I said, even though the sight was a bit off-putting. At least it helped me last longer. Though it was kind of nice to see her getting erect for me and not just some lesbian porn on the computer screen. It was nice to know that she was still attracted to me with her new hormones pumping through her system.

She kept sucking my cock, getting me nice and hard again—and getting me nice and wet for the next step in our little romp.

“If you keep sucking you’re going to make me come,” I said.

She smiled and pulled her head back. “I guess you probably want to stick it in my ass now, huh?” she said with dark red cheeks.

I shrugged my shoulders and nodded my head. “I guess we can give it a try.”

She stood up carefully, keeping a hand down against her crotch to stop her erection from popping loose. Even with her hand there I could see the throbbing bulge. She spun around and got onto her hands and knees. She reached down into her panties to make a final adjustment before saying, “Okay. I’m all yours.” 

I took a deep breath and climbed up onto the bed, on my knees. I flipped up her skirt and saw that little strip of red fabric covering her asshole. I was tempted to pull those panties down, but I knew they were keeping her cock and balls out of my line of sight, so I just pulled the strip of fabric carefully to the side. Her asshole was tight and puckering. I grabbed my cock firmly and pressed my saliva-covered tip against that tight hole. I drew little circles around her anus, using her own saliva to get her moist, and then I started to push my cock into her. It took a few seconds and lots of pushing to penetrate. I stopped once I had my tip in her. She perked up and became tense. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Mhm,” she said, nodding her head, unable to speak real words as she had her lips pressed tightly together and she was probably biting down on her tongue.

I gently pushed myself a little bit deeper. I could feel her tight rim puckering along my shaft, trying to hold me back one moment, and then trying to suck me deeper the next moment. I used both of my hands to spread her cheeks, as if that would make it easier for her.

Her hole was warm—much warmer than my hand, which was the only thing I’d used to get off in the past three months. I took a deep breath and my body shuddered with a combination of elation and fear. I sunk a bit deeper. “Just tell me if I’m going to deep,” I said.

“You’re okay,” She said through clenched teeth. So I sunk a bit deeper. I had half of my cock inside of her body. I was impressed that she’d let me go this far. And I was even more impressed that she wasn’t stopping me from going further. I sunk another inch in, and then another inch, and then another, and she was still okay, only squirming a little bit. I finally got my final inch inside of her and then she let out a long moan.

“Does that feel okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “It feels good,” she said.

I gently started to pull back so I could begin thrusting. She was moaning consistently, squirming and swaying as if her body was being overtaken by euphoria. I pulled back halfway and then I pushed in slowly. And I was shocked to hear her say, “Faster than that.” So I pulled back and came down faster. “Faster,” she said again. So I pulled back and slammed down quickly, with force. She moaned and shuddered and said, “Just like that.”

I watched as her tight hole hugged my cock, pulling back like a suction cup every time I pulled back, and then sinking inside of her every time I thrusted forward. I was stretching her wide, but she seemed to like it. She was even pushing her bum back every time I pushed my cock into her, as if she wanted more. It was only a minute before I was fucking her quickly, as if I was fucking her in the pussy.

I reached around her torso and I squeezed her tits, eliciting a sharp moan out of her. I loved the way they bounced back and forth when she was on her hands and knees. I looked over at the mirror so I could see what she looked like, being dominated from behind. It was a nice sight, until I noticed the bulge in her skirt: her erection sticking straight out. With both of her hands planted on the mattress, she had no way of tucking it back into her panties—and even if she did, it wouldn’t have stayed there. I don’t think she even knew her cock was out of her panties.

But it wasn’t just out of her panties. Every time I thrusted my cock into her, her skirt rode back just a tiny bit. And it was starting to ride back over her erection. I could now see her tip poking out, throbbing and swollen. After a few more thrusts I could see half of her erection. I looked away quickly, worried it would take me out of the moment.

And then a guilt started swelling in my gut. She probably wanted to reach down and jerk herself off so badly. She was probably doing everything she could to resist that temptation. The sound of her moaning was probably the sound of her fighting the urge to squeeze her dick and pump it until hot goo was all over our bed sheets.

I bit down on my tongue. Whether I liked it or not, it was part of my wife’s body. I couldn’t just let her think that I was disgusted by it. I couldn’t just treat my own wife like she was a freak of nature. So I took a deep breath and I reached around until my fingers were around her long, throbbing shaft. And then I began to beat her off.

I heard her gasp. She became frozen for a moment and then she looked back at me with wide eyes. “W—What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m getting you off,” I said.

And she stared into my eyes for a moment before the euphoria took over again. She shuddered and her lips parted. She turned to look forward again and then she started to moan loudly—louder than before. I squeezed her cock hard. It wasn’t as disgusting as I thought it would be. In fact, it wasn’t disgusting at all. It just felt like I was squeezing a part of her body, stroking it like it was my own. And it didn’t seem any gayer than when I jerked myself off in the bathroom. In fact, in a way, it was even less gay because when I was alone in the bathroom there were no women around.

“Oh God,” she groaned. “It feels so good.” I could feel her cock bloating up. I saw her back arch as blissful tension consumed her. She was quiet for a few seconds and then she screamed out with intense pleasure—and I felt her cock beginning to unload. I snuck a peek in the mirror: her thick rod blasting our bed sheets with warm cum. The sight wasn’t as gross as I was expecting—it wasn’t gross at all. Or maybe I was just getting used to the fact that my wife had a cock.

I came shortly after. It would have been impossible not to, once her asshole started puckering and throbbing while she came. The stimulation was too intense—no man could have survived much longer than me. I filled her back door with a massive load of cum and then I fell down on the bed. She fell down and then rolled her warm body into mine. I threw an arm over her. She was smiling and out of breath, and I was too. She wasn’t hiding her cock now—maybe she didn’t know that it was out, or maybe she was too exhausted to bother. It was slumped on her flipped-up skirt, with a little puddle of cum at her tip. “That was fun,” she said.

“It was,” I agreed. Though my heart was still stammering, unsure of what had just happened. I was terrified that my wife was going to think that I liked cock—maybe she would think that I’d always secretly liked cock and I’d just finally let that secret slip. And I didn’t know how to tell her that wasn’t the case without sounding like a complete liar. So I just kept my mouth shut and hoped she wouldn’t get any weird thoughts in her head. I was just pleasuring her—that’s all. I was trying to make her feel better after three terrible months. I was just trying to be a good husband.


CHAPTER V

It was only the next day when we had sex again. It was late and we were tired after a long day. Rey went up to get ready for bed while I went to take the dog for a walk around the block. When I finally got up to the bedroom, Rey was there waiting for me in a little piece of lacy lingerie that I didn’t recognize. “It’s new,” she said. “Do you like it? I bought it today. It was on sale.”

“I like it,” I said.

“It’s got a hole in the back,” she said, turning around. She reached down and spread her cheeks, showing me her asshole. “It had a hole in the front, too. But I quickly sewed that up while you were at work.”

So I climbed up on the bed and she gave me an amazing blowjob, and then I flipped her onto her stomach and I ate out her little tush hole. I used to love eating out her pussy, so this was the next best thing. Then I stuck my cock in her and pumped her little body. And once again I found myself reaching around to jerk off her cock. There was much less hesitation this time. We’d gotten most of the weirdness out of the way with our first little romp. I made her come inside of her new lingerie, but she didn’t mind. I got a bit of her sticky substance on my hand, which was a bit of a put-off. I wiped my hand on the bed sheets, but I could still feel the stickiness on my fingers.

The next day she gave me a blowjob when I came home from work, right in our living room. Our daughter was at a friend’s house for the night. I think Rey was hoping that the blowjob would lead to anal sex for the third night in a row, but she ended up sucking me off too effectively. I came in her mouth, without warning her. She swallowed and then she kissed me on the lips—though I could have done without the cum-flavoured kiss, to be honest.

That night, Rey cuddled into me in bed, something she hadn’t done since before that terrible incident. She snuggled in tight and put her hand on my chest. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Just cuddling,” she said. And that’s when I realized she was wearing a new perfume. It was unlike any perfume she’d ever worn before. Normally she smelled like flowers and vanilla, but now she smelled like cedar and woodchips.

“What are you wearing?”

“Just a nightie,” she said.

“No—I mean that perfume. What is that?”

“It’s new. Do you like it?”

I did like it in a weird way. It was kind of sexy, as if she was some sort of sexy woodland nymph. I put my hand on her shoulder and ran my fingers down her chest. “It’s cute,” I said.

“You won’t believe this, but it’s actually cologne. I was at the store and I smelled it and I just had to have it. I know it’s not the girliest scent I’ve ever worn.” My heart stuttered. I tried not to think too much into it. I slipped my fingers onto her left breast. I fondled her nipple. There was something very relieving about her breasts, always there to remind me that she was a beautiful woman, no matter what she had between her legs, and no matter what scent she wore on her body.

She slid her hand down slowly from my chest. Her fingers slipped around my cock and she began to play with me casually—something she used to do, before the incident. And then she kept talking. “I saw this really cute dress at the mall. I wanted to buy it, but it was two hundred dollars.”

“You should have just bought it if you liked it,” I said. My cock tingled and began to get hard.

“Yeah—but when would I have worn it? It was tight and kind of racy—it would only be good for a special function, and when was the last time we went to one of those?”

She was stroking me now, seemingly mindlessly, getting me hard as if she wanted to have sex. And back in the day I would have reached down and done the same thing to her: rubbed her clit and stroked her pussy. But now there was a cock there. Now I would probably give her the wrong idea if I reached down and started fondling her.

Or was I giving her the wrong idea by doing nothing? Was I just reminding her that I was put off by the reality of her situation? Maybe the right thing to do was to play with her cock the way she was playing with mine. Maybe that would be the best way to make her feel good about herself—and in a weird way, make her feel more like a sexy woman and less like some platonic housemate.

So I carefully reached down her chest, over her abdomen, and up the skirt of her tiny nightie. I found her soft flaccid cock and I began to fondle it casually. I felt my cheeks burning red hot, so I tried to divert the attention. “Maybe we can go to the mall this weekend and you can buy it. We have the money—if you like it, you should own it.”

“But when would I wear it?” she asked before letting a little whimper slip. I felt her cock twitch as it began to pulsate.

“You could just wear it around the house. It sounds sexy. I wouldn’t complain.”

“But I would have to do up my hair and makeup for it to even look right,” she said. She was beginning to squirm. Her cock was getting hard fast. She tightened her grip on my cock and began to stroke me faster.

“I doubt that,” I said. “You’re beautiful without makeup. And even your bedhead is sexy.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. Her cheeks were dark pink. “You’re cute, but I know you’re full of it.”

I tightened my grip on her cock and began to stroke up and down, now that I had some length to work with. “I mean it. You could pull it off. Be my sexy little housewife.”

She let another whimper slip. Her knees rose up and her bum squirmed. I kept stroking, and she kept stroking me. I turned onto my side slightly to face her, so I could kiss her, and then she did the same, without letting go of my cock. We kissed for a moment and then I felt my tip touch her tip. I froze for a moment as my heart skipped a beat. I looked into her eyes and saw the same beautiful woman I fell in love with so many years ago. We kissed again.

She let go of my dick and wrapped her arms around me, pulling herself in close—close enough that our cocks were pressed together. I grabbed both of them and started stroking them together. It felt nice. Her dick was warm and I liked the way it throbbed. And I liked the way Rey looked into my eyes while I pumped her shaft. I liked the way her lips curled into a cute smile, and then I really liked the way her lips parted when she reached her orgasm. Her cock spewed warm fluid up my abdomen only a few seconds before mine did the same on her soft stomach. And then we started to make out like we were teenagers again. We hadn’t kissed like that in years, since before the wedding and before the engagement. It was nice. It was exciting. That cock of hers was breathing a whole new life into our relationship.

And I thought that our problem was solved. Rey had learned that she liked taking it in the ass and I learned that I didn’t mind playing with her cock from time to time. Things were starting to seem like they were back to normal, until the next night when I went to borrow Rey’s phone and saw that she was still watching girl-on-girl porn while I was out of the house. She was still getting off to female fantasies that I couldn’t fulfil, and I was worried that those fantasies would soon become needs, and I would be written off.


CHAPTER VI

The sex was good for the next couple of weeks, but then things started to get stale. Rey would let me into her ass, and then I would reach around and grab her cock and it would be soft. I would fondle it and jerk it off, but it would remain soft, as if I’d lost the ability to arouse my wife. Occasionally Rey would moan, but it didn’t sound the same, as if she was now faking it, trying to imitate the real moans she was making during our first few little romps.

Sometimes, if I got a few glasses of wine into her before we went off to the bedroom, I could get an erection and a cumshot out of her. But even the wine was starting to lose its magic after a few nights of drinking—and not to mention it was getting pricey, buying a new bottle of wine after work every day.

I was running out of ideas. Whenever Rey slipped into the shower, I would take her phone and look through her history. And my heart would fizzle down into my stomach whenever I saw that lesbian porn—even though I knew I was going to see it. She was watching it every day, fulfilling her sexual needs without me. At least she was still putting in the effort to fulfil my needs—but I was starting to wonder if my needs were better off left unfulfilled if it just meant getting pity sex.

So I found myself back on my computer, looking back into hiring an escort for the two of us. But now I was starting to think that the escort was more for Rey and less for me. Maybe I wouldn’t even stick my cock in her. Maybe I would just let Rey fool around with her while I fucked my wife in the ass. Or maybe I wouldn’t even do that. Maybe I would just watch and try to see if there was some sort of technique I could learn to pleasure my wife.

And then, after another few days, I started to notice a new trend on Rey’s phone history. She was starting to watch tranny porn: mostly videos of convincing trans women fucking men in the ass. She had even watched a few videos of cross dressers getting pegged in the tush. My heart stuttered when I realized she was probably wishing she could be the dominant one. She had male hormones pumping through her veins—she probably couldn’t help it. Maybe, in a weird way, she felt emasculated whenever I fucked her in the ass—even though she wasn’t even a man, nor did she identify as male in any way.

We were in bed that night and I thought about broaching the topic, asking about her porn habits. But I knew the conversation probably wouldn’t be productive, and it would only make her start clearing her browser history, leaving me in the dark as to what she was watching when I was out of the house. At least with her browser history I could diagnose what was going on in her head.

“Why are you staring at me like that?” she asked. “I don’t know if I can have sex tonight—my bum’s still pretty sore from last night.” It was an excuse that she’d used a few times in the past couple of weeks, and she was starting to use it more and more. I couldn’t help but wonder if her bum was sore, or if she was just getting bored of our nighttime sex games.

“But do you like it?” I asked. And instantly I could feel my cheeks turning red.

“Like it? Like what?”

“When I—you know—stick it in you back there.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s fun,” she said, but her voice raised a few semitones, making me think that she was lying. And I could tell that she was getting sick of sucking my cock every night. She’d never been much into cock sucking, and her new male hormones probably weren’t helping much on that front.

That’s when I got an unusual idea—an idea that made a cold chill run down my spine, but I was desperate. I needed my wife to want me. I wanted her to get her sexual gratification from me and not from some creepy website on the Internet. So I slipped under the covers and crawled down between her legs. “What are you doing?” she asked. I didn’t respond as I flipped up her skirt and tugged down her panties. My mouth had never been so close to her cock before—or any cock for that matter. But it was about to get a lot closer. I lifted up her dick and I slid it into my mouth, and then I began to suck.

I felt her body tense up. She let a little gasp slip—probably just out of shock. And then she reached down and slipped her fingers into my hair. “W—What are you doing?” she asked again. But I didn’t respond. I was under the covers where she couldn’t see me—so she was free to pretend like I was a girl. She could imagine a curvy chick was between her legs, sucking her dick, just like in her porno videos.

And it wasn’t long before she started getting hard. Her body relaxed and she let a moan slip out from her lips. I kept sucking, bobbing my head up and down. It wasn’t as bad as I was expecting. Her cock was smooth and her pubic hair was neatly trimmed. I was terrified that I would feel gay while sucking her off, but it really didn’t seem too much different from eating out her pussy, which I used to do all the time with a smile on my face.

So I smiled now, knowing that I was pleasing my wife—if only for one night. Maybe she would tire of getting her cock sucked too, but I would cross that bridge when I got there. For now, I was just content with the elated moans I was hearing her make. I gently fondled her ball sack while I sucked. I could taste a bout of sweet and salty pre-cum. I swallowed it and carried on. She was rock-hard, throbbing intensely, pulling my hair with both hands as her knees rose up and fell down over and over. She started to thrust herself gently up into my throat as she came closer to her orgasm. “Oh God,” she moaned. “Babe—I’m so sorry—I’m going to come. Oh God, I’m so sorry. I’m about to come. I’m so sorry.” I don’t know why she was apologizing so much. I pressed her tip against the flat of my tongue and then I let her unload. It didn’t taste gross, like I was expecting. It was like salty pancake batter—nothing I couldn’t handle. I swallowed it and then I made sure I got the last drop out of her rod before slipping back up and settling back into bed.

Her face was dark red and her eyes were practically glowing in the dark. Her lips were curled into a smile that seemed permanent—and that smile made my heart feel warm and fuzzy.


CHAPTER VII

My worst fears came true after two weeks of sucking Rey’s cock every night before bed. At first, the cock sucking was working. I would suck her cock and then she would suck mine and then she would bend over and let me fuck her in the ass while giving her a reach around. Sometimes we would sixty-nine and get off in each other’s mouths. But after two weeks, things started to get stale again. I found myself under the covers, sucking for nearly twenty minutes while she awkwardly tried to get herself in the mood.

And once again I found that tranny porn in her browser history. She was still jerking off to her own fantasies while I was out of the house. I still wasn’t properly satisfying my wife.

It was another week later when I found the most disturbing thing in her browser history: a familiar link to a familiar escort website. She had been looking into hiring a girl. She’d even gone as far as the ‘confirm purchase’ page, but I didn’t see any receipts in her e-mail. Maybe the escort sites didn’t sent receipts. Was it possible my wife had gone out and fucked a young female escort? And would I be angry if it was true?

I thought about confronting her, but I was still worried that she would retaliate by deleting her browser history more often, leaving me completely in the dark.

I came home one evening and she was wearing makeup. “Why are you all dolled up?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just felt like being pretty, I guess,” she said. My heart hurt. I couldn’t help but think that she’d gone out to meet an escort. It was very rare that she would put on makeup with no plans of going out. But all I could do was smile and nod.

She was getting ready for bed that night when I came up behind her. I took the straps of her nightie and slipped them off of her body, letting the little satin outfit fall to the ground. Then I cupped her breasts and squeezed. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Just fooling around a bit,” I said.

“I’m kind of tired,” she said.

I sunk down behind her and I ran the tip of my tongue over her anus. She laughed. “Really, Nick. I’m tired,” she said. I reached through her legs and grabbed her cock, pulling it back so I could suck it from behind. She stopped protesting as if she was suddenly enjoying herself. So I kept sucking, until her cock was too hard to hold down between her legs. Then I just reached around her and stroked her off while I ate out her asshole from behind. And then I looked in the mirror in front of her and saw that her eyes were closed. Her head was tilted up and her lips were parted, and it looked like she was trying to access some sort of fantasy, or maybe a memory. She was probably trying to replace me with the escort she may have seen that afternoon, or one of the porn stars in her videos.

No, no—she wasn’t like that. She was probably just enjoying the moment, basking in the euphoria. I could feel her cock swelling as she was about to come. I clenched her rod harder and beat her faster. And then she said, “That feels so good. Don’t stop. I’m about to come. Oh, Sarah, that feels so good.”

And then I stopped—but it was too late. She started coming. Her eyes shot open wide and her face turned dark red. She tried to grab her cock but she couldn’t stop herself from coming. Her legs trembled and almost buckled and then she took a deep breath. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to say that,” she said. She reached down and pulled her nightie up quickly, covering up her beautiful body.

“Did you just say Sarah?” I asked. “Who’s Sarah?”

She stared at me with worried eyes, not moving from her spot. “No one,” she said. “It’s just a name.”

“What do you mean, it’s just a name? Why did you just call me Sarah?”

Now her face was turning from red to purple, and for some reason I found myself feeling bad for Rey, as if I was putting her on the spot and humiliating her. But she was the one who blurted out a stranger’s name while having an orgasm. “She’s not real. She’s just—in my imagination.”

And now I was really worried. My heart started to flutter and my gut started to turn. In her imagination? Did my wife have an imaginary friend? Did that pill make her into a schizophrenic? “What?” I managed to say, even though there was a lump the size of an orange now in my throat.

“I mean, she’s just a fantasy. She’s got long blonde hair and C-cup breasts, and she wears her eyeliner really thick—and she’s not real. Just a stupid fantasy. Ever since I took that pill, I’ve had weird fantasies involving women, okay? I can’t help it.” She turned around and started making the bed, trying desperately to escape our awkward conversation. I just backed out of the room, unsure of how to process the strange name that just fluttered off of my wife’s tongue. Sarah.

While Rey was sleeping, I snatched her phone and looked again at her browser history, just to see if she had been looking at escorts named Sarah. But the escort in her history was named Candy, and there were no others. But I decided to continue searching through her history, and it only took a few minutes before I saw the name Sarah.

My wife had searched for a character from TV show we watched together every week—a little side character from a silly sitcom. And sure enough, the actress who played Sarah in the show had long blonde hair and lots of eyeliner. She was cute—though I wasn’t sure how to feel about the whole thing. Sarah wasn’t just a figment of Rey’s imagination—she was a character played by a real actress on television. I wasn’t worried that the actress would suddenly appear in Rey’s life and offer her an out of our relationship, but I was starting to worry that a similar girl might.

I had to think of something. Soon, my wife wouldn’t just be having fantasies about Hollywood actresses. It wouldn’t be long before she would start developing attraction towards girls in her day-to-day life. But what could I do? 


CHAPTER VIII

I was on my way home from work a few days later when I thought I saw the Sarah character from our TV show, in real life, standing in the window of a shopping mall. I had to stop and take a closer look, and then I felt stupid when I realized I was staring at a mannequin wearing a blonde wig. But the wig was spot on, cut the same exact way Sarah wore her hair on the show.

I was about to carry on towards home when I stopped again, this time with a curious idea that made my stomach gargle and my heart cough. I found myself looking in the reflection of another store window, looking at myself and wondering: could I look like a woman if I tried hard enough?

The thought was scary either way: if I bought a wig and I shaved my body and got myself dolled up and then I actually looked like a chick—that wasn’t exactly the most exciting thought. But if I put in all of that work and then I just looked ridiculous and comical, like a guy who just wasted all of his time and money on a stupid idea—maybe that was a worse thought.

I backtracked a few paces and went into that store, with the blonde haired mannequin. I walked up to the display and I looked at the hair. I ran my fingers through it, and it felt surprisingly real. Then I looked around to make sure no one was looking and I grabbed the wig off of the mannequin. I brought it over to a mirror and wriggled it onto my head. It was a nice fit, and it looked surprisingly good. With a bit of fringe hanging in front of my face, I even looked a little bit feminine.

“Sir—can you please put that back,” a voice said behind me, making me jump.

I turned around and felt the colour draining from my face. I forced an awkward smile and said, “How much for the wig?”

“It’s not for sale,” the female store clerk said with a dull expression on her face.

“It must be fore sale—everything’s for sale,” I said.

“Everything is not for sale.” She was looking at me as though I was a lunatic, recently escaped from the psych ward. And I must have looked quite insane, wearing a suit and a blonde wig on my head.

“You’re telling me if I gave you one-hundred dollars, you wouldn’t give me this wig?” I said.

“I wouldn’t be able to ring it through—so yes, that’s what I’m telling you.” She still had that dull expression.

“No, I mean if I gave you one-hundred dollars personally. You can keep the money and tell your boss some psycho ran off with the wig.”

And now her eyes lit up. One hundred dollars was probably more than she made in a whole day of work. I watched as her tongue moved from one cheek to the other, and then she said, “One-fifty.”

So I fished the money out from my wallet and then I went home with a long blonde wig in my hands. She didn’t even give me a plastic bag to carry it in.

I snuck in the back door, worried Rey would see me with the wig and laugh at my terrible idea. I couldn’t let her know about the idea until I had it all figured out. I was certain that I could pull it off with a bit of work, but I knew there were going to be some rough stages while I figured everything out.

“Honey! I’m home!” I called out before carefully stepping into the kitchen. But Rey wasn’t home. She must have been out running errands—or maybe she was out with an escort, getting the feminine attention that I hadn’t been able to give her. Or maybe I was just being paranoid. Even if my wife was feeling tempted by beautiful escorts, she would never cheat on me. She loved me too much to cheat on me. At least I hoped she did.

I scurried up the stairs and I went to Rey’s closet. I pulled out my phone and looked up the Sarah character, to see what kind of outfits she wore on the show. In many of the pictures she was wearing a white dress—one that wasn’t too different from a white dress Rey bought for a party a few years back. I found that dress at the back of her closet. And then I grabbed some red lacy lingerie to wear underneath, and a pair of white heels to match the dress. I took everything into the bathroom and I locked myself in, just in case Rey came home while I was getting ready.

I felt so silly as I stripped down and ran the hot water, so I could shave my legs and armpits and the few hairs I had on my chest. But I was desperate. I needed Rey to love me. I needed her to only want me, and it didn’t matter how silly I felt. If she wanted me to get dolled up every night then I would. If she wanted me to use a stupid girly voice whenever we were in the bedroom, I would do that too. I knew she wasn’t ever going to ask for it, so I just had to gamble. I had to take the chance for the sake of our relationship.

A cold tingle crept down my spine as I watched my leg hair swirl down the drain. I felt another tingle as I rubbed some moisturizer up my freshly bare legs.

Next, I wriggled my body into the lacy lingerie. It was tight, but it fit. I used wads of toilet paper to fill the cups, and it took a bit of wrestling to get my cock to stay in place, pushed back between my legs. Once I had the dress on, I got my new wig on, and then I started to experiment with Rey’s makeup. I’d watched her do her makeup enough times to know what everything was and how to put it on. But I wasn’t expecting it to be so hard. How was Rey able to keep her hands so steady? How was she able to draw such straight, smooth lines?

My lines were far from great, but they still gave me the feminine look I was going for. I made little flicks next to my eyes, just like the character in the show, and then I even experimented with some contouring, trying to make the shape of my face more like the shape of Sarah’s face. And the result wasn’t actually too bad. I managed to make my nose look a bit smaller and I managed to make my cheekbones look a bit higher.

I didn’t look exactly like her, but I didn’t look bad. I was actually quite convincing as a female, especially once I had some dark mascara on my eyelashes and a bit of hair hanging down to cover the sides of my jawline—not that my jawline had ever been terribly masculine to begin with.

I was touching up my blush when I heard the door shut downstairs. “I’m home!” I heard Rey’s voice call out.

I slipped out from the bathroom and then a cold tension filled my body. I found myself standing frozen in the hallway, terrified of what Rey would think. What if she laughed when she saw me? What if I was about to ruin the way she would look at me forever? Would she see me as a weak, beta sissy from now on? Or would she understand that I was just trying to satisfy her sexual desires?

“Honey? Are you here?” she called out. I heard her approaching the stairs.

I took a deep breath and then I scurried into the bedroom, to buy myself a little bit more time, so I could figure out the best thing to say, so that she wouldn’t be quite so ashamed of me. Was I making a huge mistake? Should I slip into the closet and hide until I could make a run for the bathroom? I could tell her that I wasn’t feeling well—or hell, I could tell her that I was masturbating. At least that didn’t seem as embarrassing as the reality.

I heard her coming up the stairs. I looked around and then I ran to the closet. But the closet was full. So I scurried over to the bed and I hopped onto it, though I wasn’t sure why. I looked in the mirror and I fixed my hair and straightened my skirt, and then I took a deep breath. My plan was now to play it off as a joke. So I tried to think of a good opening line—something silly, so she would get that it was a joke. But I couldn’t think of anything. I had to think of something or she would think—

The door opened suddenly and I froze. My lips parted slightly, but no words came out from my mouth—not even a stupid joke to diffuse the tension. Rey froze, her face suddenly pale. She stared at me and muttered, “Oh my God.” She looked around the room with that frozen terror on her face and then she shouted, “Nick! Where are you? Who the hell is this in our bed?!”

I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. “Babe, it’s me,” I managed to say. But the words came out in an attempted female voice—though I’m not sure why. I’m not sure how I managed to muster up any words at all, never mind a voice to go along with them.

Then Rey looked at me with wide eyes. “N—Nick?” she said.

I managed to force a smile. Cold sweat was teasing the back of my neck. “Surprise,” I said. I had no idea how stupid I sounded making that female voice, but I still stuck with it. I’d come this far—it only made sense to commit fully at this point.

She pressed her hand to her lips and gasped slightly. “Why are you wearing that makeup? And that wig… And is that my dress?”

“Why don’t you come over here and we’ll have some fun,” I said. My heart was pounding.

She let a little laugh slip, and that little laugh was enough to make my heart plunge down into my stomach. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to laugh. It’s just that you look… You look like a girl. I actually thought you were a girl. I thought you were cheating on me with a little blonde bimbo.”

I did my best to force a smile. My body was filled with cold regret. I felt so stupid, and I knew this was a sight that Rey would never be able to forget.

“Do you want to mess around or not?” I asked, awkwardly teasing my bare thigh with the tip of my finger.

She giggled again as she came and sat down next to me. She reached out carefully and ran her fingers up and down my legs. “You even shaved,” she said. And that’s when I noticed her hands were trembling slightly. Maybe she was still shocked from the moment she saw me, the moment she assumed her husband was cheating on her.

“That’s not all I shaved,” I said with a grin. That cold sweat was starting to creep down my back now. I bit down hard on my tongue and took a deep breath. Rey reached up the skirt of my dress and her fingers slid across my lingerie bottoms. She felt my bare pelvis.

“It’s so smooth,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip. She looked into my eyes. “You did this for me?”

I nodded my head. Now the lump in my throat was too thick. I couldn’t respond—not that I had any words to respond with.

“You look cute. And you really look like a girl.” She looked down at me again, and then she let another laugh slip, making my stomach turn. She didn’t seem turned on at all. She just seemed embarrassed—for herself and for me. This was what our relationship had devolved into. I may as well have been dressed up like a clown.

Then she took my by surprised. She put her hand on the side of my face and pressed her lips against mine. The kiss lasted longer than our usual kisses—much longer. She even slipped a bit of tongue into my mouth, which she hadn’t done in years. When she finally pulled back for a breath of air, she said, “Thank you.” Her cheeks were dark red. “Your lips are so soft.”

I tried to say something back, but my heart was racing too fast. I felt like I could hear it pounding like a war drum against my ribcage. Rey kissed me again, this time slipping both of her hands onto my torso. She slid her hands up and down my sides, and she cautiously felt my breasts with her thumbs. Her body shuddered and a whimper escaped her lips. I put my hands on her body and started to caress up and down.

So maybe my last second plan wasn’t so crazy. Maybe I wasn’t such a lunatic for getting dolled up. Maybe I was a step closer towards saving our relationship.

Rey playfully bit my bottom lip as her hands travelled down towards my crotch. She passed over my smooth pelvis and then she slipped her fingers over the bulge in my panties. Then she kept going, reached between my legs until her fingertips were over my asshole. Then she started to rub in circles as if she was rubbing my clit. It felt kind of strange, but I didn’t stop her. I didn’t have a pussy for her to play with, so my asshole was the next best thing. I wasn’t doing all of this for my own pleasure, after all. This was all for her.

I reached down and up her skirt. I fished out her cock and was shocked to discover that she was as hard as stone. I grabbed her rod and I slipped my fingers up her length. She was warm and throbbing and bigger than ever. I had the sudden urge to sink down and suck her off, so that’s what I did. I got down under her skirt and I got her throbbing shaft into my mouth, and I started sucking and bobbing my head. She moaned and held my head down with both hands. I loved the sound of her elated moans. She was really enjoying this.

Then she suddenly pulled me up and pushed me down. I laughed, thinking she was just getting into the spirit of our little role-play, and then I noticed that her face was dark red and her eyes were glowing with intense desire. Her cock was throbbing, holding her skirt up with no effort. She looked into my eyes for a moment and then she grabbed me and flipped me over. She was surprisingly strong—stronger than ever before. Maybe that was from her new testosterone?

And it dawned on me that she was about to fuck me in the ass. My heart skipped a beat and my skin became cold. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never even been penetrated. I tried to take a deep breath, but nothing could calm down my pounding heart.

“Be gentle,” I managed to say, a second before she slapped her hard cock down between my butt cheeks. She didn’t respond, as if she wasn’t able to agree to my plea. She rubbed her saliva-covered dick up and down between my plump cheeks. Then she reached down and gave my panties a single swift tug, pulling them down to my knees. She didn’t pull them any further, as if she wanted to keep them there to hold my legs in place, like a hogtied pig.

She lined her tip up with my hole, so I bit down on a pillow. I had a feeling it was going to hurt. I just hoped that she would come quickly.

She let another whimper slip before pushing her cock into me. She penetrated surprisingly easily. I tried clenching but her will was too strong. She sunk in deep and I let out a loud gasp. She put a single hand on my lower back, as if to hold me down and stop me from squirming. I bit harder on that pillow, and then she sunk in deeper.

I had a cock in my ass: a real cock, deep in my asshole. It wasn’t something I ever wanted. It wasn’t even something I ever thought would happen—yet there I was, trying to control my breathing as my wife sunk in every last inch. “You’re so tight,” she said, rubbing my butt cheek with her free hand.

It didn’t hurt, though it felt like it should have hurt. I could feel my hole stretching and I could feel her rod sinking deeper and deeper, nearly touching my sternum—but it still didn’t hurt. Once my wife was inside of me completely, she stopped for a moment, as if to admire the view from up above. I heard her let a deep sigh of relief out and then she started to thrust in and out. And that’s when I felt something I’d never felt before: a tingling between my legs that was strong and getting stronger with every thrust. She was pegging my sweet spot, making my legs tremble, and making my heart pound faster and faster.

I started squirming, and then I started moaning. I dug my fingernails into the bed sheets and then I felt a pool of drool forming at the side of my mouth on my pillow. “Oh God,” I heard myself mutter.

She was breathing heavily, moaning slightly, squeezing and slapping my ass while she did so. At one point I even felt her spreading my butt cheeks wide, probably so she could get a better view of my sissy asshole being stuffed.

She made sure to pull out almost completely, so her tip was teasing my rim, and then she would plunge down until her pelvis was slapping my tush. I could feel that my ass was turning dark red, but it still didn’t hurt. “I’m going to come in you,” she said. And I wanted her to come. I wanted to feel her hot load inside of me so badly.

My own cock was rock hard, pressed firmly against the bed, throbbing and stretching as long as it could go. I squirmed, trying not to let my body succumb to the strong elation that was pulsing between my legs, but the more I tried to resist, the more intense that throbbing became. “Oh fuck,” Rey cried. “I’m coming. It’s coming. I’m so sorry.”

I felt her cock bloating up against my anal walls, and then I felt her hot load gushing deep inside of me. It felt good—too good. I ended up crying aloud and moaning and squirming, and then I felt a pool of warm goo forming around my cock as I unloaded my own climax onto the bed.

She rolled over and began catching her breath. She had a giant smile on her pink-cheeked face. She looked at me with glowing eyes and said, “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said. We kissed and then we both laughed. We both knew how absurd this all was, but we didn’t care because we were having fun and we were in love.

The next night, after our daughter went to sleep, Rey had me put on the wig again. This time she wanted me to wear the Playboy Bunny costume that had been in the back of the closet for almost a decade. I put it on, along with some fishnet stockings, and then we took turns sucking each other’s cocks, and then we took turns stuffing each other in the ass.

And after two weeks, we were still going strong, still looking forward to that time of night when our daughter was asleep so that we could be naughty adults in the privacy of our own bedroom. It was after two weeks that I checked Rey’s phone history and saw that she hadn’t been looking into escorts or even watching porn. I was finally satisfying her sexual needs all by myself, with a little help from a blonde wig and some makeup.

Then it was three weeks later when Rey got a call from one of her many doctors. “We just got a new product you might be interested in testing,” he said. “It’s made by the same company that makes Gendypnol. It’s called Femypnol, and the chemical makeup of the drug is almost the same.” He went on to explain that the drug was made for male to female transgenders who want to turn their cocks into real, working pussies.

Rey told me about the call, but she seemed strangely sad while she was telling me about it. “So I would have my regular body back, and all of my regular hormones,” she said with a pained smile.

“Is that not what you want?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess I’ll just miss this,” she said. “It’s been kind of fun. But it’s the right thing to do. I want to be able to wear a bikini and I want to maybe have another kid one day. So we should do this.”

I took her to the doctor to get the pill. He warned us that the symptoms would be the same as before: nausea, headaches, tiredness, and probably a few surprises. We took the pill home and had one last hard fuck before Rey took the pill into the bathroom to swallow it down with some water.

I had to go in after her, to see that the pill was really gone. I wasn’t sure she was really going to take it. She seemed so sad before when she was staring at the bottle, knowing that it meant the end of our gender swapping fun. But she was right: it needed to be done.

I was half-convinced that she’d secretly flushed the pill down the toilet, and that she was going to lie and tell me that it didn’t work. But then the next day came and the fever started. And then came the nausea, and then her cock was tiny and looking more like a big clit than a cock at all. She really took the pill, and we were really going to get our lives back.

And it was a week later when she finally asked if I wanted to fool around in the bedroom with her. We made out for a bit and then I sunk down and carefully pulled down her panties. A part of me was hoping that cock would still be there, so I could suck it and get it hard and make up come all over my face. But her pussy was back, looking exactly the way it looked before. I shouldn’t have been disappointed. I managed to force a smile. I went in and ate her out and I even managed to make her squirt just a little bit on my nose.

Then I mounted her and fucked a pussy for the first time in almost half a year. It felt good—nice and warm and wet and tight. But it just wasn’t the same. The sex was missing that flare of excitement. “Is everything okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “It’s great,” I said.

“You can stick it in my ass if you want,” she said with a big cute smile.

“No, that’s okay,” I said. I finished fucking her, leaving her with a warm, white creampie. We kept having sex each night, but it was getting harder and harder to make her come, and I was lasting longer and longer, feeling less aroused than ever before. Maybe I liked my wife with a cock. Maybe I wanted that cock back, even though it was weird and unnatural. Maybe I was a little bit gay—was that so wrong?

My wife called me up to the bedroom one night, after our daughter was asleep. I went into the bedroom and saw her laying there with nothing but a little crop top and a skirt. “Want to fool around?” she asked.

So I climbed up on the bed and started kissing her. She was strangely tense, keeping her body in one place and not rolling around nearly as much as usual. I didn’t think much of it. “Want to eat me out?” she asked.

I smiled and then I began to sink down. I sucked on her nipples for a minute on the way, and then I flipped up her skirt. And as I flipped her skirt up, she spread open her legs just enough to let her strap-on cock flip up. It took me by surprise—it looked so real. It even had the same bulging tip and thick veins that Rey had before she took that second pill. My heart started pounding with a strange excitement.

“I had my cock cast before I took that pill. It took a while for them to make it, but I think they did a good job, don’t you?”

I ran my fingers up the long shaft. It felt real. It even had a surprisingly realistic foreskin that could be pulled up and down. Rey moaned while I stroked it. I laughed. “What? Can you feel it too?” I asked.

She reached down and pulled on the dildo, revealing a backside that was pressed up her slit. “It’s got two ends. This end vibrated when that end is stimulated,” she said. I tested the toy out, grabbing it firmly and stroking it quickly. Rey squirmed and shuddered.

And I felt my eyes lighting up. She didn’t have her cock anymore, but maybe she didn’t need it. And maybe it was a good thing that she took that first pill by accident. We probably would have never discovered our love for bedroom role reversal. I would have never learned that I loved taking a thick, throbbing cock in my ass, and Rey would have never learned that she loved to dominate her husband in the bedroom.

I guess crazy things happen for a reason.

After she finished fucking me in the ass, I asked, “How bad are the symptoms of that pill?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s like having a bad cold for a week. It wasn’t so bad the second time, when I knew what was happening.”

“Maybe I could try having a pussy for a couple months,” I said. “That could be fun, right?”

Her face lit up. “I won’t stop you,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip. We kissed and then she pushed me down and made me suck her realistic strap-on, straight out of my ass.

THE END


GIMME SOME SUGAR

For years, Mickey has endured a friendship with Aro: a rich young man, used to getting everything he wants. As thanks for putting up with their difficult son, Aro’s parents have paid for Mickey to go on vacations, bought him brand new video game consoles, and now they’re even going to pay for his college… That is until Mickey makes the mistake of calling Aro a spoiled brat during a spat. Now Aro wants nothing to do with Mickey, even going to lengths to make sure Mickey is cut off from Aro’s rich parents.

Mickey was relying on that relationship for college. Without Aro, he is destined for a life of flipping burgers. But he has one other option: getting involved with Aro’s sister, Skylynn. She’s offbeat, bubbly, adventurous, and very promiscuous: the perfect girl if it wasn’t for the fact she was a boy just a few years before.


CHAPTER I

Platinum blonde bob, big, fake eyelashes, always wearing thigh-high stockings and short dresses and skirts: Aro’s sister, Skylynn, was an interesting character. She was in the grade below me, always sticking out from the hallway crowds in her bright white outfits, with her almost-white hair. She would twist while she walked, maybe just to make her skirt dance around her. It almost seemed as though she always had some candy sucker in her mouth, between her red lips—and those lips were always red.

She really was a character, in every sense of the word. I suspected she modelled herself after an actual character, maybe from some anime cartoon that I didn’t know about. Her outfit didn’t vary much, but when it did, the variations didn’t go unnoticed. One December morning, she came to school in a pair of thigh-high black boots instead of her normal white stockings and white heels combination. The boots were heeled, with tall platforms, making her a few inches taller than normal—but still shorter than most of her peers.

One spring afternoon I saw her outside of the school during lunch, eating alone but looking far from lonely. She was sitting up on the retaining wall built to hold up the parking lot. Her legs were dangling over the ledge and she was kicking them playfully, the way a toddler would kick her legs. She had big sunglasses—comically big, as if she was making her debut on the Real Housewives of Saskatoon or something.

I never saw her with friends. She was always by herself, always sitting alone during lunch and walking home alone after school. But she didn’t seem to mind the isolation. She certainly wasn’t friendless because she was shy. She was anything but shy. She was always teasing boys, always giggling and winking and flirting, making my friends red in the face. It was a few days before the summer break when she looked at me with that sucker in her mouth and she winked, making my heart stutter, even though I’d never thought of her in any romantic capacity before. She seemed to know what made guys tick, and what made them squirm.

Her brother, Aro, was my friend. Was he a good friend? Not particularly. Did I want to be his friend? Not particularly. Was his family incredibly rich? Definitely.

Aro, like his sister, was short and thin, with platinum blonde—almost white—scruffy hair. He was a bit weird, always laughing at comments that weren’t jokes, always jittering as if he’d just finished his ninth coffee of the morning. His mom and dad were the president and vice-president—respectively—of a massive oil and gas company. They lived in the biggest house in the entire city, but you wouldn’t know it existed because it was surrounded by acres of trees. Before I met Aro, I assumed that plot of land was a city park. It wasn’t until I was invited to his ninth birthday that I realized it was private property—which explained the iron gate around the thirty inner-city acres. The house was four stories tall, nestled within a tall, private forest. They had a heated swimming pool, which remained heated through the winter months. They had a gigantic jungle gym: four levels with three ball pits and a dozen different slides. They had a bouncy castle that was always running, always inflated, always ready to be bounced in, even though the kids were now on the verge of graduating high school.

Aro was a good friend to have, especially later into our schooling years. His parents let him drink, and they let him throw parties every few weeks while they retreated to their little three-story guest home on the far side of their property. His parents even paid for the liquor, apparently not caring that the people drinking the liquor would be underage.

Skylynn was always present at the parties, even though she was younger than all of Aro’s friends. She would just sit and watch with a smile on her face as guys got drunk and partied and splashed around in her pool. Sometimes guys would try hitting on her. She was cute, after all. Aro hated it, so of course there were guys who would hit on her just to get under Aro’s skin. I never dared to go near her, knowing how protective he was. I didn’t want to lose Aro as a friend, because being friends with Aro came with other perks.

His parents brought others and me on vacation with them. In the tenth grade, they took me to an expensive resort in Columbia. Brad Pitt was there. In the eleventh grade, I got to go to four different European countries. For Christmas, Aro got the new PlayStation, even though it wasn’t out in stores yet. To make sure Aro had friends to play with, I also got the new PlayStation. Aro would show up to school with a stack of video games, handing them out to his friends so he would have partners to play with. And that wasn’t all: Aro’s parents would often talk to me about paying for my college—something my own parents weren’t prepared to do. “We want to make sure Aro’s friends are well educated,” they said. “It’s important.”

I failed an important test once. My parents were mad at me, because I needed that grade for my college application. Then, the next week, I got a call from my teacher. My grade had been changed; the test result had been dropped. When I saw Aro’s parents the next weekend, they both winked at me, as if to let me know they pulled some strings.

So that’s why I put up with Aro’s strange personality. That’s why I put up with his seemingly random temper tantrums that should have ended around the age of four. That’s why I went to his house after school every now and then, just to watch him paint his figurines while being told, “Don’t touch anything, Mickey. Just watch.” He was a bit of a spoiled brat, but with a bit of endurance, I got to be a spoiled brat too.

It seemed like a great deal, but it all came crashing down one March afternoon. “You coming over after school?” Aro asked me during our final period class.

I shook my head. “I think I’m going to head home,” I said.

“What’s at home?”

“I’m just tired,” I said. “Didn’t sleep much, studying for that test. I think I’m just going to take it easy—maybe play some League of Legends.”

“Why don’t you come over and play?” he said. In his room he had four computers in a line, all loaded with the most popular games, all with expensive headsets and special gaming keyboards and mice and giant monitors, so he could have the occasional gaming party.

But I lived on the other end of town. I didn’t want to have to take the bus home afterwards, and I didn’t want to feel guilty when his parents had their driver take me home. So I politely said, “I think I’ll pass today.”

And Aro’s eyes narrowed. “What’s the matter? If you’re just going to be playing League anyway, why not come over?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just don’t want to today. What’s the big deal?”

“You have a problem with me?” He seemed to be on edge—more so than usual. I forced a smile and shook my head.

“I just want to go home, man. That’s it.”

“Just say it. You don’t want to hang out with me. You’re just a fair weather friend.”

I bit down on my tongue. The comment was rude. Maybe I was a fair weather friend, but I put up with a lot of his nonsense on a regular basis. I’d lost count of the number of times I sat in his room and watched him paint his expensive miniatures. I’d lost count of the number of times I’d lost competitive League of Legends games because he had a stupid strategy and I had to pretend like it was a good idea.

“Just admit it, Mickey. You’re only using me to get closer to my sister.” The comment took me by surprise, making my skin crawl. His sister? I never even thought about his sister. She was cute, but she wasn’t my type. She was far too quirky for me. I’d never been able to understand how her mind worked, and I always assumed she was just like her brother: spoiled and difficult to handle.

“Quit being a spoiled brat,” I said. And as soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted them. I watched as his face turned white and his eyes became wide. I knew he hated that word: ‘brat’. I knew how that word was able to crawl under his skin. There were others before me who made the mistake of using the word, and now those men were no longer in Aro’s life.

“What did you just say?” he asked softly.

“I just think you’re overreacting. I’m just tired. I want to go home for the evening. It’s not that big of a deal.”

“I said: what did you say to me?” His lips were pressed thin and his tongue was shifting from cheek to cheek.

“I called you a brat. Whatever, man. It’s not a big deal. You’re just being a bit of a spaz.”

He shook his head. “Forget it,” he said, and then he turned and walked away.

“Aro. C’mon, man,” I said. But he didn’t turn back to look at me. And the next day, he still wouldn’t look at me. I tried talking to him, but he just walked away. I figured it was just one of his extended tantrums, but this one didn’t end. For the next week, nothing changed. He stopped inviting me over. Two weeks later, it was the same issue. He started hanging out with different people. If I tried to get close to him, he would look at me with his narrowed eyes. I tried messaging him on Facebook—and that’s when I discovered that I’d been blocked, not just on Facebook but also on Instagram, SnapChat, and even on our messaging client. I tried to reach out to him on League of Legends, but he’d even deleted me there. Our friendship was over. My free ride was done. Now, a few months before graduation, I had no rich oil and gas moguls to pay for my college, or to pull strings to ensure that I got into the best possible school.

I’d made a massive mistake. I should have never called him a spoiled brat.


CHAPTER II

I was panicking. I could hardly sleep. I had no much invested in my friendship with Aro, and now that was all crumbling, just weeks before I needed it the most. What was I going to do? How was I going to pay for college? I’d been tentatively accepted to one of the best schools in the country—and one of the most expensive. It wasn’t an issue before. I had a way to pay for it before. Now, I had nothing. Now, it was looking like I was going to have to call the school and pull myself out. The early acceptance I got probably would have been revoked once the school got in touch with Aro’s parents anyway—once they stopped inflating my grades with their powerful connections.

My mom asked me, “What’s wrong with you? Why have you been acting so funny lately?”

I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. But I felt like I was about to drop dead. I could feel my blood pressure rising steadily, reaching danger zones. I couldn’t handle the stress. I couldn’t handle the uncertainty. Was it time to start looking into trade schools? For years I’d assumed I would get a top-notch degree with an amazing university: something to take me through law school. Now, I was wondering how I would pay for a year at the technical institute, so I could learn how to be a plumber.

I tossed and turned and groaned and I’ll admit: I even cried. I kept trying to reach out to Aro. I finally got close to him three weeks after our friendship split. “We should talk,” I said. Then he pointed to the nearest door and yelled, “Get away from me, you faker!”

My heart swirled into my stomach. His new friends stared at me, looking afraid and hopeful. So I just turned around and accepted my fate. I was doomed. My free ride truly was over, and now I had to face the reality of life. It was time to start accepting a reality that was within my means: the reality of debt and hard work and longs days without much sleep. I would never live on the nice side of town. I would be lucky to one day have a condo on the poor end of town, where I now lived with my poor parents, with three locks on every door because crime was always on the rise.

I was slumped over my desk one afternoon, unable to listen to my teacher. She was droning on about something to do with history, but it didn’t matter what she was saying because history wasn’t a prerequisite for any trade program. I was going through the options in my head: carpentry, plumbing, welding, or solar panel installation. The brochure for the solar panel program suggested it was going to be a big industry soon—but it wasn’t one yet. Was it worth the risk, or was it better to be safe and go into carpentry? I’d nearly failed shop class the year before—mostly because I just joked around the whole time, thinking it was a waste of time because I was obviously going to be going to college and not trade school.

Now, I imagined myself pushing a piece of wood through a band saw. I imagined my fingers getting stuck in the blade, flying off in every direction while I screamed and sprayed blood all over my co-workers. I should have paid attention in that class.

Then I looked up and saw Skylynn staring at me. She had a smirk on her face. She winked and then she looked away. And then my heart skipped a beat.

It wasn’t an unusual gesture. Skylynn was always acting flirty and offbeat with everyone. But now I couldn’t help but wonder if I could use her. Maybe my free ride wasn’t lost just yet. Maybe I could convince Skylynn to take me into her home and into her parents’ financial safety net. Maybe I could be her boyfriend for a few years, until school was paid off and I had my law degree in my back pocket.

The bell rang. I watched her as she sprang up from her seat, her little skirt bouncing and exposing her pale thighs. She was the only student in the school allowed to wear skirts that were shorter than knee-length—probably because the faculty was afraid of her parents.

I followed her out of the classroom from a distance. I watched her as she skipped down the hall, minding her own business, occasionally turning her head to smile at random boys. Then I watched as the faces of the boys turned red, their shoulders tensing up to their ears. I heard her giggle, as if she enjoyed making faces turn red. She seemed to like being a flirtatious oddity.

She retrieved her childish lunchbox from her locker and then she went outside, to sit on the retaining wall over the parking lot, dangling her feet in the air as she enjoyed her alone time. My heart was buzzing as I watched her from behind, trying to think of how I could weasel myself into her life and into her parents’ bank account. I took a deep breath and started towards her. As I got close, I heard that she was humming a tune.

“Hey, Skylynn,” I said.

She turned and looked at me with a smile, peering over the top of her big sunglasses. She said nothing back, as if she was waiting for me to get to the point.

“How are you doing today?” I asked, forcing an awkward smile.

She nodded her head. “I heard what you said to my brother,” she said.

I bit down on my tongue, quickly realizing I probably had lost my chance of being a friend of her family. I nodded my head and shrugged my shoulders. “Right. I—uh—it kind of just came out.”

She giggled. “It’s true. He acts like a brat,” she said. “I’m glad you finally told him. I think he really believed it, coming from you.” She turned back around and continued to kick her legs, as if our conversation was over.

So I stepped forward and took a seat next to her, looking down at the parking lot, which now seemed very far down: far enough that the fall could mean broken legs. “I didn’t mean to offend him. I was just tired.”

She looked over at me. “So did you mean it or not?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. I thought about lying, hoping the message would get back to Aro, but I knew that the truth was obvious on my face—even to a girl who was steeped in a fantasy world where she was free of consequences and suffering of any kind. “I guess I meant it,” I said.

Her lips curled into a big smile. “Good,” she said. “I like your honesty. He’s a brat.”

I nodded my head. Maybe they weren’t as close as I thought. Maybe ragging on Aro was my way into Skylynn’s heart. “So, Skylynn—what kind of things are you into?”

“Call me Sky,” she said. “I like lots of things. I really like people watching. Do you ever watch people?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “As much as anyone else, I guess.”

“The trick is to really watch them—stare at them, and don’t worry if they stare back. It’s fun. The game is to try and figure out what they’re thinking. Here—look at this guy.” A man came out from the school, holding his backpack at his side. His gaze was glued to his feet and he seemed to be walking slowly. “What do you think he’s thinking?”

“I don’t know. Maybe he just failed a test he needed to pass to get into college.”

Sky shook her head. “No, no. You can tell that he’s thinking about a girl. He’s too afraid to ask her out to prom, and maybe someone else beat him to it, even though he’s been telling himself for weeks that he’s finally going to man up.”

I laughed. “I can see that,” I said.

“Now he’s going to call his cousin and ask her to be his date—but he’s going to ask her to pretend like she’s not his cousin, but just a girl from another school.”

“How can you tell that?” I asked, watching as the guy pulled out his phone.

“I can’t,” she said. “But it’s fun creating little stories. You create one.”

I looked at the guy and thought for a moment. He looked nervous, pacing back and forth now as he waited for the person he was calling to pick up. He scratched at the back of his neck and kicked a random rock on the ground. “Maybe he’s calling some gangster guy that he knows, to have the other guy beaten up—the guy that asked his crush out on a date. He’s been saving up his lunch money for months. He was going to spend it on the girl, but now he’s going to spend it on some muscle.”

Sky giggled. “That’s good. I can see that,” she said, now looking at me again.

“So who are you going to prom with?” I asked.

She bit her lip. “My prom isn’t until next year,” she said.

“Right. Of course,” I said.

“Why? Do you want me to go to your prom with you?” she asked, smirking. My heart fluttered. I’d known Sky for years, but I’d never talked to her before. If people saw us together, I knew Aro would be livid. Other people would think that I was a weirdo, going out with the chick who likes to dress up like strange characters. But how else would I get into her family’s money? What other option did I have?

“Would you go to prom with me?” I asked, clenching my teeth together in a desperate attempt to keep a smile on my face.

“Why don’t we hang out first? Come over to my place after school—and see if you really even like me.” She giggled, but the comment sat funny in my stomach. What was she inviting me over for? Was she suggesting we have sex before committing to prom? I’d never had sex before—I’d never even kissed a girl before. Was I willing to let Sky be my first, just so I could have a chance at getting into her parents’ money? Did I really want Sky to be my sugar momma? “Okay. I’ll meet you here after school,” I said.

She smiled and went back to her lunch, kicking her legs playfully, bouncing them off the cement barricade.


CHAPTER III

She was sitting in the same spot when I stepped out from the school. I walked around and sat down next to her and asked, “Ready to go?” I looked around for the car. Aro was always being picked up by one of his parents’ drivers. I’d always assumed Skylynn had her own driver, but now, there were no shiny black cars in sight.

She hopped up to her feet, precariously on the edge of that barricade. “Let’s go.” I got up and followed her as she skipped and swayed, letting her skirt dance around her. She seemed to like being animated, making heads turn, making people wonder if she was completely sane. I have to admit: I felt a bit embarrassed walking with her, knowing people were staring at us, knowing my classmates were wondering what I was doing with her.

But I couldn’t let her think that I was just using her. I didn’t want to end up in the same place I ended up with Aro, being called a fair weather friend and being dumped in a fickle instant. So I reached down and I grabbed her hand, slipping my fingers between hers. She looked down at my hand and then up at me. “You worried I’m going to fall or something?” she asked.

I could feel the blood rushing into my cheeks. “I’m just holding your hand,” I said.

“Why? Do you love me?” she asked with a teasing voice. Now the blood was really rushing into my face.

“Can’t a guy just hold a girl’s hand?” I asked, letting a nervous laugh slip. She squeezed my hand tight and began to sway it back and forth. I could feel my body tensing. “Where are we going?” I asked.

We stopped walking suddenly. “Here,” she said. It was a moment before I realized we were standing at a bus stop. The bus came a minute later, and we got on. She flashed her bus pass, I had to pay the fare: only a couple of bucks. Then she sat down, acting as if it wasn’t strange. She had access to personal drivers and all the money in the world, but there she was, sitting on the bus with her bus pass. Aro didn’t have a bus pass. Aro wouldn’t have been caught dead riding the bus.

“Are we going somewhere?” I asked.

“Home,” she said, looking at me strangely.

I’d always assumed Skylynn was just as rotten as her brother. Maybe I was wrong. Maybe she was grounded, somehow. Maybe she grew up watching her brat of a brother and decided to go in the other direction. It was a twenty-minute bus ride. We were dropped off a few blocks from the gate of her property. This time she grabbed my hand. She swayed it back and forth while we walked. Then we reached her gate and she looked up at me with a smile. “So how much do you know about me?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I don’t know a lot,” I said.

“Do you know anything?” she asked.

I had to think about it. I really knew nothing about her, aside from the fact that she was Aro’s brother. “I assume you’re into anime,” I said.

She giggled and shook her head. “No. Why would you assume that?”

“You look like an anime character,” I said.

“I don’t know anything about anime. Don’t you like my fashion sense?”

I bit down on my tongue, feeling more embarrassed than ever. “You look cute.”

“Awe. That’s sweet.” She did a little twirl, making her skirt lift up into the air, showing off her firm, perky ass for a brief moment. I tried not to look, not wanting her to think that I was some sort of creep—but it was hard not to look.

We walked down the long pathway to her house: a pathway I’d walked many times before with Aro. We went into one of the side entrances of the house, down a hallway I didn’t know about, and into Sky’s room, which wasn’t where I thought it was. Her room was large and pink, but mostly empty, unlike her brother’s room. Aro had computers in his room, and a large theatre screen for watching movies, with two couches across from it. In the back corner of his room was another television screen, so he could have friends over to play multiple games at once. And then, of course, there was his table of miniatures, with shelves of paints and glues. But Sky’s room looked like a normal girl’s room: she had a bed, a big dresser, a closet, and that was it, except for the camera that sat idle on a tripod in the corner. Maybe she was into photography…

She jumped onto her bed and let her body bounce while she giggled. Then she looked at me and said, “Aren’t you going to ravage me?”

My heart skipped a beat. “R—Ravage you?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Spread my legs and take me,” she said, lifting up her skirt to show me the white of her panties.

Now there was a lump filling my throat. I was terrified. I’d never been with a woman. I’d only held one girl’s hand before hers. I nodded my head slowly. “Um,” I said as I thought. Then she started laughing.

“I’m screwing with you, Mickey,” she said. “Get a grip.” She sat up and bounced her legs against the side of her mattress. “What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “What do you normally do?” I was still trying to fight away the redness that was filling my face.

She had a big smirk on her face. “I do lots of things. So you never told me what you know about me.” She was staring into my eyes now.

I shook my head. “Like I said—I don’t really know much about you. Aro never talked about you. He always just told us to stay away from you or he would beat us up.” I laughed.

“Is that why you stayed away from me for so long?” She was still staring into my eyes, making my heart tremble.

I didn’t want to lie to her, but I didn’t want to tell her that I thought she was weird—though I had a feeling she wouldn’t find the term ‘weird’ at all offensive. In fact, I had a feeling she was going to be hard to offend, unlike her brother. She seemed to think everything was funny.

“Do you like me, Mickey? Or do you just like my family’s money. And be honest.” She leaned closer, still smirking.

I nodded my head and laughed nervously. “I like you. I mean—I don’t really know you, but I’ve always had a thing for you.” My heart stuttered and I bit down on my tongue painfully.

“And Aro never told you about me?” she said.

I shook my head. “What about you?”

“That I used to be his brother.” Now her smirk was bigger than ever: a hilarious joke. She was waiting for me to crack, so I cracked. I laughed and shook my head.

“You’ve got a good sense of humour.”

“Who said I’m joking?” she said.

Now my skin was tingling. The back of my neck was ice cold as I stood in the middle of her big, empty room. “What do you mean?” I said.

“I used to be a boy. That doesn’t bug you, does it? My parents are cool with it—they’ve always been cool with it. They even pick up my hormone pills from the pharmacy for me.”

I nodded my head slowly. She was so offbeat that it was hard to know if she was messing with me. She didn’t look like a boy. In the years she’d been going to my school, there had never been any rumours. So surely it was a joke. Surely she was trying to get me to feel nervous; she was successful.

“You’re cute,” I said, letting out another nervous laugh.

“Want me to prove it?” she said.

I laughed with no comment.

Then she lifted up her skirt, showing me her panties. She slipped her fragile fingers underneath the thin cotton, and then she tugged her panties aside, revealing a smooth, flaccid cock. I stared at it for a long moment, trying to decide if it was real or a prank. It wouldn’t put it past her to buy some realistic penis online. But when could she have slipped it into her panties? She’d only been away from me for a couple of hours at school between me asking her out to prom and this moment in her bedroom.

She grabbed it and pulled back her foreskin, proving that it was real. Then she put it back into her panties and dropped her skirt. “You don’t care, do you?” she said.

I was speechless, suddenly understanding of why Aro didn’t want anyone going near his sister. He didn’t want them to find out that she was trans. He didn’t want to be known as the guy with a trans sister. He wasn’t protecting her from creeps—he was protecting himself from embarrassment.

“What?” I said, trying to let the thoughts settle in my mind.

“You don’t care about the dick—do you? I’ll understand if it’s a deal breaker. I probably wouldn’t date a guy with a pussy—nothing personal if that’s what you’ve got.”

“It’s not,” I said.

She smiled, nodding her head. Now I was trying to figure out a polite way to leave, without offending her. How could I get out of this horrible situation, before her secret spread around the school and I became known as the guy who was going to prom with a tranny?

I opened my mouth to tell her I’d forgotten about some made up plan, but then she spoke. “My parents would be so happy if they found out I had a boyfriend.”

Was she bribing me, or was that just a random comment? Her words festered in my head. Money signs flashed in my eyes. My college dream suddenly came back into the picture. Maybe no one would ever find out that she was trans. She kept it a secret for this long—and there were only a few months left before graduation. Even if I could use her parents to get into a good school and pay for my first year—maybe I could figure the rest out with loans and a part-time job.

So I forced a smile. “It’s really not a big deal,” I said.

She bit her bottom lip. “Great,” she said. “Want to float in the pool with me?”

I didn’t have a pair of swim shorts, but she went to get a pair of her brother’s for me. Thankfully he was out at the movies with his new friends, so I didn’t have to worry about him screaming at me to take off his shorts. We went down to the pool. She pulled a large two-person floatie out from the pool shed, and then we spent the afternoon floating on the large pool.

She reached over and grabbed my hand, slipping her fingers through mine. But now that I knew those fingers were biologically male, my stomach didn’t sit right; it churned and gargled while my heart fluttered awkwardly. But I did my best to keep a smile on my face, and I did my best not to look down at her bikini bottoms, where she had her cock tucked back and her ball sack pushed into her body—it was the only way that her package wasn’t spilling out from her tight bottoms.

She asked me about college and I asked her about college. We talked about our goals and then we talked about the kinds of things we got up to as kids. She talked a lot about playing in the woods, and I couldn’t help but imagine the little boy version of herself, running in the forest. That boy was grown up now and I was holding his hand, struggling to make him think that I was romantically interested in him. It had only been an hour and I was struggling. How was I going to keep this up for years?

Her father came home from work. He walked through the courtyard and looked over at us on the floatie. “Hi dad!” Sky yelled.

“Hi sweetie,” he called back. He took an extra moment to look at me, realizing who I was and what I was doing with my hand in her hand. I caught him smiling before he went into the house, and then those money symbols started flashing again in my mind. Maybe I could keep this up for a few years. Maybe I could keep holding that hand and entertaining her offbeat conversations.

But what would I do when she wanted to take things further? What would I do when she wanted that first kiss? What would I do when she wanted to fool around in the bedroom? I had a lot to figure out, and a lot to endure to do if I was going to get my free ride through a good university.


CHAPTER IV

I only had one class with Sky: third period, three times per week. So I didn’t see her until the end of the day the next day. Admittedly, I’d put some effort into avoiding her in the hallways and during lunch. I even tried to slip out of the school before she got to her usual spot up on the cement barricade. But she was there when I emerged, so I had to engage.

I smiled and waved, and then she asked me if I wanted to hang out. I remembered the sight of her penis, firmly tucked in her panties. But I also remembered that college was only a possibility through her—unless I wanted to spend half a decade saving up money while flipping burgers, missing out on every decent party while living in my parents’ basement in an attempt to save a few bucks every month.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

It was hard to believe that my true motives weren’t obvious. She was smarter than her brother. She was more down to earth than her brother. It was even hard to believe that she came from the same parents. She grabbed my hand while we walked towards the mall, and I let her slip her fingers between mine, still with the image of that penis on my mind.

I tried to push that image out when that familiar question began to nag in my mind: what would I do once she wanted to get intimate? How long would it be before that desire for intimacy came up? Could I at least make it until the end of the summer, once I was settled in a good university? Maybe I could apply to a university on the other side of the country. Maybe I could get far away from Sky, so the risk of intimacy would never be an issue.

Though I knew her parents had a private jet. I’m sure they would happily ship Sky off every week to see her boyfriend. And if she was visiting, that meant sleeping in the same bed with nowhere to run. My stomach tossed and turned, and then I realized we were at the mall.

She wanted to try on clothes. I stood holding her purse, watching as she emerged and disappeared into changing rooms. She had a seriously strange fashion sense, picking the most peculiar outfits off of racks. She found a bright yellow raincoat; it seemed normal enough, until she referred to it as a ‘dress’. She took it into a changing room and then she came out wearing nothing but the raincoat. It didn’t even cover her entire bum, but she loved it. “Do you think it’s too small?” she asked.

“I think it could be a bit longer,” I said, trying not to look at her smooth thighs, which were nice—but I knew that they were male. Sure, she was taking hormone pills, which made her skin softer and her body hair thinner (before she shaved it away). The pills gave her breasts and a convincing voice. But those legs were still the same legs she had when she was a boy. Those pills weren’t doing anything to those legs. So was it gay to admire her legs? Her face was feminine—it didn’t seem gay to admire her face—or her hair, which was long and soft and styled nicely. Her chest literally had breasts, and surely no one would consider admiring any pair of breasts ‘gay’… But what about her legs?

She bought the raincoat, and then she bought a few more outfits. It was getting late and we were on our way out of the mall. I thought it was all over, and then she tugged my hand towards the lingerie store. “Pick something out for me,” she said with a big grin. She pulled me beyond the silk pyjamas and the sports bras, into the intimate area, filled with lacy garments and tight sex apparel. My heart stuttered and clenched. I forced an awkward smile and said, “I don’t really know what I’m looking at.”

She laughed. “What do you mean? You’ve never seen lingerie before?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—it’s all just fabric in a pile.”

“Well duh. I have to try it on first.” She picked up a few options and then she skipped over to the changing room. “Come on,” she said with her bubbly smile.

So I stood by the curtain and listened as her clothes hit the floor. Putting on the lingerie took time. I stood silently and awkwardly for what felt like an hour before she finally pulled back the curtain. I turned to her slowly, expecting the worst, expecting to see a manly body stuffed into feminine lingerie. But that wasn’t the case.

My face became hot. I stared at her curvy figure, now clad in tight lace, with black lines running over her bare hips and around her smooth thighs. Now I couldn’t look away from her thighs. When she did a little spin, my heart throbbed at the sight of her bum. My head was filled with confusion. My throat swelled, leaving me speechless. How could she be so hot? She looked like she belonged on the cover of Playboy magazine—but it didn’t seem possible. She was still a biological boy, was she not?

“Well? Do you like it?” she asked.

I nodded like a hungry dog.

She tried on three more tight outfits, all of which made my skin tingle. After the second one, I was already trying to hide my erection. In her third outfit, she jokingly bent over and said, “Don’t you just want to take me right now?” She giggled—but a part of me did want to grab her and bury my face between her perky butt cheeks. I wanted to stick my tongue into her tight asshole and then fuck her senselessly with my rock-hard cock.

And then I forced myself to look between her legs where that bulge was hardly hiding. I had to remind myself that I just wanted her family’s money and power. I didn’t actually want to sleep with a tranny. I couldn’t live with myself knowing I’d slept with a tranny. Or could I?

We took the haul back to her house. When we were in her bedroom, my heart swirled, being pulled in two directions. A part of me wanted her to put the new lingerie on. I wanted her to force herself on me, so I could have no choice but to sleep with her. Another part of me wanted to run before the idea of putting the lingerie on even crossed her mind. I needed to get home to splash some cold water on my face. I needed to clear my head and remind myself that I was straight—under all circumstances. If Aro found out I slept with his sister, he would surely tell the whole school her secret, just to ruin my life. It was bad enough already. I was already losing sleep, worried Aro would find out I was seeing his sister behind his back. Maybe that was already enough for him to blab to the school, to ruin my reputation along with his sister’s reputation.

She didn’t put the lingerie on, but she teased me. I sat down on her beanbag chair, and then she sat on my lap, nestling her bum against my crotch. It was her bare bum too—her skirt was short, hanging over my thighs. She leaned her back against my chest and said, “Don’t you ever just want to sit and do nothing? Activities are overrated.” I closed my eyes and focussed as hard as I could on willing away the excitement between my legs. I didn’t want her to feel me getting an erection. I didn’t want her getting the idea to make a move on me. I didn’t want anyone to know that I was attracted to a tranny—not even the tranny who was flirting with me.


CHAPTER V

It was a few days later when Aro saw us together, sitting by the pool in the courtyard. He stopped and stared at me for a minute with narrowing eyes. Then he pointed at me and yelled, “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Calm down, Aro,” Sky called back.

“Don’t tell me to calm down. Did I not tell you about him?”

“Mind your own business,” Sky said, without sitting up from her comfortably reclined position.

Aro stood in silence for a moment before storming off. I didn’t see him again that afternoon, but he remained in my thoughts. I found myself on Facebook, refreshing my newsfeed constantly, worried he was about to make a new public post: ‘My sister is actually a boy and she’s sleeping with Mickey!’ Sky didn’t seem at all worried. She continued lounging, even reaching over casually to hold my hand. I was nervous taking that hand, nervous Aro would come back out and see our hands locked together. As far as he knew, I was just friends with his sister. I didn’t want him knowing that his sister thought we were something more.

I saw Aro at school the next day. He glared at me with dark eyes, and he even shook his head slowly, as if to tell me that I’d broken a serious rule. Then I watched from across the room as his lips curled into a smile. He had a plan in his head and I knew I wasn’t the beneficiary.

My stomach growled. I tried to act calm. I was good at talking my way out of awkward situations. If he started gossiping, I could easily settle tensions. After all, I hadn’t slept with Sky. We hadn’t even kissed. And no one needed to know about the handholding.

Sky jumped on my back when I was at my locker at the end of the day. She wrapped her arms around my neck and filled my nostrils with her amazing perfume—a perfume that was probably worth more than every allowance I’d ever received, combined. I could feel the heads of my fellow students turning towards us. I could almost hear them gossiping. Our relationship was quickly becoming a public affair, with just a couple of months before that graduation finish line.

“You coming over?” she asked with her flirty voice, insinuating sex, talking loud enough to make me blush.

“Sure,” I said.

She hopped off my back. “Sure? Don’t sound too excited,” she said.

I laughed, trying to pretend like I didn’t notice the faces still turned our way: my friends trying to figure out what was happening.

She reached down and grabbed my hand. “Then let’s go,” she said with a big bubbly smile. Now it was a matter of time before the rumour spread through the school. Soon, everyone would know that we were an item. Now, my fate was in Aro’s hands. Would he tell the school that Sky had a cock or would he keep his mouth shut? Did he hate me more than he loved his sister?

We went to the bus—no mall strolling or park wandering or people watching—we were heading straight to her house, even though it was a nice day. “What do you want to do?” I asked.

She replied with a smile, making my nerves tingle.

I laughed nervously. “Just want to hang out?” I asked, playing dumb.

She giggled. “You’re cute,” she said. It seemed like no time at all before we were at her stop. And then we were suddenly walking up to her house, in her hallway, standing in her bedroom. My mind was twirling in fast circles. My stomach churned and groaned. I managed to force a smile while she skipped over to her closet.

“You want to hang out at the pool?” I asked.

“Aro told me your secret,” she said with a big grin in her voice. Her back was to me now as she dug through her closet.

“My secret?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “But don’t worry. It’s nothing we can’t fix.”

“What’s my secret?” I asked.

Then she suddenly turned to me holding that tight black lacy jumper. “You’re a virgin,” she said.

I felt the blood drain from my face. I laughed and opened my mouth to tell her that it was a lie, but no words came out. It wasn’t a lie: I was a virgin, but I didn’t want her knowing that. And I certainly didn’t want her ‘fixing’ it. I wanted to lose my virginity to a girl. Everyone says that you always remember your first time. I didn’t want to spend my life remembering a cock that didn’t belong and a girl I didn’t actually have feelings for.

She got changed in front of me, keeping her back to me, so I couldn’t see her cock or ball sack while she squeezed her body into the tight jumper. I got to see her tight ass and her long, perfect legs before she turned to me, now with her cock hidden away. My legs trembled. She was beautiful, but that didn’t make my situation any better. If anything, it made everything so much worse. I laughed again, not sure what else to do.

“So first, we’re supposed to kiss,” she said, stepping towards me. I held my hands out to stop her.

“Wait,” I said, fighting words past the lump in my throat. “Isn’t this moving kind of fast?”

She shook her head. “You’ll never feel ready, Mickey. Let’s get it out of the way—get it out of your system. You know—not to make you feel embarrassed—I could tell that you were a virgin. It’s really obvious, in a cute way.”

Now redness was filling my face. I bit down on my tongue. “I just don’t think I’m ready.”

“Put your hands on me,” she said. She reached out for my wrists and pulled my hands onto her sides. Her body was warm and soft. I let another nervous laugh slip as she put her hands on me. “Do you want to feel my boobs?” she asked.

I bit down hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. “Maybe we should wait until prom,” I said.

“You’re silly,” she said. She took my hands and brought them up to her chest. I’d never felt breasts before, but hers felt amazing. They were soft and squishy and she moaned gently when I squeezed them. I even let a moan slip in my tense nervousness. “Just relax,” she said.

I kept thinking about her family’s money: their mansion, their swimming pool, their private jet. I imagined the college campus, I imagined having a bank account without red numbers everywhere. All I had to do was entertain Skylynn.

So I squeezed her tits and made her moan. Then she turned me around and pushed me onto her bed. She sat down on my lap and pressed her lips against mine. Her tongue penetrated my mouth. Her lips were plump and soft—maybe from the hormones, maybe from an injection, or maybe that’s just the way her boy lips were. I tried not to think about the masculine possibility, but I couldn’t shake it from my mind. My hands were trembling now as I felt her perky nipples against my palms. Oh God, what was I doing? Why was I allowing this to happen?

She reached down with both hands and managed to do away with my belt, unzipping my fly with a quick tug. She giggled as she reached into my pants and wrapped her fingers around my stiff cock. I hated that I was erect, and I hated that she was feeling my aroused member. Now she knew that I was attracted to her—she knew that I was weak.

She pulled it out and stroked it while giggling. She couldn’t stop giggling, as if my cock was hilarious. “What is it?” I asked.

“I’m bigger than you,” she said. And I felt my face turn the darkest shade of red—maybe the darkest shade it had ever been. I felt like I was on the verge of fainting—not entirely sure I wasn’t stuck in some strange dreamlike nightmare. She let go of my cock for a short moment—just enough time to spit into the palm of her hand before reaching back down to coat the length of my shaft. She spread her spit up and down before reaching to pull her lingerie to the side, to expose her asshole. It was really about to happen: I was really about to lose my virginity, and I was doing nothing to stop it.

Maybe I wanted to lose my virginity. Maybe I wanted to feel my cock inside of her asshole. But how could I live with myself? What would I do if Aro found out? Would I have to beg him not to tell anyone? Would he become furious and determined to ruin me at all costs?

She stood my cock up and nestled my tip between her butt cheeks. She giggled again and looked into my eyes. “Want to know something?” she asked.

“What’s that?” I said. My voice cracked. I could hardly speak.

“I’m a virgin too,” she said with another giggle. Then she sat down, penetrating herself with my cock. She gasped and her eyes widened, and then she giggled once more. “Not anymore, I guess.”

I couldn’t help but let a laugh of my own slip, though my stomach was still churning with a combination of terror and confusion. As she lowered herself down, I felt her bulge press against my pelvis. I could feel the squishiness of her cramped ball sack—or maybe it was her folded back cock. I tried to focus on another part of her body, grabbing her tits with my hands and feeling her perky nipples. But I even knew that her nipples were technically male nipples, unless she had some sort of rich person nipple transplant—which seemed unlikely if it was even possible.

She sunk down until her bum was pressed against my lap. Then she started to bounce. She didn’t start slow: she went straight into hopping like a bunny, giggling while she moved up and down, putting her hands on my shoulders for support. But the giggling was slowly turning into moaning. Her legs would tense up and tremble and then she would continue bouncing.

“Fuck, that feels good,” she said. She let out a soft whimper. Then she looked down and her cheeks turned red. I looked down to see what she was seeing, and it wasn’t hard to see: she had an erection bulging against her tight lace bottoms.

I looked away quickly, pretending like I noticed nothing. My plan was now to just pretend like I was fucking a girl. I would keep telling myself that she was a girl, and pray that in ten years, I would remember my first time as being with a girl. I kept squeezing her tits while she bounced up and down.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” she groaned, speeding up her bouncing, which hardly seemed possible. She planted her knees down next to me and started twerking her ass to make each penetration faster. “Oh God!” she screamed, apparently not worried anyone in the house would hear. I closed my eyes and hoped Aro wasn’t home.

Then I felt something warm and wet. I looked down and saw white goo oozing out the sides of her lingerie. It was coming down onto my lap. Somehow I made her cum, without even touching her, without even seeing her cock. She was unloading a big load, and now it was on me, making it very difficult to think of her as a fully biological woman.

The cum should have been a turnoff, but instead it made me more aroused than ever. I found myself clenching her by the sides and thrusting up into her tight asshole. My cock was tingling all over: bloating and getting ready to explode inside of her body. I clenched and groaned and then I came inside of her, letting out my own little battle cry. She squirmed and moaned and then she stood up and tried to clench her hole shut so the cum wouldn’t spill out all over me and her bed. She reset her lingerie and then stumbled slightly. Her cheeks were red.

“That was… amazing,” she said.

I nodded in agreement.

“I guess you don’t need a big dick to be a great fuck.” She giggled, leaving me curious to know how big she was. I’d seen her flaccid cock. It looked normal—maybe a bit bigger than normal—but now I was thinking that she was hiding a massive cock: something that could grow far beyond what I thought was possible. The thought of her cock was intimidating, but I kept telling myself that I would never see it. It would remain out of sight until our relationship was over.

“Want to go to the pool?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

I had a pair of my own swim trunks in my bag, which I now brought to school with me every day, so I didn’t have to use Aro’s swim trunks. Aro came out while we were by the pool. He glared at me while I was holding his sister’s hand. My heart stumbled. The thought of being outed at school was still a very real terror in my mind—and it was starting to seem like an inevitability. I needed to find a way to make Aro think that I wasn’t sleeping with his sister, and that I would never dream of sleeping with a tranny.


CHAPTER VI

I was in the bathroom the next day, running late for my second period class, when Sky came up behind me. She wrapped her arms around me and said, “I found you!”

My heart stammered. “You shouldn’t be in here,” I said.

“Why not? I’ve got a penis,” she said with a giggle. Then she reached down and pushed her fingers down the front of my pants. I became frozen, trying to figure out a way to politely tell her to let go of me so I could get to class. But what was more important? Entertaining her or getting to class? I needed the good grades, but the only way I was going to get them was through Skylynn.

She grabbed my cock and squeezed it. “I’m horny,” she said. “Don’t judge me.” She pulled my cock out and started to massage it, getting it hard as we stood in front of the mirror. I looked over at the door. The door wasn’t even locked. Anyone could come in that door and see her giving me a reach-around. But her hand felt good: she knew just where to rub, probably because she had her own tool to practise on.

She pumped and stroked until I was rock hard, and then she started beating me quickly. “Come for me, Mickey,” she said. “Let’s make a mess of this counter.”

I squirmed. It felt so good, but my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I was late for class and we were in a bathroom that was dab in the middle of the school. This was a recipe for disaster.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then the tingling in the tip of my cock became overwhelming. I came, groaning loudly. Cum spewed all over the counter. She didn’t finish me off. Instead, she let go of me the moment cum started coming out. She backed up and giggled while I squirmed in a strange state of pleasure and discomfort. It would have felt so much better had she just held on. I put my cock away and I grabbed a wad of paper towels to clean up the mess. “I’m so late,” I said.

“Me too. See you later.” She slapped me on the ass and then skipped off, leaving me alone with my mess and my pounding heart. But that wasn’t the only time that afternoon that she put me in a terribly awkward position.

During lunch she came up to me and whispered in my ear, “I came while thinking about you.”

I smiled and nodded. “Really?” I said, worried she wasn’t whispering quietly enough, seeing as people were around.

She nodded her head with a big grin on her face. Then she wiped her hand on the middle of my chest. It was a moment before I realized she’d wiped cum on me. “If anyone asks, just say you spilled your lunch.” She covered her mouth while she giggled. And it really was cum—I could smell it. During my next couple of classes, I got a few weird looks. I could feel my face turning red when I told people that I accidentally spilled my yogurt on myself. I felt so humiliated whenever anyone looked over at me. And when Aro looked at me, my head would become light and I felt like I was about to pass out.

I changed the moment I had a shirt to change into, and then I found myself standing in front of the mirror, staring at myself, trying to figure out what the hell I was doing with my life. Technically—biologically speaking—I was in a homosexual relationship. Sky couldn’t have kids and she had a penis. She wasn’t shy about coming and making jokes about her anatomy. Aside from the fact she looked and sounded like a girl, how was I not just in a gay relationship? What would my parents think if they found out?

She sent me messages that night, casually at first. We chatted about school and then we made plans to go to the mall, and then we started getting a bit flirty. Then, out of nowhere, she asked if I wanted to see a picture of her cock. I squirmed, pretending to have not received the message while I thought of the right answer: the answer that would get me out of seeing her cock. But I couldn’t think of anything. “How’s about you send me a picture of you,” I said.

It was a moment later when she sent me a picture of a watermelon. I stared at it for a long moment, laughing quietly to myself while trying to figure out why she sent a picture of a melon. And then I noticed the flesh-toned shaft at the bottom of the screen: her pelvis and the base of her erect cock. She’d carved a whole in the melon and she had her cock inside of it. My heart stuttered. Either the melon was small or her cock was thick—almost as thick as a pop can! 

I didn’t reply, but that didn’t stop her from sending a follow-up message five minutes later: a picture of the watermelon now without a cock. There was white goo billowing out from the hole she’d just finished fucking. And I couldn’t help but imagine my own asshole. Is that what she wanted to do to me? Was it just a matter of time before she wanted to switch positions? Would I be risking our relationship if I made it clear I only wanted to be on top?

She winked at me in the school hallway the next day. I thought about that watermelon and my heart stammered. I managed to smile back. She found me during lunch. “Why don’t you ever come out to our spot? Trying to ditch me?” she asked.

I looked into her eyes and found myself closer to telling her I just wanted her family’s money than ever before. Did I really want to go through this game? Did I really want to continue dangling my reputation on the line? Aro still hadn’t said anything, and maybe that mercy period was about to end. Every time he looked at me, I could tell he was closer. His grin was getting bigger and bigger, as if the wheels of my demise were already in motion.

But it was hard to turn Sky down. I could tell when she was horny. I knew what that glimmer in her eyes meant, and she had that glimmer now. “Let’s go back to my place,” she said, taking my hand and tugging me towards the bus stop. I followed her, filled with excitement and terror. I wanted to get her alone in her bedroom so I could relieve myself in her rear end, but I knew my day was coming. I knew I would soon be feeling her long shaft in my rear end.

She was feeling extra frisky that afternoon. She opened her curtains and took off her top and her skirt and her bra. Now, she was only wearing panties, which had a hole in the ass, designed for anal fucking. She walked over to her window, which looked down on the courtyard, and she pressed her chest against the glass. “Go ahead,” she said. “Fuck me.”

“But your parents are home,” I said. “What if they look up and see us?”

“That’s the whole fun of it, silly,” she said, perking out her bum to entice me over. My God, she really did have a nice ass: firm and perky—the type of ass girls spend months in gyms trying to get. I walked over and put my hands on her soft, warm, bare sides. I looked over her shoulder, down at the courtyard. What if Aro came out? It was a nice day: perfect for lounging by the pool, which was one of Aro’s favourite activities. What if he came out with his friends and they all saw Sky pressed against the glass with an erection bulging out from her panties?

“You really think this is a good idea?” I asked.

“No—it’s a terrible idea. That’s what makes it fun. Now fuck me,” she said.

I was already getting hard. The risk really did make the arousal much more intense, though I’m not sure why. Maybe she was turning me into some sort of adrenaline junky. Maybe we had more in common than I thought. Maybe the thrill of possibly getting caught was exactly what I wanted.

I took out my cock and I slicked it with my saliva. I rubbed it between her butt cheeks and then I pressed it into her body. She groaned. Then she reached down and pulled down her panties, pressing her cock against the glass. I only saw a glimpse of flesh before looking away. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Make me come on the glass,” she said.

I ran my hands down her smooth body. She was practically naked. Her hair was tied up, so I was essentially looking down at a man’s body. Yet still, my cock was rock hard and throbbing. I was aroused and trembling all over with excitement. Maybe I was a little bit gay. She wasn’t clad in pretty lingerie to create any illusions. She was a canvas of smooth skin with a tight hole for my pleasure.

I started pumping her. She was tight. She groaned and squirmed, squeaking her warm skin against the glass. “Fuck, that feels good,” she said. I kept pumping: harder and harder, faster and faster. I looked over her shoulders. Her father was down in the courtyard. He was on the phone, pacing up and down the length of the pool. All he had to do was tilt his head up to see us—and that would probably be the end of my free college tuition. I wanted to pull Sky away from the window, but I also didn’t want the pleasure to end. I wanted to keep my cock inside of that tight hole. I wanted to keep pumping. I wanted to cum inside of her and I wanted to watch her white load stream down the glass.

I sunk my fingertips into her, making her moan louder. How could her father not hear her moaning? How was he not looking up? My heart fluttered. I managed to pump even harder, groaning loudly. She was screaming now, clenching all over. Her thighs trembled. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s happening.” I had to look down to see it for myself: and there it was, her cock spewing cum onto the glass.

I couldn’t look away. My gaze was fixed: shocked and mesmerized. Her penis was long and smooth: certainly longer than mine, yet somehow strangely feminine. It looked so pristine, so slick, with the perfect, even curve throughout the whole shaft. Even her cum was strangely perfect: the perfect thickness and consistency, streaming down the glass at the perfect speed. My legs trembled and I groaned. Now I was coming, still unable to look away from her hard cock.

I was so mesmerized that I didn’t even notice her grabbing my hand. I didn’t notice she had grabbed me until she was curling my fingers around her shaft so that I could feel her warm, throbbing member. I groaned again. It felt nice. It was hard for me. As I stroked up, a glob of perfect cum slid onto my finger. My heart fluttered and a whimper slipped out from my lips.

Then I remembered her father was fifty feet away and seconds away from catching us. So I pulled Sky back, away from the window. We stumbled onto her bed. She giggled while the terror inside of me fluttered away. Then Sky rolled over, pressing her bare erection against my body as she looked into my eyes. “That was fun,” she said.

I wasn’t able to reply. I was only able to nod my head. “Yeah. It was,” I said. And I meant it—though I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Was it wrong that I liked fucking her? Was it bad that the it was the sight of her cock that pushed me over the edge and made me come like a teenager discovering masturbation for the first time? Now, my cum was oozing out from her butthole and dribbling down her thighs. She didn’t seem to mind. She even seemed to think it was a pleasant feeling, though I didn’t quite feel the same when it started to dribble down onto me—even dripping at one point with a big glob: my own cum that had been deep inside of her anus was now on my body.

She was staring into my eyes with a grin on her face, almost as if she was trying to read my mind—and maybe she was reading my mind. “What is it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Nothing,” she said. Maybe she didn’t want to admit that she could read minds. Maybe she didn’t want to admit that she knew that I was terrified of the feelings that were now swirling around in my heart. I wanted to fuck her again and I wanted to kiss her again. I wanted to feel her tongue wrapped around mine while our noses nestled together and her slick erection pressed against my abdomen. A few seconds later, that’s exactly what we were doing, making me even more nervous that she could read my mind.

There was a knock at the door. We both perked up. She rolled off of me and grabbed a silk kimono from a hanger on her closet door. I yanked my pants up and quickly fumbled with my belt buckle before she opened the door.

And there was Aro, staring into the bedroom with narrowed eyes and nothing to say. He looked from his sister to me and then back to his sister. He looked down at her body, which was only being covered by that thin kimono. “Mom wants to know if you’re going to be home tomorrow night,” he said with a scowl in his voice.

“Probably not,” Sky said.

He was silent for a moment, looking back at me. It must have been so obvious that we’d just fucked. I could feel redness filling my cheeks.

“Why not?” he asked.

“I think we’re going to go out,” Sky said, even though that wasn’t something we’d talked about.

Aro’s eyes narrowed further. He looked at me and suddenly smirked, and then he turned and walked away, leaving me with a rumbling in my gut. Sky closed the door and skipped back over to me. She dropped her kimono onto the ground and then threw her naked body back on top of me. I liked the feeling of that naked body, but I didn’t like the feeling that was now swelling inside of my chest: a feeling I could only describe as dread.


CHAPTER VII

I did my best to pretend like I didn’t notice Aro staring at me all day. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that little smirk whenever he was around. He was planning something and I knew I wasn’t going to like it. So naturally, I wasn’t paying attention during any of my classes. Instead, I found myself trying to think of a way to beg him to spare me, to beg him for forgiveness. Though I had a feeling he would never forgive me for calling him a spoiled brat.

Just how evil was Aro? Would he really ruin his sister’s reputation just to attack an enemy? Was ruining me really worth ruining a member of his own family?

I tried slipping out of school early that afternoon so that I could avoid Sky, so I could get home where it was quiet, where I could clear my mind and come up with a solution to a problem that was growing bigger by the second. But somehow, Sky knew I left early, even though we weren’t in the same last period class. She caught up to me as I was just about to pass through the school’s front doors. She grabbed me by the arm, making me jump. “Where you going?” she asked.

I couldn’t help but think that she was stalking me. It was very possible that she was borderline crazy—though in a weird way I liked that about her. “I got out of class early,” I said.

“I though we were going to hang out this afternoon,” she said.

And now I was locked in. I failed to escape, so I was stuck with her: with her beautiful body and her aggressive horniness. I loved that beauty and I loved that horniness, but I needed my alone time. I needed time to figure out a survival plan. That plan was going to have to wait. We left school early together. We got on the bus and went to her place. She took my hand as we approached her front door, and then she led me down the hallway: the opposite direction from her bedroom. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“Aro’s room,” she said.

“Why?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just for fun.”

Now I could see his door: a door I hadn’t seen since our big fight. It was closed and the room was quiet. Sky pushed it open and skipped inside, leaving me standing in the doorway, afraid to walk in. “Is this a good idea?” I asked.

“It’s a great idea,” she said. She was already taking off her clothes: pulling off her shirt, slipping down her panties, and throwing herself onto Aro’s bed. “Why are you just standing there?”

“Aro will be home soon,” I said.

She giggled. “Exactly. So why are you just standing there?”

My heart stammered and my legs trembled. I could see up her skirt: her long, smooth cock waiting to be rubbed and stroked and stimulated. I could see her plump, perky butt cheeks, pressed together, waiting to be spread apart and slapped and jiggled. And I could see Aro’s computer, where he always went right after school to play video games—where he would be in a matter of minutes. Aro already wanted me dead and he had the money and power to accomplish his goal—I didn’t need to give him one more excuse to want to ruin me.

“Well?” Sky said, raising up her knees and spreading her legs wider. She reached down and grabbed the base of her skirt, pulling it up, even though I could already see everything from my vantage point in the doorway.

Now my heart was ferociously pounding against my ribcage. I had to act quickly. I reached down for my belt and noticed my hands were violently shaking. My face was probably a dark shade of red—nearing purple. A part of me was worried that I would have a sudden heart attack and drop dead on Aro’s floor with my cock out.

I pulled down my pants. I climbed up on top of Sky and then I looked back at the doorway. “Are your parents home?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. Her parents’ bedroom was further down the hall. If her mom decided to make a trip to her room, she would see everything.

“I’ll just close the door,” I said, standing up.

“No. Leave it open. That’s half the fun,” she said, grabbing her cock and pulling on it: stretching it long with a clenched fist. I watched as her ball sack swelled, and then I climbed back on top of her.

She reached down and tugged my pants down to my knees. Then she put both of her hands on my ass and spread my cheeks wide. I laughed nervously. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought we could try something different,” she said, suddenly with a fingertip pressed against my asshole. My body froze and my skin became cold. I stared into her eyes as she grinned and pressed that finger into my hole. Then I gasped.

“I—I don’t want that,” I said.

“You’ll like it,” she said. She was using her free hand to stroke her cock now: getting herself erect so that she could stretch and humiliate me. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat.

“Seriously. I don’t think I want that.”

“You’ll never know unless you try it.”

She was already erect, already pressing her throbbing tip between my butt cheeks. And for some reason I wasn’t putting up a fight. I just remained frozen on top of her, staring into her eyes like a startled doe. I was about to be fucked in the ass. I’d never been fucked in the ass before—I’d never even stuck as much as a finger up my bum.

Her parents’ wealth flashed in front of my eyes. Just how badly did I want to go to a good college? Just how badly did I want to have a bright future? When I fucked her in the ass, she moaned and squirmed and spewed cum all over a window; so maybe it felt good. Maybe I just needed to relax and take her advice: give it a try before dismissing it.

But what if Aro walked in? What if he saw his sister’s long cock sliding in and out of my asshole? Was my scenario not bad enough already?

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I heard her giggling as she reached down, clasping her cock and guiding it into my butthole. I tried to relax, which was hard once her tip was inside of me. I groaned and strained and clenched. But I knew clenching was just going to delay matters. I needed to relax if I was going to have any chance of getting out of that room before Aro was home.

So I took a deep breath and forced my anus to relax. Suddenly, she penetrated me. Her cock was inside of me, sliding in deep, stretching out my hole. I gasped and clutched at Aro’s bed sheets. Sky giggled and then let a soft, elated whimper out from her lips. “You’re tight,” she said, as if I couldn’t tell.

I nodded my head, trying my best to remain relaxed, so there would be no delays. She sunk deeper and deeper and deeper. I didn’t think she had any length left to insert into me, and then somehow she pushed even deeper. Now I was groaning loudly, squirming on top of her body.

“You’re doing good,” she said before giggling again. “Just relax. Calm down.” She waited for me to be still, and then she started to gently pull back and push in, over and over. She was staring into my eyes with a gentle smile. There was something soothing about that smile: something calming and refreshing. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe it did kind of feel nice—almost like a massage that was happening inside of my body. I managed to relax my muscles. I let my body sink down on top of her. Then she took one of my hands and brought it to her chest. I squeezed her tit and felt even calmer.

“It’s nice, right?” she asked, sliding her long shaft in and out and in and out and in and out.

I nodded my head. A strange euphoria was brewing between my legs. That calmness washed over me and I allowed myself to moan. Her hands slid up and down my body, making my skin tingle warm. We kissed. Our tongues wrapped together. Her plump lips explored my face and then my neck. She started pumping faster. I groaned louder.

“Just like that,” I said as she began to hit my sweet spot. Now my cock was erect and tingling. I remembered her coming on the glass and I wondered if I would be able to do the same thing. “Don’t stop,” I said.

She giggled and took a deep breath. Her forehead was glistening with sweat now. I grasped the bed sheets firmly and continued to focus on that amazing euphoria swelling inside of me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I said.

“I’m going to come. I can’t hold on much longer,” she said.

“Just one more minute. Please,” I said. I was so close. I could feel my cock twitching and bouncing. I squirmed and moaned loudly, and I could feel her shaft bloating up inside of me. Oh God, I was so close! Was I going to come? Was I about to experience the amazing experience of coming from anal stimulation alone?

Then she came. I felt her warmth sputtering inside of me. I groaned and trembled as that euphoria pulsed intensely through me. She held me tightly, pulling me firmly against her body. A jolt ran through me and then I realized I was lying on top of wetness. I looked down and saw streaks of cum across her flipped skirt and her exposed torso.

I came! Now my head was spinning. It felt so good, but what did it mean? What did that cumshot say about me? Was I gay? Did I like being with Aro’s tranny sister?

Then I heard a door slamming across the house. Sky’s eyes widened and I froze. “What are you doing?” she said. “Get up!”

After five more seconds of horrible, tense silence, I sprung to life. I pulled up my pants and then Sky took my hand. She was still topless, still dripping with my cum. “There’s no time,” she said. We ran out of the room half naked. She had her clothes in her right hand and my hand in her left hand. We giggled as we ran through the house, down hallways I’d never explored before. We went up a flight of stairs and then down a flight of stairs, navigating around the rooms that were occupied by Sky’s parents and her parents’ staff. Finally, we ran into her bedroom and she shut the door. We both started giggling like little kids.

“That was close,” I said.

She winked at me before going to her closet to find a new outfit. I watched her as she stood up on her tippy toes to reach for a top on her top shelf. She was so cute, wearing nothing but her skirt, with her tight, firm body. I realized in that moment that I had real feelings for her. She wasn’t just a fun person to be around and she wasn’t just a fun hole to fuck. She was so much more. I was pretty sure that I was falling in love with her.


CHAPTER VIII

We spent the rest of that afternoon together, laying on the bed, talking while staring into each other’s eyes. It was around 6:00 PM when we ended up fooling around again. I reached down and massaged her cock until it was hard, and then I sunk down to suck her off until she came in my mouth. Then she went down on me, swallowed, and we went right back to talking as if nothing strange had happened. And it didn’t seem strange at the time, even though there was nothing normal about what we’d done. She was technically a man dressed up as a woman, and I’d just sucked that man’s cock and allowed him to suck mine. So why wasn’t I feeling anxious or regretful of filled with dread? Why was the only though on my mind how obsessed I was becoming with her beautiful face?

“I should probably head home,” I said, holding her hand for one last minute.

“We should do this again tomorrow,” she said. “And don’t try to sneak away this time.”

I laughed. “Okay. Sounds good.” We kissed one last time, and then I was on my way out. I slipped out the back door and began walking down the long driveway towards the big iron gate at the front of the property. Then I heard her running up behind me. Maybe to give me something I’d forgotten, or maybe to give me one last kiss before we parted for the night.

I turned around and then found myself shocked to see Aro jogging towards me. “Stop!” he called out. I hesitated for a moment, not sure whether to stop or to run away as fast as I could. Just a few hours earlier I’d taken a cock in my ass on his bed. What if he knew? What if he went into his room and could tell that we’d fooled around?

“W—What is it?” I asked. He stopped five feet short of me. I wasn’t sure what to do or say. It was the closest we’d been since our falling out.

“You can stop using my sister now. I’m sick of it.” His eyes were already narrowed and his face was tense, as if we were picking up our fight right where we left off.

“I’m not using your sister,” I said.

“Oh really? So you wouldn’t be coming over every day if my parents weren’t still going to pay for your college?” he asked.

I wavered, trembling awkwardly for a moment. Was it really so obvious? “I don’t care about that,” I said.

“Really? So it’s just a coincidence that you went years without even looking at my sister, and a few days after I tell you to get lost you’re suddenly her boyfriend? You’re so full of it. Do you really think that my parents will pay for your college just because you’re dating my sister? They know what you said to me, and they’re even madder about it than me. They aren’t paying for shit—whether you’re pretending to be her boyfriend or not.”

“What do you want, Aro?” I said, inching away from him as the steam rose higher and higher from his head.

“I just want to make it clear: you’re getting nothing from my parents.”

“Got it. Is that it? Can I get going now?” I said. I didn’t know whether or not to believe him. Surely his parents would make sure their daughter’s romantic interest was well off, right? If they really believed that we were going to end up together, they wouldn’t want me flipping burgers to support her, would they?

“One other thing. If you don’t break up with her tonight, then I’m telling everyone about you two tomorrow—first thing in the morning.”

My heart stumbled down into my stomach. “W—What do you mean?” I asked.

Now he was grinning. “You know exactly what I mean. I wish I didn’t have to do it, but I can either protect her from being made fun of or I can protect her from you. I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about it, and you’re definitely worse.”

“Don’t do it. That’s a cruel thing to do to your sister,” I said. I had the urge to grab him by the throat and squeeze the life out of him—but I resisted that urge.

He shrugged his shoulders. “She’ll survive. She’ll probably move schools—maybe to a private school where no one knows about her secret. She’ll have to get new friends, but she’ll survive. As for you—I’ll make sure that reputation follows you around wherever you go. Got it?”

I nodded my head. My legs were trembling—maybe from the sudden drop in temperature or maybe from the terror brewing inside of me… Maybe there was no actual drop in temperature.

“So go ahead. Take out your phone and text her. Break it off.”

I wavered again, and then shook my head. “I can’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to.”

He took a deep breath. “Do it or I’ll end you—I’ll even do it tonight. You’re one Facebook post away from being the laughing stock of the whole school.”

I shook my head again. “I just can’t do it.”

He took another deep breath as his face turned to a darker shade of red. “What do you want from me? I don’t want to do this to my sister. You want me to take you back? You want to be friends again? Fine. Then we’re friends again. I’ll tell my parents that I lied about what you said and I’ll make sure they pay for your school. Is that what you want? Just break it off with my sister. Quit getting her hopes up.” He held out his hand. I had to admit: the deal was a good one. It was my chance to get back on his family policy, back into his parents’ deep pockets. It was exactly what I wanted: exactly what I set out to accomplish from the start.

But was it really what I wanted now? Was the money and the college worth losing Skylynn over? I stared into Aro’s eyes. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and I squirmed. “I’ll pass,” I said. I didn’t take his hand. I turned around and walked away, and then last thing I heard him say was, “You’re going to regret this!”

Maybe he was right: maybe I was going to regret walking away from his sweet deal: free college, free vacations with his family, no debt as long as I could stop myself from using the term ‘spoiled brat’… What else could a young man want?

I wanted love. I was in love with Sky, even though I knew it meant the last few months of school were going to be painfully awkward. I wanted to be with her no matter what. I wanted to hold her hand, even if people were going to laugh at me.

I didn’t log onto Facebook that night to see if Aro really went through with it. Sky didn’t text me—either because she was dealing with the fallout of her nasty brother’s deed, or because she was tired from fucking all afternoon and she was asleep. I couldn’t sleep. Not because I was worried about what my life had in store for me—what people were going to say to me in the morning, and what I was going to do with my life—but because I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I couldn’t stop thinking of her beautiful face. I couldn’t stop remembering the feeling of her soft, warm skin. I wanted to be with her and I couldn’t wait to see her again.

She was consuming so much of my mind that I actually forgot about Aro’s evil intentions when I walked into the school the next day. It took me a few minutes to remember what Aro said he was going to do, and then I realized why people were staring at me with big smirks and wide eye. I looked around and knew that Aro made his Facebook post. My heart stammered: not because I was afraid of what people would say to me, but because I was afraid of what they were going to say—and do—to Sky.

I continued towards my locker, feeling the gazes of all my peers. I tried to ignore them, but they were hard to ignore—especially once I was sitting in the classroom, with twenty-five faces turned towards me.

Someone poked my left arm. I looked over and saw one of my classmates staring at me with a grin on his face. “What?” I said.

“I heard you’re dating a tranny,” he said with a snicker.

I nodded my head. “So what?”

Then I watched as his grin faded. His eyes narrowed and then his lips parted. Maybe he’d planned to say something else: some sort of punch line, but I didn’t provide him with the set up he was expecting. So he just looked away, flustered and confused. Then it happened again, ten minutes later. One of the girls said, “Do you suck her cock?”

“It’s none of your business,” I said, hardly feeling even a tiny bit fazed. And her reaction was the same: confused and flustered, as if it wasn’t the reaction she was expecting.

The looks continued until lunch, along with a few comments that failed to resonate. Then suddenly, the looks began to stop. The comments dried up, and by the end of the day, nothing seemed unusual. The bell rang and I hurried outside to see Sky sitting up on her usual perch. She had a smile on her face. I walked around and took the seat next to her. We got a few looks as we sat together, but they didn’t seem to matter.

“My brother was lying to you,” she said.

“About what?” I asked.

“My parents. I talked to them last night. My dad’s already sent an e-mail to dean of admissions for you, along with a blank cheque. My brother is just trying to scare you.”

My head was suddenly light as my chest fluttered. “Actually?” I said.

“Yeah. When my brother told my dad about your conversation outside, my dad told my brother to go to his room. He grounded him for the first time in fifteen years.” She started laughing. “You should have seen the look on his face—it was priceless.” She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “My parents like you, Mickey. But I think I like you more.”

I blushed and let a smile slip. “I like you. Actually, I love you.”

I stared into her eyes and watched her reaction to the words that had just left my mouth. Her eyes widened and her lips parted. Then her cheeks started to turn red. “You don’t mean that, do you?”

“Of course I do,” I said.

“You’re not just saying that?”

I shook my head. She bit down on her bottom lip and then she leaned forward and kissed me. “I love you, too,” she said.

I reached down and took her hand. We watched from our little perch as students filtered out from the school, looking up at us with confused faces—not sure how to process what they now knew and what they were now seeing. Then Aro came out and stopped as he looked up at us. The confusion on his face was even more staggering than the other faces. In that moment he looked defeated, as if he’d just been proved wrong, but he wasn’t upset about it.

We shared a kiss in front of him, and then he cracked a smile. Maybe he was happy to be wrong. Maybe he’d learned something from all of this: that he was a spoiled brat, but he didn’t have to be. Maybe he could just be happy for his friend and for his sister while being grateful for the amazing life that he had. I was grateful—I’d never been more grateful in my entire life.

THE END


BAE WATCH

Walter missed his opportunity to get a summer job and now no one is hiring. Had he known how much money lifeguards made, he would have applied before the pools opened for the summer. But he thinks he’s caught a lucky break: the pool near his house just happens to need a new lifeguard. Unfortunately, they’re only hiring female lifeguards because male lifeguards apparently make some women feel uncomfortable.

But on his way home, he comes across a gumball machine, adorned with a faded label: Wishing Gumballs. As a joke more than anything, Walter buys one and wishes he could be a lifeguard at the pool for the summer. And when he wakes up in the morning, his wish has come true.


CHAPTER I

As Walter walked up to the changing room of that outdoor pool, he didn’t know he was about to have one of the best days of his life, as well as one of the most disappointing.

He was a good swimmer and swam all the time competitively, so he was hesitant to head out to that pool when his buddies invited him to join them. He’d been up that morning at 5:00 AM swimming laps with his team, getting ready for an upcoming competition. His bones were still sore and the last thing he wanted to do was go swimming again. “It’ll be fun. I’ll even pay for your entry,” Marvin said over the phone, and Walter didn’t want to disappoint his buddies. So he grabbed his trunks and a towel and he headed down to the pool.

Had Marvin not paid for Walter’s entry, Walter wouldn’t have gone. It was $7 to get into the pool and his bank account balance was an even $0. His parents stopped giving him allowance. “You’re eighteen—an adult. Which adults do you know who get an allowance? If you want money, get a job,” his dad said to him.

So for the past couple of months, Walter had been a bum. He would tag along with his friends to the mall, but he would buy nothing. At first, his buddies would buy him bottles of Pepsi and the occasional lunch, just so he had something to do while they were out. But even his friends cut him off when their parents cut their allowances off.

Walter’s dad told Walter to get a job back in June and he should have listened. Back in June, there were still entry-level jobs up for grabs. Now there was nothing. Every position that Walter qualified for had been taken by college and high school students, trying to save up for their next semesters. Walter finally got around to applying at a café by his house, but he never even got called in for an interview. Sad.

But he had nothing to save up for. He’d graduated high school and he had no plans of going to college—not until he decided what he wanted to do. Right now, he just wanted to focus on his athletic career as a competitive swimmer. At least his parents were still paying for that…

He didn’t mind bumming around. If his friends wanted to buy him a Pepsi, then great. If they wanted to pay for him to go swimming—fantastic. If they didn’t want to give him anything, fair enough—they didn’t owe him anything. He was fine just following them around whenever they went places that didn’t have a cover fee, like the mall or the park or the playground they hung out at during the night, where they drank beer and smoked the occasional doobie.

It’s not like he didn’t try to get a job. He only applied at that little café because it was the only place that would give him an application. Everywhere else just looked at him and laughed. “We’re not hiring. Are you kidding? In this economy?” one shop owner said to him.

“You don’t even need someone to, like, sweep the floors or whatever?” Walter asked.

“Come back when the stock markets are up a good 20%.”

Walter couldn’t imagine how difficult his situation would be if he didn’t have his parents: a free place to stay, free food to eat, and so on. What do people who don’t have that kind of safety net do?

Walter wasn’t completely broke. His bank account may have been empty, but he did find a quarter on the sidewalk on his way to the pool. As he picked it up, he tried to think of what could still be bought for a quarter. Even when he was a little kid, a quarter wouldn’t do much. You had to find at least a few quarters to buy a candy bar—and now you would need at least a dozen quarters. He wondered if a quarter would even be enough to lock one of the lockers in the swimming pool’s changing room.

But as he stepped up to the changing room, he noticed a gumball machine next to the changing room door. It had a tall, skinny metal base and a hard clear plastic globe filled with gumballs. The globe was foggy with patches of dirty and the base was corroded with orange rust. The gumballs inside didn’t look terribly appetizing either, but what else was Walter supposed to do with that quarter?

He put the quarter in the little slot and began to twist the dial. It took a second for the dial to break free from its rusty grip—as if it had been five years since the last person used it. He watched as the quarter was pulled away into the mechanism, and then he heard the loud clunk as the gumball dropped down the metal chute. He reached in and grabbed it. He got an orange gumball.

He was about to plop it into his mouth and then he noticed the faded label on the gumball machine: ‘Wishing Gumballs’. He had to lean in close to read the small faded letters below the title. ‘Make a wish before chewing your magical wishing gumball!’

He thought it was stupid, but he still found himself trying to think of a wish before putting the gumball into his mouth. He didn’t want to waste the opportunity in the small chance that the gumball did indeed possess magical powers.

He was standing there, trying to think of something, when a hand slapped him on the shoulder. “Hey buddy,” Marvin’s voice said.

Walter turned around to see Marvin, already half-naked and ready to get into the pool. He had his shirt flung over his shoulder and his swim trunks already on. He’d put on some muscle since the last time Walter saw him without a shirt on—which must have been over a year ago. He was always bailing on hanging out because he was always going to the gym. Apparently the commitment had paid off.

But now Walter felt awkward. Walter was fit but he was skinny, and mostly bones. “The other guys are already in the pool. What are you doing standing here?” Marvin asked.

Walter slipped the gumball into his hoodie pocket, suddenly embarrassed by it. He didn’t want Marvin knowing that he was trying to think of a wish to make before chewing his silly piece of gum. “I was just about to get changed,” Walter said, and the two men went into the changing room.


CHAPTER II

It had been many years since Walter had been to a public outdoor pool. He couldn’t even remember the last time he swam for fun. When he stepped up to the edge of the pool, he wondered what he was supposed to do. There were no lanes to warm up in, and there wasn’t even a clear twenty-meter stretch without people in the way. Hardly anyone was even swimming! Most people were just wading, splashing one another, and shooting each other with water guns.

A game of water volleyball was occupying one whole side of the pool, but no one seemed to mind. The volleyball was the size of a yoga ball and there were fifteen players on each team.

But what Walter noticed more than anything were the girls.

There were girls everywhere, and they were nothing like the girls he swam with every morning. These girls weren’t wearing unflattering boxy one-piece suits that covered everything worth seeing. These girls were wearing skimpy bikinis. The one-pieces that were being worn around the pool were useless for actual swimming: cut so deep that any serious movements would shake titties loose. It seemed wrong to even call their outfits ‘swimming suits’. Waterproof lingerie was a more accurate term. And Walter loved it.

There were a couple of girls getting out from the pool as Walter walked up to the edge. They were both wearing white bikinis, and their tops were almost completely translucent, as if they were never meant to get wet. Walter tried to keep his eyes off of their breasts, but it was hard. Their nipples were perky from the cold water, and the girls were doing nothing to hide their beautiful breasts. “Hi,” one of them said to Walter with a strangely seductive voice. Or maybe that voice was just in his head. Maybe Walter just couldn’t imagine the girls with voices that weren’t straight out of a pornography movie.

He tried not to look at their asses as they walked away, but he failed. Their bikinis did nothing to hide their perfect, young bums. Suddenly, Walter found himself wishing he would have worn his competitive swimming speedo under his swimming trunks, so he would have a safety to hold his inevitable erection down.

Across the pool was a girl with massive tits. Walter wasn’t the only guy looking her way as she tried to adjust her massive rack in her tiny swimming suit. Her tits jiggled as her nipples teased the edge of the little suit. The girl was trying to get as much sun as possible on her skin.

Walter pulled his gaze away from the beauty and noticed his friends not too far away. They had their towels and bags set up in a small area. They were all drinking from white plastic water bottles. When Walter walked up, they tossed him a bottle. “Drink up before it gets warm,” Kyle said.

Walter thought it was a weird thing to say, until he took a sip and nearly spat it out. It was beer, not water. Walter liked beer as much as the next guy, but it was still a shock when he was expecting water. The other guys laughed. “Don’t waste good water,” Kyle said with a wink.

Obviously, drinking beer at the public pool was against the rules. But Walter was quickly learning that no one followed the rules. He looked around.

There were little kids at the pool as well, but none of them seemed to notice the degeneracy unfolding around them. They were too busy having fun, splashing around with their friends. And Walter wondered if it was the same when he was a kid. Were there always half-naked girls and stoned young men at the pools when he was young? He tried to remember, but could remember nothing but spraying his buddies with Super Soakers and screaming “Cannonball!” before jumping off the diving board—which a grown-up was doing now.

Water splashed everyone in and around the pool, but no one minded.

Walter finished his beer quickly. It tasted kind of gross coming out of that old plastic bottle, but Walter could handle gross beer. He was eighteen, after all. Kyle poured him another after looking around to make sure none of the lifeguards were looking. Walter looked around as well, to see if there were even any lifeguards on duty, and if so, what the hell were they being paid to do exactly?

There was a single lifeguard on duty, and Walter wasn’t surprised to see that she was paying no attention to the debauchery unfolding beneath her little tower. Water balloons were against the rules, as pieces of rubber could get stuck in the pool’s filters—but there were at least ten kids having a full-fledged water balloon fight. According to the rules (which were posted right next to Walter and his friends), bathing suits must full fully cover breasts and butts—but that rule was even being broken by the lifeguard, who had her red one-piece bathing suit hiked up so she could get more of a tan up her legs and her hips, and the top half was cut low enough that Walter could almost see the entire canyon between her plump breasts.

Walter wasn’t about to complain, though he was rubbed the wrong way knowing the young woman who looked to be asleep in her lifeguard tower was being paid while Walter couldn’t even get a crumby job at a café.

Walter went into the water for a bit. He played a bit of volleyball, shot his friends with a water gun and got shot with a water gun. He got out and had another beer. He roasted in the sun for a while and then he went and had some more fun in the water. Then he had another beer, and then another. And then he looked up at that pretty lifeguard and realized she hadn’t moved since before he arrived at the pool.

“Are you okay?” Walter called up to her. He was feeling a bit tipsy but he tried to hide his staggering so he would get himself and his friends kicked out.

She looked down at him slowly. “I’m great. Why do you ask?”

“Were you sleeping?” Walter asked.

“Resting my eyes,” she said. “Of course I would never sleep on the job.” She smirked as if it was all a big joke to her. But she really wasn’t necessary at that pool. If one of the kids started drowning, there were dozens of people who could dive in to help. It’s not like her weekend lifeguard course made her more qualified than, say, Walter, who was a trained swimmer, who could hold his breath for nearly three whole minutes under water, who knew CPR (it was required to learn CPR to be part of his swimming club).

“How much do you get paid?” Walter asked. He knew it was a disrespectful question to ask, but the alcohol in his system didn’t care.

The girl in the tower smile and shook her head. “Why do you ask?”

“I’m just curious. What’s the big deal?” Walter knew that he became a bit of jerk when he drank, but he’d been told before that his jerkiness was a bit endearing. People always thought he was being funnier the more bitter he became, as if it was all a performance. And maybe that was for the best.

“No big deal,” the girl said. “I make nineteen dollars an hour—twenty if I work an evening shift.”

Walter wasn’t expecting such a number. He was expecting to hear that the girl made minimum wage. Her job was so easy, and she was so young. Walter tried to think if he knew anyone who made that much money. Even his own mother didn’t make that much money at her job, and she’d been working the same job for fifteen years!

“Are you okay down there?” she asked after a moment of silence.

“Me? I’m fine,” Walter said, and he had to bite the edge of his tongue to keep his composure. He suddenly felt angry, but strangely inspired. This girl was doing nothing—acting completely negligent—and she was making over $150 each day. She got to tan and nap and probably even swim whenever she wanted—and she was being paid to do it! But what was stopping Walter from getting a job as a lifeguard? Maybe this was the universe trying to point Walter in the right direction. “Are you hiring?” Walter asked.

She laughed. “Yeah, I think they are, but I doubt they would hire you.”

Walter bit his tongue harder. “Why not? What’s wrong with me? I bet I can swim better than you.”

“Well, for one, you’re drunk. That’s never a great starting point.”

Walter felt his cheeks suddenly burning warm. He pressed his lips thin and forced a smile and a little laugh. “Drunk?” he said, and he forced another laugh. “Why do you think I’m drunk?”

“You and your friends have been drinking for the last three hours. You don’t think I’m totally oblivious, do you?”

“If you know we’re drinking, why aren’t you stopping us?”

“Because my job is to make sure everyone is safe while having fun. Being a little bit drunk isn’t the end of the world. You guys seem like you can handle yourselves. But if I tell you to dump out your drinks, then you aren’t having fun. If I tell those kids to stop throwing their water balloons, then their day is ruined. If I tell those girls to go and change into something more concealing, then they’ll probably just leave to go somewhere they can tan freely. If someone gets hurt, I’ll be there to help, and if someone is doing something dangerous, I’ll stop them.”

“You know the water balloons clog the filters,” Walter said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s someone else’s problem.” She turned her face back to the sun and closed her eyes. Walter looked around. He looked towards the changing rooms, and that’s when he noticed the sign on the office door: ‘Lifeguards wanted. Apply within.’


CHAPTER III

Lacy loved her job. The pay was great and the work was easy. She’d been working as a lifeguard at the public pool for three months and only twice did she actually have to do her job: once when a little kid fell into the deep end, and once when a full-grown adult fell into the deep end—apparently he never learned how to swim.

When it was busy, her job was even easier. No one ever came close to drowning because there was always someone within arm’s reach. People occasionally got hurt: stubbing their toes or scraping their shins or getting in fights. But that wasn’t Lacy’s problem. There was always a first aid person on duty in the office. All Lacy had to do was press the button on her walkie-talkie to alert the first aid person, who was also her manager.

Her job was to simply watch the pool and make sure no one was drowning. Occasionally she had to tell people to leave—that was the worst part of the job. She once had to tell two older kids to leave because they kept getting into fistfights over some girl who wasn’t even at the pool. She broke their fighting up twice, and then after the third time, a little girl found a tooth at the bottom of the pool, and Lacy realized it was time for the boys to leave.

And then there was the time she had to throw out the fifty-year-old man who was almost blackout drunk. He kept going up to girls and trying to rip their bikinis off of their chests. He refused to leave, but luckily there was a group of young men who were up to the task of dragging the drunk to the street.

Otherwise, Lacy’s job was quiet—unless you count the noise of dozens of kids and young men screaming and laughing and diving into the pool and splashing around. She learned quickly to tune all of that noise out. When she closed her eyes up on that lifeguard tower, she heard nothing but the occasional bird chirping in the sky and the very occasional cry for help from some kid or full-grown man who just fell into the deep end of the pool.

And honestly, the deep end wasn’t even that deep. If you couldn’t swim, you could always just walk about fifteen steps into the shallow end. But apparently some people panic when they become submerged and they don’t think rationally. And it’s good that there are some completely useless people out there—otherwise Lacy wouldn’t have had the best job in the world.

She had planned on relaxing that afternoon, while trying to blend out her tan lines by hiking her bathing suit up half an inch every half an hour or so, but she found herself distracted by the young man who was angry and a little bit drunk. He was a funny drunk though, so Lacy didn’t mind. He had some sort of grudge against her because of her job—maybe he was having a hard time finding a job of his own.

He was kind of cute with his messy brown hair and his thin, fit body. He was especially cute now, pacing around the pool, walking up to the manager’s office to look at that ‘now hiring’ sign, and then walking away, as if to deliberate. It had been a good fifteen minutes since he’d gone to join his friends in their little camp at the corner of the pool. Maybe he was trying to sober up before walking into the manager’s office to demand a job. The only time he stopped his frustrated pacing was when he bent over to pick a quarter up off of the ground.

Lacy would have told him that they were only hiring women but she enjoyed the free entertainment. Plus it was an argument she wasn’t interested in having, seeing as it wasn’t a decision she made or one she even agreed with.

It was a new rule, set in place that year: no male lifeguards. Apparently, male lifeguards could make women feel uncomfortable. When Lacy asked her manager why, he said that there had been some issues at another pool, where a woman was unconscious and a man performed CPR to save her life. Later, the woman complained that the man did not have consent to touch her, and she felt ‘abused’. “But women are fine with other women touching them, and no man will ever complain about a woman performing CPR on them. So it’s just easier this way,” Lacy’s manager said.

Lacy wasn’t surprised. There were some seriously crazy people out there. She was sure that crazy woman whose life was saved would have found a reason to complain regardless of what happened. She was probably already on her way to complain about something when she fell into the pool and nearly drowned. Oh well—it just meant more work for Lacy.

She watched as the angry and half-drunk young man stepped up to the manager’s door again. Making a bold statement, he snatched the ‘Now hiring’ sign off the door and took a deep breath. Then he stormed into the office, ready to demand his job.

Lacy climbed down from her tower. She wanted to hear this. The young man seemed like the reactive type, to put up a fight when things didn’t go his way. She walked up to the office and put her ear to the door. “Sorry, son. That’s just the rules,” she heard her manager saying.

“But the rules are stupid! Fuck the rules. I’m a better swimmer than any lifeguard you’ve ever had!”

It was exactly what Lacy had hoped to hear. A big smile crossed her face.

“Well we still are hiring men for the cleaning staff. We’re all staffed up now, but if you come around June next year, that’s usually when we do most of our hiring.”

“I don’t want to clean up garbage. I want to be a lifeguard. I would make the best lifeguard. Believe me. Just give me a chance.”

“Sorry, son. It’s not happening. Now do me a favour and put that sign back up on your way out. Here’s some tape.”

There was a silence. Lacy quickly darted back to her post. She climbed the ladder and got back into her seat before the young man emerged from the office with defeat all over his face. She thought the sight would be funny, but now she felt kind of bad as she watched him taping that sign back onto the door. It was a sad sight, and she could have prevented it. She had just ruined that guy’s day—and for what? A laugh?

“Hey!” she called out.

The man looked up, without much of an expression at all. He stood silently and waited for her to continue.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you they only hire girls,” Lacy said.

The man didn’t respond. He just stared up for a moment and then he walked towards the changing room to leave. She waited a few minutes, hoping that the guilt would pass, but it only became more overwhelming. So she hopped down from her tower and ran through the women’s changing room to the front entrance. She caught the young man as he was walking towards the street.

She watched as he stopped and reached into his pocket. He pulled something out and stared at it. And then he put it in his mouth.

“Hey!” Lacy yelled. “I really am sorry!”

He turned around. “Don’t worry about it,” he said.

“I was just teasing you. I didn’t think you were actually going to go into my manager’s office like that.”

“I said don’t worry about it.”

“I can make it up to you, but I have to be quick. Do you have five minutes?”

He stood there silently, waiting for her to go on.

“Here. Follow me. But you can’t tell anyone about this. Promise?” She turned and headed towards the break room, which was hardly ever used because no one ever took breaks. She looked back and saw that the young man was following her. “I’m Lacy, by the way.”

“Walter,” the man said.

“Nice to meet you, Walter. I’m going to suck your dick but you have to promise not to tell your friends. Okay?” She smiled as she watched Walter’s cheeks turn red. His eyes became wide and his lips parted.

“O—Okay,” he said.

She took his hand and pulled him into the break room, which was really just an old tool shed that had been converted.


CHAPTER IV

The shed was dark, but it seemed much bigger on the inside than it looked from outside. Walter had expected the shed to be filled with tools and cobwebs and bugs but it was actually impressively clean and open, with a couple of chairs and a little table and a mini-fridge filled with Coca-Cola and Sprite and Root Beer. There was one window in the small space, but it was either fogged or just dirty from years of dirt and dust.

Lacy reached up and grabbed a little string. She pulled it, turning on a swaying light bulb. “I swear I’m not usually this slutty,” Lacy said. “Sit down.” She pointed at one of the chairs.

But Walter hesitated. He looked around and felt suddenly cold and awkward. “Is this some sort of prank? Because if this is a prank, I’m not going to be happy.”

Lacy shook her head and motioned towards the chair again. “Sit down. I’m supposed to be working. We need to be fast. If you don’t come in, like, four minutes, then I’m just stopping and you can wank yourself off if you really want to finish. But first you have to sit down.”

Walter sat down, not wanting to waste his opportunity. For a second, he tried to remember if he wished for a blowjob before her ate that gumball. Wouldn’t that be wild? If he wished for a blowjob and then a pretty girl immediately emerged from the building and offered him a blowjob?

He unzipped his pants and slid them down to his knees. Lacy pulled them down the rest of the way. She was already on her knees. She quickly reached for his boxers and pulled them down. Walter lifted his hips off the chair so she could get them down, but then he froze, suddenly feeling incredibly vulnerable. He didn’t know this girl. He didn’t even know her as well as he knew the one-night stands he’d brought home in the past. He’d exchanged hardly a handful of words with this girl and he knew nothing about her, other than the fact she worked as a lifeguard for the local public pool.

She didn’t hesitate. She reached out and slipped her gentle fingers around his cock and began to massage it. He was already a bit hard from the idea of getting a blowjob, and now he was getting harder fast. But Walter just remained tense. He had the urge to reach down and cover his crotch, but he resisted the urge, knowing it would only delay things and then leave him with half a blowjob—and who wants just half of a blowjob?

So he forced himself to relax into the sofa chair. He looked down at her while she pulled on his cock. It felt nice, though her grip was maybe a bit too firm and she was pulling maybe a bit too hard. In her defence, she was in a rush—she was supposed to be watching the pool to make sure no one died.

“It’s normally bigger,” Walter suddenly had the urge to say.

Lacy laughed. “What?” she said.

“My dick—it’s smaller than usual because of the pool.” He felt his cheeks turning even redder. He wished he hadn’t said it at all.

“It’s not small,” Lacy said, still pulling on his cock, making it harder and harder.

“It’s usually bigger though. Forget I said anything.”

Lacy laughed and shook her head, and then she bent forward and pushed the cock through her lips. She started sucking. Her mouth was warm and wet. She pressed her lips firmly around his girth and used her tongue to tickle his tip.

“Fuck, that feels good. You really know what you’re doing,” Walter said, and then he watched as Lacy’s cheeks turned red. She looked suddenly embarrassed, so Walter said, “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean that in a bad way.” He wasn’t sure what she was so embarrassed about, but he knew it was something he had said.

“I swear I don’t ever do this. I just felt bad for embarrassing you earlier. I’m really not usually a slut,” she said, her cheeks becoming redder and redder by the second.

“Usually?” Walter said with a grin.

Lacy’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t have to suck your cock, you know.”

Walter shut his mouth and forced a smile. “Sorry,” he said. And then he watched as the beautiful lifeguard continued to suck his cock.

So maybe his wish didn’t come true right away—maybe he didn’t suddenly have his dream job as a lifeguard—but he had the next best thing: a fantastic blowjob from a beautiful lifeguard.

She used her hand to stimulate the base of his cock, in an attempt to bringing him to orgasm faster. He would have come already had he not masturbated before leaving the house for the pool. Now, he was trying to will himself to orgasm. He was trying to keep track of the passing minutes in his head, and he was pretty sure that his five were already up. He didn’t want to end up masturbating alone in the shed behind a public pool like some registered sex offender.

“Come already,” Lacy said. “Is something wrong?”

Walter shook his head. “No. Just don’t stop. It feels good.”

“I have maybe twenty seconds, so you’d better hurry up,” she said, as if it was something he could control.

“Show me your tits,” he said.

She paused for a moment and then shook her head. “Fine,” she said. She pulled the straps of her bathing suit over her shoulders and then she pulled out her tits. They were small but bouncy and perky. Her nipples were big—her areolas were almost half the size of her breasts.

“Can I feel them?” Walter asked with red cheeks.

“Yeah, but quickly,” she said. So he reached down and squeezed them. Her hard nipples felt miraculous against the palms of his hands.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and his orgasm came suddenly, without even a warning to himself. He shuddered and groaned and then he came. He didn’t realize that Lacy wasn’t ready, that she was looking over at the clock on the wall. She ended up getting two blasts to the side of the face. She tried to wince away from the third, but it ended up in her hair. So she tried to wince away in the other direction, but that shot got her on the forehead and dribbled down the side of her nose. The rest ended up in a pool on the sofa chair.

“Fucking hell!” Lacy said, standing up. She tried to wipe the cum away but she only ended up spreading it across her face. “A little warning would have been nice.”

“I’m sorry,” Walter said, his head light. He was still half in that euphoric state, his cock still drooling the last of his warm load.

“Is it in my hair? Oh God, it’s in my hair. What the hell am I supposed to do now?”

“Take a shower, I guess,” Walter said.

She looked at him with a scorn. “I’m supposed to be working. What would my manager think if I came out all wet from the shower?”

Walter just shrugged his shoulders. “Sorry,” he said again, as if it would make a difference.

Lacy looked around and spotted a baseball hat. She shook her head and the snatched the hat. “Now I have to work my last three hours with your dirty cum in my hair.” She put the hat on, covering Walter’s cum. Then she used a towel to clean her face.

“We should do this again sometime,” Walter said, standing up, and then he got that scorn again.

“Are you nuts? I only did this because I felt bad for you. And I’m serious about you keeping your mouth shut. If you go and tell your friends, I’ll make sure no girl ever sucks your dick again. Got it?”

Walter felt strangely turned on by Lacy’s sudden fiery temper. He always liked girls with a bit of edge, who weren’t afraid to dig their nails in when the time was right. He found himself smirking, thinking his lifeguard date was hotter than ever. She bent over slightly to slip the straps of her swimsuit back over her shoulders, and Walter took the opportunity to give her a smack on the bum. She turned around swiftly and gave him a slap on the face. “Watch it,” she said through clenched teeth. And Walter suddenly found her even more attractive: possibly the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

“Want to go out with me sometime?” he asked.

She stared at him with a dark scowl, as if she was about to slap him again. “When?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t work, so whenever,” he said.

“I’m free Wednesday,” she said, still with that scowl on her face.

“Wednesday is fine. There’s a new burger place by my house.”

“I’d prefer pizza.”

“Pizza it is. I’ll meet you here at, like, six?”

“Five thirty, and you better bring flowers.”

She stormed out of the little shed wearing her hat to cover Walter’s cum. And Walter felt like the luckiest man on the planet. Who cares if he didn’t have a job? There would be plenty of opportunities to find jobs. There were dozens of pools in the city—surely one of them would hire a man with his swimming experience. It was just a matter of time.

As he walked home with a smile on his face, he thought that maybe he didn’t need to waste his gumball wish on that very pool. He should have wished for something more practical, like a million dollars or a new PlayStation.

When he got home, he looked at himself in the mirror. He was still smiling and his cheeks were still red. He had to check his phone to see which day it was: it was Sunday. It’s funny how easy it is to lose track of the days of the week when the days of the week are completely meaningless. He had three days before his big date with the pretty lifeguard, which gave him three days to find the money to buy her some flowers and to pay for the pizza. He spent the rest of that night wandering around his house looking for spare change. And then he cringed at the thought of paying for his date with handfuls of change like a hobo. He was going to need to think of some other plan.

But first, he needed to sleep.


CHAPTER V

Lacy forgot to set her alarm, so she ended up running late for work. She didn’t bother eating her usual piece of toast and she didn’t even grab a cup of coffee from the pot her mom brewed before heading off to work. She simply slipped into a pair or jean shorts (not even bothering with panties) and a tank top (not even bothering with a bra). She jumped on her bike and raced down to the pool.

She was a whole hour late, which was especially embarrassing seeing as her shift started at noon. She couldn’t remember the last time she slept in so late—back when she was fifteen and sick with the flu maybe… Now, she was nervous to hear her manager’s reaction.

When she saw the pool materializing in the distance, her heart started racing. Was she going to lose her job? She’d gotten into a bit of trouble the day before, when she disappeared for fifteen minutes in the middle of the day, leaving her post unattended. She wouldn’t have gotten in trouble had that kid not hit his head on the diving board. He wasn’t knocked unconscious, but he did stagger into the manager’s office with a bit of blood on his face, giving Lacy’s manager a good scare.

Now, she knew that she was on relatively thin ice—but she wasn’t sure just how thin that ice was and how much it would take to break it.

“I’m so sorry,” Lacy said as she pushed through the door into the manager’s office. “My alarm didn’t go off and I had a hard time getting to sleep last night, and—”

Before she could finish her little speech, her manager waved his hand. “Don’t worry about it. Tessa was here early and she’s been fine out there alone.”

“Tessa?” Lacy asked, her heart finally calming down.

“The new girl. Remember we hired a new girl?” her manager said.

And the Lacy did suddenly remember that they hired a new girl, but the memory was vague and hazy, as if she was remembering a dream and not real life. She could remember her manager walking up to her to say, “I just hired a new girl. She starts tomorrow at eleven. From now on, we’ll always have two lifeguards on duty. It’s better to be safe than sorry.” At least he said something along those lines, but Lacy couldn’t quite remember when he said it exactly. It must have been after the whole Walter incident, seeing as the hiring sign was still on the door then, and it must have been before the end of her shift…

“Well that’s good,” she said. “And again, I’m so sorry. This won’t happen again.”

She stepped out of the manager’s office feeling strange: a little bit dizzy and a little bit confused. Her memory of Walter was suddenly hazy and strange—maybe that was the dream? Did she really suck that guy’s cock just because she felt bad for him? And what did he look like? Why couldn’t she imagine his face now? It wasn’t even twenty-four hours later!

She looked across the pool at the new lifeguard, sitting up on her post. She was a cute little thing: tiny and curvy with long straight hair that extended to her sternum. She looked nervous, her attention down on her body as if she’d never worn a bathing suit before. While Lacy was looking up, the new girl pulled down her red one-piece bathing suit at least five times, as if it was riding up and giving her a camel toe. And she kept tugging at the top of the little outfit, as if she was worried her tits were falling out. And why was she sitting so tense and rigid like that?

At least she had good style. It was hard to tell from across the pool, but Lacy was fairly certain that the new girl had the same exact red one-piece that Lacy wore for work. People were going to think that it was company attire.

Lacy slipped into the staff room and went into the corner where the lockers were. She pulled her locker open and then her heart sank into her stomach when she saw that it was empty save for the hair elastic she kept for hot days when her hair insisted on being frizzy. Her bathing suit was gone. And it didn’t take long before she assumed that the new girl was out on that lifeguard post wearing it.

She hesitated before storming out to chew the new chick out. She looked in the other lockers before she jumped to conclusions. Maybe it was just a coincidence—maybe her bathing suit was there somewhere. It would be terribly embarrassing to storm out towards the pool and yell at the new girl in front of everyone if Lacy was mistaken. But her bathing suit was nowhere to be seen.

So she stormed out towards that post. She held back the urge to yell. She held everything in until she was at the base of the ladder. “Excuse me. New girl. Down here!”

The new girl looked down. Her face was pale and her eyes were large, like the eyes of a feral rodent. She said nothing.

“Am I crazy or are you wearing my swim suit?”

The new girl remained silent, her lips parting slightly in an incriminating way. And then Lacy realized that she recognized the new girl—though she wasn’t sure where she recognized the new girl from. She stared into her eyes and felt a strange tingling in the back of her head. What was happening? Who was this person and why was she so familiar?

“Well?” Lacy said, tapping her foot on the ground.

Suddenly, Lacy had the strangest memory that wasn’t right: of her standing outside of the pool, talking to this new girl, apologizing to her for something… for embarrassing her—that’s it! But when did Lacy embarrass this girl? Why did the memory seem so recent? As she strained to jog her mind, she remembered another piece from that same memory: offering to go down on the new girl to make up for embarrassing her.

It was her memory from the previous day with Walter, except there was one thing that was different about it: instead of Walter, she could remember this girl.

Her heart began to throb as the memory started to become cleared. She took this new girl into the shed and ate her out, right on that old sofa chair.

But it was impossible. She didn’t go down on any chick in that shed—she sucked a guy’s cock. She could even remember the shower she took after her shift, trying to wash the cum out of her hair. Where did the cum come from if she’d gone down on some girl? And not to mention: she’d never been with a girl before. She liked guys, not chicks.

She shook her head, assuming she was just remembering some vivid dream. “Give me back my swim suit, would you?” she said. She was losing her patience, and she was starting to think that she might be losing her mind as well.

The girl at the top of the tower cleared her throat and looked around. She tugged at the bottom of her one-piece—of Lacy’s one-piece—and said, “Can I talk to you somewhere private for a minute?”

Lacy’s gut turned, but she couldn’t figure out why. Something was wrong. She did know this girl from somewhere, but she had a feeling she didn’t want to know where from.


CHAPTER VI

Tessa led Lacy to the break shed. She looked around before closing the door and turning to Lacy, whose face was still red with anger. Cool air tingled her exposed legs and hips. She wasn’t used to so much skin exposure on her lower half. And she kept having what she assumed was phantom-cock syndrome—something like phantom-limb syndrome, but instead of a missing limb she was missing her cock. She was constantly worried that her bathing suit was going to move slightly and her dick was going to fall out for everyone to see. And then every time she realized that there was no dick to fall out, she remembered her tits and felt the need to make sure they were still in her tight one-piece.

“It’s me,” she said, looking into Lacy’s eyes. “Walter.”

She watched as Lacy slowly shook her head, staring at her with an unimpressed look on her face. “Is this some sort of prank?” she said.

“No—it’s not. It’s… I don’t know how to explain it. Something happened—something unexplainable. I just woke up like this and… I don’t know what to do.” And that was about all she could explain because that’s about as much as she knew: nothing. She woke up that morning as if nothing was out of the ordinary. She rolled out of bed and dragged her feet to the bathroom. She was butt-naked but she always went about her morning business butt-naked. Her little brother was the only other person home, and it was his problem if he saw his brother naked. But Walter didn’t realize that he wasn’t his brother’s brother anymore—he was his brother’s sister.

The realization came when he went to pee. He reached down for his cock and felt nothing. So he looked down and suddenly panicked, worried his cock had fallen off in the middle of the night. His first assumption was some sort of disease, given to him by the girl who sucked his cock: some strange STD. There was even a wound where his cock should have been—

But it wasn’t a wound, he discovered upon closer inspection. It was a slit with plump lips and a little clit: a pussy. And while he was trying to stare down at it, he noticed the soft lumps on his chest. He pinched his arm and then he slapped himself on the face. The pain was real. He looked in the mirror and saw a face that he didn’t recognize: the face of a young, pretty female. Her hair was tied up in her head in a messy bun.

She reached back and pulled out the hair elastic, letting her long hair fall down. It was nice hair, but it wasn’t Walter’s hair.

But she was in her own house. Her room was filled with her things and her closet was filled with her clothes—her male clothes that no longer fit her tiny body. And she could hear her brother through the thin walls, yelling at his friends through his video game headset.

Heart racing, she searched around her room. She found an old family picture, and in the picture was Walter, not this strange new woman. She felt sick, almost vomiting multiple times, but she held herself together. She took a seat on the edge of her bed and closed her eyes. She tried to control her breathing. Then she tried to wake herself up, assuming she was trapped in some sort of nightmare. And then her phone rang.

She accepted the call, but she was too afraid to speak.

“Hello?” the male voice on the other end said. “Anyone there? Tessa?”

She cleared her throat and replied softly. “Hello?” she said.

“Hi. Is this Tessa?” the man asked.

And she had no idea if that was her name. Surely her name wasn’t Walter anymore, so it had to be something.

“Um, sorry, what is this about?” she asked.

“Tessa came in yesterday and applied for the lifeguard position at the pool here. I just wanted to see if that was still something she was interested in. We can have her start today. Could you please get her for me?”

Her heart skipped a beat as a strange, vague memory came to her, of her standing in a manager’s office, filling out an application, her long hair dangling down and teasing the application as she scribbled in all of the fields. And in that same memory she could see that pool manager—the same guy that told Walter he couldn’t have the job because he was a man—staring at her chest. His cheeks were red.

Now, she cleared her throat and held the phone away from her face for a moment. “This is Tessa,” she said.

“Hi Tessa,” the pool manager said before offering her the job. “Think you can come in around eleven so we can get you started?”

“Sure,” said Tessa.

She wasn’t sure what was happening, but she was leaning towards mental breakdown. The longer she was up, the more her head filled with vague, hazy memories: her old memories, but slightly different. She could remember being Walter clearly, but she could remember being Tessa as well, in all of the same recollections. She was starting to think that maybe her Walter memories were all false, even though they were so clear and she was so sure that she really was Walter. Maybe Walter was just a really vivid and really long dream she’d just woken up from—but that didn’t explain the young man in all of the family photos.

On her phone she opened up her Facebook app. The app opened to her profile page: Walter’s profile page.

A pattering of footsteps came towards her bedroom door. “Hey Walt! Can I borrow one of your PlayStation controllers? Mine just broke!” The bedroom door swung open and Tessa froze. She stared into her brother’s eyes, covering her naked body with her arms.

Her brother stood there for a moment with parted lips and glazed eyes. And then he leapt back and slammed the door shut. “I’m sorry, miss. I didn’t, uh, I mean—I thought Walter was alone. Never mind.”

She listened to her brother’s footsteps as he retreated back to his bedroom. And then he heard her brother’s voice. “Holy shit guys. Walter has a girl over and she’s actually hot.” If only he knew that he was calling his brother hot…

So now Tessa was sure that she wasn’t having some sort of mental breakdown—not yet, anyway. But something very strange was happening—something supernatural…

Suddenly, she remembered the gumball. She’d made her wish before chewing it: ‘I wish they would just hire me as a lifeguard.’ Was that what triggered this whole gender swap? Was this some sort of magical ‘be careful what you wish for’ sort of deal?

She tried explaining all of this to Lacy in the break shed. Lacy’s eyes just glazed over and she shook her head. “So you’re telling me you ate a magic gumball that turned you into a woman?” she said.

“I know it sounds stupid, but it’s true. Don’t you remember me?—the male me? You sucked my dick right here. I was in that chair.”

Lacy’s face became a shade of dark red. “Is this some kind of joke? I told that fucking prick not to tell anyone about that. That’s the last time I try to do something nice for someone.”

“No—it’s really me. You really sucked my dick, and now we have a date on Wednesday. You have to believe me.”

Lacy shook her head. “This is the stupidest nonsense I’ve ever heard. And you still haven’t explained why you’re wearing my bathing suit.”

So Tessa explained the reason behind the borrowed bathing suit. Around 10:30 AM, she showed up at the pool to look for the gumball machine, so she could buy another gumball and wish for her real life back. But the gumball machine was gone, but the manager was standing by the front entrance. “Tessa, you’re early. Great!” he said before whisking her away. “You brought a bathing suit, right?” he said, looking at her strangely. She was wearing a pair of old shorts and a t-shirt—all of which was too big for her tiny body.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m wearing it under this.” She wasn’t sure why she lied, or why she was even going along with the new job. Maybe because it would be a massive waste not to go along with the new job. It was that new job that got her into this whole mess. Even despite the inexplicable turmoil she was going through, she still needed a job and she still wanted to be a lifeguard. And possibly most important of all: if she was stuck in this new body, she didn’t want to throw away the opportunities she was being given. She knew how hard it was to find an entry-level job with good pay. She wasn’t about to waste the opportunity.

“Okay, well go and get changed and I’ll run you through your duties,” he said, motioning towards the staff room. In the staff room, she found an open locker with a red bathing suit in it. She put it on quickly, hoping the owner of the bathing suit wouldn’t come in during her shift to find her wearing it.

And the owner of that suit was Lacy, who was now shaking her head again, still not believing a word that was coming out from Tessa’s mouth. “You really don’t believe a word I’m saying, do you?” Tessa said.

Lacy looked around and then she looked back at Tessa. “No. I don’t know what to believe. Because the more I stare at you, the more I seem to remember eating out your pussy, but I’m pretty sure I’ve never eaten out any chick’s pussy before. And your stupid story actually makes that make a little bit of sense, even though it’s stupid.”

There was a silence in the room.

Tessa had that same vague memory: the two girls together in that shed, Lacy on her knees with her face between Tessa’s thighs. Tessa could remember the feeling of Lacy’s tongue sliding up and down the length of her slit, but the memory was vague like an uncertain dream. Though the memory of the pulsing orgasm was unmistakable—when Lacy tickled Tessa’s clit with the tip of her tongue…

Lacy cleared her throat. “Wash that bathing suit when you’re done with it, before you give it back to me. And don’t put it in the dryer or you’ll ruin it. Let it hang dry.”

“What are you going to wear?” Tessa asked.

“I’ll borrow one of the other girls’ suits,” Lacy said.


CHAPTER VII

And there was only one other suit Lacy could find in the lockers; it belonged to Denise, who only worked weekend evenings, and she only worked that job so she could show off her body to the college frat guys who came to the pool often before going off to party. Denise’s bikini was tiny and black with lots of tight straps. It was absolute against every dress code rule the pool had for staff, but their manager was fine with it because he was a bit of a pervert.

Lacy felt silly in the thing, which hardly covered anything but would still leave her with a series of unfixable tan lines. She would have those tan lines for the rest of the summer. But right now, that seemed like a small problem compared to Tessa’s problem: being stuck in the wrong body.

When she stepped out to the pool, she saw that Tessa was already back on her tower on the far side of the pool. So Lacy climbed up onto the tower near the manager’s office—the tower she preferred because it got better sun exposure. She looked across the pool at Tessa, who was still tugging at her bathing suit as if it was giving her constant camel toes. But she was so tiny, there was no way that suit was riding up—though maybe if she wasn’t used to wearing tight bathing suits…

Lacy found herself staring at Tessa throughout the day. And every time she looked over at the new girl (who was a new girl in more ways than one) she became more convinced that she wasn’t lying about her crazy magical gumball story—even though there had never been a gumball machine on the pool property before as far as she knew. Tessa looked uncomfortable in that bathing suit, and it was a surprisingly modest piece of swimwear, not like what Lacy was wearing now. She kept pulling the top up as if her tits were on the verge of falling out, even though her tits were already completely safe and covered. And whenever she climbed down from her post to use the washroom or to get a drink of water, she would walk with her hands covering her butt, as if she wasn’t used to her bum being out. But maybe she was just used to wearing old lady bathing suits with saggy butt coverings…

It was around lunch when Lacy went into the office to see her manager. “Did you hire the new girl?” Lacy asked.

“Yeah. Why? Is there something wrong with her?” he asked. Lacy almost snickered.

“No. I’m just wondering. And you interviewed her?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Yesterday.”

“Yep.”

“Not today?”

“Nope.”

“And she was… here, in the office. Sometime during the afternoon? While I was on my shift?”

He thought for a second. He strained slightly, looking up at the ceiling with lips pressed thin. It shouldn’t have been so hard to remember—it wasn’t even a full twenty-four hours ago. “Um, yeah,” he said. “I think it was in the afternoon.” But he didn’t look so certain. The memory was hazy for him, too. This Tessa chick’s existence was just a hazy memory for everyone before that morning.

Lacy was about to leave, and then she remembered her own memory, in the shed with Tessa, eating her pussy like a hungry lesbian in an East Village nightclub. She stopped in the doorway and turned back to her manager. “So when you interviewed her, did she argue with you at all?”

And then the manager had that confused look on his face again. “Argue?” he said, and then he looked around the room, as if the memory was so vague and distant, it almost didn’t exist—maybe because it didn’t exist. “Yeah, I think she was a bit… passionate. I can’t quite remember what about, though.”

Lacy’s stomach turned. She remembered Walter being angry about the no male lifeguard policy—how could she forget? It was the whole reason she sucked his cock… and the whole reason she apparently ate out Tessa’s pussy. She shook her head as she tried to remember why she ate out Tessa’s wet cunt. In the Walter timeline, it was because she embarrassed Walter by not telling him the pool didn’t hire men. But in the Tessa timeline…

A chill crept up Lacy’s spine.

She suddenly remembered running out after Tessa the day before. She ran right up to Tessa and said, “Congratulations.”

“On what?” Tessa asked.

“The new job,” Lacy said.

Tessa smiled with pink cheeks. “Oh, I don’t think I got it,” she said. “I think I was maybe a bit too… enthusiastic in my interview there.”

“I don’t know. I think he liked you. He likes his girls enthusiastic.”

Tessa smiled.

And then Lacy said, “Do you want to follow me? I want to give you a congratulations gift.”

And Tessa actually followed her, to that break shed. And then Tessa let Lacy pull down her little shorts and she let Lacy stick her face between her thighs. The whole memory seemed so absurd, like the plot from a bad porno. Why would Lacy be so adamant about giving some strange woman a congratulations pussy licking? And why would Tessa accept some stranger’s tongue between her legs? None of it made sense, yet it all apparently happened in this new, crazy timeline.

When Lacy emerged from the manager’s office, Tessa was still sitting up on her tower, still awkwardly adjusting her bathing suit. And Lacy felt that chill crawling up her spine again. She was looking at a woman who didn’t really exist twenty-four hours ago—and it was possible that she didn’t exist now, either. Was this some sort of crazy dream or was this real life?

She walked back into the manager’s office. “One more question,” she said. “Did we ever have a gumball machine out front?”

The manager shook his head. “Why does everyone keep asking me that? Why would we have a gumball machine?”

“I didn’t think so either,” Lacy said, and then she returned to her post.


CHAPTER VIII

Walter was now Tessa, but he was still Walter in his head—in her head.

She still had all of her memories and she still thought like a man—at least she thought that she thought like a man. Lacy was still a babe, especially now in her tiny black bikini with its straps, like something a model might wear at some luxury Las Vegas swimming pool.

And Tessa thought that she was a bit of a babe as well. When her manager came out and told her she could take a thirty minute lunch break, she spent that whole thirty minutes standing in front of the mirror, staring at herself, running her hands through her hair, feeling the curves of her hips and, of course, squeezing her own tits. Her nipples were insanely sensitive. Out of curiosity, she rubbed them with her thumbs and pointer fingers, and found herself trembling all over.

And then there was her clit—now that was sensitive. She reached down and rubbed it, just to see what it would feel like. With just a little touch, her body became tense.

She turned profile to the mirror to admire her figure. And then she leaned in close to get a good look at her face. And that’s when she started to recognize herself.

She hadn’t turned into a complete stranger. She still had her mom’s nose and eyes and her dad’s cheekbones. Her hair was still that same shade of brown. It almost seemed like she was staring at her sister, even though she never had a sister. If she did, this is what she would look like, without a doubt. If Walter was born a girl, he was probably looking at the outcome.

She tried to make sense of everything. She accepted the magical gumball, but still wasn’t sure how this new reality worked. The pool manager seemed to remember her as Tessa, but her brother still shouted his name—and he didn’t recognize her when he saw her in that bedroom. So why would one person have false memories while the other person didn’t? Maybe because in order for the gumball wish to come true, her brother’s memories didn’t have to change.

But what about Lacy? She remembered Walter—she even called him a prick in that break shed. Did her memories not have to change in order for the wish to come true?

She knew that it wasn’t going to make perfect sense, no matter how hard she tried to understand it. She knew that she was probably wasting her time trying to make sense of it. But she couldn’t help it. The mystery kept nagging at her and driving her to the brink of insanity.

Her shift ended at the same time as Lacy’s. Together, the two girls went to the staff room to change. Lacy was about to pull off her bikini and then she hesitated, looking over at Tessa with an inquisitive look. Tessa turned around to look the other way. It was clear that Lacy wasn’t too certain about the whole thing. If she thought Tessa was just a woman who had always been Tessa, she probably would have stripped down without reluctance. But a part of Lacy clearly was considering the possibility that Tessa really was Walter, and she was about to change in front of a young man.

Tessa was awkward while changing. With her back to Lacy, she pulled the straps of the bathing suit over her shoulders and pulled them down slowly, releasing her breasts and then uncovering her pussy. She bent over to pull the suit out from under her feet. And then she looked back at the very same moment that Lacy looked back.

The gazes of the naked girls met. They both snapped their gazes forward.

“So can I ask you, what exactly do you remember from yesterday?” Tessa asked. She covered herself as she walked over to her locker. Lacy went to her locker as well, also covering herself.

Lacy was silent for a moment and then she said, “I remember two different things, and I’m not sure which one is true. But that doesn’t mean anything, just so you know.”

Tessa couldn’t fight back the smile. It was a small piece of vindication, knowing that she wasn’t insane. “I remember two things as well. I remember you sucking me off, and I remember you eating me out. Isn’t that weird?”

“Yeah,” Lacy said without looking over.

“I hope my wish didn’t turn you into a lesbian or whatever,” Tessa said.

“Watch your tongue, slut,” Lacy said, snapping her head to glare at the new woman.

There was another silence as the girls dug their clothes out from their lockers. “But you do remember eating me out right?” Tessa asked. “I’m not asking to, like, rub it in or anything. I just want to make sure. Because the memory makes no sense, but I still remember it happening.”

“Yeah, I remember. Get over it.”

And Tessa smiled again with her extra confirmation.

Lacy had to uncover herself to reach for her top. She hesitated before putting it on. “You promise this isn’t some sort of big prank?” Lacy asked.

Tessa looked over and shook her head. She was holding her oversized pair of shorts in her hand, which seemed especially bulky after wearing a skin-tight bathing suit all day. “It’s not a prank as far as I know. Unless someone’s pranking both of us somehow.”

They girls stared at each other. There was a comfort in their mutual confusion. At least they weren’t confused alone. “I’ve never been with a girl before—unless you count yesterday, but I don’t know if that really counts.”

“I don’t know if it counts either.”

“And, so what—do you like guys now that you’re a chick?” 

Tessa laughed and looked down at her feet, her cheeks burning warm. She wanted to say no because she didn’t want a beautiful woman to think that she was gay—but something had happened today, during her shift, that made her wonder if she really did have her same mind.

An impressively muscular man came to the pool for a midday swim. He looked like he came straight from the gym because his muscles were bulging and glistening as he stepped up to the edge of the pool. He reached into the air to stretch and Tessa found herself completely captivated and unable to look away. She watched the man swim for the next hour with a warm tingling between her legs. She even caught herself biting her lip and sighing gently every time the man looked her way. And it wasn’t until he was gone that she realized she’d just spent an hour fawning over a man like teen girl at a Justin Bieber concert.

“So you like dudes now?” Lacy asked.

Tessa shook her head. “No. I like girls.” And it was true. She still liked girls. She was still trying her best not to look down at Lacy’s perfect chest, which was still exposed. She had great tits and Tessa just wanted to reach out and squeeze them.

“Do you still like me?”

Tessa shrugged. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well yesterday you asked me out. Do you still like me?”

She shrugged again. “Yeah,” she said.

Lacy looked around and then she shook her head. “Fuck. I can’t believe I’m doing this.” She stepped forward and put her hands on Tessa’s naked hips. And then she kissed the gender-swapped girl, slipping her tongue gently through her lips. Tessa kissed back, her body suddenly tense but her lips completely compliant.

They kissed for a few minutes and then Lacy started sinking down: kissing Tessa’s neck, her breasts, her abdomen, and then that damp slit between her legs.


CHAPTER IX

Lacy couldn’t believe what she was doing: eating out a possibly psychotic woman. She couldn’t figure out why she was doing it. She’d never been attracted to women, but that morning she woke up with a newfound taste for tits and pussies. She even woke up with that new memory of going down on Tessa in that break shed.

But it had been a problem all day. Around noon, when the half-naked women started showing up at the pool to get their daily tanning in, Lacy found herself unable to look away from them. The less they had on, the harder it was not to stare. There was one little blonde with big tits that was especially gorgeous. When she walked, her tits bounced up and down. It was a miracle her tiny bikini didn’t have any malfunctions—though Lacy found herself wishing it would just break so she could see those glorious jugs.

She was in heaven when the girls rolled onto their stomachs to tan their backs and their asses. She was staring at a sea of plump, perky butts: smooth and firm and bouncy. She especially loved the ones that were facing her at just the right angle—so she could see that pussy bulge between their legs. One girl’s pair of bottoms was so small that the thin strip of fabric didn’t even cover her whole pussy. Luckily Lacy had a pair of big, dark sunglasses, so she could stare unabashedly at those exposed lips, only the slit between them being sort of covered.

She had a feeling she knew where the lesbian feelings were coming from: Tessa’s stupid wish. In order for the wish to come true, certain aspects of reality had to change. And apparently one of those aspects was Lacy’s sexual orientation. Though she could still remember her attraction to men. She still remembered her strange desire the day before, to pull Walter into that shed so she could suck his cock. She could still remember secretly liking it when he came all over her face. She loved the taste of cum and she loved the way it felt dribbling down her cheeks and forehead. But apparently she also loved the sweet taste of a nice pussy.

She dug her tongue deep into Tessa’s slit. She nestled her nose against Tessa’s clit and rubbed her face in firmly. She extended her tongue as far as she could downward, even reaching Tessa’s tight butthole, before sweeping up and covering her whole crotch. Tessa moaned gently, which filled Lacy with a warm sense of joy—a strange satisfaction, knowing that she had the ability to pleasure a beautiful woman.

She dug her tongue deeper, feeling the inside of Tessa’s vagina. She swept around before emerging to tickly Tessa’s clit. Then she found herself reaching her hand down between her own thighs to rub her own pussy. She kept tickling that clit because it was making Tessa moan louder. She wanted to see just how loud she could make the new girl moan.

And then the new girl squirted, unleashing a torrent of warm fluid on Lacy’s face. But she didn’t move. She allowed the warm ejaculate to wash over her while she continued licking. Tessa’s legs trembled and buckled. And then Lacy had the urge to stick a finger up Tessa’s asshole. Tessa didn’t protest. She seemed to like it. So Lacy stuck two more fingers up and started to thrust her hand up and down. Another bout of warm squirt washed her face. Lacy smiled, realizing she was having way more fun than she could have imagined. She strangely loved the feeling of that warm fluid bathing her face, and she loved the way Tessa’s pussy kept contracting against her tongue. Maybe being a lesbian wouldn’t be so bad…

Tessa reached down and grabbed two handfuls of Lacy’s hair. She kept moaning and her legs kept trembling. She squirted one last time, and this time she screamed out loud, having a big orgasm. She stumbled back, hitting the lockers. And then she started catching her breath. Lacy stood up and kissed her on the lips, so she could taste her own wet snatch.

And then they looked into each other’s eyes. Tessa had a look of shock and confusion on her face, and Lacy knew that her face probably wasn’t so different. Why did she just do that? Why did she just make out with some random girl? Why did she just throw herself between some woman’s legs to eat out her squirting cunt?

“I should be getting home,” Lacy said, wiping her mouth with her wrist. Her chin was still dripping with Tessa’s watery ejaculate.

“Okay,” Tessa said with a soft voice.

So Lacy quickly got dressed and she took off. But before she left, she stopped in the doorway and said. “You’re really sure this isn’t some sort of prank?”

“I’m pretty sure,” Tessa said.

“Well, if you find that gumball machine, do me a favour and make everything back to normal.” And she left. She was hoping that she would go home, go to bed, and then wake up as if nothing had happened—maybe this whole day was just a dream that refused to end. It wasn’t a bad dream, necessarily. Eating Tessa out was kind of fun. But she could have done without the stress of knowing that reality was all messed up.

But when she woke up in the morning, and everything was still the same—she could still remember Tessa squirting on her face—she started to wonder what really was real, if anything. If a person’s entire history can just be changed overnight, is that person truly real? And if nothing’s real, then what the hell is it?

She tried not to get too carried away with her existential crisis. She knew she just had to accept whatever reality she had at the moment, otherwise she might just end up pounding her head against the wall for the rest of her life. So she liked pussy now… what’s the big deal?


CHAPTER X

Tessa spent the night alone in the little break shed behind the pool. She was too afraid to go home and find out that she was stranger in the eyes of her own parents. Her brother didn’t recognize her, so it was safe to assume her parents wouldn’t either. So she sent her mom a text message saying she was spending the night at a friend’s house, and then she broke into that little shed and slept on the sofa chair she’d been blown on just the day before.

When she woke up, she quickly jumped to her feet and inspected her body, running her hands down her chest and between her legs. She was disappointed to discover she still had a pussy, and her cock was still nowhere to be found.

Her clothes didn’t smell so great after being slept in—especially in that warm, damp break shed, on that musty sofa chair. But Tessa was still too afraid to go home and potentially face her family, just so she could nab some more clothes that would look terribly silly on her. Luckily, she found a clipboard at the back of the shed with a list of employee names and their phone numbers. The list was below an out-dated schedule from June, and Lacy was on that list. So Tessa picked up her phone and dialled Lacy.

She had to call three times before Lacy would pick up. “I’m not interested in buying anything,” Lacy said.

“Don’t hang up. It’s me. It’s Walter, or Tessa. I’m still Tessa.”

“I know,” she said, and Tessa thought this was a strange thing to say. How could she know?

“I need clothes. I slept in the shed. Can you bring me something?”

“What size are you?”

Tessa shook her head. “I don’t know. You’ve seen me. You probably have a better idea.”

So Tessa spent the next forty-five minutes pacing around that break shed. It was around 9:30 AM when Lacy showed up with a bag filled with clothes. The pool wouldn’t open for another thirty minutes. “Do you work today?” Lacy asked when she showed up.

“I don’t know,” Tessa said, grabbing the bag and looking inside. She started digging through, suddenly worried she wasn’t specific enough on the phone. The bag was filled with little dresses and skirts and skimpy tops. She didn’t want to dress up like a little hoe—she wanted something neutral, so she could blend in. “I don’t have anything like that, unless you want to die from heat exhaustion in my winter clothes,” Lacy said.

“Well what am I supposed to do with this?” Tessa asked, holding up a tiny white dress that probably wouldn’t even cover her whole bum.

“Put it on?”

Tessa stared at Lacy with an unimpressed look, and then she looked back at the little dress. The fabric was soft in her hand and she was slightly curious to see how the little outfit would feel against her skin. Maybe trying it on wouldn’t be such a bad idea. Maybe dressing up like a bit of a summer whore would help her blend in more than layering up like an unaccompanied woman on the streets of Saudi Arabia. “Okay, fine,” Tessa said, turning around to undress.

She pulled her damp shirt off and let it fall on the floor, and then she shimmied out from her shorts. She looked down at the boxers she’d been wearing, and then she heard Lacy laughing. “What’s so funny?” she asked without looking back.

“I brought you panties too,” Lacy said. “They’re at the bottom of the bag.”

Tessa shook her head. “I’m not wearing panties. I’m not some sort of pervert.” She stepped into the dress and wriggled it up her body. She was far from graceful as she squirmed her arms under the dress’ thin straps. Then she gave the dress a little tug to ensure it was covering her nipples. And then she heard Lacy laughing again.

“You picked the dress out,” Tessa snapped, feeling hungry and irritable.

“Yeah, but you’re the one insisting on wearing the boxers.”

Tessa looked down and realized how silly the boxers looked. They were longer than the dress, sticking out ridiculously. Tessa sighed and shook her head before slipped the boxers down and fishing a pair of panties out from the bag. She felt silly slipping them on. She had to remind herself that she wasn’t a boy—she wasn’t cross-dressing. She was just putting girl clothes on her girl body, and there’s nothing weird about that.

“Turn around and show me how you look,” Lacy said. So Tessa turned around. She looked down and tried tugging at the skirt of her dress, worried it was too short. If her cock was still there, it would have been hanging out.

“I’m so jealous,” Lacy said. “That dress never looked right on me, but it’s so cute on you.” Lacy stared at Tessa’s body with glowing eyes.

The strangest thing happened: Tessa’ face became red and she couldn’t fight back the silly smile that crossed her face. She felt cute in the dress, and it was nice to hear it from someone else. The fabric was so soft and pleasant on her skin, and the cut of the dress fit her curves perfectly, like it was made specifically for her. She looked down at her feet. “It’s okay?” she asked.

“Okay? It’s great. You’re a bombshell. It’s almost too bad that you have to go back to being a man.”

Tessa smiled, but her smile was reluctant. “I need to find that gumball machine,” she said. And then she caught her reflection in the foggy window. The dress truly was adorable. She had a hard time looking away. But when she did, she saw that Lacy was holding up a little black tube. “What’s that?”

“It’s mascara.”

“Why?”

“You can’t go out in a dress like that and not wear at least a little bit of makeup, unless you want people thinking you’re some sort of weird hippy chick. Just roll it onto your eyelashes.” She dug a little mirror out from her bag and held it up so Tessa could apply the mascara. And seeing her reflection in that mirror, she remembered that she was beautiful as a woman.

She’d never been beautiful or hot or pretty before—the best compliment she ever received as a man was ‘cute’, and she still wasn’t sure that was a compliment. Men aren’t supposed to be cute, are they? If she was going to miss one thing about being a lady, it was going to be that sexy feeling.

When she looked up at Lacy once she’d finished rolling on some mascara, she noticed Lacy was looking at her with glowing eyes. “Why are you looking at me like that?” Tessa asked.

“Can’t I just look at you without being judged?” Lacy said.

Tessa shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. It’s just kind of… weird.”

Lacy’s eyes narrowed. “Look—I know this sounds weird, but your stupid wish turned me into a lesbian. So I can’t help it, and it’s your fault.”

“Sorry,” Tessa said. “It’s not like I did it on purpose.”

“No, but the least you could do is give me a kiss or something. You know, for my troubles. I did come all the way down here with those clothes, didn’t I?” Her face was quickly turning red. Tessa couldn’t tell if she was angry or just embarrassed. So she stepped forward and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips.

“How’s that?” Tessa said.

There was a short silence before Lacy said, “That’s all I get?”

So Tessa put her hands on Lacy’s hips and gave her a real kiss: a long, firm kiss with plenty of tongue. “That’s better,” Lacy said, her face now dark crimson. She had her hands on Tessa’s hips and their foreheads were pressed together. “What’s the chance that I can convince you to scissor me?”

Now Tessa’s face was red. She stared into Lacy’s eyes for a moment, her heart pounding. And then she said, “I think your chances are pretty good.”


CHAPTER XI

Lacy’s heart was pounding as soon as Tessa was naked in front of her. She reached back and made sure the shed door was locked, in case some lifeguard decided to use it for the first time in forever. And then she pulled down her panties. There was already a wet trickle down her leg. She was horny—she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been so horny in her life.

There was a blanket hanging over the chair—presumably the blanket Tessa slept under all night. Lacy took that blanket now and laid it out on the floor. Then she laid herself out and lifted a leg into the air. “I’ve never done this before,” she said. “I’ve never even seen it until… recently. In a video.” She regretted saying it as soon as the words left her mouth. Luckily she stopped herself from outright saying that she’d stayed up late the night before watching lesbian porn on her computer. She couldn’t pull herself away from the sexy video: girls sticking their fingers and their tongues and their toes into each other’s pussies. She’d never even watched any porn before that night. She’d always found it to be gross. Everyone was always grunting and moaning and discharging. But now that she was a lesbian, she was strangely attracted to it.

Tessa awkwardly stepped over Lacy and then lowered herself down, lining their pussies up. It felt strange and awkward when their soft lips pressed together. Lacy felt suddenly embarrassed because she was already wet while Tessa was dry, as if she wasn’t nearly as into the idea. But Lacy’s pounding and curious heart still wanted to know what it felt like to scissor a beautiful girl.

“Now what?” Tessa asked. Her cheeks were rosy. She kept looking at the glossy window, probably worried someone would see them in that shed. But even if someone stuck their face right up against the glass, they would see nothing but moving shapes.

“I guess we just grind,” Lacy said. So Tessa, on top, started grinding. She was careful at first and then she let her body relax a little bit, putting a bit more weight onto Lacy, who was still terribly embarrassed about the whole thing.

Tessa laughed.

“What’s funny?” Lacy asked.

“You’re so wet.”

Lacy scowled. “You did this to me with that stupid gumball. And I expect you to undo it as soon as you find that stupid machine. And until then, the least you could do is get a little wet yourself.” And it didn’t take long before Tessa started to secrete a tiny bit of fluid. She let a soft moan slip and then she took a deep breath. Lacy was relieved that she wasn’t the only one enjoying the pussy grinding. She reached out and put her hands on Tessa’s bum, to guide her grinding more accurately. After a couple of minutes, they were both dripping wet.

They mashed their cunts together harder and faster. Now Lacy was moaning, straining to keep her head up so she could continue to stare at her beautiful fling. A warm buzzing was becoming more and more intense inside of her. “Shit,” she muttered through clenched teeth. And then she felt something really wet. She looked down and saw that Tessa was squirting. Apparently Tessa was just full of fluids, always squirting. Tessa’s warm fluid washed down Lacy’s pussy. It felt nice. Nice enough to make that buzzing even more intense. “Holy fucking shit,” Lacy moaned, and then her head fell back on the floor. She closed her eyes and gave into the orgasm. She started moaning uncontrollably. Tessa leaned forward and cupped Lacy’s tits. She squeezed, which only made Lacy’s orgasm more intense. Now warm fluid was gushing from her cunt, soaking that blanket beneath them even more.

And once the orgasm was over, Lacy felt the urge to taste her fling’s pussy. “Sit on my face. Quickly. Please.” So Tessa repositioned herself and sat down on Lacy’s face. Lacy got her tongue in deep, letting the last of Tessa’s fluid gush out onto her face.

Lacy felt the most intense sexual satisfaction she’d ever felt in her life. She didn’t move from the ground once Tessa was on her feet. She just caught her breath and stared up at the ceiling with a big smile on her face. “I hate you so much for doing this to me,” she said, but she never stopped smiling. Drops of Tessa’s juices rolled down her cheeks.

“Do you?” Tessa asked with a laugh.

And Lacy scowled. “Yes. And you’re going to fix it by going out right now to find that gumball machine. I’m not cut out to be a dyke. I like guys. I like cocks and muscles. If I have to taste one more pussy I’m going to be very upset.”

She finally sat up and grabbed her panties off the floor. She bent over and shimmied into them. And then she looked up to catch one last glimpse of Tessa’s beautiful naked body before she slipped back into that little white dress. Tessa caught her staring and laughed, which only made Lacy more frustrated. She just couldn’t help herself. She was suddenly painfully attracted to women—Tessa in particular, though she’d caught herself staring at a few different girls on her way to that shed with that little bag of clothes. There was one little blonde with a low cut sundress who was especially hard to look away from. Had Lacy been driving a car, she probably would have rear-ended the person in front of her. Luckily she was on the bus—but she did almost miss her stop because a little Asian cutie stepped on the stop before hers.

And as she left the shed, headed back home, she tried to force herself to stare at men. She noticed a group of stacked, sweaty men emerging from a gym a few blocks from the pool. She tried to remember what she used to think was so sexy about glistening muscles. But she just ended up admiring the girl who emerged from the gym behind them: a little brunette with tight athletic gear and a long, soft ponytail. Her tits bounced just a little bit with every step.

Lacy slapped herself on the face. “Get a hold of yourself, girl,” she said.


CHAPTER XII

Tessa had no idea where to begin her search for the gumball machine, which no one had ever seen but her. She tried texting all of her friends who were at the pool that day, but none of them recalled seeing a gumball machine, and they all found the question funny. She didn’t bother answering them when they asked, “Why are you trying to find an old gumball machine?”

She even spent an hour tracking down the phone number of the person in charge of the pool. “As far as I know, there’s never been any gumball machines at any of our pools,” he said.

Every dead lead made Tessa’s gut turn. It was becoming increasingly clear that she would be stuck in that female body for the rest of her life. She didn’t make it until 3:00 PM before she was completely out of leads. Even her Google search turned up nothing when she looked up ‘Magical gumballs’ and ‘Wishing gumballs’. She made a post on a paranormal forum asking if anyone had ever heard of a wishing gumball machine or a wishing candy machine of any kind. She was laughed out of the forum, and she wasn’t surprised.

At 3:30 PM, she got a call from the pool manager. Her heart leapt up in her chest. She was suddenly filled with hope, thinking the manager was about to tell her that there was a gumball machine that he’d forgotten about. But instead he asked, “Can you work in thirty minutes? One of my girls just bailed on me.”

She had nothing else to do and work was a welcomed distraction, so she replied, “Sure. I’ll be there.”

When she got to the pool, Lacy was already working up on her tower, having started her shift an hour before. So Tessa decided to borrow the black strappy bikini for the day. If she was going to be stuck in a girl’s body, she was going to need to get her own bathing suit. But for now, the strappy bikini was fine.

Lacy smiled at her as she climbed up her tower. During her climb, one of her tits fell out of the top, but the only person who noticed was Lacy. Lacy laughed and then she waved.

Lacy was a welcomed distraction from the reality of Tessa’s situation. It was nice to know that there was someone else affected by her stupid wish, so she wasn’t in that sinking ship by herself. But she still felt guilty, knowing that she’d turned a happily straight woman into a raging lesbian. A few hours into their shift, Tessa noticed Lacy looking her way. She felt her phone buzz in her pocket. She checked the message, which was from Lacy. “I dare you to flash me when no one is looking,” Lacy wrote.

So Tessa waited until no one was looking, and then she quickly flashed her tits towards Lacy. Lacy’s face lit up. Tessa got another message. “I dare you to stick a finger in your pussy.”

So Tessa waited until no one was looking, and then she reached her hand down her little bottoms and she pressed a finger into her pussy. It was the least she could do, seeing as she was responsible for Lacy’s lesbian tendencies.

It was a few minutes later when she noticed Lacy had a hand pressed subtly between her legs. She was rubbing her pussy while staring at Tessa. She winked and smiled. Tessa laughed, and when no one was looking, she flashed Lacy again, nearly giving Lacy an orgasm on the top of that tower. Again, it was the least she could do.

At the end of their shift, when they were in the staff room, Lacy took Tessa’s hand and pushed it down between her legs. “Just rub my cunt for one minute and then I promise I’ll get a grip.” So Tessa rubbed Lacy’s dripping wet pussy for a minute while she moaned and squirmed. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. You didn’t make me into a lesbian; you made me into a raging dyke. You know what I’m going to do now? I’m going to go home and watch lesbian porn. I’m going to masturbate until I fall asleep, and then I’m going to wake up and I’m probably going to masturbate some more. Have you found that stupid gumball machine yet? I need my life back. I’m going to go crazy if I have to suffer through another day of this.”

“Everyone keeps telling me that there’s never been a gumball machine here,” Tessa said.

“Don’t stop rubbing,” Lacy said, pushing Tessa’s hand down again. Tessa hadn’t even noticed that she’d stopped. “Well we need to find that machine. I can’t be like this forever. What if you aren’t here to rub my clit for me? What if I do something stupid, like come on to one of the other girls? Oh God, what if I come onto one of the swimmers? I don’t want to be fired for sexual misconduct, Tessa. Don’t stop rubbing. Get those fingers in deep. Oh God, just like that. Please don’t stop. I just want to be normal again. Is that so much to ask?” Drops of fluid trickled down Tessa’s fingers.

“I’m doing the best I can,” Tessa said.

“Do better,” Lacy said. “But don’t stop rubbing. You’re about to make me come. Don’t stop. Oh fuck. Oh Shit. Oh my God.” Her legs trembled and more fluid gushed out, splashing on the floor. She moaned and her whole body shuddered. “Go home and get some sleep, and then start your search again tomorrow with a fresh head. I need you to be sharp. I need you to save me from myself. And I imagine you’re probably pretty sick of being a chick, right?”

But Tessa wasn’t sure how to answer the question. She pulled her hand away and gave it a shake before wiping it on a nearby towel. “I can’t go home because my family thinks I’m still a guy. And I’m not going to try to explain this whole thing to them—they would never believe it. So I’m probably just going to sleep here again tonight.”

“Sleep here? No, no, you’ll never get a good sleep here—not on that old sofa chair. Is that where you slept last night? Oh God, no wonder you looked so tired today. You can come sleep over at my place. We’ll tell my parents that you’re an old friend and we’re just having a sleepover.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely. And I have this double-sided dildo that I got as a gag gift that we can play with… But only if you want to. That’s not why I’m inviting you over. I’m just inviting you over so you can get some proper rest. But if you wanted to fool around with the dildo, I’m game. I think it even vibrates. If not, I have a vibrator we can play with too. But really, if you just want to sleep, that’s fine too.”

Tessa laughed. “Thanks,” she said, and the two girls went home together.


CHAPTER XIII

The girls didn’t get much sleep that night. They weren’t home long before Lacy showed Tessa her array of sex toys. But it was the lingerie drawer that stole the show. Lacy insisted that Tessa try on her lingerie. And hours were spent trying on—and making out in—different outfits. Lacy was especially aroused by a little cheerleader outfit that fit Tessa perfectly.

They did their best to be quiet all night, seeing as Lacy’s parents were asleep down the hall. But it was tough being quiet once that double-sided vibrating dildo was thrown into the mix. It was around 2:00 AM, after a few drinks and lots of sex and dressing up, that Lacy had the idea of putting a dildo into Tessa’s butt. Tessa was reluctant at first, but also strangely curious. She’d never had her ass penetrated before, as a man or a woman. So she got onto all fours and held her butt in the air.

Lacy snuggled up behind her with a big pink dildo. She teased her tight rim before beginning to push that dildo into her body. Tessa clenched and squirmed, but she managed not to make any noise. The dildo finally penetrated her bum and sunk in deep. Somehow, she ended up squirting out of her pussy, just from the anal stimulation. “You bitch, now I have to change the bed sheets,” Lacy said, but she didn’t stop plunging that dildo in and out of her lover’s butt.

They only slept for a couple of hours before Lacy’s alarm went off. She had to work the 12:00 PM shift, and she needed an hour or so to get ready. Tessa didn’t work that day, as far as she knew, but she figured she would accompany Lacy to work, seeing as she had nothing else to do. She still had no idea where she was going to find that gumball machine. But after her fun night with Lacy, she wasn’t sure she wanted to find that gumball machine anymore. She was having fun as a girl, and she was having fun with Lacy.

That morning was the best morning of her life. While Lacy got ready for work, Tessa tried on a number of different outfits from Lacy’s closet. They all looked so cute on her, and they were all so different. Male clothes were so boring: t-shirts and jeans and sometimes shorts and sometimes sweaters. But there were so many options in Lacy’s closet: different dresses, skirts, leggings, jumpers, tank tops, crop-tops, racer-backs, and so on and so on. She couldn’t help but wonder if she was enjoying it all because she was a woman now with a woman’s brain, or if she was just enjoying it because it was legitimately enjoyable.

What if she turned back into a man but still wanted to dress up like a girl? What if she missed those soft clothes? What if she missed how pretty she was with a little bit of makeup? She hadn’t even begun to explore the world of makeup—there were so many looks she wanted to try out.

For that morning, she wore a black pencil skirt and a crop-top. She found a cute pair of black flats that went perfectly with the outfit. She felt great when the cool morning breeze tickled her skin. And she felt even better when they walked by a couple of guys who checked them out with glowing faces. She was going to miss the admiration—assuming she ever had to change back into a woman.

A part of her was suddenly wishing she would never find that gumball machine. She could go to her parents and explain the crazy paranormal phenomenon. They wouldn’t believe her at first, but surely she could prove that she was really Walter. She could answer any question: the exact address of the family cabin, what Walter wanted to be when he grew up back when he was a little kid—anything. And surely they would accept him as a woman, right?

As they approached the pool, a group of young men were leaving. One of the men pointed at Tessa after nudging his buddy. They whispered to one another, and then it wasn’t until they passed that Tessa heard the whistling. She turned around to see them looking at her. “Looking good, baby,” one of the men shouted. “That’s a nice ass you’ve got there!”

“You couldn’t handle it,” Tessa shouted back with a big smile on her face. Her skin was tingling with a warm euphoria. She was happy, and she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been happier.

And then she felt Lacy’s elbow nudging her side. “Hey Tessa,” Lacy said with a strangely forlorn voice.

Tessa turned around to see the gumball machine, standing prominently in front of the swimming pool entrance. And she could see the faded writing on the hard plastic dome: Wishing Gumballs. “Is that the machine?” Lacy asked.

“That’s it,” Tessa said, feeling a shiver rolling through her body. The machine seemed to appear out of nowhere, and maybe it did just appear out of nowhere.

Lacy reached into her purse and pulled out a quarter. “I guess this is the end of your lifeguard days then, huh?” She handed the quarter to Tessa.

“I guess so,” Tessa said. She started at the quarter and then slowly walked up to the machine. “I mean—I’ll have until the end of the day. It didn’t work until I went to sleep last time.”

“Well I guess we’d better make the most of it. It’s not too late to call in sick for work. We can go to the park or see a movie or something. I’ve been meaning to get my nails done. Want to go for a manicure with me? Maybe tonight we can do facemasks and watch some crappy romance movie. Oh, that reminds me, there’s a new movie out that’s supposed to be like Sex and the City. There’s no way you’ll want to go with me when you’re a guy again. Maybe we can go see that now?” 

Tessa stared at that quarter for another long moment. What was waiting for her in her male life? What was so much better about being Walter? He was practically invisible and unemployed. His friends hated hanging out with him because they always thought he was being a mooch. But Tessa had a job. She had a friend who loved being with her—maybe even a girlfriend. She was happy. She felt strangely free.

So she handed the quarter to Lacy. “I don’t think I want it,” she said. “So maybe you can just wish for your old life back—but maybe try to be specific, so it doesn’t change me back as a repercussion.”

Lacy now stared at the quarter. She wasn’t putting it in the machine. “I don’t know,” she said. “I kind of like being a dyke. We’ve had fun, right?”

“I’ve had fun,” Tessa said.

“I mean—would it really be so crazy to just be a lesbo? Besides, like you said, I wouldn’t want to make a wish and have it change you back by accident. Maybe it’s better to be safe than sorry.” She slipped the quarter back into her purse and then looked into Tessa’s eyes.

Tessa smiled. “So I guess this is how it is now,” she said.

“I guess so,” Lacy said. “But you have to promise me something—if I’m not going to eat that gumball.”

“What’s that?”

“I get to eat you out whenever I want. Even if you’re in a bad mood. And even if my shift is about to start in five minutes.”

Tessa smiled and bit the corner of her bottom lip. “Deal,” She said. So Lacy grabbed her hand and pulled her away towards the break shed. Both girls were laughing as they ran across the grass. They only had a few minutes, but there would be plenty of time later, now that things were the way they would stay. 

THE END


THE EASTER BUNNY

Charlie, who has been struggling to keep up with his bills, has never paid much attention to his quiet roommate, Susie. She’s hardly ever home, and when she is, she’s locked away in her bedroom. Charlie has never even thought about what she might be doing in there, until a friend from out of town catches a glimpse of her and recognizes her as a popular webcam girl.

Charlie does some searching while she’s out of the house, and he finds out that it’s true—and she’s been making a ton of money doing it. Now, Susie is on her way out of town for a few weeks, and Charlie has an idea to get a piece of the pie.


CHAPTER I

Charlie liked living with his roommate, Susie. He was nervous when a young woman replied to his roommate wanted ad—worried she would be messy and always partying—but she turned out to be the quietest, most invisible roommates Charlie could hope for. She was always travelling for work or travelling to visit friends and family. And when she was home, she was always in her room, minding her own business.

Charlie had no idea what Susie did for a living, or where she went when she was visiting her family and friends, or what she was doing in her bedroom during the rare evenings she was home, but he didn’t care so he never asked. And for three years, he liked it that way: he minded his own business and she minded her own business. It was the perfect roommate scenario.

Though the perfect roommate scenario ended one evening while one of Charlie’s friends was visiting from out of town. He was crashing on Charlie’s couch for a few days, in town to see a band that Charlie had never heard of. Everything was going fine, and then Charlie went across the street to buy some fresh milk. When he returned to the apartment, his friend was wide-eyed and awkward. “Is there a pub around here—somewhere we can talk in private?” he said, twitching as if he’d just done three lines of cocaine.

“Why? What’s going on?” Charlie said.

“We just need to talk in private. I can’t tell you here.”

So they went down the street to the pub, even though it was only 11:00 AM. Charlie’s friend ordered himself a pint of beer, so Charlie did the same. “What the hell’s gotten into you?” Charlie asked.

“Your roommate is a cam whore,” he said, still with his wide eyes, as if he hadn’t blinked.

“A what?” Charlie asked.

“She takes her clothes off and touches herself in front of her webcam, for money. She came out while you were down at the store.” His hands were trembling. But Charlie didn’t believe him.

“She came out and told you this? Or you saw her doing this cam whore thing while I was out?”

“No, no. I’ve seen her before. I used to watch her. Her private shows are expensive because she does crazy things. The walls in her bedroom are a baby blue colour, right?”

“You went in there?” Charlie asked.

“No, I’ve seen them on her camera, you dunce! You’re living with a prostitute.”

Charlie felt a cold trembling creeping down his spine. The walls in Susie’s room were indeed baby blue. Though it was possible he just saw into her room while he was walking down the hallway—though Susie never left her door open, even when she was just darting down the hallway to use the bathroom. But it was possible that Charlie’s friend snuck into her room while she was using the bathroom—but why would he do it? He wasn’t the type to pull pranks or to invade girls’ privacy. He was an honest guy—honest enough to admit that he got off by watching cam whores. “You’re telling me that you didn’t know this?” he said with even wider eyes.

“I didn’t know,” Charlie said. “It—It can’t be true. She’s nice—and quiet. She minds her business. And she’s always out for work.”

“She has another room. It’s like this kid’s room filled with stuffed animals. It must be a set in a warehouse or something. She only does the blue bedroom on weekend evenings. The lighting isn’t as good.”

“How do you know all of this?” Charlie asked.

“I told you, you dunce! I used to watch her show all the time. She does things—things you wouldn’t believe.” He leaned over the table and then looked around to make sure no one was listening. The pub was empty. “She once got half of a baseball bat into her pussy.”

“That’s impossible,” Charlie said. “She’s hardly five feet tall.”

“That’s why her show is so popular—because she does impossible things. And she’s sexy. My God, she’s sexy. I can’t believe you live with Missy Bunny.”

“Missy Bunny?” Charlie said. His lips suddenly felt dry, but not as dry as his throat. He took a long sip from his beer. It had been many years since he’d had a beer before noon.

“That’s her screen name. What did you say her name was? Sally?”

“Susie,” Charlie said.

He laughed. “Missy Bunny’s real name is Susie, huh? That’s wild. I can’t believe this.”

Charlie’s friend took off the next morning, off to see another band in another town, off to sleep on another friend’s couch. But once he was gone, things didn’t go back to normal. Now, Charlie had a nagging curiosity tingling inside of him. Whenever Susie was home and in her bedroom, he would go into his room and then into his closet, which shared a wall with Susie’s bedroom. Then he would press his ear to the wall and listen. Occasionally, he could hear a little ding, or a very soft moan. The walls were well insulated, even the interior walls. Charlie had them insulated after he bought the place and before he put up his roommate-wanted ad.

It was only a couple of days before he had the idea to look up ‘Missy Bunny’ online. He tried searching it on Google, but no results came up. So then he tried searching through long lists of cam whore listings. It was an hour into his hunt when an ad popped up for a popular cam whore website, and in the corner of the ad was a familiar face: a face that looked an awful lot like Susie’s face. Charlie clicked it, waited for the stream to load, and then he felt his joints freeze as he saw Susie’s baby blue bedroom.

Susie was sitting on her bed, facing her camera, which must have been up on her dresser. She was wearing a skimpy little pink satin slip and pink bunny ears. She was doing nothing but smiling into the camera at first, and then she leaned forward and started typing something on a wireless keyboard. That’s when Charlie noticed the chat window on the right of his screen. “Awe, thanks love,” said MissyBunny69. Before that, a user had written, “You’re so fucking sexy. I want to plug your asshole with my giant cock.” And there were thousands of lines of perverted text before that line.

Charlie wasn’t able to look away, even though he knew he was invading on Susie’s privacy. He was shocked. He couldn’t believe that it was true: Susie really was a cam whore.

She leaned forward to type again. “I’m feeling horny. Anyone want to pay for a private show?”

Charlie’s hands were trembling. He took a deep breath and then he typed out a message. “How much?” he asked.

“Thirty dollars,” she replied quickly. “And you get everything.”

“Okay. I’ll pay,” he said. And then suddenly, he was transferred over to a new chat room, and in this new chat room his anonymous username was alone with MissyBunny69. He had to quickly activate his PayPal account so that the money would transfer over. His heart was pounding so loud; he was worried Susie would hear it in the next room over.

He didn’t actually want to be paying for a private show. Cam whores did nothing for him. He always thought they were a giant waste of money—just like any porn with a price. There were literally millions of free porn videos online—why would someone pay? But Charlie knew that paying was the only way to see what his roommate was doing in his apartment.

Once the money was successfully transferred, the show started. Susie got up and went over to her nightstand. She pulled out a long carrot and then brought it over to the bed. She sucked on it while staring into the camera lens, and then she rubbed it over her satin-clad pussy. “You like that?” she asked. Charlie lunged forward and hit mute on his computer. Then he typed out a message, “Sorry, I have no volume.”

So she leaned forward and typed out, “Just watch then, and enjoy.”

She kept rubbing that carrot on her pussy. It was only a few seconds before she pushed the carrot down the front of her satin panties and started rubbing it on her barely covered flesh. She leaned her head back and her lips parted. With her free hand, she slipped the straps of her slip over her shoulders. The little number fell down, exposing her small, perky tits.

Charlie gasped. He looked away at first, feeling like he was doing something terribly naughty (and maybe he was), but then he looked back at the screen. He did pay her, didn’t he? Was it so wrong to look? Her tits truly were terrific. Her whole body was magnificent. She rubbed that carrot on her nipples until they were perky and hard. Then she leaned back and slipped her panties down, exposing her plump, juicy pussy.

A minute later, that carrot was deep in her snatch. She plunged it down quickly, fucking herself while her lips parted and her head tilted back. Charlie went over to his closet and put his ear to the wall. He could hear her moaning gently. He wondered if it was genuine, or if she was just very good at faking it because that was technically her job.

He went back to his monitor. She was laying back now, putting her knees up against her chest, exposing her tiny, bleached butthole. She took the tip of her wet carrot and pressed it against the hole while smiling into the camera lens. Then that carrot went inside of her with seemingly no effort. Charlie heard a slight gasp—or maybe it was just the walls settling. She used the green leaves of the carrot to pull it back out from her body, and then she plunged it down again. It was strangely mesmerizing. She was fucking her own asshole faster and faster and faster, and then suddenly, a gush of fluid poured out from her pussy.

Charlie gasped and then covered his mouth, worried his roommate would hear him. He was in a complete state of disbelief. His roommate truly was a cam whore who did terribly naughty things for strangers to watch. And she was probably making a lot of money too—the show only lasted ten minutes, and then she was done, back in the main chat room with nearly a thousand other men. It was only five minutes before she was paid again for another private show—and during that five minute intermission, men were sending her tips: a buck, two bucks, five bucks. One guy even tipped her twenty bucks. Charlie couldn’t believe it. He could have nearly bought himself a private show for twenty bucks.

No wonder she was always travelling! She was probably rich. She was only paying six hundred bucks a month for rent, and she was easily making that in a single night. Meanwhile, Charlie was struggling to pay all of his bills and he had to work ten hours every day.

The next day, Charlie navigated back to that cam whore website an hour after Susie left the house. He found her stream and saw the impressive set that she apparently normally worked on. It was a large pink room filled with stuffed animals and sex toys. Her daytime audience was massive: twelve thousand people watching, all waiting for their chance to get a private show. But even the public show was something to behold. She still showed her tits and rubbed her pussy. But what really got people going was when she got onto her knees, turned her back to the camera, and wiggled her cotton tail. The chat stream went wild every time she did it, and then a flood of tips would pour into her bank account.

Charlie couldn’t believe what he was seeing.


CHAPTER II

MissyBunny69 went offline after just two hours, but Susie didn’t come home right away. Charlie had no idea what she was doing out. She certainly wasn’t going off to work—she didn’t need to work. Charlie had done the math: she was making over two grand a day. Maybe she was in school. Charlie asked her when she moved in if she was a student, and she said no, but what else was she doing with that kind of scratch? Was she out doing drugs? Or was she out making even more money as a real prostitute.

Charlie was tempted to search through the local escort listings, but he had no idea where to even find the local escort listings.

It was the next day, while Susie was doing her daily show in her big pink room, when Charlie decided to sneak into her baby blue bedroom and snoop around. He had no idea what he was looking for or even why he was looking for it, but he felt compelled. The curiosity just wasn’t going away; it had only grown stronger since his friend told him about her secret profession.

He saw the webcam mounted on her dresser. He crept up to it carefully from the side, to make sure it was switched off before stepping in front of it. He opened up her top drawer and immediately found tons of lingerie. Each door was filled with lingerie. So where did she keep her actual clothes? He found a few items of normal clothing in her closet.

In one of her nightstands, he found bottles of lubricant. In the other, he found sex toys. He even found that carrot from the private show. It was rubber, but it certainly looked real on camera. He brought it to his nose and sniffed it, though he wasn’t sure why. It smelled like a combination of pussy and asshole, which shouldn’t have been a surprise.

And then he kept searching around, still not sure what he was looking for. Under her bed, he found a large stack of money: easily ten thousand dollars. He was tempted to skim a few bills off the top, but he resisted the urge, even though he didn’t have enough money to pay for all of his bills that month. He wasn’t going to become a thief. He already felt guilty enough, snooping around in her room.

In her closet, he found a selection of wigs. He found bunny ears and cotton tails, and then he found a large box filled with costume jewellery. He found makeup and nail polish and perfume and plenty of props that she probably used on special occasions. He even found a baseball bat, which also smelled like pussy and asshole. He wondered if it was the same one his friend was talking about.

Charlie made sure to put everything back exactly where he’d found it, so that Susie wouldn’t know that he’d been snooping. Her room wasn’t terribly tidy to begin with, so he wasn’t too worried that she would be suspicious, but he wasn’t about to take any chances. He closed her door and then he went back to his own room where her show was still playing. Now, she was massaging her nipples between her thumbs and pointer fingers, making them hard and earning a torrent of tips. Charlie even saw one guy tip fifty bucks. He couldn’t wrap his head around it.

With tips like that, she didn’t even need to do private shows. All she had to do was sit there and blow kisses at the camera, occasionally shaking her tush, and that was enough to make her rich. Why wasn’t every girl doing this? Susie was cute, but she wasn’t the Queen of the Babes. Even all dolled up, she wasn’t exactly a young Kate Moss.

Charlie put his computer away after clearing his browser history. He took a deep breath and then told himself that he was done with the snooping, and done watching his roommate strip and pleasure herself on camera. He liked things the way they were before he started invading her privacy. He liked that his roommate was hardly a ghost who paid rent on time and hardly ever made a peep. But ignoring the thought of her was easier said than done. It was only a few hours later when Charlie found himself feeling curious once again, wondering how long it took her to build up her audience, or if it was just an overnight thing. He found himself on his computer once again, looking at other cam whore streams. They all had at least hundreds of viewers and they were all making some decent money in tips and private shows.

There were even men doing shows—though they weren’t making as much money, or course. Charlie jokingly toyed with the idea of putting himself on camera, just to see if he could make a few bucks—even just enough for beer money. But he knew he couldn’t compete with the guys who had cams. They were all ripped with big cocks and handsome smiles. Charlie was far from ripped. He wasn’t fat or even chubby, though some of his friends called him ‘skinny fat’ because his body was like a twig yet he was still soft—kind of like a woman’s body, though no one goes around calling women ‘skinny fat’.

Half of the cam whores weren’t even showing their faces, which Charlie thought was funny, because they all had very distinctive tattoos. If their friends were online looking through cam models, those tattoos were surely giving them away, regardless of whether their faces were on screen or not. But even the girls who hid their faces were still making good money.

Charlie laughed as a silly idea crossed his mind. Maybe he could shave and put on Susie’s lingerie and keep the camera aimed below his neck. He could probably pass as a woman—maybe not the most flattering woman, but probably enough to get a few bucks for beer money. He had a good chuckle, and then the idea suddenly didn’t seem so funny. In reality, what was stopping him? He had an old web cam and a razor and access to slutty outfits, so was it really such a crazy idea? He pushed the idea away and laughed, though now his heart was pounding strangely fast. It was just a silly idea, right?


CHAPTER III

Charlie forgot all about his crazy, nonsense idea of pretending to be a woman for a cam show. How could anyone cling onto such an absurd idea? He went on with his day and then he went on with his night. Susie came home around 8:00 PM. She made herself a quick dinner in the kitchen. “How was your day?” Charlie asked her—a question he asked her most nights she was home.

“It was good,” she said with a nice smile. “How was your day?”

“Just fine,” said Charlie. Though he had to force his smile as he tried to hide his red cheeks. When she went into her room, Charlie found himself exhaling as if he’d been holding his breath. It was obvious that things weren’t going to be going back to the way they were. He would never be able to look at her without that teasing curiosity burning inside of him. Every time he heard a wall groan, he would think it was her, doing one of her shows. But what did it matter? Was she not allowed to do sexy stuff on camera? It didn’t affect Charlie, so why did he suddenly care?

Maybe it was jealousy. Maybe he hated the thought that she was making more than he made in an hour in a single minute. Maybe it was that stack of cash he found under her bed. He laughed: and women think they have it worse than men. Charlie knew guys who went to school for twelve years to become doctors—even they weren’t making the kind of money Susie was making.

But he tried to push all of those thoughts out from his head as he went to sleep. He put a pair of headphones on, so he wouldn’t be tormented by the sound of the old walls groaning and settling. He even took a sleeping pill because his racing mind wouldn’t let him fall asleep. And it still took a few hours to finally fall asleep.

So he was tired when he woke up and groggy as he made his way over to take a shower before work. Susie was already gone for the day, her shoes missing from the front step, so Charlie was free to shower for as long as he wanted in that one-bathroom apartment. He ran the water hot and revelled in the feeling of it running down his tired body. And then he saw Susie’s pink razor sitting on the edge of the tub. He reached down and picked it up, spinning it around while looking at it. It was a fancy razor, and it probably wasn’t cheap, not that Susie cared. It probably wasn’t even worth pennies in Susie’s very wealthy eyes.

He looked down at his legs and tried to decide if they could possibly pass as women’s legs on a web cam. They certainly wouldn’t pass covered in hair—but would they pass hairless? Charlie was suddenly curious. He held that razor in his hand and wondered how long the hair would take to grow back if he shaved it off. There were still a few months before summertime—lots of time before shorts season. Plus, Charlie had never been much of a shorts guy to begin with. So just to satisfy a curiosity he knew wouldn’t go away, he reached down and started to shave away the hair from his legs. He watched the little dark hairs clump together and then swirl down the drains. He had no intention of shaving around his cock, but it looked awfully strange once he had smooth legs, so he ended up shaving everything—even his armpits and arms, which weren’t terribly hairy to begin with.

He put the razor down and then his heart skipped a beat. Did he really just do that? Did he really just spend fifteen minutes making himself hairless and smooth like a woman? He looked strange, kind of like a child—though his cock looked bigger than normal. He lifted his shaft up and looked at it. He hardly recognized it. This new look would take some getting used to.

He got out from the shower and looked at himself in the mirror. His body looked completely different. It was shiny and smooth and strangely pale—but also surprisingly feminine, as long as he was holding a hand out to block his own view of his face. He tried doing a few little poses, pretending to be a model, and then he made himself laugh. Though that laugh came with fluttering butterflies, because he was simultaneously realizing that he had the body of a woman.

Though his shoulders were a bit broader than the average woman. And his hips weren’t quite as wide. And then, of course, he didn’t have the tits of a woman—though Susie hardly had tits herself. And the shoulders and hips could have easily been aided by the right outfit. His heart fluttered again. He poked his head out from the bathroom and made sure that Susie’s shoes really were missing. He crept up to her room and pushed her door open. He looked at her empty room and then he ran over to his laptop in his own room. He quickly navigated over to the webcam of MissyBunny69 and saw that her show was just staring, in that large pink room, wherever it was. So he knew he was safe to explore his slutty roommate’s belongings.

He went into her room and started darting through her drawers. His heart was pounding hard and fast. He knew he was doing something wrong and stupid, but he knew the curiosity wouldn’t subside until he indulged. He found a pink satin slip with white cotton embellishments. He held it up to his body and felt his face becoming terribly hot. He’d never put on women’s clothing before—he’d never even considered it until that moment. But he’d gone and shaved his legs, so why not go all the way?

He stepped into the soft, light garment, and then he pulled it up. It was soft against his body, and it fit surprisingly well. He went over to the closet where Susie kept her wigs, and then he pulled out a long blonde one. He got it snug on his head and then he laughed. Why was he putting on a wig if he was just trying to see if his body could pass for female?

He figured he looked ridiculous, but he walked over to the mirror anyway. Then his heart skipped yet another beat. He definitely passed. Even his face, framed by that straight blonde hair, looked like a woman’s face—and he wasn’t even wearing any makeup. He wasn’t smiling anymore. Now there was a strange dread churning in his gut. He wasn’t sure what he originally set out to prove when he ran that first razor stroke up his leg, but he certainly wasn’t hoping to prove that he really could look like a woman.

His dangling cock was ruining the illusion. He solved it by slipping a pair of pink panties up, beneath the slip’s skirt. The panties were light and flimsy, but they managed to hold his pecker and balls in place. He did a little shimmy, watching his skirt dance from side to side. The soft satin actually felt kind of nice, teasing his skin. But his heart just wouldn’t stop pounding ferociously against his ribcage.

What did all of this mean? Why was he still standing there, wearing that little costume? Why wasn’t he taking it off? Why wasn’t he ripping that wig off and feeling ashamed of himself? Why was he suddenly feeling the urge to try on more of Susie’s little outfits?

He went over to his room, to check Susie’s live stream. She was still going, still shaking her tush for her many fans, still getting tips every few seconds as if she was actually doing something worth money.

So Charlie knew he had time. He ran over to her bedroom and he started trying on different outfits: taking different things out from her many lingerie drawers and then putting them on his body. It was strangely fun—maybe because it was so exciting and wrong. He figured it would lose its novelty quickly, but as time went by, he was only feeling more excited and his heart was starting to pound even harder.

He found himself looking through Susie’s toy drawer. He found a big, long vibrator that smelled like her sweet pussy. He turned it on, set it to its maximum setting, and then he held it up to the bulge in his panties. He rubbed it up and down while standing in front of the mirror. He had a big, red-cheeked smirk on his face. He was breathing heavily, biting the corner of his bottom lip. His cock was rock-hard in a matter of seconds, and it was tingling and bloating in a matter of minutes. Why was this so much fun? Why did it feel so good?

He ended up coming, filling up those pink panties with his white goo. His legs trembled and his knees buckled as he let out a long, glorious sigh of relief. He came so much that his load started to pour out the sides of his panties, trickling down his leg towards Susie’s bedroom floor. He took a long, deep breath, and then reality caught up to him.

He realized how crazy it all was. Not only was he now late for work, he was standing in his roommates bedroom, in her lingerie, with his legs shaved, and cum running down his legs. He got himself cleaned up quickly, and then he got her room cleaned up to the best of his memory. Then he went to work and got an earful from his boss. “An hour late—a whole hour?” his boss said. “You’re lucky I don’t fire you.”

And Charlie found himself wondering if Susie ever had to deal with angry bosses. She was making fifty times more money than him and she got to work on her own schedule. Maybe it was time for Charlie to give the web cam thing a try, as ridiculous as it seemed.


CHAPTER IV

It seemed like a stroke of fate when Susie came home that night and mentioned to Charlie, “I’m going to be going out of town for a couple of weeks,” before going to her bedroom.

“Where to? And when do you leave?” Charlie asked quickly. It was the most personal he’d ever gotten with her.

She smiled. “Just to visit some friends, in Europe,” she said casually, as if going to Europe wasn’t that big of a deal. “I booked a flight for the morning. So if I don’t see you, goodbye!” She went into her room and closed the door. Charlie took a deep breath. The timing was just too good to be true. She was giving him free reign of the house and free reign of whatever she left behind in that room full of lingerie and sex toys.

Charlie had so much to do if he was really going to go through with his ludicrous plan. He still had to set up his room so that no one would recognize anything. He had to get an account set up on one of the web cam websites. He needed to figure out how he was going to keep his face out of the shots, and he needed to figure out what the hell was wrong with him.

He didn’t actually think that he could fool men around the world into giving him money, just for sitting in front of a camera, did he? How was he going to keep his bulge hidden? How was he going to flirt with his audience without opening his mouth? Would he just blow kisses at the camera and hope that typing on his keyboard would be enough? What did he have to lose?

He spent that night getting his room tidy and ready. He needed to make his room look girly, though he didn’t have any girly things—though he did have a white sheet that had turned pink in a failed load of laundry, so he tacked it to the wall behind his bed, covering his posters, in the off-chance his friend stumbled onto his stream—though it wasn’t such an off-chance, was it?

He knew he could nab a few things from Susie’s room once she left. She had a whole bunch of stuffed animals and girly things. He grabbed the fake flowers from the kitchen table and got them situated on his nightstand. Then he got his old webcam set up on his dressed, facing his bed. He got it running on his computer, framing it up so he couldn’t see his own face, so that he would have one less thing to figure out in the morning. He was already planning on calling in sick from work.

He didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, tossing and turning constantly, excited and terrified at the same time. He kept talking himself out of his nonsense idea, and then he would toss and turn some more and find himself amped up for his first web cam show. He still had no idea what he was actually going to do if some poor soul really did tune into his stream.

It was around 4:00 AM when he heard Susie leave for the airport, dragging her heavy suitcase down the hall and then locking the front door behind her. It was 6:00 AM when Charlie finally gave up on the idea of getting a full night’s sleep. He got up and started his morning in the shower, shaving up the little bits of stubble that had popped up overnight. Then he went to her room as a pot of coffee brewed.

He decided to go with the pink satin slip with the white embellishments. He knew it fit perfectly and looked cute on him, and he didn’t want to end up wasting his whole morning trying on outfit after outfit. He slipped on a new pair of pink panties and then he got into that same blonde wig. He looked in the mirror and then noticed a few makeup supplies on Susie’s dresser. He grabbed the lipstick, the mascara, and the eyeliner. He brought them to the bathroom where the light was better, and then he took a shot at dolling himself up.

The lipstick was easy, and so was the mascara. The eyeliner on the other hand wasn’t so easy. He found himself cleaning it off over and over as he accidentally made the tiniest little mistakes. But the time and effort was worth it. After twenty minutes of trial and error, his eyes looked pretty and feminine. He batted his eyelashes and made his cutest smile, and then his heart fluttered and stuttered in his chest. This really was a silly idea. Though it was good that his face passed, just in case it accidentally slipped into the shot.

He grabbed a couple sex toys from Susie’s drawer and then he brought them over to his room. He fired up the web cam account he made the night before and then he found himself deciding whether or not to press the ‘GO LIVE’ button. He looked into his webcam’s lens and took a deep breath. It all seemed so foolish. What was he doing with his life? At what point did things go so wrong that he decided pretending to be a woman on a pornography site could make things better? What was the straw that broke the camel’s back?

He pressed the button. His computer began to hum and then the red light went bright on his webcam. “You are currently live,” the notice in the top right corner of his computer screen said. On the bottom left corner of his screen was the number ‘0’. Charlie assumed that meant there was no one watching.

He walked back and took a seat on his bed. His computer screen was still in sight, so he could see that his face was just out of the frame. He straightened his little pink slip and then he found himself frozen. Maybe this whole thing was stupid. Why did he think anyone would want to watch him sit there in that boring room? Why did he think he could even make ten cents, never mind enough for a pint of beer?

His computer chirped and that zero turned into a one. Someone had tuned in. Someone was now watching Charlie. Charlie became even more frozen, sitting upright, suddenly extremely self-conscious of every part of his body.

Then, that one turned into a two. Two strangers were now staring at Charlie, waiting for him to do something. Charlie cleared his throat and then he reached up and cupped his tits. Then his computer dinged. “You’re so beautiful,” it said. “Can you show your face?”

Charlie had to at least show his lips as he leaned forward to type out a reply. “Maybe if you’re nice,” he wrote at his heart slammed violently into his ribcage. He sat back up and continued to cup his non-existent breasts. He squeezed and swayed, and then he remembered that Susie always had music playing softly in the background, so he leaned forward and opened up his music player. He put on a random playlist, and then went back to his awkward swaying.

Now that number was at six: six strangers watching him as he swayed awkwardly from side to side while holding the cups of his pink satin slip.

“Show us your tits!” one man wrote in the chat. Charlie didn’t have tits to show, but he did pull down his top just enough to tease the audience, showing that space between where his tits should have been. His computer chirped again, this time letting him know he’d been tipped two dollars.

He couldn’t fight the smile from his face. He’d been live for two minutes and he already made two dollars. It wasn’t a lot, but it was just the start. Every thirty seconds that number was going up. It was only a minute later when another two-dollar tip was deposited into his account. The website took 5%, but that was the least of his worries now. He couldn’t believe that he was actually making money. He couldn’t believe he was actually tricking people into thinking he was a girl. He got up onto his knees, turned his back to the camera, and he shook his recently shaved bum. He couldn’t see his computer screen, but he did hear the ding of a tip entering into his account. He knew he didn’t have tits or a pussy to flash to his audience, so he held his package down with one hand and then he pulled the thin strip of panties covering his asshole to the side. Then he heard two more dings as more money entered into his account.

His heart was pounding. He had no idea what possessed him to flash his asshole to the camera. He had no idea what had possessed him to get into this ludicrous scenario to begin with. But he was shocked when he turned around to see that there were now forty-two people watching his stream, many active on the chat sidebar, and he’d just received twenty dollars in tips. In a matter of minutes, Charlie had already made more money than he made in two hours at work. Maybe there really was something to this cam whoring thing. Maybe Charlie could keep this going for a little bit of side income.

“Is she just trying to do a MissyBunny69 thing?” one of the men in the chat room asked.

“It looks like it,” replied another. But Charlie didn’t care what people thought. He didn’t care if he was an imposter. He only cared about those beautiful sounding dings as money entered into his bank account. “Show your tits!” said another commenter. That was a comment that appeared every few seconds. Charlie did his best to keep them entertained with what he had: his ass and his asshole. But mostly, he found himself replying to messages in the chat stream, thanking guys for their sex-fuelled flirtations, and sending her own flirtations out for everyone to read.

Some people had strange requests. “Show your feet!” said one guy. When Charlie held out his feet, a series of dings rang out in his bedroom. “Show us your tongue!” said another guy, so Charlie leaned forward and stuck out his tongue. People liked that too. It was only half an hour before Charlie had completely lost count of how many tips he’d received. There was no way of knowing without closing down the stream and navigating to his private account.  He could just hope that it was paying off.

“How much for a private show?” asked one man.

“I’m not doing private shows today,” he replied in text form. And then he received a flurry of disappointed comments. But that didn’t stop the tips from coming in when he turned around and showed his audience his bum again.

“That has to be the best ass online,” one of his audience members said. Charlie found himself blushing. But the sweet moment was cut short when the same guy said, “Now put something in it!”

Charlie’s heart fluttered at the thought. He had a few of Susie’s sex toys, but he wasn’t about to penetrate himself on camera. But maybe he could tease his new fans a little bit. He grabbed one of Susie’s big dildos and then he started to gently rub it on his body. He brought it up to his lips and he teased the tip with the tip of his tongue, doing his best slutty impression. Then he brought it down between his legs and began to rub it up and down the length of his flattened shaft. It actually felt kind of nice, especially once he accidentally pressed the button that made it begin to vibrate. He had no idea it was a vibrator until that moment.

Tips were coming in quickly. He got the dildo under his panties and then he pretended to moan. He tilted his head back and parted his lips the way Susie did in her videos, and then he listened as more and more money trickled into his bank account. But then he felt something else: a tingling growing between his legs. The vibration felt good—too good. He was starting to become erect. He could feel his panties stretching quickly as his cock tried to curl upwards and out from that tight satin prison. He closed his thighs tightly together, pinching the vibrator between his legs. He felt his face turning red as he reached down and made sure the skirt of his little slip was doing enough to cover his bulge.

His heart was racing and his mind was spinning. He tried to force a smile. He wanted to put the vibrator away, but the tips were coming in faster than ever. He had to keep it going. So with his thighs pressed tightly together, he closed his eyes and tilted his head back again. He continued to fake his orgasm as that tingling grew stronger and stronger. A real orgasm was coming, and then he would have a literal mess on his hands. He already had a figurative mess on his hands: how could he get up to turn off his stream without exposing his erection?

His cock wanted to spring upwards badly, but he refused to part his thighs. He kept rubbing that dildo up and down his shaft, feeling the intense vibration reverberating through his whole cock. It felt so good. “Oh God,” he muttered under his breath. His legs trembled, and then he felt his wet load filling up his tight panties, pooling warmly against his package. He nearly went cross-eyed, and then a strong shudder ran through his body. And then when he finally looked forward at his computer screen, he saw that he’d sunk down to the point that his face was now on camera. His heart skipped a beat before pounding viciously. He jumped up to his feet, holding a hand between his legs to hide his erection and the cum that was now dribbling down his thighs. He hopped forward and pressed the ‘END STREAM’ button as quickly as he could. Then he took a second to catch his breath.

He looked down and saw that his inner thighs were covered in white cum. His panties were full, like a condom that had been used eight times in a row. He carefully nudged them down his legs, careful not to tip them over so all of the cum wouldn’t fall onto his floor. Where did all of that cum come from? How did he produce so much substance?

It didn’t matter. He needed to get himself cleaned up and he needed to get his head clear. He’d just exposed his face live online, while wearing makeup and lingerie. He knew he had at least one friend who frequented that very site. And would that friend recognize him? What would happen if someone recognized him?

He got undressed and then he got his face washed up. He stared at himself in the mirror for a minute, trying to understand why he did it all in the first place.

In those final few moments, did his audience see his cock? Did they see the cum running down his legs? When they saw his face, could they tell that he was a man? He went over to his computer to see the final few messages that were sent before his stream went dead. “Is she squirting?” was one of them. “I’ve seen a lot of fake orgasms and this isn’t one of them,” said another. It didn’t seem like anyone had seen his cock. Maybe he’d dodged a bullet. Maybe it was time to quit while he was ahead.

And then he saw the balance in his account: $375.00, for less than an hour of sitting on a bed in front of a camera. His heart stuttered. That was the same amount that he made in three days of work: ten-hour days in a toxic environment. It wasn’t even lunchtime now. Charlie’s head was spinning. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. And he especially couldn’t believe it when he realized he’d made $375.00 after the website took their 5% cut. No wonder Susie did this every day, two or three times. It was no wonder she had some expensive studio across town, and a gigantic stack of money under her mattress.

Charlie now had a big smile stuck on his face. This gig was too good to be true. He always thought that his small stature was a curse, but now he was quickly realizing it was one of the greatest gifts. He had work to do and a fortune to amass.


CHAPTER V

Charlie knew that he needed to spend money if he was going to make money. His bland bedroom set wasn’t going to draw viewers in when they were scrolling through the long lists of live girls. He needed to make his stream pop, and that meant investing a bit of money into set décor. Once he had himself cleaned up, he made a trip down to Chinatown.

Chinatown had tons of cute shops for girls, filled with pink toys and stuffed animals and posters and wall art. It was all perfect for the ‘girly girl’ persona he was going for. He wanted lots of pink and white, with some navy blue bits for contrast. Charlie went to school for art direction, though until now he never actually got to put his degree to use (no one was ever hiring in the art direction field). So now, he went to town. He gave himself a budget of $375.00, and he spent nearly all of it in those little shops. He saved a bit for the hardware store, where he bought a bucket of pink paint and a couple floating shelves. He spent the rest of that afternoon remodelling that back wall of his bedroom, turning it into the perfect cam whore set. Then he went through his apartment and gathered all of the lamps. He set them up around his room, off-camera, to give his show better lighting—he planned on investing in some real set lights as soon as he had more of a budget to work with.

Then, that evening, he got himself dolled up again. He had to find a new outfit to wear, as the last outfit was stained with cum. He ended up finding an adorable black satin bunny outfit, with a white cotton tail and tall white ears. He used that same blonde wig and did his best to create the same makeup style (there were fewer screw-ups this time). It was around 8:00 PM when he had everything ready, with a few toys lined up on one side of his bed, his keyboard on the other side, and his pink room bright. He walked over to his computer, took a deep breath, and then he pressed that ‘GO LIVE’ button. His webcam’s red light came on and then he made his way over to his bed and waited for the viewers to pour in.

And they did pour in, much faster than before. He wondered if it was because of the time of day, or if it was because of his obnoxiously pink walls, which were impossible to ignore while scrolling through the slutty options. Or maybe his stream was just ranking higher after his successful first hour that morning. Maybe it was a combination of all the above.

It was only five minutes before he had twenty nameless people staring at him from behind the safety of their computer screens. The messages were familiar. “Show your tits!” “Show your pussy!” “Show your feet!” Charlie started off slowly, putting on some music, swaying and dancing a little bit, letting the nerves flutter away. Then he had the idea to spread his legs and pretend to be rubbing his pussy over his panties—using his hand to hide the bulge that was his cock. He had to be careful not to rub too hard or fast, or that tingling would start to tease its way up the length of his rod, making him hard. But the nice, slow rubbing got his fans excited. He got his first flurry of tips.

Then he did his usual Susie imitation, turning around and wiggling his cotton tail, receiving another pattering of dings. His stream now had over fifty viewers. He kept going, cupping his breasts, squeezing, showing off his feet, and striking various poses. It was surprisingly hard coming up with fresh ideas to keep the audience glued to their screens, but he managed to keep things going for nearly an hour before his new fans started demanding more.

He figured he could give them a similar show to what he did that morning. So he took Susie’s vibrator and started rubbing it between his legs. It was good at first, and then he felt that tingling growing in the tip of his cock. He pressed his thighs tight together, so there would be no slips. But the black satin bunny outfit was tight and it didn’t have a skirt to hide even the slightest bulge. He tried to keep his erection away for as long as he could, but it came inevitably. So all he could do was spin around and turn his back to the camera. He looked over his shoulder and saw the disappointed comments. “Of course she turns away just as it’s getting good,” said one man. “Boo!” said another man.

Charlie had to give them something. But his cock was rock-hard, stretching out the thin satin outfit. He couldn’t turn around without revealing himself. But he did have an idea. He took that vibrator, stuck it in his mouth to get it wet, and then he brought it around back, pushing it under the strip of satin covering his asshole. He pressed the tip against his butthole and then he started to push in. It wasn’t until that rubber tip had penetrated his hole that he realized what he was doing: penetrating himself live on the Internet. He froze and his skin became cold. His ears started ringing and he could barely hear the dinging of tips being deposited into his account.

His heart was pounding with no discernable rhythm. He took a deep breath and felt hot shame burning in his cheeks. But he couldn’t stop. He was earning money and it actually felt good. He pushed the vibrating dildo deeper. A moan slipped out from his lips. He tried to stop it, but it was too late. He wondered if that moan was enough to give away his masculine identity. He could still hear the tips chiming into account. So he pushed the dildo in further. Then he started to pump it up and down. He didn’t stop. He could hear those tips chiming over and over and over. He had to keep going, he had to see just how much money he could earn.

He looked down at that satin bulge against his abdomen: his erect cock throbbing in his bunny costume. Every time he pressed that dildo into his ass, his cock twitched—and it was twitching harder and harder. He couldn’t look away from it, curious, wondering what it was about to do. He pumped the dildo faster and his cock started twitching faster. The chiming didn’t stop. The tips kept coming. He looked back over his shoulder quickly, and he saw that there were 840 people currently watching his stream: 840 people watching as he fucked himself in the ass with a vibrating dildo. It wasn’t so ludicrous to think that one of those people could have been a friend.

So he just started pumping harder and faster. He had to entertain his audience. He had to keep them watching and tipping. He pushed that dildo in as far as it would go, and then a powerful euphoria blasted through his system. He gasped and his body became tense, and then he felt a familiar warm wetness blasting against his abdomen. He looked down and saw that his cock was turning his black outfit white. He wanted to fall down on his bed, but he knew he had to keep his audience entertained. So before he turned around, he took the blanket of his bed and wrapped it around his bottom half. Then he spun around and smiled and winked at his audience, which was now up to 930 people.

“Lick it!” said one commenter. And then many other commenters parroted the same request. “Lick the dildo! Suck it! I’ll tip you thirty bucks if you lick the whole thing.”

Charlie hesitated. It was a gross request, but he’d already sold the last of his dignity when he went to the store to spend all the money he had on cam whoring set décor. So he brought the dildo to his lips, teased the tip with his tongue, and then he put the whole thing in his mouth, sucking it as if it was a big, hard cock. And the tips came in hard and fast. The audience loved it. They loved Charlie. It was while Charlie was sucking that big vibrator that he noticed a little section on the chat that he hadn’t noticed before: private messages. He navigated over to the newly discovered section and found a bunch of pictures of men’s cocks, some of them rock hard, some recently emptied (with the cumshot in the picture). “You made me come in thirty seconds,” said one man. “I swear I just came without touching my cock,” said another. And strangely, Charlie found himself blushing. It was kind of cool to think that he was getting guys off, making them horny and happy. He was so used to being ignored and invisible.

“I’m done for the night,” he wrote to his audience. He got a final flurry of tips before shutting down his stream. He’d made another six hundred bucks, bringing his daily total close to a thousand dollars. So of course, when he woke up the next morning, he called in sick for work again.

“Call in sick one more time and we’re letting you go,” his boss said, as if it was a threat. Charlie just laughed and then hung up the phone. He felt so free. He didn’t care about his stupid job or his anxious boss. He no longer had to walk on eggshells, worried he would lose his only pathetic little source of income. He didn’t need that slave wage anymore. Now he had something way better. He had a lucrative business that was his own, that he controlled completely.


CHAPTER VI

Charlie did indeed call in sick the next day, and he ended up being fired, but he didn’t care. In just two days, he’d made enough to pay for his rent and all of his monthly bills—plus a bit extra for himself. Even while he was streaming after being fired, he couldn’t wipe the smile from his face.

As he shut down his stream that morning, he noticed a familiar face on the sidebar of the cam whore website. Susie was currently streaming from Europe. She was in a fancy hotel room, drinking champagne with a very beautiful female friend. And, of course, they were both topless. After receiving enough pressure from the many watching fans, Susie’s friend leaned over and started to suck on Susie’s nipples. Susie reached down and fingered herself while her friend sucked, and Charlie sat there watched the tips pour in faster than he could keep track. He wondered if she was a millionaire, or close to it. Unless she was spending half of what she made every single day, she was definitely a millionaire.

He shut down her stream. He knew he would probably never reach that level because he simply didn’t have as much to work with. He didn’t have a pussy to show off or tits to expose and squeeze and shake. He couldn’t even use his own voice, unless he could somehow learn to do a spot-on female impression. But he was happy with what he was earning: far more than enough to live. He was earning far more than he’d ever made in his life, and he was only streaming for one hour two times a day.

But because he didn’t have a lot to work with, he had to be creative. He needed to offer something so that people would click on his stream and not on the thousand other streams that were available. He dug around through Susie’s bedroom for inspiration. He ended up finding a tall black dildo with a suction cup base. He stared at the object for a moment as a warm tingling began to grow inside of him. He didn’t have tits or a pussy, but he didn’t have his asshole, and guys seemed to love it.

He put down a big, heavy college textbook on his bed and he stuck the dildo to it. Then, he started his stream and he started his show. He sat next to the dildo while he waited for viewers to trickle in, then he started to tease the dildo, stroking it slowly, licking the tip. He could taste what he was pretty sure was Susie’s pussy on the big, black cock. He didn’t mind. The money was well worth it. He shook his butt for the camera and he showed the weirdoes his feet, and then he was happy with his audience count: it was time to start the show.

He sucked the dildo, getting it nice and wet, and then, just to be safe, he poured some lubricant on it, so that it wouldn’t hurt going in. Tips were already rolling in. He took his time, teasing the audience, waiting until he was sure they were nice and horny and ready to donate plenty of money to the cause. Then, he gently pulled aside his panties, and he started to sink the erect toy into his ass. He loved that dinging sound of money being deposited into his account. And he kind of liked the feeling of his asshole being stretched wide as that cock sunk deeper and deeper. He was facing the camera this time, but that was okay: he’d found the perfect pink tulle ballerina skirt in Susie’s closet, which did a great job of hiding his bulge. He didn’t even have to think or worry about any possible erections.

Once that cock was six inches into his asshole, he started to bounce up and down, letting the toy’s plastic veins and ridges massage his anal walls. It really did feel good, and it was feeling better every second. It seemed to strange to be earning money for doing something that felt good—but maybe that was just because Charlie was painfully used to earning money for feeling like he was being tortured.

The euphoria quickly started to take over. He closed his eyes and let his head tilt back as that euphoria grew stronger and stronger. He let a whimper slip out from his lips, but it was lost in the sound of chiming tips and gentle hip-hop music. He could feel that his cock was rock hard. He didn’t want to stop. He wanted to keep bouncing on that big cock forever. But his cock let him know that it was time to stop. It erupted and twitched and unloaded all over the inside of that tulle skirt. Charlie shuddered and moaned and then he looked forward and saw a chilling sight.

His skirt had ridden up far, all the way up to his sternum, without him noticing. His whole crotch was now exposed, facing the camera. His erect cock was dripping cum on camera, and the comments section was exploding. Comments were coming in faster than Charlie could read them. In a panic, he leapt forward and slammed his computer shut, ending the stream in an instant. Then he carefully opened the computer back up to see that there were two thousand people watching: two thousand people watched as Charlie rode a big black dildo until his cock erupted. His face was red-hot now, burning with humiliation. What if his friend was one of those people? What if no one ever tuned into his show again? He didn’t have another source of revenue anymore. He had all of his eggs in that cam whoring basket.

Then he noticed something peculiar. The tips kept coming in until the moment his screen was shut. Could some people just not see that he was actually a man, or did they actually like it? Had he just discovered an untapped market? No, no—there must have been some sort of mistake.

The viewers definitely saw the cock. There were many, many comments. “She’s a trap!” “Look at the size of that dick!” “Oh my God, she’s coming! Look at that beautiful dick coming!” Many of the viewers really were into it. They liked the cock and the hands-free cumshot. There was a slew of private messages. “I’ll pay you to send me a picture of your dick,” said one man. “Your cock is so beautiful,” said another. Charlie’s mind was racing. He thought at first that he was being pranked—but how could dozens of men simultaneously prank him at the same time? Was there really a big market for convincing trannies?

He wasn’t even a tranny. He didn’t have fake tits and he wasn’t taking hormones. He was just a guy putting on women’s clothing. But maybe that was enough for these nameless perverts. Maybe a guy in girl’s clothing was as good as the real thing, as long as he was convincing—and he was convincing. Until that unfortunate slip, he’d successfully convinced every man that logged into his stream.

That day, he made another grand. Twenty percent of that sum came during the last thirty seconds of his stream, while his cock was out for everyone to see. So maybe it was time for Charlie to embrace what he had and give the audience what they apparently wanted.

So the next day, he planned his stream out carefully. He got into a little outfit (a black lace teddy that held everything in place perfectly) and he got his room set up with all the essentials: toys, lubricants, and a towel, because he was quickly getting tired of hauling his bed sheets down to the laundry room every day.

But he started his stream as if he was a girl, keeping his cock hidden, just in case the previous night was some sort of fluke. He did his usual routine: swaying and dancing, teasing the audience a little bit with his ass and feet. He gently sucked on a dildo while the number of viewers rose higher and higher. His heart was pounding fast, just like it did during his first stream. Maybe exposing himself wasn’t a good idea. Maybe the people who saw the night before had already forgotten. Well, they certainly didn’t forget, but maybe they didn’t remember what Charlie looked like…

Then, Charlie saw the message pop up in the stream. “Show the cock! We want to see your cock!”

Charlie pretended not to notice the message, though it was hard to ignore, especially once that commenter started to inform the other viewers about what happened the previous night. “Her skirt rode up and she was big and hard and she came everywhere. It was awesome.”

“That sounds awesome,” replied another. “But I don’t believe it. There’s no way she has a cock. Look at her.”

“I’ll tip fifty bucks if you show your cock!” said one commenter.

Charlie’s heart stuttered. He reached down, grabbed the bottom of his lace teddy, and he quickly flashed his cock. He smiled and blushed and put his cock away, and then went back to sucking the dildo. The comment stream erupted, and sure enough, the man tipped fifty bucks. “Now jerk it off! Cum in your own mouth!”

Charlie smiled. He waved his finger in the air and then he went to his keyboard to type out a message. “Maybe in a private show,” he said.

“How much?” someone asked quickly.

“One hundred,” he said.

“I’ll pay! Pick me!” said a commenter quickly. It took Charlie a moment to figure out how to pull the commenter into a private chat. And then he was surprised when the commenter quickly sent a hundred bucks to Charlie. “I want to see you come in your own mouth.”

Charlie was frozen stiff for a moment. He only had one viewer now, but somehow that only made him more nervous. He reached down with a trembling hand and began to rub his cock as if it was a pussy. He had to break out of his rigidity in order to sway to the music. “Take the cock out,” said the paying customer. So Charlie reached into his teddy, closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then pulled his pecker out. He felt ridiculous and humiliated. He was now rubbing his cock for a paying male customer to watch. Maybe he shouldn’t have left his job. Maybe this level of embarrassment wasn’t worth the money.

He curled his fingers around his shaft and began to stroke. His cock wasn’t getting hard, and he was stuck in that private chat room until he got off. So he closed his eyes and tried to picture sexy things: girls in lingerie with big tits, rubbing each other with lotion. He tried to picture Susie in her bunny costume, on her hands and knees, eating out her cam whore friend. He wondered if she did that kind of thing: lesbian scenes with other cam whores, just for the money.

But the mental images weren’t doing it. He just wasn’t getting hard. He opened his eyes and saw that there was a new message from his customer. “Just put the cock in your ass. Maybe that will make you hard.”

Charlie wasn’t just embarrassed because he was dressed like a woman and touching himself for a stranger—now he was embarrassed because he couldn’t get hard. He took the dildo, squirted some lubricant on it, and then he pressed it into his ass. He squirmed and groaned as it slid in deep, stretching him wide as if he’d never been stretched before. He closed his eyes again, this time to look away from the shame that was his own image on his computer monitor. He let the cock sink in deep and then he started to plunge it in and out.

“I want my money back if you aren’t going to come,” said the paying customer. And Charlie’s heart stuttered. But the customer had a good point. He’d paid a lot of money and he was just getting the same thing that Charlie always did.

So he leaned forward and typed a message. “Send a picture of your cock,” he wrote. Though he wasn’t sure why he wrote it. It was only ten seconds later when a picture of a thick, throbbing erection appeared on his screen. And strangely, the image made a tingle grow in his cock. Was he gay? Did dressing up like a sissy suddenly turn him into a queer?

He looked down and saw that his bulge was truly expanding. But he wasn’t attracted to the cock. The thought of a juicy pussy was still far more enticing than any cock. It was the idea of the man’s erection—knowing that he was sexy enough to make it happen. He closed his eyes and continued to plunge that cock in and out of his butt. He was getting hard now, more than hard enough that he could grab on and jerk himself off. He made sure he had lots of lubricant in the palm of his hand, so that the sound would be satisfying: squish, squish, squish!

He gripped his cock tight and beat hard, still with that dildo moving up and down inside of his asshole. It felt good—very good. He could feel that orgasm approaching. Now he just had to figure out how to come into his mouth. He knew he wasn’t flexible enough to lean forward and catch his goo with his mouth. He was going to have to ejaculate upside-down. So he rolled over and got up onto his shoulder blades. It was uncomfortable, but now his cock was pointing directly down into his mouth. Gravity would do all the work for him. He closed his eyes and kept beating his cock, breathing heavily as he felt that euphoria growing stronger and stronger.

“Shit,” he muttered. He opened his eyes and saw that his tip was dark red and his cock was bloating thick. “Oh God.” He strained and felt all of his muscles contract—and then his cock began to blast and unload. He opened his mouth, but only a little bit made it through his lips. The rest coated his face with long white streaks. It didn’t taste great: like uncooked pancake batter. But he didn’t mind. It was definitely worth making a hundred extra bucks on top of all the money he was already making. He sat up slowly, a little bit dazed, and saw that his customer had left him an additional fifty-dollar tip.

“Thanks,” he said in his best female voice. And it didn’t sound so bad, though he knew it needed work. He went back to his regular chat room, which still had hundreds of people waiting in it. Comments immediately started to pour in regarding the white mess all over his face. People loved it. “Is that really her cum? Fuck, she’s so hot!” said one man. “That’s so much cum! It can’t be real!” said another. “It’s real. And it was worth every dollar,” said Charlie’s paying customer.

And then Charlie looked down and realized his cock was still hanging out the side of his teddy. He reached down and slipped it back into the safety of his outfit, and then he smiled for the camera. Tips were rolling in fast. “Wipe it up and eat it!” said one man. So Charlie wiped the cum off of his cheek into his mouth. More tips came in. Charlie broke his previous record that morning, making nearly twenty-five hundred bucks in just a couple of hours. He was reluctant to stop his stream, but he knew that he needed to get himself and his set cleaned up, and he needed to give his audience something to be excited for. He couldn’t just make himself available twenty-four-seven.

He got himself cleaned up in the shower. He dragged all of Susie’s soiled outfits down to the laundry room, started a load, and then he made his way back up to his apartment to make some lunch. While his lunch was cooking, he tuned into Susie’s show, which had just begun. Susie was with another female friend now. Her friend was completely naked, and her fans were voting on what Susie would do to the woman. It only took five minutes for the group to decide that Susie should peg the girl with a strap-on, so Susie got a strap-on fastened around her hips and then she went to town, making the girl moan and scream and squirt. It was a good show. Susie knew how to please her fans, and she knew how to make a whole lot of money.


CHAPTER VII

After just two weeks, Charlie had enough money in his bank account to live for a year. He couldn’t believe the number he was staring at on his bank statement. Even if he had managed to get a job working as an art director, he wouldn’t have been making nearly this much—even after a decade of career building.

And his show was quickly becoming popular. There would be dozens of men already in the chat room on his channel before he even clicked that ‘GO LIVE’ button. And once that button was pressed, it only took five minutes before hundreds of people swarmed over to his channel, ready to toss tips his way. He even found to be fun, teasing his audience, and then doing whatever they wanted for the odd private show. It was always exciting to find out what depraved act someone was willing to pay for. It usually involved coming into his own mouth, though he got some more original requests from time to time as well. One fellow had him come on a dildo and then press it up his ass. It seemed weird at first, until that fake cock was in his ass—then it felt strangely nice. Another man paid Charlie a lot of money to come right on the lens of the webcam. And then there was the guy who wanted Charlie to come on his own feet and then squish the cum between his toes.

He didn’t mind the weird requests. He didn’t even mind the especially weird requests, as long as people were willing to pay. The hardest challenge he received was from a man willing to pay three hundred bucks if Charlie could get two dildos into his ass at the same time. He managed to do it, though his ass was sore for the rest of the day. In the time it took him to wriggle those fake cocks into his ass, he probably could have done three whole private shows, netting him more than three hundred bucks—but it was fun to do something different, and it was interesting to see how far he could go.

Charlie got most of his inspiration from his Europe-bound roommate. He tuned into her show every day and watched with surprise as she raised the bar. She was always raising the bar, always shocking Charlie and the rest of her audience with exciting new surprises. It was no surprise that she was one of the top webcam performers on that popular website. She was in Amsterdam when she got four other webcam girls to stand above her and squirt on her while she had a vibrator in her pussy, which was literally controlled by the audience. She had it set up so that the more they tipped, the harder it would vibrate. She made a lot of money during that show—probably as much as Charlie was making in a week. But he wasn’t jealous. She deserved it for putting on such a fantastic show.

It was a Thursday afternoon when Charlie tuned into her show—not to watch, but just to make sure that she was still on her trip. Her stream went live at its usual time. She was doing a solo show in her fancy hotel room, with a view of the Eifel Tower out her window. She had a series of suction-cup dildos lined up on the floor and she was going to make sure they all entered her body at some point during her broadcast. Charlie didn’t stick around to watch. He had his own show to put on, and he wasn’t ready yet.

Though his makeup was still done from his morning broadcast, and he hadn’t taken off his wig. Most days he just left everything on. It was easier that way, and he kind of liked the way he felt in the female garb. He liked catching the odd glimpse of himself in the mirror when he was cooking his lunch, and he liked seeing the reflection of a sexy woman whenever his TV went black for a second or two between commercials. So for his afternoon show, he didn’t need much to get ready: just a few makeup touch-ups and a new outfit.

He had a few of his own outfits now, which he’d purchased online shortly after starting this crazy endeavour. He had a few more on the way. But Susie still had way more—an almost infinite selection of lingerie that she must have accumulated over many years. Charlie liked going through her racks of sexy outfits. It was fun, discovering new things he never noticed before. And it was always fun trying the outfits on. He would still find himself in states of shock whenever he looked at himself in the mirror, in a new outfit, still surprised by how feminine he was able to look, and how perfect his curves were. He was really starting to think that he was born to play a woman on camera—even though that seemed so pathetic.

Over the past few days, he had even started to think of a career plan. He knew he wouldn’t be able to do this forever. He knew he would look too old for the part in just ten years—maybe a little bit longer if he took good care of his body. But he knew that ten years was lots of time. He could accumulate quite a bit of cash in ten years—maybe even enough to retire early. Or maybe he could invest it carefully.

That afternoon, he decided he would do a sort of nod to Susie—to MissyBunny69. He found one of her classic bunny outfits in her closet, complete with ears and a white cotton tail. He found a high-resolution picture of her on the Internet and he used it as a reference for his makeup. Then he decided to move his computer and webcam over to Susie’s room. His plan was to tell his fans that he’d just spent the day making a replica of her room, and that it wasn’t actually the real MissyBunny69 bedroom. He dragged a few lights over and moved a few things around, just so that it would look slightly different in case some fan got the idea to run over to Susie’s stream to rat Charlie out.

He looked at himself in the mirror, smiled, and took a deep breath. It was time to press that ‘GO LIVE’ button. He reached out for it and then he clicked. He took a few steps back and then hopped up onto Susie’s bed. He already had twenty viewers. He smiled and waved at them before beginning to sway to the music. And then he heard a thump. He froze. That thump sounded like a door closing, but it was too loud to be some other door across the apartment hallway. It sounded like it was his front door, but the only other person who had a key was Susie—and his building manager.

Charlie looked at his screen and saw that there were fifty people now watching, waiting for him to break free from his state of frozen terror. Was it really his building manager, letting himself into Charlie’s apartment? He couldn’t do that! He needed to give at least two weeks’ notice! Charlie sprang to his feet. And then he heard footsteps approaching the bedroom door. And he heard something else: a pattering, like wheels on his hardwood floor, as if his building manager was dragging a suitcase. But why would his building manager be dragging a suitcase.

Charlie watched as the brass door handle suddenly jiggled and he heard that spring tightening as that handle was turned. He was about to be caught wearing women’s clothing and makeup—but who was about to catch him?


CHAPTER VIII

The door opened and Charlie stumbled back. His lips parted but he couldn’t muster up any words. His skin was suddenly cold and all of his joints and muscles were frozen and locked. He was staring at Susie, who was supposed to be in Paris, doing a show for her thousands of fans. He’d just seen her on his computer screen, not even thirty minutes ago. How could she be in two places at once?

Susie was frozen for only a moment before shouting, “Who the fuck are you and what are you doing in my bedroom?” She quickly pulled out her phone. “I’m calling the police.”

“Don’t!” Charlie managed to say, having to strain to push that single word past the lump in his throat. It didn’t help that the word came out in the female voice that he’d been practising for weeks now.

Charlie also managed to take a step closer to Susie. She threw her hand up and said, “Stop! Don’t come any closer, you psychopath!”

Charlie tried to swallow that lump in his throat, but it refused to go down. So he bit down hard on his tongue and said, “It’s me. It’s Charlie.” But the words still came out in his female voice. They were enough to make Susie pause. She still had her phone in her hand, and that phone was still dialling the police.

“911, what’s your emergency?” said the quiet voice inside of her phone.

She hesitated, and then she brought the phone to her ear. “Sorry, there was a mistake. My roommate came home early from work and I thought he was a burglar.” She hung up the phone and continued to stare at Charlie. Her gaze burrowed into his bones, tingling his nerves, making him feel weak and pathetic. He was humiliated, standing half-naked in her lingerie and makeup and wig. He felt even more humiliated when he remembered his webcam was still broadcasting this embarrassing incident to all of the fans he’d accumulated over the past couple of weeks.

“What are you doing here?” she said, looking around.

Charlie’s legs trembled. He closed his eyes and wished the nightmare would end. He wished he would wake up in his bed and his life would be back to normal, with his crappy job and the roommate he hardly knew existed. Why couldn’t he have that life back? So what if he hardly made any money? So what if the bills were stacking up? At least he was sane. At least with his old life, he never found himself standing in front of his roommate while wearing her lingerie. “I—I can explain,” he said. His throat was dry and scratchy.

“You started your own show?” she said.

“I—um—yes, sort of. I mean, yes.” He didn’t know what to say. He really couldn’t explain. He couldn’t even remember how all of this nonsense started in the first place.

“Why?” she said.

Charlie shrugged his shoulders. “I did the math,” he said. And it was the only answer he could come up with.

The room became silent, probably just for five seconds, but it felt like a gruelling hour. “And why are you in my room?” she said.

“It was supposed to be an homage. I thought you were in Paris. Your stream—you were in Paris just a few minutes ago.”

“I recorded that yesterday so I wouldn’t miss a show while I was travelling.” Charlie’s gut turned. He had no idea that was even possible. That gruelling silence returned. She stared at him, up and down, looking like she was trying not to laugh. His computer dinged as someone left him a tip—probably a joke tip, just to make the situation more awkward. And until that moment, Charlie had forgotten that he was live. “Are you live right now?” she asked.

He nodded his head slowly.

“Well go ahead. Don’t let me ruin your show,” she said. She put her suitcase down by the door and then she leaned against the doorway with a big smirk on her face. “Go on. Just think of me as one of your regular viewers.” She leaned over and peeked at his screen. “Almost two hundred—not bad,” she said. “Just think of me as one of them.”

But it wasn’t so easy—and not just because she was his roommate, and she knew him personally. It was awkward because she was in the room. He could see all of her reactions. He could see her smirk and he knew she was judging him. At least he could imagine that all of his other viewers were doing nothing but drooling at the sight of him, wishing they could ravage his body—with no judgement whatsoever.

Charlie slowly got himself back up on the bed. The music was still playing, so he started to sway. His body was stiff. He probably looked ridiculous. He felt like he was being punished—Susie’s punishment was utter humiliation, even though he was just doing exactly what he would have been doing had she not shown up.

He wasn’t able to get into the zone. Even when he turned around to shake his butt for the camera, he could feel Susie’s tongue-biting gaze looking his way. He could even hear the occasionally little release of air from her nostrils, as if she was subtly scoffing at him, mocking his routine, which was just a bastardized version of her own routine. He could feel that his face was turning dark red. He just wanted the torture to end. He wanted the nightmare to be over with.

“Loosen up a bit. Are you normally this tense, or is it because of me?” Susie asked.

“You’re not helping,” Charlie said as butterflies fluttered in his gut.

“Now you’re making me feel guilty,” she said.

Charlie turned and looked at her. “Let me just get your room cleaned up, so we can start forgetting this ever happened.”

He stood up, and then she said, “No—I want you to finish your show. You’ve come this far—just go on. Look, you’ve even made a few tips. I bet if you ask your audience nicely, you can get a private show.” She was still smirking, as if she was trying not to laugh. And she probably was trying not to laugh. Since she came in, Charlie had only made about fifteen bucks in tips. She was used to making hundreds of dollars in minutes, with tons of private show requests sprinkled in.

“I really think I’m done,” said Charlie.

“Nonsense. Stay up on my bed.” She peeked over at the screen. “Look—you do have a private show request! How much do you charge for a private show?”

“Usually just fifty dollars,” he said, feeling more awkward than ever. At least in a private show, only one person would be watching his humiliation—unless you count Susie.

Susie didn’t wait for Charlie’s reply. She went ahead and accepted the stranger’s request for a private show. She got Charlie into a private chat room and then she took Charlie’s keyboard and typed, “What kind of show are you looking for, sweetie?”

It was only five seconds later when the man replied. “I want to watch her stroke her shaft until she comes on herself.”

Susie turned and looked at Charlie with a big grin. “So they know you’re a boy?” she said.

Charlie nodded his head slowly, feeling more tiny and pathetic than ever.

“Well? Go ahead. Give the man what he wants,” she said, stepping back from the computer.

And then another message popped up. “Wait! Is that the real MissyBunny69?” said the customer.

Susie smiled and went back in front of the camera. “It’s me!” she said, waiving at Charlie’s webcam.

“I’m a big fan,” the customer wrote. “I watch your show every day. Well—I watch it most days. Sometimes I watch this show. I didn’t know you two were friends. Do you do lots of shows together?”

Susie looked back at Charlie. “Do we do lots of shows together?” she said, repeating the question as if Charlie couldn’t see it on the screen. “No, this is our first.”

Then the customer typed out a new message. “Can I change my request? Can you suck her off until she comes in your mouth? And then I want to see you swallowing it on camera.” And then Susie looked back at Charlie again. She had a big smile on her face, as if she was still trying her hardest not to laugh. “Well? Can I suck you off?”

Charlie wasn’t sure how he wasn’t passing out. The nausea was intense in his gut. His head was spinning and it wouldn’t stop. “Can you what?” he managed to say, even though he’d heard the question perfectly fine.

He was frozen as she carefully climbed up onto the bed with him. She looked into his eyes and then she looked down at the thin piece of stretchy fabric covering his cock. She smelled nice, and Charlie could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. He had the urge to put his hands on her sides, but he fought that urge away. She was still his roommate, and she was still the girl who walked in on him while he was entertaining an audience in drag.


CHAPTER IX

She put her hands on his sides, and then she leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Her lips were soft and the temptation to kiss back was strong—but he fought that temptation away. He didn’t know what he was supposed to be doing. He didn’t even know what she was doing. He couldn’t wrap his head around why she wasn’t screaming at him, throwing him out of her room, and calling the police for rummaging through her things and putting on her clothes. Surely that’s a crime, right?

She sunk down slowly, kissing his neck and then his chest, and then his sternum, and then his abdomen. He looked down as hotness burned in his cheeks. She was working her way down to his cock. But why? Did she like him or was it just for the performance? Surely she didn’t like him. Surely if she liked him, she would have said something in the long time they’d lived together.

“A—Are you sure about this?” he asked. She looked up with her big, shining eyes. She smiled and then she looked back down at her target: that bulge between his legs. It didn’t take much effort for her to slip his cock out from the tiny garment. She wrapped her fingers around it and then she began to massage. It felt good, but that just made Charlie more overwhelmed and confused. Was he allowed to like it? If he allowed himself to like it, would it be weird sharing an apartment with her afterwards?

She ducked down lower. A moment later, he felt the warm, wet embrace of her mouth as she took his cock inside. He felt her tongue wrap around his girth and then he felt her lips press down against his shaft. It was the perfect amount of pressure: not too hard, not too soft. She started bobbing her head, and then Charlie realized he was rock-hard. She knew how to suck a dick.

His eyes drifted up to his computer screen, and he saw a weird sight that he still wasn’t used to: an image of himself, dressed up as a slutty girl. The sight was made even weirder with Susie down on her hands and knees, sucking his erect cock. She was far prettier than any girl he’d ever been with before.

He reached down and slipped his fingers into her hair. Her hair was soft. She seemed to react to his touch, bobbing her head down further, sucking just a little bit harder. It felt good—too good. He was worried he was going to come at any moment. Usually that was what he wanted: get the private shows over with quickly. But now, he didn’t want Susie to think that he was some lousy premature ejaculator. He wanted her to think he was more manly than that, even though he was dolled up in her makeup, wig, and lingerie.

The computer dinged. Susie didn’t stop sucking, but Charlie could see the new message from the customer. “How much do I have to pay to have MissyBunny69 put on a strap-on so she can fuck you in the ass?”

Charlie’s heart skipped a beat. He’d played with dildos over the past week—even getting two in his ass at once—but the thought of being pegged by his roommate was terrifying. He was already humiliated. He wasn’t sure how much more humiliation he could handle.

“What is it?” Susie asked, looking up. She had his throbbing tip on her chin.

He wasn’t able to reply, so she went ahead and looked back at the computer screen. Then she looked at Charlie with a big smile. He felt the colour drain from his face as she stood up and pranced over to her nightstand. She threw open the drawer and pulled out a big purple strap-on. She wiggled it in the air. “This will be fun,” she said, and then she started getting it fastened around her waist. “Go ahead. Get on your hands and knees—face towards the camera.”

Charlie turned and looked at the camera. He could see himself on his computer screen in the corner of his vision. He was slow to get on his hands and knees. At least there was only one person watching—two if you include Susie. Though it was Susie’s judgement that he was terrified of. He would have taken ten thousand strangers on the Internet over Susie if he’d had the choice. But now he had no choice. She was in control, though he wasn’t sure why. There was no reason he couldn’t just say ‘no’ and walk out from that room. Sure, he was wearing her clothes and her makeup and her wig, but it was all stuff that was left in the apartment that he owned, was it not? That room technically belonged to him, didn’t it?

Still, he found himself on his hands and knees, with Susie creeping up behind him. He felt her pull his bottoms aside, and then he felt that dull plastic tip press up between his cheeks. He still had his erection and it was still throbbing harder than ever.

Susie giggled. “Looks like you’ve done this before,” she said as she spread his cheeks wide. He felt his face turn a dark shade of red. His heart stuttered. Just that morning, he did a private show for a man who wanted to see how wide his asshole could gape. He simply hadn’t had the time to recover.

“I did a show earlier,” he said, his voice awkwardly cracking.

She slapped him on the ass. “I’m just screwing with you,” she said. And then she started to push her cock forward, pushing it into his asshole. It went in with relative ease. Susie pushed it in completely, and then she took a deep breath in. Charlie could hear a buzzing sound. Was her harness vibrating? He looked back and saw that her head was tilted back slightly and her eyes were closed. She gently bit her bottom lip and then she opened her eyes. She looked into Charlie’s eyes with a smile. Charlie returned the smile, feeling a strange calmness in the room, even though there was a big cock currently in his asshole.

Then she started to thrust. He could feel all of the fake veins and ridges of the fake cock sliding back and forth. It felt nice in a weird way. But he didn’t want to give in. He didn’t want Susie to know just how much of a sissy he was—even though he was starting to think that he was a complete sissy who belonged in skimpy costumes, jerking himself off on camera.

“Do you like that?” she asked. And then the hum of the vibrator loudened and she let a moan slip out from her lips. Her pelvis was pounding against Charlie’s ass.

“Yeah,” he said, straining to hold back his own moaning. He didn’t want her to hear him moaning—it would be too embarrassing. He bit down hard on his tongue. And then she started to pound his ass harder. Her pelvis slapped loudly against his soft tush. That fake cock was now pressing directly against his prostate, making his legs tremble—and making it very hard not to scream out in ecstasy.

He scrunched two handfuls of bed sheets. He held them tight, until his knuckles started to turn white. And then he just couldn’t hold back any longer. He had to give in. He had to enjoy the moment, because it was one of the most pleasurable moments of his life. He screamed out, and then he started to moan. He even felt a drop of drool running down his cheek.

Susie dug her nails into his skin. She gripped hard and came down harder. She was trying to control her breathing, but the euphoria was making it difficult. “Oh God, I’m coming,” she said. Charlie thought she was just playing it up for the camera, and then he felt the warm wetness dribbling down his backside. He looked back and saw that she was squirting through her strap-on harness, making her legs and bed wet, as well as his bum and lower half. “Oh fuck,” she groaned as her whole body began to tremble and shake.

“I think I’m going to come,” Charlie said. He was straining to hold the pleasure back. But he knew he couldn’t hold on forever.

“Im my mouth—remember?” she said. That cock was suddenly pulled out from his ass. Susie rolled over and opened her mouth wide. Charlie had to hurry, holding back his orgasm by clenching his fist around his cock. He planted his knees down on either side of his roommate and then he pointed his tip down, just as he began to unload. Many blasts went straight into her perfect mouth, and many others splashed against her face, making a big, warm mess. She smiled the whole time, as if she liked it—and maybe she did like it.

Charlie was a bit embarrassed by how much cum he managed to expel on her face—almost enough to fill half a pint glass by the looks of it. Then he looked up and remembered that he was still on camera. He quickly tucked his cock away and sprung up to his feet. He waved goodbye to his private show, and then he waved goodbye to the hundreds of fans waiting for the private show to end. “I’ll be back on tomorrow,” he said before cutting the feed. It wasn’t his most profitable show, but he still made twice as much as he would have made had he spent eight hours at his previous job.

He turned to Susie, who was now wiping the cum off of her face. “I’m really so sorry,” he said.

“Sorry for what?” she said.

“For coming into your room and using your stuff. I have my own stuff—and more on the way,” he said. “I even have my own set up in my room. I just though I would do a sort of homage. I know I shouldn’t have invaded your privacy, and I know that it—”

She started laughing, cutting him off. “It’s fine, Charlie. You look good. And I’m really flattered. You got my look spot on.”

Charlie felt himself blushing. “You really aren’t mad?”

“Not at all,” she said. “But I do have a favour to ask of you.”

“Of course. Anything. What is it?”

“Tomorrow at 9:00 AM, I’m going to fuck you on my live stream. I usually get about fourteen thousand live viewers, and then it will probably get a few hundred thousand views later as well. You don’t mind, do you?”

Charlie’s heart fluttered with a strange sense of excitement. She didn’t seem to think that his newfound career path was weird. And how could she think it was weird? She knew how much money could be made. She knew how miserable Charlie was at his previous job, always asking her for rent early so that he could pay off the mortgage.

“We go live at exactly 9:00 AM, so be ready,” she said before slipping into the bathroom to take a shower. Then she poked her head out. “Oh, and now that you’re one of us, maybe we can look into getting a bigger apartment—something with a nice view and lots of space for different sets. Think about it.” She slipped back into the bathroom, leaving Charlie with an excitement tingling in his heart. This was the start of something big.

THE END


COME INSIDE

When Steve returns to his little old hometown for his uncle’s wedding, and he decides to venture out to his old childhood tree fort, he doesn’t expect to find it occupied by a beautiful, sun-tanning vixen—nor does he expect her to be quite so flirty and seductive.

He also doesn’t expect to find a big, long surprise between her legs, which she doesn’t even seem a little bit shy about. But who is she really, and how did she know about Steve’s old tree fort?


CHAPTER I

Have you ever had a moment in your life that was just so surreal, you weren’t entirely sure you were actually awake? One of those moments where the warmth of the sun is so soothing on your skin, where there’s a dreamlike glow in the air, almost like a luminescent mist, and there’s a feeling of peculiar calmness that seems to seep into your bones. I had one of those moments as I walked towards the old fort my friends and I built, way back when we were kids.

That was many years ago—I hadn’t seen any of those guys in over a decade, since we all graduated high school. Danny, Mark, and Larry—we used to be best friends, inseparable. How long ago was that? Ten years ago now? Maybe even closer to fifteen. I didn’t actually think the fort would even still be there. I wasn’t even completely sure why I was walking out to the old thing, what I was hoping to accomplish. It was probably the boredom, more than anything. I was back in town, visiting my family for a week. My uncle was getting married and I happened to have a few days off of work. It had been a couple of years since I’d been back to town.

Walking towards that old fort, I tried to think of the last time I was in town—it was for my grandfather’s funeral. Those are the only reasons to venture back to your old home town, right? Weddings and funerals. At least, those were the only reasons to venture back to my old hometown, the small town of Stettler. There was almost literally nothing to do in Stettler, but at least it was pretty. The whole town was surrounded by rolling hills covered in trees. In the fall, the trees were all different colours. It was really a breath-taking sight to behold, unless you’d lived through it a couple dozen times like I had. Then some time away doesn’t hurt.

It had been a good two decades since I’d last been out to that old fort. It was amazing I still knew how to get there. It wasn’t like we put up markers or any sort of path. I’d just ventured out to it so many times in my youth, it was practically muscle memory making my way there, even twenty years later, as a full-grown adult. There were a few spots that were more difficult to navigate than I remembered—maybe because I wasn’t quite as nimble as I used to be, or maybe because the forest had grown a substantial amount in the past twenty-odd years.

It was actually kind of nice to be back home, away from the big city, though I would never admit it to anybody. I’d just broken up with my girlfriend of a year and a half. She said “It’s not you… It’s the sex. It’s just not that great. You don’t seem that into it.” It stung, but she was right, I wasn’t that into it. She was a pretty girl, and I liked her quite a bit, but there was just something missing—that spark that everyone’s always talking about. I tried to fake it, hoping it would eventually come along naturally, but it never happened. Maybe I just needed more time, or maybe the split was for the best.

Talk about a shot to the ego—the woman breaking off the relationship because the sex sucks. Even worse, it wasn’t the first time. My girlfriend before her had an almost identical excuse. She even suggested that I might be gay, which upset me quite a bit, because I was as straight as straight gets. I couldn’t think of anything more repulsive than a man’s hairy chest and thick, muscly arms. The mere thought of stubble rubbing against my face made me cringe. Meanwhile, I couldn’t look at a woman in a bikini for more than ten seconds without turning into a gushy puddle of mush with a throbbing boner. I was straight, there was no question about it.

Maybe I was just shit in bed. The thought made me cringe.

In a funny way, travelling back to your hometown is a lot like pressing the reset button or jumping back to ‘Go’ in a board game. It was a fresh start. Sure, other people are still ahead of you, but it’s all relative in the end. Stettler was where I started and it was where I was starting again, with nowhere to go but up.

When I saw our old fort materializing in the distance, a warm, fuzzy sensation filled my heart. It was still there! I couldn’t believe no one had found it and ripped it down, and by the looks of it, it hadn’t fallen to pieces on its own accord. It was still in fine shape, still standing tall in the trees, all three stories of it.

It took us three years to build. Four of us would go out, every single day in the summer, each carrying an armful of lumber. We had a big bucket of nails and a few hammers, and that was all we needed. The first floor was the most simple and it was the first floor we built. It was only a few feet off of the ground and it was split into two rooms. The second floor, which we built the next year, was more complex, and probably a hell of a lot more stable. It was the summer after our first year in shop class, so we all had a few new skills to bring to the table. The third level was kind of sketchy, built between two trees. It was amazing it never came crashing down. It was high enough that the fall could have been fatal—or a few broken bones, at the very least.

Looking up at the third level now, I couldn’t believe how crazy we were back then. We used to all sit up there with our BB guns. We would shoot at targets.

As I got closer to the old fort, I noticed something move up on the third level. I could see a hint of flesh. There was someone up there! I got a few steps closer and then I stopped.

She hadn’t noticed me. By the look of it, she was sleeping, sun-tanning, her long, blonde hair cascading down over the edge of the top level. Her bikini was flung over the little barrier wall that surrounded the ladder, and I could see her tits. She had excellent tits that sat just perfectly on her chest. I would probably have been able to see her pussy, too, if it wasn’t for that little ladder barrier. Nude sun-tanning, on my old fort—can you believe it?

I considered my options: I could call out to her and let her know I was there, I could awkwardly back away and pretend like I never saw anything, or I could continue walking by the fort, also pretending like I didn’t see anything. I decided to go with the latter option, sneaking one last glance at the stranger’s perfect, naked body. As I was looking up at her, her eyes opened and she saw me.


CHAPTER II

She quickly covered her chest up with her arm, and she covered her crotch with her free hand. Her face turned red, but I’m sure mine was redder. “I’m sorry,” I said, “I was just—I was walking by, and I looked up…” It wouldn’t have been so embarrassing if I was able to look away, but for some reason, I couldn’t. My eyes remained glued to her. She was so beautiful. She must have thought I was some freak pervert.

“It’s okay,” she said, still holding her hands over her private parts. “I shouldn’t have taken off my bikini. I didn’t think anyone ever came through this way.”

After realizing she was waiting for me to look away so she could put her bikini back on, I was finally able to snap my eyes off of her and turn around. “I’m sorry,” I said again. Then, with my back to her, I said, “You know, it’s probably not very safe up there. That wood is over twenty years old, and it’s not even pressure-treated. I wouldn’t want to fall from way up there.”

“I don’t mind taking my chances,” she said, “It’s the best spot in town to get a good tan. I’ve been coming out here for years. You can turn around now.”

I turned around. Now clad, she was sitting with her bare feet dangling over the edge, with hands clasping the very edge. One strong sneeze and she would be plummeting nearly thirty feet to the hard forest floor. “I really wouldn’t sit up there like that,” I said, and I once again found my gaze glued to her body. I never knew Stettler had such beautiful women. Had I known, maybe I wouldn’t have moved away when I turned eighteen.

“It’s fine. It was built strong.”

“It was built by me when I was ten,” I said, laughing.

She stared at me in silence for a moment and then her eyes flashed. “No way, seriously?” she said with a big smile now on her face.

“Seriously.” My neck was starting to hurt, staring up at her. But the slight pain was worth the incredible sight. She bit her lip as if she was trying not to laugh, as if I’d said something hilarious. “What?” I said.

“Nothing. This thing must be really old then, huh?” she said, and then she started laughing.

“Hey, I’m not that old—but yeah, it’s probably a good twenty years old.” She didn’t look to be too much younger than me, maybe just a few years, though it was hard to tell. She had one of those faces that looked like she could be sixteen years old or a really smoking-hot thirty-five. Feeling guilty about staring at her naked body, I decided to ask, “How old are you?” It seemed like a rude question after I asked it.

“I’m twenty-nine,” she said. I, too, was twenty-nine. She looked good for twenty-nine, and it was comforting to know I was ogling a piece of jail-bait. “So what, are you like a professional carpenter now?”

I laughed. “I work in real estate.”

“Come to sell my fort then?” she asked.

“Your fort, huh?” I couldn’t help but smile. It was nice to know that the fort was being put to good use, rather than rotting away, abandoned and unknown. I wondered how she even found the fort. It was nowhere near any hiking trails, and it wasn’t exactly the easiest place to locate.

“I think it’s technically mine based on squatter’s rights,” she said with a grin.

“Squatter’s rights, that’s the law that says you can get possession of a property after something like ten years of squatting there, right?”

“I’ve been coming out here for at least that,” she said, “so I guess it’s mine. I was thinking of painting it pink, what do you think?”

I looked at the old fort, which had never been painted or stained or even remotely cared for since it was built. I kind of liked the way it looked, all overgrown with vines, with pieces of wood hanging off of it as if the nails rusted away into nothingness. I was almost kind of jealous of the old fort—in twenty years, out in the middle of nowhere, it managed to get more action than I could out in the big city. There I was, standing single on the cool forest floor, staring up at the old fort with a beautiful siren sitting gracefully on top of it. “White would look good,” I said. Then I noticed the old sign on the front: ‘No Girls Allowed’ “I guess you missed the sign,” I said, laughing.

“I saw the sign. What of it?” she said, kicking her feet playfully, making them swing back and forth. Her toes were painted white, which made her nice, even tan stand out.

“You don’t look like a boy to me,” I said.

“Who says I’m not a boy? Maybe you aren’t looking hard enough.” She started to laugh. “So what brings you by your old fort, huh?”

“I was in town and was just curious to see if the thing was still standing. I didn’t expect to find anyone using it, especially someone so…” I cut myself off before saying the word ‘beautiful’. I didn’t want to sound like a total creeper.

“So what? So naked?”

“Sure,” I said.

She laughed again. She had a cute laugh. “Well do you want me to give you the tour? Lots has changed in the past couple of decades, you know.”

“Is that so?” I said. I watched her hop up to her feet and descend the ladder to the second floor. Then I listened as the old planks of wood groaned as she descended the old staircase. The front door opened with a high-pitched shrieking.

“Come inside!” she said, presenting the doorway as if it was a prize on a game show. She was cute—really cute, even more pretty up close. Maybe I was just on the rebound, but I was infatuated with her. I loved how spunky she was, how carefree she was. I made a point of checking out her hands, and luckily there were no rings. Maybe she left them at home so she wouldn’t get a tan line. It seemed hard to believe that such a perfect specimen was unspoken for.

The fort looked just the same as the last time I’d seen it, with some expected wear. A tree branch had grown through one of the windows, and one of the floorboards had popped up because of a big, growing root. The thing creaked and groaned like it was a thousand years old.

This girl must have been crazy to brave the staircase, never mind the ladder above it or the questionable third level. I was afraid of falling through the floorboards of the first level, which only would have been a few feet of a drop, but a few feet can still do a number on the body. “What do you think?” she said. “Like what I’ve done with the place?”

I laughed. “I’m just glad someone’s using the old thing. But serious, be careful up there. It wouldn’t hurt to get a few pieces of wood to brace it.”

“Oh, shush. It’s fine. C’mon upstairs.” She went ahead of me, hopping up the stairs with confidence. I watched her perky butt bounce up and down as she went up. God, she was cute.

Upstairs was the same as below: nothing had changed. The old box where my friend Larry used to keep his porno magazines was even still there. As I looked from the box to her, she smiled teasingly. “That was Larry’s,” I said. My face turned dark red.

“Sure it was,” she said, giggling. “Got a thing for big, black ladies?”

I’d forgotten until she said it, but Larry used to subscribe to a porno rag called Big Black Hussies. He always showed us his favourite pictures from it—not my thing. “Really, that wasn’t mine,” I said, and she laughed again.

Also on the floor was a six-pack of beer, with two cans missing. “Want a drink?” she said, bending over to grab a can before I even answered her. She tossed one over to me. “Sorry, it’s not cold anymore.” She grabbed one for herself. “What’s your name?”

“Steve. What’s your name?”

“Heather,” she said. “You know, in the years I’ve been coming out here, you’re the first person who’s ever found me.”

“Is that so?”

She reached her beer out for a cheers. We both drank. She kept her gaze locked on my eyes. She had beautiful eyes, like they belonged on a model or a movie star. They were so stunning, they were even a bit intimidating. And I couldn’t help but feel a familiarity to them—maybe she was a movie star or a model, maybe I had seen her in a magazine before. I couldn’t imagine she could go very far in public without being approached by an agent or some kind of talent scout. She was just so beautiful—too beautiful for Stettler, too beautiful to be randomly out in the middle of nowhere. She was like a dream, a hallucination. Maybe I’d lost my mind.

“Do you like them?” she asked.

“The beer?” I said. It was okay.

“My tits.” She nodded down. “You keep staring at them.” Was I staring at them? My face became hot and my body became tense.

“I—I’m sorry. Was I? I didn’t get a lot of sleep, I think I was just zoning out.”

“It’s okay, you can stare,” she said. “You can’t wear a skimpy bikini like this and not expect a guy to keep his head up, you know?” She cupped her tits with her hands and gave them a firm squeeze and a bounce. “They look good, right? They’re not real.”

“Really?” I said, my face becoming even hotter. “They look great—I mean, not that I was staring. I really wasn’t staring.”

“Want to feel them?” She took a step closer to me.

“What? Really?”

“Yeah. I promise I won’t bite, unless you’re into that kind of thing.” She smiled and bit the corner of her bottom lip. I didn’t believe her, but sure enough, she took my hands and brought them up to her tits. “Give them a squeeze.” I did. They sure felt real to me. “Technology, huh?”

That was about the moment I became convinced I was dreaming. After letting go of her perfect rack, I pinched my arm. She thought that was pretty funny, so she started to laugh. “Your face is so red! Do you need to sit for a minute?” she asked.

“I’m okay,” I said. “I just—I mean—You’re very forward. I’m not really used to that.”

“What are you used to?”

“Good question.” I could feel a tingling down, between my legs. I was getting hard. “I should probably get going,” I said, worried I was about to make a fool of myself. Heather was too beautiful, too outgoing, too over-stimulating. Maybe I did need to sit down. Was she coming onto me? Was she flirting with me? Or was she just a bubbly character?

A part of me wanted to grab her and kiss her and bend her over and fuck her, but what if I made a move and I had the whole thing wrong? Imagine being out in the middle of nowhere, and some guy makes a move on you—how uncomfortable would that be? I didn’t want her to think I was some rapist or murder or anything like that. Why was I so concerned about what she thought of me? I didn’t even know her.

“Are you married?” she asked.

“No.”

“Girlfriend?”

“No.”

She smiled. “You’re funny, you know that?” She took another long sip from her beer. “Want to go up to the top?” Before I could tell her no, she was already on her way up. The sane part of me was telling me not to even dare going up on that rickety old thing, but Heather was like a magnet. I was drawn to her. She had some sort of sexual energy that I couldn’t resist. I followed her up the ladder, getting another a nice view of her ass on the way up.

She walked right out onto the bridge between the two trees. “C’mon,” she said. The sun was making her glow radiantly. Again, I didn’t trust the construction, but I followed her like a trained dog. “Doesn’t the sun feel nice?” she asked.

“Yeah. You come out here a lot, then?”

“I try to come out every day, in the summer anyway. Want to fuck?”

My heart skipped a beat and then was sent aflutter. Did she just ask if I wanted to fuck her? As in, sex? I stared at her with parted lips for a moment as I tried to think of a proper answer. Of course I wanted to fuck her, but was that really a good idea? I didn’t even know who she was. As far as I knew, it was all some setup to make me humiliate myself. “Well?” she said.

“Really?”

“Totally. But you should know one thing first, I have a dick. I don’t want you freaking out or anything when you see it.”

Now my head was really spinning. She was such a strange character—it was almost impossible to know when she was screwing around and when she was being serious. She always had that same grin on her face, as if it was all a big joke. I looked down at her crotch, but she put her hand over herself before I saw anything. She laughed—she was kidding, she must have been. She was far too beautiful to have a cock. “What? You think I’m kidding?” she said.

“You’re totally screwing with me.”

She smiled. “I’ll tell you what, we’ll play a game. It’s obvious you want to fuck me, right? Well, here’s the deal. You have to reach down my bikini bottoms and see whether I have a pussy or a cock. You have to keep your eyes on mine the whole time though, no looking away. If you look away, you lose. If I have a pussy, you can do whatever you want to me. If I have a dick, I get to do whatever I want to you. But you can’t reach down there unless you’re willing to commit either way.” She bit her lip again. She reached up and grabbed her tit and gave it a gentle squeeze, her eyes locked with mine.

She was a total goddess. There was no way she had a cock—she was just messing with me. But what if she wasn’t? What if I reached down and felt a big dick between her legs? Would I really let her do what she wanted? I looked at her throat. There was no Adam’s apple. I was still convinced her tits were real, and her skin was softer than any man’s ever could be. “Well, what do you say?” The real question was, was it just a setup. Would she swat my hand away the moment I reached down and yelled ‘Pervert!’? Was this just a little game she played with guys because she knew every guy on the face of the earth wanted to fuck her brains out?

My desire to fuck her outweighed my anxieties. Slowly, I started to reach down. “Eyes up here,” she said, and I brought my eyes up to her intimidating glare. My hand trembled on its way down, and I kept reminding myself it was impossible—I’d seen transgender girls on the television before and you could always tell. Either the Adam’s apple or the voice or the broad shoulders—Heather had none of those issues. She was more feminine than all of my previous girlfriends. She was the definition of a woman. Her body belonged on the cover of every women’s health magazine, every male fantasy magazine. She couldn’t possibly have a cock.

My fingers slipped through her bottoms, over her soft strip of pubic hair, and onto flesh. It was soft, squishy, and long. It didn’t feel like a cunt. She smiled, keeping her eyes locked with mine, staring into my very soul. I felt the whole length of it, positive it was just some fake rubber thing she was using to screw with me, but it attached to her body, and it wasn’t rubber—it was real, warm skin. I could even feeling it pulsing slightly.


CHAPTER III

She wasn’t lying to me, she really had a cock. My mind couldn’t comprehend it. It just couldn’t be. It went against every law of nature. She was a man, and most amazingly of all, she didn’t even hide it. One of the first things she said to me was, “Who says I’m not a boy?” She told me straight up, probably multiple times, but I was too overwhelmed by her beauty to even notice. Not only did she have a cock, but my hand was now directly on it, my fingers wrapped around her flesh.

And she was laughing, as if my reaction was hysterical, as if she’d gotten me good. I looked down—I couldn’t help it. I had to see it with my own eyes to believe it. Sure enough, in my hand was a cock. I pulled my hand away. “Hey, no looking away! You lose.”

“You’re a—I mean, were—what are you?” I said. I felt a hotness in my chest. I felt tricked. I’d never touched another cock before and I was proud of that fact. Now, I’d been tricked into grabbing one full on, flesh on flesh. But had I been duped? She did straight up tell me she had a dick, I just didn’t believe her. In a way, I’d duped myself.

My sudden outrage must have been all over my crimson face. “Geez, it’s not like it bit you or anything. It’s just a cock.”

“But I’m straight,” I said, but I realized as I said it that it was a rather confused statement, and possibly offensive, as if I was calling her a man. Was she a man? At some point in her life she certainly was, but what about now? Was it wrong to call her a man?

“Me too,” she said with a grin. She put her pointer finger on my chest and slowly ran it down my abs, eliciting a warm buzz in my body. What was most strange of all was the fact that, even after discovering her thick manhood between her legs, I still found her insanely attractive. She still had the most beautiful face I’d ever seen, the most incredible body, the most perfect tits. Everything was perfect except for that one, dangling member. “The real question now is, are you a man of your word?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” My heart stuttered.

“Well, the deal was, if you reached down and found a cock, I got to have my way with you, remember? I mean, surely you wouldn’t buy a lottery ticket and demand your money back after you lost, right? Or are you a scaredy-cat?” She bit her lip in an unsuccessful attempt to contain the big grin on her face. She was right, it wasn’t right to back out of the deal, even though I was still feeling misled.

“I guess it depends on what you want me to do,” I said.

“Oh no you don’t—that wasn’t the deal. The deal was, I get to do whatever I want with you. Consider yourself my slave. That was the deal—you agreed to it. Besides, it’ll be fun. I promise I won’t hurt you, and I promise I won’t tell anyone. It’ll be our little secret.” Her beautiful eyes flashed.

My heart skipped another beat. “Okay, fine.”

“Good. Now squeeze my tits,” she said. I followed her command, reaching up and squeezing her tits. They felt nice, soft, and light. I could feel her perky nipples through her top. “You can take my top off, if you want,” she said. I thought for a few seconds about whether I should. I figured it would be a welcomed distraction from her penis, so I took off her top. God, her tits really were perfect. “Suck my nipples.” I did that, too. Her fingers found their way into my hair. “See? I told you this would be fun.”

It wasn’t bad—I wasn’t going to complain about squeezing and sucking a beautiful woman’s breasts, but was I having fun? Not really. It was hard to remove the thought of her cock from my mind, or the fact that she was born a man, and biologically, she still was a man. Technically speaking, I wasn’t sucking a beautiful woman’s nipples, I was sucking a beautiful man’s nipples. The thought made my spine feel cold. But even though it was a fact, my mind couldn’t make sense of it. She looked and sounded and felt like a woman. Her skin was so soft, her breasts felt so real, and my God, was she beautiful.

“Keep sucking,” she said. She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch. I resisted at first and then I remembered the deal—the deal that I’d agreed to. I let her slip my hand down her bikini bottoms, onto her cock. “Get me hard, pretty boy,” she said. I was slow to wrap my fingers around her cock. My head was spinning. “Massage it. Do it nicely—it’s sensitive, you know.” I carefully rubbed her flesh between my fingers. I could feel it beginning to throb, beginning to grow, thicken, harden. “Just like that,” she said.

She was well-hung, especially for a woman. Her cock seemed to grow and grow and grow endlessly, until I could hardly touch the tips of my fingers together. “Stroke it,” she said. She reached down and pulled her bottoms to her knees, to get them out of the way. I began to stroke her length.

I’ll admit, stroking her cock wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. In a way, it didn’t feel real, as if it wasn’t really a cock I was stroking, but something else—I don’t know what. The member in my hand didn’t seem like it belonged to a man, and I suppose it didn’t. I thought it would feel wrong touching her member, but it didn’t—and that scared me the most. Why wasn’t I feeling repulsed? Why had I stopped hesitating?

“Take your dick out,” she said.

A cool breeze crossed over me. I felt the need to look around, to make sure no one was there, watching. Of course there was no one—we were a half an hour hike from town, way out in the middle of nowhere. It was already a freak coincidence that two of us found our way there at the same time.

I unzipped my pants, then I froze. I felt suddenly vulnerable, suddenly exposed, even with her standing naked in front of me. And I didn’t want her to see that I had an erection—it seemed terribly embarrassing, even though we were fooling around sexually—as if my erection was somehow an admission that I liked the fact she had a cock, that maybe I was gay. But I wasn’t gay. I was hard because she was gorgeous, because I’d just spent five minutes squeezing and fondling her tits, sucking her nipples. Her cock had nothing to do with it. “C’mon now, don’t be shy,” she said. After a deep breath, I dropped my pants to the ground. I looked around again to make sure no one had shown up suddenly to watch.

“Ooh, look at you,” she said, reaching down and carefully running the tip of her pointer finger along my hard cock. “You’re big.”

“Thanks,” I said. My cheeks were warm.

“Mind if I touch it?” she said.

“Be my guest.” I was standing as stiff as a board, tense in the shoulders. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and gently pulled my foreskin back. Then, she took a half-step forward and pressed her erect cock against mine. My face flushed and I became even more tense. My cock was pressed up against another cock. Again, it seemed like it should have felt so repulsive, so taboo and wrong, but it didn’t feel that way. It actually felt kind of nice, her warm cock snuggled against mine. She stood up on her tippy toes.

“I think I’m bigger,” she said, and then she giggled. She was just a hair bigger than me, but in my defence, she had a huge cock for her small stature (and considering she was a woman). She took both cocks in her hand and began to stroke them together. “I’ve always wanted to do this,” she said. “Doesn’t that feel good?” She looked me in the eyes.

I couldn’t stare into her eyes for more than a few seconds without feeling totally intimidated by her beauty and her confidence. It seemed so unnatural, so unreal. I still wasn’t convinced I wasn’t stuck in a dream. “Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

My cheeks became even hotter. I didn’t want to admit it, but she was absolutely gorgeous, and I think she knew it (and she knew that I knew it). “Yeah,” I said sheepishly, again feeling like I was somehow admitting to being a homosexual. It almost wasn’t fair, she was just too beautiful to have a strand of male DNA in her body. Surely any man who found out about her secret would have been just as confused as me, if not even more so.

“I haven’t decided whether I want you to fuck me in the ass or if I want to fuck you in the ass,” she said with a giggle. My heart dropped into my gut. Fucked in the ass? I’d never had so much as a pinkie finger in my asshole, never mind a big, throbbing cock like hers. I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass—I was quite proud of my anal virginity. Of course, I had no legal obligation to let her fuck me, if that was what she wanted—maybe a bit of a moral obligation, seeing as I did agree to do anything she wanted.

And what if she wanted me to fuck her in the ass, could I do it? Again, she was born a man. That asshole hadn’t changed since she went and got breast implants and started taking hormones.

“Who am I kidding?” she said with another one of her cute giggles. She sunk down to the ground and got on all fours. “I don’t think you could handle it, anyway.” She wiggled her bum in the air, letting her back curve downwards as she stretched her arms forward. “Go ahead,” she said. “Fuck me.”

My heart was racing. I was staring at a beautiful woman on all fours, presenting her asshole for me to fuck—I was practically a dripping mess, any man would have been. But I could see, between her legs, her big ball sack—a little reminder that I wasn’t really being seduced by a biological woman. But what difference did it make? My throbbing dick didn’t know any difference. Once I was inside of her, pressed up against her ass, I wouldn’t be able to see her balls or her cock, just her stunning body and her soft, flowing blonde hair. As far as I was concerned, I would be fucking a woman—right?

I sunk down to my knees, taking my cock in my hand. I found myself looking around yet again, letting my insecurities seep deeper and deeper into my bones. I wanted to fuck her so badly but my body was screaming at me to resist, to turn away. I couldn’t resist, and she knew it as she gently swayed that perky bum in the air. I pressed the tip of my dick against her tight hole. I took a deep breath. “What are you waiting for, pretty boy?” she said.

I pushed in. As I sunk in deep, I watched a convulsion flow through her body. She moaned and her head swayed in a warm euphoria. I was deep inside of her, deep inside of a tranny’s butthole. It wasn’t exactly what I anticipated when I decided to walk out to the old fort. I started to thrust in and out of her. She pushed back, making sure to get every inch of my throbbing dick inside of her with every penetration. I looked down and watched her balls swaying back and forth—I couldn’t help it. It was strangely mesmerizing. “Harder,” she said. I came down on her harder, slapping my pelvis against her soft butt cheeks.

I had my hands firmly on her ass cheeks. I spread them wide, watching my cock sink in and out of her tight hole. She looked over her shoulder at me with a grin—reminding me just how beautiful she was. “Jerk me off and then come inside of me,” she said, biting her lip. She took my cock like a seasoned professional, like it was the greatest sensation in the world. Her eyes were nearly rolling into the back of her head as I took hold of her pulsing erection. I began to jerk her off.

“Oh, fucking shit,” she moaned. Her toes curled against the old wooden floorboards. She strained and I felt her asshole clench my dick. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come. Oh shit, I’m coming,” she said and then her hot load sprayed all over the old floorboards. “Oh fuck—oh God, that feels good—oh shit!” I couldn’t look away from her big dick, blasting shot after shot of sticky, hot cum. It was an incredible sight, completely captivating.

I thrust myself in as hard as I could and then I came deep inside of her body, my cock fully plunged into her asshole. She screamed as my warm load filled her up. My hands were shaking as I pulled out, watching my creampie billow out and dribble down to her ball sack.

It was, without question, the greatest sex of my life—and it was with a transgender—a woman who was born a man. What if my exes were right? What if I was gay and I just didn’t realize it? What if I did like cocks and assholes more than I liked tits and pussies? Maybe I was bisexual. But I couldn’t be—I felt absolutely nothing when I thought of a man’s face or a man’s body. If anything, the thought still repulsed me. Yet, the thought of a big, hard cock between a woman’s legs was suddenly the most erotic, tantalizing image I could muster. I couldn’t even tease the thought without my cock becoming instantly rock-hard once again.

“That was fun,” Heather said with a big grin. She looked at me with her big, glowing eyes almost expectantly, as if she was waiting for me to say something. There was still that strange familiarity to her face that wouldn’t seem to stop bugging me.

The sun had dipped below the treeline and the air began to cool off. “Totally fun. But I should probably be going,” I said. “It was nice to meet you, Heather.”

As I turned away to leave, I couldn’t help but notice the puppy-dog look of disappointment on her face, as if I was forgetting something. I had a feeling she was hoping for more, maybe for a phone number and a promise of a date. It’s not like I didn’t think about it, but the reality was, I couldn’t date a transgender. I couldn’t get involved with a chick with a dick—regardless of whether or not she planned to eventually make the full transition.

Something about it still seemed wrong and unnatural. What would I tell people? What would I tell my parents, who were already upset that things ended with me and my ex, who were desperately hoping for grandchildren before they kicked the bucket (even though I really didn’t want kids, but I was willing to compromise). Heather could go through all of the treatment and surgery in the world, and she still wouldn’t be able to have children, she still wouldn’t be a biological woman.

Sure, she was insanely beautiful and a lot of fun, but I felt I needed to stick to my principals. I couldn’t let my fickle infatuation get the better of me.


CHAPTER IV

I struggled to fall asleep that night, unable to get the memory of my time with Heather to leave me alone. I could still see her piercing eyes, gazing into my soul, torturing me with her beauty. It really was torture, too. I wanted so desperately to convince myself that I didn’t enjoy my time with her, that what we did was wrong and I shouldn’t have gone through with it, but I could only fantasize about finding her and doing it again and again and again.

I woke up in the middle of the night, only a few hours after I finally fell asleep, plagued by a peculiar feeling of guilt. Those piercing eyes were still staring into my soul, but now it was the eyes she showed me as I turned to leave—the hurt eyes. It didn’t look like she’d been hurt for the first time. It looked like she’d been through it time and time again. Those eyes screamed loneliness, they screamed constant rejection. It probably wasn’t easy, being in her position, having men like me reject her over and over because she was born with one appendage instead of the other.

She didn’t deserve that—she was a nice, fun, beautiful, happy girl. She didn’t do any wrong to me, and I couldn’t imagine she’d ever done any wrong to anyone else. But I couldn’t be with her, given her situation, and I’m sure other men felt the same way. At least she disclosed she was born a man before engaging in sex. I’d heard some horror stories of transgender women waiting until the third or fourth date—or not telling the man at all. And to think I was feeling duped before…

I tried to think of other things, to give my racing mind a break. On my old bedroom dresser was a picture of me and my three childhood buddies, the guys who built the fort with me all those summers ago—Danny, Larry, and Mark. Unable to fall back asleep, I decided to look them up on the internet, and see what they were up to. It had been so long since I’d heard from any of them.

Larry was apparently working at a law firm in New York City. He didn’t have many pictures up, but it looked like he was happy. He was married and he had at least one little kid, as far as I could tell from his photos.

Mark was working construction, also married, also with kids. In the older photos of him and his wife, his wife was pretty sexy, though in more recent ones she had let herself go in a pretty big way. She stopped wearing makeup and she cut her hair short. Mark was looking a bit thick himself.

I couldn’t find any pictures of our other buddy, Danny. I couldn’t even find an account for Danny, as if he didn’t exist at all. Googling his name brought up no results whatsoever. I hoped he was okay, and nothing bad had happened. Maybe he just wasn’t the social media type. Maybe he preferred to stay off of the internet. He had an older brother, so I looked him up to try and find some clues.

On his older brother’s page, under siblings, it said he had a sister. A sister? Danny never had a sister, just his one older brother. I scrolled further down and then my heart sank into my gut. His sister’s name was Heather. Suddenly, that peculiar familiarity made sense. Danny was Heather. Heather used to be Danny.

My head was spinning. I rubbed cocks with Danny, I stroked Danny’s cock—I fucked Danny in the ass and jerked him off until he came. I felt sick.

Suddenly, I had what I wanted—I had the guilt and that overwhelming feeling as though I’d done something terribly wrong. Heather wasn’t just some random t-girl looking for some fun, she was my old best friend, and surely she knew who I was. I hadn’t done anything wrong, she was the one who was wrong, right?

It suddenly made so much sense, the way she was looking at me with those flashing eyes. It was almost as if she was trying to get me to recognize her, she was trying to tell me with her eyes. But why didn’t she just come out and say it? Why did she keep it a secret? Because she knew I wouldn’t fuck her if I knew she was Danny?

I was conflicted. I didn’t know whether to feel angry, betrayed, used, or if I should feel bad for her. I couldn’t help but feel like she tried to tell me, like she wanted me to find out but she was too afraid to tell me, too afraid of the embarrassment—not just her own embarrassment, but my embarrassment, too. It must be hard, revealing yourself to someone, especially someone you knew and were close with growing up. I never suspected a thing. Danny always seemed like such a normal kid. Had someone told me he was transitioning, I would have laughed. I wouldn’t have believed it. I still had a hard time believing it, still not sure I wasn’t just remembering things incorrectly. Maybe Danny did have a sister and I was forgetting. Or maybe I had his brother’s name wrong and I was looking up complete strangers. Or maybe I really had come deep inside of Danny’s asshole.

The next day, I found myself going for a walk to kill the time, yet again. I thought about hiking back out to the old fort—it was a pleasant, scenic hike, after all—but it was a bright, sunny day and I figured that meant Heather was probably there, soaking in the sun. I thought it would be best to avoid her. I thought about confronting her, telling her I knew who she was, but what good would it have done? It wasn’t like she broke the law, and it wasn’t like I was going to beat her up over it. I just had to let it go and pretend like it never happened, otherwise it would continue to bother me more and more.

Stettler wasn’t a very big town. You could walk down every street in less than two hours, and that afternoon, I did just that. Near the end of my walk, I even ended up out front of Danny’s old house, which looked the same as if did twenty years earlier—just like the rest of the town.

Seeing the old house brought back a lot of old memories—meeting up to go for bike rides, building snowmen in the winter, and then there were some not so nice memories. Danny’s father used to hit him. I remember pulling up on my bike one afternoon and his dad was in the middle of a serious beating. I kept on biking, and it was a week before I saw Danny again, all bruised up. He never did anything wrong, the poor kid, his father just needed a convenient punching bag and Danny was there.

His mother was very religious and I could still remember her snapping once when she overheard us talking about girls. She pulled Danny into the house by his ear, and again, it was a week before we saw him again. After that, he never talked about girls again. As far as I knew, he never dated. He was always so quiet around women, probably in part thanks to his mother. His older brother didn’t have it much better. He moved out when he was sixteen, and then Danny’s parents split up shortly after that.

I remember Danny going from quiet and shy to completely silent, almost never saying a thing. You could always tell there was something on his mind—I’d always just thought it was his dysfunctional family situation. Apparently it was a lot deeper than that.

In fact, I couldn’t remember Danny ever laughing, or even smiling. Hell, that’s probably why I didn’t recognize Danny as a woman—as Heather. Heather was always smiling, always laughing. It seemed like Heather was having the time of her life. In a weird way, it filled me with a warm fuzziness knowing Danny was, for once in his life, happy—even if he wasn’t completely satisfied. After years of abuse and what was probably a very confusing childhood, he was able to smile and laugh and be comfortable with himself—Heather was quite possibly the most confident person I’d ever met! A huge leap from the shy, introverted Danny.

I found myself at the edge of the woods, considering going back in, going to face Heather one more time. I felt like I needed to make things right.


CHAPTER V

My heart started to race as the old fort came into view. Sure enough, I could see a smooth leg dangling over the edge of the top story, and that bikini was once again flung over the little containing wall. There were her perfect tits, floating beautifully on her chest as she absorbed the sun’s warmth. Within seconds of seeing her, I began to doubt she was really Danny, or that she was ever a man. It must have been some sort of prosthetic piece, right? I remembered the feeling of it throbbing in my tight grip. It was no prosthetic piece. It was the real deal. She was Danny.

“Hey there,” I called out after giving my heart a second to calm down (which it did not).

She looked over and smiled. She sat up. Her eyes glowed. “You came back,” she said. This time she didn’t bother to cover her tits with her arm. I’d already seen everything before so what was the point? “Back for more or are you here to take your fort back from me?”

“Just out for a walk,” I said. Now that I knew she was once Danny, I could see it in her eyes and the shape of her nose. She really hadn’t changed much—she grew her hair long, she put on some makeup, and of course there were the fake tits and probably some hormone treatment, but it wasn’t like she’d undergone some dramatic transformation. I guess it just turned out she looked a hell of a lot better as a woman than she did a man. “Mind if I come up?” I said.

“Didn’t you see the sign?”

I looked down at the front door. Over the ‘No Girls Allowed’ sign was a new sign: ‘No Boys Allowed’. She smiled.

“The best part is, I get in either way,” she said, and then she laughed.

“So do you plan on—you know—going all the way?” I asked.

“You mean getting my dick chopped off? No way,” she said. “Have you seen those fake pussies. Those aren’t fooling anyone. Besides, I like my cock. Don’t you?” She grabbed her package and lifted it up.

“Can I come up?” I asked.

“Only if you promise to suck my dick. I’ll suck yours, too, if you want.” She laughed. Once again, I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. But I knew that once I got down to business, there probably wouldn’t be much in the way of joking. I entered the fort and I made my way up to the top floor, hearing the stairs groan as I ascended. She was waiting for me at the top, laying on her side with her big, flaccid cock hanging over her thigh. She was grinning as if she got a real kick out of it. “Me first or you first?”

I stared at her body, finding myself once again completely in awe of her beauty. It was still so hard to believe. “Why didn’t you tell me?” I said.

“Tell you what?”

“Who you are.”

Her eyes became wide and her face flushed. That grin disappeared quickly, and she suddenly sat up, covering herself with her hands. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said with glazed over eyes.

“You don’t need me to say it, do you?” I said.

Her lip quivered. “Are you mad?” Her cheeks were red.

I thought for a moment. “Mad?” I said. “I’m not mad as much as I am feeling deceived. You let me touch you—down there. You let me stick it in your ass.”

“So what? You knew I what I was,” she said, her whole face suddenly red with anger. She stood up and grabbed her bikini bottoms, slipping them on while keeping her tits covered with her spare forearm.

“But I didn’t know who you were.”

“What difference does it make?” She turned away from me and put on her top.

“You knew who I was.”

“Did you come here to get some revenge? You want to beat me up? Go ahead, just get it over with. I’m used to it. I’m sorry I deceived you. Well? What are you waiting for? You can even throw me off—no one will ever find my body way out here.”

“What? I’m not going to hurt you.”

“Then why’d you come? Just to humiliate me?”

“I don’t know why I came. I guess—I guess I just didn’t believe it and I had to know for sure. I don’t even know why I had to know, I just did. It was bugging me. I can’t explain everything I do. I can’t even explain what drove me to walk out here yesterday in the first place. I suppose it’s just curiosity doing it’s thing.”

Her eyes began to water. “I wanted to tell you, I just—I couldn’t do it. At first I wouldn’t tell people about, you know, but then when one guy found out, I got my ass kicked. He broke my arm and two of my ribs. Since then I tell people right away, and it’s miserable. Everyone looks at me like I’m some circus freak, like I deserve to be beaten and broken, like I’m some kind of shame. But then you came along and you didn’t look at me like that, and it was nice for a change. I didn’t want to ruin that. Even after you found out about my little situation, you still looked at me with those eyes. For once, there was someone interested in me who wasn’t just indulging in some freaky fetish…

“Do you know that, besides you, I’ve had sex with two other guys? Both of them only wanted to be with me in secret, they demanded that I keep my mouth shut and not tell anyone. We would meet in the middle of the night. The first guy turned out to be married, and he was a closet gay. The other guy always wanted to film us together. He ended up putting the videos up on some fucked up fetish website. Do you have any idea what that’s like? To be either a freak of nature or nothing more than a fetish?”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“Are you, though? Or are you just sorry you had sex with me?” I certainly wasn’t sorry I’d had sex with her. Sex with her was the best sex of my life. It was the most intimate, most passionate, and most fun moment that I could remember. I loved staring into her eyes as she rubbed our cocks together. I loved the feeling of her tight butthole clenching my dick. I loved the feeling of her soft skin and the feeling of her hands exploring my body. It was all I could think about ever since the moment it was all over.

I tried to think of something to say back, something that would make her know that she was wrong about me, that I really wasn’t there to shame or humiliate her. I couldn’t think of any words. Words are just words, anyone can say anything—it means nothing at the end of the day. I stepped forward and I kissed her. It took a moment for her to kiss back, but when she did, her body melted into me. She threw her arms around me and held me tightly. I didn’t need any words in order to tell her I was obsessed with her for her, and not for the cock between her legs.

Would it have been better if there was a tight, wet pussy between her legs instead? Not necessarily. It certainly would have been easier to come to terms with the fact that I was in love with her. It would have been easier to build up the courage to invite her to be part of my life, to eventually meet my friends and my family and my coworkers. Easier, sure—but the fact I was willing to make her mine regardless was proof to me that she wasn’t just some fun fling, that what we had was real and powerful.

“You know you’re breaking the rules,” she said, smiling. Her cheeks and eyes were still red but she was happy.

“What rules?”

“You were only allowed up here if you promised to suck my dick. So get sucking,” she said with a giggle, and then she pushed me down to my knees. I pulled down her bottoms and then took her semi-erect cock in my hand. I gave it a few strokes, feeling it throbbing warmly in my grip before sinking it into my mouth.

It didn’t feel wrong, it felt right—righter than right. It felt perfect: her soft, feminine hands in my hair, my hands against her smooth thighs, her slick cock against my tongue. I got her so hard, so big. I could taste her sweet pre-cum dribbling out from her dick. “Do you want to fuck me again?” she asked.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, and then I turned around. She giggled playfully and then she pulled down my pants. “Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?” she asked.

“No.”

“Just do your best to relax. If it hurts, just let me know and I’ll fuck you harder, okay?” She laughed and then I felt her throbbing, wet tip press up between my cheeks. My heart was pounding but I wasn’t nervous. I was excited, ready to start this new chapter of my life with Heather. She began to push in. My mind flashed and my body became warm and fuzzy. It felt amazing, her thick, rigid girth sliding in deep. “Oh God, you’re so tight,” she said.

“Fuck me.”

She started to thrust in and out of me. And just like I did for her the day before, she reached around and grabbed my cock. “I bet I can make you come before I come,” she said, jerking me off.

“You’re on,” I said.

I revelled in the sound of her pelvis slapping against my ass. Every thrust felt somehow even better than the last. Best of all, I could feel her big tits pressed against my back and I could hear her gently moaning in my ear. “Shit,” she said in a strained voice.

“What?”

“I’m going to come first,” she said, half-laughing and half-moaning. “Want me to pull out?”

“No, come inside of me,” I said. “I want to feel you coming inside of me.”

My body gave me no warning. I came in her clenched fist—before she came in me. That got a laugh out of her, but she wasn’t too far behind. “Oh fuck,” she said, and then I felt it, and it felt amazing—I couldn’t wait to feel it over and over and over again for the rest of our lives.

THE END


THE SISSY PILL

Troy has been having some issues in the bedroom, ever since he discovered his first love had a little extra between the thighs. Now, he can’t get it up, no matter how hard he tries. So he’s excited when he gets the chance to test a new drug that’s supposed to help with unfortunate impotence.

The drug works! Troy can finally get off, but only under certain circumstances. And with each dose of that trial pill, those circumstances become more and more extreme.


CHAPTER I

She was the hottest girl that had ever shown interest in me, and she was in my dorm room, already stripping down. And shockingly, she wasn’t even drunk.

My heart was pounding ferociously because I knew I had to preform. She was a popular girl: a senior member of one of the biggest sororities on campus, and a major member of the school’s student counsel. But most importantly of all, she was friends with some of the hottest girls at the university.

I knew that I needed to relax. My doctor told me that my performance issues were most likely related to my anxiety—which was a bit of a Catch-22, seeing as I got most of my anxiety from my performance issues.

The last girl I was with, I wasn’t able to get it up. She tried sucking me for nearly half an hour—and it was probably the most horrible half an hour of my life, even though it felt nice. My cock just wouldn’t get up, so I ended up eating her out for a while. She didn’t have an orgasm. Her mind was probably too busy thinking that there was something atrociously wrong with her. But there was nothing wrong with her (well, maybe she could have dropped fifteen pounds). The problem was me.

Then there was the girl before her, who managed to get me up for a couple of minutes—just long enough that I was able to get inside of her. But as soon as I started pumping, my cock went soft and the pumping started to hurt.

Now, I had taken a Viagra pill. I bought it on the Internet, and I had it stashed away in my nightstand for this exact occasion. But it wasn’t working yet. It didn’t help that I didn’t take it until we were already in my dorm room, and my beautiful date was moving so quickly. I remembered reading that Viagra takes half an hour to work, so if I couldn’t get it up naturally, I was going to need to distract her for thirty minutes.

I walked up to her, put my arms around her, and then I kissed her, hoping we could make out for a while. But that little make out session didn’t last long. After fifteen seconds, she pulled away and started to sink down, carefully placing her knees down on my dorm room floor. She unzipped my fly with a big grin on her face. I closed my eyes and tried to will away that anxiety, so my cock could flourish and become erect for her to suck. I hated being a twenty-two-year-old with erectile dysfunction. Maybe that Viagra would kick in at the perfect moment. How long had it been now? Four minutes?

“Why don’t I eat you out first?” I said with a nervous laugh.

She looked up at me and giggled. “I don’t like being eaten out. I like sucking cock.” She looked back towards my crotch and then her fingers slipped into my fly. I fought back the urge to mutter the word ‘shit’. I closed my eyes again and tried once more to will away that anxiety. I knew it was just a mental issue. I knew that I was capable of getting an erection. I got a few each month, though never when I actually wanted one.

That anxiety was starting to interfere with my masturbation sessions. The moment I would open up a pornography video on my computer, my heart would start to pound the way it was pounding now. My stomach would fill with a peculiar nausea, and I would suddenly be thinking about the horribly humiliating times I wasn’t able to get it up with girls. Maybe I just needed to see a hypnotist, so I could have my mind wiped.

This whole problem started when I lost my virginity.

I was seventeen and drunk at my first house party. It was late, and there was a girl from another school with her eye on me. I hadn’t noticed her at all that night, until the party was starting to die down. Most of my friends were already either passed out or fucking girls in locked rooms. So after another shot of vodka, I gathered the courage to talk to the girl. She told me that she was a virgin, so I told her the same thing. We decided in our state of inebriation that we would go to a bedroom together to fool around, and lose our virginities together.

I was already hard the moment we stepped into the bedroom. She sunk to her knees and I pulled out my cock. She sucked me for a couple of minutes—and my God, was she good at sucking cock. I had to pinch my arm hard to stop myself from coming in her mouth.

I asked if I could go down on her, but she told me she didn’t want that. We made out, and then she suddenly jumped onto the bed and flipped herself onto her stomach. “Let’s do it,” she said, taking me by surprise, cutting the foreplay off abruptly.

I went to pull down her panties, but she stopped me. “Do you have a condom?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Aren’t you on the pill?”

She shook her head. “Maybe just put it in my butt, just to be safe.” And my seventeen-year-old self didn’t hesitate. My friends were always bragging about having sex, but how many of them could say that they got to fuck a chick in the ass? She reached back and pulled her panties gently to the side, just enough to expose her tight butthole. “Just be gentle,” she said.

So I mounted her and I jammed my throbbing erection into her asshole. It didn’t take me long to come—maybe two minutes at the very most. I filled her tush with hot cum, and then I pulled out. She put her panties back over her hole, and then I watched as a dark spot formed on her panties, where my cum was oozing out.

“Can I eat out your pussy so that you can get off too?” I asked.

She stared at me with wide, guilty eyes. Dread churned in my gut. Did I do something wrong? “I’m so sorry. I—I should have told you before, but I was too afraid. I’m trans.” It took a moment for that admission to sink in. My body became cold and my heart fluttered.

“You’re what?” I asked.

“Trans. I used to be a man. But now I’m a woman. I’m getting my final surgery in six months from now.”

My head was spinning in fast circles. I bit down on my tongue and tried hard to process the information I was hearing. “Trans?” I said. “Final surgery?”

She nodded her head, still with those big, guilty eyes. “I’ll be getting implants, and they’ll be removing my… you know.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, trying to decide if she was bluffing. “You have a dick?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“Is that why you wanted it in the ass?” I said. That nausea was building in my gut. I had a bad feeling that I was about to vomit. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. I could feel my face turning white.

Then, the girl proved herself. She quickly showed me her semi-erect cock. “You don’t really mind, do you?” she said. “I’m a girl now—I really am. Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference. We can go out. You don’t really care that I’m trans, do you?”

I bit my tongue hard and forced the most awkward smile of my life. “I don’t care that you’re trans,” I said. I knew a guy who was kicked out of the school for using the word ‘tranny’, so I knew the dangers of being ‘transphobic’. I knew that I was expected not to care whether she used to be a man or a woman—but I did care. I felt sick. I wanted to get in a time machine and go back an hour. I wanted to grab her by the throat and demand that she never tell anyone about this. But instead, I just awkwardly put my clothes on and I left without saying anything.

Ever since then, my cock seemingly refused to stand for anyone, as if it was afraid of being betrayed again. And honestly, I never found myself with a girl that I was totally sure about. I never forgot what that trans girl said to me: ‘Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference.’ I thought about that line now as I stared at the blonde babe from the popular sorority.

She had my limp cock in her mouth and she was bobbing her head quickly, trying to get me aroused. She even stopped to use her hand for a minute, pumping me quickly and squeezing hard. It felt good, but I just couldn’t get it up. I couldn’t stop thinking about that slight possibility that she might actually be a man.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

I could feel that my face was red. “Show my your pussy,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“Just show me your pussy.”

She stared at me for a moment, and then she stood up and lifted up her skirt. She pulled aside her panties, showing off her tight slit (and her impressive bush). “Happy?” she asked.

I reached out and gently ran my fingers up her length. Her pussy certainly felt real—but I had no idea what the doctors were capable of. I looked up he whole body, which was curvy and soft. She had no Adam’s apple, narrow shoulders, and soft features on her face—but so did the trans chick who took my virginity. Her voice was soft and feminine, and her feet were petite and cute.

“What is it?” she asked me.

I shook my head. “I’m just admiring your body,” I said.

“Well get your dick hard and admire it from the inside,” she said. She turned around and bent over my bed. She reached back with one hand and pulled her butt cheek to the side, making her holes spread wide. I knew that she was a woman—currently and previously—so why couldn’t I battle through the anxiety? Why was my cock still apprehensive? Why wasn’t that damned Viagra working?

I walked towards my date. I gently rubbed her soft bum and then I pressed my flaccid cock between her butt cheeks. Her body was warm. I gently thrust my cock up and down, hoping some friction would get my blood flowing properly. This went on for the next three minutes, until I heard her let out a sigh of frustration.

“Don’t you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“You’re very pretty. It’s just—I just can’t get it up.”

“Is that a problem you have or something?” she said. And I couldn’t tell her the truth—I couldn’t have the whole school finding out about my embarrassing dilemma.

“No. I don’t know what’s wrong. I think I’m just nervous. Just give it a minute—maybe two minutes. I’ll get it up—just hold on.”

She sighed again. “Just put it in me,” she said.

“What?”

“Put your limp dick in me. Give me something for Christ sakes.”

I hesitated, and then I followed her command. I used a healthy dab of lube to make my cock as slippery as a fish in KY Jelly. Then I began to mash my limp cock into her wet hole. She used both of her hands to spread her hole wide. It wasn’t easy. My cock kept folding and bending to the side as if it didn’t want to go in. I had to use both of my hand to cram it in. But after a couple of minutes, I was inside of her. I could feel her warm vaginal walls against my soft penis. She started to rock back and forth. I tried to thrust, but it was hard. My cock kept trying to slip out from her tight hole, so I had to remain close to her.

We fucked for the next twenty minutes. My cock remained flaccid, leaving me with the most humiliating feeling lingering in my gut. But even though I couldn’t get it hard, I somehow ended up coming. My limp cock coughed cum into her hole, and then she rolled over and looked down at my pathetic crotch.

“I think I just had too much to drink. Whisky Dick—isn’t that what they call it?”

“I think Jell-O Dick is more accurate,” she said. She left without saying anything else. I didn’t blame her—it was probably humiliating for her as well. And now I could only hope that she wouldn’t run around the campus telling all of the other girls that my cock didn’t work properly.


CHAPTER II

I was in class the next day when a group of students came into our classroom and said, “Would anyone here be interested in earning a bit of a side income over the next couple of months?”

A few hands hesitantly went up. I’m sure every student in that classroom (myself included) was interested in earning some extra income, but we all knew that income came at a price. There was a research program on our campus that was always developing experimental drugs, and they were always looking for students willing to test the drugs so that they could apply for patents. They’d interrupted many classes before, never saying what the drug they were testing was supposed to do. Their rate was always the same: fifty bucks per week. And occasionally, students ended up in the hospital because of radically unexpected side effects.

And there was always one student in every classroom that asked, “What’s the drug for?”

“We can’t say exactly what it’s for, but we need people to test the drug and report any side effects,” the leader of the little medical group said.

“How much are you paying?”

“It’s fifty dollars per week if you take one pill each day.”

All of the hands went down. It wasn’t nearly enough money to justify the potential damage. So the students shuffled out of our classroom and went along to the next one. Our professor resumed his lecture.

I went out to have a cigarette after class. I walked over to my usual spot and then I reached into my pocket for my lighter, but I couldn’t find it. I must have left it in my dorm room, so I started walking along the university, hoping to find someone with a lighter. Then, I turned around the corner and saw that same group of medical students. One of them was smoking a cigarette.

“One person. We went to fifteen classes and we found one single person. What a gigantic waste of time,” one student said to the other.

“Get used to it. This is always how it goes. And chances are, that one guy probably won’t even show up tomorrow to get his prescription. And then you get the guys who pretend to take the pills, but they actually spit them out in the hallway. You’re still a first year—just wait until you’ve been through a dozen of these trials.”

The first year student took a long drag from his cigarette. I thought about asking him if I could borrow his lighter, but then I hesitated when he said, “Does the world really even need another boner pill?”

I stopped for a moment, and then I slipped behind the wall to my left, still in earshot but no longer visible. The team continued to chat. “Does it need another boner pill? No. Will the government keep giving us money to test out new boner pills? Yes.”

“I mean—at what point is Viagra good enough?”

“This is different than Viagra,” said one of the senior students in a dull, scholastic voice. “Viagra stimulates blood flow. This pill addresses ED in the brain. Viagra is temporary. This will hopefully be a permanent solution for patients with chronic erectile dysfunction.”

“If you can’t be bothered to take a Viagra once a week or so, then maybe you shouldn’t be having sex—that’s all I’m saying.”

I slipped away and managed to find someone else with a lighter. While I smoked my cigarette, I thought about what the medical students were talking about: a pill to cure erectile dysfunction. Would it work for me? Did I even have erectile dysfunction, or was my doctor correct: did I just suffer from an unfortunately debilitating anxiety?

I couldn’t stop thinking about that drug trial. I was in my literature class later that day when the same group of students came into the classroom, cutting off the professor to recruit volunteers for their new drug. A few hands went up, and then someone asked about the pay, and then all of the hands went down. “Nobody?” the younger student asked, keeping an impressive smile on his face.

Then I bit down on my tongue and held up my hand. “I’ll do it,” I said. My heart was pounding nearly as hard as it did when I was with a woman in my dorm room.

The student’s face lit up. He stared at me for a moment and then he walked up the isle with a clipboard and a pen. All of the students in the class were staring at me now, probably thinking that I was a crazy person. I wasn’t sure if my face was dark red or ghost-white, but I’m certain it was nowhere in between. He held the clipboard out towards me, so I could fill out my information. I took the board and the pen and I wrote down everything he needed. “Can you be at our clinic tomorrow at 8:00 AM?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Sounds good.”

For a minute after the little team was gone, my fellow students continued to stare at me. Only a psychopath would test out a mystery drug for a couple hundred bucks (paid out over a couple of months). Maybe I was a psychopath—or maybe I was just desperate to never have another humiliating episode with a pretty girl.

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. It was around midnight when I thought I would try to masturbate, to see if I even really needed a pill. I opened up some porn on my computer and I watched for the next twenty minutes, gently rubbing between my legs to stimulate some blood flow. But my cock wasn’t in the mood to get up. I kept thinking about that pill, making my heart tremble. Maybe my doctor was right—maybe I just needed to take some anxiety medicine. Maybe I needed to stop myself before taking some mystery drug that could end up screwing up my body for life.

Or maybe I just needed to bite my lip and take a step into the unknown.


CHAPTER III

I was one of five students in that little clinic at 8:00 AM the next morning. I was struggling to keep my eyes open, as I only slept for a couple hours the night before. The others looked to be in the same boat: rubbing their eyes, yawning—though I’m sure their circumstances were different. They were probably up partying, drinking, and playing video games.

A student in a white overcoat came into the room. He had five little plastic bags, and there was a pill in each bag. “ Okay, everyone. The trial is very simple. You come here at 8:00 AM every morning and take one pill. Starting tomorrow, we’ll have you write down all of the side effects you think that you might be experiencing. Simple, right?” He handed a baggie out to everyone. I stared at the little green pill in the bag. It seemed harmless enough. It was so small—how could such a small pill possibly cause any damage? “Well? Go ahead. Take your pill.”

Everyone opened their little baggies. Some of the men in that room hesitated more than others. The man to my left quickly tossed the pill into his mouth and swallowed. Then he showed the student in the white coat his tongue before standing up to leave. I had a feeling this wasn’t his first paid drug trial.

The man to my right was hesitant. He stared at the pill on the tip of his finger. He took a number of deep breaths before closing his eyes and straining every muscle in his body. I had a feeling he was just desperate for the money. “Open your mouth and show me your tongue,” the head student said. So the man next to me opened his mouth. “Show me under your tongue as well. Okay, good. You can go. We’ll see you in the morning.”

One of the other men tried to slip away without being seen. The head student ran and stopped him. “Did you take your pill?” he asked.

“Yep.”

“Show me your mouth,” he said. So the man opened his mouth. Then the student looked down and said, “Open up your hand.”

The man was slow to react. He sighed and then opened up his hand, revealing a little green pill.

“You can either take it or we’ll find someone else,” the white-clad student said firmly. So the man put the pill on his tongue and swallowed it with a loud gulp. He showed the student his tongue, and then he went on his way.

Now I was the only one left in the room. I was still staring at the little pill in the bag, wondering if it was really going to do anything. I knew how these trials worked. I knew that they gave a placebo to some people, and knowing my luck, I was the guy getting the placebo—and maybe that was for the best. But at the same time, I really wanted a cure to my embarrassing little problem.

“Well? Are you going to take the pill?” the student asked.

“It’s not going to kill me or anything like that, is it?”

“No. Well—I guess I can’t say no with absolute certainty. I suppose anything is possible. But it’s very unlikely.”

The answer did not put my mind at ease. “What kind of side effects can I expect?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer he was about to give me.

“We can’t tell you that.”

“Right.”

“C’mon, man. Take the pill or move along. We’ve got lots to do this morning.”

I took the little pill out from the bag and I stared at it for a long, tedious moment. Then I placed it on my tongue, closed my eyes, and swallowed. I felt that pill going down my throat, and then I could almost feel it plopping into my stomach. My heart fluttered and my joints became cold.

“Open your mouth,” the student said. So I opened my mouth and did my best to show him all the little nooks. “Okay. You can go. We’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

I got up slowly. My hands were trembling slightly and I had a feeling my legs were about to start doing the same. I took a deep breath and I forced a smile. “See you tomorrow.”

I went to my first class with a pale face. I was waiting for that pill to kick in, and I had a feeling it was going to happen at any moment. What if I sprung a boner in the middle of class? What if the boner refused to go away for the rest of the day? I kept looking down at my crotch, to make sure there wasn’t a massive bulge hiding there. Everything seemed normal. I felt normal. And two hours later, I still felt normal.

Now, instead of worrying that I was going to be on the receiving end of some horrible symptoms, I was now worried that I got the sugar pill. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself when I got back to my dorm room. I took off my pants and tried massaging my cock. My heart started pounding and my gut started turning—the same thing that always happened when I tried to beat off—and sadly, there was no erection. So I fell onto my bed and I closed my eyes. It didn’t seem fair. I was being punished by God for something I couldn’t even remember doing. Did I kill someone when I was younger? Was I forgetting some sort of horrible crime that I’d committed? Why did I deserve this limp cock?

I sighed heavily, and then I decided that I would try to distract myself. My room was a mess, so I figured I would clean up. I scooped all of my dirty clothes into my laundry bin, and then I cleaned up all the garbage off of the floor. I even made my bed for the first time in over a month. I couldn’t help but wonder if the pill was actually giving me a sort of motivation, or if I was really just desperate to distract myself.

While I was cleaning behind my bed, I found a pair of pink panties. I held them up and recognized them instantly: they belonged to the sorority beauty, who made me fuck her with my limp cock. She must have left them behind in her big hurry to get far, far away from me.

I felt the lacy fabric between my fingers. My heart skipped a beat and a strange lump began to form in my throat. I liked the way the panties felt. I took a deep breath and then I slipped my pants back down. I wrapped the panties around my shaft and I began to massage myself. I closed my eyes and felt a warm buzzing moving through my body. It was pleasant and relaxing. A slight moan slipped out from my lips. Then I opened my eyes and saw something truly magnificent: I had an erection.

Those pink panties were now wrapped around a rock-hard cock. I pulled them up and down, rubbing them all over my shaft. It felt so good. My heart was still pounding and my gut was still churning—but I was hard.

“No fucking way,” I muttered to myself. I was smiling—I couldn’t stop smiling. I began to jerk my cock faster with that pair of panties. It felt so good, and that erection wasn’t going away. I brought the panties right to my tip and then a moment later, I was spewing cum into that pink lace. I groaned and trembled and squirmed and then I nearly screamed out with joy as cum began dripping between my fingers.

I did it! I got an erection and I managed to come! Surely it wasn’t just a coincidence. Surely it had something to do with that pill I took that morning.

My heart was pounding hard with joy now. I tried to remember a time in my life when I was happier. I already wanted to beat off again, just because I could. I didn’t want this moment to end.

It wasn’t even an hour later when I started stroking myself again. I wasn’t getting hard, no matter how hard I squeezed or how fast I pumped. I wasn’t feeling discouraged just yet. I was happy to have gotten a single cumshot out.

Then I saw the panties on the floor in the corner, still wet with my cum. I stared at them and then I began to feel that amazing tingling between my legs. So I walked over and wrapped the cum-soaked panties around my shaft. It was a bit of a gross feeling, but it was somehow very arousing. I started pumping, and a moment later I was hard again. I fought back the urge to squeal like a piglet. I pumped and pumped until more fresh cum was soaking into that pink lace.

Was I cured? That was yet to be seen. But was I ecstatic? Absolutely. I wanted to run over to the girls’ dorm and fuck every single girl there. I wanted to track down that blonde sorority babe and show her that I could get hard—no matter what she told her friends.

I felt like I was getting a fresh start. I was already thinking about jerking off again, but first, I needed to wash those panties so that I wasn’t just rubbing old cum all over myself again. So I buried the panties into my laundry bin and then I went down to the laundry room.


CHAPTER IV

I was early at the clinic in the morning. When they gave me my pill, I didn’t hesitate before swallowing it. I gulped it down, showed my tongue, and then I skipped off to attend my first class of the day. I sat in the back of the room, so I could watch all of the pretty girls while they took their seats in their little skirts and tight short shorts.

A perverted part of me was hoping that I would get an erection from watching the girls as they trickled in. I made a point of staring at their asses and their young, perky tits, but that erection didn’t come during class—and maybe that was for the best.

I went back to my dorm room between classes, just to make sure my cock was still working. I massaged it for a while, and then I had to dig those pink panties out from my laundry bin to make myself hard. I wasn’t thrilled that I needed to rub a pair of women’s underwear on my cock to make myself aroused, but at least I was able to become aroused. I jerked myself for a couple of minutes, and then I stopped myself from coming.

I wanted to really put my cock to the test. I wanted to see if I could make it work with a girl. I had no idea how I was going to find a willing candidate on a Thursday afternoon, but I was determined to make it happen, so I set out onto the campus. I strolled down the many walkways, smiling at every girl I passed. Whenever a girl smiled back, I would throw out a compliment. I made so many girls blush that afternoon.

I’d never been so confident in my life. I wondered if that was a symptom of the pill I’d been taking, or if it was just a symptom of my newfound horniness, now that I knew that I could get hard.

It only took me fifteen minutes to find a girl who wanted to flirt. She stopped in her tracks after I complimented her, then she walked over to me and I complimented her again. Her face quickly turned red.

She wasn’t the hottest girl I’d seen that day, but she was interested, and that’s all I was looking for. She was a bit on the thicker end and it was obvious that she had to wear a lot of makeup to hide a less-than-flattering face, with a big nose and small, beady eyes. Her teeth were also quite crooked.

“You really think I’m pretty?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “But I’m sure you get that all the time.”

She giggled and shook her head. “Not really,” she said. “Is this some sort of prank? Or a dare?”

“No. I just think you’re pretty. Can’t a guy tell a girl that she’s pretty? Do you have a class to get to?”

“I was just on my way back to my dorm,” she said.

“You should come back to my dorm,” I said.

She giggled again, snorting slightly this time. She covered her mouth to hide her teeth while she smiled. “Are you messing with me?” she asked.

“No. Why would I be messing with you?”

“I don’t know. Why do you keep complimenting me? Is this some sort of frat challenge? Who can get into a girls panties first?”

“I’m not in a frat,” I said. “I just wanted to compliment you. Is that really so crazy?”

She stared into my eyes for a moment, still with that crooked smile on her face. “Where’s your dorm?” she asked.

So I led her back to my dorm room. She stood by the door with red cheeks as I started to take my clothes off. “Are we just going to do it?” she asked.

“Do you not want to?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just—I wasn’t expecting to move this quickly. I didn’t really think that I would be having sex today, to be honest. It’s actually been quite a while. I haven’t even shaved in a couple of weeks.”

“You know what they say: there’s no time better than the present.” I made a big smile. My heart was pounding the way it always did when I was in the presence of a sexual partner. But I managed to remain calm, taking a deep breath as I slipped my pants down. I was still flaccid, but I was sure that I could summon an erection if necessary.

She awkwardly bit her tongue as she looked down my body. Her gaze landed on my cock and she took a deep breath in. “Well?” I said. Her cheeks became a darker shade of red as she slowly sunk down to her knees. I felt her warm, gentle fingers slipping around my flaccid cock. She lifted my shaft up and brought my tip to her lips. She looked up at me with her eyes before closing her eyes and leaning forward with parted lips. My cock was in her mouth, and now, I was waiting for that little pill to do its job.

She sucked and bobbed with a tremendous amount of elegance, as if she sucked cock for a living. It’s always the timid and shy ones who can suck cock like expensive Vegas escorts. Why is that? She managed to do things with her tongue that didn’t even seem possible, wrapping it around my shaft while also stimulating my tip. She had my legs trembling in no time—but she wasn’t getting me hard. My cock wasn’t becoming erect, even though I’d taken one of my trial pills.

A cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. I closed my eyes and took a series of deep breaths, trying to summon that erection, but it wasn’t coming. Maybe it just needed a minute. Maybe it just needed two minutes. When I opened my eyes, she was looking up at me with those big eyes. “Is everything okay?” she asked, slipping my flaccid cock out of her mouth for just a moment.

I nodded my head quickly. “Everything’s fine. Maybe I’m just a bit nervous,” I said. I laughed awkwardly. “You’re so pretty—it’s kind of intimidating.”

She smiled. “Well don’t be intimidated. Let’s just relax and have some fun. Right?”

I nodded my head and she went back in for more sucking. It felt good, but nothing was happening. My cock wasn’t growing, and without an erection, there would be no sex.

Then my eye caught that pair of panties, which was under my bed, poking out just a tease. I remembered rubbing that beautiful lace up and down my cock. My cock tingled at the mere thought, so I tried to imagine I was stroking those panties along my shaft—but my imagination wasn’t quite strong enough to do the job. But it wasn’t like I could just ask her to stop while I rubbed panties on my cock. Maybe I could rub my cock against her panties, without her noticing.

“Lay down on the bed,” I said. “On your stomach.”

She looked up at me with confused eyes. Then she looked down at my flaccid cock, probably wondering what the hell I was going to do with the useless thing. Finally, after a long ten seconds of silence, she stood up and walked over to my bed. She hopped onto my mattress and then I walked up behind her. I grabbed her little booty shorts and I tugged them down, revealing her cute white cotton panties. I cupped her butt cheeks and squeezed firmly. Then I carefully mounted her, placing my ball sack down between her thick thighs and my shaft down between her fat butt cheeks. I took a deep breath and started to thrust my cock, mashing it against her cotton undies. My heart fluttered and a tingle buzzed through me. My cock was twitching and getting warm. My little trick was working!

But it was working slowly. My cock was getting hard at a terribly slow pace.

She reached back and grabbed her panties, reading to tug them down so I could have proper access to her holes. “No—wait,” I said. “Just give me a minute.” I was starting to feel embarrassed—that horribly familiar embarrassment that I was so used to feeling with girls. Why wouldn’t my cock work? Why was I cursed with this horrible ailment?

I just needed the panties. There was something about them that made things work. I needed them close to me. I needed to have them rubbing on my skin. So I bit down on my tongue and said, “Okay, let’s take them off.” I pulled them down, slipping them off of her cute feet, and then I held them up and buried my nose into them. I sniffed, breathing in that incredible clean panties smell. I pressed them hard against my face, and then I brought them down to my crotch. Thankfully, my chubby date was still looking forward towards the head of the bed.

My heart fluttered and pounded. A strange idea came to my head. I tried to push it away, but for the moment it was in my head, my cock tingled harder than ever. So I found myself considering it: biting down on my tongue while trying to weigh the benefits against the humiliation. Then she looked back at me. “Are we going to do it?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding my head. My cock was almost there—almost stiff enough to fuck with. But it needed a little extra. It needed something. “I’m going to wear your panties.”

“What?” she said, looking back again.

“I’m going to wear them. Don’t judge me—and don’t tell anyone about this. I just—I just really want to wear them.”

She was silent, looking back at me with wide, frightened eyes, as if I just told her I was going to murder her and eat her body. It was a minute before she said, “Okay.” My heart was racing and my hands were trembling as I bent over to pull the panties up my legs. I felt like such a fool. I’d never been more humiliated in my life—but my cock was apparently not feeling so humiliated. The moment those panties were hugging my package, my shaft started to throb and grow at an alarming rate. I watched as my hard dick stretched that white cotton. I couldn’t remember the last time my cock was this hard! I could see veins throbbing along my erection. My foreskin was stretched back as far as it could go. My tip was starting to turn red because of the impressive blood flow.

I flipped my cock out the side of the panties and then I aimed it down at her juicy pussy. Before sticking my cock into her, I reached down and gently touched the little pink bow on my panties. My heart fluttered again with a combination of excitement and humiliation, and then I stuck it into her. I pumped her with my amazing erection. She moaned and squirmed. I pinned her down with both of my hands while I pumped harder. Her plump thighs pressed together and she let out a little scream.

I couldn’t believe how long my cock was! I was so aroused that my shaft had actually grown in length! I found myself watching it as it disappeared and reappeared over and over from within her tight slit. But the most amazing sight of all was my long shaft emerging from the side of those tight white panties. I couldn’t pull my gaze away. I loved how the tight undies squished my balls against my body, making them invisible as if they didn’t exist. I loved how girly my legs looked. They would have been even girlier if I shaved away the hair. Maybe that’s what I would do as soon as I was done with this girl. Maybe I could keep her panties. Maybe I could wear them underneath my jeans, so I could feel this amazing tingling sensation for the rest of the day.

That tingling was intense now. I groaned in an attempt to push it away, but it only became stronger. My legs started to tremble and I yelled out. Then, I was filling her pussy with hot cum. She screamed out, having her second or third orgasm of the afternoon.

Then, once I was finished emptying my load into her, the room became silent. She crawled forward until my cock was out of her, and then she rolled off of the bed. She picked up her shorts and pulled them up, still without saying a single word.

“Was that okay?” I finally asked.

She nodded her head. “It was, uh, really nice. But I should get going,” she said. I noticed her eyeing my panties—her panties, which were still on my body. She looked away quickly and didn’t mention them. Maybe she wanted them back and was too afraid to ask—or maybe getting them back was the absolute last thing she wanted now. She went to the door, hesitated for a moment, and then she let herself out, leaving me feeling horribly humiliated but strangely satisfied at the same time. Once she was gone, I jumped up to my feet and locked my dorm room door. I looked down at my panty-clad crotch and a nausea filled my gut. “What the fuck?” I said.

Was I discovering something very scary about myself? Did I really need women’s underwear to get off? Was that really better than not being able to get off at all?


CHAPTER V

The little clinic was especially silent the next morning. No one in the room was making eye contact with anyone else. I only looked up briefly to try to get a read on one of the other guys. What if the panties thing was because of the pill? What if these other guys were also feeling the strange desire to wear women’s underwear? No—what a ridiculous thought! The other guys didn’t even know that the pill had anything to do with intimacy and erectile issues.

The medical student came into the room and handed out the day’s pills. He watched as everyone took their pill, and then he got to me. “Well? Go ahead,” he said.

I looked into his eyes for a moment before asking, “What side-effects have the other guys been having?”

He stared at me for what seemed like a very long moment. “I can’t tell you that,” he said. “Have you been having symptoms that you haven’t reported?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. I mean—I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“Why don’t you come with me to my office?” he said. He turned around and walked into one of the back rooms. I was slow to get up and follow him, not sure I wanted to tell him about what I’d been experiencing. “Sit down in that chair right there. Tell me more about what’s been going on.”

He took a seat behind his desk and then stared into my eyes as if we were playing a game of poker at a high stakes table. I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “Nothing, really. I just—I don’t know. I’ve been having different thoughts, I guess, but that might not have anything to do with the pill. It probably has nothing to do with the pill. No, it definitely doesn’t have anything to do with the pill. Right?”

He was silent while he continued to stare at me. “I don’t know,” he said. “Because I don’t know what kind of thoughts you’ve been having. Are they suicidal thoughts?”

I shook my head quickly. “No—of course not—nothing like that! They’re just… different thoughts: thoughts that I’ve never had before.”

“Please describe them.”

“They’re kind of embarrassing,” I said.

He nodded his head. “Sexual thoughts?”

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I guess so. Sort of. But sometimes they aren’t even sexual. Sometimes they’re just… there.”

“You’re going to have to be less vague for me. This is a clinical trial. We need as much information as we can get so we can push this drug into the next stage. I don’t care if the thoughts are embarrassing or weird. I don’t even care if you’ve been thinking about murdering your whole family. I just need to know so I can document it and decide if it has anything to do with the trial.”

“Okay,” I said. I looked down at my feet. “Well, ever since I’ve started taking the pill, I’ve had the weirdest desire—and I swear I’ve never had this desire before—to, um, you know…”

I couldn’t stand the way he was staring at me. He said that he wasn’t going to judge me, but his eyes were already so judging. How could I tell him anything? He was probably going to tell all of his medical buddies, and they were all probably going to tell their friends. “What is it already?” he said.

“I’ve had the weirdest desire to eat cake. I just can’t stop thinking about cake. And when I eat cake, the craving doesn’t go away. Is that normal?” I asked, lying.

He stared at me for another long moment, nodding his head slowly. “You can’t stop eating cake, huh?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “That’s right.”

“That’s what you were afraid to tell me?”

“That’s it,” I said.

“I’ll make note of it,” he said apprehensively. “If the cravings continue or go away, just let me know. And if you start feeling anything else, please come and tell me.”

“Of course. I’ll do that. I should be going. It was nice talking to you.” I jumped up to my feet and I scurried directly towards the door without looking back. I just wanted to get to class. I wanted to get away from that clinic and away from the weird urges that seemed to be getting worse.

But I wasn’t free from those urges in class. I took a seat in the back corner and I sunk low into my chair. A minute later, a young woman in a short pink skirt took the seat next to me. “No one is sitting here, are they?” she asked me.

I shook my head. I carefully pulled my shirt down to cover the waistband of my jeans, just in case the waistband of my white cotton panties was poking out. She smiled at me and then she looked forward as class was about to begin.

Now my heart was pounding aggressively. I found myself looking over at her long, smooth legs—and her cute pink skirt. It looked so soft and comfortable. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to feel that amazingly soft fabric against my thighs.

Then I found myself looking down her legs, at her smooth skin, and then at her cute feet in her little brown strappy sandals. I wondered how my legs would look if I shaved away the hair, and I wondered if my feet would look cute in a pair of strappy sandals—maybe with the same pink nail polish she was wearing now.

She looked over at me, so I looked away—but it wasn’t quickly enough. Now she was staring at me. “Can I help you with something?” she asked quietly.

I shook my head. “No. I just—I dropped one of my pencils and I was trying to see if it maybe fell down by your feet.”

She looked down. While her gaze was directed in the other direction, I stole another glance of those perfect legs. I wanted to feel them so bad—just to see if they would feel the same as my legs, once I got around to shaving them.

And that afternoon, I took my face razor into the dorm showers and I swiped away the hair. My heart was pounding the whole time. And with each new strip of smooth skin, my cock twitched and hardened. By the time I was finished shaving my legs and my crotch, I had a throbbing erection: the first erection I’d had in so long without the help of panties. I wrapped my fist tightly around my shaft and I gently began to stroke. I closed my eyes and pulled a heavy breath of air into my lungs. It felt good. I loved being able to pull my hand down my whole shaft without feeling any hair. But why did it feel so good? Where were these strange urges coming from? Did they really have something to do with that pill I was taking every morning?

I suddenly got a strange idea. I grabbed my razor and I popped off the blade, leaving me with just the long handle. I took the dull end of the handle and reached it around to my asshole. I gently began to push it in with my left hand while my right hand continued to stroke my cock. It took a moment to penetrate, but once it was inside, the pleasure was overwhelming. A moan slipped out from my lips, then I bit down on my tongue, knowing there were guys in the other shower stalls. I pushed the handle deeper into my ass and I stroked my length faster.

My God, it felt so good! I wanted to scream out louder than I ever screamed, but I fought away the urge. I bit down so hard on my tongue that I nearly drew blood. My legs were trembling and my heart was pounding. I managed to find a sweet spot in my asshole, which I jabbed repeatedly with that razor handle. Then, without any warning, my cock began to spew long strands of cum across the small shower stall. Had there not been a wall in front of me, that cum probably would have flown thirty feet through the air.

I groaned and my legs buckled. I had to lower myself down into a squatting position so that I wouldn’t fall over. I pushed the handle out from my ass and then I stared at it for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around what I’d just done. Was that pill making me gay? Were the panties just the beginning of something much bigger and much more life changing? I didn’t want to be gay. I liked chasing girls. I liked that my life was more or less normal, without much controversy. Maybe I was better off with a bit of erectile dysfunction. Maybe I didn’t need sex. Maybe it was time to stop showing up at that clinic to take that pill; I didn’t really need the money anyway.

Yet the next morning, I found myself back in that clinic, putting that pill on my tongue. I had to close my eyes and will myself to swallow it—but I managed to gulp it down. And for what? At this point, what was I trying to accomplish? Was I really this desperate to overcome my erectile dysfunction?


CHAPTER VI

When I was leaving the clinic, I saw the girl in the pink skirt walking down the sidewalk, except now she was wearing a short black dress with an open back: another little outfit that I immediately found myself daydreaming about wearing. She was wearing a pair of black flats and she had a black choker around her throat. I wanted the whole ensemble.

She was headed away from the campus, and for some reason I found myself following her, watching the way that she walked and trying to decide if I could imitate her gait. I didn’t try it there in public, but I was taking careful mental notes, as if I was actually planning on trying it later in the privacy of my own dorm room.

She jogged across the street and went up to one of the sorority houses. I watched as she went inside, and then I found myself circling the block, slipping down the alleyway so I could try to get a view through the back of the tall house. And sure enough, I managed to spot her through one of the back windows. Her room was on the bottom floor. Her opened window looked out into the garden. I watched her for a moment while she put away her bag and had a long sip from a water bottle. Then she closed her blinds—probably to get changed. I pulled myself away from that sorority house, slapping myself gently on the face. “What the hell is wrong with you?” I whispered aloud.

It was the next morning when I saw her again, this time headed towards the same class that I had with her. She was walking with four other girls—all members of the same sorority judging by the matching bows they all had in their hair, like a small squad of high school cheerleaders. I watched them for a moment before getting one of the stupidest and most dangerous ideas I’d ever gotten. I turned around and started heading towards that sorority house.

I walked by the front and looked up at the many windows. The place was seemingly vacant. The windows were dark and the house was quiet—but I knew it was likely there were girls inside. So I snuck around back, through that alleyway and over the fence into the garden. Maybe there were still girls inside, but I knew that one bedroom should be empty. The window was left open a crack: more than enough for me to slip my fingers in and pull it open, so I could crawl in. I let myself down in her bedroom quietly, and then I looked around with a ferociously pounding heart.

Her room was clean, so I was going to have to be careful not to leave a single trace of my presence. I crept over to the closet and opened it slowly, revealing an amazing wardrobe filled with pure whites, soft pinks, and sexy blacks. The girl definitely had a style. I sifted through the many outfits dangling on hangers before finding that beautiful pink skirt. I took it down and held it in my hands. It was just as soft as I imagined. I squeezed it tightly as a whimper slipped out from my lips. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. I put the skirt down and then I continued digging.

I found two more skirts, and two dresses. I found a few cute tops: a tank top, a light sweater, and a low-cut t-shirt. I managed to find a drawer full of accessories, from which I stole a choker, a pair of clip-on earrings, a hair bow, and a costume gold necklace. I stuffed everything into an old bag I found in the back of her closet.

I was missing class, but it was worth it—at least it seemed worth it in the moment. My body was surging with excitement. My heart was pounding and my nerves were tingling. My bag was nearly full, but I still tried to cram a pair of flats and a pair of heels into it. Before leaving, I even stole some makeup. The bag was so full that I had to stuff my pockets with her makeup supplies. But it wasn’t technically stealing. I planned on returning it once these strange urges passed. I could leave them on the doorstep in the middle of the night, or just fling it all over the fence into the garden on my way to class one morning. I just needed it for a short while—just so I could try it all on and know how it felt on my body.

I did a quick lap around the room, making sure nothing looked out of place. I had a feeling she wouldn’t notice any of the outfits missing, seeing as she had so much. But I still hesitated before slipping out of her window and back into the garden. What if she did notice things missing? What if she had some way of tracking it down?

My heart didn’t stop pounding as I made my escape. Even once I was back in my dorm room, my heart continued to throb in an almost painful way. I took a deep breath and started to unpack my haul. I wanted to try it all on, but I knew I didn’t have enough to make a complete outfit. I needed one more thing, and I knew where I could get it.

A block from my house was the shopping mall. I didn’t have any money, but the stores weren’t selling what I needed anyway. I had to act casual, despite my throbbing heart. I had to bite my tongue and play it cool while I casually went from store to store, eyeing up the wigs on every mannequin. It was a long brown wig that caught my attention. I loved how straight and soft the hair was. It was in a big department store, which was mostly empty as it was still early in the morning. I lingered around the area until the only store employee was looking the other way. Then I snatched that wig and awkwardly stuffed it under my shirt. I had to tuck my shirt into my pants so the wig wouldn’t fall out. As I turned around, I noticed the camera on the ceiling, pointing right at me. A cold sweat broke out all over my body. I quickly made my way towards the exit before the security guard watching that camera could catch up with me.

I had to move fast, and I didn’t stop moving until I was back in my dorm room, behind my locked door, with the rest of my stolen goods. I felt like crap—like a complete scumbag. But at the same time, I was exhilarated to have all of the adorable outfits that I now had. I bit down hard on my tongue to fight away the smile that was determined to cross my face. Once I’d caught my breath, I started getting myself dolled up. I didn’t know exactly what I was doing, particularly with the makeup, so there was quite a bit of trial and error. But even when I was screwing up, I was enjoying the process, watching the transformation of my face in the mirror.

I couldn’t believe how such small details could go such a long way, particularly with the eyeliner. My eyes were already big, but they looked so much bigger with dark lines around them. Then I was able to make them look even bigger and shinier with the right amount of eye shadow. The lip-gloss made my lips look so plump and juicy, and the blush made my cheekbones look as though they belonged on the cover of some fashion magazine. Once I had the wig on my head, the transformation went up to a whole new level. The brunette bangs seemed to change the shape of my face so much that I hardly even recognized myself. The black choker pushed that unfamiliarity even further.

I caught myself blowing kisses at the mirror. Then it was time to get dressed, which wasn’t easy now that I had a throbbing erection towering up from between my legs. I tried to squish it into my lacy panties, but it just kept springing up, as if it was begging for me to stroke it. So I did what I had to do: I stroked it—and it only took a minute before I was unloading hot cum into a wad of tissue paper.

I started by trying on the pink skirt, with a white tank top. The combination was cute, and it made my body look particularly petite. The black dress showed off curves that I didn’t know that I had. I loved how tight it was against my skin, down to my hips where it finally relaxed a little bit—enough that I could sway from side to side and the fabric would dance around me. I caught myself giggle like a little girl, then I looked in the mirror and saw that my face was a shade of dark red. I tried to remove the smile from my embarrassed face, but it just wouldn’t go. I was enjoying myself too much—I was having more fun than any man should while trying on women’s clothing.

And it wasn’t long before terrible ideas started to fill my head. I looked out the window, down at the campus’ main walkway, which zigzagged around every building and looped around in one big ring. If I went and walked the whole loop, would people be able to tell that I wasn’t really a woman? Would my classmates and friends recognize me? Would guys check out my ass, and maybe even flirt with me? My heart throbbed with terror and excitement. Just a few days before, the idea would have filled me with nothing but horror and nausea, but now, the excitement was more overwhelming than anything.

That pill must have been poisoning my brain. This sissification must have been a side effect of that strange drug I was taking. Were the other guys going through the same embarrassment? Were they breaking into sorority houses to steal outfits? Were they dolling themselves up so that they could feel some strange, perverse sexual pleasure that didn’t belong? Was it possible that I wouldn’t be the only one out on that walkway, dolled up as a gender that I wasn’t, trying to get attention from people I probably shouldn’t have been getting attention from?

The excitement was just too strong. With a trembling hand, I reached for my doorknob. I opened the door slowly and I poked my head out. My hallway was empty: I had a straight shot to the back exit. So I slipped out and crept down the hall, hoping none of my neighbouring doors would open. My legs were trembling so hard that I was wobbling slightly with each step. I wasn’t even in heels. I had to stop in the stairwell to catch my breath and gather myself. I tried to convince myself to turn around, before I made a massive mistake that I would never be able to take back. And then I found myself continuing downwards, towards the building’s back exit, so I could walk around in public in a wig, makeup, and women’s clothing. I truly had lost my mind.


CHAPTER VII

The sun was warm on my exposed skin. The gentle breeze was especially noticeable, drifting up the short skirt of my dress—but I kind of liked the pleasant feeling. I tried not to make eye contact with anyone, but I could feel them all around me. I could feel their gazes turning towards me, staring at me. Through the corner of my eye I could see heads leaning towards one another to share whispers. They were talking about me—I was almost sure of it. But I was too afraid to look over to see whether they were talking about me positively, or as though I was a lunatic who was having a mental breakdown. It was very possible that I was a lunatic having a mental breakdown.

The horrible dread churning in my stomach worsened with every step I took, knowing I was getting further and further away from the safety of my dorm room. People could probably see my legs trembling. Maybe they could even see the bulge of my cock whenever I took an especially long step, making my thin dress stretch out. My whole package was only being held back by a thin strip of lace. I couldn’t even tell if that lace was still doing its job, or if my shaved manhood had slipped loose.

Maybe I could tell everyone that I was just playing a prank. Maybe I could force a smile and lie about being dared. ‘It was just a joke and you all fell for it!’ I could say. But would they believe me? What kind of lousy joke could this possibly be?

I was starting to think that I needed to report this craziness to the drug trial team. Maybe this was exactly the type of behaviour they were trying to document. Maybe the pill wasn’t for erectile dysfunction—maybe I’d eavesdropped on the wrong conversation. Maybe I was taking some sort of sissification pill, which turned men into floundering trannies. But how could a little pill do so much inside of a brain? How could a little pill make me so curious to know what it would feel like to have a thick, throbbing cock inside of my asshole?

I bit down on my tongue as I passed a group of young men. They all looked over at me, but I didn’t look back at them. I could feel their gazes all over my body. I couldn’t hear them snickering, but I knew it was happening. Finally, after a moment of biting down on my tongue, I turned my head to look back, to see if they really were snickering.

They weren’t. They were all checking out my body, and they all looked away quickly with red faces when they noticed me looking back at them. My heart stopped beating for a moment. Did I really just fool a group of young men into thinking that I was the real deal?

Now I was smirking. I could feel my face turning red. I forced myself to look around again, and for the second time, I caught a group of men looking in my direction. It probably helped that my dress was so short that I was nearly showing off my bare ass to the entire campus. One man looked right into my eyes as he walked towards me. I looked back into his and we shared a quick smile before my confidence fluttered off and I looked away. A tingling began to grow between my legs.

And then I remembered that night that I lost my virginity. I remembered putting my cock into that girl’s ass, only to find out minutes later that she wasn’t a girl at all. Now the tables were turning around. Now I was toying with the idea of being that girl. Maybe I could convince a guy to put it in my bum, without showing off my lack of pussy. Maybe it would feel good. Except unlike the girl I lost my V-card to, maybe I would keep my masculine identity a secret, even after the act was finished, so I wouldn’t leave the guy with a lifetime of erectile dysfunction.

“Hey!” a voice called out from my left. I assumed it wasn’t concerning me, seeing as nobody knew me. But then the voice called out again. “Hey! You in the black dress!” My heart stammered and I forced myself to look over.

A tall, handsome man was looking my way, holding a piece of paper in his hand. He was coming towards me with a big smile on his stubble-covered face. “What are you doing tonight?” he asked.

I shook my head. My lips parted, but I was too afraid to let any words out. I hadn’t practised my voice and I didn’t want to give myself away now—things were going too well to give myself away now.

“We’re having a party tonight at our frat house. You should come by. Bring a couple friends if you want. The party is invite-only, so don’t go inviting your whole floor or anything.” He held that paper out towards me, so I took it. I didn’t read it until I was further down the walkway, away from the handsome man, who was now checking out my ass as I walked away from him.

The paper was titled: ‘4th ANNUAL DELTA PI VIP PARTY: LOTS OF BEER AND LOTS OF MUSIC’. I liked the idea of ‘lots of music’, especially if the music would be loud enough to drown out the sound of my voice. I looked back and saw that the man was still looking towards me, still with that confident smile on his face. I knew that he wanted to fuck me. I knew men all too well, and I knew that look because I’d made the same one many times before.

And maybe I could play along. Maybe I could put a little extra effort into my disguise and slip up to a bedroom with him once he was drunk enough. I could still remember the way my V-card T-girl moaned when I pumped her ass, as if it was the greatest pleasure imaginable without the use of dangerous narcotics. Maybe this was my chance to feel that same pleasure. Maybe this trial pill was leading me towards something good—something exciting that I would love.

Or maybe I was just succumbing to chemical urges that I would spend the rest of my life regretting, the way I constantly regretted fucking that secret tranny in the ass so many years before.


CHAPTER VIII

I spent another two hours in front of my little dorm room mirror that evening before taking off for that party. I redid my makeup completely—multiple times, until I got every little detail as perfect as I could get it. I knew that I still needed a lot of practise before I could really call my makeup skills ‘perfect’, but I was at least able to make myself unrecognizable, using some contouring techniques I learned on the Internet.

Of course I also practised my voice—first watching a dozen different YouTube tutorials, and then speaking for hours until my throat was sore. I couldn’t remember the last time I put so much work into anything. Had I been putting this much effort into my classes, I would have had a perfect 4.0 GPA. But in the moment, this seemed more important. It was more vital that I remain unrecognizable and undetectable while at a party filled with testosterone-fuelled men and women looking to compete with other women. I knew I would have to be on the top of my game. I knew that I couldn’t make any mistakes.

Though I was certainly making one giant mistake, which was going to the party at all. As I stood outside of the tall frat house, listening to the booming music and watching the beautiful people filtering in, my heart throbbed. I knew I was making a huge mistake, but I wasn’t doing anything to stop myself. I had allowed myself to get dolled up and ready and I’d allowed myself to walk all the way across campus to the doorstep of that party. And now, I trying to build up the confidence to walk through the door, while I should have been gathering the courage to get as far away from that party as possible.

But I kept thinking of that night I lost my virginity. I kept hearing that trans girl’s elated moans echoing in my head. I could still remember the way that T-girl trembled as she approached her orgasm. I could still remember the red shade her skin became before she screamed out in absolute pleasure—and the way her anal muscles all tensed and relaxed when that big O finally came. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, and now I was more curious than ever. That little trial pill had my mind drifting to places it didn’t belong and I didn’t have the willpower to do anything about it.

I stepped through that door. My hands were trembling and my heart was fluttering in every possible direction. The music was almost painfully loud, which was relieving. The lights were set to their dimmest setting, which was also relieving. But I was still on edge. Every gaze that turned my way made my legs tremble—nearly buckling every time. I had to force a number of smiles as I made my way through the house, with no destination in mind. I pressed my slick, glossy lips together and took a deep breath in through my nose, getting a strong whiff of my own perfume. I turned around a corner and found myself face-to-face with a mirror. My own reflection made me jump, and then I apologized to myself before realizing I was talking to myself. My own mistaken identity came as another small relief.

Then I spotted the handsome jock who gave me the invitation to the party. He was chatting with a friend, but he must have felt my gaze tickling the back of his head because he turned around and looked at me. He smiled and my extremities suddenly tingled cold. I managed to force a smile back as I looked into his eyes. From across the room I could see his pupils dilating and I knew he was drunk—and it was in that moment that I knew he was going to fuck me, as long as I was willing to allow him to do so. And was I? Would I let him bring me up to his room? Would I let him stick his big fraternity cock in my asshole? Would I tell him my secret first and hope that he doesn’t care, or would I do what was done to me, hiding my cock while exposing my tight asshole?

He looked away from me and returned to his conversation. It was only a moment later when his friends looked over to check me out, and I knew they were talking about me. I could see a smirk on the side of his face. Was he bragging about me? Was I worth bragging about? Was that something to be proud of?

I had to get myself a drink, to help take off the edge. On my way to the kitchen, I felt a hand slip down my back, onto my ass. Before I could spin my head around, that hand squeezed my butt cheek underneath my dress. I became tense, letting a gasp slip out from my lips. I saw the responsible man: a young freshman wearing a black and white sport shirt. He stared into my eyes with a big grin. If I wanted to be fucked, I didn’t even have to wait for the handsome jock. I didn’t have to go through the usual formalities that men have to go through. I could walk up to any guy at that party and simply say, ‘Let’s go to the bedroom.’ Hell, I probably didn’t even have to say as much to the man in front of me now. I could just reach out and grab his hand, and we would be on our way to Fuck Town. I had a feeling the horny man looking at me now, with his hand still touching my body, wouldn’t even care if I told him I had a cock. I had a hole, and that was all that mattered to most of the men in that fraternity house.

I turned away saying nothing, and he said nothing as I continued towards the kitchen. Gazes turned to look at me. It didn’t help that I was one of few girls at that party. There was easily a five-to-one ratio of men to women.

I poured myself a tall shot of straight vodka. I slammed the shot hard and then I took a deep breath before pouring another. I knew the alcohol was a bad idea. I knew my sensibilities were already questionable because of that little pill I was taking each morning, but I needed the buzz badly. And thankfully, that buzz came quickly. To keep that buzz going, I fetched a beer from the fridge. I quickly took a big sip, and then I clutched bottle tightly, keeping it close to me. I could still feel the gazes turning my way. I could feel them move up and down my body. I kept reaching down to tug on my skirt, but that didn’t stop men from ogling my ass.

I was starting to feel like Hunter Thompson during a hard psychedelic trip. Walls seemed to be moving slightly and faces seemed to be growing bigger and moving in closer. Was I having a nightmare? Was the alcohol reacting poorly with the trial drug? Did they tell me to stay away from liquor? I couldn’t remember. My heart was pounding fast. I had to get away from the loud music. I had to get away from all of the men who wanted to plug my holes with their big, thick cocks. I had to get a breath of fresh air so my anxiety could settle.

That handsome jock was standing between the front door, and me and the horny man in the yellow sport shirt was standing by the back door. So I fled towards the stairs, trying my best to act natural. I went up quickly, wobbling slightly in my stolen high heels. Once I was up the stairs, I scurried around one corner and then another. Then I saw an open bedroom door, so I zipped towards it. I went inside and closed the door, and a wave of relief quickly washed over me. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. “You’re fine,” I whispered to myself.

I walked over to the made bed and I sat down on the edge. It was a soft mattress and the sheets were giving off a pleasantly clean smell. I was just about to lie down on my back when what I thought was a closet door suddenly opened.

I jumped up to my feet as the glow of the en-suite bathroom teased my skin. A man stepped out and I suddenly had the urge to tug down my skirt as much as I could without pulling it right off. “I’m sorry,” I said.

The man looked at me with wide eyes for a moment—and then I suddenly recognized him: the medical student who gave me my pill every morning. He looked down my body and then up at my face. I wanted to throw my hands in front of my face but I fought off the urge.

“Sorry, I was just using the washroom,” he said. “Can I help you?”

I shook my head. Now I was too afraid to speak, even though I’d put so much effort into practising my voice.

“Just getting away from the loud music for a minute?” he asked, still staring at me carefully as if he was making sure I was swallowing a pill.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said quietly.

“Well you’re welcome to stay in here as long as you want. Just do me a favour and don’t go through my closet or my dresser. I just did laundry and it took me two hours to fold everything.”

I nodded my head again. “I’ll just go,” I said, standing up and turning quickly towards the door.

“Wait,” he said, bringing me to a sudden stop. My heart skipped a beat and then flew up into my throat. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and turned around slowly, forcing a smile while trying to keep my gaze away from his. “You look familiar.”

My legs wanted to buckle badly. I moved my hands behind my body, so he wouldn’t be able to see them trembling. I managed to shrug my shoulders.

“Have we met before?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders again. “I—I don’t think so.”

He took a step closer to me, making every muscle in my body tense up. I bit down on my tongue and managed to force the most awkward smile I’d ever made. “Why do you look so familiar?” he said.

I wanted to close my eyes and have this whole thing end—wake up from the nightmare and then burn every little lacy piece of fabric in my dorm room. But I wasn’t having a nightmare—I was living one. “I don’t know,” I managed to say.

“Are you in the med program?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“What program are you in?”

“Creative writing,” I said. And then I regretted saying it. He met me in my creative writing class, didn’t he? Maybe he frequented creative writing classes when looking for guinea pigs. Maybe I just gave away my identity.

He nodded his head slowly. “Are you here with someone?” he asked, changing the subject suddenly. I opened my mouth to answer, but I didn’t know what to say. I was afraid to tell him that I was invited, but I wasn’t sure why I was afraid. He probably thought that I was some lunatic who just wandered into the house and went up to his room. But I didn’t know the name of the man who invited me, and I hated the idea of saying that a stranger invited me and I came alone. “Are you okay?” he asked after my long silence.

I nodded my head.

Then he looked down my body. “You must be here with someone. You’re dressed like you’re on a date.”

I shook my head. “I’m, uh, not here with anyone.”

His eyes narrowed. “I hope this doesn’t come across as sexist, but if you go around dressing like that when you’re out by yourself, you’re going to invite some serious attention—and it might not be attention you want. I hate to say that you’re dressed like you’re asking for it, but that’s how some guys might see it.”

I nodded my head, agreeing with him, hoping it would bring a swift end to the awkward conversation. I had to see him in seven hours to get my next pill, so I wanted to keep our face time to a minimum now. “Thanks,” I said, trying to sound genuine.

Suddenly his face became red. “I didn’t mean that as an insult. You’re very pretty,” he said. “And that’s a really nice outfit. It’s just—it’s a short skirt and a tight top. It just might give the wrong guy the wrong idea—that’s all I’m trying to say.”

“Okay,” I said. But this short response only made him more flustered and awkward.

“You really are very pretty. You’re lucky. Lots of guys would kill to be with a girl like you—that’s the only reason I’m saying anything. I just—you know what? Forget I said anything.” He laughed nervously and his face became even redder.

And then something happened. I don’t know if it was the alcohol suddenly surging into my system or the pill releasing into my brain or just my crumbling sensibilities dissolving away even more than they already had—or maybe a combination of everything. Before I could stop myself, I said, “Do you want to fuck me?”

His face suddenly turned white. His eyes became wide and his lips parted wide. “F—Fuck you?” he said.

I stared into his eyes. I was terrified. I could feel my eyes peeled wide with horror. It must have been the pill. There was no way the normal me would go around offering myself up to strangers. The normal me wouldn’t even think for a second about gay sex—but now I was practically begging for it. “You can come in my ass,” I said. “Just not my pussy because I’m not on the pill.”

He was silent, and now I was silent too, trying to understand why such words would come out from my mouth. But the real horror came when he slowly nodded his head and said, “Okay. Lie down.”


CHAPTER IX

I placed myself flat on my stomach in that silent room. I looked over at the mirror and saw the young med student taking his clothes off slowly. I looked away when he got down to his underwear. I was terrified to see his cock. I wanted to imagine that it was small and that it wouldn’t hurt, but a bad feeling trembling inside of me suggested the opposite.

I reached down and pulled up my skirt, so that it was flipped up onto my lower back. Then I did the same thing that T-girl did to me so many years before, pulling aside my panties just enough to expose my asshole and nothing else. I could tell that the student was nervous enough that he wasn’t going to try anything out of bounds, like ripping off my panties or grabbing my pussy. I had to keep my hand back and a finger on my panties to keep my asshole exposed.

“Just be gentle,” I said suddenly, and then I said nothing else. He didn’t respond to me, but I knew that he heard me. I heard his bare footsteps moving towards me. The floorboards groaned under the weight of his slender body. I was surprised when he walked past me, moving up my side instead of simply sticking his cock into my ass. I was afraid to look over, but I knew I couldn’t look away forever without offending him. So I turned my head slowly and did my best not to cringe when I saw his cock. But there was strangely no urge to cringe. Instead, my eyes widened and a gasp slipped out from my lips. His cock was long and thick. It curved slightly to one side as it throbbed.

Unlike me, the student certainly didn’t have an erectile dysfunction issue. His cock was huge and healthy. I could see it pulsing as if he’d taken a whole handful of his own drug. He reached down and grabbed his shaft, pointing it down at my lips, which were still parted in awe. Then he said, “Suck it.” He didn’t wait for me to reply. Instead, he stepped forward and pressed the tip of his cock into my mouth. I closed my eyes and squirmed as I felt that warm throbbing sliding onto my tongue. I accidentally let an uncomfortable groan slip out. I wasn’t planning on sucking a cock. I wasn’t planning on having a cock anywhere near my mouth—it wasn’t even something I’d considered. But now that he was pushing his thick shaft through my lips, it made sense: of course he would want his cock sucked. Every man wants to have his cock sucked.

I could feel his veins pulsing inside of my mouth. I could feel his foreskin stretching back as his cock became even longer and harder. I reluctantly pressed my lips firmly around his manhood and I began to awkwardly bob my head, trying my best to feign interest. Another uncomfortable groan escaped my lips. I had the urge to gag but I fought that urge away.

Then I heard him moan, as if I was actually doing an okay job. He reached down and gently grabbed my head with both of his hands. Then another moan slipped out from his mouth, along with an elated sigh. I felt his cock twitching in my mouth. Was he actually enjoying this? Was I actually doing a good job? I knew I could do so much better if I really wanted to—and maybe this was my chance to see if that was true. I pressed my lips harder around his girth and I bobbed my head faster. His muscles tensed up and a louder moan came out from his mouth.

And suddenly, sucking cock didn’t seem so gross. In fact, it seemed strangely satisfying. I was the reason he was moaning. I was making him happy. I was giving him pleasure—something I wasn’t used to accomplishing with women. Sometimes women would leave my dorm without a single second of moaning—but after just a couple of minutes, this man was in heaven—and it was all because of me.

So I started sucking harder and bobbing my head faster. I used my tongue to explore his shaft, stroking his length and stimulating his tip. It was only another minute before his body was trembling and squirming, and his cock was pulsing powerfully. I was starting to worry that he wasn’t going to make it to my asshole—that he was just going to explode in my mouth and all of this would be for nothing. Or would it be for nothing? Was this not satisfying in its own way? Had I not already discovered more than I knew about myself?

I thought of that moaning T-girl again, and I knew I couldn’t leave that bedroom without completing my experience. So I leaned back and let his throbbing cock slip out from my mouth. “I want you to fuck my asshole,” I said.

His eyes flashed and he looked back at my bum. I was still holding my panties to the side to keep my hole exposed. He took a deep breath and bit down gently on his bottom lip. Without saying anything, he moved down. I looked away. That fear was rushing back into me. His cock was big—much bigger than the handle of my razor. I knew it was going to hurt—but I hoped it was also going to feel as amazing as my first trans fling made it seem.

I felt his wet, throbbing tip press up between my butt cheeks. I took a deep breath in as he began to push down. I closed my eyes and bit down hard on my tongue. “Oh God,” I groaned. I heard him groan as he pushed hard, trying to penetrate my tight hole. It didn’t help that I was clenching—but I couldn’t help it. I was too terrified to allow my hole to relax.

But it didn’t matter. He was so determined to get inside of me that my clenching didn’t stop him. He finally penetrated me with a loud groan. I screamed out. It hurt, as expected. But it wasn’t unbearable. At first, it seemed unnatural. I could feel my hole stretching in every direction, and I could feel his long cock pushing into my body—into a place that wasn’t designed to accommodate it. As he sunk deeper, that unnatural feeling became more and more intense. I squirmed, trying to relocate him into a more comfortable position. I clenched as hard as I could, but I couldn’t stop him from jamming further his cock into my body. I swear I could feel him pushing through my abdomen, into my chest, and towards my throat. But I knew that was impossible—I knew he was only working with seven or eight inches—not four feet! So why did it feel like he was pushing a broomstick through me?

I looked over at the mirror and saw a strangely sensual sight: my beautiful dolled up body being mounted by a well-hung man. His muscles were tense and flexed, and his tight skin was glistening with warm sweat. My cheeks were a shade of dark red, as if I was wearing way too much blush, even though I was hardly wearing any at all. I looked cute. I looked better as a girl than I did as a boy—or maybe that was just my poisoned brain interpreting reality incorrectly.

I finally felt his pelvis press against my bum. He was completely inside of me. Now, it didn’t feel so weird. I felt full and my hole felt like it was stretching—but it felt nice in a weird way. I squirmed slightly, revelling in that quiet moment, and then he started to pull back. He pulled all the way back, until his tip was just teasing my rim, then he slammed forward, slapping his pelvis into my ass. I gasped. It didn’t hurt. It felt good—too good. He did it again, and then again. Each penetration felt like I was having a separate cumshot. I groaned each time. My muscles were quickly turning into rubber. I bit down on my lip and swayed my head from side to side.

He came down again and again and again. And after a minute, I was moaning like some injured wild animal. I turned my face into the pillow and I let out a loud muffled scream. My legs started to convulse out of my control. I clutched two handfuls of bed sheets, and then that convulsing started to seep into the rest of my body. I was screaming but I couldn’t control it. I was feeling blasts of warm euphoria in every part of my body. I was experiencing what that T-girl experienced with me so many years before.

I didn’t want the moment to end—but at the same time, I wasn’t sure how much more pleasure I could handle. I was starting to worry that my heart was suddenly going to stop, or that I was going to soak his bed with my cum, even though I wasn’t even touching my cock.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I had no idea if I was still even using my girly voice. My ears were ringing and my eyes were flashing. I looked over again at that mirror, so I could watch myself getting fucked. I wished I could record that sight, so I could watch it every single night for the rest of my life. “Fuck!” I screamed loudly, and then I felt a warm wetness pooling around my crotch. I was coming. I was messing up my panties and his bed with my hot load. My heart stuttered. Would he notice? Or would he just think that the stain was his own load? I would have to be careful when getting up, so I wouldn’t expose myself and ruin his sex life forever.

“I’m coming,” he groaned, and then he pulled out suddenly. He grabbed his cock and squeezed it, and then he showered my back with his warm goo. He had much more cum than I was expecting: blast after blast across my back, ruining my skirt and my top and even my hair. But I didn’t mind.

He stumbled back and turned away. I could see in the mirror that his face was dark red, as if he was embarrassed. But I was too afraid to ask him why. I just assumed he wasn’t terribly fond of the fact he just fucked a complete stranger in the ass—or maybe he was feeling guilty about ruining my outfit. I also remained silent as I sat up in my own puddle of jizz.

I watched him as he got dressed. He walked over to his dresser and pulled out a green hoodie. “You can take this. It’s old, but at least it will cover you up.” He tossed it to me.

“Thank you,” I said, pulling the hoodie over my cum-stained outfit.

I didn’t go back down to the party. I got what I came for and now I was satisfied. When I got back to my dorm room, I stared into my little mirror and realized I was starting to accept my transformation. I was no longer afraid of my unrequested sissification. I was ready to embrace it—ready to see what else it had in store for me. I even caught myself smiling as I looked down at my body. I really did have the perfect body for the role.

I went to sleep that night in one of the little dresses I stole from that sorority. I loved the feeling of the soft satin against my skin. I had a feeling I was about to discover lots of things I would really love.


CHAPTER X

I was excited to get my pill the next morning, though I was terrified to step into that clinic. I came in wearing a pair of big sunglasses, worried the student would see me and recognize me. He was late, so we all had to sit there silently. I had to constantly remind myself that the young student wouldn’t recognize me. I looked completely different out of makeup—so I had nothing to worry about… right?

The student’s lateness gave me lots of time to subtly scan the room, to see if the other guinea pig students were possibly experiencing the same effects as me. They were all staring down at their feet, terrified to make eye contact. I saw one other student scanning the room like me. When our gazes met, he looked away quickly. But I didn’t feel the same social anxiety that he was feeling. For some reason, I felt comfortable. I felt like I could stand up and announce my side effects to the whole room. But of course I didn’t do that, because that could compromise my identity from the previous night.

So I looked down, trying to blend in. Then I started to think about the future. What if the trial ended and then I never saw the drug again? What if my sissy urges went away and I never felt them again? Would I try to force that pleasure back into my life, or would I be happy to not have them anymore? Could I convince one of the med students to give me a lifetime supply of the drug?

Soon, this would all be over. Life would go back to normal, and I wasn’t sure I wanted normal. My heart started to flutter with fear. I liked this new life. I didn’t want to lose it. But how could I keep it? What could I say to convince the students to keep me on this trial forever?

The med student finally showed up. He walked in with his head down and said nothing as he walked straight into his office to retrieve the morning dose. “Sorry everyone,” he said when he came back out. “I had a little problem with my alarm this morning. It won’t happen again.”

I was afraid to look towards him as he walked through the room handing a pill to everyone. He got to me last. He handed me the pill, looking me in the eye for a brief moment. Then he looked away and said, “If you’ve experienced any side effects, please come into my office and let me know.”

Everyone took their pill and then went towards the exit. I stood up and weighed my options. I could leave and remain in my little blissful state of ignorance. Or I could do what I was supposed to do and tell the student about what I’d been experiencing. I knew the latter option was the right thing to do, especially if this drug really was going to be on the market one day. So I bit down on my tongue and I knocked on his office door. “Can I come in?” I said.

He looked at me quietly for a moment and then he motioned towards the empty chair in front of his desk. “Sit down,” he said. I took the seat slowly, taking another deep breath while I gathered the last bit of courage that I needed to tell him what I’d done. I knew it wasn’t going to go well, but it had to be done. “What is it?” he asked.

I nodded my head, taking one last moment to pull myself together. Then, I spat it out. “I’ve been having urges—weird urges that I’ve never had before. It started with this pair of panties that I found, and… well—now I just want to dress up like a girl. I want to be a girl. I want to talk like a girl. Even right now, I’m forcing myself to talk normally. I don’t even know what normal is anymore. I just want to talk like a girl, and I want to wear girl’s clothes. I’m wearing panties now. I don’t know if this is too much information. It’s very embarrassing—believe me. But that’s what I’ve been feeling.”

He nodded his head, staring into my eyes. I noticed a slight smirk on his face, which sent my mind racing. Then he looked down at his little chart. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“Troy,” I said.

“Troy,” he repeated. “Troy. I’m not really supposed to tell you this, but you haven’t been taking the drug. You’re our control patient. You’ve been taking sugar pills. Any urges you’ve been feeling are your own.”

My heart throbbed and my gut turned. But instead of being overwhelmed with terror, a strange excitement tingled down my nerves. “I’ve been taking placebo pills?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Don’t tell anyone that I told you. I don’t really know why I told you. But yes: you’ve been taking placebo pills… just sugar.”

The room became silent. I stood up slowly and turned towards the door. So many emotions were swirling around in my head. I looked forward at a window and caught my smiling reflection. This was good news. It was great news. These amazing feelings weren’t going to disappear as soon as the trial ended. They belonged to me. All of the pleasure I felt over the week was real—not drug-induced.

I got to the door and then he stopped me. “If you want to come dolled up tomorrow, then you can stay after your dose and we can… chat about this for a while.” I looked back and saw that he was smirking. He knew who I was. And now, I couldn’t wait for the next twenty-four hours to pass. I couldn’t wait to feel that amazing shaft deep in my asshole once again.

THE END


SIDE EFFECTS

Eldrid has spent the past eight years in a wheelchair, struggling to come to terms with his lower body paralysis. He lost so much in that car accident, but now he has an opportunity to have it all back in the form of a new drug trial: ten pills to be taken over ten days, designed to repair the spinal cord. Eldrid can’t sign up fast enough.

But the drug has serious side effects. After the first day, two men who took the first pill are hospitalized, so Dr. Lafontaine decides to end the trial for everyone. But after that first pill, Eldrid has feeling in his toes. He can’t let the amazing chance slip away, so he starts taking the pills behind his doctor’s back: one pill each day. And each day, more feeling comes back to his body. But something else is happening: certain body parts are beginning to shrink, and some soft lumps are beginning to form.


CHAPTER I

It wasn’t a big pill: smaller than the muscle relaxants I often took to soothe the pain in my right shoulder. It didn’t look particularly miraculous: blue like a Viagra, and round like an Aspirin. But I was supposedly looking at modern day miracle drug: a drug that would put me back on my feet for the first time in eight years, for the first time since that cement truck rammed me from the side, leaving me in a hospital for three months while I underwent surgery after surgery.

They told me I would never walk again: talk about a hard pill to swallow. I was working as a carpenter at the time, spending my free time running and training for a big national marathon. So when I learned that I would be stuck in a chair for the rest of my life, I was obviously disturbed and shocked. It took many months to accept my fate. It was a surprisingly long time before I accepted that I no longer had any feeling beyond my waist. It took even longer to accept that my penis would never be erect again, which mean no ejaculation, no sex, and probably no pretty girlfriends.

My therapist (the one the hospital assigned to me) made a suggestion that put me in an even deeper funk. “How’s about, when you meet a girl, you allow her to sleep with other men? That way you get a girlfriend and she’ll still get to satisfy her female cravings.” I stopped seeing that therapist after that particular visit, but those words never left my head. She was basically telling me that the only way I’d ever find love was if I became a cuckold—not something I ever wanted to be.

A year after the accident, I started finding new hobbies. I stopped crying as much, coming to terms with my new disability. I joined a wheelchair hockey league, but it wasn’t the same as my old hockey league. I kept trying to convince myself that it wasn’t worse: just different. But I always knew that it was worse. There is sadly a reason people don’t tune in by the millions to watch the wheelchair hockey league playoffs.

The worst part of the disability was the kindness: everyone treating me as if I needed help, talking to me as if I was a child who needed soothing. The worst was a woman on the train one afternoon. I could feel her staring at me the whole time, and then I finally looked over at her. She smiled and said, “You inspire me.” I nearly gagged before shuddering all over. I didn’t actually inspire her—she was just trying to make herself feel like a better person. How exactly did I inspire her? What did she go out and do after seeing me on the train?

I hated it: every free drink I got, every door that was held for me, every ‘you inspire me’ comment that reached my ears: I just wanted to be treated like a normal person. I didn’t need to be reminded every five minutes that I was stuck in a chair!

No—the phony treatment wasn’t actually the worst part. The worst part was definitely the inability to get off. I had no feeling down there, but I was horny all the time. For the longest time I tried to avoid pornography—or even just pictures of beautiful women—but it didn’t help. The horniness was overwhelming, making me squirm as images of naked women flashed in my brain. I actually found a bit of relief in watching porn: just a tiny bit. I would watch for over an hour, trying to give my horny brain its fill so I could move onto other things. It was eighteen months after the accident when I finally met a woman who wanted to go home with me. She was drunk at a bar, and she whispered into my ear, “Your chair makes me so horny.” It wasn’t until we were back at my place that I explained I couldn’t get it up. She was drunk enough to give it a try, grinding her naked hole on my flaccid member for about fifteen minutes before giving up. She even tried squishing my flaccid member into her damp slit. She actually managed to get it inside for a moment, but then it fell out. She mashed it back in a few times before getting frustrated.

Then she sat on my lap and I fingered her while she dribbled onto my legs and my chair. I insisted on moving to the bed, but she didn’t want to leave that chair.

I will admit: it was nice touching a girl’s downstairs region. I liked getting my fingers wet with her warm juice. But it just wasn’t the same: just like watching an hour of porn—I was left tingling and unsatisfied, wishing I could have just ejaculated into her hot tunnel, or even on her fake, perky tits.

There were a few more girls, but none of them stuck around for long. One girl wanted to be my girlfriend, and we gave it a shot for almost six months. She even bought a strap-on that she would tie around my waist. She would bounce on it until she came, but even for her it wasn’t the same. At the end of the six months, I found out that she was seeing another guy on the side. I didn’t say anything, remembering what the therapist suggested. She left on her own, giving me some bull excuse about our personalities not meshing. I was tempted to tell her that I knew about the other guy, but it seemed pointless.

I decided to stop dating for a while: until I figured out what exactly I could offer a woman, and what a woman could offer me. I understood that sex wasn’t all there was to a relationship, but it certainly seemed important enough to make or break the deal. Maybe I needed to find some asexual girl, or a handicapped chick who could relate more to me.

I was just about to accept that my situation meant no more sex, and then I got a call from the doctor who treated me right after my accident. “Hi, Eldrid? This is Doctor Lafontaine. I’m just calling to see if you might be interested in trying out this new drug. It’s still in trial stages and we’re not quite sure about the side effects it has on humans just yet, but I think it could be the miracle you and so many others like you have been waiting for.”

“I’m listening,” I said.

And then he explained what the drug did. I sat in wide-eyed astonishment, feeling like I was having a dream that I would soon awake from. It sounded too good to be true—and maybe it was, seeing as they didn’t yet know the side effects. Or maybe luck was shining down on me for the first time in many years.


CHAPTER II

I swallowed the pill: one of ten that I would have to take over the next couple of weeks. Each pill was labelled one-through-ten. They were all chemically different, so it was important to take the correct pill on the correct day. Dr. Lafontaine told me that each pill would make me sore and drowsy, and he was correct: that soreness set in almost instantly. The drowsiness came about an hour later, and it was welcomed. I crawled into bed and went to sleep, but even asleep I felt sore, which was curious.

Dr. Lafontaine called me the next morning, waking me up. I looked at the clock before answering the call, to see that I’d been asleep for eighteen hours. “Whoa,” I said before clicking the answer button. “I’m calling to check in. How are you feeling?”

“Woozy,” I said.

“I’m glad to hear your voice. I’d like for you to come and see me before taking the second pill. It’s very important.”

“I’m free this afternoon,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. My skin was ultra-sensitive, almost burning as I scratched. I stretched out my arms and was almost paralyzed from the surge of pain that zipped through me.

“No. You need to come in now so I can assess you. It’s very important.”

So I groaned and crawled into my chair. Normally I would have showered and shaved and put on some decent clothes, but now I was worried. Dr. Lafontaine sounded concerned on the phone, and I couldn’t help but think it had something to do with the blood test they made me take the week before. Did I have cancer or something? Was I about to find out that I was dying?

I made it to his office in less than thirty minutes. He was awaiting me at the door. His face was white, but his body seemed to relax at the sight of me. “You’re okay,” he said with a sigh of relief.

“I’m fine. Why?”

He shook his head. “Two of the patients who started the trial yesterday—they’ve been hospitalized, in critical condition.”

“Jesus,” I said. “Because of the drug?”

He nodded his head. “We aren’t entirely sure, but it would seem that way.” He took a deep breath. “I can’t help but think it’s just too much change in the body, too quickly. We’re going to stop the trial. Do not take the rest of those pills. Hopefully we can get the funding to reassess the drug, and then we can resume the trial in five years—maybe ten.”

“Ten years,” I said, suddenly feeling choked up. My gut turned. I wanted to cry. I felt like I was right back in that hospital bed, finding out that I would be paralyzed for life all over again. It wasn’t fair. They dangled a morsel of hope in front of me, and then they pulled it away.

“That’s just the way these things are sometimes,” he said. “I’m just glad that you’re okay. Rest for the next few days, and call me if you’re feeling peculiar: any pain, and soreness, any discomfort—anything.”

I nodded my head and I went back home, biting the edge of my tongue in an attempt to stop myself from crying. It had been a long time since I last cried about my condition. I wanted to scream. I wanted to smash everything I could get my hands on. I wanted to curse Dr. Lafontaine. But I did nothing. Instead, I just found myself in my living room, staring awkwardly at the black screen of my television, staring at my own hazy reflection, wishing I could go back in time and never get into that car.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. And then I felt something: a tingle at the end of my foot. I hardly noticed it at first, and then I became super aware of it: the first feeling I’d had below my waist in eight years. I gasped and looked down. Then I focussed hard and managed to make my big toe wiggle slightly. My lips fell open and a whimper came out.

I had feeling! Just a tiny spec of feeling in a single toe, but it was still feeling! I bit my lip, catching myself smiling. And then I remembered what Dr. Lafontaine originally explained to me before giving me the ten pills. “By the time you take the tenth pill, you should have complete control of your body again. It may take many weeks or even months before you are able to relearn to walk, but physically, you should be fully functioning before I meet with you again in two weeks.” Of course that was before he told me to stop taking the drugs.

And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if the drug would really work. I didn’t have much faith when he first gave me the ten pills. I had even less faith that morning, when he told me that two people were nearly killed because of the pills. But now I found myself wondering if it was worth the risk. I survived the first pill with only a bit of pain, nausea, and wooziness. Maybe I could survive nine more pills and then I could have my body back.

Or even just a few more pills, so I could get my penis working again. I could live with the chair, but I wasn’t so sure I could live with the limp pecker between my legs—not for another eight years.

I went to my bathroom and I found that pill sheet. I popped out the pill labelled ‘2’. Then I held it up. A terrifying dread pulsed through me, making my legs tremble. I took a deep breath, remembering Dr. Lafontaine’s orders to stop taking the pills. Then I put the pill on my tongue and swallowed, closing my eyes as a combination of excitement and regret swelled inside of me. I was gambling everything, but I had everything to gain. Maybe I would wake up with more feeling in my legs, or maybe I wouldn’t wake up at all.

The soreness came hard, making me wince and moan. I got onto my bed and curled myself up under the covers. That soreness became worse and worse, particularly in my back. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from howling out in pain. Then the drowsiness took hold and I drifted off. As my eyes closed, I knew there was a chance they would never open again.


CHAPTER III

I woke up.

I wasn’t dead. The morning light was brighter than usual. I looked at my clock, waiting a moment for my eyes to adjust before seeing that it wasn’t the morning at all. It was 4:00 PM, twenty-two hours after I dozed off. The grogginess was intense. My muscles continued to ache. It took me a few minutes to sit up and a few more minutes to fumble into my chair. I went to the kitchen to make a coffee, and to take a few Aspirin pills, to help with the throbbing pain in my muscles. Then I noticed that tingling in my foot again. But this time it was in both of my feet. I looked down with a bright smile on my face. I focussed hard until all of my toes managed to curl downwards.

Then I shouted out with joy and excitement. I had no idea if the effects would be permanent, or if it was just a temporary effect from the drug being in my system. But I couldn’t quite see how it could be temporary. The doctor explained to me that the pill would work to heal the damage to my spinal cord. So if it was healing my spinal cord, then didn’t that mean the effects should be permanent?

I spent the next hour staring at my feet, wiggling and curling my toes until I could do it without having to focus too hard. I didn’t think too much about the possibility of death when I swallowed the third pill around noon. I was so excited that I forgot about the horrible soreness that came with each pill. I nearly regretted taking the pill when that pain came back, this time even aching in my feet, where I hadn’t had feeling in eight years.

I groaned and then I even screamed as a horrible tightness clenched at the bottom of my spine. “Ouch!” I cried. This time, it was three long hours before the drowsiness took over and swept me to sleep. But by the next morning, it was all worth it. I could move my feet. I could twirl them in circles and point them up and down and side-to-side. I could even feel tingling down my legs, though I didn’t have the strength to move my legs—probably from the atrophy of eight years. I gently rubbed my hands down my thighs, feeling a slight tingle.

Then I got a call from Dr. Lafontaine. “Are you still feeling well?” he asked.

“I’m feeling fine,” I said.

“And you threw out the trial drugs, right? I don’t want you taking one by accident, thinking it’s a Tylenol.”

“I tossed them when I got home from your office,” I lied. I couldn’t stop smiling and biting my tongue. A part of me wanted to tell him about my working body. I wanted to brag, knowing that he was a critical member of the drug research team. It was his victory too—but I knew I couldn’t say anything. I couldn’t risk having him showing up at my flat to throw my pills in the trash. I needed those pills. I needed to see this trial through to the end, even though I had strict orders to stop.

“Okay. And you promise you’ll tell me of any side effects that come up—even if you don’t think they’re from that one pill you took?”

“I’ll let you know,” I said. Then I hung up, excited to take the next pill: pill number four.

I was ready for the pain, already in my bed and under the covers. It came hard, as expected—but still taking me by surprise with its intensity. I squirmed, cried, groaned, and then I blacked out until the next morning. And once again, I had more feeling. Now I could feel my fingers gliding on the skin of my thighs. I was able to lift my feet slightly off the ground. I spent a couple of hours trying to extend my leg out, but the muscle strength just wasn’t there.

And then I felt a new tingle: right between my legs. I carefully pulled down my pants and looked at my member. I hesitated, and then I reached down, slipping my fingers underneath it. It hadn’t moved in eight years. Now, I could feel my fingers under it. My skin was still ultra-sensitive and my muscles were sore, so I didn’t get too carried away—but I did pull back my foreskin before feeling a curious throbbing in my shaft. I gasped and then I took a deep breath in. I gently used the tip of my finger to massage the underside of my tip, creating an intense tingling through my whole manhood.

Then the throbbing became more intense. My length began to extend. My foreskin pulled itself back, revealing my bulbous tip. With each little pulse, it stood up higher and higher. It didn’t make it all the way up, but it was almost hard—almost erect—almost able to perform.

I squeezed it and began to jerk it, and then the pain came back. I was getting carried away, so I let go, even though I wanted to jerk myself off so badly. Instead of experimenting any more, I took my fifth pill and went through my usual afternoon of screaming out in pain. It was all worth it. Each near-death episode I faced with each pill was worth all of these feelings I forgot were possible.

When I woke up the next morning, I had even more feeling in my lower half. I was able to extend my legs with some straining. I was able to scrunch all of my toes. I could feel my own touch everywhere. And my manhood was able to stand upright after just a minute of looking at pictures of beautiful, naked women on the Internet.

I stared at my erection for a long time. It was my first real erection in eight years, and it was amazing—but there was something strange about it. It seemed a lot smaller than I remembered. My ball sack was especially tiny, hardly the size of golf ball. Maybe my muscles weren’t the only victims of atrophy. Maybe my package needed a few weeks or months to return to normal.

I was about to take my sixth pill when I remembered something else that Dr. Lafontaine told me before I started the trial. “After the fifth pill, the soreness should go away. Pills six through ten are designed to target different parts of your body.” So did that mean that my spine was healed now? What other parts of my body was he referring to? I was tempted to call him, to tell him of my success, just so I could ask him what was going to happen now. I also remembered him telling me, “We will have another conference before you take your sixth pill.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Pills six through ten are very different. The consumption instructions are very different. For instance, you need to take each pill with at least a full glass of water. But we’ll go over all the instructions when we get there.” Now, I was wishing I had those instructions. I didn’t want to do something wrong and ruin all of my progress. But I couldn’t just stop taking the pills. I was now in an awkward position, tempted to make the call but terrified my miraculous recovery would come to an end. I stared at that pill with the 6 imprinted on it. I took a deep breath, and then I filled a glass of water.

I could only hope that I wasn’t missing too much vital information. I swallowed the pill along with the water. I waited for the pain to come, but it never came. Instead, I could feel things gargling and shifting inside of me, as if I was coming down with some bad food poisoning. I went through different stages of nausea, nearly vomiting a few times—and then puking my guts out for five minutes before feeling perfectly fine. I was a bit worried that I puked up the pill before it could work completely. Maybe that was part of the conference I never had: being told to take an anti-nausea pill an hour before taking my sixth pill.

And then I became strangely dizzy. Colours were suddenly very vivid. Lights were warm and enticing. I felt like I was on ecstasy, which I hadn’t done since I was in high school. I crawled onto my bed and rolled onto my back. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in.

Then, strange images flashed through my mind: sexual images of men dominating women. I had a clear mental image of a long, thick shaft plunging in and out of a wet, sloppy hole. But it wasn’t the trickling hole that had me mesmerized: it was the veiny shaft, throbbing as it went in and out, stretching the girl wide. I moaned gently, suddenly with an erection of my own. I reached down and squeezed it, sending pulses of warm euphoria through my body. I started stroking, feeling my whole manhood with my tight fingers. It was only a matter of seconds before warm come was unloading on my stomach and chest. I groaned again, closing my eyes as more questionable images flashed through my brain.

I could feel the hormones in my body: strange pulses in my brain, in my stomach, between my legs, and even in my heart. I felt drunk, spinning in fast circles. That nausea came back. I rolled over and puked over the side of my bed. Then I blacked out and didn’t come to until the morning.

I sat up slowly, peeling my chest off the sheets. My own dried come was a bit painful coming off of my skin, like an old Band-Aid. “Ouch,” I said. And then I strained to extend my legs. I strained to flex the muscles in my thighs. The feeling was still there, and the muscles were more responsive than the day before. I was still alive, and I was still on the road to recovery. That excitement was still tingling within me, swelling in my chest as the lingering euphoria from the peculiar sixth pill.

Pills seven and eight were the same: a wild trip, a bit similar to ecstasy, and a bit similar to LSD. With each pill, I became ridiculously horny, conjuring up erotic images in my brain before succumbing to the urge to masturbate. After taking the eighth pill, self-stimulation was the only activity on my mind. I must have stroked myself off six times in just a few hours, coating myself with my own come before grabbing my shaft again, beating off another time. It was fun and pleasurable and exciting, but there was an unfortunate side effect: my manhood was shrinking. My whole package was becoming smaller and smaller, as if it was being sucked into my body.

My shaft was only a few inches long now when it was erect, and hardly an inch when it was flaccid. My ball sack was hardly the size of a cherry tomato. And it was right before I took my ninth (and second last) pill when I noticed another strange side effect: my body hair was falling off! The little bit that was left (on my arms and legs) was turning blonde and thinning out. I rolled myself into the shower and watched the drain as little dark hairs streamed down, swirling around to be lost forever. Luckily the hair on my head didn’t wash away, nor did the hair of my eyebrows or my eyelashes. A lot of my pubic hair left me. Without the hair, I looked strangely feminine. It didn’t help that it had been eight months since my last haircut. I stopped getting regular haircuts when I realized I was never going to have sex again. The idea of keeping myself good-looking seemed pointless. Now, I was wondering if it was time to book a hair appointment. I brushed my shaggy hair back and rolled myself to the mirror.

For the first time in eight years, I tried to stand up, clutching the sides of my locked chair firmly. I grunted and strained, trying to let my legs do most of the work. They wobbled and ached, and for a moment I was standing up. And then I sat down hard with a loud sigh. It was a step in the right direction. I tried again a number of times, managing to stand up for as long as eight seconds.

I smiled, biting hard on the edge of my tongue.

I took my ninth pill, which was the wildest ride yet. My vision went blurry and I ended up falling off my bed and squirming on the floor as strange dreams fluttered through my awake mind. The trip was much more intense than the LSD adventures I had in high school. I saw weird creatures in my mind, and then I had a dream that I was walking around my flat—though I wasn’t so sure that it was a dream. My spine tingled, and then my shaft ejaculated in my boxers, even though I didn’t touch it.

In the morning, I could stand. I wobbled a bit, and had to hold the edge of the counter after a minute—but I could stand. It was the most blissful morning in as long as I could remember. I tried walking, and I actually got a few steps in before having to grab another counter. I could feel everything, as my ability to stand and walk had never left me. The pills really did fix my body.

But there was a problem: my shaft and ball sack were now gone. There was now a shallow hole where my member was, and my ball sack was just the skin now, empty and hanging slightly, almost looking like the lips of a woman’s downstairs because of the way it seemed to circle around the hole where my member was.

I was terrified, shocked into stillness and silence for a long moment before I was able to whimper. I had my legs back, but my manhood was gone. Did I do something wrong, or was this one of the weird side effects Doctor Lafontaine was talking about? I wanted to call him. I needed help. I knew I couldn’t go to the hospital—they wouldn’t know what to do. The damage was probably already done.

When I pulled the hole apart gently, I could make out the tip of what was my penis. Now, it was just a little lump: sensitive to the touch. But when I peed, that’s not where the pee came out of. My mind was swirling with terror and anxiety. I had no idea what was happening. At least nothing hurt. At least I could still urinate. But now the thought of having intercourse was a ridiculous one. Wasn’t that the whole reason I underwent this trial? Was this really the price I had to pay to have my legs back?

I couldn’t just stop taking the pills. I only had one left, and I’d already risked my life nine times. So I took that last pill. I went on one last wild ride, ending with me blacking out on my kitchen floor. I slept for a long twenty-four hours. When I woke up, my body was numb for a good ten minutes. I wasn’t able to even roll over, with my face against the cold tile floor. But when the tingling returned, I was finally able to sit up, staring across the room at my chair. I stood up slowly, wobbling slightly as my muscles were still weak. But I was upright, and I wasn’t about to fall down. I reached my arms into the air and gently stretched out my back. I ran my hands down my body, feeling my thighs and my bum and my shins and my feet. I felt strangely freed, with a whole world of possibilities now looking very possible. Maybe I could start training for that marathon again. I could become the first person to go from being completely paralyzed from the waist down to completing a marathon!

Maybe I could get my carpentry job back, now that I could actually function on a worksite. Maybe I would start playing hockey again (non contact, just to be safe). Maybe I could find a plethora of new hobbies, just so I could enjoy this rediscovered freedom.

I grabbed the waistband of my underwear and I pulled the band outwards, to see if my manhood was still gone. It was still gone, and that hole was still there. But now the hole looked a bit different. The skin around it wasn’t just loose—now it was plump, like real vaginal lips. The hole inside was strangely damp, and what was once the tip of my member now looked an awful lot like a clitoris. I gently pressed my fingertip into the hole. It was a weird sensation.

I went to the shower, for the first time without my chair. I held tightly onto the rails while I showered, standing up under the water for the first time in eight years. It felt good, though it was hard to focus on the achievement with the distraction of the vagina between my legs. Because that’s what it looked like: a vagina. It had the lips and the clitoris and the velvety, wet depths. It was deeper than the day before. I didn’t know how deep because I was too afraid to press my whole finger into it. I got half of a finger in before chickening out.

And I wouldn’t have been so sure that it was a puss if it wasn’t for the soft lumps that were now on my chest. Even my nipples were bigger and perkier than ever before. I grabbed the lumps with both hands and squeezed. It had been a long time since I’d felt a pair of breasts, but these certainly felt similar.

I went to the mirror and looked at my face. The skin on my chin and cheeks and neck was so smooth, even though I hadn’t shaved in almost two whole weeks. Usually I had stubble after one night. So where was the stubble? Why couldn’t I grow facial hair? Would it come back?

I stepped far back from the mirror. I was looking at an able-bodied person, which made me want to smile. But that smile wouldn’t come, because I was also looking at what any sane person would call a woman.


CHAPTER IV

I got dressed for the first time without being stuck in my chair. I wanted to go out, though I had nowhere to go. My plan was to do a simple walk around the block. I had a pair of crutches in my closet, which I planned on using, but I couldn’t seem to get that far, unable to decide on an outfit.

They were the same outfits I’d been wearing for years, but now they seemed odd—not quite fitting right. I couldn’t get my jeans over my hips comfortably, and then my shirts seemed too bulky on my shoulders, making me look petite. I must have tried a dozen shirts before realizing my shoulders had changed—probably from the pills—or maybe they just seemed different now that I was standing. It was impossible to know for sure. A short that had been too tight on me for many years was the only shirt that now felt at all comfortable. As for my lower half, I had to dig out an old pair of running shorts.

I fetched the crutches from the closet, not fully needing them, but I wanted to have them close in case I lost feeling in my legs while I was a block from my flat.

I felt like I was seeing the world from a whole new perspective, even though that perspective was only a few feet higher than what I was used to. Even the elevator in my building seemed totally foreign to me from higher up.

I had to keep my weight near the front of my feet. When I bore weight on the heels of my feet, my shins were tense up and I would wobble. It wasn’t much of a problem, except for the fact that my hair kept falling in front of my eyes. Luckily I had a hair elastic in my pocket, so I tied my hair into a bun.

As I walked outside, no heads turned towards me. I was so used to people looking at me, with pity on their faces. I was so used to people going wide around me, terrified of getting in my way. But now, I was just a guy with crutches. As far as they knew, I just had a sprained ankle—not a guy worth pitying. It was nice, feeling more-or-less invisible for the first time in public in eight years. I took a deep breath of fresh air into my lungs, and then I started to walk. I hardly needed the crutches, which seemed amazing considering my legs hadn’t been used in years. Though there were moments when I tried walking without them and I nearly fell to the ground after a few seconds. Maybe I was using the crutches more than I thought…

I reached a street corner and decided I would cross. I waited for the light to turn green, then a man bumped into me from the side. “Oh, I’m sorry, ma’am,” he said.

I looked over at him, so he could see that I wasn’t a ma’am. But he didn’t apologize. He just smiled, nodded his head, and then went on with his day. Now my heart was sent aflutter. Did I really look like a woman to the guy? Sure, I had my hair tied into a bun, which maybe looked a bit feminine, but I wasn’t a woman!

I looked in the next window reflection that was available to me. Maybe I looked a bit feminine. My lips did seem a bit more plump than usual. My eyes maybe seemed a bit bigger, thanks to my eyelashes, which were almost certainly darker. But now I was feeling embarrassed. Did everyone think that I was a girl? I looked down at my chest. I suppose there was a bit of a bust from my soft lumps—that unfortunate side effect of the drug. And maybe my hips were wider. And I suppose my legs were mostly bare now in my shorts, and all of my leg hair had either turned clear or fallen off completely.

I bit down on my tongue and turned around. Now my heart was racing with a new anxiety. I didn’t want people thinking that I was a girl. I didn’t want that kind of embarrassment in my life. At least when I was in my chair, people knew that I was a man. I still had the occasional girl hitting on me, wanting to ‘ride me’, usually as a fetish.

And how was I supposed to find a girl now, looking like a girl apparently myself? Not to mention the fact that I had a puss between my thighs, instead of a pole for girls to ride on… Maybe I did need to contact Dr. Lafontaine. Maybe these side effects could be reversed. Maybe I’d done something wrong with the last half of my pills. I couldn’t help but think now that I should have been given anti-nausea pills along with hormone blockers, to stop my wiener from shrivelling up along with my sack.

I stayed inside for the rest of the day, but I wasn’t safe from my anxiety in my apartment. As I sat on my bed, thoughts began to run through my head: images of naked men and hard erections. Those thoughts made my body tingle. I heard myself whimper as I imagined running my fingers over a man’s sweaty, hard abs.

Then I had the urge to touch myself. I carefully took off my shorts and stared at the void between my thighs, where my member once was. I reached down and gently pressed my fingers to it, rubbing in small circles until my fingers parted my lips and made contact with my damp passage. I felt that little bean, which was once the tip of my manhood. I rubbed it and made myself moan. Then I rubbed it faster and harder, making my knees rise up as bursts of warm pleasure jolted through me. I took a deep breath in and I allowed my head to fall back.

Now I was using my other hand to press to fingers into the hole, still rubbing that little bean. I pushed those fingers deep, until I had no more length to push. Just how deep was the hole? I began to finger myself. It felt good. Warm fluid trickled out of me; it was clear and a bit thick and sticky to the touch. I kept fingering myself, making more fluid dribble out.

I bit down hard on my tongue.  Then I let out a loud groan as a gush of warm juice squished out of me. I could feel it on my thighs: a peculiar and unfamiliar sensation. I giggled as the muscles in my body tensed up. Then I turned my head and saw myself in the mirror, with my fingers between my thighs. I watched as my face turned red and then I quickly pulled my hands away. I sat up, cleared my throat, and then I got up to head to the bathroom, to wash myself up.


CHAPTER V

I called the doctor’s office the next day. I’d taken all of the pills, so I knew Dr. Lafontaine could no longer do anything to stop me from going through with the experimental trial. I figured it was time to confess what I’d done. Maybe my results would be of some use to him. Maybe he could study me. And then, maybe I could ask him some questions, and see if the disappearance of my shaft was a reversible side effect.

“Hello, Doctor Lafontaine’s office.” the girly receptionist said.

“Hello. I was hoping to make an appointment to see Doctor Lafontaine. Will he be in at all today?”

“Yes, ma’am. He’ll be in. Can I ask what this is regarding?”

I paused. Ma’am? Why was she calling me ma’am? She couldn’t see me. She couldn’t see my bust or my hairless legs or my strangely narrowed shoulders or my widened hips.

“Ma’am?” the woman said.

I cleared my throat. “Uh. It’s about a recent trial that I was on,” I said.

“Okay, ma’am. And what’s your name?” she said.

Now my nerves were tingling and my heart was racing. She kept calling me ma’am! Was my voice not normal? Had it changed over the past two weeks without me noticing?

My body was still changing slightly each day: small changes, like the lumps on my chest getting bigger, the thin blonde hairs on my arms and legs getting thinner and blonder. I swear my hips were even wider now, and my throat did feel funny. But I was no longer taking a daily pill, so I couldn’t help but think that there was something else happening. Maybe it had to do with the disappearance of my testicles. I assumed they had just receded into my body, but now I was starting to think that they were gone, no longer producing testosterone—or maybe they’d changed somehow to start producing estrogen instead. The changes all seemed to be hormonal, as if I was a girl going through puberty.

“Can I call you right back?” I said.

“Don’t you want to set up an appointment, ma’am?” she said.

“I’ll call back.” I hung up the phone. Then I opened up my voice recorder app and I started speaking—a bit hurried at first, and then I took a deep breath and tried to speak calmly. I recorded ten minutes of ranting and then I played the recording back. The sound of my voice made my skin crawl. I was listening to a woman. There was still a slight male twang in there, but it was hard to make out, and I had a feeling it would soon be gone.

I went to my bathroom and looked in the mirror. My lashes seemed even longer. My breasts were perkier. My cheekbones even seemed higher. It was obvious now: I was turning into a woman. There were just too many coincidences piling up on top of one another. I needed to face the reality: those pills turned me into a woman.

But could I be upset? They gave me my legs back. I could walk again. I could feel sexual pleasure between my legs. I wouldn’t have to survive on disability cheques any more; now I could go out and get a real job and I could live comfortably. Still, the reality of my situation made my stomach ache. I had to sit down and take a deep breath. I stared at myself for a long time in the mirror. The longer I stared, the less I recognized myself. The longer I stared, the more I saw the woman that I was becoming and the harder it became to see the man I once was.

My wheelchair was in the corner, having gone days now without being used. I couldn’t be upset. It was just going to be an adjustment. Making big adjustments was something that I was used to doing. I knew it was going to take some time, but after a while, everything would seem normal. Hell, after a few years of having no use of my legs, that seemed normal.

I wanted to go for a walk. I spent another twenty minutes trying on old clothes, feeling awkward in shirts that were terribly unflattering, and pants that were tight in some spots and unfortunately loose in others. I dug through my closet until I found an outfit that had been left behind by my ex, years ago: an outfit that I saved, thinking I might one day get back together with her; thinking she would one day show up at my flat looking for those old clothes. I would let her in and then we would start talking.

But now, it seemed like the only outfit that would fit properly: a long pink skirt and a tight white sweater. She wore it to my house with a change of clothes stashed in her purse. She changed before we went out to see a movie. Now, I was pulling that white sweater over my body. I squirmed into the pink skirt and carefully did up the buttons.

I looked surprisingly cute. And a weird part of me was happy that I looked like a girl. It was better than looking like something in between a man and a woman. It was a horrible feeling, having people looking at you with uncertain faces, not sure if they were looking at a boy or a girl. Now it was obvious: I was going out as a woman, to avoid awkward encounter, and to blend in better. Or maybe I was just starting to lose my mind—it was hard to know for sure. I felt like my whole sense of reality had been washed away over the course of a few weeks. Nothing seemed impossible any more; a giraffe could have flown over my apartment building, and it wouldn’t have been the strangest experience of the month.


CHAPTER VI

I went to a bar. I was hoping it would be busy, so I could blend in as much as possible—but it was surprisingly quiet. A few couples sat in booths and a few regulars sat at the bar, sipping their usual drinks. I found a spot at the end of the bar, where the light was especially dim.

I caught my own reflection, which was shocking and jarring: still something I hadn’t gotten used to. But I seemed to be the only one who thought so. No one looked over at me for more than a quick glance. Had I been in my chair, I would have been the centre of attention. I had to admit: it was a nice feeling, even though I could feel a slight draft creeping up my skirt and teasing the hole where my manhood once was. I tried tugging my skirt down, stuffing part of it between my thighs, but it didn’t seem to make much of a difference.

The bartender looked at me with a warm smile. He was a younger guy—maybe a few years younger than me, and far too handsome to be working at a crappy bar on the edge of town. I assumed he was just paying his way through college. Maybe the bar owner was trying to make the place appeal more to women by hiring him. “What can I get you?” he asked.

His shirt was tight on his thick muscles. I ordered a beer. As he reached for a glass, I saw his muscles flex, stretching the shirt enough to show off the definition of his workout routine. I gently bit down on my bottom lip, squirming a little bit in my seat. And then I looked up and saw that he was staring at me. “I asked you how your day is going,” he said.

And then I shook my head, snapping out of my strange daze. Was I ogling him? Why? I’d never been interested in men before. I wasn’t gay. I loved women. In fact, the biggest shock of losing feeling in the lower half of my body was when I realized I would no longer be able to ram a woman’s wet hole while she moaned senselessly.

“My day?” I said softly, not wanting my male voice to suddenly return and humiliate me. “It’s going well. How’s your day going?”

He smiled and nodded his head. “It’s going great.” He slid my beer to me. It was a tall glass with plenty of head. I sipped it gently. It had a strong taste to it, even though it was my usual brand. I figured it was just a wonky batch, but nothing to worry about. But then I got halfway through the drink and I started feeling a buzz. I wobbled slightly in my chair, and then I caught myself giggling at a stupid ad that came on the television. Was I already drunk? Half a beer was enough? Was the beer spiked with hard bourbon, or was this another repercussion of being a girl? Maybe it was just two weeks of having little to eat catching up with me. Even since I’d stopped taking the pills, my appetite had been lessened: partly because I just couldn’t stuff as much in as I could before, and partly because I couldn’t help but worry about my figure—a feeling I’d never felt before.

I couldn’t stop catching my own reflection in the mirror behind the bar. It was tormenting me: frightening me one moment, and then luring me in the next moment. I looked good—surprisingly cute—but I didn’t want to look cute. I didn’t want to be pretty or hot or cute or even breath-taking. I wanted to be a man again. I wanted to be myself.

I looked away from the mirror and saw a man staring in my direction. He wasn’t exactly the male model that the bartender was: a bit thick, balding on the top of his head, with thick dark hair on his arms. His beard was dense, with patches of grey, even though he didn’t appear to be much older than me. He smiled, showing off a missing tooth. Normally, the sight of the man would have intimidated me. He looked like a bruiser, like a man who worked long hours for a living, working with his hands. He seemed like the kind of man that could easily pin me down, with a thick, rugged member that would stretch my virgin lips wide.

I looked away as a whimper slipped out from my lips. What kinds of thoughts were going through my mind? Was it just the liquor? Did the ten pills change the chemistry of my brain? Were these the same thoughts that crawled through the minds of women?

He was not a handsome man, but I couldn’t stop thinking about him. He was so manly, so rugged, and so crass. I kept looking back at him, to see if he was still looking my way. When he wasn’t looking, I took the opportunity to look down at his body: the body of a well-fed Russian oil worker. I wanted him to drag me off to the bathroom. I wanted him to pound my wet slit with his meaty shaft, pinning me to the tile floor. I whimpered again, taking a long sip from my beer.

Now I was feeling dizzy. I went to take another sip, but my beer was empty. “Another?” the bartender asked. I nodded my head, and the beer was suddenly set before me. I started sipping it mindlessly, gazing around the room at the different men. None of them were traditionally handsome save for the bartender—yet strangely, the bartender was the only man in the joint that I didn’t want to drop to my knees for.

I looked to my side and saw that the portly man was now sitting next to me. “London,” he said.

I nodded my head. “Is it nice? I’ve always wanted to go,” I said.

He smiled, showing off that hole where his tooth once was. “It’s my name. Though I’ve never been. My parents had never been either. I guess they just liked the name.” His voice was deep and raspy, making my mind flutter even faster. I stared into his eyes, and then I found myself following the lines of his face with my gaze. I looked down his body, getting a whiff of his musk. My heart was pounding. My downstairs was tingling. I looked around the bar. The place was even emptier now: the couples were gone and only a couple of regulars remained at the other end of the long bar, sipping their beers and watching the hockey game on the television.

No one was looking and I couldn’t help myself. I reached down and put my hand on London’s crotch. I pressed my fingers deep until I felt the contour of his shaft, and then I started to massage. “I’m sorry,” I said, but I didn’t stop.

His eyes were wide. He let out a chuckle and then a grunt. “I’m not going to stop you if that’s what you want.”

“Okay. Thanks,” I said. I kept clenching and caressing, feeling it growing. I couldn’t believe it was growing! I couldn’t believe I was making it move. It didn’t take much, and some old bar maid could have probably accomplished the same thing just as quickly—but to me, it was an accomplishment. I smiled, getting a firm grip of his girth. I stroked it up and down, making him wince and groan. He began looking around.

“You want to go to the bathroom or something?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “No one’s looking.” I reached my fingers down the front of his pants and I found that erection. I slipped my fingers around it and gripped it firmly. He took a sharp breath in, and then I began to beat his rugged stick. It was just as I imagined: long, thick, and bumpy, as if it had its own set of muscles. I could feel all of his veins throbbing as he got bigger and bigger. I squeezed him tighter and pumped faster. He grabbed the edge of the bar and began to mumble profanities between nervous chuckles. He continued to look around, to make sure no one was looking.

Luckily, the bartender was out having a smoke. The hockey game was in overtime, so the men at the other end of the bar couldn’t be bothered to look away. “Come in your pants,” I whispered. “I want to feel it running down my fingers.”

“Oh God,” he groaned. His face was red. I clenched hard and pumped fast. He squirmed, nearly falling off his stool, and then I felt the hot rushes of thick come pouring down my fingers. I pulled my hand up, squeezing each blast out while his legs trembled.

“Does that feel good?” I asked, staring into his eyes.

He nodded his head as his eyes began to uncross. “Yeah,” he said.

“Good,” I said. “It felt good for me too.” And that’s when I realized I had my free hand between my legs and under my skirt. I’d been touching myself: massaging my little bean while I pumped his long shaft.

I stood up, wiping his come onto a napkin. I put ten dollars down on the bar and then I cleared my throat, wobbling a little bit. “I should get going.” All at once, an intense nervousness crept up on me. I realized what I did: I jerked a man off, and I liked it. I still had his come on my fingers, no matter how hard I tried to wipe it onto my sweater—I could still smell the bitter tinge of his product. And why did I do it? Where did these urges come from? How could I get rid of them?

I wanted to call Doctor Lafontaine. I wanted to know what was happening to me. But I was terrified of how he would react to me telling him that I disobeyed his orders. Or maybe I was terrified of him telling me that I’d done irreversible damage to my body. At least if I never reached out to him, I would always have the hope that my manhood would return to me and my breasts would suck back into my chest. Though now, that was starting to seem like wishful thinking.


CHAPTER VII

I walked to the doctor’s office the next day, but I didn’t go inside. I thought that I would go in, and then I saw Dr. Lafontaine through the window and my body tensed up with a terrible nervousness. It didn’t help that I was wearing my little girly outfit again, but it was the only outfit that fit my changing body. And once again, my body had undergone a number of small changes overnight. I was losing muscle mass in my torso and arms—maybe because I wasn’t pushing myself anymore, though I couldn’t imagine those changes would happen quite so quickly. The hormones were likely causing my muscle mass to deteriorate—maybe my body was using the broken down muscle mass to create breast tissue and more hormones. Maybe the bone mass of my shoulders was converting into bone mass in my hips.

I was easily tired—which I was sure was a lingering side effect of the drug I took for ten straight days. I would wake up in the early afternoon, and then I would usually fall asleep before 8:30 PM. My body probably needed the sleep as it was working overdrive to change.

I remembered something Doctor Lafontaine told me about the drug before I agreed to go on the trial. He told me that they derived the drug from frog DNA. I couldn’t help but think about the movie, Jurassic Park, where they used frog DNA to bring the dinosaurs back to life. And in that movie, the dinosaurs change gender, supposedly because of something to do with the frog DNA. I didn’t pay too much attention to that movie when I saw it on VHS years before, but now I couldn’t help but think that my body was changing like a frog. At least I wasn’t changing into a frog… And can’t some frogs regrow missing limbs, the way certain lizards can regrow amputated tails?

I wanted to ask the doctor, but I was terrified of him seeing me like this. Even in the few weeks that had gone by, my hair had grown almost six additional inches. My hair was now over my shoulders, looking softer than ever.

Next to the doctor’s office was a pharmacy, and in the pharmacy was a makeup department. I looked at the makeup posters from outside the window. And then I stared at my own reflection, wondering what I would look like with a bit of makeup. Maybe before I talked to Dr. Lafontaine about becoming a man again, I could see my potential as a woman. My heart fluttered and I felt myself blushing.

I wandered into the store and I looked down the long isles of makeup supplies. I stepped slowly, taking it all in. I liked that smell: the mix of beauty products mingling in the air. “Excuse me,” a young woman said beside me. I looked over. “Want to try out this new eyeliner? We just got it in.” She held a little tube out to me. But I didn’t know what to do with it.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’ve never worn eyeliner.”

“What? Really?” she said. “You really should. You have bright eyes—it would be the perfect way to accentuate them.”

“Really?” I said softly, feeling embarrassed and a little bit excited.

“Sit down. I’ll show you.” So I sat down and I closed my eyes. She gently ran the little marker along my eyelids. “Hmm,” she said. “Would you mind if I put a bit of shadow on you? Maybe a touch of mascara—though your lashes are naturally dark.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess not,” I said. So she did a few extra things, brushing my eyelids and then gently rolling my eyelashes.

“Okay. You can open your eyes.”

I opened my eyes and then I froze. In the mirror was a stunning girl with big, flashing eyes. I opened my mouth and then I caught myself smiling. I had to bite down on my lip to stop myself from giggling like a lunatic.

“Cute, right?” she said. “All this stuff is on sale. I can even throw in a lip-gloss, if you’re interested.”

With dark red cheeks, I bought it all. I even bought a little bag to store it in. I hurried back home, now with a head of new ideas. I passed the doctor’s office without even considering making a visit. As soon as I was home, I went online and found myself filling shopping carts with clothes: skirts, blouses, sweaters, bodysuits, dresses, stockings, and even a few pieces of lingerie. I was blushing hard, teeming with excitement and a little bit of terror. I was draining my bank account on women’s clothing. A month before, such a notion would have been absolutely absurd and unbelievable. Yet there I was, investing in a whole new wardrobe and a whole new personality.

I even ordered everything for express delivery, so it would be at my doorstep within a matter of days. And thankfully, it all came by the weekend.

The clothes weren’t all that arrived by the weekend. My breasts grew a full cup size in those few days. My Adam’s apple receded completely, disappearing into my throat. Now my voice was soft and high-pitched and unmistakably feminine. My bum was starting to develop a bit of mass—maybe from the hormones or maybe from all the walking I’d been doing. I was curvy, fitting all of my clothes perfectly. In fact, I was starting to worry that my body would continue to change and I would no longer fit anything properly, and then I would be forced to buy a whole new wardrobe.

I had my whole weekend plotted out. I’d made a list of all the things I always wanted to do when I was stuck in my chair, but couldn’t. The list was long, containing everything from the local dog park (which wasn’t wheelchair friendly) to all of the new clubs that had opened since my car accident. I knew it would be impossible to get to everything, especially since it took me a couple of hours each morning to perfect my makeup and to choose an outfit from all of the options I ordered for myself.

I was just about to head out, dressed in a cute pair of high-waisted jeans and a white racerback top, when my doorbell rang. I assumed it was another delivery—one of the many pieces of clothing I’d ordered, so I didn’t even bother to look through the peephole before pulling the door open.

Standing on my doorstep was Dr. Lafontaine. I froze, suddenly feeling a coldness rushing through my nerves. My lips parted, but he didn’t react. He just looked up into my eyes and said, “I’m sorry. Isn’t this Eldrid’s residence?” He looked down at a slip of paper. “I think this is the right unit.” He looked back up at me. “Is Eldrid in?”

I wanted to tell him that he had the wrong place, but I couldn’t move. I knew he was going to realize who I was at any moment—whether I sent him away or not. And now, I could see him figuring it out. I watched as his eyes widened and his lips parted. “Please tell me you didn’t…” he said quietly.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. I was caught. I should have told him he had the wrong place right away. I should have closed the door in his face before he had a chance to figure me out. Now it was too late. But what could he do to me? It’s not like I broke the law. It’s not like he could suck the miracle out of me and send me back to my wheelchair. So why was I so nervous?

“You’re lucky to be alive,” he said. And then he looked down at my legs. “But look—you’re walking! My God, the pills actually worked. Why didn’t you come talk to me? Why did you take the medicine without supervision? Don’t you know what you’ve done?” He was saying it as though I’d just consumed a glass of poison, but he had a smirk on his face. Maybe he couldn’t help it. He was looking at a modern-day miracle: a once paralyzed man, now standing on two feet.

“I’m sorry,” I said again.

“We need to talk. Can we go inside?”

So I led him to my kitchen, though I still didn’t have any chairs—just my wheelchair and a box that I’d been sitting on for the past few weeks. I pulled up the wheelchair and he took a seat on the box. “Eldrid. This is very serious. You weren’t supposed to take those last five pills without a consultation first.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Quit apologizing. It makes no difference to me. Those last five pills were supposed to be taken with a number of other pills. One particular prescription is to make sure your heart doesn’t stop—so I can’t tell you how lucky you are to be alive.”

I nodded my head, feeling that chill through my nerves again.

“Another prescription was to stop your body from changing. That drug you took—it’s a powerful drug. One of the most powerful drugs I’ve ever worked with. Tell me exactly: what’s changed?”

I cleared my throat and bit my lip. “I don’t know. I—I think I’m a girl now. I don’t know how it happened, but my penis just shrank away—my testicles too. And every morning when I wake up, I feel different.”

“Your testicles didn’t go away. They turned into large ovaries, and now they’re overproducing hormones that are putting you through a late puberty. It’s a good thing that I found you. In a few months, the overproduction would have become a problem—maybe even a lethal one. We need to get you on blockers until we can reduce the size of your new ovaries.”

“Can’t we just make them into testicles again?” I asked.

And then he stared into my eyes with a wide, nervous gaze. His cheeks were red. He shook his head slowly. “That would be impossible at this point.” It was exactly what I didn’t want to hear: I was stuck as a woman. I would never be a man again.

“You’re just kidding, right?” I asked.

He stared at me for another long moment. “Eldrid—look at yourself. Do you think that I’m kidding? You’ve made a big mistake.”

“I wanted my legs back,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue. “After that first pill, I could move my toe. I had hope for the first time in eight years—you gave it to me. Did you really think that I would just toss those pills in the garbage?”

“I wish you would have come to me,” he said.

“I know what you would have said. I was willing to take the risk. Now what’s done is done.”

He nodded his head. “It’s true. What’s done is done.” And then my own words sunk in: it was all permanent. I was a woman now. In a few months, I would be fully female from a sped-up female puberty.

“Well at least you can study me,” I said.

He shook his head. “Not really,” he said. “If the medical board finds out about you, I could lose my job—along with the rest of the research team. I wish we could study you—we would certainly learn a lot—but it sadly doesn’t work like that.”

I felt a cold defeat seeping into me. Was it really worth it? Was losing my male identity worth the return of my legs?

“Just tell me: does everything work? When we tested the drug on monkeys, the results were incredible. One of the new females even became pregnant, and the expert biologist we hired couldn’t tell that the monkey was ever male.”

I nodded my head slowly. “It all works.”

“Fascinating,” he said. “I have so many other questions I want to ask, but I don’t know where to start.”

“Maybe I can ask one,” I said.

“Sure,” he said, leaning closer.

“When I see men now, I get all tingly. I start thinking of being… being dominated. At night, when I close my eyes, I imagine men on top of me, having sex with me, and then I start to… dribble. But I’m not gay—I’ve never had thoughts like that before.”

He laughed. “You’re correct. You’re not gay. You’re a straight woman. We don’t know why it happens, but the drug produces an absurd amount of estrogen and progesterone as it targets the neurons in the brain and the cells of the spinal cord. We think it has something to do with the way a woman is able to build a baby inside of her, using only her body’s own resources. Just like the way a baby’s spine grows in the womb, the drug is able to use that same energy to create new cells in the existing body.”

I nodded my head slowly, not entirely understanding. The only fact that was truly setting in was the fact that I was now a female—and apparently a real one, possibly with a working uterus. Again, it seemed impossible, but it somehow didn’t seem like the most insane thing to happen over the past month.

“So what do I do now?” I asked.

“I’ll give you a year’s worth of hormone blockers, which you’ll start taking in six weeks from now. After one year, your ovaries should be down to the size of a normal pair, producing a normal amount of estrogen.”

“And then what?” I asked. My throat was suddenly feeling dry and scratchy.

“And then you’re a woman—a fully able-bodied woman.” He tried to smile, but I could tell that it was hard news for him to deliver: bad news that he wasn’t expecting to deliver when he showed up at my door.

And why did he show up at my door? What was he there to see? I stared into his eyes for a long moment as the harsh reality tried to settle in my stomach. “Is there anything else?”

He shook his head. “No. I think that’s it. I guess I should be going so you can go on with your day.” He began to stand up.

“Wait,” I said. He paused.

“What is it?”

“Why are you here? Why’d you come to my house—and on a Saturday of all days?”

He paused again, staring into my eyes, looking curiously guilty. “Excuse me?” he said.

And then a new reality began to swirl in my stomach: a much more terrifying reality. This wasn’t an accident. There probably never were any other patients who became sick after taking that first pill. “You did this to me,” I said. And then I watched as his face became pale.


CHAPTER VIII

He had no response. He remained silent with that guilty look on his face. “Why did you do it?” I asked. “Why did you set me up? Of course you knew I was going to take those pills. You knew that I was desperate. You knew that I would be willing to risk my life to have my legs back—we even talked about it in your office before you told me about the trial.”

“Eldrid, I think you should calm down. You’re just tired,” he said.

I shook my head. “I’m not tired,” I said. “I feel better than ever. Just admit it: you knew I would take those pills when you gave them to me. I mean—why would you give me the second five pills if I was supposed to have a consultation before taking them? You wanted me to take the pills on my own—but why?”

He shifted his tongue in his mouth. “I knew you wouldn’t take them if you knew the side effects, and if I lied to you about the side effects, I would lose my licence,” he said, looking down at the ground as he confessed. “We tried finding volunteers willing to undergo the treatment, knowing about the sexual reassignment side effects. It’s complicated. We haven’t been able to properly study the drug because that little side effect scares everyone away. And legally, we have to disclose that side effect before giving our patients the green light to take the medication. I thought of a workaround: prescribe the medicine, schedule a midpoint consultation before you started taking the sexual reassigning doses, and then tell you to stop, knowing you would continue to take the drugs. We’ve had a team following you for the past few weeks. We’ve been studying your changes secretly—it’s a private company. We can’t legally use our findings to bring the pills to the market, but we can use our findings to conduct more precise research—legal research, which will speed up the time it takes to make it to the market. It’s just business, Eldrid.”

“You used me?” I said. “You turned me into a girl, and you didn’t tell me?”

He stared deep into my eyes. “We gave you back your legs.”

“You took away my manhood!” I said.

He shook his head. “No, the car accident did that,” he said. “I’m sorry, Eldrid. But you would have declined the treatment when we told you about the side effects—everyone does. Now, you’re helping us to save millions of people from their paralysis. We’re working on ways to get rid of that side effect, but it’s impossible without patients like yourself.”

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I said. And was he right: was my manhood gone after the car accident? Was it not better to have something that worked between my legs instead of a broken relic of a life long gone? Would I have said no to the treatment, knowing it would turn me into a woman? I probably would have said no. Even now, the thought of being a woman was terrifying. It was exciting too—but I couldn’t have predicted that. I couldn’t have known that I would have looked forward to trying on outfits, or trying out new makeup styles. How could I have known?

“It will take some time for you to come to terms with this,” he said. “But believe me: in a few years, you will be happier than ever before. You’ve been given a gift. Just take the gift.”

I nodded my head slowly, trying to swallow the thick pill he was feeding me.

“Now, Eldrid, I want to examine you. I’d like to inspect your body, to make sure everything is taking shape naturally.” 

I nodded my head again, my gaze inward, my heart pounding.

“Please take off your clothes—underwear too. And tell me, Eldrid—do you like wearing women’s clothing? You can be honest. Most of our patients find that it becomes satisfying once they’ve taken all ten pills.”

I shrugged my shoulders as I began to take off my top. “I guess I have been enjoying it,” I said.

“Any other peculiar sensations? Attraction to men? A new obsession with shoes? These things are all normal.”

I nodded my head. “I can’t stop thinking about… sex with men.” I felt my cheeks turning red. I dropped my shirt down and then I reached back to unclip my bra, letting my perky breasts drop down.

“Wow,” he said. “You’ve progressed phenomenally in a short period of time. I’m just going to feel for any lumps. One issue with the speediness of the changes is the possibility of tumours.” He reached out and grabbed both of my breasts. He began to squeeze and fondle them, sending curious pulses through my body—and one particularly strong pulse down between my legs. I bit down on my bottom lip. “These feel fine. I can’t feel any lumps. That’s a great sign.” He continued to squeeze, working around my nipples. A light whimper escaped my lips.

“Doctor?” I said.

“Yes?”

“When I said that I can’t stop thinking about sex with men—I really mean it.”

He nodded his head. “It’s normal. You have a high amount of estrogen and progesterone in your system. You’re going to feel intense emotions.”

I bit down on my tongue, not sure how to tell him that it was almost the only thing I could focus on for more than ten seconds. He gave my breasts a final squeeze before removing his hands. “Perfect,” he said. Then he began to feel my body, running his hands down my hips. “Let’s get you out from your panties.”

I awkwardly grabbed my panties and, with a deep breath, I slid them down. He put on a pair of rubber gloves, which he got from his inner coat pocket. He had me lay back before spreading my legs. “Nice,” he said, looking directly down my damp hole. “This is all perfect. Just relax for a moment while I take a look.” He reached his hands in and gently spread my lips. He leaned in close, taking a small flashlight out from his pocket. He scanned my velvety depths. “It all looks good. I’m just going to feel for any abnormalities. You might feel a pressure here.” He gently pressed two fingers into my slit. I gasped. I felt more than a pressure: I felt a gigantic pulse of pleasure. I squeezed my knees together. “Try to relax,” he said. “Does it hurt?”

I shook my head. “No. It—It feels so good.”

“Oh,” he said awkwardly. His cheeks turned red. “This will only take a minute.” He began to feel his fingers around inside of me. He took them out for a moment to inspect my clitoris, gently nudging it and making my body quiver with euphoria. Then his fingers went back in and I let out a moan. “I’m sorry. It will only take a moment,” he said again, his face turning redder. I tried to clench it back, but it was no use: a warm gush of fluid spilled out of me. “Oh my,” he said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine. It’s natural. It’s just the hormones in your system.”

“Can you please finger me,” I said—my voice hardly a whimper.

“Excuse me?” he said with wide eyes.

“I’m so sorry—but you have to. I need it so badly.” I was squirming, pulsing all over with euphoria. I’d never felt so horny, shaking because I desperately needed to be fingered.

He cleared his throat and bit down on his bottom lip. “Well, I suppose I can—just to make sure everything is functioning properly.” He began to pump his fingers in and out, making more fluid gush out. “You’re producing a lot of fluid. That’s not exactly normal, but I don’t think it’s a concern. Some girls just… squirt more than others.” He let out a nervous laugh, still pumping my deep hole.

“Put a third finger in me,” I said.

He hesitated, and then he started pumping me with three long fingers. I moaned, letting my head fall back. It felt so good. My knees rose up and my bum lifted up.

He took a deep breath. “It’s actually remarkable. I—I’ve been doing this for years, but this is the first time I’ve really felt the vaginal cavity of a reassigned patient. It feels remarkably natural. And everything works, just like a biological vagina.”

“Just shut up and screw me,” I said, whimpering again. “Take it out and screw me.” I pointed to his crotch. I could see that he wanted it: I could see the erect bulge in his slacks. He hesitated again, biting his lip. He knew that I was once a man—not too long ago—but he could see now that I was a horny woman. He was a man. No man can easily turn down a naked, horny woman with her legs spread wide.

He nodded his head suddenly. “Okay, fine,” he said. He began fumbling with his belt. His hand were shaking. He was excited and nervous, just like me. I reached down and rubbed my wet lips while he got his erection out from his pants. Then he climbed on top of me. I wrapped my arms around him, reaching one hand down for his bum. He jammed his tip into my quivering slit. I gasped, clenching his butt with my fingers. “Do it,” I demanded. Then he penetrated me deeply, making more fluid gush out.

He groaned. “It feels so… real—and so good,” he said. I clenched my walls around his shaft, making him groan again. “It functions just like the biological thing.”

“Just shut up and stuff me,” I said. He began to thrust in and out of my wet hole. I relaxed my back on the ground. More juice squirted out from my depths. Apparently I was a real squirter. I didn’t mind—he seemed to think it was hot, and I liked the feeling of the moisture on my legs: a reminder that my legs worked and had feeling. I groaned loudly as I felt his shaft beginning to bloat. I couldn’t wait to feel his warm come inside of my body. I couldn’t wait to set out into the world, to carve out my new life as a woman. Accepting the drug’s side effect was a lot easier than Dr. Lafontaine thought it would be. He suggested years, but it was hard to think it would take years with euphoria like that surging through me.

THE END


SPIN THE BOTTLE

Devon is excited after receiving a personal invitation to a party at Jimmy’s house. For a decade, the most epic parties have taken place within those legendary walls, and finally, Devon is going to be a part of that fabled history.

But he’s hesitant. Devon doesn’t have many friends and he isn’t on any sports teams like the guys who normally get invited to that legendary party house—so why Devon? He’s even more nervous when he shows up and finds a quiet house with only six other people inside.

This isn’t one of Jimmy’s normal parties. This is a special, intimate party—in the basement with a bottle, some dice, and some very high stakes.


CHAPTER I

Jimmy Parker’s house—a house I’d driven by many, many times. But never had I been invited inside.

It was a legendary house, at least as far as our school was concerned. For ten years, all of the greatest parties took place inside of those walls. Jimmy’s oldest brother, who was ten years Jimmy’s senior, started the tradition, throwing epic parties whenever their parents were out of town. Jimmy’s older sister carried on the tradition, throwing parties that were so epic, they made the news when police had to come and shut them down. And now, Jimmy had taken the torch. He’d thrown three crazy parties—parties that were so memorable, people talked about them for months.

I’d never been invited to a party inside of that house—until now. It was Friday night, and I was finally about to cross a threshold that only the coolest, most fun kids had ever crossed. I was going to walk through those doors with the case of beer that I paid a homeless man to buy for me. I was finally going to be one of the exalted ones. I was going to be one of the students who could say they’d been to one of those historic parties. I didn’t even care if I ended up in jail at the end of the night. I didn’t care if my parents had to bail me out. I didn’t care if the school found out about the party and suspended me along with the rest of the attendees—like they did with Jimmy’s last party. None of that mattered because I was finally going to experience the amazing fun that only happened inside of that house.

Guys like me never got invited to parties—especially not historic parties like this. These big parties were usually just for the jocks and the cheerleaders, and of course the kids who smoked pot behind the school, because the party obviously needed a supply. The house was huge, but it still had limited space. Only a certain number of people could fit inside, so it only made sense that Jimmy never wanted to waste that space on skinny nerds like me when he could invite guys like Chad Klein or Rex Jones, who knew all of the hot girls from others schools. At the end of the day, the goal was to get girls through that door, and I wasn’t exactly drawing any girls in.

So of course I was a little bit confused when Jimmy personally walked up to me during lunch and asked if I wanted to come to his party. “Perry had a family emergency, so we’ve got an open slot,” he said, as if he was the GM of some sport’s team. And I have to admit: it felt a bit like being drafted when he asked the question. I think I said yes before he was finished speaking. “I’ll be there!” I said.

“Just don’t bring any of your friends,” he said. “We have to keep the party small after last time.” And he said it as if I was at his last party. I wondered if he actually thought that I was there, or if he just assumed I knew what happened because everyone knew what happened.

Apparently, one of the rich jocks thought it would be funny to hire a few thousand dollars worth of escorts to come to the house. Everyone was shocked when the escorts actually showed up, so the jock paid the girls and they all went up to the bedrooms. The next Monday, fifteen different guys showed up to school with herpes on their faces—that’s how the school found out about the whole thing.

“And don’t tell anyone that the party is happening,” Jimmy said.

I tried to keep my mouth shut, but I had to tell my friend, Steve. Steve was my closest friend, and I was his only friend, so I wasn’t worried that he would go around telling everyone that I was going to one of Jimmy’s epic bashes. Steve didn’t believe me. “You know, lying isn’t an attractive quality,” he said as he pushed his glasses up from the tip of his nose.

“I’m not lying. Jimmy asked me himself. I’m going to his party.”

“Why would he ask you?” Steve asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe because I did that biology assignment with him last week.” Jimmy and I had been randomly paired together for an assignment. Jimmy was too busy planning his big party to help with the assignment, so I ended up doing the whole thing. So maybe him inviting me was just his way of saying thank you. Maybe he really appreciated all of the work that I did, even though he never actually physically said the words ‘thank you’.

“It sounds fishy to me,” Steve said.

“Thanks, Steve,” I replied. But Steve did have a point. I wasn’t going to fit in at the party. I was nearly six inches shorter than the shortest jock that would be there, and every girl at the party would be way out of my league. And maybe they would make fun of me the way they all used to make fun of me back in elementary school, before I started hiding out at lunch and sitting in the back of every class—before I became completely invisible while I was at school.

“If I were you, I would decline the offer. They probably just need a piñata and you’re the piñata,” Steve suggested.

“You think they’re going to hang me from the ceiling and whack me with a stick?” I said with a laugh. But the theory didn’t actually sound that ridiculous. What if they did just want to bring me so they could mock me? What if I was just some sort of party joke? I found myself smiling as I thought about that possibility while I sat in my car across from Jimmy’s house. Even if that was the plan, at least I could still say that I went to one of Jimmy’s epic parties.


CHAPTER II

I walked up to the door slowly. I was fifteen minutes late on purpose. He said to come at eight, but I didn’t want to be the first to arrive. I suppose you could say that I was ‘fashionably late’. I took a deep breath before ringing the doorbell. I was surprised by the silence of the night. I couldn’t hear the booming of music inside and I couldn’t hear any screaming coming from the backyard, where the swimming pool was (I took a peek at the house on Google Maps). Half of the lights in the house weren’t even on. Maybe I had the wrong time—or maybe I had the wrong date. Or maybe Jimmy was just messing with me when he invited me over. Maybe there was no party at all.

I rang the bell a second time as my heart began to swirl down into my stomach. Was I set up? Why me? Was Jimmy standing with his friends on the other side of that door, snickering and making fun of me? Instead of ringing the bell a third time, I knocked. And then it dawned on me that the door was probably unlocked, and I was probably supposed to simply let myself inside. So I reached for the handle and I turned it, but it was locked.

“Shit,” I mumbled under my breath. Now I was regretting telling Steve about the invite. Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut. Now, I had to embarrassingly tell Steve that there was no party, that it was all just a joke, and that he was right. Why did I think that Jimmy would personally invite me to one of his epic parties? Why did I think that—

The door opened suddenly. Jimmy was standing there, wearing a dress shirt and pressed jeans. He had his blonde hair slicked back. “You’re late, Devon,” he said. He moved aside as if to let me in. But I didn’t move. I looked around, still not sure if the invite was serious. Where was the party? The house was quiet and there was no one there except for him.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“What do you mean, am I sure?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. “I said to be here at eight. It’s almost eight-thirty.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, looking around. “Did I miss the party?”

He laughed and shook his head. “No. We’re just in the other room. C’mon. You’re letting all the hot air out.”

I stepped in and Jimmy closed the door. I was standing in the grand foyer of the house. I’d never seen it before, but I’d heard stories. I looked up at the chandelier. Apparently Trevor Morrice swung from that chandelier, trying to get from one balcony to the other. He ended up falling and breaking his leg—and he wasn’t the only one who broke a leg that night.

I saw the large dining room table in the dining room to our right. That was the infamous Beer Pong table. Supposedly, all of the senior girls played a game of Strip Beer Pong, which ended with all of them topless. Natalie Dorian—the girl I had a crush on in the ninth grade—was apparently completely naked. I heard that she had a thick bush that looked like it had never even been trimmed. People laughed about it, but honestly, it only made me hornier when I thought about her. I stopped having a crush on her when I heard that she let half of the school’s basketball team fuck her in her hairy snatch, and then she ended up contracting that same strain of herpes that all the guys got from the escorts.

Jimmy led me through the kitchen. I’d seen pictures of that kitchen on Instagram: pictures of those counters covered from one end to the other with large bottles of hard liquor. Now, the counters were clear, except for a bottle of bourbon, a bottle of vodka, and two cases of Budweiser. “Feel free to get a drink while you’re here,” Jimmy said. “There’s also coke and soda water in the fridge.”

Everything about the party seemed so underwhelming. Where were all the people? Where were the beautiful girls stripping down and getting drunk? Where was all the booze? Why wasn’t there any music playing?

I put my own case of beer down on the counter and grabbed one of my own cans. “That’s all you want?” Jimmy asked.

“For now, I guess,” I said.

Now Jimmy was walking towards the basement stairwell. I followed him with my beer. “So what kind of party is this?” I asked.

Jimmy turned and looked at me. He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s Kat’s birthday party,” he said.

“Kat?” I asked.

“Don’t you know Kat? I thought you and Kat were friends. That’s why I invited you.” He stared into my eyes, making me feel like a complete loser. I didn’t know a Kat. Was there even a Kat in our school? What would Jimmy think when he realized I didn’t know this Kat chick? Would he ask me to leave? Would he never invite me to another one of his parties?

Suddenly, Jimmy started laughing. “I’m just fucking with you, Devon. Jesus—loosen up a little bit.” He gave me a pat on the back. I tried to force a laugh.

“Oh, sorry,” I said.

“Sorry for what?” He was looking at me again. And what was I sorry for? Falling for his joke? Being tense? “Just relax. We’re just having fun tonight. No talking about classes or homework or college applications or SATs.” I couldn’t think of any other topics of conversation, but I nodded my head and smiled anyway. Then I followed Devon down into the basement.

All of the basement windows were covered with sheets. The lights were all dimmed and there was still no noise, as if there was no party at all. This whole thing was starting to seem like a big joke. So I took a big, long sip from my beer, hoping the alcohol would cut some of the edge. We came around a corner and Jimmy walked up to a door at the end of the dark hallway. “Come on in,” he said. He opened the door, revealing six people sitting on a large sectional couch: four girls and two guys.

Natalie was one of the girls. And sitting next to her was Anne Berkley, the blonde captain of the cheerleading squad. I recognized the other two girls—two little brunettes—but I didn’t know their names, or even if they were in the same grade as me.

The guys were Chad Klein and Red Jones, two of Jimmy’s football teammates. Everyone in the room looked up at me and smiled. “Hey Devon,” Chad said. And now I was almost positive that I was being set up for some sort of joke. Why did Chad Klein, the school’s quarterback, have any idea who I was? I mean—I’d been going to school with him for over eight years, and we were in most of the same classes—but still. Wasn’t I invisible during school? Did he actually hear my name when the teacher called it out?

“Hey Devon,” Natalie said. I was even surprised to hear her say my name. Back in junior high, I wanted her to talk to me so badly but I was always too afraid to approach her. Now she was talking to me and I didn’t know what to do. I parted my lips but no words came out. I managed to cough and make some sort of strange noise that could have been mistaken for a ‘hello’.

“Sit wherever you want,” Jimmy said as he took one of two remaining seats. So that just left the floor and the space between Natalie and one of the brunettes. I didn’t want to be the only one sitting on the floor, but I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to sit between the girls. I mean—Jimmy did say to sit wherever, but I don’t think I’d ever sat so close to girls before. I would possibly be touching them if I squished myself between them. Was that okay? Or did Jimmy just mean to sit wherever I wanted on the floor? “You going to sit or what, dude?” Jimmy said from his comfy seat next to Rex and Chad.

I walked over to that empty seat. The girls looked up at me with smiles, and I wondered if I was having a nightmare, even though it was also technically my fantasy. But in my fantasies, I wasn’t nearly as anxious as I was now. I sat down between the girls and there was no protesting. I looked over at Natalie who was looking at me. “How’s it going?” she asked. And I could smell her sweet perfume—like vanilla and raspberries.

“I—uh—I’m good,” I said. “How are you?”

“Devon got me an A in biology this term,” Jimmy said. “The kid’s like a biology super genius.”

Everyone looked at me again, making my heart skip yet another beat. “No way,” said one of the brunettes. “Can you help me with my bio homework? I can’t figure out that photosynthesis stuff.”

I nodded my head. “Sure. Do you have it here?” I asked.

Everyone laughed. “No talking about school,” Jimmy said, even though he was the one who brought up school. So now I didn’t know what to say.

“Do you play sports, Devon?” Chad asked from across the couch. And it took a moment to realize he was talking to me, even though he said my name directly.

“Do I play sports?” I repeated. I was trying to hide my trembling hands from the girls next to me.

“Yeah—that’s what I asked.”

“I don’t play sports—no,” I said. And the room became silent. “Uh, do you. I mean—besides football.”

“Yeah. I play basketball and lacrosse,” he said. And there was that silence again.

And the silence lasted a long time, until one of the brunettes looked at me and asked, “So are you excited?”

“Excited for what?” I asked. I had my hands clasped around my beer, which was nestled between my thighs, which were pressed together.

“Jeannie,” Jimmy said. He was motioning for her to shut up. My heart fluttered down into my stomach.

“Oh, sorry,” she said. And that just about confirmed it: they brought me over to torture me—I just didn’t know how they planned on doing it just yet. Maybe they would lock me in a room. Maybe they planned on humiliating me somehow—taking pictures of me while I was naked or something… But why would she ask if I was excited? What could she possibly mean by that?

“Let’s do some shots,” said Rex. He got up and left the room along with Jimmy and Chad. I was now alone with the four girls, who were all looking at me. Natalie’s eyes were sparkling. I wondered if she still had that herpes. Is that something that goes away?

“You know, I had a big crush on you a few years ago. I always wished you would come talk to me,” she said. My heart stuttered.

“What?” I said.

“I had a crush on you. I thought you were really cute. I’ve always been into nerdy guys I guess. Did you ever have a crush on me? I always thought that you did.”

I shook my head. “Sorry, no,” I said, lying. And I’m not sure why I didn’t just tell the truth. I was too afraid to admit that I had crushes, because if I admitted that I had a crush on her, then I was admitting that I was too much of a coward to act on it.

“Oh. Okay,” she said.

I knew I should say something—tell her that I was lying—but I was too afraid to speak, feeling the heavy pressure of the moment. I was still trying to wrap my head around why I was in that room: three handsome men, four beautiful women, and me—the small, skinny computer nerd; the guy with no friends, the guy who hated sports.

“I wish I had your eyelashes,” Anne said. “You’ve got such beautiful eyelashes.”

I nodded my head. “Thank you.” I took another long sip from my beer. Where were the guys? Why did it take three of them to retrieve some shots? I looked down at my watch. It wasn’t even 9:00 PM. How long was I supposed to endure this? I thought about leaving, slipping out while the guys were getting drinks, before they had a chance to prank me. Because I had a feeling they weren’t just getting drinks. I had a feeling they were setting up their humiliation. Maybe they were slipping a pill into the shot that was meant for me. Maybe they were going to drug me so that I would do something embarrassing, so they could film it and show it to the whole school.

But why would Jimmy want to humiliate me like that? It was true—I got him an A in biology. Maybe he really was just thankful. Maybe I should have been happy to sit between those beautiful women. Maybe Jimmy had a positive surprise for me, and that’s why he told Jeannie to shut up.

“I think I need to use the bathroom,” I said, standing up. “Which way is it?”

“It’s just right there,” one of the girls said, pointing at a nearby door. I was hoping that the bathroom would be upstairs, so that I could slip away without anyone noticing. But there was no escape down in the basement, unless the bathroom had an emergency exit, or a window I could crawl through. I opened the bathroom door and was surprised to see a bedroom and not a bathroom at all. I stalled in the doorway, and then the girl said, “It’s an en-suite. It’s just to your left.”

I walked towards that door on the left. But I had to watch where I was going because the floor was littered with women’s clothing. The bedroom must have belonged to Jimmy’s younger sister—judging by the posters of Justin Bieber on the wall. I didn’t even realize that Justin Bieber was still relevant.

The bathroom wasn’t much tidier. There was a bra and a pair of panties hanging on the shower rod, and another bra scrunched next to the sink. At least the toilet and floors were clean. There was a small window above the toilet, but it wasn’t anything I could fit my body through—and I know because I tried. I stood up on the toilet bowl, opened the window, and tried to pull myself through. But even with my girly narrow shoulders, I couldn’t get through.

So I went to the mirror and stared at myself. “Just leave,” I said. “Just go upstairs and leave through the front door.” I had a feeling they would forget that I was ever there within a minute of me leaving. I could say that I had a family emergency, or that I wasn’t feeling well. And it was true: I wasn’t feeling well. I was nauseous with anxiety.

I took a deep breath and emerged from the bathroom. The boys were back, sitting with the girls. Shots were lined up on the little coffee table. “There you are,” Jimmy said. “Sit down and let’s do shots.”

But I didn’t sit down. I looked over at the way out. I tried to remember how to exit the house: there were a few doorways, a few hallways, a few turns, and then the front door.

“Well?” Jimmy said.

My skin felt suddenly cold. I took another deep breath and then I managed to force a smile. “Okay,” I said. I sat down in defeat. There was a small chance that they hadn’t brought me over just to make fun of me. There was a small chance that they were giving me the opportunity to shed my loser status and become one of the popular kids. If I made a good impression, maybe I would get invited to Jimmy’s next party, and maybe that one would be a real party, filled with all of the memorable shenanigans that supposedly happened at all of Jimmy’s other parties.

I picked up one of the shots. I’d never done a shot before—but how bad could they be?

“Cheers,” Jimmy said. Everyone slammed back their little shots, so I did the same. The alcohol burned the inside of my mouth and my throat suddenly felt hot. I tried to gulp the booze down as tears filled my eyes. I nearly spat the whole thing out. I’m not quite sure how I managed to hold the alcohol down. Now it was burning my stomach. I looked around. No one else seemed to be quite as put off as me, so I did my best to look calm and cool.

“Good shot,” I said, forcing a smile. My stomach was rumbling now. Jimmy was pouring a second round of shots. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. Maybe this whole partying thing wasn’t for me. Maybe I really should get up and leave…

Another shot was in my hand. “Cheers!” Jimmy said again. And we all drank our booze. I nearly spat up again, but I managed to hold everything down.

Jimmy was pouring a third round, emptying out the last of that bottle. “One more,” he said. We all took the shots. My head was spinning. I’d never been drunk before. I didn’t know what to expect—but I knew it was inevitable after those three shots and that beer that I nervously finished before going to the bathroom.

“Okay, now we’ve got a bottle. So should we get to it?” Jimmy asked.

“I’ll move the table,” Rex said.

“I’ll push the couch back. Everyone up!” said Chad. Everyone stood up but me. I remained seated, trying to fight back the nausea. What was going on? What game were we playing? “Devon—mind standing up, buddy?” I slowly rose to my feet, and then he pushed the couch back until it hit the wall. The room was suddenly wide open and everyone was sitting down on the floor. Jimmy placed that bottle down at the center of us.

“So who gets to spin first?” he asked.

“You’re the host, so you make the first spin.”


CHAPTER III

It took my slow, alcohol tinged brain a moment to realize we were playing Spin the Bottle. I’d never played before, but of course I’d seen the game played on TV and in movies. Everyone knew the rules: spin the bottle and kiss whoever the bottle lands on. But this version of the game was different. Jimmy pulled a die out from his pocket and a little sheet of paper. He put the paper down on the ground, where everyone could see it:

	Kiss 

	Remove piece of clothing 

	Truth 

	Dare 

	Sexy rub 

	Everyone drinks and then roll again 



‘If 6 is rolled a second time: Seven Minutes in Heaven,’ the note concluded. The rules were fairly straightforward. I wasn’t sure when the die was rolled, but I found out a moment later, when Jimmy spun the bottle and it landed on Jeannie. He picked up the die and rolled a 3. “Truth,” he said. “Are you a virgin?”

Jeannie’s cheeks suddenly turned red. “Depends how you define a virgin,” she said.

“Has anyone ever fucked your pussy?” Rex asked suddenly with a big grin.

“Then no,” she said, holding her head up high. Her cheeks were the darkest possible shade of red now. “So it’s my turn to spin?” She grabbed the bottle and spun it. My heart was racing. This was all happening too fast. Was I playing? If the bottle landed on me, did I have to do whatever the die said I had to do? No one asked if I wanted to play. What if I didn’t want to do whatever it said I had to do?

The bottle landed on Rex. Jeannie grabbed the die and rolled it: 4. “Dare,” she said. And then she thought for a moment. Then a grin appeared on her face. “What’s that girl’s name—the girl you did your chemistry assignment with last week?”

“Fey Babiard?” Rex asked.

“Yeah, her,” Jeannie said. “You have her number?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“Text her and tell her that you love her.” Everyone started giggling. Rex’s face became white. Fey was a chubby girl with an unfortunate amount of acne. I’d been going to school with her since the first grade, and I was pretty sure I’d never heard her speak, because she was so cripplingly shy. The dare seemed mean, but I wasn’t about to say anything. I was just happy to be included for once. There was a real chance that the bottle could land on me and then one of the girls could roll a 1. It could be my first kiss. And hell, if one of the girls rolled two 6s on me, then it could be much more than my first kiss… Though is that what I wanted? Did I want to my first kiss to be an awkward forced experience?

Rex shook his head as he wrote out the message. The girls watched over his shoulder, to make sure he wasn’t cheating. “Say—I’ve been meaning to tell you for weeks,” Jeannie said while snickering. SO that’s what Rex wrote, and it was only a moment later when he got a reply.

“Read it out loud,” Jeannie said.

“She says, ‘I love you too. Can you please call me?’” Rex said with an awkward, monotonous voice.

“Are you going to call her?” Natalie asked.

“No, I’m not going to call her. I’ll text her later and say that someone stole my phone. Goddamnit—now I have to deal with this.” Rex’s phone was lighting up as Fey sent him message after message. So he turned his phone off and tossed it aside.

“Okay Rex, it’s your turn to spin,” said Jeannie. So Rex grabbed the bottle and he spun it hard.

And then the bottle landed on me. My heart skipped a long beat. I tried to draw a breath of air in, but my lungs wouldn’t allow it. I looked up slowly at Rex, who was rolling the die. If he rolled a 1—would I have to kiss him? I didn’t want my first kiss to be with a man. I don’t think I could kiss a man. What if he rolled two 6s? Would I have to go into a room with him? What would they expect us to do together?

Thankfully, he rolled a 2. “Off with your shirt, Devon,” he said. I wasn’t excited to show off my pale, twiggy body, but it could have been worse. I took off my shirt and placed it next to me. A few of the girls giggled—presumably at my lack of muscle mass—and then one of them said, “I wish I was as thin as you.”

I forced a smile and grabbed the bottle. I took a breath and gave it a spin. It landed on Anne Berkley, the beautiful blonde captain of the cheerleading squad. She looked into my eyes with a gentle smile. I looked into hers and completely forgot what I was supposed to do next. “Roll the die, Devon!” Jimmy said. I shook my head, snapping out of my daze, and then I picked up the die. I tossed it: 1. I looked over at the sheet and my body became frozen.

I managed to look over at Anne as she was crawling towards me. My eyes suddenly felt dry, possibly because I wasn’t blinking. Her lips were suddenly hovering an inch from mine. Her eyes were closed. She was waiting for me to finish the act. So I closed my eyes and leaned forward with my lips puckered. We kissed, pressing our lips together. It lasted two seconds—and then it lasted five seconds. Anne gently opened her mouth and playfully grabbed my top lip with her teeth. Then, her tongue penetrated my lips and teased the tip of my tongue. The whole time, I remained frozen stiff. When she pulled back, a bit of her saliva continued to connect our lips.

Then I heard the snickering. “You like that, Devon?” Chad asked.

“Huh?” I said. My face had never felt hotter before.

Then I noticed Chad was looking down at my lap. I had a massive erection, holding my pants up like an upright tent pole. I quickly reached down and tucked it back. But Anne had already seen. She was giggling. “It’s okay,” she said. “It’s really just a sweet compliment.” I was suddenly feeling humiliated, praying silently that they would all forget before school on Monday.

“Okay, Anne. It’s your turn. Spin the bottle,” said Natalie. So Anne reached out and grabbed the bottle. She gave it a spin. It landed on Chad, and then she rolled a 2. “Take off your shirt, Chad.” Chad pulled his shirt off with a grin on his face. He had nothing to hide, unless you count his rigid eight-pack or his thick pecs. The girls looked at him with glowing eyes even though everyone had seen him shirtless a million times before at school.

Over the next ten turns, a lot happened. A few 6s were rolled, but never twice in a row. So Jimmy went to retrieve another bottle of vodka, and we all did more shots. Jeannie and Anne both had 2s rolled on them, so their shirts came off, leaving them in just their bras and skirts. Jimmy was hit with two consecutive 2s, so he was sitting in only his boxers. Natalie got a truth rolled on her, so she was asked for a list of the men she’d fucked. The list was terrifyingly long, and it made me hope that I didn’t have to kiss her. Chad did end up kissing her a couple of rounds later. And then the bottle landed on me, after a spin from Natalie.

“Roll the die, Natalie,” said Jimmy.

My heart was pounding. I’d gone so many rounds without being landed on. She tossed the die. It landed on a 2. “Take off the pants!” Jeannie said with a strange amount of excitement in her voice. So I stood up and awkwardly took off my pants. Thankfully, I didn’t have a boner anymore, but now there wasn’t much helping me if I did end up with one. I still felt like I dodged a bullet.

So I spun the bottle. It landed on Jeannie. I picked up the die and tossed it as my heart fluttered around in my chest. “5,” I said. “What’s 5 again?”

“Sexy rub,” said Natalie with a big grin. “So go and give her a sexy rub.”

I got up and walked around. My heart was pounding and my stomach was churning. I stumbled slightly as the alcohol buzzed through my legs. I sat down behind Jeannie, who was sitting in nothing but a red bra and a tiny black skirt. I put my hands on her shoulders and I started to rub. Then everyone laughed. “No—not a shoulder rub—a sexy rub,” Natalie said. “You can either rub her tits or her pussy.”

I was suddenly speechless. I opened my mouth but no words or sounds came out. I’d never touched tits or pussy before. And what if she didn’t want me to touch her? What if she screamed sexual assault the moment my hands were on her sensitive areas? I was shocked when Jeannie sighed and then grabbed my hands, bringing them down to her large, soft breasts. She pressed my hands hard into her rack.

“Hold it for ten seconds,” said Rex. Was that a rule, or was he just making that up? Jeannie let go of my hands and then I found myself trying to count in my head as I fondled those soft, young breasts. I couldn’t believe how soft they were. Were all tits this soft? Were they all this squishy?

I could feel the subtle lumps of her nipples pressing against the palms of my hands. It felt like they were getting harder, as if I was making her aroused. She straightened her back slightly and I think I heard a soft whimper escape from her lips—as if she was really into the ‘sexy rub’ I was giving her.

“Okay, perv—that’s more than ten seconds,” Rex said. “Let’s get on with the game.”

I let go of the breasts quickly. When I took my seat back, I noticed Jeannie was looking at me with a grin. I had to look away quickly. It was already a miracle that my cock wasn’t rock hard.

The game continued. More clothes came off. Jeannie had another 2 rolled on her, so her bra came off and I saw my first set of exposed tits. They were perfect and perky. I tried not to look at them, worried I would make her uncomfortable and make myself look like a total creep. Rex had to kiss Chad a few rounds later, and then Jimmy had to kiss Natalie. We all did another shot when Natalie rolled a 6. Then she rolled a 5 after landing on Anne. I was shocked into silence when she crawled over to Anne and pressed her fingers underneath Anne’s panties. She rubbed for a minute, and by the end of the minute, Anne was squirming and moaning. I wasn’t the only silent one in that room.

Anne’s face was white once Natalie was finished with her. She stuttered and then said, “Is it my turn to spin the bottle?” with a flustered voice. She spun the bottle with a trembling hand. And that bottle landed on me. She looked at me and then she tossed the die. “2,” she said. “Take the boxers off.”

My heart skipped a beat before tumbling into my gut. Was I really supposed to expose myself to these people? Was this all part of that humiliation that I suspected they had in store for me? Or was this just a coincidence?

“C’mon, Dev. Take the panties off,” said Natalie with a big smirk on her face. I took a deep breath. Everyone was looking at me. I didn’t want to be the first to refuse the bottle’s decision. I had to do it. How bad could it be? It’s not like I had a tiny cock, and it’s not like they hadn’t seen cocks before. Natalie admitted herself that she’d fucked over a dozen guys, and the other girls all admitted that they’d been with men before. So I reached down and slipped my boxers down, keeping a hand in front of my penis. There were no rules against keeping myself covered with other means.

But even with my hand in the way, I was still exposed. The room suddenly felt cold, and it was my turn to spin the bottle—and it was going to be hard to crawl forward and spin that bottle with only one hand. I had to expose myself for a moment—I had no other choice. So I took my hand off my cock and used it to hold myself up while I reached out and spun that bottle. That’s when I landed on Natalie.

I took the die. I clutched it tight and prayed for truth or dare or something that would exclude me from any consequences. I threw the die and then my heart stuttered as it landed on 5: Sexy rub. She waved me over with one finger. So I slowly crawled up to her in that silent room. I reached out with one hand for her breast. Then she took my hand and guided it down. She pressed my fingers down the front of her panties, and then I felt my first pussy. She was wet and rubbery—and warm. I couldn’t see what I was touching, so I really had no idea which part of her cunt I was rubbing—until I felt the hole. I knew that hole from pornography. It was especially wet and warm, and my finger easily slipped into it. I felt her vaginal walls clutching my finger, as if she was trying to pull me in deeper. I looked up into her eyes and she was smirking. She liked it. She wanted me to rub more and she wanted me to rub harder. She was drunk—so wasn’t this wrong? Could she really consent to this if she was drunk? I was drunk too—could I really consent to this? My heart was pounding ferociously.

I suddenly thought about those years that I was obsessed with her. I used to go to bed thinking about her, wishing I was brave enough to ask her out so that one day I could feel her body and maybe get into her sweet pussy. Well I was there now, but now I wasn’t so sure it’s where I wanted to be. I felt her warm fluid dribbling down my hand, across my knuckles and down to my wrist. I took a deep breath and then I pulled my fingers out from her panties. “Okay—that was more than ten seconds,” I said. I wiped my hand on my bare leg. “It’s your turn to spin.”

Natalie spun the bottle with a big grin on her face. I was happy when it landed on Jeannie. She rolled a 1, so they kissed. It was a long kiss with lots of tongue. The guys all watched with glowing eyes, and they all leaned in closer when the girls started touching each other. Natalie reached out and squeezed Jeannie’s left breast for a moment before fondling her nipple, making it erect. I tried not to watch, as my cock was already throbbing and begging to become hard. I just wanted the game to be over. How many more spins before the game could end? Wasn’t this enough?

I closed my eyes and silently wished that everyone would get bored so we could all get dressed and be done with the game. When I opened my eyes, I saw that the bottle was pointed at me. And next to the bottle was the die, showing a 4. I looked up and saw Jeannie looking at me. “I want you to put on Anne’s panties,” she said.

And that’s when I realized Anne was sitting naked, with her legs pressed together to keep her pussy hidden. She was holding her red lacy panties on the tip of her finger, waiting for me to grab them. “That’s it?” I said as my heart stammered. I reached out and grabbed the tiny lacy garment. I pulled them up my legs. They fit snug and tight, and to be honest, I was happy to have something hiding my cock, so that I didn’t have to hold my hand there.

So it was my turn again to spin the bottle. The game continued.


CHAPTER IV

The next time a bottle stopped on me, it was after a spin from Anne. She rolled ‘sexy rub,’ and for men, that only meant one thing. She walked over to me and sat down in front of me. She had a big red-cheeked smile on her face as she reached into my red panties and grabbed my cock. She started to rub. She let a little laugh slip. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s actually getting hard.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I can’t help it.”

She closed her eyes, still with that smile. She rubbed quickly, as if it would make the ten seconds go by quicker. My face must have been redder than hers. She was the first girl to ever touch my cock. I was crossing a lot of firsts off of my list that night.

By the time she was done, I had an erection, which wasn’t so easy to slip back into my tiny panties. “I’m so sorry,” I said again.

Then Jimmy laughed. “Quit apologizing.”

I spun the bottle and was happy to land on Anne with a truth roll. I asked her to tell us all a random secret. I was shocked when she said that my cock was the first she’d ever touched before. I wasn’t sure I believed her, especially after she asked for the definition of a virgin back at the start of the game. But I accepted it as the truth and let the game go on.

Over the next few turns, I watched the girls kiss, then I watched the boys kiss, then I watched the boys kiss the girls, then I watched as Natalie took off her panties, revealing the wet pussy that I fingered, then I watched as Rex licked Chad’s flaccid cock before spitting and rubbing his tongue—and then I watched as Jimmy took off his boxers before making out with Natalie. Jimmy ended up getting an erection while kissing Natalie’s soft, used lips—but he didn’t bother to hide it. I guess he was proud of his long length. Natalie even reached down and grabbed it, even though that wasn’t part of the roll.

When Jimmy spun the bottle, it landed on me. He rolled another dare. “What should I do?” he asked while scratching his chin. Then his eyes lit up. “Put on Natalie’s skirt and top—and her bra, too.”

Everyone giggled. I just shrugged my shoulders and put the outfit on. Maybe it was the alcohol tinkering with my brain, but the dare didn’t seem so bad, especially after Rex was dared to lick Chad’s cock in front of all of us. The skirt fit surprisingly well, though it didn’t quite cover my bum (it didn’t quite cover Natalie’s bum either). The top was a bit tight, especially with Natalie’s bra on, but it still fit. Jeannie said, “Aw—you look so cute,” as if it was some sort of compliment. I nodded my head and looked down at the bottle.

I spun it. It spun around four times and then landed right back on me. So I reached out to spin it again, then Jimmy stopped me. “What are you doing?”

“I’m going to spin it again,” I said.

“No—now you roll the die.”

“Seriously?” I tried to think if this had happened at all in any of the previous rounds, but I think I was the first to land on myself. So I nervously grabbed the die and tossed it. I rolled another dare. “So I’m supposed to dare myself to do something?”

“No—we all come up with a dare for you,” said Jimmy. Then everyone looked at each other, all with grins on their faces.

It was Jeannie who opened her mouth to tell me my dare, and no one stopped her, as if they were all on the same page—as if they came up with the dare long before I even showed up at that party. “Let me do your makeup and your hair,” she said.

“My makeup and my hair?” I said.

“That’s right. C’mon—it will only take twenty minutes at the most.” She got up and skipped over to that bedroom next to our game. I stood up slowly, feeling strangely exposed in my little skirt and tight top.

“Okay, I guess we’ll take a twenty minute break. No one’s allowed to get dressed though,” Jimmy said. And it almost sounded like he was looking for an excuse to remain naked. Maybe he liked the other girls sneaking glances at his big dick and ripped body. I was starting to think that the whole goal of the game was to start a big orgy—though I still wasn’t sure how I fit into the mix. Why were they all so keen to get me dressed up like a girl?

Jeannie sat me down on the edge of the bed while she retrieved a few supplies. She talked me through everything she was doing. “First, I’m going to start with some foundation.” But I had no idea what that meant. I had no idea what the next five things were either. It wasn’t until she said eyeliner that I had an idea of what she was doing to my face. And in my mind, I imagined she was painting me up to look like a clown, or an unflattering drag queen at best—especially when she pulled out the tube of pink lip-gloss. “You look so cute,” she said as she smeared the sweet gloss on my lips.

I don’t know where the blonde wig came from that she put on my head, but she knew just where to find it as if the whole thing had been planned out. She got it snug on my head and then she stepped back. “Oh my God, you look so cute.”

“Are you done?” I asked. I looked around for a clock after looking at my bare wrist and remembering that they made me take off my watch along with my pants for some reason. I couldn’t spot a clock, but I knew it was almost time for me to head out—not that my parents were waiting up for me. They thought I was out at a sleepover. And I didn’t even have any homework that I needed to do—I just wanted an excuse to leave.

“Do you want to see?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t really care.”

“You know, they’re going to want you to use a girl voice out there. Give me your best girl voice.”

“I’m not going to do that,” I said.

She stared into my eyes. “If you don’t do it, they’re going to make the game harder on your—believe me.”

My stomach turned. How did she know? Did she know about their plan? Was she really trying to help me, or was she just trying to get a bit of extra humiliation out of the group’s sissy dare? “C’mon—come see yourself in the mirror,” she said.

“Okay,” I said softly, trying out my best girly voice.

“Hey—that was pretty good!” she said. She led me into that little bathroom and she flicked on the light. Then I found myself frozen, shocked by what I was seeing in the mirror. She wasn’t lying—I really was cute, and I really did look like a chick. I slowly brought my hands to my face and felt my skin, shocked by how smooth everything looked.

“W—What did you do?” I asked.

She laughed. “I didn’t do much. I made your cheekbones look a bit higher with some contouring. Otherwise, this is all you. Now let’s get back to the game.”

I was scared to reveal myself to the guys. I didn’t want them to know how good I looked. I didn’t want anyone to know how capable I was of looking just like a real chick. No man wants to look like a real chick. Though I shouldn’t have been so surprised. For years, bullies had been teasing me about how small and thin I was—and a few times they’d called me names like ‘girly boy’ or ‘sissy’. One kid back in the tenth grade would even slap me on the ass and say things like, “You would make a hot trap.” I always just assumed he was just saying it to embarrass me—but now I was starting to think that he was serious—and maybe he wasn’t the only one who saw that unfortunate potential in me. Apparently Jimmy and his friends all saw it too.

I was slow to emerge from the room. My legs trembled when everyone looked at me. There were a few smiles and a few little gasps. “Look at her!” Rex said. “You should bring her onto the cheer squad.”

“There’s more to the cheer squad than just being hot,” Anne said. And I don’t think she realized that she had just insinuated that I was hot. I found myself blushing embarrassingly.

“Let’s get on with the game, shall we?” the naked Jimmy said. “Whose turn is it?”

“It’s Devon’s turn,” said Jeannie.

“Right—of course. Go ahead, darling. Spin the bottle.” He handed me the bottle and my heart stuttered. I didn’t like the strange attention I was getting. Maybe it was just all of the liquor in their systems, but they were looking at me as if I was actually a chick.

I looked down at the bottle. I took a deep breath, and then I gave it a spin.


CHAPTER V

The bottle landed on Anne, and then I rolled a 2. She only had panties left on, so that’s what she took off. She rocked onto the back of her sit bone as she pulled her panties off of her feet, giving me a long glimpse of her pink pussy and the small strip of blonde hair that rested above it. My heart stuttered and I forced a smile. She took the bottle and gave it a spin. It landed on Jeannie.

“Roll the die,” said Jeannie with a strangely excited smile. Anne rolled a 2, but Jeannie was already naked. “Now what?” Jeannie said.

“I guess just roll again,” said Jimmy, who was watching with wide, shining eyes.

So Anne rolled again. This time she rolled a dare. “I guess I dare you to… masturbate in front of all of us, until the bottle lands on you again.” Jeannie’s face became dark red—though I couldn’t understand how it wasn’t dark red already. She bit her bottom lip and looked around the room. Then her gaze landed on me and she reached down for her pussy. I looked away quickly, but I could still see her fingers rubbing in circles between her legs out of my peripheral vision. Why was she looking at me?

She used her free hand to spin the bottle. It landed on Rex. She rolled the die and got dare. “Well I need something to watch while I rub myself, so why don’t you lick Jimmy for one minute,” she said.

“Lick him?” Rex asked with a crooked frown.

“Lick his cock,” she said with a big smile. And then she let a little whimper out. I couldn’t help but notice the new glimmer of fluid on the tips of her rubbing fingers.

“Ew—no way!” Rex said.

“Wait—is Rex our fist loser?” Anne asked, perking up suddenly.

“What does that mean if he loses?” I asked, suddenly excited that the game might be over before I had to do anything too embarrassing.

“The loser has to have sex with the doll on camera and then we all get a copy,” Jimmy said.

“The doll?” I asked.

“Don’t you know the doll? Upstairs, there’s a sex doll,” Anne said. “It’s got a pussy and then we put a strap-on on it, in case a girl loses first.”

My heart stuttered. That sounded horrible. I didn’t want any of these people to have a video of me fucking a doll—especially in my current state, dolled up like a chick. They would probably send the video around the school, and maybe even post it on some lewd websites. So I found myself wondering, what would I do in Rex’s position? Would I lick Jimmy’s cock for a minute or would I fuck the doll on camera?

“What happens to the person who comes in second last?” I asked, hoping the punishment wouldn’t be so bad.

“There’s only one winner—sometimes two,” said Jimmy. It sounded like they’d played this game before. I found myself wondering what other naughty things they’d done before.

“Well Rex—what’s it going to be?” Jimmy asked with a big grin.

Jeannie suddenly let a loud whimper slip. She bit down hard on her tongue and tried to gather her composure. Anne laughed.

“Okay—fine. I’ll do it. But this isn’t gay—it’s just a dare.”

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing: the two hundred and twenty pound hunk crawling on his knees towards Jimmy. Jimmy’s face was suddenly white. “Don’t do it, Rex. Just fuck the doll,” Jimmy said. “I promise I’ll just delete the video.”

“I won’t,” Natalie said with a big smile.

Jimmy sighed. Jeannie moaned. Rex paused, shook his head, and then he leaned in. “Start the clock,” he said. And then I saw his tongue stick out. He teased the length of Jimmy’s flaccid cock. He moved his tongue up and down while keeping his face scrunched tight. I looked away, towards Jeannie who was still masturbating. She had two fingers in her pussy now and she was plunging them in and out. Her fingers were wet and a dribble of warm liquid was streaking down her bum. She looked over at me, so I looked away in a snap, back towards Rex and Jimmy.

“Shit,” Jimmy said. His eyes were shut tight. “I’m just imagining a girl is doing this—that’s the only reason this is happening.” I didn’t know what he was talking about until I noticed his cock was starting to rise up.

“How much longer?” Rex asked.

“Forty more seconds,” Anne said.

So he kept licking, up and down the length of Jimmy’s throbbing cock. Time was going by slowly—and it probably seemed even more slow for Rex. His face was still scrunched tight. But he was covering the whole length of Jimmy’s shaft, even teasing his tip with the tip of his tongue. Jimmy was rock hard now: veins pulsing and bulbous tip bulging.

“Ten more seconds,” Anne said. “Get him nice and wet!” Rex licked that shaft until the moment Anne said to stop—and then he jumped back and ran off to the bathroom to wash out his mouth. The girls giggled as if it was just a funny little joke. I think I was the only one who noticed Rex’s bobbing erection between his legs, which he covered a moment after standing up. Did licking Jimmy’s cock get him hard? Was he secretly gay or bisexual?

When Rex came back a moment later, his face was still red. He didn’t make eye contact with anyone as he sat down and grabbed the bottle. He gave it a hard spin, and it landed on me. He grabbed the die while my heart stuttered and fumbled around in my chest. I felt sick when I saw the 1 that he rolled.

“Kiss!” Anne declared.

I looked over and saw that Jeannie was still fingering herself. Her face was red and she was squirming and trembling as if she was about to come. I couldn’t believe how wet she was—there was even a little puddle of liquid on the ground between her legs.

“C’mon now—let’s get this over with,” Rex said. He was sitting in front of me now, and he seemed bigger than ever, towering over me, looking down into my eyes. I felt suddenly tiny and fragile. He put his hands on my arms and leaned in. I closed my eyes and tried to wince away, but I wasn’t quick enough. His lips pressed against mine and we were kissing.

I wanted to pull away, but I didn’t want to be the game’s first loser—or a loser at all, for that matter. I couldn’t think of anything worse than seven of the most popular kids in school having a video of me dressed up like a girl while fucking a sex doll. And with my luck, they definitely would make me take the strap-on dildo in my ass instead of my cock going into the rubber hole.

I froze suddenly as Rex slipped a bit of tongue into my mouth, as if he forgot that he was kissing a boy. That same tongue just spent a whole minute sliding up and down Jimmy’s cock. I opened my mouth slightly, just so that I would look like I was participating, so that they wouldn’t decide that I was the first loser by default. But this turned out to be a mistake, as Rex took the opportunity to slip his whole tongue into my mouth. I nearly gagged. Thankfully, Anne announced the end of the kiss, so I pulled back and wiped the saliva off of my face.

“Okay, Devon—it’s your turn, beautiful,” said Natalie with that big smile.

I took the bottle and wished there was some way to win the game without having to endure any more spins. Every time it was my turn, my heart would stutter and cough as if I was on the verge of cardiac arrest. I had to take a deep breath to muster up the strength to spin.

The bottle spun quickly, and then it landed on Natalie. I was just happy that it didn’t land on one of the men. I grabbed the die and tossed it. I rolled a 6. “Roll again,” Jimmy said quickly. My heart was pounding. If I rolled another 6, that would be the end of my virginity—and Natalie wasn’t exactly the girl I wanted to lose my virginity to.

Jimmy was already pouring a round of shots for everyone. I wasn’t sure I could handle another shot. I was already wobbling slightly and my vision was starting to blur. I tossed the die and it rolled behind the bottle, where I couldn’t see it. Before I could lean forward to see what I got, Jimmy put a shot in my hand. “Cheers,” he said. He pounded his back, so I pounded mine back as well—mostly just to try and cut some of the anxiety, but it didn’t work. Now I just felt even sicker.

I rolled a kiss. I was happy that it was just a kiss, and with a girl—even though she may or may not be able to give me herpes. I crawled over to my old naked crush and then we kissed. Her lips were soft and she moved her tongue around elegantly in my mouth, as if she had lots of practise. She even put her hand gently on my cheek, cradling my face.

I was actually a bit sad when Anne announced that the time was up, and it was Natalie’s turn to spin the bottle. Natalie looked in my eyes for a moment with that suggestive smile, and then she spun the bottle. She got Chad, and then she rolled a kiss. I was a bit disappointed when I watched her kissing Chad with just as much enthusiasm—though I guess I wasn’t surprised.

My vision became fuzzy and my thoughts started to blur together. I had to close my eyes for a moment in an attempt to gather myself, so I wouldn’t pass out on that cold basement floor while dolled up like a girl. I couldn’t even begin to imagine the embarrassing things they would do to me while I was on the floor in that condition. I took a deep breath and then I opened my eyes and saw that the bottle was once again on me.

Next to it was the die, showing the number 3. “Truth,” said Jimmy. He had a big smile. “Are you a virgin?” he asked. And I wasn’t surprised by the question. I thought about lying, but I knew that I wasn’t a good liar without alcohol, so I was probably an even worse liar with it.

I bit down on my tongue and said, “I am.” The guys giggled and the girls all went “Aw—that’s cute.” I didn’t feel too embarrassed. It was hard to top the embarrassment of being dolled up like a chick.

I spun the bottle quickly, hoping to get it away from me as quickly as possible. Unfortunately, I landed on myself again—and once again, I rolled a dare. Everyone was looking at me with big smiles.

“Go into my sister’s room and find something sexier to put on,” said Jimmy, pointing over at the nearby bedroom. “I think there’s some lingerie in one of the bottom drawers.”

“And then when you come back, give Chad a lap dance,” said Jeannie, who was finally finished with her masturbation session.

“Yeah, yeah—and you have to give him a lap dance until he’s fully erect,” said Rex. Chad punched Rex in the arm. “Ouch! What did you do that for?”

“Watch your damn mouth,” said Chad.

And then everyone looked at me, waiting for me to get on with it. I couldn’t believe how embarrassed I felt. I didn’t think it was possible to become any more embarrassed, and I thought the alcohol would numb the humiliation. But somehow, I found myself with a hot face and trembling hands. I stood up slowly and walked over to that bedroom. I closed the door, just so that I could have a moment alone. The moment those gazes weren’t on me, I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back. “Just leave,” I said to myself. I didn’t have to put on lingerie and give Chad a lap dance. I didn’t even have to fuck that sex doll while they filmed me. I didn’t have to do anything. I was a free man and I was already a loser at school. Did I really want to be popular this badly? Was this even going to make me any more popular than I already was? It would probably make me even more of a loser—so why was I going through with it? Why was I digging through drawers looking for lingerie?

I found the drawer Jimmy was referring to. There were lots of sexy pieces, but it was a black piece that caught my eyes. It was a one-piece, with lacy bits and satin bits. It perfectly matched the pair of strappy heels that I found in the drawer above it. I took off my skirt and top and my panties, and then I slipped into the tight number. I loved the way the satin felt on my skin—but I hated the smile that was suddenly on my face. I convinced myself that it was just the liquor toying with my brain.

I took a minute to get all of the little straps of the heels done up around my ankles. I stood up slowly, wobbling slightly as I caught my balance. Maybe the heels weren’t such a great idea—though they made the lingerie look so much cuter. I walked over to that bathroom mirror and looked at myself for another minute, still completely in awe of how good I looked. I turned and looked at my ass, which was perky and smooth. For once, it seemed like there was a benefit to having almost no body hair on my body—or was that just contributing to the embarrassment of the situation?

“How’s it going in there?” Anne called out from the main room. My heart was pounding now. Maybe the heels weren’t such a good idea. Maybe I shouldn’t make them think that I was actually getting into this… Even though they might get bored quicker if they think that they aren’t getting under my skin. That was how I learned to deal with bullies: don’t give them any satisfaction, and eventually they will move onto other things.

“I’m almost done,” I called back. I took a few handfuls of toilet paper and stuffed the cups of my lingerie, giving myself a bit of a bust, to complete the look. Then I walked over to the door, took a deep breath, and built up as much confidence as I could for my lap dance.


CHAPTER VI

Everyone was in his or her spot waiting for me. Chad was sitting on a wooden chair that had been dragged into the room from one of the other rooms. He was still naked, with his flaccid cock resting between his legs. But even flaccid, it was still intimidating. I had to go until it was hard—and what if it touched me? I didn’t want to touch a man’s erection…

“Okay—go until he’s hard,” Jimmy said as he pulled out his phone and turned on a song through his Bluetooth speakers. It was a spacey atmospheric jam, like something you might see a stripper dance to in a movie—and maybe in real life, for all I knew. All eyes were on me—except for the eyes of Chad—his eyes were closed. I walked over, one foot in front of the other, the way the girls walk in the Victoria’s Secret fashion show. The girls whistled and cheered for me while Jimmy and Rex snickered. I walked around Chad’s chair, teasing his shoulders with the tips of my fingers. Then, I threw a leg over his lap and I bent over.

I’d never performed a lap dance before, but I’d seen many in the pornographies that I’d watched before. There wasn’t much to them, lots of rubbing and bending over. I started by rubbing my bum up Chad’s hard, muscular abs and chest. I rubbed up and down before sliding my ass down his hard thighs. I leaned back putting the back of my head on his shoulder. I looked over and saw that his eyes were still closed. I could tell that he was trying to think of other things: maybe his grandma or the homework he still had to finish. He didn’t want to get an erection for me—but this wouldn’t end until he did.

And strangely, I knew that I could give him one—if he would just open his eyes to see how sexy I was. And I knew that’s why he was keeping his eyes closed, because he knew that I was hot enough to make him hard. “Open your eyes,” I whispered in his ear.

He opened his eyes after a moment of hesitation. He looked down at my body. “You can touch me,” I said gently. He slowly put his hands on my sides. I went to bend over again, pushing my bum up his hard chest, so he could see how round and perky it was. I moved it up and down, and then I felt his trembling hands moving onto my cheeks slowly. The girls whistled again as his thumbs grazed close to my crack.

Then I spun around, sitting my ass down on his thighs as I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. His cheeks were red. I smiled and bit my lip the way Natalie bit hers every time she looked at me. Then I stood up, pushed my stuffed tits together, and I rubbed them in his face. His hands fell onto my hips again, and then they started to rub up and down.

“That’s it, girl! Work it!” Jeannie called out.

I ran my fingers down his hard, sweaty muscles. I couldn’t believe how ripped he was, as if he didn’t have an ounce of fat anywhere on his body. I kept gliding those fingers down, across his pelvis, and around his shaft. He twitched and took a sharp breath of air into his lungs. “I think I feel something,” I whispered with a smile.

But I didn’t know why I was smiling. I didn’t know how I was able to do any of this without gagging or passing out with embarrassment.

I stood up and reached out for his shoulders. I bent him forward, so his face was against my crotch. Then I began to grind my non-existent pussy in his face. I felt him mouthing against my cock, as if he wanted to suck it. Then I pushed him back. I bent over and flipped my head upside down, teasing his cock with my hair, like I’d seen girls do in videos. I planted my hands on his thighs and swayed from side to side. And I could see that his cock was rising up.

I sat down on his lap again, facing him. I lifted his cock up, so that it was pressed between his abdomen and my crotch. Then I began to grind myself against him. He was staring at me with glowing eyes now, as if he actually liked what he was seeing. And how could he not like what he was seeing? I was hot. I may have even been hotter than Anne and Natalie and Jeannie.

He was taking deep breaths, trying to remain in control. His cock was hard, but no one was telling me to stop. I didn’t want to stop, so I pretended not to notice. I like the idea that I could get a guy off—and not just any guy, but one of the most sought-after men in our school. There were dozens of girls who wished they could be in my place.

So I kept grinding, watching as his bulbous tip became a shade of red. I put my hands on his shoulders and stared into his eyes with a big grin. He was groaning, biting down hard on his tongue. “Come for me, baby,” I said in my best girly voice.

And then I felt the hotness hitting my abdomen. I looked down and his cock was blasting cum. There was an audible gasp in the room. I just made Chad come. I just made a man come, while dressed like a girl.

I stepped back and looked down at my stomach, which was dripping with jizz. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry,” Chad said. “That was awesome.” His face was a deep shade of red. “Let’s keep playing. Someone spin the bottle. Whose turn is it? My turn. Okay, give me the bottle.”

Chad was flustered and trembling. He took the bottle and spun it quickly. I could practically see his heart pounding. The bottle landed on Natalie. Chad rolled a dare, then he said, “I dare you to lick my cum off of her stomach.”

Natalie didn’t miss a beat. She crawled over and started licking that still warm cum off of my stomach. It was obvious that Natalie wasn’t going to lose the game—she was apparently willing to do anything without hesitation. So was there really any point in continuing? Was there any point in enduring more humiliation if we were all just going to have to fuck the doll eventually anyway?


CHAPTER VII

I got a much-needed break when Anne dared Jimmy to run around the block in the nude. It took Jimmy a good ten minutes to build up the courage to make the run, and then it took him another five minutes to complete the run. After that, Jimmy spun the bottle on Rex and rolled a dare, so he dared him to do the same thing. By the time we all got seated again, I was feeling clear-headed and stable on my feet.

But even in my new state of sobriety, I still found myself gently reaching down to feel the intricate lace and the soft satin of my lingerie teddy. Whenever everyone was looking in another direction, I found myself looking down to admire my cute feet in my strappy heels.

I liked the way that I looked, and that made my stomach turn. In my head, I was running through ways I could steal some outfits and makeup from that girly bedroom. There was that small window above the bed—maybe I could stuff a few things into a bag and then stuff them out of that window. Then, when I left the house, I could quickly run around the house and grab that bag without anyone looking.

But I tried to push that idea out from my head. I kept reminding myself that I was just drunk and drunk people have stupid ideas. But with each passing minute, I was feeling less drunk, and those strange urges were still there.

It didn’t help that I actually looked pretty—and I knew it was true because the girls kept telling me it was true, and because I made Chad come with just a little bit of dancing and rubbing. If I looked silly or ridiculous, he wouldn’t have come so fast. And if I looked silly and ridiculous, I probably wouldn’t be feeling so comfortable now, with my leg crossed—my foot dangling and swaying playfully as I anxiously waited for that bottle to land on me again.

But I was on a lucky streak. The bottle kept narrowly missing me. The other guys and girls were the ones kissing and rubbing and revealing secrets and performing dares. Jimmy was dared to jerk off Rex, and he actually did it. Jeannie helped Rex out by standing next to him, letting him fondle her breasts so that the act wouldn’t take so long. But Rex didn’t warn Jimmy when he was about to come, so Jimmy ended up getting a big shot of warm jizz right on the nose. He ran off to the bathroom to wash himself up, giving my body another few minutes to recover from all the shots. I was pleased to discover Jimmy was out of booze when Anne rolled a 6 a few rounds later. So I at least knew that the booze wasn’t going to kill me that night.

And I was starting to think that whatever god was watching over our game was looking out for me now. That bottle kept missing me, and I could tell that the others were starting to tire of the game. People were starting to sigh when it was their turn. I caught Rex looking over at the clock a few times. It was only a matter of time before Jimmy stood up and said, ‘Okay, that’s enough. Game’s over.’ And I could tell that he was close—maybe just hoping to get one last good dare in before the big finale. Unfortunately for him, the bottle landed on him. He stared at it, maybe thinking of pulling the plug on the game now, but he probably knew that wouldn’t go over well. Natalie was the one who spun the bottle. She rolled a truth, and then she re-rolled because we all agreed that there were no longer any interesting truths to keep the game fun. She rerolled a dare.

“What do you want me to do?” Jimmy asked, sounding tired.

Natalie thought for a moment with a smirk on her face. “Eat me out,” she said. She bit her bottom lip as her cheeks became a shade of rose. Then she spread her legs wide and patted the ground in front of her pussy. Jimmy was slow to react. He looked down at her snatch, which had already been rubbed by nearly everyone in the circle—girls included. He sighed and then he crawled over. He sunk down onto his stomach and then he pressed his face against her used pussy. He started to lick. She sunk her fingers into his hair while we all watched. And even though it wasn’t the first sexual act of the night, it was still a heart-pounding moment. It was so strange watching my old crush being intimate with someone else.

She closed her eyes and let her head fall backwards. She let out a cute moan. “Oh God, just like that,” she said. She pulled his head in closer. I was suddenly wishing there was another bottle of vodka. That anxious edge was starting to come back and I hadn’t even realized that it was gone. I looked over at the clock and saw that it was almost 1:00 AM. We’d been playing the game for hours. Surely it was almost over—right?

Natalie came, screaming loudly. Jimmy suddenly winced back and spat out a mouthful of fluid. “Ew!” he said. “You squirted in my mouth!”

“Most guys like it,” Natalie said, narrowing her eyes and suddenly looking offended.

“No one likes that,” Jimmy said, wiping his lips. “You know squirt is just pee, right? You just pissed in my mouth!”

“Squirt is not pee!” Natalie snapped back.

“Okay, okay—calm down you two,” Anne said. “Are we going to keep playing or are we done now?” My heart leapt up in my chest. Finally, the game was coming to an end! I survived all of the humiliation. And I knew that no one in that room would tell anyone in the school about what happened, because everyone suffered equal embarrassment—everyone in that room now had secrets that they wanted to keep.

“No, we’re not stopping now,” Jimmy said. “Not after my turn. That’s not fair.”

“Well we’re going to have to stop eventually, or we’ll be at it all weekend,” Anne replied.

“Fine. How’s about one more round.”

“Well isn’t that convenient for you?” Rex said.

“Fine—two more rounds. That way it can still end on me,” Jimmy said.

“Sounds good to me,” Natalie said. Everyone nodded, and I nodded along. Though it was a bit sad to think that my time as a pretty sissy was coming to an end. Once the game was over, I would be expected to get washed up and changed as soon as possible, otherwise they would all know that I was enjoying my time in lingerie and heels.

Jimmy grabbed the bottle. He took a deep breath and then he gave it a hard spin. It spun and spun and spun while everyone watched closely. It seemed to spin forever, distressing all of us. We all knew that the final couple of dares would be especially tormenting. The game had to end with a bang.

The bottle landed on me. I looked up and saw Jimmy staring at me. He wasn’t smiling. His face was a strange pale shade as he looked into my eyes. He picked up the die and rolled it—and of course he rolled a dare, not that any of the other rolls would have been better.

“Well?” Natalie said. “What do you want her to do?” I tried not to grin when I heard Natalie refer to me as ‘her’.

“Hold on. I’m thinking,” Jimmy said with a snap. He kept staring into my eyes, as if he was trying to come up with something especially horrible. My stomach groaned. It was so close to the end of the game, and now I could tell that Jimmy was coming up with something so horrible, I would want to fuck that sex doll on camera. I bit down on my tongue and silently prayed for mercy.

“C’mon, Jimmy, I’m getting tired,” Chad said.

“Okay, okay—fine,” Jimmy said, waving Chad off. “Suck my dick.”

The room became silent. My heart stuttered as my brain desperately tried to process Jimmy’s request. Surely I couldn’t have heard him right. Surely he didn’t want me to suck him off—did he? “What?” Rex asked for me.

“I just dared her to suck my dick—for one minute.”

The room was silent again. “But… you know she’s actually a dude, right?” Chad said.

“Is that what you were thinking about when she made you come with her lap dance?” Jimmy asked with a roar. Chad became silent. Jimmy looked back at me. “Well? Are you going to do it, or do you lose?”

I took a deep breath and then I crawled over to him. I had to do it. How bad could it be? I mean—the thought of sucking a cock before I even lost my virginity was horrible, but it wasn’t as bad as fucking a sex doll on camera, so that I could be tormented by the school’s cool kids for the rest of my academic career.

Jimmy’s cock was already half-erect. I only had to do it for a minute. At least I didn’t have to do it until he got off. I stared at his curved, thick cock as it dangled before me. I hated how silent that room was. And I hated how excited I was as I thought about the fact Jimmy—the most popular guy in school—thought I was hot enough to blow him.

“You going to do it or what, beautiful?” I heard Natalie ask.

I reached out and grabbed the warm shaft. I held it up, towards my lips, and then I sunk my head down while closing my eyes. I heard the soft beep of Rex’s watch as he started the timer. So I started sucking. At least there wasn’t a gross taste—though the feeling of Jimmy’s foreskin being pulled back in my mouth was a bit off-putting. I tried not to think about it. I just pressed my lips firmly around that cock and I bobbed my head. I kept the shaft cradled on my tongue, so it wouldn’t go rogue inside of my mouth and bash around in my throat.

I could feel him getting harder and bigger. After about twenty seconds, it wasn’t so easy to get all of him inside of my mouth—but I knew I was almost half done, so I just kept my eyes closed and I kept bobbing my head. I let him into my throat, making me gag slightly. I didn’t want to give him any excuse to call me a loser. I still didn’t really know the rules of their secret sex game—maybe if the blowjob were deemed lousy, I would end up straddling that sex doll regardless. So I bobbed my head quickly. I felt his cock twitch in my mouth, and then I could taste something bitter—like warm pancake batter. Was it pre-cum? I could feel Jimmy’s veins throbbing. It was a weird feeling, having another man’s appendage in my mouth. And it was even weirder to think that he was liking it. I mean—he must have been liking it, right? He asked for it, and now he was rock hard.

His cock was throbbing quickly. I wondered if he was close to coming. Could I get him to come before the time was up? I bobbed my head quicker, arching my back downwards, so that my bum would look perkier and sexier. I pointed my toes in my heels and I lifted one foot into the air. If I was going to get him off before that timer went off, I needed to get him to a state of maximum arousal. I heard him moan. I used my tongue to tickle the underside of his tip while I stroked his shaft with my tightly pressed lips. His fingers were in my hair, grabbing tight, nearly pulling off my wig.

“Oh God,” he groaned. I heard the beeping of that stopwatch, but I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to see my blowjob through to the end. I could pretend like I didn’t hear it so that I could taste his sweet cum.

Then he pushed me back. “Time’s up, slut,” he said. “Don’t you hear the beeping?” His face was dark red. He wiped the beads of sweat off of his forehead and then he covered his massive, drool-covered erection with the palm of his hand. “Okay, it’s your turn, and it’s the last turn. Get it over with.”

I sat up slowly. I could feel the gazes of everyone staring at me. I was too embarrassed to look at their faces. I crawled back slowly, keeping my eyes down. Then I grabbed that bottle and gave it its last spin.


CHAPTER VIII

It spun and spun and spun. While it was spinning, I looked up at Jimmy. He looked away from me suddenly, as if he didn’t want me to know that he was looking at me. My mind was racing with thoughts that I’d never had before. In the back of my mind, I was still trying to come up with a way to steal a few outfits from Jimmy’s sister, without my classmates noticing.

I looked down and saw that the bottle was pointing at me. Once again, I spun the bottle on myself. I remembered the rule: the whole group decided the dare for me—but that was only if I rolled a dare. What if I rolled a kiss? Would the whole group have to kiss me? And if I rolled the ‘sexy rub’—would I have to go and rub everyone in that room?

“Roll the die,” said Natalie. I picked up the die and I gave it a good shake before letting it go. It danced and bounced on the ground, and then it revealed that rare 6. “Roll again.” I picked it up again and tossed it once more. This time, it seemed to bounce and dance forever before settling in place.

“Six—that means Seven Minutes in Heaven,” Rex said.

My heart stammered. “With who?” I asked.

The room was quiet for a moment. “Well, according to the rules: with everyone,” said Jimmy.

I looked up and saw everyone staring at me. “W—What?” I said. My heart was pounding. What exactly did that mean? Were they saying that I had to get it on with all of them? One at a time, or in a big orgy? Was this that final humiliation that I’d been waiting for all night? How could they have planned this? The chance of rolling two sixes in a row was low—but not as low as the chance of me spinning the bottle onto myself in the final round before rolling those two sixes.

Natalie was the first to come up to me. She sat down in front of me with a big warm smile and then she leaned forward, kissing me on the lips. I could taste that bitter tinge of cum still on her lips, from when she licked it off of my lingerie. But that didn’t stop me from kissing back.

Then I felt a pair of soft, feminine hands on my shoulders. I looked back and saw Anne sitting behind me, leaning in to kiss my neck. My heart fluttered, and then I noticed Jeannie heading for the door. Where was she going? Was she just leaving? Was it considered a loss if she bowed out now? I didn’t say anything. I let her go, because I wished that I could go.

The two girls helped me up to my feet. “Should we take her to the bedroom?” Anne asked.

“Yeah,” said Chad. And then they started pulling me towards the bedroom. I wanted to fight back but I was too afraid. I’d come so far. I couldn’t just wimp out now. I was minutes away from being finished with the game and with the whole party. I could finally say that I was part of one of Jimmy’s epic parties—though I could never tell anyone what happened within those sacred walls.

Rex was already on the bed, on his back, with his erect cock in his hand. He had it aimed up, ready to penetrate me ass. The girls helped me up onto the bed. They each grabbed a leg, spreading them before guiding me downwards. “W—What are you guys doing?” I asked.

“Don’t worry,” Natalie said. “It will all be over in seven minutes.”

I felt Rex’s warm tip pressing between my butt cheeks. One of the girls pulled my lingerie to the side, so that my asshole was exposed and vulnerable. Then, I felt pressure on my shoulders as they tried to push me down onto the cock. “I’m a virgin,” I said.

“We know—you told us a couple of hours ago,” said Anne.

“In seven minutes, you won’t be a virgin anymore. Aren’t you excited?” Natalie asked with a big smile. She leaned forward and kissed me again, giving me another taste of that bitter cum that refused to leave her lips.

I felt that tip press into my hole. I gasped and clenched and bit down on my tongue. “It hurts,” I said.

“It won’t. Just relax,” Natalie said. I tried to take a deep breath. One of the girls was rubbing my shoulders. And I wondered: was this better than fucking that sex doll on camera? Was it too late to take that embarrassing option—before that cock ended up any deeper in my anus?

Jimmy was standing ten feet away from me now, stroking his cock slowly as he watched me getting stuffed by Rex’s long appendage. I looked into his eyes, hoping he would be the one to have mercy on me, but I could tell that he was just waiting for his turn. Chad was next to him, standing slightly behind as if there was a line-up.

I looked away. My heart was pounding ferociously fast. I was worried I was about to pass out, and I was wishing I would have been more boozed up, so that this memory wouldn’t exist in the morning. But now, I was completely sober—not even a little bit buzzed.

“Fuck—she’s so tight,” Rex groaned. His cock was almost entirely inside of me now. I could feel it pressing up towards my sternum, stretching my tight hole impossibly wide. I clenched again, but that didn’t stop the girls from pushing me down further. Rex groaned even louder. “Bounce like the slut you are,” Rex said, once his whole cock was inside of my body.

So I started bouncing. The girls held me upright. It was Natalie who reached into my lingerie and fished out my cock. “She’s hard,” she said, wrapping her fingers around my cock. She started to jerk me off.

“Does it still hurt, darling?” Anne asked with a warm, gentle voice.

I shook my head. The pain was gone, but I couldn’t speak. There was a lump in my throat and my whole world was spinning in fast circles.

I was bouncing up and down on a cock. I was no longer a virgin. And I would always remember the way I lost my virginity: dressed like a chick with an audience of my classmates.

It was Natalie who decided she wanted in on the action. She climbed up onto the bed, turned around, and lowered her pelvis down until it was in line with my cock. She asked Rex and me to stop for a moment while she lowered herself in for landing. She squished her wet pussy against my cock and wiggled until I penetrated her. Then she told us to carry on while she hovered in place, getting her pussy fucked. I couldn’t believe how wet she was—literally dripping onto the bed. Her pussy made a squishing down every time my cock pressed into it. I grabbed her hips firmly—to hold her in place and to hold myself in place. She kept pushing her bum back, until it was pressed firmly into my lap.

The euphoria was overwhelming. I tried not to scream but I knew screaming was inevitable. I bit down on my tongue, almost making myself bleed. And then I heard Rex groaning loudly. His fingers dug into my sides and then I felt a series of hot bursts deep inside of me.

He suddenly pushed me off of me, rolling Natalie and me over, so Natalie was flat on her stomach and I was on top of her, still with my cock in her snatch. I felt Rex’s hot load rushing towards my stretched anus. I tried to clench it back, but I couldn’t stop it.

“Get in there—quick!” Rex shouted. And then I looked back to see Jimmy mounting me. He pressed the tip of his cock into my ass, plugging me as if he was corking an upside-down wine bottle full of shampoo. Then he started pushing his cock in. No amount of clenching would hold him back. He was determined to get inside of me entirely. And it was only ten seconds before he had his whole cock in me. He started to thrust, squishing his friend’s load around inside of my butt. It was a weird feeling—and an amazing feeling. The euphoria was intense now. I started screaming as that pleasure started to centralize between my legs. I clenched and then I tried to warn Natalie that I was about to cum inside of her. “It’s coming!” was all I managed to say.

“Fucking come in me, you sexy slut!” Natalie said. So I stopped holding back. I filled her little pussy with my warm load. She groaned and grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets.

Jimmy only took a few dozen seconds to come. Apparently he was still on the verge after my blowjob. Chad took his place quickly, making sure none of that sweet jizz poured out of me. Now I could really feel it sloshing around inside of me as it coated the entire length of Chad’s rod. Chad pumped me quickly, coming quickly—but the act wasn’t over.

Jeannie was next in line, with a strap-on dildo synched tightly around her hips. She walked forward and pressed all three creampies deep into my body with the big plastic toy. She only fucked me for a couple of minutes before climbing up on the bed to make me suck all the different flavours of cum off of her fake cock.

I wasn’t able to stand once it was all over. Natalie managed to crawl out from under me. Everyone went to get cleaned up—but even once they were all dressed, I was still limp on that bed. My ass was sore but that euphoria was still pulsing through my veins. It was Anne who asked, “Are you okay, Devon?”

I nodded my head. “Just fine,” I said with a groan. I could feel all of that cum down my ball sack and pooled around my cock, as if someone poured a whole pint glass of piña colada down my crotch. Anne reached her hand out and helped me to my heeled feel. I wobbled and then she caught me. “You did good,” she said.

I looked into her pretty blue eyes. “Are you guys going to tell everyone at school about this?” I asked.

“What? Why would we do that?” she asked.

“Is that why you invited me—to make fun of me?”

She shook her head and laughed. “No. We just invited you because we thought you would be fun to hang out with—and we were right.”

It was a minute later when Jimmy walked up and gave me a firm pat on the back. “That was fun, Devon. You should come out next weekend. We’re having a big house party.”

“I’d like that,” I said.

“And, I don’t know—maybe you could come dressed like a chick. You make a fun chick.”

Rex was nodding his head in the corner. “Agreed,” he said without looking over. And maybe it was just my gullible nature, but I actually believed them. Maybe they were right—maybe I did make a better girl than I did a guy. Maybe these jocks and cheerleaders weren’t as bad as I thought they were. Maybe they didn’t have some mean agenda, just because they were popular. 

“I’m going shopping tomorrow. You should come with me,” Jeannie said. And it was a moment before I realized she was talking to me.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah. I know a cute little dress shop that has so much stuff that would look so cute on you.” My heart throbbed. I tried telling myself that it was just the liquor, but I knew that I was completely sober. I really was just excited to play sissy dress-up—and maybe there was nothing wrong with that. It’s not like I was hurting anyone by wearing cute clothes and a bit of makeup. It’s not like people would look at me and think that I was some mentally deranged lunatic. I really looked like a chick with a wig and a bit of makeup.

I went over and picked up my pile of clothes. But I didn’t want to put any of it on. So instead, I asked Jimmy if I could borrow something from his sister’s closet. “Go for it,” he said casually. So I grabbed the cutest little white dress, and then I grabbed an old red purse from the back of the closet. I stuffed my clothes in it, and then I was about to stuff my phone in it when I noticed a message from my friend, Steve.

“How’s it going? Are they done whacking at you like a piñata?” he asked.

“I’m just about to leave. It was the best night of my life,” I wrote. And I had to think about it before I sent it, to make sure that it was really true. But I couldn’t think of a better night—though I had a feeling that there were some truly amazing nights ahead of me now.

THE END


HAPPY WIFE HAPPY LIFE

Devin’s wife Kate hasn’t been herself lately. She’s been quiet and uninterested in intimacy, and the problem only seems to be getting worse. It’s been driving Devin crazier by the day—until he can’t take any more. He demands to know what’s wrong.

Apparently Kate has recently started to come to terms with the fact that she will never get to experience a fantasy that she’s kept deeply secret for many years—a fantasy that involves Devin putting on her lingerie and some makeup for a night with a complete stranger while she watches from the corner. And now Devin has to decide what he is willing to do to make his wife happy.


CHAPTER I

We had been married for four years—together for six—when I started to notice there was something wrong with Kate, my wife.

I first noticed it after we would have sex, while we were getting cleaned up. She would have this glazed over look in her eyes, as if her thoughts were elsewhere. I just assumed that she had a lot on her mind. But that look didn’t go away—it was always there moments after I would pull out of her and my creampie would ooze out from her tight pussy. And it would stay on her face for a long time—sometimes for the rest of the day, as if our sex was ruining her day. But she seemed to enjoy the actual fucking—

At least it seemed that way until one day, when I was sticking my cock into her. I looked into her eyes before I was even inside of her, and I noticed that familiar glazed over look. “What’s wrong?” I said.

It took a moment for her to realize I’d asked a question. “With me?” she said. “Nothing. I’m fine.” He forced a smile. I assumed that she just had working on her mind or something—so I didn’t let it stop me. She didn’t end up coming, but I didn’t think too much into it. She didn’t come from time to time—it wasn’t that unusual.

But then she didn’t come the next time, or the time after that. I would be pumping her with my cock and she would have that glazed over look in her eyes. She wouldn’t moan and she wouldn’t do much moving. I was starting to think that she was only putting out for my sake. Had she lost interest in sex altogether?

I decided to conduct an experiment. I didn’t initiate sex for a whole week, to see if she would be the one to drag me into the bedroom. But for that whole week, there was no mention of sex. I wanted to extend the experiment for another week, but I was way too horny. I ended up throwing her onto the bed and pumping my cock inside of her for a glorious thirty seconds until I unloaded a whole week’s worth of semen into her body. But even then, she hardly flinched. She didn’t even giggle the way she used to when I pounced her like a wild animal. Was the lust gone?

It got worse. That faraway look started showing up when we weren’t fucking. When we would go to bed at night, I would look over and notice her staring up at the ceiling, with that same look, as if she wasn’t just losing her lust for me, but she was losing her lust for life. “Is everything okay with you?” I asked. “You’ve been weird lately.”

“I’m fine,” she said with that familiar faked smile. Then she rolled over and went to sleep. But that look was there again the next night.

Our sex life took a big hit, and she didn’t even seem to notice. We went from fucking daily to fucking weekly—sometimes even just once a month. And I was always the one to start it—but she never came. She’d apparently lost the ability to come… at least with me. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she was feeling regretful. Maybe I was lousy in bed and she was just too polite to tell me. Maybe she was wishing that she would have married a stallion: some guy who could fuck like a pornstar.

Or maybe she was just bored. Maybe we needed to spice things up a little bit.

I went online and made a big order. I bought lingerie, games, and sex toys. It all came a few days later. While she was at work, I set the bedroom up, sprinkling fake rose petals around, setting up a sex-themed board game on the bed, lining the new toys up on the dresser. I even set up our video camera on a tripod, thinking that a sex tape could reignite that spark.

And when she came home, she played along. She put on the lingerie and we played that game—doing our best to work out the positions on the cards in the game. She even let me fuck her with the long vibrator I bought. But she still didn’t come—though at one point I thought I saw that glimmer in her eyes that I’d been so desperate to see for so long.

I set everything up again a few nights later. Kate played along again, but that glimmer was definitely nowhere to be seen. After just a few nights, the games and the toys were already old and boring. Our sex life wasn’t saved, and our marriage was starting to seem rocky.

I was driving home from work one afternoon when I noticed a new sex store had opened up. I pulled into the parking lot and ventured inside. I always hated going into sex shops—always feeling like a pervert—probably because there were always trench coat prevents meandering around the places. I was desperate to find something to spice things up, even though I was starting to think that the problem with our marriage wasn’t sex at all. I was starting to think that I was the problem. Maybe I wasn’t romantic enough. Maybe I wasn’t attentive enough. Maybe I didn’t make enough money. Maybe Kate just wanted more out of life and she wasn’t getting it from me.

I walked through the store, seeing some familiar items on the shelves—items I’d purchased online and gotten a bit of use out—but nothing that was able to fix my new intimacy issues. Then I ventured towards the back of the store, where the more hardcore stuff was kept. There were leather masks and chains. To me, it was intimidating and even a little bit creepy—but maybe that’s what Kate needed: a bit of a thrill. I bought a couple pairs of handcuffs and a gag ball. Then, the storeowner convinced me to buy a whip.

I got the bedroom set up again, before Kate came home. This time I felt awkward—my heart pounding, worried that Kate would see the new items and think that I was some sort of pervert. I was already feeling like we hardly knew each other anymore.

I could feel that my face was red when she came up to the bedroom. “Take off your clothes and lay down,” I said. She stared at me with that blank stare from the doorway.

“What is all this stuff?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Something different. Now get undressed and lay down.”

She hesitated, but then she went along with it. I cuffed her wrists to the bedposts and then I stuffed that gag ball into her mouth. I took my clothes off and I climbed onto the bed with her. I looked up her gorgeous body and then I looked into her eyes. But that lifeless gaze was still there. The cuffs and the gag ball were doing nothing.

But that didn’t stop me from trying. I squirted some lubricant on my cock—I’d needed lube ever since she started getting that look in her eyes—and then I mashed my tip up and down the length of her pussy. But she didn’t flinch. It was just normal sex to her, except now she had the inconvenience of handcuffs to deal with. There was nothing exciting to her—and maybe this really was all just a waste of money.

But I was determined to get a reaction out of her, so I lowered my tip to her butthole. We’d never done anal before. I’d never asked and she’d never offered. But now I wasn’t asking—I was just going for it. I started to push my tip into her back door. I looked at her eyes and saw that they were wide. She took a deep breath in as my tip penetrated her tight anus. I felt like I was getting somewhere.

She groaned slightly as I pushed in. It probably hurt a little bit, but maybe that was part of the fun. She tried to move, but the handcuffs were tight. So I pushed in further, feeling her tight hole clenching along the length of my shaft. I let a groan out of my own. I didn’t think it would be this tight! I could feel her anal walls hugging my shaft—possibly trying to push me out. But I just kept sinking in deeper.

Her eyes were still wide, and wide eyes were better than dead eyes. I got my whole cock into her ass and then I started to pump. She groaned, muffled by that gag ball. I pumped faster and faster, looking down at her rectum, which hugged my shaft in both directions: in and out. I grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted some onto the action. It made a squishing sound as I pushed in.

It felt good. I closed my eyes and revelled in the tight euphoria. Then I opened my eyes and saw that she was staring up at the ceiling, back to looking uninterested. But how could that be? I was penetrating her anus for the first time! I pumped faster and came down harder, but I couldn’t get a reaction out of her.

And now I was about to come. I thought about coming inside of her, because that’s how I always came, but then I had another new idea. I pulled my cock out and stood up quickly. I started beating my shaft until cum started blasting in every direction. I did my best to point my tip down, so that my load would mostly end up on her. She closed her eyes and winced her face away as I coated her pretty body and her cute face.

Then I just felt guilty. She was messy and probably a bit sore—but no closer to being sexually satisfied. And maybe my initial fears were correct: maybe her lifeless look had nothing to do with sex. Maybe she was just over me.


CHAPTER II

It was a week later when my computer died because I forgot to plug it in. While it was charging, I went to grab Kate’s computer. I went to use her Internet, and then I saw that she had real estate listing opened. She was looking at properties on Vancouver Island, where she was from. Was she thinking of moving back without me? Was she creating an exit strategy?

I looked through the properties. There was no way she could afford them on her own. They were worth more than our current house, and we were only able to afford that with our combined salaries.

I shook my head. We’d already been through this—years ago. She wanted us to move to the island and I wanted to stay in Manitoba, where the work was. I tried explaining to her that we would both take salary hits if we moved to the island, and we would be leaving behind the friends I grew up with—and she agreed. So is that what this was about? Was she upset about where we lived? Did we need to have that same conversation again? Did I have to re-explain to her why we were better off in Manitoba?

I closed the tabs and went on with my Internet browsing. As I went to type a website into the browser, a suggestion for a different website came up: one that my wife had apparently visited recently. I clicked it.

It was an ad for a dog. ‘Bowser needs a loving home!’ the ad read. I sighed. We already had a dog, and we’d already been over this: we weren’t getting a second dog. Kate thought that our dog was lonely, and that walks would be more fun with another dog—but she wasn’t thinking about the cost of another dog. She wasn’t thinking about how much more poop we would have to pick up in the yard. She wasn’t thinking about the pain of trying to house train an animal.

And then I looked through Kate’s Internet history. She had been looking at new clothes. She had shopping carts full of outfits picked out, a few clicks away from being purchased. I groaned again. How many times did I have to explain to her that she didn’t need new clothes? Her wardrobe was perfectly fine. Everything was in good condition and it was all still in style. The way I grew up was, you don’t buy something new unless you can’t salvage the old. I’d tried explaining the dangers of rampant consumerism to Kate, but apparently she hadn’t been listening. At least she hadn’t been buying stuff behind my back—at least as far as I knew.

What really killed me inside was when I saw that Kate was on a porn website. She’d been watching a video of a young woman being fucked in the ass. I clicked on the video and watched, hoping I could maybe see what she was into—if there was something I was missing. But the sex seemed fairly straight forward: the girl was on her stomach and the guy was mounting her and pumping his big cock in and out of her tight back door.

But why was she watching it? Was she masturbating when I wasn’t around? Did she prefer to masturbate? Did her fingers feel better than my dick?

I was just about to close the video when the man dismounted the girl. Her asshole was left agape. Then he reached his hands underneath her and he flipped her over on to her back. He grabbed her legs and lifted them up and shimmied back in, to stick his cock back in her ass. And it took my brain a moment to realize my eyes weren’t playing a trick on me: the girl wasn’t a girl at all! She had a cock and a ball sack. Her cock was small, but erect, and her ball sack was swollen and tight. But aside from the package, she looked like a real girl—though her tits were maybe a bit stiff, and her jawline was maybe a bit rugged.

I quickly closed the video. My heart was suddenly pounding. Why was Kate watching that? What did she possibly see in that video that turned her on? There wasn’t even a girl in the video—no one for her to relate to. Did she maybe click on the video without realizing the girl wasn’t actually a girl? Was she just attracted to the man in the video? He wasn’t especially handsome, though he did have a big dick. Maybe she just wished that my dick was bigger…

I made sure to clear my own history from her computer before putting it back exactly where I found it. I even reopened her real estate listings, so she wouldn’t know that I’d been peeping—not that I originally intended to peep.

And now I wasn’t sure what to do. I had a wife who was apparently going through some sort of mid-life crisis, possibly about to derail everything we’d worked towards together. We had a good life in Manitoba: a nice house, an affordable lifestyle—everything we needed without being superfluous. You can’t have everything in life, but you can have what you need if you work hard. She was just going to need to put her exaggerated dreams aside for the sake of our family.

When she came home that night, I watched her closely. I watched as she went through her normal motions: getting undressed, taking a shower, and then putting dinner in the over: pasta Wednesday. Then I watched as she sat down in front of the TV and put on the news. She stared blankly at the screen, not really paying attention to what the news anchor was saying. She had that dull look in her eyes, as if her mind was elsewhere—possibly on the beach on Vancouver Island. It was probably just a matter of time before she got over it. She’d gotten over it once before and she could get over it again. And as soon as our current dog pooped in the house or threw up in the middle of the night, she would realize that the idea of getting a second dog was silly nonsense.

“Want to talk about anything?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Like what?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Anything. You seem down. I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

She shook her head and forced a smile. “I’m not down,” she said. And then she turned her blank gaze back towards the television screen.

“Nothing you want to tell me at all? Nothing you want to talk about?” I said, keeping my distance.

She shook her head. “Nope.”

But it wasn’t enough for me. As long as she seemed down, I felt down. Her sad energy seemed to be rubbing off on me, no matter how hard I tried to shake it. I tried to convince myself that she would cheer up in a matter of time, and that she would forget all about this Vancouver Island nonsense—maybe in a matter of days. And then our sex life would be back to normal. It was out of my control as long as she wasn’t willing to talk about it… But still, I couldn’t help but feel bogged down by the weight of her depression. It was like a virus, seeping into my body.

I tried to initiate sex that night, but she said she had a headache. She rolled over and went to sleep, leaving me feeling vulnerable and worried about our future. So I reminded myself again that she was just going through a phase, and it would end soon.


CHAPTER III

Two weeks later, nothing had changed. Her glazed look was still in her eyes, seemingly permanently. Her mind was elsewhere, and I could do nothing to fix it. The sex had dried up. I didn’t want to have lifeless sex so I didn’t bother to initiate lifeless sex. Meanwhile, she didn’t even seem to notice. We went about our usual schedules, meeting up in the mornings and at night, hardly talking because no topic would keep her interest for very long. I could always tell that she was still thinking about whatever it was she was thinking about when I chatted with her.

So at the end of those two miserable weeks, I asked again: “What’s wrong with you? Please tell me. I can’t take any more of this.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know why you think something’s wrong. I’m fine.”

“Do you need to see a doctor? Are you feeling depressed?”

She shook her head. “I’m fine.”

“Why don’t you enjoy sex anymore? Am I doing something wrong?”

And she just shook her head in the most frustrating way. “It’s fine,” she said, as if she thought we were still having regular sex.

“No—it’s not fine. I can’t take this any longer. You need to tell me right now what’s on your mind. What are you thinking about when you stare blankly at the ceiling at night? When we’re watching the news, what’s going through your head? Is it Vancouver Island? Do you really want to move back this badly? Do we need to talk about why we can’t do that?”

She shook her head slowly. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I’m not letting this go until we talk about it. I can’t take another night of this. It’s killing me. I’m going crazy. If you aren’t happy, I’m not happy. So just come out with it already. What is it?”

She looked down at her lap, awkwardly fidgeting her fingers together. “It’s nothing,” she said.

“No—don’t give me that! No more of that! Either you tell me, or… or I’ll leave.”

She looked up at me with wide eyes. “You’ll leave?” she said with a broken voice.

“If you don’t feel comfortable even talking to me anymore, what’s the point in us staying together? Why be married? We don’t talk, we don’t have sex, we don’t even touch—it’s madness.”

She looked back down at her lap, once again toying with her fingers, moving her rings around mindlessly. “I don’t know,” she said.

“Fine. If you can’t be open with me, then I guess this is it,” I said. My heart stammered and my gut turned. I hated to admit it, but it was true: what was the point of being together if we were only together physically? If she couldn’t be open with me, then there was no longer any point in being together romantically.

After a long silence, she said, “I’m worried you’ll make fun of me—or worse.”

“Worse?” I said.

“What if you don’t ever look at me the same again?”

I stared at her. Now I was starting to worry. Was she having an affair? No, no—it couldn’t be that. Why would she think I would laugh at her about an affair? What could make me laugh at her? Did she want to quit her job to do something ridiculous, like join the circus or become an abstract painter? “What is it?” I asked.

She closed her eyes and then she laughed nervously. “When we got married, I thought I had everything. I thought that I was used to this lifestyle. And, well, I had some dreams that I just figured I would forget about. Maybe it’s silly to call them dreams. Maybe ‘dreams’ is exaggerating a little bit.”

“Well? What the hell are you on about? Quit beating around the bush.”

She looked into my eyes, with a glimmer for the first time in such a long time. She bit down on her lip as her cheeks turned red. “There is this thing that I always thought was just a silly fantasy, but now that I’m sure it will probably never happen, I’m kind of sad. And it makes me think that none of my dreams will ever happen… There’s that word again: dreams. It’s probably the wrong word to use.”

“Out with it, Kate!” I said.

“I don’t know! It’s embarrassing. I guess I’ve always wanted to see another man… Oh God, this is so humiliating. I’ve always wanted to see another man have sex with you.”

I opened my mouth to reply, having expected a harmless little fantasy. But I wasn’t expecting anything close to that. I swallowed a gulp of air and then I tried to form a sentence, but I was in too much shock. Did she just say what I thought she said? She wanted to see me have sex with another man?

“I’m not gay, Kate,” I said.

She looked down at the floor. “I know. It’s stupid. It’s just a dumb fantasy. I’ve been trying to tell myself that it’s just stupid, but that just makes me sadder—knowing that there are things I’ll never have.”

“I can’t have sex with a man,” I said. “I won’t do it.”

She nodded her head. “Right. I know,” she said. “Like I said: stupid dream.” She faked a laugh, but now she seemed more depressed than ever, knowing that her fantasy really never would become a reality.

“Let’s not talk about this again. It’s silly,” I said. “Maybe we can buy you some new clothes. Do you have clothes you want? I got a little bonus at work—we can use it to buy some clothes. What do you think?”

She forced a painful smile and nodded her head. And now I just felt guilty. I was responsible for ending a long-running fantasy of hers. But it’s not like I could do it. It’s not like I could have sex with another man, just to satisfy some whimsy of hers. I was straight. I loved pussy—my wife’s pussy, to be specific. I wasn’t interested in being with other people—especially not people of the male persuasion.

She was quiet that night: embarrassed and maybe a bit depressed still. But I knew it would pass. She just needed a few days—a week at the most.

But a week went by, and those glazed eyes were still there. And now it was worse than ever, because I knew what those eyes meant. I knew that she was thinking about me with another man, fulfilling some fantasy she’d apparently had for so many years.

There was one ad that would come on the television: an ad for condoms. In the ad, there was a gay couple fondling each other on a bed while getting undressed. Whenever that ad would come on, my wife would zone out, and then she wouldn’t come back all night. Is that what she wanted? Did she want to see me with a muscular dude? The thought made me nauseous.

But there was an even worse ad: the ad for a new dating show called Blind Dates. The ad shows multiple couples on dates, but one of the couples is a man on a date with a transgender girl. At the end of the ad, the narrator says, “Will their dates end in chaos? Or will sparks fly?” The end ends showing the man kissing the tranny. The ad wouldn’t be so bad if Kate didn’t let a little whimper out from her lips every time they showed the kiss.

Was that part of her fantasy? Did she want me to dress up like a girl for this fucking she wanted me to get? Is that why she’d been watching the tranny porn on her computer?

When she was out of the house a few days later, I checked her browser history again, and I saw that she’d been watching that kinky porn again: men fucking ditsy little trannies. It couldn’t have been a coincidence. There was no way Kate was accidentally clicking on tranny porn videos over and over. That must have been part of her fantasy—the fantasy that was making my life so miserable.

I just wanted our old life back. I wanted to see Kate smiling. I wanted to see that glimmer in her eyes. I didn’t want to think about this silly fantasy any longer. And I was starting to think that the only way this terrible period of our marriage would end was with me putting on a skirt and spreading my legs for a man. My heart stammered at the thought.

I looked at Kate that night. I watched her as she stared blankly. Would she ever smile again? Did she really want me to fuck a man so badly?

I bit down hard on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then, breaking the silence, I said, “Fine. I’ll do it—just once. Set it up and I’ll do it. Just don’t expect me to enjoy it.”

She looked at me with wide eyes and parted lips. It took her a moment before she was able to say, “Wait—are you serious?”

“Unfortunately I am serious. Let’s just get this over with and out of the way so I never have to think about it again. Okay?”

She remained frozen for a moment, and then she nodded her head quickly. “You’ll really do it for me?”

“Just once,” I said. “And then we’ll never talk about it again.”

It took hours to fall asleep that night. I still hardly had any idea of what I’d just agreed to do. I didn’t know the extent of her fantasy. I didn’t even know if she wanted me to be a man or a woman during the act. Would she want me to kiss this stranger? Getting pegged was one thing, but making out with a man was a whole other nightmare. I didn’t want a man’s tongue in my mouth, and I didn’t want to feel his scratchy face against mine.

I thought I was going to be sick at one point in the night. I even got up and went to the bathroom, expecting the worst. But I didn’t throw up. I just ended up staring in the mirror at my pale face.

Was this really what my wife needed to be happy? Was this really the cure to this horrible depression that had been weighing the both of us down for so long?


CHAPTER IV

Kate informed me the very next night that a date had been set. “Friday night,” she said. “He’ll be here at 9:00 PM.” I didn’t know who ‘he’ was or how she found him so easily, but I was too afraid to ask. I kept telling myself that I wouldn’t think at all about it until the act was underway, and then once it was done, I would never think about it again. But it was impossible not to think about. How could I just scrub such an insane anxiety from my mind?

Friday night was just two nights away. I still had no idea what I was expected to do on this ‘date’. Did she want me to go out and get dinner with the guy? Was I going to be dolled up like the trannies in the videos? Was he just going to fuck me, or was I going to be expected to fuck him as well? Maybe he would be the tranny and I would be the male character in the scenario… And then what about Kate? Would she just be in the room watching? Or was she going to leave and just be happy knowing that this was happening? Would I ever be able to look at my wife the same after she watched me getting sodomized by a stranger?

For that first day, I managed not to ask for any details. I didn’t want Kate thinking that I was putting too much thought into this scenario. But the night before the big act, I couldn’t help myself. I needed to know. “How the hell is this going to work?” I asked.

“I have your outfit all picked out. When I get home from work, we’ll shave your legs and do your makeup. I’m going to pick up a wig during lunch tomorrow. I’ve got a blonde one already picked out. And then, if we have time, we’ll do your nails—if that’s okay with you.”

I nodded my head slowly, shocked by how much planning had already gone into this affair. I bit down on my tongue and swallowed a big gulp of nervous air. “Okay. Sure. Whatever,” I said, terrified—but I didn’t want her to know that I was terrified. I just wanted her to think that I was an open husband who didn’t think she was a crazy psychopath. Though I was starting to worry that she had much more in her brain than I ever thought before.

Once again, I didn’t get much sleep. In less than twenty-four hours, I would be having homosexual sex with a stranger, probably in front of my wife, while dressed up like—presumably—a prostitute. And maybe I was about to be a prostitute. Maybe she found this guy through some escort listing she made. Maybe we were going to get paid for this madness. Or maybe this guy was a friend from work. Maybe he knew me, and he wasn’t a stranger at all.

It was at 5:00 PM when Kate came down the stairs from the bedroom and told me it was time to get ready. I stood up slowly from the couch and followed her up the stairs. My joints were stiff and my head was spacey, probably from lack of sleep. I knew I still had a few hours to back out of this absurdity—but first I wanted to get a better idea of what Kate seemed to think that she needed in order to be happy again.

She had the bathroom all set up and ready, with an outfit hanging on the shower rod and makeup scattered on the vanity. There was even a chair, which she’d dragged in from the garage. “Take a seat,” she said. “We’ll start with your makeup.”

I didn’t say anything as I sat down and stared at myself in the mirror. I wasn’t surprised by how white my face was—and I wasn’t surprised by how red her face was. She picked up the first product and squirted a glob onto her fingertip. Then she started rubbing it into my skin. I don’t know what it was, but it made my face shiny. I didn’t care to ask what it was or why I needed it. A minute later, she was rubbing something else on my face: a flesh-toned cream that made my skin look clear and blemish free.

I kept taking deep breaths, trying to gather the courage to ask what I should expect, but I wasn’t able to think of anything to say. And if I didn’t have the courage to speak, how was I going to have the courage to let a man fuck me? I suppose I would be just as docile for the man as I was now, in front of the mirror—there would be no work on my end, aside from bearing the inevitable pain.

Next, Kate started working on my eyes. She told me to shut my eyes and then I felt her drawing on my eyelids. It was a strange feeling, like being poked in the eyes constantly, but it didn’t hurt. I was constantly tempted to open my eyes, but at the same time I wanted to keep them closed—even once she moved onto different products. I didn’t want to see my transformation. I wanted to pretend like I was just having a strange dream. I was safe behind my eyelids. Nothing could hurt me as long as my eyes were closed.

Once again, she was working on the eyes, but I didn’t open my eyes to see what she was doing. It felt like she was flicking my eyelashes—and at one point, it felt like she was pulling them: pinching them and squeezing them. “That kind of hurts,” I said.

She didn’t reply. It was five minutes later when she said, “When the guy gets here, you’ll either have to be quiet or talk in a girl voice.”

My stomach turned at being reminded a man was on his way to fuck me. I bit down on my tongue and I took another deep breath of air into my lungs.

“In fact, he might end up chatting with you, so it’s probably best that you practise your voice—at least a little bit.” My eyes were still closed, but I could hear the embarrassment in her voice. I understood why she didn’t tell me about this little fetish of hers: it was embarrassing. It was embarrassing for both of us. In fact, I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing, and I was trying. If her fetish were to make me walk around the city naked—that would have been less embarrassing. If her fetish was to pee on my face, that would have been less embarrassing. “Why don’t you try saying something?”

I cleared my throat and wished time was going by quicker. “What time is it?” I asked in my best soft, high-pitched voice.

“Hey, that’s not bad,” she said with a smile in her voice.

“No—I’m asking,” I said, still using that voice.

“Oh. It’s, uh, almost seven. We still have a lot to get done here.”

I kept my eyes closed, but I could hear the excitement in her voice. I could practically hear that glimmer that I’d been so desperate to see for so long. So maybe this really wasn’t so horrible. Sure, I would be left with a sore bum and a memory I would wish I didn’t have—but at least she would be happy. At least life would return to normal—at least for a little while, until her next strange fantasy became an overwhelming desire.

“Okay—I think we’re done with your face,” she said. “Open your eyes.”

But I didn’t want to open my eyes. I wanted to keep them closed until the night was over. I bit down on my tongue and fought away the nausea in my gut—then I forced my eyes open. I didn’t love what I was seeing. I looked… strangely androgynous. My skin was smooth like a child’s and my eyes looked big and almost alien. Somehow, my lips looked plump and wet, and I was tempted to wipe them, like when you get water on your lips after drinking too quickly. But most strangely of all was the shape of my nose and my cheekbones. She’d done something with her makeup to alter the shape of my face.

“What do you think?” she asked.

I looked closer at the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. Even my eyes seemed to be a different shade of blue: brighter and deeper. But I know for a fact she didn’t put any makeup on my eyeballs. “It’s, uh—if you’re happy, I’m happy.”

I looked up at her and she was staring at me, still with those red cheeks. “Can you say it in your girl voice for me?” she asked sheepishly.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. I couldn’t let her think that I wasn’t taking this seriously or that I was dreading every single second of this. I didn’t want to ruin it for her. We’d come this far. “If you’re happy, I’m happy,” I said in my soft, high-pitched voice. Then I watched my wife smile.

I looked back at the mirror. Was this going to be enough for the man coming to fuck me? Was he hoping for an androgynous, blank-eyed, nervous thirty-year-old?

“Now let’s shave you up,” my wife said. She turned on the tub and told me to get undressed carefully. “Don’t smudge your makeup. Maybe we should have gotten your shirt off before we started. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

I carefully got out of my clothes and I hopped in the tub. I was about to reach for my razor when she handed me her pink razor. “Use this,” she said. “It lubricated while you shave.” I felt strange holding the girly razor, but that was the least of my concerns. I went ahead and shaved my legs. Kate made me shave my chest, armpits, and crotch as well. It wasn’t a quick process. And every single swipe of the razor was gut turning. I hated watching smooth skin emerge from my manly hairiness—even though I was never very hairy to begin with.

When I stepped out from the tub, my wide immediately reached down to feel my legs. “Wow,” she said. I didn’t reply. I was shocked that she liked what she was seeing and feeling. No woman should want to see her man hairless like some gimmicky cat. Men should be hairy and manly—shouldn’t they? Men should be big and strong… though I suppose I was never big and strong, even before this little makeover.

My wife’s face was glowing now. Her eyes were big and glistening and her lips seemed to be permanently curved into a little smile. She skipped away briefly to grab a blonde wig, and then she skipped back. “Hold still,” she said as she moved behind me and started to wriggle the hair onto my head. It was surprisingly soft—probably human hair, and probably expensive. It was cut with bangs, which hung just over my eyebrows. She pushed and primped it until she was satisfied, and then her eyes were glowing brighter than ever—maybe even brighter than on our wedding day.

So I looked in the mirror to see what all the excitement was about. And I was shocked to see that the wig was enough to take me from androgynous to feminine. My face really looked like a girl’s face! I could feel my skin turning white, but I couldn’t see it because of all the makeup.

“What do you think? I think you turned out really well!” she said.

“Sure,” I said, feeling sicker than ever. I had no idea how I was going to go through with this. I already felt like I was about to vomit. Could all men look like women with a wig and some makeup, or was I a rare sissy? I reached up slowly and felt my face. I couldn’t believe it was real. I was almost convinced that I was looking at a TV screen and not a mirror, and this was all just a big prank. But my reflection moved with me.

“Now let’s get your dressed. Your date should be here in twenty minutes.” Twenty minutes? Was it almost nine already? Had we really been getting ready for that long?

I followed my wife like a zombie, looking at every reflection I could along the way: in the glass of our picture frames and in our windows. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe my wife had actually turned me into a chick.

And was this part of the reason she married me? As a man, did I have a feminine look to me? Was that part of what turned her on when we made love? When she closed her eyes while we fucked, was she imagining a girl with a strap-on? Or was she imagining a tranny. Did she want me to be a tranny? Would this game of dress up become a normal occurrence, even when we just wanted to have sex?

For my outfit, Kate put me in lingerie that I bought for her: a white lace teddy with little snaps at the crotch for easy sex access. It was a bit tight, but it looked fine. It even made my shape appear more slender and curvy—not too different from Kate’s shape.

On my feet, she had me wear a pair of black heels—a pair she bought online, but they ended up being too big for her feet. They fit me perfectly.

“Do a little spin for me,” Kate said. So I did a little spin. Once my gaze was back on her, her smile was enormous. Her glowing eyes could have lit up the darkest cave. “I think you’re ready.”

I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. Then I heard the crunching of gravel in our driveway. She rushed to the window and I became frozen in my place, trying to breathe as reality sunk in. “He’s here,” she said. I was starting to feel faint. This wasn’t just a little joke or silly playtime. This was real. I was really about to have homosexual sex. I was about to be fucked by a man while my wife watched.

“What do I do?” I managed to ask.

“Just wait in here. Lay on the bed and he will do the rest. And don’t worry—I’ll be here the whole time to help if you need anything.” She smiled as she looked into my eyes. I don’t know how I managed not to throw up on our bedroom floor. Kate leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a slow, gentle kiss. She hadn’t kissed me like that in years. My heart throbbed and then I remembered why I was doing this: to get the old Kate back. I bit down on the inside of my cheek and I nodded my head.

As my wife skipped away to answer the door, I crawled up onto the bed. And I wouldn’t be getting down until I no longer had my anal virginity. 


CHAPTER V

I heard the front door open downstairs. I heard my wife saying, “Come on in. You’re just on time.”

And then I heard an unfamiliar male voice saying, “I’ve got the money here.” He sounded nervous, but he couldn’t have possibly been as nervous as me.

“Your beautiful date for the night is just up this way,” Kate said. And then I heard the footsteps approaching the stairs. I groaned and squirmed and kept reminding myself that it would all be over soon. Maybe the guy wouldn’t last long. Maybe he would have a small cock and he would erupt within thirty seconds, and the whole thing would be over and done with before I even realized what was happening.

They were walking up the stairs now. I felt so awkward on that bed. How was I supposed to lie? On my back? On my stomach? Was I supposed to keep my bulge hidden? Was I supposed to kiss this stranger? What if he wanted to play with my cock?

I put my hands on my hips, but that felt strange, so I took them off. Then I sprawled them out to the side, but that felt even weirder. I tried holding them against my sides, but then I just felt stiff. I tried rolling into my side, putting one hand on my hip—but then I didn’t know what to do with my other hand. Should I put it behind me?

They were approaching the door now. “And sorry—you said you were going to watch, or are you going to participate as well?” I heard the man ask as they came up to the door.

“I’ll be watching. She’s a new client—still in training. So it’s important that I watch to make sure she’s doing everything you need her to do.”

“Okay—that makes sense,” the man said. Now Kate had her hand on the doorknob. My head was spinning and my skin was cold. I tried to fight away the nausea. The last thing I wanted was to throw up in front of my wife’s ‘client’. Where did she even find this guy? How did she know he was clean? What if he went around sleeping with lots of gay prostitutes? What if he had AIDS? No, no—my wife was more careful than that. Surely he was clean. Surely my wife wouldn’t put myself—and herself—in any sort of peril.

“Here she is,” Kate said, opening the door. I perked up and tried to force a smile.

She moved aside for a tall man. He had neat dark hair and dark-framed glasses. He was wearing a black suit with a black tie. His face was dark red, and it became even redder when he saw me.

I figured it was my cue to greet the man, but I was rendered mute. I couldn’t think of any words to say—and even if I could, I don’t think I would have been able to push them past the lump that was swelling in my throat.

“Hello there,” he said nervously.

I tried to say hi, but it didn’t work. So I just nodded my head and kept that forced smile on my face.

He took a step into the room. Kate slipped through behind him, moving to the side of the room where she had a chair set up. I hadn’t even noticed the chair until that moment.

“I’m Kurt. I’m—uh—going to be your date for the night,” he said.

I just nodded my head again.

“Like I said—Delilah is new and a bit shy. Don’t worry—she’ll relax once things get going,” Kate said as she took her seat. And I assumed that I was Delilah. I actually didn’t mind the name. I always liked the song… Though I couldn’t help but wonder how my wife came to pick that name.

The man was just standing there. Was I supposed to do something? Was I supposed to get up and shake his hand?

“Go ahead and get undressed, Kurt,” Kate said nervously. I wanted to look over at her to see if she was okay, but I was too afraid to make eye contact with her. I felt so vulnerable and flustered.

Kurt started by loosening his tie. Then he went through his buttons one at a time, exposing his chest slowly. The room was silent. And Kate seemed to notice at the same moment as me. “Maybe I’ll put on some music,” she said, digging her phone out of her pocket. Her phone was connected to our Bluetooth speaker. She started playing some club music, which I’d never heard her play before. Did she have it picked out for this occasion? It wasn’t my kind of music, but at least it killed the horrible silence.

Kurt took his shirt off, placing it neatly on our dresser. He had a surprisingly toned body. Now he was working on his belt.

And I was still unmoved on that bed, waiting for exact instructions. Was I supposed to take off my teddy? Or was I just supposed to remain still until he moved me? Was my role for the night just as ‘glorified sex doll’?

I watched as Kurt unzipped his fly. He bent over, tugging his pants down, but leaving his boxer shorts up. I could see a bulge in his loose boxers. My stomach turned. It was a good thing I was wearing makeup, or Kurt would have seen that my face was turning dark green—and I’m sure that wouldn’t have been very attractive.

I was frozen with terror, still trying to wrap my head around why this was happening. Was this seriously what my wife wanted?

“Okay. I guess we’ll just get to it?” he said.

I nodded my head slowly. Kate was silent and Kurt seemed to be waiting for a reply. So I opened my mouth and managed to say, “Whatever you want.”

He smiled, pushing his glasses back up his nose. Then he walked towards the bed. He stepped up easily. He crawled over me as I gently rolled onto my back. I realized just how tall he was in that moment. His large figure loomed over me and his cologne tickled my nostrils. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. And suddenly, I was terrified that he would be able to tell that I was a man and not a woman at all—even though I’m sure he knew.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said.

I know that he was trying to compliment me, but the comment did not register as a compliment—just a reminder that there had been a gigantic elephant in my marriage and I was completely oblivious for so many years. “Thank you,” I said.

He gently put his hand on my arm and moved it down, feeling my skin. I didn’t like the idea of being touched by a man, but I knew that it would all be over soon. I’d never had sex for longer than thirty minutes, so I couldn’t imagine he was going to last much longer than that. He put his other hand on my other arm. Then, after a moment, he moved those hands to the sides of my torso. He moved his hands up and down, feeling my figure. He took a deep breath in, as if he actually liked what he was feeling.

And I wondered: was he gay, or was he just a straight man indulging in a tranny fantasy? He looked down at my body with big eyes and parted lips. I could hear him breathing slowly. At times I could even feel his hot breath tickling my skin. “You’re very beautiful,” he said again.

I nodded my head. I looked down his body and saw his abs flexing as he bent over. He was a strong man—stronger than me. He wasn’t jacked like a regular gym rat, but he was still intimidating and overwhelming. I wondered if he wanted me to put my hands on his body. Could I do it? I didn’t want to touch his muscles, but I wanted to make Kate happy. Did she want me to touch his body? I bit down on my tongue and I forced myself to do it.

His torso was warm and his body was hard. His muscles bulged and dipped. A whimper escaped his lips as I slipped my fingers over his back muscles.

I still couldn’t look over at my wife. I was still terrified to see her reaction. But I could feel her gaze. I could feel her watching my every move. Was I doing it right for her? Was this turning her on?

The man lowered his body down on top of mine. And that’s when I felt his erection throbbing behind his thin cotton boxers. Even in the undergarment, I could feel that it was warm and excited. I closed my eyes as it rubbed against my thigh. He started kissing my neck, forcing my face towards my wife. But I didn’t want to open my eyes and see her sitting there. I didn’t want to see her expression. What if she was regretting this? What if she suddenly realized how humiliating this was? What if the way she was looking at me now was the way she would look at me for the rest of our marriage? I couldn’t bring myself to open my eyes—I just couldn’t do it.

Kurt’s hand slipped down between my legs. His fingers slid over my crotch until he had a comfortable grip on my whole package. He squeezed gently, making my gut turn once again.

What was I getting myself into?


CHAPTER VI

I knew I needed to move things along. I couldn’t just let the act stagnate. I couldn’t spend the whole night with this man. I knew I could only take so much—so I reached down and grabbed his boxers with both of my hands. Still with my eyes closed, I started pulling them down. I felt his soft public hair now rubbing against my leg. And once the elastic band of his boxers was down far enough, I felt his erection swing up and brush against my thigh. It was even warmer and harder than I was expecting. And it was actually touching me—a real, erect penis was actually touching my body.

“Shit,” I muttered, trying to will the clock to move faster in my mind.

Kurt sat up and pulled his boxers off completely. He tossed them aside. It took a moment for me to force my eyes open, so I wouldn’t look like I’d fallen asleep. And then my gaze was drawn directly towards it: his big, curved shaft, throbbing with a thick blue vein running from tip to base. It was an impressive cock—and an intimidating cock. It took a few seconds before I was able to look away from it. But I wasn’t free from it.

He crawled up my body, hovering that massive shaft over my. He finally planted his muscular butt down on my chest. His erection was now dangling in front of my face, and he was staring into my eyes, waiting for me to play the next move. I knew exactly what he wanted—and I had a feeling Kate was hoping for the same thing. But I wasn’t sure I could do it. I loved women. I loved eating pussy. I never ever wanted a cock anywhere near my body—never mind in my mouth. But what else could I do? I couldn’t just kill the mood. And not to mention, the guy was apparently paying money—so he was probably expecting certain things that come standard with a prostitute. I’m sure cock sucking was one of those things.

So I closed my eyes again. I took a deep breath, and then I parted my lips. Maybe he wanted me to grab his cock and stroke it and put it into my mouth—but he was going to have to do the work himself. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

My heart was pounding fast and hard. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t passing out. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t going into cardiac arrest.

Suddenly, I felt his warm tip press up to my lips. I flinched, but I managed to keep my mouth open. Then I felt him sliding in, pushing his cock in deep. It was an awkward and uncomfortable feeling. I did my best not to cringe my face muscles. I didn’t want him to know that I was disgusted. I had a feeling that he didn’t know I was only doing this for my wife.

He groaned quietly as his shaft pushed into my mouth, sliding along my tongue. I could feel him throbbing—a horrible feeling—especially horrible because I knew he was throbbing because he thought I was sexy. And it didn’t help that he kept saying, “You’re so beautiful.” I didn’t want to hear it again, but he kept saying it. And maybe that meant it was true. Maybe I was a beautiful woman—that didn’t mean I wanted to be one.

I pressed my lips around his girth, and then I started to stimulate his tip with my tongue. He groaned again. I could feel Kate’s gaze burning my skin. Now I was sure that she would never look at me the same way again. She would never be able to kiss my lips without thinking of the stranger’s cock that was once sliding in and out of them. But maybe that’s what she wanted—at least for now. But maybe she would wake up in a few weeks and realize how pathetic it was—how humiliating it was that her husband could pass for a woman in her makeup and lingerie.

I kept sucking. He was rock hard—hard enough that I was almost sure he wouldn’t last long. I just needed to work it. If I turned him of enough, I knew he wouldn’t last long and this would all be over with. Luckily, I knew what turned men on, because I knew what turned me on.

I faked a moan, as if I was actually liking his cock. I reached both of my hands around and placed them on his ass, and then I started to massage gently. It was horrible, but I was getting through it. I could feel his cock throbbing harder and twitching with anticipation. Maybe I would get lucky and he would come before he even got his cock near my ass. Maybe I wouldn’t have to take it in the butt. But then did that mean that I would have to taste his cum? Would he want me to swallow? At least in my bum there were no taste buds.

He pulled his cock out suddenly, pulling long strands of saliva with it. I took a sharp breath in, realizing I hadn’t breathed in close to a minute. His cock was bigger and mightier than ever. And his face was dark red, as if I really did bring him close to orgasm, just by teasing his tip and massaging his length with my lips. I caught myself smiling, impressed with myself—but only for a moment. I managed to brush that smile away quickly—hopefully before Kate noticed.

Now Kurt was crawling back down. He was probably ready for show time—but I wasn’t ready. Having his cock in my mouth was bad enough. I didn’t want to know how it felt in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before—except for the finger Kate stuck in it once when we were fucking, early in our relationship... Now that made more sense.

I pressed my legs together, even though he was probably wanting me to spread them wide. I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t force myself to spread for him, even though I knew it would be over sooner if I just did it.

But my closed legs didn’t seem to bother him. Instead of trying to spread them, he flipped me over with a single move. Now I was on my stomach, with my legs pressed together and my hands cautiously at my sides. My heart fluttered. I felt his big, wet cock slap between my butt cheeks. I whimpered and became tense.

I turned my head to the side and found myself staring at my wife. But she didn’t look horrified or disgusted or regretful like I thought she would. Instead, she looked amazed and excited. Her lips were parted and her eyes were wide and glowing. She really was loving this. This really was what she wanted. And seeing that face made the whole thing more tolerable. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. If it could make my wife feel happy for just a little while, then it was worth it.

I felt that tip press up to my hole, and then I could feel him pushing, trying to penetrate me with his large throbber. I turned my head back down, nestling it into the pillow. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself. I had no idea if Kate or Kurt could hear me. I could feel that warm tip mashing against my hole, trying to break through. And finally, as I took a deep breath in, it did break through.


CHAPTER VII

There was a cock in my asshole. He was literally inside of my body. My back door was no longer a virgin back door. I suppose I was officially a prostitute. I could feel my anus stretching, both inside and out. I could feel his hard shaft sinking deeper, pushing further and further into my body. It didn’t feel right—but strangely, it didn’t hurt.

“Oh God,” I groaned into that pillow.

Kurt had his hands on my hips, holding me firmly in place. He didn’t want me to move while he sunk in deep. And he really was going deep, trying to get the entire length of his shaft into my body. Now I knew how Kate felt when I cuffed her to the bed and stuck it in her ass. It was a weird feeling that words can hardly describe. I could feel him in my ass, but I could feel him in other places too: filling up my chest and my throat—even my mouth felt strangely full. But of course he wasn’t any higher than my bellybutton, even when he was completely inside of my body.

“How does it feel?” I heard Kate ask.

I had no idea if she was asking my date or me.

“It feels fucking amazing,” Kurt said through clenched teeth. “She’s so tight. I can feel her hole stretching wide.”

“Be gentle with her. She’s a virgin,” Kate said.

I heard Kurt scoff. Then he started to pump. He didn’t seem to care that I was clenching hard, trying to get him to stop so that I could have a moment to get used to the strange feeling that was overwhelming my body. At least he started slowly, pulling up carefully and then sinking down meticulously. He made sure to get his whole cock in and out with every rotation. It was a weird feeling when he was completely inside of me, but it was an even weirder feeling when he was nearly out completely, only with the tip of his tip through my puckering hole. For a brief moment, I would feel empty and almost deflated, then his cock would push back in, creating the opposite feeling.

And I realized in that moment that I was positioned exactly like the tranny in the porn video I saw on my wife’s computer. It was an exact re-enactment of a video she got off to. I turned my head to look at her, and I saw that she had a hand down the front of her skirt—and likely down the front of her panties as well. She was touching herself: rubbing her clit, getting off to the sight of me being pumped and humiliated. I hardly recognized her. When I stood up on the altar with her, I had no idea that she had such a perverted mind. When she was looking into my eyes on our wedding day, was she thinking about this? Was she hoping a day would come where I would be wearing her makeup and lingerie, pinned underneath a muscular man with a giant cock?

She smiled at me. Her eyes were heavy, as if she was on the cusp of an orgasm. She gently bit her bottom lip. And then I noticed the trickle of fluid down her leg. Was she really getting off this much? Was this really her ultimate fantasy, being played out perfectly as she imagined it?

Kurt started pumping faster. His cock suddenly felt thicker and harder—bulging in seemingly random places, and rubbing in all the right places. It actually felt kind of nice. He was hitting a spot that made my legs tremble with warm euphoria. That same euphoria was blasting through my body. It felt good—better than good; it felt amazing. I was starting to understand why some men liked being fucked in the ass. It almost felt like something was rubbing the tip of my cock in the perfect way. The stimulation was intense and incredible.

I started to squirm and moan—no matter how hard I tried to remain still and silent. Kurt did a good job of holding me still, but he couldn’t stop me from trembling and groaning. That euphoria was getting stronger and stronger and stronger. My cock was tingling with hot intensity. Then suddenly, I felt a strange relief between my legs. I let out a deep sigh, and then I felt something wet and warm pooling around my crotch. Was I coming? Did Kurt make me come with his big cock? I reached a hand down, slipping my fingers under my pinned body, and I felt the warm gooey substance. I really did come. I didn’t even know that was possible!

Kurt was groaning now, digging his fingertips into my body. He was slamming my ass harder and harder with each thrust. I could feel him clenching and straining, trying to hold back his orgasm. I wanted him to come. I wanted to feel his hot load inside of my body. “Oh God,” he groaned through clenched teeth. And then I felt it: he was filling me up. With each twitch of his cock, hot goo was being expelled deep into my body. I’d never felt anything like it. It was a nice, pleasant, warm feeling. I revelled in it, squirming and moaning. I remembered that my wife was watching. But the pleasure overrode the embarrassment.

I looked over at her and saw that her face was dark red. The inside of her left leg was very wet, as if she’d squirted in her panties. Apparently she’d gotten what she wanted.

Kurt pulled out, leaving me with that awkward empty feeling. I tried to sit up, but my body was sapped of energy. I could hear him breathing heavily as he stumbled away from the bed. “Wow,” he said. “That was… amazing.”

“She really is something, isn’t she?” Kate said.

A minute passed and I still couldn’t move. I was still frozen with euphoria and exhaustion. Why did that feel so good? Why did I feel so amazingly satisfied?

I felt that thick goo pouring out from my stretched hole. A part of me wanted to reach around and push it back in, so I could feel it sliding around in side of me for a few more minutes—but I didn’t even have the energy to do that. I just remained still while Kate led my date back to his car. I listened as his engine fired up and he pulled away.


CHAPTER VIII

We didn’t talk about it that night. While Kate was still downstairs, I managed to get up and slip into the bathroom. I showered and scrubbed my face until there wasn’t a spec of makeup left. Then I brought my outfit back to the bedroom in a neat pile and left it on the dresser. Kate took it while I wasn’t looking and put it away.

We went to bed quietly. I couldn’t even bring myself to give Kate a kiss after I whispered, “Goodnight.”

The next morning was just as silent. I had the day off, but was up early anyway. I was in the kitchen when she came down the stairs. She went straight to the coffee maker without making eye contact. I was suddenly tense in her presence, knowing that she knew something awfully embarrassing about me. I knew it was something that I would never just casually forget. I knew it was something that would always be on her mind. But I had no idea how to make it less awkward. The thought of talking about it was horrible. I didn’t want to acknowledge that it happened, even though I knew it had obviously happened, and I knew that she knew it too. But maybe if I ignored it for long enough it would just become a weird memory, confused with a dream. And maybe with enough time, I would just assume that it was a dream—as long as we never talked about it.

But by noon I realized that was going to be impossible. Kate and I had hardly exchanged a handful of words, and the tension was becoming unbearable. I couldn’t survive another day of this awkwardness, never mind weeks or months. So while we were eating lunch, I decided to bite my tongue and say, “Did you have fun last night?” I wasn’t able to look up from my plate of food when I said it—and I wasn’t able to look up to see the reaction on her face once the words were out of my mouth.

“Yeah, that was really nice,” she said. And I could see out of the corner of my eye that she also wasn’t looking up from her plate.

“So would you say that your fantasy has been satisfied?” I asked after another moment of silence.

“Yeah. It was great. Thank you.”

And the silence returned. We’d officially talked about it, so why wasn’t it feeling better? Why was that tension still lingering in the room like a dense fog?

I looked up slowly at my wife. She looked at me and smiled. “So what now?” I asked.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. “What do you mean?”

“Do we just forget about it? Do things just go back to normal? Are you over it? Is that something you’ll ever want me to do again?”

She stared at me for a moment then she shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said.

The response stung. How could she not know? How could I have gone through that night without absolute certainty that it would solve her mental issue? I would never forget the feeling on that throbbing erection in my mouth, and I would never forget the feeling of his cum blasting deep into my ass before dribbling out of my loose hole. I probably would never be able to smell my wife’s perfume again without thinking of the time it was on me while a man was thrusting himself into my asshole—and all of that, just for a ‘maybe’ from my wife?

I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “You know—last night was for you,” I said. “And it was a lot for me.”

She got up and walked to me. She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “I know. And I love you so much for it,” she said. Then she took her plate to the sink and started casually washing it, as if she wasn’t really understanding what I was saying to her. How was it not getting through to her? How did she not see that I’d made a gigantic—possibly life changing—sacrifice, just for her?

“Okay,” I said, smiling and nodding my head. “I guess that’s that then.”

She turned to me and smiled, as if that really was that. But of course I couldn’t just stop thinking about it. I was starting to worry that I would never be able to think of anything else.

That night, while we were slipping into bed, Kate rolled over on top of me unexpectedly and planted her lips on mine. She kissed deeply, gently and playfully biting my lower lip—pulling it back as she stared into my eyes. Her hands were on my body. “What are you doing?” I asked.

She laughed. “What do you mean? I’m kissing you.” Then she leaned forward again. This time she started to kiss and suck my neck. Her hands slipped underneath my shirt and she gently rubbed up and down my torso. I took a deep breath. Was she initiating sex? I couldn’t even remember the last time she initiated sex! Maybe the night before wasn’t such a waste. Maybe it really had put a firm Band-Aid on our situation.

She sunk down, pulling my boxers down with her. She ran her fingers over my smooth, shaved pelvic bone, and then she gently grabbed my package. She stared at it with glowing eyes for a moment before sinking my shaft into her mouth. She started to suck, now with her eyes closed. And maybe she was remembering the previous night—maybe she was slipping back into that fantasy of hers, which was now a memory and not just a fantasy.

She got me hard fast. While she sucked me, she ran her hands up and down my legs, feeling my smooth, hairless skin. “That feels good,” I said. She hesitated for a moment after I said it, as if I took her out of the mood momentarily. I had to think about it for a second before I realized it was my voice. Did she want me to use the girly voice? Could I use the girly voice? Maybe it was better to just keep my mouth shut—so that’s what I did. She kept sucking and I remained silent, trying my best not to even groan. After a minute, she was back into it, sucking and bobbing with grace and speed. I nestled my fingers into her hair and I breathed deeply.

Then her head sunk down lower. She continued to stroke my shaft with her hand, but now her lips were nestled between my butt cheeks. She stuck out her tongue and began to tease my butthole. I squirmed. My butt was still a bit sore from the previous night, and the stimulation inevitably reminded me of Kurt and his large penis. I tried to push that memory away, but it refused to go—especially once Kate had her tongue pressed into my hole.

She’d never eaten out my asshole before—this was a first. And it was a weird first. Was she just more comfortable now? Was this just the new Kate? She moaned gently as her tongue circled my rectum wildly. A warm shudder passed through my body. But I didn’t want it to feel good. I didn’t want my wife to think that I was a sissy, even if she thought that’s what she wanted. Because maybe that’s what she wanted now—now that she was obsessed with her little fantasy—but I knew it wouldn’t be what she wanted once she was over this little phase. No woman wants a sissy for a husband.

But my God, did it feel good! She had my whole body tingling, and she was only using her tongue. It didn’t even seem possible. I squired and groaned and I reached down to pull her head in closer. And then I realized what I was doing and I released her. “Babe—that’s enough of that,” I said. I could feel that my face was red. Thankfully the lights in the bedroom were off, so I don’t think she could tell.

“Okay. Sure,” she said. She crawled back up. Then she prepared to mount my erect dick. I looked up at her. But it didn’t feel right. Even just her being on top made me feel inferior. I had to be the one in control. I couldn’t become the submissive one in our sexual relationship. So I flipped her over and I pinned her down. I smiled as I slid my cock along the length of her slit. But her smile seemed to fade suddenly. Did she not like being on the bottom? Was she really that set on being on top?

It didn’t matter. She would like it once I was inside of her. So I took my cock and I pressed it into her pussy, which was warmer and wetter than it had been in at least a year—maybe many years. Her cunt made a squishing sound as my thick rod pressed into her body. She moaned slightly—a sound she hadn’t made in at least a year. I smiled again before cupping her soft breasts with my hands. I squeezed as I started to thrust in and out of her.

Her tight, damp pussy felt good. I let my body rest on top of hers, nestling my face against her neck as I pumped faster and faster. I loved the sound of her moaning into my ear. I loved the way her body squirmed under the weight of my body.

She was approaching her climax: moaning louder and squirming harder. I could hear her taking in sharper breaths of air. Her fingers were moving faster up and down my body. Then, she brought a hand to my ass. Suddenly, a finger pressed into my butthole. I gasped and perked up, but I managed to continue thrusting. She pushed her finger in far. The last time she tried the same move—near the beginning of our relationship—I jumped off of her and told her never to do it again. But now, I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I didn’t want to take her away from her approaching climax. I let her finger my asshole. Besides, her finger was nothing compared to Kurt’s cock—though it brought those memories back into my mind.

I kept pumping. She kept moaning. She managed to get her finger deep enough to be pressed against that sweet spot. My legs buzzed and a warmth washed over me. I groaned and pumped faster. But I wanted more. I wanted to feel that amazing euphoria one more time.

Her nightstand was within reach—where we kept some of our sex toys and sex games. I quickly reached over without pulling out of my wife. I dug through the drawer until I found a dildo. Then I reached it back and put it in her hand. I didn’t have to give her any more guidance than that. She took the dildo and mashed it into my hole. I groaned as it stretched me wide for the second time in as many days. She started to pump it in and out of me, making the euphoria grow quickly inside of my body.

I moaned and squirmed and groaned—but I didn’t stop fucking her. She was screaming now, hardly holding onto that dildo, but still, somehow, fucking me with it. Her skin was hot now—and sweaty. I loved rubbing our sweaty bodies together. I loved the feeling of her large breasts rubbing against my chest. I almost wished that we both had big sweaty breasts so that we could rub them together.

I came, blasting a powerful barrage of cum into her wet cunt. She screamed loud—loud enough that the neighbours could probably hear. Once my cock was empty, I pushed it in deep, so that I could feel my warm load all over my shaft. I bent down and we kissed again—this time for nearly ten minutes, as if we were teenagers making out.

We hadn’t had sex like that since we first started dating.


CHAPTER IX

I thought that our amazing night of sex was just a one-off—that things would settle down after a few days, or a week at the most. But after two weeks, we were still having amazing sex, night after night. And I was starting to be more open with Kate, letting her do whatever she wanted: being on top, playing with dildos. We even invested in a new strap-on, which she quickly became obsessed with using. By the end of the week, I was putting on her lingerie, a bit of makeup, and that blonde wig before slipping into bed. From time to time, I would even sleep with that blonde wig and lingerie on. Kate liked being the big-spoon from time to time.

It was two weeks later when I noticed that things were happening outside of the bedroom. I felt more energized when I woke up in the mornings. My workdays seemed to go by quicker. I wasn’t exhausted by the time the end of the workday came along—and my boss apparently noticed as well. I ended up getting a raise just two weeks after letting Kurt fuck me in front of my wife—and it was a big raise, adding an extra ten percent onto my income.

I was on my way home from work a few days after getting the raise when I saw a dog wandering around on the street. I managed to corner it and grab it by the collar. “Are you lost, buddy?” I asked as I flipped over his tag to reveal a name and a phone number. “Charlie,” I said. “Cute name.” I called the number. “Hi. I found a dog named Charlie on the street. Did you lose a dog, by chance?”

The man on the other line sighed and said, “Keep him,” before hanging up the phone. My heart ached for Charlie, so I took the old owner’s advice and I kept him. I took him home. Kate was ecstatic. She couldn’t stop smiling for days.

Kate got a promotion at her job just a few days after that—and I’m sure that it had something to do with her elevated mood. She even got a bonus and some new benefits, which would save us a ton of money down the road. Our bank account was suddenly starting to look much better.

I was proud of her, so I decided I would reward her. While she was out of the house, I got dressed up in that blonde wig, a little dress, and a bit of makeup. I set our camera up on a tripod and I snapped a few photos of me posing in our living room. Then I posted those photos online, on an escort ad that I spent a good hour creating and publishing. It was only an hour before I got a phone call from an interested client. “Is this Delilah?” he asked. “Are you free tonight?”

“I’m free,” I said in my girly voice. “By the way—do you mind if a young woman watches? She won’t get in the way—she just wants to watch.”

“Sure, that’s fine,” the client said. So I told him to come around 9:00 PM, which gave me lots of time to prepare our bedroom. Kate came home at 6:00 PM. I didn’t tell her why I was dolled up. We had dinner together as wife and wife. “I love that dress on you,” she said.

“It’s so soft,” I said. “I wish my clothes were this soft.”

“Well they are—because my clothes are your clothes,” she said with a big smile. We cleaned up together then we watched a movie together. As the credits began to roll, there was a knock at our door. “Who’s that?” Kate asked.

“I’ll get it,” I said, springing to my feet.

“But babe—you’re all dolled up. What if it’s one of our neighbours?” she said.

I opened the door, revealing a tall, handsome man. “Delilah?” he said.

I looked back at my wife and saw that her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted. We all went straight up to the bedroom. Kate took her seat at the edge of the room while I dropped to my knees and got the man’s cock out from his pants. I sucked him deeply, making sure we were turned so Kate could see every inch of his cock slipping in and out of my mouth. He wasn’t quite as long as Kurt, but he was thicker. I got him hard in a matter of seconds. I liked the way his veins throbbed on my tongue.

This client was more interested in my cock than Kurt was. Once I was straddling him on the bed, he reached down and dug my penis out from my panties. He started to massage it, getting it hard so that he could stroke it and stare at it with lustful eyes. It was a bit of a weird feeling, having someone who wasn’t my wife jerking me off—but Kate seemed to like it. I looked over at her often to make sure she was still happy and into it. While the man stroked me off, Kate rubbed her clit. I even heard her moaning while I finally started to take the man’s thick penis in my asshole.

He didn’t last long. I only bounced on his cock for about four minutes before he unloaded half a pint inside of my body. “Your friend,” he said. “Make her suck it out.”

I looked over at Kate. She laughed with red cheeks. “What do you think?” she asked me.

“If you want to do it—I can’t hold it back forever,” I said. So she stood up and walked over, dropping down to her knees. I bent over, pressing my bum against her face. Then she started to suck. She sucked for a few seconds before she suddenly gasped, muffled by my butt and by the client’s big creampie. She sucked it all up, but she didn’t swallow it. Instead, she stood up and kissed me, swapping that creampie into my mouth to swallow. I swapped it back to her momentarily, and then she swapped it back. The client watched the whole thing with a red face and parted lips. Apparently we were putting on a good show. He left a hefty tip.

Once he was gone, Kate and I giggled like schoolgirls. I looked into her eyes and then we kissed, with the taste of the man’s cum still on both of our lips.

And in that moment, I realized that the old saying was true: happy wife, happy life.

THE END


BACKDOOR BUNNY

John was heartbroken when the neighbour’s daughter, a few years his senior, left for college. For years, John, from the safety of his bedroom, had looked out into the neighbour girl’s window and watched her change and explore her body. Those days were over now.

At least he thought they were.

When the neighbour girl’s little brother, Aaron, slips into her bedroom late one night, John doesn’t expect the show he gets—and he doesn’t expect to be so into it. But what John doesn’t realize is that Aaron, armed with a bag full of sex toys and a black, sexy little bunny outfit, knows John is watching.


CHAPTER I

I’d always had a crush on my neighbour—the girl next-door, the blonde bombshell upstairs. She was a couple of years older than me and her window was right across from mine. That’s right—directly across from mine. Can you even imagine? I couldn’t count the number of times I’d watched that beauty undress, stare at her gorgeous naked body in the window as if it was a mirror, completely oblivious to the fact I was watching from my darkened bedroom across the lane. My God, her tits were perfect. Sometimes I wondered if she knew I was watching, if she was putting on a show for me. I mean, after a decade of living across from me, she must have known I could see into her bedroom, right? She must have known I could see her standing naked as she tied her hair up, checked herself out, lifted up her tits (as if to decide whether they were perky enough, and by God, they were more than perky enough).

Well, it was fun while it lasted. It was a July afternoon that I woke up to the rumble of an engine. When I looked outside and saw the moving truck backing into their driveway, I knew my free ride was up. I watched her and her hot friends pack that truck full all afternoon, and then I watched with a hole in my heart as that truck pulled away and she set off for college.

Her room became like a museum of the highlight of my adolescence. All of her boy-crush posters remained up on her walls, her pink sheets stayed on her bed, and, as if to tease me, a lacy black bra remained slung over the edge of her bedframe, reminding me of the many times I watched that bra fall to the floor, off of her supple tits. A piece of me died that day my peepshow crush left for college.

She had a little brother named Aaron. Aaron was a different kid, and different really is the best word I could think to describe him. He was a few years younger than me, he went to my school, and he never said much at all. Come to think of it, I don’t think I ever heard him speak. I don’t know if he had any friends at school. I’d only ever seen him by himself. He wasn’t the most discreet kid, either. He was once caught sneaking into the girls’ locker room during gym class. The rumour was that he was trying to steal girls’ panties, the little perv. He was a smaller guy, smaller than any other guy in the school in both length and width, and he was always wearing baggy clothes—which made him look even smaller. And every year his hair got a bit longer. Hell, it had almost gotten as long as his sister’s. Kids in our school called him a freak.

Who would have thought that I—the football star, the most popular guy in school (a straight guy on top of it), who could have had any girl I wanted—would have a secret fling with the little freak boy next door. Now I know what you’re thinking—you don’t sound so straight to me. Well give me a minute to explain. Aaron wasn’t a boy—at least, not entirely, depending on your definition of male and female.

It was late October, a few months after my beautiful neighbour left for college. I was in my bedroom, finishing up my homework, when the light to the bedroom across the way flicked on. My heart soared. I thought my dream girl was back, maybe visiting during Reading Break or something along those lines. When I looked up, I didn’t expect to see Aaron slipping into the room, closing the door carefully behind him. Disappointment set in. He set a small bag down next to the door.

I flicked off my own light, curious to see what the weirdo was up to. His parents were asleep (I know, because I could also see their bedroom from my room). I watched Aaron look around the room. He picked that black lacy bra up off of the bed frame and held it for a moment. I couldn’t help but wonder what he was up to. Was he some pervert, about to sniff his sister’s undies? Or was this his weird way of expressing how he missed his college-bound sibling? Either way, it was strange. I continued to watch. I didn’t expect what came next.

He took off his hoodie and dropped it on the floor. Then, he pulled off his undershirt and that’s when my heart skipped a beat and I froze. Aaron had tits. Small tits, sure, but he had tits. They were obscured under a tightened band, which he loosened and dropped to the floor. They were either A-cups or B-cups (it was hard to tell from across the lane). Was Aaron actually a girl who had been pretending to be a boy? I’d heard of that before, girls who wanted to be boys, who squished their boobs down and wore boys’ clothing. Maybe it was more common than I’d thought.

My theory was proven wrong moments later, when Aaron dropped his pants to the ground. He had a cock and balls and from where I was sitting (which granted, wasn’t very close) they looked as real as real could look. So he was a he… with tits.

I was suddenly overwhelmed with the urge to tell someone what I was seeing, to call all of my friends and spill the news. It explained so much, but at the same time, raised so many more questions. I scrambled to find my phone, to take a picture for proof. I couldn’t find the damned thing in my mess of a room. Then I looked back up and saw him standing by the window, the way his sister used to, using it as a full-length mirror, giving his tits and good grasp, checking out his naked profile. Hell, cock aside, he looked kind of like a chick—especially after he tucked his package between his legs and turned back to the window-mirror. The kid didn’t have a speck of hair anywhere on his body, unless you count the long hair on his head, which he was now styling into a loose up-do.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. It was so surreal. No one would ever believe me without photographic evidence, but it was too strange to look away from. I didn’t want to set off on a phone hunt and miss whatever bizarre thing was about to happen next. But I knew no one would ever believe me. Talk about conflicted.

There was a real mirror on the other side of the bedroom, a small makeup mirror. Aaron turned to it and bent over. He opened a few drawers below it and collected a few items. Then, he started to do his makeup. All I could see was his surprisingly perky ass and his long, thin legs. He worked quickly, as if he’d done it hundreds of times before. Just a few minutes later, he was back at the window—the room’s only full-length mirror—checking himself out. His lips were now red, and his eyes were heavily shadowed. If it wasn’t for the cock dangling between his thighs and the protruding Adam’s apple, I wouldn’t have known the difference.

Next, he went to the closet and started to dig. He pulled out something black and silky—I was too far away to know what it was at first. I watched him bend over and step into the number. Then, he started to pull it up over his naked body. It was lingerie—a black, sexy bunny outfit with a perky, white cotton tail and white frills around the very, very short skirt and around his A or B-cup cleavage. The bulge of his cock was still too hard to ignore. He went back to the closet and then returned with a pair of thigh-high fishnet stockings and a pair of bunny ears. I’d seen his sister wear the same outfit a year before, for a Halloween party she snuck out the window to attend. There was no way on Earth her parents would have let her leave the house in that outfit. No parent with an ounce of sensibility would let their daughter wear a skimpy bunny outfit like that one out of the house.

I crept over to my bedroom door and locked it. My parents had gone to bed long ago, but there was no way in hell I was going to risk having someone walk in and see me watching this—watching my male neighbour prance around in a sexy bunny outfit with his hair done up and a face full of makeup. My heart was beating fast. I knew I wasn’t supposed to be seeing what I was seeing. Everything about it felt so taboo. Now I really couldn’t tell anyone about this—even if they would believe me. “Why were you watching?” I’m sure they would ask, and what answer could I give? Out of curiosity? How could I look away? He was actually really hot? I’m sure that would go over well.

I snuck back up to the window and reassumed my position on the edge of my bed. My homework could wait. I needed to know what would happen next.

He went to the bag that he had set down next to the door and pulled something out of it. I couldn’t tell what. He walked over to the wall directly across from the window, perfectly in my frame of view. When he took a step back, I saw it: he’d placed a suction dildo on the wall. My heart was now pounding aggressively into my ribcage. Holy shit. Was he really going to do it? It was a big dildo—much bigger than the average cock. And not to mention, he was a small guy.

He started out on his knees, grabbing the rubber cock in his hand and stroking it, maybe testing the suction, maybe just giving it a handjob. After a few moments, he went in, letting it slip through his lips. He was giving the dildo a blowjob. I couldn’t see much—just his head bobbing forward and back, and that little white cotton tail, standing perky. He had a nice curve to his back, the kind you only see on the sexiest models in the sexiest magazines. Had someone looked into the window now, they would have assumed they were looking at a woman. Hell, even I was beginning to forget I wasn’t looking at a woman.

His sister had never done anything like this. Once, I saw her masturbate, and it was terribly exciting at the time, even though she did it with her panties and bra on, and she was facing away from me. Never did she suction a dildo to the wall and suck it off like ferocious little whore.

My heart raced. My breathing became shallow. I’d never felt so naughty in my whole life, watching Aaron suck that dildo off. In my defence, he had the body of a beautiful woman. He even had the tits, somehow.

I sunk down lower when he stood back up. He turned towards me and then bent over, slowly backing onto the saliva-coated dildo. His eyes lit up and he took a sharp breath in. I couldn’t see the sex toy from my vantage point, but I knew it was now sliding inside of him. His eyes closed and a smile overtook his face. When he opened his eyes, I swear he was staring right at me. I sunk down lower out of instinct. He began to fuck himself. I watched his tits bouncing, nearly popping out of his tight little top. He planted his hands on his knees and his pace began to quicken. He bit his lip and his face became red.

My own cock was now rock-hard and there was a fist-sized lump in my throat. I succumbed to the urge to jerk off. Tense, body filled with anxiety, I reached into my pants and started to beat my dick. Aaron’s resemblance to his sister was uncanny and he worked that dildo like a seasoned professional. How could I not jerk off?

Aaron smiled. His eyes were still looking in my direction—probably just watching himself fuck himself in the reflection of the window. But that didn’t stop my head from swirling with anxiety. What if, by some freak chance, he could see me?

He reached down and dug his cock out from the tight black garment. It was hard and surprisingly big for a guy with tits. He started to beat himself off while thrusting himself against the wall, shoving that suction-dildo deep into his asshole. My legs quivered. I took a deep breath in, but I was trembling. Everything about what he was doing seemed wrong. Everything about what I was doing seemed wrong. The whole thing was so taboo, yet there I was, jerking off, watching in a state of near-hypnosis.

He came before I did. He had to use his free hand to cover his mouth, to stop himself from screaming and waking up his parents. His load was so big, I could see it blasting from across the lane. Shot after shot of thick, white cum. His face was dark red. After a moment of tension, he let his body relax and he let the long dildo slip out from his asshole.

Then I came, warm cum soiling my boxer shorts. Oh God, it felt so good, my cock unloading a massive, sticky load, my heart still racing. My senses came back to me and I realized what I’d just done—jacked off to my male neighbour’s bunny-costume romp. Now I really couldn’t tell a soul about it. Now it was a deep, dark secret.


CHAPTER II

I saw Aaron in the hallways at school the next day, back in his baggy clothes, his hair messy, looking once again like a boy. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t look at him the same. I couldn’t look at him without seeing that white cotton tail, that cute little up-do, those long, smooth legs that belonged to a beautiful female supermodel and not my teenaged-boy neighbour. I tried my best to avoid him, to avoid looking at him, to pretend like I’d seen nothing, but it seemed like he was always there, always around. Maybe I’d just never paid much attention before. Maybe he wasn’t around anymore than usual. Luckily, he wasn’t in any of my classes.

It was at the end of the day, when I was at my locker collecting my textbooks and stuffing them into my bag, that I found a note. It must have been slipped through the ventilation slit at the top of my locker door. I opened it. The note was written with a pink pen in the most feminine hand-writing imaginable—soft curves, bubbly lettering, big circles over the I’s. It read: “I like it when you watch.”

My heart skipped a beat and I looked around, hoping to find some clue as to who left the note. No one was looking my way. No one looked any more suspicious than the next person. I had a good idea who left the note but I didn’t like the implications…

If it was Aaron who slipped that note into my locker, it meant he knew I could see him. It meant he could see me, which meant he saw me jerking off while he fucked that suction-dildo. Shit. I crumpled the note up and threw it in the garbage. My heart was thudding at a rapid pace, like a machine-gun, running hot, feeding into its last belt of ammunition.

My heart didn’t slow down until I was at home, in my room. I had to sit down on my bed and stare at myself in my mirror. It must have been a coincidence. But if someone else left that note, what did it mean? Who liked it when I watched what? What girl had I watched do anything? Unless it was a mistake—a note meant for someone else and not me. Someone got the wrong locker and made a silly mistake. Who was I kidding? The note was from Aaron and I knew it. Maybe he couldn’t see me (or maybe he could), but somehow he knew I was watching. The thought made me sick to my stomach.

That night I went out into the yard and looked into my bedroom window. With my lights turned off, the room was black—it might as well have been a brick wall, though my viewing angle from the ground wasn’t the same as the angle from the room across the lane—I couldn’t imagine it was much different.

I went up to my bathroom and splashed some cool water on my face. I was overthinking the stupid note. It must have been from someone else, about something else—probably something much more innocent than I thought, too. Maybe some girl just wanted me to watch her volleyball game or something.

A few weeks passed and I forgot all about the note.

Until one night, when I was getting ready for bed, and that light across the way flicked on again. It was Aaron, once again, slipping into his sister’s bedroom. I dove down behind my bed faster than a Marine under fire. My lights were already off, so there was no way he could know I was there, awake, watching.

He went through the same routine, carefully undressing, tiptoeing through the room, fetching that drool-inducing bunny costume and slipping it over his smooth, naked body. I still couldn’t figure out how he had tits—maybe some kind of genetic anomaly? Some sort of weird birth defect? Maybe he was born with boy and girl parts? That happened occasionally, right? Who the hell knows. But my curiosity was getting stronger. I swear his tits seemed bigger today, fuller, bouncier. I watched cautiously from behind my bed barricade.

Again, he walked up to the window to admire the way his body looked in that Playboy Bunny costume, and it looked pretty fine as far as I was concerned. Standing profile, he shook his butt, watching his little cotton tail wiggle. He made a pretty cute girl for a guy.

This time, he sat up on his sister’s bed, feet planted next to his ass, his crotch aimed in my direction. He leaned back onto his shoulders and he pulled the black bottom to the side, revealing his cock and his butthole. Then, he used one hand to spread his butt cheeks and with the other, he started to run the tip of his finger in circles around his asshole. And once again, I found myself strangely mesmerized by his feminine beauty, despite his hardening cock and the Adam’s apple, which he kept hidden with a black lacy choker. He let his index finger slip into his asshole.

I remembered that note. “I like it when you watch.” He looked up, seemingly right at me, between his legs. I fell down quickly behind my bed and I waited for a minute before resurfacing. There was no way he could see me—his own window, with that light on, would have been a mirror, never mind being able to see into my bedroom. I was just psyching myself out. Slowly, I rose back up. He was still seemingly looking right at me. Now, he had the tip of a long dildo pressed up against his asshole. His cock was rock-hard and laying on his silky black abdomen. One of his bunny ears was folded down, which actually made the whole outfit a little bit cuter. I watched as he pushed the dildo inside of him.

Shit. That familiar tingle ran through my body, bringing with it the urge to reach down and grab my manhood. I was getting hard. I couldn’t look away from my precious ladyboy across the way as he plunged that dildo deep into his asshole. He let his head fall back and his lips part, as if euphoria was consuming him entirely. I couldn’t get over his ass—it was tighter and perkier than any of the girls in our school. Once the dildo was in deep, he began to pull it out. It seemed to slide out forever, as if it had been jammed in fifteen feet. He pushed the tip out and then, without wasting a beat, he began to plunge it back in, this time faster. Every time was faster. After a few plunges, he had a quick rhythm.

I began to beat my cock to that very rhythm. I couldn’t help but imagine being in that room, my cock in his asshole, holding him down on that bed, watching as I slide in deep, over and over.

He smiled, again, looking in my direction. My heart jumped. What if he could see me? What difference would it make? He couldn’t tell anyone without also telling them that he got dressed up in his sister’s Playboy Bunny outfit and then rammed giant dildos into his asshole. If he could see me, it was like our little secret—no one would ever know but us. This thought gave me a strange wave of relief.

He began to beat his hard dick. There was no sight more perfect—that little bunny outfit was like cancer in my brain—malignant, unavoidable. The image was always there, the little cotton tail, those floppy ears, those tits jiggling, struggling to stay contained by the flimsy number.

My body convulsed as I came, and somehow, Aaron came at the same exact moment. My cum blasted all over the side of my bed. His blasted all over his silky black belly. The bunny outfit was going to need a wash after that giant white load.

And then he did something that made my heart sink into my gut. He winked at me and blew a kiss my way. Or maybe he winked at his own reflection in the window and blew a kiss at himself. Of course, that’s what I convinced myself. But the next day at school, I learned that I was maybe wrong--that my fears and anxious instincts were possibly right.

There was another note in my locker. Same pink colour, same bubbly writing. “Last night was fun. Why not come over sometime?” That sinking feeling returned to my gut. Coincidence was out of the question now. This was unmistakably Aaron.


CHAPTER III

A few weeks passed and Christmas break came. There was both a sense of disappointment and a sense of relief when Aaron and his parents went away for the break to visit family, out of state. I was starting to like the excitement of Aaron’s little shows, watching him fuck himself in that little bunny costume. But I knew it was wrong—everything about it. Taboo is an understatement. The fact that I was starting to look forward to it scared me half to death. But I did—I looked forward to it. I stayed up late every night, hoping to see that light flick on.

The day before he left, there was one last note in my locker. Taped to the note was a small black tape—kind of like a cassette tape, but thicker. I didn’t know what it was for or how to play it, but the note said, “Play me on Christmas.”

I took the tape to my Technology Studies teacher and asked if he recognized it. He did. He said it was a MiniDV tape, for an old camcorder. I asked if he had one, but he didn’t, so I was stuck with a tape I couldn’t play—a format that was obsolete.

It was a quiet Christmas Eve when my curiosity got the better of me. My parents had gone out to the mall and the snow was starting to fall in big, fluffy flakes. It was only five in the evening but it was already dark. So I decided to sneak out back and try to get into Aaron’s house. There were questions plaguing my mind. I wanted to see if I could find something Aaron had written, to match the note’s handwriting. I wanted to see what my bedroom looked like from across the way. That’s what I did first.

I managed to climb in through an unlocked window into the kitchen. Then, I crept up the stairs, towards Aaron’s sister’s room. I slipped in and looked across the way. You couldn’t see into my room at all, even with the lights off. I flicked the lights off and could only see my reflection in the window. I turned the lights off as soon as that was confirmed, before any neighbours called the police on me.

Next, I went to find Aaron’s room. I actually had no idea which room was his, so I ended up checking behind every door. I eventually found his room in the basement of the house. It looked like an ordinary teen boy’s room: music and movie posters on the wall, a small TV with a Nintendo hooked up to it. There was nothing especially revealing. I dug through his desk, and found a letter that was handwritten in the same style—the same pink pen—as the letters he’d been writing me. So it was confirmed: he knew I’d been watching. Or at least, he’d assumed I’d been watching. How he knew was still a mystery seeing as I was totally invisible on the other side of that window.

As I was putting the letter away, something caught my eye. It was a medical label, the kind they give you with your prescriptions at the pharmacy. I picked it up and read it. It was in Aaron’s name. I made note of the prescription name, a real mouthful of scientific gibberish, and slipped back out the kitchen window, towards my house.

The prescription was most commonly used in hormone replacement for men transitioning into becoming women. The article I found said that one of the effects is an increase in breast size, and, if the patient takes the medicine young enough, they can grow to have full-sized breasts, just like their female counterparts. Apparently, if taken young enough (from before puberty), a boy can grow to be almost indistinguishable from a woman—penis aside, of course. I could only imagine that Aaron had been taking the hormone pills for a while now, seeing as when he wasn’t in his baggy boy clothes, he looked like a smokin’ hot babe. I wondered if his parents knew about the pills, about his transition? Their bedroom was filled with religious trinkets and crosses, so I doubted it.

That night, I found myself staring out the window into that dark bedroom across the lane. In a way, Aaron was a woman. I mean, sure he had a penis, but he had the breasts and the hormones, and he didn’t have body hair. Was it really so taboo to be into his little bunny shows? Did that make me gay? A pervert, maybe—that much I was already at terms with. Although he did like it when I watched, he said so himself. And he wanted me to come over sometime. My heart skipped at the thought. Right now, we were invisible to one another. We were separated by two walls and we only knew one another in our fantasies.

And so what if, by someone else’s definition, I was gay. If being into Aaron made me gay, then so be it—maybe I was gay.

Did he really want me to come over? Come over and do what? I wondered. Did he want me to come over and spread his beautiful legs and plunge my cock into his tight ass? Watch that little cotton tail bounce up and down while his ball sack slapped against my butt? Did he want to sink down and slip his plump red lips around my girth and make me come in his mouth while his butt was perked up, tail up, towards the ceiling, back curved so delicately the way it did?

Fuck, I couldn’t bare the thought without becoming an anxious mess with a rock-hard erection. If I did go over one night, I probably wouldn’t have been able to form a complete sentence without stuttering and drooling all over his perky tits. Though I would have easily been able to flip him over and fuck him senseless, stick a gag in his mouth so he wouldn’t wake up his parents screaming in uncontrolled ecstasy.

Or maybe I would let him fuck me? I’d never been penetrated in the ass before. The thought scared me. I couldn’t believe how well Aaron took it with his dildos. But he sure seemed to like it. He was on a whole different plane when he had those giant rubber cocks up his asshole.

After my parents went to sleep that night, I decided to sneak back over. I can’t explain to you what came over me. I needed to know what it was like, if it really felt as incredible as Aaron made it look. I snuck down to his basement bedroom and searched around. It took me about twenty minutes before I found the small bag stuffed inside a bigger backpack in the far reaches of his closet—the bag where he kept his sex toys.

Also in the bag was a camcorder. It was missing a tape, but I quickly realized what I could do with it. I ran back to my house, back up to my room and I grabbed the tape that had been taped to the note. Then, I returned to Aaron’s house, down to Aaron’s room. I thought about taking the camcorder back to my house with me, but I figured this was safer. I would have to return with the camcorder anyway. With the tape in the deck, I plugged the camcorder into the television and pressed play.

On the tape was Aaron, in the bunny outfit, laying on the bed with his head in his hands and his feet up in the air. Over his shoulders I could see the white cotton tail. That was it—that was the tape. It was nothing but Aaron in the outfit, staring into the camera, smiling seductively. Occasionally he let out a cute little yawn. At one point, he rolled over onto his side. But he never took his eyes off of the camera lens, off of me. And Goddamnit, he was beautiful. That face could have been on the cover of Sports Illustrated and fooled millions of people. But he wasn’t on the cover of Sports Illustrated for millions to see. He was just there for me to see—the tape was made just for me. He rolled onto his back and stared into the camera, upside down. I could see right down his top, between his perfect tits. Further down, I could see the bulge of his cock.

I slipped my pants down in Aaron’s room. My cock was already rock-hard. A face like Aaron’s will have that effect on a person, and Aaron knew it. But I was still curious about the toys, about the feeling of sticking them deep into my ass, the way Aaron did. I took one of the smaller ones (which wasn’t very small, relatively speaking) out from his bag and lined it up with my hole.

Here goes nothing, I thought.

Staring into Aaron’s bigger-than-life eyes on the television screen, I began to insert the dildo into my ass. It was a hard feat at first, my body resisting, but slowly it began to slide in. With only a couple of inches of the rubber cock inside of me, I suddenly felt stuffed. On the screen, Aaron bit his lip. It was as if he knew what I was doing—as if he’d timed the video perfectly to know exactly what I would do when. I braced the dildo against the floor of Aaron’s bedroom and then I started to rise and fall on the rubber cock. With each round, it went a little bit deeper. And then all of a sudden, it sunk in deep, as if my asshole decided to suck it up whole. Luckily, the flat bottom-bit stopped it from being totally consumed inside of me.

And shit, it felt great. I could see why Aaron loved it so much. I rose up and plunged down on it repeatedly while I beat myself off. Aaron giggled on the screen and then flipped back onto his front. He stuck the tip of his pinkie finger into his mouth and bit playfully, trying not to laugh. Within moments, I was coming all over his face—all over his television screen. He made a big, cute sigh as I came, again, as if he knew I would be coming at that very moment.

I cleaned up my tracks, wiped up my cum, cleaned his dildo, put away his camera (taking my now-precious tape with me), and I snuck back out the kitchen window. But even with all of my attention to detail, I knew that Aaron would still know I’d been in his room, that I’d watched his tape, that I’d plunged his dildo deep into my asshole. He knew—I’m sure of it. And I’m sure it was exactly what he had wanted.


CHAPTER IV

My biggest Christmas surprise came the day after Christmas, on Boxing Day, when Aaron’s family came home a few days early from their trip. I was giddy, excited for nightfall, for after my parents went to sleep and his parents went to sleep. I wondered if I would get another show or if he would leave me in suspense for a few nights, a few weeks—god forbid a few weeks.

It was the only thing I could think of—his sweet body in that silky black bunny costume. I felt like a little kid on Christmas Eve, waiting for everyone to wake up to open presents. Except it was the day after Christmas, and I had no interest in any presents.

After dinner, I excused myself for my room and I waited with the lights off like a complete loser, but I didn’t care. I wanted a show more than anything in the world. And about an hour after the lights in his parents’ bedroom went out, I got what I’d wanted—sort of.

Aaron slipped into the room. He went and sat down at his sister’s desk and then scribbled something on a piece of paper. Then he left the room. I was heartbroken for a moment and then my heart fluttered when he came back a minute later. It started off as business as usual—slipping out of his baggy clothes, retrieving that heavenly outfit from his sister’s closet. He went to the little desk and did his makeup at his sister’s makeup mirror, and then he did up his hair using the window as a mirror. He didn’t have his little bag with him today. So after he checked himself out in the mirror, wiggling his bum to watch his tail shake, he went to his sister’s bed and bent over, butt up in the air, elbows planted on the mattress. After that, the only movement he made was the occasional wiggling or swaying of his bum.

He just stayed there like that, not doing anything. And I waited, excited, dick as hard as stone. I was ready for one of our mutual masturbation sessions, but apparently it wasn’t happening.

And then the thought occurred to me: was he waiting for me to come over? Actually? If so, was he just going to lay there patiently while he waited? The notion seemed preposterous, but then again, there he was, bent over the bed, beautiful ass in the air, waiting for something.

So after a few minutes of deliberating, I decided to put everything on the line. I was going to go over. I was going to go into that room, grab him by the hips and I was going to fuck him senseless. I don’t know what in my mind finally snapped, what finally came over me, but I was going to do it. I took a deep breath and then started my journey. I tiptoed through the house, so quiet you could only hear the beating of my heart against my ribcage. Then I slipped out the front door and made my way towards Aaron’s kitchen window. Before I went to push it open, I noticed the backdoor was not only unlocked by slightly open. Aaron must have left it open for me. Quietly, I let myself in.

The house was dark and it took my eyes a moment to adjust, before I could see my way around. Once I got to the staircase, I could see the slit of light beneath Aaron’s sister’s bedroom—the room Aaron was now waiting in, in that bunny outfit, ass in the air waiting to be pounded. I crept up the stairs, heart racing. I was dizzy with excitement, with nerves, with anxiety. What I was doing was absolutely insane. I was essentially breaking into someone’s house to fuck them—someone I’d never spoken to in my entire life. As far as I knew, this whole thing could have been a big misunderstanding. As far as I knew, Aaron didn’t even know I existed. Those notes could have been from someone else (someone who just happened to have very similar writing). But I couldn’t resist the urge. I needed to put my hands on his skin, feel his soft butt cheeks, squeeze his perfect tits. As I walked up the stairs, I noticed a note taped to the door of the bedroom. It read: “Shh! Not a peep. Thin walls. Parents are light sleepers. But that doesn’t mean we can’t have some fun!”

I pushed the door open and my heart rose up into my throat. There he was, live, in the flesh, in the bunny outfit, bent over his sister’s bed, ass facing the window. I froze, eyes wide, skin pale. He just smiled at me, as if he’d been expecting me, as if he knew without a doubt in his mind that I would come. I wanted to tell him how beautiful he was, how much I’d come to live for his shows. But I remembered the rule: Not a peep. So instead just walked around him and my hands found his butt cheeks. They were warm and soft. He watched over his shoulder as I fondled them, squeezed them, wondered how any human—man or woman—could have an ass so perfect.

I bent over him, reaching across his body. I grabbed his tits. Fuck, were they real. They weren’t plastic, they weren’t silicone, they were real, soft, warm breasts. I don’t know why I’d expected anything else. And still, it was hard to believe, but they were as real as any woman’s. I squeezed them tightly and she let out a soft moan (and I say she now because a moan like that could only come out from a woman’s lips. Breasts like those could only exist on a woman’s body. And an ass like that could only belong to a woman).

I felt a surge of warm energy pulse through my body. I needed to dominate my little backdoor bunny. I needed to squeeze her, fuck her, make her mine. I dropped my pants to the floor and my already-erect cock sprung free. I don’t know if I’ve ever been that hard in my whole life—my cock was throbbing, pulsing, begging for her body. She wiggled her perfectly round butt and I nearly collapsed, my legs trembling. I couldn’t take anymore teasing—I needed to be inside of her. I pulled away the little black strip of fabric that lay between her and me and then I pressed the tip of my bulging cock against her asshole. I pushed in and I could feel it constricting around my member like it wanted it, like it never wanted to let me out.

Deeper, deeper, deeper. The walls of her anus hugged my cock as that warm, swirling energy became stronger inside of me, overwhelming, flashing in my brain like a lottery machine that just registered the big one. And shit, I wouldn’t have traded this moment for any winning lottery ticket. This was my winning lottery ticket. She let out a soft moan and then covered her mouth. If she could hardly handle my big cock sliding in, she wasn’t going to be able to handle it pounding her stupid. She clenched tight, her soft butt cheeks squeezing my cock. I stopped for a moment, giving her a moment to gather her composure. I couldn’t risk waking up her parents—for my sake and for her sake. If they walked in and saw the neighbour boy fucking their son in the asshole—their son who was dressed up in his sister’s Playboy Bunny outfit—now that wouldn’t look so good, would it?

She looked over her shoulder at me and winked—the green light, the go-ahead. All systems ready for launch. I began to plunge my cock in and out of her beautiful rump. I came down with force and pulled out slowly, watching her soft bum (and that adorable white tail) ripple with every strike. I knew I wasn’t going to last long. No sane human would.  Hell, I could have jerked off fifteen times before coming over, and I still wouldn’t have lasted very long inside of her tight hole, staring down at that tush, that perfectly curved back, that beautiful hair done up so nicely. I couldn’t get over how soft her skin was—creamy and smooth, like the most expensive satin you’ve ever felt. I couldn’t stop myself from running my hands up and down her body, squeezing her ass, feeling her while I fucked her, my beautiful little backdoor bunny.

She reached back and tapped me on the hip, so I stepped back, letting my cock slip out from her asshole. She rolled over, onto her back, and then spread her legs. Her hard erection was resting on her soft tummy. She motioned towards it with a nod and smiled. My next urge was completely unexpected. I dropped down to my knees, took her member in my hand, and sunk it into my mouth. I was sucking her cock. Never in a million years (and even then) did I think I would ever suck a cock, yet there I was, slurping it, running my tongue all around it, puckering my lips around its bulbous tip, revelling in every precious ridge and every pulsing vein.

It seemed so surreal, finally being in the room with her, finally feeling her body. I’d watched her from afar for too long, obsessed over her tape, over her notes. Now here I was, her cock in my mouth, one hand cradling her ball sack, the other fondling her ass, one finger teasing her asshole in small circles. She let out another soft moan. When I looked up, she was looking down at me—those tantalizing eyes from that tape—biting her lip. Those beautiful eyes nearly made me cum right there, without a finger on my cock.

Then another strange urge washed over me. I got up, planted my knees at her sides, and then lowered myself down onto her hard dick. I reached down and grabbed it, her hard rod, leading it towards my asshole. As I did, she reached forward and grabbed onto my dick. Her hand was warm, soft, but it held me firm, in just the right spot that I could have screamed in orgasm right there. Somehow I held back.

I let her cock slide in slowly. Unlike her, I was an amateur at taking it in the ass. I’d only ever taken her one dildo before, but a real cock was much different. It was warm, I could feel it pulsing with her heartbeat. I took a deep breath in and then let my body relax, sinking down suddenly, consuming her beautiful dick deep inside of me. Then I started to ride her cock, lifting up, falling down, over and over.

My butt slapped against her soft thighs and she started to jerk me off. Her hand moved expertly, fingers teasing all the right spots. That increasingly-familiar tremble soared through my body and I needed to plant my hands down so I wouldn’t collapse to the ground, so I planted my hands on her supple breasts and continued to ride. And for the first time ever, I kissed her.

My heart melted. I became mush. I’d kissed my share of women in my life, but this was different. Her lips were so plump, so soft, and they gripped onto mine like they wanted me—like they needed me. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and explored. I must have gone limp in my paralyzing euphoria because she ended up taking over the work.

She wrapped her arms around me and then began to thrust her cock rapidly up into my asshole, so quickly, like the bunny she was. I began to moan but her hand found my lips—no noise allowed.

And then she whispered into my ear, “Come on me,” and once again, she grabbed my cock and started to beat it. It didn’t take much at that point.  I tried to hold back. But after just a few beats, my cock began to blast her with warm, gooey cum. I bit my tongue hard trying not to scream in pleasure.

Her head fell back, her eyes closed, and her lips parted. The intensity of her thrusting cock increased and I knew she was about to come. Do it, I thought, come in my asshole. I wanted it so badly. I needed it so badly. Then I felt it—the pulsing cock, the warm blasts of cum deep inside of me. She began to moan and now I was the one to cover her mouth. She bit my finger and her nails dug into my sides. Blast after blast—I was beginning to think she would never stop coming. I couldn’t believe the massive size of her load.

Once she got a hold of herself, she threw her forearms around my neck and pulled me down. We kissed. I never wanted the moment to end but I knew it was inevitable. We stayed together through the night. I held her until she began to doze off, and then we both knew our time was up. She needed to change out of her outfit, out of her makeup, before her parents woke up. I needed to get back to my own house, my own bed. The morning light was beginning to tease the horizon.

“Come back tomorrow?” she whispered into my ear.

“Every night,” I said, and then I kissed her one last time before leaving.

And every night for the next couple of months, I snuck over and we fucked like animals and held each other until the early morning hours. I was in love with my little slut next door, my precious backdoor bunny.

But one day, that light across the way didn’t turn on. And then it never turned on again. Aaron stopped showing up to school. After a couple of weeks, I really began to worry. I knocked on his parents door and asked where Aaron had gone, why he hadn’t been at school.

“He’s gone to live with his grandparents,” they said, but when I asked where they lived, they didn’t tell me. Instead, they gave me a look of scorn and closed the door. Had his parents found out his secret? Had they disowned him? Sent him away to one of those religious brainwashing boarding schools? I couldn’t find answers anywhere. He just disappeared from my life in an instant and life became suddenly bland.

There was a hole in my heart that never seemed to go away. Everything reminded me of Aaron. The image of him in my mind never vanished. I knew I needed to accept my loss and move on, but I couldn’t. None of the girls at my school came close to filling that void. The love of my life was gone.

I decided to go out of state for college. I couldn’t bare to stay in my hometown. Everything reminded me of Aaron. I thought a new town would change that, but it didn’t. A few days after I moved into my dorm, I looked out the window and saw a black bunny with a white tail on the grass. A rush of memories came flooding back to me and then my heart was once again a void of sadness.

Then I noticed someone in the window in the building across from me—a woman. Her back was to me and she was taking off her shirt. She turned, almost to profile. Her tits were perfect, her hair was long and gorgeous. She kept her back to me for a minute before turning around. Our eyes met. Her eyes became as wide as mine and she smiled.

It was Aaron.

THE END


RIDING HER

Darren has four days to deliver an important hard drive halfway across the country. Since the post office is on strike and the private delivery companies are all backed up, Darren decides to deliver the drive himself, making the thirty-hour trip alone in his little sedan.

But once the drive is dropped off, he starts to dread the drive home: another thirty hours alone in that old car. To make matters worse, his engine has started to malfunction, limiting how fast he can drive. So to pass the long hours on that quiet highway, he decides to pick up a hitchhiker. She’s young and pretty, but she has a secret—or maybe she has a few secrets.


CHAPTER I

It’s a long drive from Saskatoon to Vancouver—especially alone. It’s the kind of trip most people would break up into two or three legs, but I was doing it in one straight shot, for the second time that week.

I managed to complete the drive in seventeen hours the first time, going to Saskatoon with that hard drive that needed to be on the client’s desk before the week was through. I only stopped for gas and for coffee. And for the first few hours, I was actually enjoying myself. I’d never seen the Rocky Mountains before, and I was excited to see the prairies for the first time. But once I reached Revelstoke and I realized I still had about twelve hours of driving left, the trip lost its magic. Every mountain started to look the same and I was starting to become fed up with all of the campers crowding the single-lane highway, going thirty kilometres-per-hour under the speed limit.

I thought about stopping in Calgary. I was horrendously tired, as I’d only slept three hours the night before, but stopping wasn’t an option. That drive needed to be in Saskatoon within ten hours, so I kept going. I cursed the post office as I drove by. I even thought about opening my window to scream at the postmen who were on strike outside of the building. Because of them, FedEx and all the other private companies were swamped with deliveries, unable to get that important hard drive to Saskatoon before the end of the week. Because of those striking workers, I was stuck doing the long haul myself.

Calgary to Saskatoon was certainly the worst part of the trip, and not just because I was tired, and not just because it was dark. The road was straight and flat. Everything looked the same on that long stretch of prairie. Every grain tower was the same, every field of canola was the same, every semi that roared by in the other direction was the same. I nearly nodded off more times than I could count. It was 4:00 AM when I finally rolled into Saskatoon. I went to my client’s office and slipped the drive carefully though his mail slot. Then I went back to my car and slept for four hours before the sun was up and I realized it was time to hit the road again, so I could be home in time to sleep before my shift on Monday.

The thought of another seventeen-hour long haul made my stomach churn with dread, so I tried not to think about it. My plan was to just get behind the wheel and start driving—take the trip one minute at a time. “It won’t be so bad,” I kept saying to myself. But the trip was already off to a lousy start. It was almost 9:00 AM and rush hour traffic was going strong. I should have gotten out of that town before traffic started up! I should have driven to the highway before falling asleep across my back bench.

So instead of taking ten minutes to reach the city limit, I spent an hour in slow moving traffic. “It’s not the end of the world,” I said to myself once I finally started cruising down the highway. But the universe wasn’t finished torturing me. Ten minutes later, I hit the first construction site. I nearly slipped through with the cars in front of me, but a woman holding a stop sign jumped out in front of my car and yelled at me to stop while a large dump truck pulled off of a dirt road, onto the highway. I waited patiently. Another dump truck pulled out. I continued to wait. A third truck pulled out, then a fourth, and then a fifth. Then nothing happened. The woman remained there with her stop sign, as if she was trying to torture me. I leaned out the window and said, “Sorry, but I’m in a bit of a rush.” She stared at me for a moment with a blank face before scoffing and rolling her eyes.

Ten minutes passed. Then cars started to come by in the other direction. I figured our lane would start moving soon. Then another ten minutes went by. I finished the rest of my coffee, which had already gone cold. I checked my e-mails on my phone, and then I watched the clock as another ten minutes went by. Finally, the woman stepped aside and flipped over her sign. It was my turn to go.

The construction site was long. I was tempted to speed through it, but I didn’t want to end up with a hefty ticket on top of my lost weekend—not to mention what I was already paying for gas. It took ten minutes to reach the end of that long site, and then I was finally on the highway again: nearly two hours into my trip and I could still see Saskatoon in my rear-view mirror.

And my bad luck continued. A camper pulled out in front of me thirty minutes later. He was going 80 in a 110. I tried to pass him, but traffic was too dense in the other direction. A few motorcycles passed us on the shoulder. I tried to pass again, but there still wasn’t a big enough opening. I sighed and bit down on my tongue. Why were there not more lanes on that damned highway?

It was an hour later when I finally made my pass. I was way behind schedule now—and it was about to get a lot worse. I was passing through the town of Kindersley—still in Saskatchewan—when I heard a loud pop. My car started to slow down, but not to a complete stop. I pulled over to look under the hood, even though I knew nothing about cars. Smoke rose up, making me cough. “Of course this would happen,” I mumbled to myself. Luckily, I was just two blocks from a mechanic. He took a look at the car (after I waited in his little lobby for an hour) and told me that some piece of my engine with a confusing-sounding name had blown. “Your car will still work, it just won’t go very fast,” he said. “I can order the part in—but it’s a special order. It would take about a week.”

But I wasn’t about to wait a week in Kindersley, Saskatchewan, so I decided I would travel slower for the rest of my trip. I wasn’t quite 200 KM from Saskatoon—what should have been an hour and a half—and I was already six hours into my journey. I pulled back onto the highway. Now, when I floored the gas pedal, I was only able to get my little sedan up to 85. “Shit,” I groaned. At least I was moving. At least I didn’t have to worry about getting a speeding ticket.

It was getting dark out when I finally reached the Alberta border, thanks to two more construction sites and a very busy police check stop. I checked my phone’s GPS and saw that I still had an estimated fourteen hours left until I was home. If I was going to make it in a single shot, I would have to drive through the winding Rock Mountains at night. I was already dozing off, so I knew that wasn’t a good idea. So I pulled over in a town called Cereal, Alberta, and I went to sleep in the back of my car. When I woke up, I used the local campsite’s shower to clean the BO off of my body. The campsite was desolate, which wasn’t a surprise, seeing as it was swarming with mosquitoes and it was only a few dozen meters from the busy highway.

I got into my car and I took a deep breath. I just wanted to be home. I knew it was going to be a boring and tedious drive—and I knew it was going to be longer than fourteen hours, seeing as my car was incapable of driving the speed limit. So I just started, tempted to cry at the thought of spending any more time in that cramped vehicle. My radio fizzled when I tried to put on music. I went to put a CD into the CD player, but instead of playing a song, it just beeped and showed the message ‘ERROR’. The CD player was broken, probably from playing the same three CDs over and over and over (they were the only CDs I had in the car).

“Fuck,” I said, banging my forehead into my steering wheel. If you aren’t careful, that long monotonous road can drive you insane. I’d heard stories of people hallucinating while driving long distances. I always thought it would be cool to hallucinate, but now I was scared I would hallucinate a second lane and I would end up driving off of a cliff.

I took a deep breath, chugging another quarter cup of coffee. It was no longer helping to keep me awake. The half dozen hours I slept in the back of my car were doing nothing to fight away the exhaustion. I needed something: something to keep me stimulated while I finished that horribly tedious drive.

Then, an hour before I reached Calgary, Alberta, I saw her standing on the side of the road. She had long, curly red hair, pale skin, and a dark band of freckles that you could see from a mile away. She was holding a skateboard at her side with one hand, and a sign that read ‘VANCOUVER’ with the other. She let go of the skateboard to wave at me, hoping I would pick her up.

My mother always told me to never pick up a hitchhiker. “You’ll end up being murdered on the side of a highway,” she would say to me. And I always thought that she was right, seeing as most hitchhikers were scary-looking men: greasy skin, long, dark hair, beady eyes, scruffy beards, and odours that could be smelled before their scary faces could be seen. But this girl wasn’t one of them. This was the kind of girl that shouldn’t have been hitchhiking. Some creep would end up picking her up and doing God-knows what to her. This was the kind of girl you see in the newspaper: ‘MISSING GIRL’S MUTILATED BODY FOUND ON SIDE OF HIGHWAY’.

I slowed down and took a good look at her, to make sure I wasn’t just hallucinating a woman’s face on a terrifying man’s body. But she was really a woman: young and soft, tight and pretty. She was wearing a tight white bodysuit and a pair of short jean shorts. Covering her calves were knee-high white socks, and she was wearing thick eyeliner around her big, Irish eyes.

She was pretty, but that’s not why I stopped. I needed the company. I needed to have someone next to me who could prod me every time I began to nod off. I needed someone to talk to, so I wouldn’t fall asleep and end up plummeting to my death in some Rocky Mountain valley. She was my solution; the fact that she was beautiful was just a bonus.


CHAPTER II

I had to reach across the passenger seat to unlock the door, as the unlock button apparently decided to stop working at some point between Kindersley and that rural Alberta road. She let herself in, tossing her skateboard in the back. Then she looked at me with a smile and said, “Thanks.” He voice was quiet and soft. She seemed timid and shy—not the type to be hitchhiking with strangers across the country.

I tried to say something along the lines of ‘You’re welcome’ but no words came out from my mouth when I opened my lips. She was prettier than I originally thought she was. Her pale skin was so smooth and flawless, and her band of freckles was perfect, as if painted on by some careful artist. Her lips were plump, and her bodysuit was tight, squeezing her braless tits. Even when I was looking forward, I could see the lumps of her nipples, pressing against that tight top.

That bust made my heart pound and stutter. What was she thinking, wearing an outfit like that while hitchhiking? Was she trying to get assaulted? I was tempted to give her a stern talking to, like a nervous parent. But I had a feeling my advice wouldn’t resonate. I’m sure she knew her outfit was sexy—that’s probably why she was wearing it. Hell, maybe she wore it intentionally, knowing she would have no problem at all getting a ride. Maybe that outfit had something to do with me picking her up, and I didn’t even realize it. I’d passed many hitchhikers before her, after all, and I didn’t pick any of them up. So maybe I was no better than all of the creeps out there. Maybe she even thought that I was a creep. Was I a creep?

I cleared my throat and finally broke my silence, almost three minutes after picking her up. “So where are you from?” I asked.

She looked over at me and stared into my eyes. It was a moment before she said anything, making my heart stammer down into my stomach. Why was she staring at me like that? Why wasn’t she speaking? Was it a rude question? Was I expected to keep my mouth shut, like a masseur at a spa? I worked as a masseur for a few years while I was finishing up my computer science degree, so I knew the drill. “I’m from Toronto,” she said softly.

I nodded my head and returned to my silence. It was a few minutes later when she brought her feet up onto her seat, making her jean shorts ride up, exposing a little bit of her bum and all of her long, smooth legs. I tried not to look, worried the slightest glance would make her think that I was a complete pervert.

“What’s in Vancouver?” I asked after clearing my throat again.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Something different,” she said.

“Friends?”

She shook her head. “I’ve just never been.”

“Just going to check it out for a few days?”

She smiled, not answering my question. It almost seemed as though she didn’t want to tell me why she was going to Vancouver. It made no difference to me, unless she was running away from some murder or something. I didn’t want to find out that I helped some murdered escape capture. I looked over at her, just for a second, just long enough to see her soft, harmless face. She almost looked childish, with her little nose and her big eyes. There was no way she could have been a murderer. Her frail hands didn’t even look strong enough to pull the trigger on a simple handgun.

It was clear that she wasn’t too interested in chatting, so I left her alone to stare out the window at the approaching mountains. They were small now: just little bumps on the horizon. But soon, we would be engulfed by their impressiveness. We would feel small and insignificant under the tall cliffs and steep terrain.

We passed through Calgary in silence. I looked over at her for a moment as we went by the downtown core. She was staring up at the buildings with glowing eyes. I wondered what she was thinking, but I was too afraid to ask. I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. I didn’t want her to ask to be let out, leaving me along with nothing but my thoughts for the next twelve hours or so. We were an hour out of Calgary when she finally ended that long silence. “Your car sure is slow,” she said with that soft voice.

“It wasn’t until yesterday,” I said. “If you want to get out and get a ride with a faster car, I’ll understand.”

She laughed as if I made a joke. She had a cute laugh, biting her bottom lip as if she was trying to keep her laughter under control. She looked back out the window as we entered into the mountains. It was ten minutes later when I heard her say, “Wow. They’re so big.”

“Have you never seen them before?” I asked.

“Never. This is my first time out West.”

“They’re pretty amazing,” I said. “I only just saw them for the first time the other day.”

She didn’t reply to this statement. She just stared up at the mountains with her feet pulled close to her denim-clad bum. I felt that tiredness creeping back. My eyes were heavy when we reached Banff, still very far from our final destination. My car wasn’t even able to reach 75 on those steep winding roads. I had to floor the pedal, worried some cop would pull me over and give me a ticket for driving dangerously slow. I pulled over constantly to let long lines of cars pass. I was almost relieved when I reached the first mountainous construction zone, where the speed limit was 30. It was nice to have ten minutes without people flipping me off from the passing lane.

“You really don’t mind the slowness?” I asked again, as we passed Lake Louise.

She let that cute laugh slip again. “I really don’t mind.” Then she looked into my back seat. “You wouldn’t have a snack I could steal, would you? I haven’t eaten since yesterday morning.”

“A snack?” I said, looking back. I had nothing at all, except for empty coffee cups from Tim Hortons. “We can stop for something. I think we’re getting close to a town.”

We arrived in Golden forty minutes later. I pulled over at the first gas station and said, “Go ahead and get yourself something while I fill up.”

I started filling my tank, and then I noticed she wasn’t going into the gas station. She was just lingering, pacing around aimlessly. After staring through the window for a minute, she looked down at her feet. Then she started walking back. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said with that soft voice. She made a smile that seemed forced.

“Aren’t you hungry?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m fine.”

“Do you want something different? There’s a McDonalds down the street. Want that?”

She shook her head. “I think I’m fine—really.”

And that’s when I realized she had no money. I looked down at her tight jean shorts as she walked towards the nearby bathroom house. I watched her tight bum bounce, and I could see that her pockets were empty. Had there been so much as a credit card in one of those pockets, I would have been able to see the contour of it.

So while she was in the bathroom, I slipped into the shop and bought a few things: an apple, a banana, a bag of chips, a small pack of beef jerky, some mixed nuts, a couple water bottles, and a sugar-free iced tea. It certainly wasn’t a nice home-cooked meal, but at least it was something. I got everything in the car before she was back from the bathroom.

But I didn’t want to make her feel bad. I didn’t want to put her on the spot or let her know that I knew she was moneyless. So when she sat down, I casually motioned towards the back seat and said, “I got some stuff in case we get hungry. We still have a long drive ahead of us.” She stared at the haul for a long moment, and then she looked forward with a smile.

“Thanks,” she said. And it was fifteen minutes later when she casually reached back and grabbed the apple. She looked at me with her big, childish eyes, and said, “You don’t mind, do you?”

“Go right ahead,” I said. I was happy to hear her biting into that crunchy apple. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the apple’s sweet juice running down her chin as she ate. It was obvious that she was trying to control her speed, so she wouldn’t look like a starving dog. She was trying to get that apple into her stomach as quickly as possible without it being too obvious that she was desperate for some sustenance. Once she was finished with the apple, she reached back for the nuts. She ate them one at a time, resisting the urge to take big handfuls. When I turned my head to look out the side window, I could see her scooping a big handful in the glass reflection. Why was she so hungry? Had she really gone so long without eating?

Two hours later, in Revelstoke, I stopped at a fast food joint and ordered a few hamburgers. I handed her one even though she didn’t ask for it, and she only said “Thank you” before eating the entire thing without pause.

Then she looked at me with a shy smile. “You’re really nice,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s just a hamburger,” I said. “It’s not a big deal.”

“Well it’s more than anyone else has done for me.”

I looked at her, smiled, and nodded. Then I looked back at the road. A car was coming from the opposite direction, flashing its lights, as if to warn us of an upcoming speed trap. I laughed. “Let’s hope it’s not a slow trap,” I said, and then I immediately regretted making the lame joke. But she laughed regardless—maybe a pity laugh, or maybe she was just easy to please.

A few minutes later, we saw the taillights. There was a line of cars stopped on the highway, stretching down for miles. We stopped in the line and waited. A few minutes later, taillights started turning off. People were turning off their engines. The a man stepped out from the large camper in front of us. He stretched out his arms and back and then reached into one of his camper’s side compartments and pulled out a folding chair. He put it down on the ground and then he started reading a book.

“What’s happening?” the hitchhiking girl next to me asked. “Is it a construction stop?”

“I don’t know,” I said. So I got out of the car and approached the reading man. I asked him if he knew anything.

“Didn’t you tune into the traffic station? There was an accident. It’ll be a few hours before it’s all cleaned up—at least a few.” Now, the line of cars stretched way behind us, beyond what I could see. Some people were turning around to head back to Revelstoke. I looked at my phone’s GPS to see how long it would take to go around the highway: fifteen hours and twenty minutes—seven hours if I stayed on the highway.

“I guess we’re waiting,” I said to the girl in my passenger seat.

“That’s fine,” she said.

“I suppose you could walk by the accident and hitch a ride with someone on the other side,” I said.

She looked into my eyes for a moment, and then she looked forward. “I don’t mind waiting.”

I couldn’t help but smile. She was happier waiting with me than taking multiple hours off of her trip. While I was trying not to smile, it dawned on me that I didn’t know her name. We’d been driving together for almost six hours, and I hadn’t even bothered to ask her what her name was. So I asked now.

“It’s Sandy,” she said with that cute, plump-lipped smile.

“Sandy,” I said. “I’m Darren. Nice to meet you.”

I had many questions I wanted to ask. I still didn’t really know why she was travelling across the country, so far from home. I had no idea why she was so poor and hungry. It was hard for me to wrap my head around how a beautiful girl could be so helpless.

It was a minute later when I noticed her reaching down and pushing her thumb into the side of her foot. She winced slightly as she pushed down.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Sorry—I’m fine. I just—I was stuck on the highway for a long time. I think I walked something like twenty miles before you picked me up. And yesterday I walked more than that.”

I watched her dig her knuckle into the soft tissue on the bottom of her foot. “Want me to rub them?” I asked.

Then she looked at me with a wide-eyed look, as if the creepiest words ever just slipped through my lips. I felt the colour drain from my face before redness started to fill my cheeks. “I used to work at a massage parlour. I did that for over three years.” I forced a smile, feeling more awkward than ever.

She looked down at her feet and then up again at me. “I guess you can give it a try,” she said. She leaned back and spun her body, so that she could reach her feet across the center console. I took her feet onto my lap and then I gently started to rub them. They were soft and petite. Her toes were cute, painted a red colour that nearly matched her curly hair. It was only a minute before she let out her first sigh of relief, letting me know that she was actually enjoying the massage and not just letting it happen because she felt awkwardly obligated seeing as I was giving her a ride.

I dug my knuckles in deep, working out all of the little knots. Her muscles were tense. She wasn’t kidding about walking forty miles in two days. It was no wonder she was so desperate to stay in my car instead of walking five miles up the road to pass the car accident. But why did nobody pick her up? It was hard to believe any sane man would pass up the opportunity to pick up such a beautiful, young woman.

I looked up at her face and saw that her eyes were closed. She was comfortably leaned back against the door. As I pushed my thumb into the middle of her sole, she bit her bottom lip and tilted her head back, as if she was about to have an orgasm. And I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t using an old trick that I sometimes used on women when I worked in the massage parlour. The nerves in the feet are connected to different parts of the body. There’s a nerve right in the middle of the sole that’s connected to the genitals, and women can have an orgasm if you press on the right spot for long enough. I was pressing that spot now.

She brought her knees up slightly, probably trying to squirm the pleasure away. Maybe I was crossing a line—maybe I was being a little bit too cheeky for my own good. But now that I had her squirming and nearly moaning, I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to keep her state of pleasure going. After all, she’d spent at least the past few days in a state of discomfort. The least I could do was help her relax, and having an orgasm is relaxing, isn’t it?

I pushed harder and rubbed faster. Then I noticed her hand reaching down between her legs, like a toddler reaching down to cover her crotch to stop herself from peeing. I fought back the urge to smile. Maybe I was just another highway creep. Maybe I was no better than the bearded truckers who pick up girls and beg them to sick their cocks after driving them out into the middle of nowhere. But how could I help myself?

She let a little groan slip. Her thighs pressed tightly together, and now I had a clear view up her little pair of jean shorts. I could see her red panties—and I could see something else as well: the tip of a penis, pressing down her thigh. I paused for a moment, waiting for my brain to correct the mistake it was making. But that penis didn’t disappear. It looked so real. The tip was so thick, and I could see it throbbing. It was erect and she was holding it down so that it wouldn’t push out against her little shorts. I don’t think she realized she was pushing it down into view.

I looked away quickly, my heart suddenly pouncing. Sandy wasn’t a woman at all—she was a male: a transgender. She had a cock between her legs where her pussy was supposed to be. I was rubbing a boy’s feet, about to give a boy an orgasm. I’d spent six hours in a car with a male: fawning over him, buying him snacks and lunch, enjoying the subtle smell of his floral perfume.

My gut turned.

She opened her eyes and looked at me. “Is everything alright?” she asked.

I looked at her quickly. “Huh? Oh yeah—I just thought I saw the cars moving. But it was just someone starting their car for a moment,” I lied. I forced a smile. Now that I knew she was a transgender, I could hear the slight masculine twang in her soft voice. That’s why she was speaking so quietly: to hide the boyishness of her voice.

But her body was convincing. Now, as she closed her eyes again while I continued to rub, I looked carefully at her shoulders. They were narrow. Her thighs were soft and curvy. She certainly wasn’t butch—though there was a slight lump on her throat, which I now knew was an Adam’s apple.

I’d spent the past few minutes staring at her ass. Now, I was afraid to look at it—afraid I would find it just as attractive as I did before I knew it was a man’s ass. It didn’t seem right. She was a boy! What the hell was I doing still rubbing her feet? Was I just too afraid to stop? Was I worried that I would offend her? Was I worried that I would feel transphobic if I just quit now? Was it rude of me to be put off by that long cock tucked into her jean shorts?

How could I not be shocked by such a thing? It was enormous, extending nearly halfway down her thigh. It was thick—almost as thick as her wrist. It now looked like she had an entire cucumber stuffed into her shorts. Was I just supposed to ignore it? Would she feel humiliated as soon as she looked down and realized her panties were no longer hiding her package?

I looked away quickly. Why was I even looking in the first place? My heart stammered. I found myself looking again, trying to see up her shorts. I had to sink down slightly to get at the right angle. And there it was: her throbbing tip. I was no longer rubbing the sweet spot on her foot, but now I was tempted to try again, to see how far I could get her by just rubbing her feet. I used to do the same thing with women at the massage parlour. I would rub that spot until I got them as far as I thought I could get them. But I never tried with a man. Why the hell would I ever try with a man? Why was I trying now?

As I rubbed into that spot, she moaned again. I pushed harder and watched as her tip twitched. It was getting bigger. It probably felt nice, tingling all the way up into her crotch. Could I make her come? Would I be able to make her cock shoot out semen without even touching her cock? And was I going to go that far? Was I going to keep watching her shaft as it throbbed in her jean shorts?

I tried to gulp down the lump in my throat. I kept watching nervously. I looked back up at her throat again. Her head was tilted far back now, exposing that Adam’s apple more than ever. But the rest of her looked feminine. Her face was impressively girly, though maybe her jaw was a touch broad. Maybe her cheekbones were a bit harsh—but she was still pretty. Oh God, I didn’t want to admit to myself that she was pretty, but how could I lie? How could I even attempt to convince myself that she looked manly after six hours of checking her out?

I was exhausted. Wasn’t that a fine excuse? I’d hardly slept in four consecutive days. Sleeping in the back of the car certainly shouldn’t count as rest. And being stuck in an uncomfortable driver’s seat is harder on the body than running up a steep hill. Maybe she was ugly. Maybe she did look like a man and I just couldn’t see it because I was exhausted. Maybe I would look her up on Facebook after all of this was said and done and I would see that she wasn’t a sexy minx after all.

Or maybe I was just attracted to a transgender girl.

I kept looking down at that cock. I pressed into that soft spot harder and harder. She moaned slightly, and then someone walked right by the window. I looked over as the man looked in. Then I released that foot instantly, worried he would be able to tell that Sandy was really a man. I didn’t want people thinking that I was giving a man a foot rub.

Sandy opened her eyes. Her cheeks were dark red and her pale skin was whiter than ever. “Are you okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “My hands are just getting tired,” I lied.

“Oh. Of course. You really didn’t have to do that,” she said, turning to face forward. She reached down and pushed on her crotch quickly before crossing her legs to hide her erect bulge. “But that was nice. Thank you.”

I nodded my head. “It was my pleasure,” I said.


CHAPTER III

The accident wasn’t cleaned up until 8:00 PM that night, and then the highway opened slowly with a single lane, traffic alternating every ten minutes. It was almost 10:00 PM when we reached Salmon Arm, still a good six hours from Vancouver.

I was beginning to slip. I was trying my hardest to stay awake, but even with Sandy next to me, I was still drifting away. It didn’t help that she wasn’t talking much—or that I was now afraid to talk to her, knowing that she wasn’t actually a girl. I couldn’t figure out why it mattered so much—she was still company, male or female, and that’s why I picked her up, right? It’s not like I picked her up because I had the hots for her. Or was that why I picked her up?

I nearly closed my eyes at one point. The temptation was strong to get a few minutes of sleep. I was so exhausted, I even found myself thinking that the car would stay on the road just fine if I just got five minutes of rest. Then I felt the hard trembling of my tire against the rumble strip and I perked right back up. I looked over at Sandy and she was staring at me. “You okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head and forced a smile. The thought of driving six more hours down that windy highway was dreadful. I saw a sign with the distance to Kamloops: 110 KM. I swear we drove for an hour before we reached the next sign: 99 KM. My gut turned. In that small lifetime, we’d only travelled 11 KM? Was God torturing me for some reason?

I looked over at Sandy again. She was staring into my eyes. “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked.

“Just tired,” I said, finally admitting that I maybe wasn’t in perfect condition.

“Why don’t we pull over for the night?” she said. “Just pull off and we’ll sleep the night in the car.”

I laughed. “To be honest, I’m a little bit sick of being in the car. I kind of just want to get home so I can get out of this damned car.”

“Well maybe we can get a motel room,” she said. “You can sleep in the motel and I’ll sleep in the car. I don’t mind. Unless you’re not comfortable with that. If you want to part ways, that’s fine too. I know that I’m being a bit of a mooch. I haven’t chipped in for gas and you’ve spent at least twenty dollars on feeding me now.”

“I really don’t mind,” I said. “You can stay. I can take you to Vancouver.” For some reason, I felt the sudden urge to insist that she stay with me. I didn’t like the idea of her hitchhiking with someone else—especially in the dark. Weirdoes become especially weird at night. And she was still wearing that little bodysuit and that tiny pair of jean shorts. She wouldn’t be getting the kind of attention she wanted if she stepped out onto that highway with her thumb in the air. And what if one of those creeps found out about that log in her panties? Would some embarrassed trucker put an end to her as some sort of humiliation revenge?

Maybe I was being paranoid. Maybe she was fine. She made it this far, after all. Toronto is a long drive from British Columbia. Maybe people aren’t as creepy as I thought. Maybe the highway is a safer place than the news makes it out to be. Or maybe she’d just gotten lucky up to this point.

As if on cue, a glowing neon MOTEL sign began to materialize in the distance. I had no idea which town we were approaching, but the thought of sleeping on a soft bed (or even a hard bed) was enticing. The urge to pull over was strong, especially when I saw the ‘$39.99’ sign tacked to the same pole as the neon MOTEL sign. Forty bucks for a good night’s sleep—how could I turn that offer down in my current condition?

“Okay—fine,” I said, caving to the offer as if I was a castaway being offered a real meal for the first time in five long years.

So I pulled over and went into the motel lobby while Sandy waited in the car. I rang the bell and waited, and a minute later, a chubby older woman came out. “Want a room?” she asked.

“Something with two beds, please,” I said.

“We’ve only got two rooms left—both with a single queen-sized bed,” she said in a dry, uncaring voice. “There’s a hockey tournament in town this weekend. All the hotels from Salmon Arm to Merritt are booked solid. You want a room or no?” Judging by her blunt tone of voice, she didn’t seem too keen for my business, or maybe she could just tell that I was desperate. I bit down on my tongue and considered the offer.

Would I make Sandy sleep in the car? Or would I let her sleep in the bed with me? I’d shared a bed with people before. When I was a kid, I would share a bed with my brother whenever we went on family trips. In university, I shared a bed with my roommate for two months while our landlord renovated the second bedroom in our flat. On a few different business trips, I shared a bed with one of my co-workers because the company wouldn’t pay for two rooms. And never had anything kinky happened, nor had there even been any awkward moments. Plus, I was so tired as I stood in that motel lobby, I knew that I would fall asleep the second my head hit the pillow—so what difference did it make?

“I’ll take the room,” I said.

She took my credit card and charged me for the night. Then I pulled the car around to the room and spent a minute insisting that Sandy come inside to sleep. She kept saying that she was fine sleeping in the car, but I felt bad. I knew how horribly uncomfortable that little car was to sleep in. The backseat was the most comfortable option in the little sedan, but even the backseat was slanted and hard, with an annoying spring poking right up the middle.

When I insisted the third time, I realized that I was possibly making her uncomfortable. Maybe she thought that I was trying to lure her into a bedroom so I could make a move on her. Maybe she was starting to think that I was one of the creeps that I was so afraid of. So I was about to stop pushing the idea of sharing a bed, then she suddenly said, “Okay—as long as you don’t mind.”

The room was small, and the bed was certainly smaller than a queen. My heart stuttered when I saw the small bed, worried that Sandy was about to think that I tricked her into sleeping in a tiny bed with me. And then I tried to remember if I even told her that the bed was a queen. Now, she didn’t seem to be too put off by the small bed. And it wouldn’t matter in a couple of minutes, when I was asleep. As soon as I started snoring, she wouldn’t be worried that I was about to make some perverted move on her.

She was in the bathroom now, inspecting the shower. “Maybe I’ll take a shower,” she said.

“Go ahead,” I said. “I’ll probably take one in the morning. But now, I’m just going to go to sleep.”

“Sounds good.”

I grabbed a clean shirt and a clean pair of sweatpants from my bag in the car. When I returned, I could hear the shower running on the other side of the closed bathroom door. I turned out all of the light except for the little table lamp next to her side of the bed. I got under the covers and I closed my eyes, keeping my body squashed to the edge of the bed, so she had plenty of room to get in and be comfortable. I didn’t need to be comfortable—I just needed the sleep.

But I didn’t fall asleep as expected. I couldn’t force my mind to shut off. The image of her giant cock—trying to poke out from her tight jean shorts—remained in my mind. I tried to push it away, but the image of her pretty face and long curly hair just replaced it. I could perfectly picture her bright, shining eyes—like the blue-grey ice in the arctic. How could those eyes belong to a biological male? How could those plump lips have ever been labelled ‘male’? That cock—that could certainly be labelled male. Hell, that thing was bigger than most of the cocks I’d seen in porn videos. If I’d seen such a huge thing in a porno, I would have assumed it was fake. But that thing wasn’t fake. I watched it twitch and throb. I saw her foreskin pulling back as her cock stretched long and wide.

But why couldn’t I get the image out from my head? Why was it pestering me? Why was it stopping me from sleeping? I just needed to get through another six hours on the road and I would never see her again, so why was my brain wasting precious sleeping time mulling over her anatomy?

I heard the running water stop, then I heard her bare feet stepping out from the shower. I looked over and saw the shadow of her naked body moving around underneath the door. There was a big gap under that door. A part of me thought about taking my phone and slipping it under that door to snap a secret picture. I could see if that big cock was real or just a figment of my tired imagination. Of course I wouldn’t actually do it. I already felt like enough of a creep after rubbing her feet and giving her an erection. I couldn’t possibly take a step further into Pervert Land. Besides: I knew the cock was there, so what exactly did I even want to see? Did I really want to see it again? Was it not bad enough that I’d already seen it once?

When she stepped out from the bathroom, I shut my eyes and pretended to be asleep. I listened as she carefully traversed the room to the other side of the bed. She gently pulled back the covers and slipped up next to me. The bed was small and our skin was almost touching. I could feel the heat radiating off of her warm, clean body. She smelled like a woman: a little bit floral and a little bit sweet. She rolled over slowly, and then her body grazed mine gently. I felt her bare skin, but it wasn’t the bare skin of her arm—it was the bare skin of her torso. Was she naked? Did she not put her clothes back on after getting out from the shower?

I tried to think of a way to figure out if she was naked without making her think that I was awake. I thought about rolling over slowly and peeking under the covers without making a sound—but that would be too obvious. Then I thought about yawning and reaching back to feel her body—but that would be too creepy. The only way I could know for sure without making her think that I was a complete creep was to wriggle my body back as if I was trying to get comfortable in my sleep, and I could gently feel her body with the back of my arm.

So that’s what I did, and it turned out to be a big mistake. She was almost naked—at least from what I could feel with the back of my arm when I nestled myself back. Her back was bare, but I could feel the strap of a dainty bra. Against my lower back I could feel the band of her panties, and a touch of her soft bum. She probably didn’t want to sleep in her clothes, seeing as she probably didn’t have many options to cycle through in her small bag. But now I was snuggled back into her, and I didn’t know how to get away. Why didn’t I consider this predicament? Why did I let myself cuddle into her without an exit strategy?

I remained still for the next ten minutes, trying to think of a way out. But at the same time, I was enjoying the feeling of her soft, warm body pressed against mine. She wasn’t leaping away or telling me to scram. Maybe she liked the subtle cuddle. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. The motel room was cold, after all. The air conditioner was turned on and the dial was broken, so it couldn’t be turned off—and that blanket wasn’t very thick.

She rolled over, possibly asleep. Now I could feel her breath against the back of my neck. Her breasts were pressed against my back now—only separated by the thin lace of her bra. Her thighs were touching my legs, but my sweatpants were keeping me safe from skin-to-skin contact. I listened carefully, trying to decide if she was asleep or if she was taking our little accidental cuddle to the next level. What if she thought I snuggled back intentionally? What if she thought that I was making a subtle move on purpose, and she was into it? The idea seemed preposterous, until she reached her arm over my body, getting her hand right on my chest.

I became tense and still, with my eyes wide open. Was she asleep, or were we snuggling like a real romantic couple? Was she dreaming about snuggling up with Chris Hemsworth, or was she thinking about IT specialist, Darren?

In my tired and confused state, I made a bigger mistake. Instead of squirming forward, away from her embrace, I snuggled back further, nestling my bum into her lap. Why did I do that? What was I thinking? Did I want to wake her up? And if she was already up, did I really want her thinking that I wanted to cuddle with a biological boy?

I felt her hand sliding down my body. She reached her hand up my shirt and began to caress my bare abs and chest. I have to admit: it felt nice. She had a gentle touch, and I couldn’t remember the last time a woman touched me in a sensual way. But I had to remind myself that she wasn’t entirely a woman. Though even with the reminder, I didn’t stop her. I didn’t want to stop her. I was now in the awkward situation, so it would be a waste not to try to enjoy it—because there would never be another awkward moment quite like this one.

I was too tired to process what was happening—or maybe that was just the excuse I was using to allow the little snuggle to carry on. Her fingers reached down my abs, to the waistband of my sweats. She pushed her hand down, into my pants and across my pubic bone. I took a deep breath into my lungs as her fingers slipped onto my cock. I still wasn’t stopping her, and now it seemed impossible to think that she was doing this in her sleep. And it also seemed impossible to think that she thought I was asleep. No man could sleep through being caressed and fondled.

She wrapped her hand firmly around my cock and began to massage it. It felt nice. Each little stroke felt so good, even though I knew it was so wrong. Why wasn’t I stopping her? Was I dreaming? Was this really happening? Was I about to wake up and find out that I was jerking myself off in bed next to her? My heart stuttered. It couldn’t be a dream. It felt so real—and it felt so good. I snuggled further back into her body. Now I could feel something big against my bum. It was hard and getting harder. And my God, was it ever getting big!

My heart was pounding ferociously now. I tried to take a deep breath in, but even my lungs were trembling. I reached back and felt the smooth skin of her hip, down her thigh and back again. This was my second biggest mistake, letting her know that I was not only awake but into her. My biggest mistake came next, when I reached down into her panties and grabbed her cock. I squeezed it firmly and then I pumped it a few times. Then I let go suddenly, realizing I was crossing a line that was not to be crossed—but the damage was already done. Now she knew that I knew what she was hiding between her legs, and she thought that I was into it.

She took my sweat pants and carefully pulled them down, exposing my bare ass. Then she pressed her gigantic cock against my butt crack. It was impossibly warm, and I could feel every thick vein throbbing. I felt embarrassed. She was so much bigger than me. But maybe it wasn’t right to feel embarrassed, because she was bigger than 99% of the world’s population.

She ran that big cock up and down the length of my crack. Then she brought her hand to her lips and spat. My heart skipped a beat. Why was she spitting? What did she plan on doing with that saliva? She reached down and slicked her cock with her warm spit. Then she continued rubbing her dick up and down, between my ass cheeks. She drew her long, thick stick down until her tip was against my asshole, and I finally realized what was happening—and for some reason (maybe the exhaustion), I didn’t even attempt to stop her.

She began to push in. I clenched tight and groaned. But she was pushing hard, and I didn’t want to embarrass her by rejected her penis. So after a moment, I relaxed and she penetrated me. She felt even bigger inside of me than she felt outside of me. She only had her tip in, but it felt like she’d just jammed an entire cucumber into my asshole. I groaned again, squirming slightly and clenching as much as I could. But now that she was in, clenching was pointless. She started pushing her shaft into me. She used her hands to hold me firmly in place. She was strong, considering how petite she was. Considering how pretty and petite she was, she had a lot of surprises.

That cock was sliding deep inside of me. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t quite feel right. I didn’t love the feeling of my hole being stretched. I don’t think assholes are designed to be stretched quite so wide. Would the damage be permanent? Would I have to wear diapers from now on? Or would it just take a week or two for my hole to squeeze back to its normal radius?

She pushed in further and further and further. I didn’t think I could take anymore—and I was sure I could feel her long shaft pushing up towards my lungs. Then suddenly, I felt the soft mane of her red pubic hair against my bum. She had her entire monster penis inside of my body!

She gently caressed my body. Then she started pulling out, all the way until her tip was just teasing my hole, and then she pushed herself back in. It was the strangest feeling: feeling completely stuffed as if I was about to explode, and then feeling completely empty, as if I was missing a massive part of my insides. After a minute of her thrusting, it was almost a relief whenever she was inside of me. Somehow it felt more normal when her big cock was filling my body than when I had nothing in me at all.

Now, she was thrusting faster, slamming down hard with each penetration. Her hard pelvis slapped against my ass each time, hurting a little bit, but somehow feeling nice at the same time. I could feel a tingling developing inside of me. That tingling was slowly working its way down my shaft, towards my tip. It felt nice, but foreign and strange. My whole cock was starting to feel hot, as if I was holding back my pee. I squirmed and groaned as that strange sensation became more powerful. She was thrusting hard and fast now, gripping my sides to keep me in place.

Then suddenly, she rolled me over onto my stomach and mounted me. She was sitting on top of me as if I was a limp horse. Her cock was pressed straight down, still deep inside of me, curving up impressively into my gut. My groaning was quickly becoming moaning. I loved the feeling of her on top of me, dominating me. She was in control, and I was hers to do whatever she wanted with. She leaned forward and pressed both of her hands against my back, pinning me down, and then she continued to pump. She had her knees planted firmly next to my hips, holding me straight.

“Oh God,” I heard her moan. And then I heard myself moan the same thing.

I didn’t want the fucking to end. I loved everything about it: her long cock massaging my insides, her small hands pinning me down, her soft body rubbing against mine. I even loved her long hair tickling my back as it hung down, still damp from her shower.

She dug her nails into the skin on my back. Her thighs closed hard on my body and I could feel her cock throbbing. I knew what was coming and I was ready for it. I wanted it. I needed to have it!

And I got it, though not where I was expecting it. She pulled out suddenly and then I felt her hot goo spraying all over my back—all the way up to my neck. Its possible some shots got into my hair, too—but I didn’t mind. I loved the way it felt, especially when it was drooling down onto my bare ass.

The room became silent. She carefully slipped back underneath the covers without saying anything. I rolled over, away from her, and then she cuddled up against my body, pressing her soft skin against my cum-covered back. That’s how we fell asleep, and that’s how we woke up.

But when I woke up, I wasn’t quite as excited and satisfied as I was when I dozed off. Instead, I was terrified and full of regret. I’d allowed a biological boy to stuff me with his giant cock. And now I had to spend at least another six hours with that same biological boy in my half-broken sedan.


CHAPTER IV

I took a long shower before Sandy was awake, letting the warm water wash the dried cum off of my back and out of my hair. I kept trying to convince myself that the little romp was just a dream, and the cum on my back wasn’t real, but of course I knew it was real, and I knew I would have to awkwardly face Sandy as soon as it was time to hit the road again. It was going to be horribly awkward—maybe even too awkward for her to handle. I had a feeling she would find a way to skip out on that final stretch, and find another driver to take her to Vancouver—and maybe that would be for the best.

I put on my cleanest shirt and my cleanest pair of underwear. Sadly, I hadn’t planned on this trip to take quite so long, so I didn’t pack enough to wear. Thankfully, I still had that one last outfit that didn’t stink. When I stepped out from the bathroom, Sandy was sitting naked on the edge of the bed. She looked up and me and quickly covered her breasts and cock before I had the chance to jump back.

“Sorry,” she said. “I thought you were going to be another minute. I’m just getting dressed.”

“My bad,” I said, even though I didn’t do anything wrong. Was I supposed to knock or something? How could I know that she would be changing in the open?

I waited a minute, and then she said, “Okay, I’m dressed.” During that minute, I came up with a good little speech that would convince her to find another ride to Vancouver. I was going to tell her that I didn’t feel comfortable driving the sedan the rest of the way, and that I was going to take it to the nearest mechanic and wait a few days while it got fixed up. I had no idea if she would believe me, seeing as it was going to be a lie—I still planned on finishing that drive, to be home before dinnertime.

But my speech went out the window when I saw her in her new outfit. She was wearing a little pink dress, which cut off just below the cusp of her perfect bum. The dress had a long slit down the front, tied up with crisscrossing laces, to tease her perfect cleavage. I wondered if that cleavage was the result of hormone pills or surgery. Either way, it looked amazing.

And she had her hair tied up into a messy bun, showing off her beautiful face and her stunning eyes. In that moment, I wasn’t ashamed of letting her fuck me; instead, I was proud and beaming. My lips parted but no words came out. Then she said, “Do I look okay?”

I nodded my head quickly. “You look good. You look great,” I said. I could feel redness rushing into my cheeks. Why was I so flustered? I knew that she wasn’t really a woman, but I felt just as infatuated with her now as when I picked her up thinking she was really a girl. Hell, I think I was more into her now, even though my gut was churning with a mixture of shame and regret. If I could go back in time and skip that romp—or even skip the stop at the motel altogether, I would. I didn’t want her thinking that I was into her, even though I was, and I didn’t want to feel into her.

“We should hit the road,” I said, grabbing my bag and turning around quickly, so I wouldn’t spend too much time admiring her and slipping into another regretful situation.

So we got into the car and started our journey. The day got off to a rocky start. A block from the motel, my engine turned off. I had to pull over and look under the hood. I couldn’t spot anything wrong. The engine fired back up without an issue, but now I was afraid the same thing would happen in the middle of nowhere, somewhere in the mountains between Merritt and Hope. All I could do was hope that it would work out. So we kept driving.

We stopped in Merritt for breakfast. I bought Sandy a meal at Tim Hortons. We ate while we drove. As soon as she was finished eating, she reached across the middle console and put her hand on my cock. I perked up. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m repaying you for everything you’ve done for me,” she said. And before I could say anything else, she pulled up the middle console and bent over, burying her face between my legs. I really perked up when she unzipped my fly and got my flaccid penis into her mouth. She sucked hard, bobbing her head quickly, slurping loudly. She buried her hand beneath my lap and used it to play with my ball sack, and then she toyed my asshole with the tip of her finger. I nearly swerved off of the road when that tingling set in. My legs trembled and buckled, but I managed to stay in my lane, still going as fast as I could—but even going as fast as I could, I was still being passed every thirty seconds, now on a four-lane highway.

Drivers side-eyed me as they passed, and the semi drivers that went by got to see a little extra, looking down into my car and seeing Sandy bent over, giving me head. One of the truckers honked his loud horn as he winked at me. He probably thought the blowjob was the reason I was going so slow—but really, my car was just a piece of junk.

I came after just a few minutes, filling her mouth with my hot load, which had been begging to be released since the moment she stepped into my car. She let the cum sit on her tongue for a moment before swallowing all of it. She opened her mouth to show me her accomplishment, making my heart stutter. I smiled with a dark red face. “That was nice. Thank you.”

“It was nothing,” she said. “You’ve done so much for me—it was really the least I could do.”

We kept driving, becoming silent now. The elephant was still in the car with us. We still hadn’t addressed that massive thing dangling between her juicy thighs. I still hadn’t told her that I couldn’t be with a trans girl. I couldn’t bring her home to meet my parents and I couldn’t have my friends and co-workers know that I’d ever been involved with another penis. I didn’t know how to tell her, so my plan was to remain silent until the trip was over. I could drop her off, give her a fake phone number, and then never speak to her or hear from her again. Was it a dick move? Sure. Was it the easiest solution? Absolutely. And I’m sure the guilt would vanish after a couple of days—or a couple of weeks at the most.

Though I could see her through the corner of my eye now, looking at me with a grin. She had the wrong idea. I could see, even through the corner of my eye, that she thought this was going to be more than it was. She thought we were going to keep our little relationship going once in Vancouver. And as soon as she called whatever fake number I gave to her, she would think that I’d just been using her for sex. She would think that I was the biggest loser on the planet—the biggest waste of human skin. But what else could I do? I was driving her across the country and feeding her—was that not enough? The only reason I was allowing her to suck me off was because I didn’t want the drive to be awkward. In a way, I was just saving her from an uncomfortable situation.

We reached Hope around lunchtime. I was hungry and I needed gas, so I pulled into the small town. I scanned the fast food options, and then settled on cheap and quick burgers. I was about to eat mine in the car, then Sandy suggested we find a nice place to have a picnic, to get a break from the car for a bit, before the final couple of hours. I didn’t love the idea, thinking it sounded a little bit too much like a date (and she had already gotten the wrong idea), but getting out of the car for a bit sounded nice, so we took our burgers down the river about ten kilometres, to a little private spot, nestled between two cute mountains.

We started eating. The scene was quiet, but she was looking at me with a grin, as if she wanted to say something. I did my best to pretend like I didn’t notice the grin. I didn’t want to lead her on any more than I already had. I ate quickly, hoping we could get on the road quickly. Then I stuffed my wrappers into the bag and hopped up to my feet. “Well, we’d better get on the road so we can beat rush hour traffic. It gets really bad on the highway after about 2:00 PM.”

She wasn’t quite finished her burger yet. She put it down on the hood of the car and then she grabbed the skirt of her dress and lifted it up. “Want to have a bit of fun before we go?”

My heart skipped a beat. I looked down at the massive bulge in her panties and then I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I tried to say something, but I wasn’t sure what to say. “Fun?” I ended up saying, sounding like a complete moron.

“You were a masseur, right?” she said. “Want to give my cock a nice massage?”

My legs trembled. My head began swirling, sending my thought flying in every direction. I could feel my eyes glazing over, and I probably looked like an idiot. A part of me actually wanted to walk over and feel that cock, but I knew that would only make my situation worse. But could it make it any worse than rejecting her right before the last leg of our long drive? I didn’t want the next two hours to be horribly silent. I didn’t want any tension between us—I hated conflict more than anything. So the best solution seemed to be to indulge, to play with her cock and satisfy her. Then I could stick to my plan of parting ways with her and never speaking to her again.

So I stepped forward and looked down at that bulge. She was smiling as she watched me, biting her bottom lip gently. I reached down and gently tugged her panties. A gentle tug was all that was needed to make her long shaft fall out. I grabbed it, feeling its warmth, and I began to tug it. It began to throb a few moments later.

I was staring at it, unable to look away. It was the first time I’d seen it in the open, in the light of day. I could see every little detail: every vein and every ridge. It was a beautiful specimen, smooth in most places and rugged in others. It was curved upwards—possible from the way she was fucking me the night before. She was uncircumcised, but her foreskin pulled back cleanly as soon as she was erect.

It was nearly as thick as her wrist, so I massaged it the same way that I would massage a wrist, back when I worked at the spa. I worked my thumbs down the base of her shaft gently, and then pulled up with a firm grip. She moaned slightly when I rubbed her bulbous tip. Then I found myself playing with her thick ball sack with my free hand. Now I was crossing another line, moving further into that ‘gay’ territory that I’d been so careful to avoid.

And it got worse. I sunk to my knees and allowed the cock into my mouth. I sucked it in a strange state of euphoria. I loved the feeling of the thick shaft sliding on my tongue and throbbing against the inside of my cheek. I wanted to taste her cum, even though the thought of another man’s cum was completely revolting. Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe the hypnotising road had affected my psyche.

She moaned louder. I pumped with my fist what I couldn’t fit in my mouth—which was a lot. Her legs started to tremble. Then she grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, slipping her cock out from my mouth. She held my hair firmly—and it hurt a little bit, rendering me still. She grabbed her cock with her free hand and squeezed it firmly. Then, cum blasted out. She coated my face with her big, hot load. Big globs dripped down off of my chin. I opened my mouth so that I could get a little taste—and I got a little taste. It was sweet and salty, and very, very thick. I swallowed it, wincing slightly, and then she finally released me.

A moment later, she was holding out a tissue so I could wipe my face. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I got carried away. I didn’t mean to make such a big mess.”

“It’s fine,” I said, wiping the cum off of my face. I felt embarrassed but strangely satisfied.

She smiled, and then she kissed me when I stood up. Once our lips were locked, they remained that way for a full minute. She slipped her tongue into my mouth to get a taste of her own cum, and then we gently pulled away from each other. “Do you have your own apartment in Vancouver?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Maybe I can stay there for a bit—with you,” she said. “I’ll make sure to repay you however you want me to.” She had a big grin on her face. I thought about the possibilities: fucking her every morning and every night—letting her fuck me whenever she wanted to get off. I would be in heaven, playing with that monster cock every day, stroking it with my hand, sucking it with my mouth.

But it just wasn’t right. I had friends over all the time, and I couldn’t have them knowing that I was involved with a tranny—even if they just thought she was my roommate for some reason. “I’m sorry, but I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Her smile disappeared. “Oh,” she said. “I didn’t mean to overstep.”

“It’s fine. I just—I think we should go our own ways once we’re in Vancouver.” I couldn’t believe I actually said it aloud. But I couldn’t stand keeping her in the dark. She needed to know that I couldn’t be with her.

She nodded her head slowly, looking completely defeated. “Do you mind if I ask why?” she said with that soft, timid voice that I remembered from our first few hours together.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Because I—I just can’t be in a relationship right now.”

“Is it because of the dick?” she asked bluntly.

And I was too ashamed to lie to her. So instead, I just shrugged my shoulders. “We should get back on the road before rush hour starts up.”

She said nothing else. She got into my car and turned to look out the window, refusing to make eye contact with me. I turned the key to start the engine, and then nothing happened. The car was dead. I tried again and then again, but it wouldn’t even make a clicking noise.

“Shit,” I muttered.

She looked over at me. “Why aren’t we going?”

“The car’s dead. We need a tow.”

I pulled out my phone, but I had no reception. We’d driven too far from the main road. “I guess we should start walking,” I said. I wasn’t surprised, but I was disappointed. It had been a trip filled with disappointments. Or maybe it was just karma striking me down for breaking the poor girl’s heart.


CHAPTER V

It was a long, quiet walk to that highway outside of Hope. As soon as we reached the road, we parted ways. Sandy only said, “I’m going to head towards the city.” And I only said, “Okay.” And then we were walking in opposite directions—with her headed towards Vancouver, and me headed back towards Hope to find a towing service. Five minutes later, she was no longer in sight.

I was lucky. Within ten minutes, a young woman who was driving to a family reunion in Saskatchewan picked me up. She had to stop in Hope for gas, so I got a ten-minute ride, saving me a few hours of walking. The local mechanic was open and he had his own tow truck, so we drove together to get my vehicle. He only had to look under the hood for thirty seconds to give me a diagnosis. “You’ll have to come back in a week—I need to order the part in,” he said. “Or you can have it towed to Vancouver, but that won’t be cheap.”

“It’s fine. I’ll leave it,” I said. I figured I could hitchhike the rest of the way home and then make a trip out with a friend once the sedan was fixed and ready to be picked up. So I made my way back out to the highway with a piece of cardboard that I grabbed from behind the mechanic’s shop. I wrote Vancouver on the cardboard and then waited for a ride.

My luck was turning out to be much better that afternoon—assuming you don’t count the car breaking down and the relationship with Sandy deteriorating in a matter of seconds. A car stopped only a minute after I stepped onto that highway. It was a long black minivan with a young family inside: the parents sitting up front, two kids in the middle, and now me alone on the back bench. The kids were watching cartoons on individual iPads, and didn’t even notice me stepping into the car. The parents were quiet up front, staring forward with nothing to say. I remained silent as well, not sure if it was my place to start a conversation.

I took the opportunity to take a nap. I closed my eyes and within minutes, I was asleep in the back of that minivan. I woke up the first time, briefly, when the family stopped for gas in Bridal Falls. I fell back asleep instantly, as though I hadn’t slept in weeks—and maybe I hadn’t slept, not even in that motel room. Then I felt the van stopping again, but this time I couldn’t even be bothered to open my eyes. The door slid open and I felt the minivan rock gently as another person stepped in. “Go ahead and make yourself comfortable back there,” said the father sitting in the front.

But the person hesitated.

“Is everything okay?” asked the mother in the front.

“It’s fine,” a soft, gentle, and familiar voice said. I opened my eyes and saw Sandy standing in the doorway, crouched so she wouldn’t hit her head on the roof of the minivan. The same generous family picked us up.

I was tempted to swear, but I didn’t want to be rude in front of the children. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. Sandy quietly took the seat next to me. She stared into my eyes as the minivan began to drive again. Now I was starting to think that the universe was torturing me for some strange reason. Apparently I’d pissed off some god, and now I was paying the price. Why couldn’t I just get home in peace? Why couldn’t I get away from Sandy?

The father driving the car put on some light music and the kids turned up the volume on their iPads to compensate. The mother closed her eyes and fell asleep. Meanwhile, Sandy and I remained silent with our wide-eyed gazes facing forward.

The minivan began to slow down. Up ahead, traffic was moving slowly. I checked my phone’s GPS and saw that traffic was backed up from Chilliwack all the way to Vancouver. My phone gave us a three-hour estimate to get to Vancouver. I figured I could get out in Abbotsford and take the bus to Surrey, and then the train to Vancouver. Sure, it would add some time, but at least I could get out of that minivan and away from Sandy sooner. But even Abbotsford was two hours away: two hours of pain and torture.

It was thirty quiet and horrible minutes before I couldn’t take the silence anymore. I gave myself two choices: get out and find another ride, or find a way to make the drive less awkward. I decided to give the latter option a shot. “Sorry about before,” I said quietly.

Sandy looked over at me. Her eyes narrowed slightly and I knew that she wasn’t accepting my apology.

“I just… I have to be realistic,” I said.

She made a pitiful smile and then turned away from me, as if to tell me that the conversation was over and there was nothing left to say.

But I wasn’t ready to accept that as closure. “I mean—before you decided to—you know—become a girl… Surely you knew that you weren’t going to be for everyone.” I regretted the words as soon as I said them. I meant them—but I could have worded my sentence in a nicer way.

She was looking at me again with those narrowed eyes, still saying nothing—but I knew exactly what she wanted to say: something along the lines of, ‘Then why did you sleep with me?’ To be fair, she slept with me first. She got into that bed and stuck her cock into my body. Sure, I played along and had some fun, but I never told her that I was willing to go any further than fun. It wasn’t fair of her to think that our little romps meant anything more than just fun—was it?

The minivan became silent again. The father was humming along to a tune on the radio and the mother was still asleep. The kids had their headphones on, with the volume turned up so high that I could clearly hear the dialogue damaging their poor little eardrums. They didn’t seem to care. Maybe the damage had already been done.

Sandy was still silent, and maybe it was time for me to take the hint. Maybe I’d made my case and it was time to accept that we just weren’t on the same page. She clearly didn’t agree with my way of thinking, and I wasn’t about to start agreeing with whatever was going through her head. If she seriously thought we would get to Vancouver and be a couple—that was her problem, not mine. Sorry I gave her the wrong idea, but if that’s all it took for her to get the wrong idea, she was going to have a hard time in Vancouver.

“I’m going to Vancouver to get my last operation,” she said suddenly, breaking that awkward silence.

“Operation?” I said.

She motioned down to her lap.

“You’re getting it removed?” I whispered, even though I knew no one could hear us in the back of that long, noisy minivan.

She nodded her head and looked away with red, embarrassed cheeks.

“Why?” I asked.


CHAPTER VI

She looked at me with narrowed eyes again—but this time those eyes were filled with confusion, as if she couldn’t figure out why I was asking such a dumb question. Then she looked down at the ground and bit her lip. “People don’t like it,” she said. “Well—they like it at first—or maybe they just pretend—and then when it comes to going any further, they say the same thing you said to me.” She cleared her throat and turned to look out the window, likely just to hide her wet eyes from me.

I bit down on my tongue. And then I thought for a moment about her predicament. Would it make a difference? If she had the monster cock removed from between her legs, would things be different? If there was a pussy there, and no testosterone producing balls, could I be with her? What difference would it even make?

The question burned in my head. I couldn’t seem to get my head wrapped around it. I started wondering if there was any operation that would make a difference. And what if she could take a pill that would make her biologically indistinguishable from a woman? Would I be okay with her then? And if there was a pill that would make her go back in time and be born as a woman—what about then?

She already looked like a woman. She had the mannerisms of a woman. She seemed to think and act like a woman. Her voice wasn’t perfect, but it was more-or-less feminine, and it would probably only get better with time. So what was wrong with her now? Was the cock between her legs really what I couldn’t accept about her? I’d sucked that cock and I’d allowed it into my body (with great pleasure), so I couldn’t possibly convince myself that the cock was really the problem. And my parents and friends—would they even be able to tell? I wasn’t able to tell until I saw the cock.

Then, as we inched further along the busy highway in that minivan, I started thinking about her without the cock. It was an unfortunate thought. Her cock was one of her best assets. In those couple of days on the road, we had a lot of fun with that thick dangler. I liked the feeling of her snuggled up behind me with her long shaft pressed up against my bum. I didn’t love the idea of some manufactured hole, which would need to be artificially lubricated before every romp.

“I have my consultation tomorrow at a clinic downtown,” she said after another quiet minute.

I bit down on my tongue. Why did the idea of her going through with the full operation make me so sad? What difference did it make to me? Maybe it made me sad because I knew it wouldn’t make her happy. I knew that she liked her long shaft—she wasn’t afraid to whip it out when it was time to have fun. And I knew that she liked being on top. Once the shaft was gone, she would be a bottom forever, and she would still have to come clean to every potential partner. It’s not like she could trick a guy into thinking she was fully female for the entirety of a lifelong relationship.

“Maybe I can come,” I said without looking over at her.

After a short silence, she said, “Why would you want to?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just have a feeling the doctor will try to convince you to go through with the operation. His livelihood depends on it, after all. Maybe it would be good to have another opinion in the room, so you can weigh the pros and cons.”

She was staring at me now—I could feel her gaze burning against the side of my face—but I was too afraid to look over and show her my dark red cheeks, even though she could probably already see them. “I don’t understand,” she said.

Finally, I looked over at her. “I don’t know. I just think you should keep it. You like it—and I like it. Just keep it, and if one day you’re really sure that you don’t want it, then get rid of it.” I shrugged my shoulders again and turned away, feeling my face getting even redder.

“But you told me you didn’t like it,” she said.

“I didn’t say that.”

“You said it couldn’t work because of it.”

And in that moment, I realized my fear of being with her had nothing to do with the cock. The cock was just an excuse—and it was probably just an excuse for the men before me, who now had her convinced she needed to chop it off if she ever wanted a chance at finding love. I was just afraid of being with a transgender. I had no idea what my friends would think if they found out. I had no idea what my parents would say if they caught on. I didn’t want to keep her a secret, and I didn’t want to have to worry someone would see the bulge in her skirt or her Adam’s apple or even just hear the slight masculine twang in her voice whenever we went out together. I was worried about living in a constant state of anxiety—and the guys she got involved with before me probably had the same fears.

“Well?” she said. “If it’s not that, then what is it?”

And I kept thinking, trying to come up with a good answer for her: something honest that would make her feel better about herself. But I couldn’t just tell her that it was the fact she was trans—that would be much, much worse. That was basically saying that there was no operation that could help her case… though maybe that was true.

But as I thought, I began to realize that she wasn’t the problem at all. I was the problem. It was an irrational fear in my own head that was holding me back from having her. It was my thinking that needed to change, not her body. Why was I so afraid of people knowing I was with a transgender girl? Why did I care so much about what my friends would think, or what my parents would say? I only saw my parents twice a year. And friends come and go. Opportunities like the one sitting next to me now—those don’t come and go. Sandy was a once-in-a-lifetime chance. There would never be another girl like her. I had feelings for her that I’d never felt before.

She was staring at me, still expecting an answer to her question. “You don’t need to change anything,” I said. “I like you the way that you are.”

“But you don’t,” she said.

“Come and stay with me in my apartment. You can stay as long as you want—forever if you want. And if you really want to go to that consultation, I’ll go with you.”

Her eyes were glowing now, but the reluctance was still obvious on her face. “But what about the stuff you said to me back in Hope?”

“That was just nonsense. It was just anxious rambling. I’m sorry I said what I said. I didn’t mean any of it. Well—maybe I did, but I don’t mean it now. I was just afraid, and maybe I’m still a little bit afraid. But I know one thing for sure: I don’t want you to change. I like you the way that you are. My friends might think that I’m a weirdo, and my parents might try to make me reconsider, but I don’t want to lose you again. I don’t want to watch you walk away from me again.”

For a second, her lips curled into a smile and her eyes glistened. Then she bit her lip and turned her head away. “I just don’t know,” she said.

I reached out and gently grabbed her hand, slipping my fingers between hers. Maybe she didn’t believe me. Maybe she thought that I would change my mind as soon as things started to get serious. All I could do was prove her wrong, assuming she would give me the opportunity again. After a moment, she squeezed my hand back. “Give me a shot.”

She stared into my eyes. My heart stuttered as I looked into those mystifying blue orbs. “Don’t let me down,” she said, letting that smile slip again.

Our relationship was put to the test that evening, when we finally made it to my apartment. A friend of mine was standing at the door to my building. I was holding Sandy’s had as we walked up and he turned to face us. “Darren!” he said. “I was just looking for you. I was wondering if you had a chance to fix that laptop I dropped off last week. I really need it for this project I’m starting up… Sorry—who’s this?”

He was looking at Sandy now. His gaze drifted down to our locked hands. And I have to admit: I was tempted to release that hand, worried he would see that she was trans and then run off to tell all of my other friends about the controversy. But instead, I held on. After that initial anxiety fluttered away, I found myself hoping that he would see that she was trans and that he would go and tell everyone, just to get that annoying little obstacle out of the way as soon as possible. Maybe it was inevitable that people would find out. The sooner they found out, the sooner I could stop worrying about it.

“This is Sandy,” I said. I didn’t let go of her hand.

“Terry,” he said, reaching out to shake her hand. He looked at me. “I didn’t know you had a girlfriend.”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “There’s a lot you don’t know.”

“I can come back for that laptop,” he said. “I didn’t realize you were on a date.”

“I’ll have it ready for you tomorrow afternoon,” I said. “I got wrapped up with a work thing.”

“No worries,” he said. He took another glance at Sandy, pausing for a moment. Maybe he could tell she wasn’t fully female. Maybe he could see what I couldn’t see—what so many drivers on the highway could apparently see. Maybe she was only beautiful in my eyes. Did it make a difference? Why would I care if my friends saw something completely different from what I could see? To me, she was unbelievably gorgeous. What else could a person want?

I didn’t wait until we were in the building to kiss her. Though I did wait until we were in my apartment before pulling down my pants and letting her stick her long, smooth erection up into my tight hole. She pumped me until cum was drooling down my legs, then we switched positions. I didn’t last long. How could I last long? My heart was pounding with adrenaline and lust, and she was the most beautiful specimen I’d ever seen. I ended up filling her tight back door with hot cum, and then we showered together and I told her that I loved her before we went to sleep. She said it back, making my heart swell.

THE END


SISSY PHOTOS

After wild party, Jake wakes up with almost no memory of the night and a set of photos on his phone: photos of a beautiful woman posing in sexy lingerie. He doesn’t recognize the woman, but he’s determined to find her. He may have lost his virginity to her, after all.

But after some searching, he realizes that the woman in the photos may be someone he knows all too well…


CHAPTER I

It was the day after that wild party when I found those photos on my phone: photos of a hot young woman posing half naked.

There were probably fifty photos in total: five outfits with about ten photos each. My favourite was the final outfit, where she was wearing a lace one-piece, fishnet stockings, and tall stiletto heels. There was something about the way she stared into the camera—like she wanted to fuck the living hell out of it. I stared at those photos for far too long.

I couldn’t remember anything from that night—well, almost anything. I remember pre-drinking at Ryland’s house. We were playing a stupid drinking game, watching some show about aliens in ancient Egypt; we had to drink every time the host said the word “mystery”. I was already feeling tipsy by the end of the episode—and then the guys wanted to play beer pong.

I don’t really remember the cab to the party. I remember my buddy showing me photos of some chick on his phone. He kept insisting that he was going to sleep with her at that party we were headed to. But I remember thinking that she wasn’t terribly attractive, and I think I told him that as well.

My next and final memory from that night is when we were all in the kitchen doing tequila shots. I’d never handled tequila well, and that night was no exception. When I woke up the next morning, I felt like I’d been hit by a bus (and maybe I had—who knows?). I could hardly move without the nausea becoming too overwhelming. But I had to move, because my car was still parked on Ryland’s street, and parking was only free for the rest of that weekend.

So it was around 3:00 PM when I finally peeled myself out of bed and started my long journey to Ryland’s house to retrieve my car. I was on the bus when I discovered the photos. I was just bored, looking through my apps—checking the weather, checking my e-mails, and reading embarrassing drunken text messages in an attempt to figure out what happened the night before. As I was closing my apps so my battery would last longer, I noticed the photos.

I moved to a different seat on the bus, where no one could see over my shoulder. And then I started flipping through the photos. She was in a bedroom, though I didn’t recognize the bedroom. In the first set of photos, she was wearing a little black dress. Then she was in a schoolgirl uniform that was intentionally too small on her body. Then she got into the lingerie.

She was sexy, but looked shy. In most of photos she was covering at least part of her face—or she was looking away from the camera. But when she was looking at the camera—my God, was she hot. Her eyes were stunning and hypnotic. Her body had perfect curves. Who was this woman? And did I sleep with her?

I checked my phone contacts, to see if there were any new additions. But there were none. I checked my text messages to see if I’d been in contact with any unknown numbers—but again, there was nothing out of the ordinary. That pretty woman only existed in those photos.

So I looked at the photos again.

She had long brown hair that faded into blonde near her ends. She had full lips and small tits—but I’d always preferred chicks with smaller tits if I’m going to be honest. She was beautiful—my dream girl—but who the hell was she?

I sent one of the more conservative photos to a friend—one where she was still wearing that black dress. “Any idea who this is?” I asked.

My friend replied, “No idea. Why?”

“There are some sexy photos of her on my phone.”

“Send them,” he said.

I had to think about it. I didn’t know who the girl was, and it didn’t seem right to start spreading her half-naked photos to all of my friends. “I’ll just show you some time,” I said. No woman had ever let me snap dozens of sexy photos before, so I decided it was best to be respectful—at least until I knew who I was looking at.

But I did send that one photo to a few of my friends. It was Ryland who texted back, “I don’t know who she is, but she looks familiar. By the way, do you remember anything from last night?”

Apparently, Ryland also remembered next-to-nothing after pre-drinking at his house—though he did remember the tequila shots. Maybe that tequila knocked us all out.

It occurred to me that I might not have been the one who shot those photos. Someone could have stolen my phone while I was passed out on the floor, maybe as a joke. Maybe they wanted to send me on a mysterious scavenger hunt. Maybe those photos were just saved from the Internet, and I or anyone at that party didn’t take them.

The party was just people from our school—at least it was supposed to be. Though one of our buddies from another school came along with us, so I can only imagine there were a few others there as well from other schools.

I wanted to let it go. I’d never gotten lucky at a party before, so it was hard to believe that I’d gotten lucky while I was blackout drunk with the gorgeous chick from those photos. Surely they were just downloaded from the Internet, or taken by some girls as a prank while I was drooling on the hardwood. I put my phone away and I got off the bus. I decided to walk the last few blocks to Ryland’s house, hoping the fresh air would cure my hangover. It didn’t.

I thought about going into Ryland’s house to show him the rest of those photos. He did say that the girl looked familiar, after all—but I still didn’t want everyone seeing those photos in case they were supposed to be private. I figured I could solve the mystery on my own, if there was even a mystery to be solved.


CHAPTER II

I downloaded the sexy photos onto my computer as soon as I got home. The mystery was already starting to drive me insane. It was particularly frustrating seeing as I was a virgin, and there was a possibility that I’d had sex with the incredibly pretty woman from the photographs. I can’t think of anything more frustrating than the thought that I’d lost my virginity and couldn’t remember a single second of it.

But if I could track the babe from the photos down, I could possibly get some answers—though I must admit, she also looked quite tipsy in the photos.

I took a close look at the images, flicking through them slowly, trying to spot clues that could lead me in the right direction. But there weren’t any clues that I could spot straight away—just the constant reminder that I may have been with a beautiful woman and I couldn’t remember a second of it.

In her final outfit, she was wearing a black choker. She looked good in that choker. In one photo, she was down on the floor, legs spread, and knees up. She had a hand between her thighs, as if she was rubbing her cunt, and another hand on her face, fingers shyly in-between her teeth. There was only one more photo taken after that—the same pose, this time with her fingers down her panties.

The phone must have been put away after that—and for what? For sex? Did I put my phone away so that I could fuck her? Did she let me go down on her? Did I eat out her wet pussy? Did she go down on me? Did I get my first blowjob? If we fucked, did I make her come?

I closed my bedroom door and returned to my computer. I quietly unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. I was already hard. I jerked off to the thought of that vixen sucking my cock with her plump lips, her stunning eyes looking up at me. In my imagination, she playfully spat my cum out, letting it run down her cheek and onto her chest.

I cleaned up my computer desk and I went to sleep.

But the next morning, the mystery was greater than ever. It was the first thing in my mind when I woke up: who was that woman? Where can I find her? What if she liked me? If we fucked, what if she wanted to fuck again?

At school, I paid close attention to all of the faces in the hallway. I went to a popular school with over five thousand other students—surely there were people I’d never noticed before, maybe even a hot chick who looked great in a black choker. But that girl wasn’t at my school. It was after lunch when I started asking people if they were at the party. When they said yes, I asked what they remembered—if they remembered me talking to anyone. And then I showed them that one picture of the beauty in the black dress. It was the only semi-appropriate photo I could show.

But no one knew who she was. And I was starting to lose my mind. “Sorry, man,” one of my friends said. I was heartbroken. I spent a night with my dream girl, and I couldn’t even remember the night.

And then I ran into Cassie—a girl from my gym class. “What happened to you? You had the best night of your life the other night and now you look like you want to kill yourself,” she said.

I’d never talked much with Cassie before—only occasionally in passing, and by occasionally, I mean very occasionally. She was a pretty, young blonde who I’d had a crush on back in elementary school.

We went on a date together, if you can even call it that, back in the sixth grade. Our parents dropped us off at a movie, and then they picked us up when it was over. She was technically my first kiss, though it was an awkward kiss. It was near the end of the movie, and the characters on the screen went in for a kiss. I figured it was my cue to do the same, even though we hadn’t even held hands or talked at all during the date. I leaned over and puckered up with my eyes closed. And then she said, “Oh, you want to kiss?”

“I guess so,” I said. “Do you not want to?”

“No, uh, I guess we can,” she said.

I puckered up again, and then there was a long pause. She leaned in and kissed me. I didn’t really know what I was doing. It all happened in a second—maybe less. And the moment became a blur. I may have licked her lips by accident. We were completely silent afterwards, and we never talked about it again. There was never a second date.

And after a few years, that awkward memory still lingered—so I just kept my distance from her whenever possible.

“You were at the party?” I asked her.

“Um, yeah, you don’t remember?” she said with a strange grin.

“I don’t remember anything. Hey, maybe you can tell me—this girl. Who is she?” I pulled out my phone. The photo was already open, ready to be shown. She looked at it and then covered her mouth to muffle her laughter.

“What do you mean, who is she?” she said.

“Wait—you know her? Did me and her, like… you know?”

“Wait, are you seriously asking me this right now? You really don’t remember?” she said, still trying her best not to laugh—and failing.

“I don’t remember. Quit messing around. I need to know. Is she a friend of yours?”

“I guess you could say she’s a new friend. I met her at the party,” Cassie said.

My heart was suddenly racing. Finally, I had hope! I was finally going to find out what happened that night, and maybe even get set up with one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen in my life. “So who is she? Do you have her number? What school does she go to?” I asked.

Cassie was still giggling, as if it was all a big joke. Was she just pulling my leg? Did she actually know the girl from the photos or was she just trying to mess with me?

“Well?” I said.

“I don’t think you want to know,” she said. “You were pretty drunk—you and Ryland were both very, very drunk. Don’t get me wrong—I was drunk, too. Everyone at the party was. But you and Ryland were on a different level.”

“What are you talking about, Cassie? Just tell me who the girl is. Please.”

There was that grin again, teasing me, getting under my skin. “Her name is Andrea.”

“And her last name?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I think she just goes by Andrea. And I don’t have her phone number.”

“And where does she go to school?” I asked.

“Here.”

My heart skipped a beat. There was a good chance that Cassie was lying to me, but I wasn’t going to convince her to admit it any time soon. So I had to take the clues she’d given me—because if they were genuine, then they were amazing clues. I was looking for an Andrea who went to school with me. How hard could that be?


CHAPTER III

I started my hunt on Facebook. I searched ‘Andrea’ and I must have looked through fifteen pages of results before Facebook started showing me people named Andrea with no mutual friends living in Guatemala. I guess she didn’t have a Facebook page. So I searched Twitter, and then Instagram, but I wasn’t able to find her.

I messaged Cassie, asking her to send me all the information she possibly could. She sent nothing. “Sorry, I already told you everything,” she messaged back.

I was starting to think that I was better off without the glimmer of hope that Cassie gave me. Now, I just felt like I was stuck on a wild goose chase, trying to find someone who never even existed. And maybe she didn’t exist. Maybe Cassie was the one who took my phone while I was blackout drunk, and she downloaded those photos to mess with me, to make me think that there was a beautiful woman somewhere in the city who was sexually interested in me.

But I wasn’t ready to give up. There was a way to prove whether the photos were actually taken with my phone or downloaded onto my phone from the Internet. I just needed to go to the party house and look in the bedrooms. The wallpaper in the photos was fairly basic: white and ran pinstripes. But it was unique enough to tell me whether that house was where the photos were taken or not.

The party took place at Mel’s house. Every year, Mel through a big party while his parents were away on their annual anniversary trip. They would leave for two weeks, and Mel would throw a party the day after they were gone, giving him the full two weeks to clean up the aftermath. He was sort of an only child, unless you count his older sister who was on the other side of the planet studying at some prestigious school.

Either Mel’s parents were completely oblivious to Mel’s shenanigans, or they just didn’t care. Every year, the house looked like the aftermath of a tsunami. One year five windows and three doors were broken. Somehow Mel ended up repairing everything before his parents’ return.

So I got on a late bus that night, destined for Mel’s house. It was on the other side of town—a whole hour on a quiet bus. I ended up looking through those pictures again, still unable to believe that they were real. How could a girl that hot go to our school, and how had I never seen her before? Surely I would notice a babe like her in the hallways…

I zoomed in on her eyes. She did have a familiarity to her—or maybe that was just from staring at the photos for so long.

Looking at those photos made me wish that I wasn’t such a lightweight. It wasn’t the first party that was a complete blank in my mind. It didn’t help that I only weighed one hundred and twenty pounds. Usually four or five drinks were enough to get me wasted. That night at the party, I probably had twice that many before blacking out.

When I got off the bus, I noticed a familiar face across the street: it was Mel, walking in the other direction. I thought about calling out to him, to ask if I could see the bedrooms of his house, but I froze up. I suddenly felt nervous, as if I didn’t want to be seen. I had a weird feeling buzzing inside of me, telling me to keep quiet. I’d already pestered half of the school asking if they knew the girl from my photos—I didn’t need them knowing that I was travelling across town to look at the wallpaper in Mel’s bedroom. If Andrea heard about my trip, she would probably think that I was a crazy person—or maybe she would think that I was determined. That’s an attractive quality, right? Regardless, I kept my mouth shut and I watched as he continued walking in the opposite direction.

I checked Facebook on my phone. I went to Mel’s page. One of his friends posted on his wall, asking him to come over to hang out. So presumably, that’s where he was going, which meant his house was empty.

I don’t know what my plan was. I stepped up to the door and rang the bell, just to make sure there no one was inside. Then, I crept around the house and started looking through windows. It was too dark to see anything. The lights were all off inside, and the sun was fully set. I had to squint to make out slight details, but I didn’t have the definitive answers that I needed.

I suppose I could have waited until Mel was home, and I could have asked him to show me around the house. I could have told him that I left a sweater behind or something—he didn’t have to know that I was there to see his wallpaper like some raving lunatic. But I couldn’t handle the suspense. A part of me wanted to see that Mel didn’t have that pinstripe wallpaper in his house, so that I could accept the whole thing was just a big prank, designed to get me confused and worked up.

I found an unlocked window near the back. I had to drag a lawn chair up to the side of the house to stand on to reach it. And it was a bit of a struggle pulling myself through. But I did manage to get inside. I didn’t turn on any lights, except for the flashlight of my phone.

The house was still a mess. There were red Solo cups all over the ground, empty bottles of liquor all over the counters, and I almost tripped in a puddle of what I hope was beer. I couldn’t remember the layout of the house, so I just started peeking into rooms. The first door I opened was a broom closet. The second door I opened was a pantry. Then I found a powder room, then a proper bathroom. The bathroom spelled like vomit, and the smell nearly made me sick. I closed the door swiftly.

Then I started making my way up the stairs. Even the stairs were covered in empty cans and bottles and spilled beer. There was a giant hole in one of the walls, with a chunk of wallpaper still hanging off as if it was about to fall at any moment. I did my best not to touch it. I was pretty sure Mel wouldn’t notice anything moved out of place, but I wasn’t about to take the risk. I was technically breaking and entering, after all.

I looked into the first bedroom. It was Mel’s room. The bed was a mess and the floor was covered in his clothes. But the walls were white, just like the walls in the hallway and the walls in the living room.

Next, I found Mel’s parents’ bedroom. It was also a big mess. There was a hole in the door—someone probably punched through to unlock the door so they could fuck some girl on Mel’s parents’ bed. The bed was rustled up and there was vomit on the carpet in the corner. But the walls were pink—not pinstripe.

I was starting to think that the girl in the photos was just a prank, put on my phone by Cassie as some sort of revenge for an awkward kiss that happened ten years before. And then I found Mel’s sister’s bedroom.

The walls had white and tan pinstripes, just like in the pictures on my phone. I quickly pulled my phone out, opening up those very photos. Even the dresser in the background was the same—there was no mistaking it: it was the site where the photos were taken, and possibly the site where I lost my virginity to a beautiful woman named Andrea.

The clothes that she’d worn were still in that room as well, on the floor. The black choker was right there on the dresser, next to a makeup kit. Even the pair of black lace bunny ears that was in one of the photos was on the bed. Suddenly, the mystery was closer to being solved. The photos were confirmed to be real. I had everything in those photos right in front of me—everything but the beautiful girl.


CHAPTER IV

So I knew the girl’s name, and I knew where the pictures were taken—I even know whose clothes were worn in the photo-shoot. I just needed to figure out who this Andrea chick was.

I went into the garage and dug out the last three years of yearbooks. And I started flipping through pages, looking for anyone named Andrea. There were a few Andreas—even a couple that could have been her, seeing as they missed photo day (so it said, ‘No photo available’ in a grey box). I tried searching those mystery Andreas online, but found nothing.

This girl was elusive, but I had a feeling that she was worth it. There was a warm buzzing in my heart, telling me to keep looking, keep digging. Maybe we had a truly amazing night together—and maybe my heart remembered what my brain couldn’t. Or maybe I was having some subconscious visions of the future, where we were together and happy. But I would never know if I never found her—so I kept looking.

The last fifteen pages in each yearbook had photos taken around the school—of friends hugging and classes posing for big group shots. I looked carefully through those group shots, trying to see if anyone looked remotely similar to the Andrea from my photos. There was one girl who had a vague similarity—though her nose was bigger and she didn’t have nearly as prominent of cheekbones. I had to look closely at her photo and Andrea’s photo to rule out the possibility that I was looking at Andrea in my yearbook.

But while I was looking closely at the photo from Mel’s bedroom, I noticed a face in a window reflection. It was the camera operator, but it wasn’t me—it was a petite blonde with dark eyeliner around her eyes. She was in a few more pictures, too, holding up my phone and snapping photos of Andrea. And her face was clear in one shot: it was Cassie. And in another shot, there were two people in the reflection: Cassie and the figure of a man, presumably myself.

So it was Cassie who took the sexy photos of Andrea, with my phone. But why with my phone? Was I just in the room during the sexy photo shoot?

The mystery only became more confusing. Cassie was the one who took those sexy photos, and for some reason I stood behind and watched—but why? Did we have some sort of three-way? Was that why Cassie was acting so weird when I asked her about the night? 

It was hard to pay attention to my teachers at school the next day. I couldn’t get ‘Andrea’ off of my mind. I felt like I was so close to cracking the mystery, but still so, so far. It didn’t help that my classes were abnormally quiet, so I could practically hear my thoughts out loud. A bunch of students didn’t show up for school that day; apparently there was a bug going around. So for the first ten minutes of each class, the teachers set up the Home Feeds.

At our school, calling in sick got you out of the classroom, but it didn’t get you out of class. You had to watch every lecture through a laptop computer’s webcam. They called them Home Feeds. It was essentially just a Skype call, and I always thought it was a bit creepy: a line of sick digital faces along the wall. They almost got rid of them after one kid forgot to turn his off after class, and he ended up masturbating in front of the next class.

Thankfully, Cassie wasn’t one of the sick ones that day.

I found her during the lunch break, and I asked her to come chat with me outside. I made sure to lead her to a spot where no one would hear us talking. I was starting to get an awkward feeling in my gut that something wasn’t right. There was something that Cassie wasn’t telling me, and I was starting to worry that she was keeping her mouth shut for my own sake. Did I do something embarrassing with Andrea? Was I better off not knowing what happened that night?

I pulled out my phone and I showed her the picture. “This is that Andrea chick, right?” I said.

“Yeah, that’s her,” she said with a chuckle. It was still funny to her. I must have done something terribly embarrassing, and to her it was immensely entertaining.

I zoomed in on the photo, on the window, showing Cassie herself in the reflection. “Please explain,” I said.

I watched as Cassie’s cheeks turned red. “Well look at that. That’s me,” she said, biting her lip. Her whole face was quickly turning red, as if she’d been caught. So I showed her the other photo, the one in which I was standing next to her.

“And what am I doing watching like a creeper?” I asked. “It’s killing me, Cassie. Please just tell me what’s going on here.”

“That’s not you, Jake,” she said. “That’s Ryland.” And as soon as she said it, I saw the similarity. He was too tall to be me, and his shoulders were too broad.

“So I wasn’t in the room then? What were you guys doing with my phone?” I asked.

“Oh, you were in the room,” she said, that grin returning. “You really don’t remember anything—not even a few days later?”

“I remember nothing, and your little act is starting to piss me off if I’m going to be completely honest.” I could feel redness entering my own cheeks. That awkward feeling that was rumbling in my gut was starting to become stronger and stronger. There really was something embarrassing happening here, but I still couldn’t figure out what. Did Andrea reject me? Did I make some sort of cheesy proposal? Or did I do something horribly regrettable, like expose myself to her?

“Jake… Out of curiosity, how many people have you shown these pictures to?” she asked.

“These pictures? Just you.” I flipped to the picture of Andrea in the black dress. “This one, I’ve probably shown to two hundred people now. And no one knows who she is.”

“Yeah, that’s for the best. Stop showing people these photos. In fact, you should probably delete them and never bring them up again.”

“What? Are you nuts?”

“Jake, that’s you in the photos. You’re Andrea.”

My heart fluttered and plunged into my gut. What did she just say? Did she just say that I was Andrea? How could that be possible? I wasn’t a woman. I didn’t have long hair or tits or a pussy. Although, now that I was thinking about it, I couldn’t help but realize that there were no shots of actual cleavage. Her tits were too small in the photos. And she was always covering her crotch—unless she was wearing a skirt or a dress.

I looked at my phone and I zoomed in on her face. Her eyes were blue, like mine. But lots of people had blue eyes… Right? And her lips were plump and feminine—but they did kind of look like my lips.

A wave of light-headedness passed through me. Cassie was right—it was me in the pictures. Now that she’d said it, I could see it. I’d been obsessing over myself for days. I’d broken into a house in an attempt to get a little bit closer to getting my own phone number. I must have lost my mind.

Oh God—that meant that I posed as a girl for Cassie and Ryland during the party. They must have been laughing their asses off the whole time. “Tell me that you’re just screwing with me,” I said.

“I’m not. It was just a joke at first, but then you got really into it, and you actually looked good, so we just kept going with it. I don’t think Ryland remembers any of it, and no one else saw us. So just pretend like it never happened. I promise I won’t tell anyone.” But it was already too late. She already knew and that was bad enough. And what if Ryland’s memory eventually came back to him? What if he saved that photo that I sent at him, and it was just a matter of time before he looked at it and realized he was looking at me?

“Why did you tell me her name was Andrea? Your story keeps changing. I don’t believe you,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face as a lump grew in my throat.

“Because you kept telling us to call you Andrea. You could even do the voice. It was just harmless fun, Jake. Don’t let it get to you. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“Fun? This is fun to you?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It was fun for me, sure—but you were the one who was really having fun. Just try to forget about it. You were drunk. Drunken people do stupid things. I need to get to class now. See you later.” I watched as she walked away without looking back. And then I looked back at the photos—the shots of myself in Mel’s sister’s clothes and lingerie.


CHAPTER V

Cassie’s advice to simply forget about the photos was silly advice. How could I forget about such a thing? Perhaps she was right about trying to keep me in the dark about the reality of the photos—but it was too late for that now. I couldn’t erase my memory and return to the blissful ignorance of the past few days. One moment I thought that I might have slept with a gorgeous woman, and the next I discovered that I got dolled up in front of Cassie and Ryland and I let them take photos of me.

Unless this was all part of Cassie’s big prank. Was it not possible that they found a chick who looked a bit like me, and then they took a bunch of photos of her with my phone, to make me think that I’d gotten up to some drunken cross-dressing shenanigans? There were tons of people at that party—when we were doing tequila shots in the kitchen, I remember feeling cramped and surrounded by people. So maybe someone else was in on the joke.

I mean—the girl in the photos was always covering part of her face—if not her eyes, then her mouth. Maybe the actress was trying to hide characteristics that would give her and the rest of the scheme away.

There was one way to find out: I could get dressed up again. I could try to mimic the makeup style from the photos, and see if I actually looked like the girl—because right now, there were only some vague similarities (and some awfully convincing similarities, but nothing absolute). I didn’t have any women’s clothes or makeup to try on, but I knew where I could get plenty: Mel’s house. I knew how to break in, and what better clothes to try on than the clothes used in the original shoot? Maybe they wouldn’t fit—surely the heels wouldn’t fit me. And if I couldn’t squeeze my body into the outfits, then surely that meant it wasn’t me in the photos—right?

That night, I got on the bus with an empty backpack. It was already dark out. I checked Mel’s Facebook before leaving, to see if he was home, but his feed gave no hints. Regardless, I was determined to get what I needed.

My gut was turning the whole way. For the first time in my life, I felt motion sick from the bus. Or maybe I was just sick from the thought that I’d jerked off to pictures of myself. The worst part of it all was that I still thought the woman in the photos was pretty. Knowing that she was most likely me should have made me disgusted by the sight of her, but I still couldn’t help but see a beautiful woman. I wanted her to be a woman so badly. There was still hope.

There was a light on in Mel’s house, up in his bedroom. It was flickering slightly, as if he was watching television or playing a video game. I carefully sidled around his house and found myself at his back window—the one that I knew was unlocked. I carefully pulled myself up and climbed inside.

My heart was racing. I was really doing this—I was really going to steal his sister’s clothing while he was in the other room. I had to take a deep breath before climbing the stairs. Once I was upstairs, there was only one exit: those very stairs. Downstairs, there was a front door and a back door and plenty of windows I could fit through. Upstairs, there was a leg-breaking fall and a guy who had the ability to tell the entire school that I was a panty thief.

I could hear the gunshots of his video game. He was talking, probably into a headset. The house was still a mess. I wondered if he’d even started cleaning up, and if he’d even seen the mess in his sister’s bedroom yet. And if he had, would he notice the missing mess when he went in there again?

If he did notice, he would never know that I was the one who robbed him. I slipped into his sister’s room and I started stuffing my bag. I stuffed every outfit that was featured on my phone into my bag, including the heels and the makeup kit that was still sitting on the dresser. I even took the choker and the lace bunny ears. If I was going to do this, I needed to be absolutely sure that every detail was perfect. I couldn’t live with any more uncertainty. Either it was me in the photos or it wasn’t; no more confusion.

I was zipping up my bag when I heard the footsteps in the hallway. It was Mel, out of his room, out to investigate a noise he’d heard. “Hello?” he called out casually, his voice nervous. His footsteps moved closer to the bedroom.

I hopped to my feet and ran over to the closet. I pushed myself between hanging dresses and I gently closed the closet door. My heart was racing. And then I had a strange flashback from that night at the party.

I remembered the feeling of that closet: the soft clothes rubbing against my skin. I remember being shocked by how soft everything was, and wondering why men’s clothes couldn’t be that soft. In my memory, I was already naked, save for a pair of black lace panties. I didn’t remember putting the panties on, but I remembered liking the way they felt, snug and secure, yet discreet and sexy. “Damn, nice ass,” I remember Ryland saying with a chuckle. And the panties did give me a nice ass. Those very panties were in my bag now.

I heard the bedroom door open. “Anyone here?” There was a long silence, and then I heard his creaking footsteps entering into the bedroom. They were coming closer and closer to the closet. He could probably hear my heart pounding and my stomach turning. I tried to cover my mouth so he wouldn’t be able to hear my breathing. Then the room became silent again.

I pulled my foot in slightly, so he wouldn’t see my toes at the bottom of the closet door. And then, as I pulled my foot back, I stepped on what I thought was a cat: it was soft and hairy and I nearly screamed. But I managed to cover my mouth and hold back my sudden outburst. I looked down. It was a wig: the brunette wig with the blonde ends from the photos. The sight of the wig was a disappointment: one more piece of evidence suggesting that I really was the model in those photos. But that was the least of my worries now. Now, I was about to be caught by Mel with a bagful of his sister’s clothing. I took a deep breath and held it. Maybe I could barge out of the closet and push past him before he could catch a glimpse of my face. He would be so scared; he would probably cower away before getting a decent visual. Right?

“I need to stop watching scary movies before bed,” he said to himself, and then he turned and left the room. I waited for a few minutes before I emerged from the closet and got the hell out of that house. I left through the same window I came in through, and I ran back to the bus stop. But my heart was still pounding, and my paranoia was still at an all-time high. I felt like the other people on the bus could tell that I’d just robbed a house. And I felt like they could see right through my bag at the lingerie and dresses and wig that was stuffed inside.


CHAPTER VI

If you don’t know me well, then this may be the hardest part of my story to believe…

I was sweating when I returned home—a cold sweat that soaked through the back of my t-shirt. I’d just committed a crime, and a serious one, even if it was just to get a few female outfits. But my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I thought that I was on the verge of cardiac arrest. So I got undressed and I hopped into the shower. And instead of taking my usual three-minute shower, I stayed under that hot water for the next twenty-five minutes.

I needed to relax. I needed to calm my nerves. And it was working at first, until I noticed that my legs were shaved.

I know what you’re thinking: how could I not have noticed for three full days? But if there’s one thing you should know about me, it’s that I’m not the most observant person. I’m the kind of person who screams during movies because I never see the twists and jump scares coming. I’ve never liked complicated movies because I always end up getting lost, missing details that are probably supposed to be obvious. I always thought that I had ADHD, but my parents refused to get me tested. They always said that there’s no such thing as ADHD, just boys being boys.

Well, I went a full three (and almost four) days without noticing that my legs and pubic hair were shaved completely. My armpit hair was gone, too. And I had no recollection of shaving myself, so it must have happened during that party, probably before the photo-shoot.

I got out of the shower and went to the mirror to take a close look at my face. My eyebrows appeared smaller and more controlled, as if they’d been shaped with a pair of tweezers—yet another piece of evidence in the cross-dressing column. But I wasn’t ready to accept it just yet. I needed to see myself all dolled up before I made any decisions.

I took my mom’s makeup mirror to my bedroom. I pulled up the clearest shot of Andrea’s face on my computer, and then I started trying to match the makeup. I didn’t really know what I was doing, and it took a few attempts before I got it more-or-less right. Surely, if it was me in the photos, I’d gotten help from Cassie. I went thick with the eyeliner on the upper eyelid, and I used plenty of eye shadow. A wave of hope rushed through me when I realized Andrea’s eyebrows were much darker than mine, and then I noticed a product in the makeup bag called ‘Eyebrow Fill’. I rubbed some into my eyebrows, and sure enough, the match was spot-on.

For my lips, I used the only lip product that was in the bag: a pink gloss.

And every time I looked into the mirror, my heart sunk further and further into my gut. It was becoming harder and harder to deny: I was Andrea. There were a few differences, particularly with contouring. But the differences were all technical and probably could have been worked out with some makeup application practice.

There was still a final glimmer of hope: the outfits might not fit. But of course they did—every single satin and lacy piece fit perfectly. Even the black strappy heels were just my size, and surprisingly comfortable. I stepped back and looked into my full-length mirror. I was Andrea. I was the beautiful woman in the photos on my phone.

And what was I supposed to do about it now? What was my plan? I’d held so tightly to the hope that Andrea was a real woman—a student at the school. I never stopped to think ‘What if Andrea is me?’

A chill ran through my body. I had bigger problems than worrying about the fact that I had the body, and apparently the face, of a woman. I had a ticking time bomb with Ryland—any day his memory of the night could come back to him; even just a small glimpse of me getting dolled up. And that photo of me in makeup and a black dress was on the phone of about two hundred students. It would just take one especially observant person to look that that photo and realize they were looking at me. So what could I do about it?

What if I made them think the girl in those photos was real? If I could somehow be in two places at the same time, then I could make everyone think that Andrea was a completely different person—and I had to do it before anyone clued into the reality. So how could I be in two places at once?

I paced around my room and then I sat down at my computer. I looked up at the ceiling and I looked at my screen. I was about to literally search it into Google: ‘How to be in two places at once,’ when I noticed my computer’s webcam. And then I remembered the Home Feeds. Was it possible to be on a Home Feed and also at school?

Of course! I could film a couple hours of myself staring at a computer screen, and put that footage up on a television. Then I just needed to point my webcam at the television and pray that the teacher doesn’t ask me any questions.

The idea made me laugh out loud. It seemed so silly. I would need someone to actually connect the Home Feed from my house. And then what would I do if the teacher asked me a question? I would be screwed. And then the whole class would realize that I was just a recording. It was too risky.

But the next day at school, I ran into Ryland. “Hey Jake,” he said, stopping me in the hall. “The picture of that girl you sent me—do you have other pictures? I was looking at her last night. She looks so familiar. I feel like I might know who she is,” he said.

My heart trembled cold. “Who is she?” I asked, my voice suddenly weak.

“I don’t know, but I feel like I know. Do you have a picture where she isn’t covering her mouth? If I have a clear shot, I know I can figure it out. Just looking at that one picture—I swear it’s helped me remember bits from that night.” I wanted to snatch his phone from his hands so I could delete that photo, but I had a good feeling it was already on his computer at home.

“Sorry, that’s the only photo I have,” I said.

“I thought you said you had a whole bunch,” he said, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“I deleted them. It didn’t seem right having that girl’s photos on my phone. She was clearly drunk in the shots, and she even looks like she might be underage. Better safe than sorry,” I said, forcing a smile.

He stared at me curiously for a moment before shrugging his shoulders. “Maybe that was the best move,” he said. A warm relief washed over me. But I wasn’t in the clear—I was far from it. He was still trying to figure out who Andrea was, and by the sounds of it, he was getting closer and closer with each passing day.

So I called Cassie. “I need your help,” I said. “Call in sick tomorrow and bring your laptop to my house.”


CHAPTER VII

I needed Cassie’s help on more fronts than one. I needed her to control my video recording for me, which I spent half of the night recording, and I needed her to do my makeup. I couldn’t do it nearly as well as she could, and it was important that I look exactly like the girl in those photos. “What are you going to do?” she asked.

“I’m going to go to school,” I said.

She stared at me with a blank expression for a moment before saying, “Are you crazy?”

“I need to do it. I need Ryland to see me on that screen, and then to see that Andrea isn’t me. I’m just going to wander around, pretend to study in the study hall, pretend to browse the library, stand in line in the cafeteria—that kind of thing. I just need Ryland to see me.”

“Why?” she said.

“Because he’s on my trail, and I need to get him off. Keep up, Cassie.”

“But aren’t you worried that if he sees you as Andrea, he’ll remember that night?” she asked. And the question made my body suddenly rigid. She made a good point—what if the sight of me did bring back memories from that night? It was a risk that I was willing to take. Besides, if he saw me on the screen and then he saw Andrea minutes later, he would end up questioning his own drunken memories.

“Give me your phone and I’ll text you when I’m near Ryland. Then you can text him. So he’ll get messages from me while Andrea is in front of him eating lunch or something. It will work. Trust me.”

“Okay, fine,” she said.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. Cassie showed up at my house bright and early at 5:45 AM. She had a big box full of makeup and a bag filled with clothing options. It was supposed to be a warm day, so her clothing options weren’t quite as conservative as I would have liked. I ended up picking a skirt and tank top combination. It wasn’t until I was wearing the tank top that I realized how little it covered. The armholes were cut deep, hanging low and exposing the sides of my bra. Thankfully it covered enough that you couldn’t tell my bra was stuffed with wads of toilet paper.

She sat me down on my bed and she started doing up my makeup. It took a good thirty minutes before she was even done my eyes. “Hurry it up,” I said.

“You think this is taking long? If only you could remember how long it took at the party on Saturday,” she said. She moved slowly and meticulously. There was no mirror to look at from my seat, so I just had to trust that she was doing a good job. While she was fitting on my wig, she had me repeating phrases, to get my voice nailed down. She gave me tips on perfecting my inflections.

“You sounded better when you were drunk,” she said.

“Well I’m not going to get drunk before school,” I said.

“Then it’s probably best you keep your mouth shut while you’re there,” she said.

My heart hadn’t stopped pounding since I woke up that morning. I wasn’t able to eat breakfast. I wasn’t even able to hold down a cup of coffee. I just wanted that damn day to be over with, so everyone could see that Andrea and me were different people.

“Okay, look in the mirror,” she said, stepping back from me.

I stood up and walked over to the mirror. And I was looking at Andrea. I was looking at a beautiful woman, and I felt strangely relieved. I should have been angry. I should have been ashamed. But I wasn’t. In that moment, I felt only relief and a shred of excitement, knowing that I was about to save myself from a hell of a lot of embarrassment.

I had to wear the black strappy heels that I’d stolen from Mel’s sister’s bedroom. The shoes that Cassie brought over were too small for my feet. Once I put the shoes on and did a couple of lengths up and down the hallway, I received a flashback from that night of the party. I suddenly remembered standing in that room, in that black dress in those very heels. Cassie was holding up my camera, pointing it at me. And I felt amazing. I’d never felt sexier and happier in my life. It was like my body was filled with some foreign energy, like I was free for the first time in my life. I remember seeing myself in a nearby mirror, and it was struggle to look away. I remember Ryland staring at me with wide eyes. And I remember winking at him, making his cheeks turn red, and thinking it was so cute.

But I was drunk, and drunken people do silly, inexplicable things. Right? It’s not like I actually had secret desires to dress up like a woman and flirt with my best friend…

“Good luck,” Cassie said to me as I reached for the door handle. She would be staying back with my laptop and her own, playing sick herself while operating my pre-recorded sick video. “Oh, and what do I do if one of your teachers asks you a question?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Pray that doesn’t happen,” I said. It was 8:20 AM—ten minutes before my first class. I had to go. I had to go and face my whole school as a woman. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut as I stepped outside.

A warm breeze crept up my legs. It was strange, being completely exposed save for a strip of fabric hanging from my waist. I had to be careful—one wrong move and my cock would fall out from my panties. And that skirt was hardly long enough to hide any wardrobe malfunctions. I had to walk five blocks, and in that time I must have tugged my skirt down fifteen times. It felt like it was riding up. I’m pretty sure if there was anyone behind me, they could have seen my whole ass. I was too afraid to look back.

When I turned the corner and could see the school, my heart really started pounding. My mind started spinning. Was this the stupidest idea I’d ever had? Or did I need to do this to save myself from those sissy photos I took at that drunken party?


CHAPTER VIII

I was late for school. When I walked in, the hallways were empty and classes were already underway. But it didn’t matter—I technically had no classes to be at anyway. So I casually wandered down the hallways. The occasional student heading to the bathroom passed me and looked at me. Their gazes made my joints stiff, but no one seemed to be able to tell that I wasn’t actually a woman. I made a terrifyingly convincing woman, after all.

The study hall was empty. No one had a first period study break, so for the first period I just wandered the halls and got used to my heels. They weren’t nearly as uncomfortable as women make them out to be. Though my ass was starting to get sore—it turns out walking in heels is a bit of a work out.

I would stop at every bathroom to check my makeup and my wig, and to instil some confidence in myself. Seeing myself was always a relief, but that relief would fade with every passing minute that I was away from a mirror. I would start to wonder: what if I don’t really look like a woman? What if the bell rings and all the students emerge from their classes and see me and they can tell that I’m actually Jake? Then I would see myself in the mirror and those anxieties would flutter away. I looked like a woman, and I looked almost nothing like myself—a cousin at best.

The first bell rang. My heart jumped up in my chest and started pounding. I was tempted to jump into the nearest bathroom stall and hide until class started. But I was there to convince everyone that Andrea was a real person, and for that to happen, everyone needed to see Andrea.

So I took a deep breath and I pretended to head to my locker. I walked down the hall, through streams of students. I got looks—lots of looks. A few from women, trying to figure out who the hell I was, and tons from men—with eyes that wondered why they’d never seen me before.

Across the hall from me was a group of five guys. They were all looking at me and clearly talking about me. I had to convince myself that they couldn’t tell who I really was. If they could tell, they would be saying something to me. I forced a smile and watched as their collective cheeks turned red. It was a great feeling, having that kind of power with a single smile. They all looked away, shy and overwhelmed. A pretty girl just smiled at them, after all.

And it happened again around the corner. Another group of men noticed me after their buddy gave them all a little nudge. I winked at them—but I didn’t mean to. It was just an impulse, which I probably should have held back on. But it was fun watching their faces redden, their power stripped away from them.

I tried to find Ryland, but I ended up getting distracted a number of times. I went to my second class and peeked in the doorway. We had our second class together. He wasn’t there, but I was. The teacher was just setting up my Home Feed. My image was on the screen. “Can you see okay?” the teacher asked my pre-recorded face. But I didn’t respond. “Jake, can you hear me okay?”

“Miss Dwyer?” I said from the doorway, stealing her attention away.

She looked at me with wide eyes for a moment, and then she said, “Can I help you?”

“Mr. Duncan asked me to tell you that he’s looking for you. He said he’s got some papers that belong to you or something.” It was the first time I used my voice—a voice that I never planned on using. But I had no choice. I had to do something. I needed to get her away from my pre-recorded Home Feed.

“Oh, okay, I’ll look into that,” she said. She walked by me, heading down the hall to Mr. Duncan’s class. And I walked away before she returned confused as hell. All I could do was hope that she would forget that I never replied to her on my Home Feed. Or maybe she wouldn’t have the time once she was back to sort it out.

I was almost sad when the bell rang and the hallways emptied out again. I had nowhere to go. I tried to remember which class Ryland had for his third period. I was fairly certain he had gym, which was right next to the study hall. So I went to the study hall and I set myself up at a table. I put down a textbook and I pretended to read. A few other students showed up and set up around me.

Tanner Kramer sat at the table across from me. He was a football jock with a big jaw and big shoulders. He looked overwhelmed, with three textbooks sprawled out before him, and a binder that was terribly unorganized. He read his textbook aloud to himself, quietly and slowly. He sighed and shook his head a number of times. It was obvious that he wasn’t understanding the course material.

So I went over. “Can I help?” I asked.

He looked at me and his eyes lit up. His lips parted and he took a moment to respond. “You know math?” he asked.

I laughed. “Yeah,” I said.

He stared at me for a moment longer before pushing out a chair for me. Even his cheeks turned red—and he was the biggest heartthrob in the school. I could feel the gazes of the other girls around me as they looked upon me with jealousy. They’d waited years for an opportunity to sit next to Tanner—and there I was, a few hours into my first day. But as far as they were concerned, I’d been there the whole time.

“Are you new?” Tanner asked, after I showed him how to figure out the missing side of a triangle.

“No,” I said.

“I’ve never seen you here before,” he said.

“Well I’ve been here,” I said with a little wink. Again, I don’t know why I winked. I don’t even know why I volunteered to help him with his homework. I was taking unnecessary risks. I wanted people to notice me, but I didn’t want to become the centre of attention. Andrea was going to disappear after that day, so I had to be careful not to pique anyone’s interest. I wanted my disappearance to be just as discreet as my arrival.

The second period bell rang and the students flowed out from their classes. I sat anxiously and watched for Ryland. And the hardest part of the wait was the fact that I had to use the bathroom—but I didn’t want to miss my opportunity to see him right after he saw me on the Home Feed. We had no other classes together that day, and if a large gap of time passed before he saw me as Andrea, he could easily believe that I’d gotten dolled up and ran to school. It had to be now or never.

But damn, did I have to go pee.

I waited, squirming slightly in my seat. I watched the crowds of students as they passed, but Ryland wasn’t there. Did he not show up for school that day? Did I put in all of this effort for nothing?

The bell rang again and the halls started to thin out. I didn’t see Ryland. So I decided I would go use the bathroom and then I would spend the rest of the day in the library, being casually spotted by my fellow classmates.

I wanted to run to the bathroom, but running isn’t easy in a pair of tall heels. I did my best, and I managed to make it before my bladder exploded. And while I was flushing the toilet, I heard someone enter. And it wasn’t until I stepped out from the stall that I realized I’d ran into the men’s bathroom by accident.


CHAPTER IX

Standing in the bathroom, staring at me with a confused look on his face was Ryland. “I’m sorry, did I step into the wrong bathroom?” he said, looking around. But the line of urinals answered his question for him.

I wanted to say something, but I was suddenly at a loss for words, a thick lump clogging up my throat. I tried to swallow the lump but it wouldn’t go down.

“Wait—you,” he said. “You’re the girl from—uh—I mean… You were at the party this weekend, weren’t you?” His cheeks were a shade of red as he almost let it slip that he knew about the sexy photos.

“Yeah, I was there,” I managed to say. My skin felt cold. My hands were trembling. This was the encounter I wanted, but it was a bit too close and personal for my liking. Not to mention, he was going to wonder what I was doing in the men’s bathroom at any moment.

“My friend has been looking for you. You’ve been driving him nuts, even,” he said with a chuckle.

“Oh really?” I said. I started creeping towards the door.

“Yeah. His name is Jake. He was really drunk, and, uh, he thinks that you guys might have clicked or something.” He stared into my eyes and became silent. A thought was occurring to him, but I had no idea what was in his head. Was he recognizing me? Could he see me through my wig and my makeup? It was just makeup—not a mask. He was still looking into my eyes, on either side of my nose. It was still me, just with some highlights and shading. I wanted to run, but my legs were suddenly stiff.

And then, in that moment of silence, a memory came back to me—from that night. We’d just finished taking photos. Cassie put my phone down and then she climbed up onto the bed with me. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Shh,” she said, pressing her finger to my lips. She removed the finger and then she kissed me. Ryland was standing in the room with us, watching. Cassie and I kissed for a while, and then she sunk down and pulled off my lace bra. She started sucking my nipples. It felt good. Ryland was still watching. And for some reason, I couldn’t look away from him. There was something hypnotizing about him, or maybe it was just the liquor.

“I’m going to eat our your pussy,” Cassie said.

“Do it, slut,” I said back with a laugh. She sunk low and pulled aside my panties. She stuck her face in and started to eat out my asshole. She got her tongue in deep. And my God, did it feel good. I rested my head on a pillow and found myself staring into Ryland’s eyes again, just like I was now. And then I waved him over with a single finger. He came up next to me and I undid his best. And the next thing I remember is his cock being slipped through my lips while Cassie ate me out.

We had a three-way that night.

While Cassie was still eating me out, Ryland climbed on top of me, upside-down. He lowered his cock back into my mouth, and then he slipped my cock into his mouth. We were sixty-nineing while Cassie got her tongue in deep.

The memory is still hazy and largely unreliable. But the next thing I remember is being bent over, Ryland’s long, slick cock pushing into my wet asshole. And in front of me, Cassie had her legs spread wide. I was licking her cunt while she rubbed her clit. She had a big smile on her face and her cheeks were dark red—almost purple.

And I had a good feeling that Ryland was remembering the same moment now, as we stood silently in that bathroom. And suddenly I felt like a huge idiot. My whole plan was useless. Ryland was smarter than I gave him credit. “So the Home Feed—how’d you set that up?” he asked, finally breaking the silence.

“It’s just a recording,” I said. I still couldn’t move. I wasn’t even sure if my heart was beating.

“Does Cassie remember?” he asked.

“I think so,” I said.

And the silence returned. It was a long, painful silence. I felt so humiliated, like I would never be able to show my face at that school again, even though I knew Ryland would never tell anyone. But that didn’t quell the shame. “You looked good,” he said finally, taking me by surprise. “I mean—you look good. You looked good on Saturday and you look good now.”

“Really?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah.”

And the silence returned, but this time it was accompanied by a warm buzzing in my heart. I felt strangely relieved, and even excited, but I wasn’t completely sure why. “Why did I do it?” I asked. “I remember doing tequila shots, and the next thing I remember is being like this.”

“You wanted to do it. We found that girl’s room and you said you wanted Cassie to do your makeup.”

“But why?” I said.

“You didn’t say why. You just wanted it. And I thought it would be funny, so I stayed to watch. And then you actually looked good. And you sounded good. And… you felt pretty good, too.”

I couldn’t understand why I did it—what kind of alien force planted that urge in me that night. But I didn’t regret it. That memory wasn’t a giant embarrassment like it probably should have been. I wished that I could remember more of it. I technically lost my virginity that night, after all. But what I could remember was so much fun, and it felt so good. And I remembered feeling so comfortable, and I remembered Ryland and Cassie thinking that I was so sexy.

And now, Ryland was looking at me with those same eyes, filling me with that same warm energy. He still thought I was sexy, even sober. “So why are you here like this now?” he asked.

“I don’t even know anymore,” I said.

“I wish I could remember more from that night.”

“Me too,” I said.

“Maybe you could refresh my memory,” he said, and he stared into my eyes. I knew what he wanted. And in that moment, I wanted it too. I didn’t know why I wanted it, but I knew I wanted it. It didn’t matter why. Why does everything have to have a reason? Why can’t people just do what they want, as long as no one is getting hurt?

I kissed Ryland in that bathroom.


CHAPTER X

I wondered if he’d ever really forgotten the night, or if he was just pretending to hide from the potential humiliation. Getting drunk and fucking your best friend in the ass would probably be a humiliating memory for most people—and it probably was for Ryland, until he saw me once again in makeup and a cute little outfit.

More and more of that night came back to me as we made out in that bathroom. I slipped my hands under his shirt and ran my fingers down his muscles, and I remembered doing the same in Mel’s sister’s bedroom.

I sunk down to my knees and I got Ryland’s cock out. He was already rock hard. The sight of his throbbing erection brought back a whole new set of memories. At one point, Cassie and I took turns sucking him off. When Cassie was sucking him, I was sucking her nipples. When I was sucking him, she was between my legs, sucking my cock.

I could even remember the feeling of Ryland’s cock throbbing on my tongue—if felt the same now, as I stood up on my knees in that bathroom. Ryland reached over and flipped the lock on the door. We still had forty minutes before the lunch bell rang, but we both had a feeling that time was going to fly in that school bathroom.

He picked me up and placed me down on the sink counter. He quickly flipped up my skirt and fetched my cock from my panties. He let out a long sigh of relief as he stroked my length. I wasn’t nearly as big as him, but he seemed to like my little sissy cock. He bent over and sucked it. He had no problems fitting my whole erection in his mouth. I pulled off his shirt so that I could see his sweat-tinged muscles.

He looked up at me with a big grin. “You’re so hot,” he said.

I bit my bottom lip in an attempt to hold back my excitement. I’d never felt so good after a compliment before. Maybe it was true—maybe I had been subconsciously suppressing these urges for a long time now. Maybe the liquor just made them surface. I could remember a few dreams in which I was a woman. I’d always ignored them, and I’d always ignored the fact that I often went to bed looking forward to those very dreams. I always told myself that they were just stupid dreams—nothing to take seriously.

But it felt so good, being complimented, feeling sex, being dominated by a much larger man. I couldn’t wait to feel his cock inside of my ass. I couldn’t wait to hear him grunting as his erection throbbed deep inside of me. I couldn’t wait to feel his warm load oozing out from my stretched-out hole.

“Fuck me,” I said. I couldn’t stand the anticipation any longer. I wanted to be fucked and I wanted it now. I lifted up my legs and spread them, exposing my puckering hole. He ran his thumb over it before stepping forward with his cock. He pressed it against my hole. It looked like it was too big for me, but he’d gotten it in before—somehow. I took a deep breath and I bit my lip. He started to press in, holding my legs firmly with his hands.

It hurt a little bit, but that was to be expected. His cock was a whole inch in diameter, and my anus wasn’t even a full centimeter. But he managed to stretch it, and he managed to sink himself in deep. “Shit,” I moaned as I looked down. His long member had disappeared into my body. I really had a cock inside of me!

“How does it feel?” he asked, his face red and his eyes glowing.

“Good,” I said. The pain was started to subside, replaced by a buzzing euphoria. I remembered that euphoria from the weekend party—and I remembered just how strong it was able to become. I took a deep breath and he started to thrust.

I held on tight to his sweaty hard body. He came down hard, his pelvis slapping loudly against my butt. And with each penetration, my own cock became harder and harder, bouncing on my tummy. He didn’t mind that it was out in the open, my panties stretched off to the side. He even liked it—staring at it with eyes full of lust. He even grabbed it at one point and gently stroked it. He was a bit heavy-handed, but I didn’t mind.

“I’m going to come inside of you,” he said.

“Do it. I want it so badly. Please come in my ass. Don’t hold back,” I begged. I sunk my fingernails into his sides, pulling myself as tight into him as I could. Fuck, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. Why did it have to end? But it wouldn’t be the end. I still had all of those clothes and that makeup kit from Mel’s sister’s bedroom, and there were plenty of free weekends ahead of us. It wasn’t the end at all—just the beginning of a new hobby, a new relationship, and a new life.

I would take it slow. I wouldn’t simply show up for school as Andrea and expect everyone to shrug their shoulders and accept me. I would start with Ryland and Cassie, eventually introduce Andrea to my other friends, maybe my family, then the rest of the world—but I was in no rush. For now, I was just happy to have one person to share myself with. And best of all, that one person was happy to have me, as Andrea, all dolled up and sexy.

He grunted and came down hard. I felt his hot load bursting inside of me. I bit down on my tongue, but that didn’t stop me from moaning louder than ever. My whole body went numb and I nearly fell off of that bathroom counter. Luckily he was there to hold me up. And he would always be there to hold me up.

It felt amazing, and there would be plenty more where that came from.

And to think that my whole new life would have never started had it not been for a few dozen sissy photos.

THE END


WOULD YOU STILL...

Francis and his buddies like to play a game called Would You Still, where they pick out a pretty girl at the bar and then ask, “Would you still be interested if…” followed by some wild hypothetical situation.

When Viv, the most beautiful woman Francis has ever seen, walks into the bar, Francis’s buddies need to come up with some pretty extreme ‘Would You Stills’ before they manage to find his breaking point. “Would you still be interested if you knew she was born a man?”


CHAPTER I

Whenever we went out, my friend James used to always play this game called Would You Still. It was a simple, versatile game. It started when we were kids, when we started liking girls. There was a girl I liked, named Vanessa. I told James I wanted to ask her out, and James said, “Would you still want to ask her out if you found out she had herpes?” It was always hypothetical stuff like that. As the game evolved, we developed a point system. Everyone would try to guess the other guy’s answer, and you would get a point if you guessed right.

By the way, I said I would still ask Vanessa out, regardless of her herpes situation (I didn’t even really know what herpes was at the time). Vanessa didn’t have herpes as far as I was aware, not that it mattered. I asked her out and she said no.

James’s questions were always tough to answer. They were always right on the verge of a yes or a no answer. Our friend, Rick, liked this one girl, Amy. “Would you still like Amy if her voice was the exact same as your mom’s?” I guessed no, but Rick said yes. I didn’t get my point, even though I didn’t believe Rick for a minute. No one would want to date a woman that sounded just like their mother…

As we grew up, graduated school, and moved onto bigger things with our lives, the game stuck. Every time we would meet up and catch up, somehow the question would pop up: “Would you still…” James was still the king of coming up with questions, always making you question how badly you really wanted something. Sometimes you had to think seriously about James’s questions, because sometimes he was baiting you, sometimes he knew more than he was letting on. Rick went to order a beer. “They have 1516 on tap—that’s my favourite,” Rick said.

“Would you still order it if you knew it was flat and warm?” James asked.

“Even flat and warm, it’s better than every other beer, in my opinion,” Rick said. He ordered the beer and it came, flat and warm. Rick winced as he took a sip. “Oh, gross,” he said. “How did you know?”

“I ordered a pint before you got here,” James said, laughing.

We met up at a bar that had the best steak sandwiches in town. I only ever ordered the steak sandwich. After going on a long rant about how amazing the steak sandwich in question was, James asked, “Would you still order the steak sandwich if it was only a quarter of the size?” I had to think about it. Rick guessed that I wouldn’t, but I definitely would have. Luckily, it came full-sized.

You see, the game didn’t just work with women, it worked with everything.

We were all at the bar one evening when the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen walked in. As the vixen stepped into the joint, with her wavy blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, the place seemed to become quiet, as if every conversation went on hold while everyone admired the woman’s impressive beauty. She was tall, with long, smooth legs. I had to take a closer look, making sure she wasn’t some famous celebrity or supermodel—she was certainly beautiful enough to be.

Our eyes met for a brief moment, and in that brief moment, my heart melted. She smiled subtly and then she looked at James. Her eyes lit up. “Hey James,” she said. Her voice was smoother than velvet.

“Hey Viv,” James said, as if the two of them went way back. “Long time, no see.”

I wanted to ask for an introduction, but I was too dumbfounded by her incredible body and her stunning face. James and the mysterious Viv caught up for a few minutes before Viv politely stepped away to join some friends at a nearby table. I made a distinct point of checking her fingers for rings, and there were none. An unmarried woman that beautiful? There must be something wrong with her—maybe she’s insane. Or maybe she’s just so beautiful, no man has ever had the balls to ask her out. I could hardly keep my lips from parting stupidly as she stood near me; she was so magnificent.

“How the hell do you know that woman?” I said, staring at James in a state of disbelief.

“We were in some college courses together. Nice girl,” he said with a smile.

“Is she single?” I asked.

James looked at me with a crooked grin. “What? You want to ask her out?” he said, that grin persisting.

“Yeah, why? What’s wrong with her? Why haven’t you asked her out?”

Even Rick was completely blown away by Viv. He’d zoned out of our conversation, and he was looking across the bar at her, staring like a creepy pervert, lost in a clouded gaze.

“You should ask her out. I’m sure the two of you would get along great,” James said, still smirking devilishly, as if there was something he wasn’t telling me.

“Maybe I will,” I said, looking back at her, my heart trembling at the thought of confronting her, mustering up the courage to ask her on a date.

“You think she’s hot, huh?” he said.

“Why? Should I not?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. She’s not my type.”

“Bullshit,” Rick said, finally turning away from Viv, re-joining our conversation.

“I’ll admit, she’s pretty. She’s just not my type. That’s all I’m saying.”

“She’s more than pretty,” I said, “she’s the hottest woman I’ve ever seen in my life.” I meant it, too. I’d never felt so swept away by a woman before in my life.

James leaned in close. “Would you still think she’s beautiful if you knew she killed a man, and spent five years in jail?” James asked, raising an eyebrow, that grin still on his face.

“What, you mean like a drunk driving accident, or she straight up stabbed a guy?” I asked. I looked back over at Viv. She didn’t look like she was physically capable of hurting anyone. She looked so calm, so sexy, so happy. Maybe she was bi-polar… Or maybe this was just one of James’s little games.

“Let’s say she murdered someone, intentionally—would you still?” James said.

I looked at her. “Would she try to murder me?” I asked, playing along with James’s assumedly hypothetical situation.

“She might—who knows?” James looked at Rick. “What do you think he’ll say? I think he wouldn’t.”

“I think he wouldn’t, too,” Rick said, and then both men looked at me for my answer.

I thought about it. “I’d probably still ask her out. If she’s out of prison, they obviously thought she wasn’t going to kill again,” I said. “So I would take my chances. For her—I would definitely take my chances.” I denied both men their imaginary points.

James smiled.

“Why? Did she kill someone, or was that just a game?”

James shrugged. “I don’t know. Not as far as I know.”

We all looked back over at her. “Would you still ask her out if you knew she only had two years left to live?” Rick asked. “I’m betting no.”

“I bet he’ll say no,” James said, turning to me, that smile still on his face. What was that smile? What was he hiding from me?

“I still would,” I said. “It would be the best two years of my life.”

James chuckled. “Okay, how’s about this: Would you still go after her if you knew she used to be a man, and she still had her… male bits?” His grin grew longer. “I bet you wouldn’t.”

“He definitely wouldn’t,” Rick said.

I had to seriously think about it. James’s new question opened up a whole new can of moral worms. Would I date a woman who was actually, biologically speaking, a man—even if she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life? I tried to imagine her naked, standing with an extra appendage between her thighs. My brain seemed to reject the mental image. I looked over at Viv again. Would I? “I don’t think I could,” I said, and I was being honest. How could I ever look at her without thinking about the fact I was looking at a man?

“Didn’t think so,” Rick said, taking a triumphant sip from his beer.

“But she’s not really, right?” I said. “I mean, she’s really a woman. She isn’t a man—right?”

James smiled. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

If James had one skill in life, it was his ability to fuck with people. He knew how to get in your head, how to meddle with your brain. He’d always gotten a kick out of it, and getting a straight answer out of him was next to impossible. The more he could tell it was bugging you, the more he’d tease you, keep the answer dangling just out of sight.

I looked over at Viv. There was no way she was actually a man—it was impossible. Men aren’t built like that. Men aren’t capable of being insanely beautiful. Men can’t bring silence to an entire bar by just walking into a room. Viv was a woman—she must have been a woman.

“So are you going to ask her out? I can even introduce you, if you’d like,” James said.

I took a second to think about it. I wanted to ask him once more, if she really was a woman, but I knew I would get nothing out of him. “Sure,” I said, “I’d appreciate that.”


CHAPTER II

It took the better part of that evening to build up the courage to ask Viv out on a date. James walked up to her with me, introduced me as promised, and then I bit my tongue and asked if she wanted to grab a coffee with me sometime. She smiled and said, “Of course—that sounds like fun.” I got her phone number and left it at that, returning to Rick at the bar with James. “Did she say yes?” Rick asked, his eyes wide.

It took a minute for him to believe me when I told him she said yes. My heart was racing. Not only was she the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life, I was going on a date with her—one-on-one. I had a stupid smile glued to my face for the rest of the night.

But for the week leading up to our date, I couldn’t help but wonder: why was she still single? It seemed too good to be true, she was nice and she was beautiful. I hardly knew her yet, but from our brief conversation, she didn’t strike me as having a nasty personality, or any bizarre quirks—not that one or two bizarre quirks would have turned me off of her. Everyone has a quirk or two.

I met Viv at a hip little coffee shop downtown. I’d never been there before, but she said she went there all the time. “They have the best lattes. Do you like lattes?”

“I don’t think I’ve ever had one,” I said. I was more of a black coffee kind of guy. I always hated how sweet some places made their coffee, and I’d always just assumed a latte was just milk and coffee and lots of sugar. But Viv insisted that I try the latte. It was admittedly pretty good.

For our date, she was just as beautiful, if not more so than she was at the bar. She dressed casually, wearing a pair of tight jeans and a black blouse. The black blouse made her blonde hair look almost white in contrast. Even a week after she’d agreed to go on a date with me, I still had a hard time believing I wasn’t dreaming. It seemed absurd that such a gorgeous specimen would agree to go out with me. I couldn’t help but consider the possibility that it was a pity date, that she only said yes as a favour to James. But pity date or not, I wasn’t going to complain. I wasn’t about to pass up on a chance to go out with a total beauty of a woman.

As we took a seat down at the table, I noticed her cheeks were red. She was strangely stiff, seemingly nervous. “You alright?” I asked.

She smiled, her cheeks still red. “Yeah, why?” she said.

What reason did she have to be nervous? I was the one that should have been nervous. Or maybe she wasn’t nervous in regards to my approval, but nervous that a friend would see her out with plain, old me. “Just making sure,” I said.

“I’m curious to know what James told you about me,” she said.

I thought for a moment. James hadn’t said much. He mentioned she was nice, and that was about it. He also hinted at the possibility she was a murderer, and the possibility that she was a man, and even though I didn’t believe either, it was hard not to remember those peculiar suggestions as she awaited my response, staring into my eyes. I still didn’t believe that there was even a remote possibility she was a man. It was just impossible.

“Are you alright?” she asked, after I took too long to respond to her question.

“I’m good. James told me a bit about you, but I don’t know how well you know James. It’s hard to believe some of the things he says sometimes. Why don’t you tell me a bit about yourself?”

Viv didn’t say a whole lot. She talked a bit about where she worked, at a veterinarian’s clinic, as an assistant, and she talked a bit about where she grew up, in a small town in Montana. “What about you?” she said, after just a minute or two of herself as the topic of conversation.

I told her about my job, about where I grew up, and I told her about a few of my hobbies. “What about you? What are your hobbies?” I asked.

“I’m still trying to find hobbies. I was never much of a hobby person growing up. My parents were really religious, so we spent just about every night at church, and we didn’t have any money for sports or anything like that.”

“What about bowling? You look like the kind of girl who would like bowling,” I said.

She laughed. “Bowling? I’ve never been. It looks so… silly.”

“The silly-looking hobbies are always the most fun. C’mon, let’s go bowling.” I took her down the street to a nearby bowling alley. We rented a lane and the shoes, and then I showed her how to properly throw the ball. She nearly toppled over when she picked up the ball. “How do you hold this thing?” she said.

I went and got her a smaller ball. “Try this,” I said.

As she stepped up to the first line, her face became especially red. “Don’t make fun of me if I suck,” she said.

“Sucking at bowling is part of the fun. Everyone sucks at bowling.”

She went to throw the ball. It wasn’t the most elegant throw, but she managed to not suck, hitting all of the pins down in her first attempt. She jumped up and let out a little squeal before covering her mouth as her cheeks became crimson. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think I’d get all of the pins down.”

“You’re a natural!” I said. “Now you have to promise not to laugh at me when I suck.”

After playing a few frames (she kicked my ass in each one) we migrated down to a nearby bar for a few drinks. Finally, she was starting to open up, telling me about her school days, her old friends growing up (none of whom she still kept in touch with), and all of her favourite foods. “I’m going to make you try this Chinese place by my house next time,” she said, and then her face became red again as she realized she’d just assumed we were going on a second date.

My face must have turned quite red as well. I tried to contain my excitement. I felt like I’d won the lottery. There’s no such thing as a pity second date. I really did have a chance with Viv, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I had to pinch my arm, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

We stayed at the bar until it closed, and then I walked her home to her apartment. “I had fun tonight,” I said when we reached her door.

She smiled, staring into my eyes. My heart was racing. I knew it was my opportunity to go in for the kiss. My body was suddenly hot and tense. I took a step forward. And then she said, “I’ll text you tomorrow, okay? Goodnight,” and she turned away red-cheeked before I could plant the kiss.

I wasn’t sure if I’d just been rejected or not. Had I said something near the end of the date to ruin our vibe? I thought it was going so well… Maybe she just wasn’t a first-date kisser—some people think it’s weird to kiss on the first date; maybe she was one of them.

The rejected kiss made my walk home feel especially long. Hopefully I didn’t screw things up, I thought the whole way. I liked her a lot—even more, now that I’d gotten to know her.


CHAPTER III

The next morning, I decided to creep her on Facebook. I tried to convince myself that I wouldn’t, that I would do my best to mind my own business, but I still felt like there was so much I didn’t know about her. It took a few minutes, but I was able to find her profile fairly easily.

And it was a fairly empty profile. She never updated her status, she only had a few photos, and she hardly had any friends. She wasn’t even friends with James on Facebook. I clicked through her interests, and there weren’t any listed—not even bands or movies that she liked. I thought it was strange how desolate her page was, until I noticed that it was only created about a year before. She must have been one of those Facebook late-comers.

I thought about sending a friend-request, but I figured I would try to maintain a little bit of self-control, and play hard-to-get, just a little bit.

Waiting for her to text message me was tough. There were many times throughout the day that I wanted to text her, just to thank her for the date, to ask whether she was still interested in checking out that Chinese food restaurant, but I stuck to my plan, and I waited for her to message me.

She finally did, late into the evening. “Hey, I had fun last night,” she said.

Her text alone was enough to send my heart into a flutter. “Me too,” I replied. “What are you doing tomorrow? Want to get some dinner with me?”

It took her a few minutes to respond. Those few minutes were like absolute torture, ticking by so slowly. I couldn’t take my eyes off of my phone, as if I would miss her message if I looked away. I felt like completely insane, like I was quickly becoming a crazed stalker. After the first minute went by without her responding, I considered sending a message to confirm she got the original one, but I stopped myself when I realized that would be a huge mistake.

Finally, she responded. “Absolutely. Meet me at my place at six?” she said.

“Sure,” I said simply. I put my phone down and I let my celebration face slip, teeming with excitement.

And then I got a message from James. “Hey, you didn’t actually go out with Viv, did you?” he wrote.

“I did. Why?” I replied.

“Did she tell you about herself?”

“A bit, why?” I said.

Instead of getting a message back, he called. I answered. “What’s up?” I said.

“Hey man. I know you like this girl and everything, but…” Instead of finishing his sentence, he started to laugh.

“What?” I said.

“Man, she really isn’t a woman. I wasn’t kidding when I said she was born a man,” he said.

I didn’t know whether or not to believe him, especially once he started laughing again. I couldn’t tell whether he was just pranking me, playing on my initial reaction when he slipped the suggestion in at the bar, or if he was legitimately trying to warn me. It did seem strange that he knew she was single, but he never tried to make a move himself. It also seemed strange that she was so nervous on our first date. I still couldn’t figure out what she could possibly have to be nervous about. She couldn’t possibly have been nervous about impressing me; all she had to do was walk into a room and she could impress any man.

“I can’t tell if you’re kidding or not,” I said.

“I’m not kidding. Ask her for yourself,” he said.

Now I was really confused. I couldn’t actually ask her—regardless of whether she was or wasn’t born a man, that would be terribly offensive. James was either setting me up to humiliate myself, or he was trying to stop me from humiliating myself. I couldn’t tell.

“I don’t know if I can believe you,” I said. It was hard to believe. She looked more like a woman than any of the women I’d ever dated in my life. No man could be that stunning. It was just too hard to believe—but what if James was right?

“Fine. Just don’t say I didn’t warn you,” James said. The other possibility was that James was trying to convince me to back away from her so he could swoop in and take her for himself. Maybe he’d always been too nervous to ask her out on a date, and now that he’d seen her accept me, he figured he had a chance.

Or maybe she really was a man…

I pushed the thought out of my head—at least I tried to. I didn’t get much sleep that night, the possibility lingering in the back of my mind. I tried to remember if she had an Adam’s apple, or any other gender-defining characteristics. Her voice wasn’t deep like a man’s, but it did have a sort of unique quality to it that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Besides, there are hormones men can take to make their voices more feminine, and as long as they start taking them early enough in development, they can sound convincingly female. Maybe Viv had been taking the hormones.

But the real question was: if she really was born a man, would I still pursue her, or would I call it quits the moment I found out?

Of course I would end it then and there—at least, that’s what I told myself. But whether she was born a male or a female, that didn’t change the fact she was absolutely gorgeous. It didn’t change the fact that she was fun to be around, or that she was painfully nice and kind.

I shook my head, a cold shiver running down my spine. Who was I kidding? I couldn’t be in a relationship with a transgender. James would mock me to no end—and what would I tell my other friends and my family? Certainly the topic would come up sooner or later, once things started to get more serious. ‘Why haven’t you had any kids yet?’ my mom would eventually ask. Sure, I could lie and say that we never wanted kids, but I was a terrible liar, and the truth was bound to come out sooner or later. James had found out one way or another, and he wasn’t particularly cunning.

How did James find out? Did she straight-up tell him she was born a man? Did another friend tell him? Did James know her when she was still a man? It all seemed so unlikely. James must have been lying—it was the only explanation. Viv must have been a real, biological woman.

I rolled over, content with my justification, and I went to sleep.


CHAPTER IV

I thought I’d managed to convince myself that there was nothing awry about Viv, particularly down between her legs, but I was wrong. When I woke up that morning of our second date, the possibility was back in my head. What if there is the slightest possibility that James isn’t kidding? It was bugging me to no end.

I couldn’t focus much at work, that thought lingering at the front of my mind. My boss even came up to me and asked me why I seemed so distracted. Of course I didn’t tell him. Instead I just smiled and said I had a hard time getting to sleep the night before, which wasn’t a lie.

What if Viv was born a man?

Viv and I ended up going to see a movie. The theatre was mostly empty, playing some old black and white movie. Strange, I thought, do they still make black and white movies? I couldn’t understand what was happening in the movie.

Viv kept looking over at me and smiling, reminding me of how beautiful she was. She kept leaning forward to stretch out. It was obvious she was giving me the opportunity to slip my arm behind her, to snuggle in to her warmth. It took me a few times before I had the guts to do it. The moment I did, she reached down and held my hand, slipping her fingers between mine. She smelled nice.

There must have been something wrong with the film projector, because it was now playing some violent horror movie. Viv cowered her face into my chest. Horror movies never scared me much, but I welcomed the free closeness. I covered her head with my arm, protecting her from the fictional movie monsters. Then, her fingers slid over my crotch. She began to rub my cock. I looked down and my cock was out.

I hadn’t noticed her do away with my belt, unzip my fly, or pull down my pants, but I didn’t think twice about it. I let her stroke my bare flesh, sinking it into her warm mouth. It felt nice.

I looked around to make sure no one was watching. The theatre was suddenly filled with people, as if everyone arrived late. There was one man, a few rows ahead, looking right at us. “Viv, we’d better stop,” I said, worried someone in our row would look over and see her stroking my bare erection. But Viv didn’t stop. She kept on stroking, circling her tongue around the tip of my throbbing cock. She knew how to work a cock—my God!

I gripped the edges of my armrests. I was close to my climax. She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch, slipping it down the front of her pants. Then, as my cock began to bloat, ready to come, I felt it: her big, throbbing cock, waiting erect between her legs for me to stroke it off. I tried to resist, but she was too strong, forcing my hand around her thick member.

I looked over. Everyone was now staring at us, watching as I ran my hand along her big cock. I bit down on my tongue, but I couldn’t stop myself from coming. Oh God, how embarrassing! Everyone watched me come while I stroked off a big, throbbing dick.

And then I woke up, snapping up suddenly. I’d fallen asleep at my desk. I stood up and looked around. Most of my co-workers were gone, probably out on their lunch break. I wondered if anyone had seen me sleeping.

A few thoughts occurred to me on my way home from work: what if it takes multiple dates before I find out whether she’s really a woman or not? What if I kiss her, and find out later that she was born a man? And if she is actually a man, what if she thinks I know? What if she assumed James had told me? I was going to have to come up with a good exit strategy, some way of not offending her, in the off-chance that she really did have a big, meaty rod between her legs.

I found myself back on her Facebook page, looking at pictures of her, zooming in as close as I could on her throat, trying to see any sign of an Adam’s apple. I felt like I was slowly losing my sanity, like I was letting James burrow deep into my mind. There was just no way the woman I was staring at was a man.

When I stepped up to Viv’s apartment building, I was a trembling mess—far worse than I was before our first date. I’d always been a nervous dater, but now I had some real stakes to be nervous about—I might have been going on a date with a man. She buzzed me up. “I’m still getting ready—come up and make yourself comfortable for a few minutes.”

I went up, knocked on her door, and she called out, “Come on in!” Her door was unlocked, so I let myself in. She had a nice place, near the top of one of the taller buildings in the city, overlooking the river. Her place was surprisingly large and open, with big windows on just about every single wall. She was in her bedroom with the door closed. I could see her shadow moving across the slit beneath the door.

“Nice place!” I called out.

“Thanks. I just moved in a few months ago. I’m glad you like it,” she said.

There were still a few unpacked boxes shoved into the corners. I did a slow lap around the room, checking out the art on the walls, reading the spines of her books, and then I found myself at her mantle, where a row of old family photos was lined up. I looked closely at the photos. There was one family photo with four people in it: a mother, a father, a young boy, and a young girl. I wondered if the young girl was Viv. “Do you have a brother?” I called out.

“No, just a sister,” she replied.

My heart skipped a beat and a cold shiver ran down my spine. Was the little boy in the picture a young Viv? I flipped the photo around. It was dated 2006. A wave of relief washed over me. The boy in the picture couldn’t have been more than sixteen or seventeen now—much younger than Viv. The photo must have been of some of Viv’s cousins or family friends.

Further down the mantle was picture of another girl, about eleven years old. I flipped the photo over. It was dated 1998. Viv came out from the bedroom, dressed in a little white dress with cute black heels. “How do I look?” she said.

“You look fantastic,” I said. She had her hair tied back in a loose, messy bun, with a few meticulous strands hanging down in front of her face. Her eyes were shining brighter than ever. The mere sight of her seemed to instantly squash the notion that she might in fact be a male. No male could pull that look off. “Is this you?” I asked, holding up the photo of the young girl.

“That’s my sister, Erin,” Viv said.

“Do you have any pictures of you as a kid?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t. My mom probably has a bunch, but I would sooner die than let you see them.” She laughed. I couldn’t help but think too far into the comment, even though it was probably harmless—most people are embarrassed by their childhood photos. There was no way she was insinuating she was a boy in all of her old photos—was there?

“Shall we get some Chinese food?” I said.


CHAPTER V

The date was great. We went out for food, and then we went to the park and watched the sunset. I held her hand while we sat on a park bench, chatting as the warm sun set over the distant horizon. I’d completely forgotten about whether or not she was truly a genuine female until I went in for a kiss and she became tense. I should have stopped, but I went for the kiss anyway. Luckily, after a moment of tension, she kissed back, finally letting herself relax. Her lips were soft and warm. Our noses gently nestled together.

Maybe she was just nervous, I thought, or maybe she was afraid of committing. Maybe she’d been burned before, jumping into relationships too quickly and then having her heart broken. Or maybe she had a secret between her legs… I pushed the thought away. When I finally leaned back and looked into her eyes, her cheeks had become red.

“I like you a lot,” I said to her.

“I like you, too.”

“What are you doing for the rest of the night?”

“Nothing.”

“Want to go back to my place and maybe watch a movie or something?” I said.

“Um,” she said, that tension returning to her. There was a moment of silence before she finally said, “Sure.” There was something on her mind, but I didn’t know how to get it out of her. Of course, with my mounting paranoia, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was what James said it was—she was afraid to tell me she was a man.

We took a cab back to my place. The cab ride was silent. We were both increasingly nervous. When we finally got to my place, and up to my room, she stopped. “Maybe this is moving too quickly,” she said.

“Yeah?”

She shrugged. “I like you a lot. Maybe we should just take things slow.”

“That’s fine. If you want, we really can just watch a movie,” I said.

She looked into my apartment, her hands nervously clasped at her waist. After a moment, she stepped inside, closing the door behind her. “I like your place. It’s cosy.”

“Thanks. Can I get you a drink?” I said.

“Sure—whatever you’re having.”

“I’m having whisky. Is that okay?”

“Sure—with some water.”

I needed the whisky to take the edge off. Her sudden nervousness was rubbing off on me in the worst way possible. Why did I have to assume there was some dark side to her nerves? It’s not unusual for a person to be nervous, especially around someone they hardly know, who they can only assume wants to sleep with them. I was nervous, but that didn’t mean that I was hiding some big secret, that I was actually born a woman or something like that. I was reading too much into it. The whisky helped calm me down, and it seemed to help her, too.

“Pick a genre,” I said, opening up Netflix. She chose romantic-comedy, so that’s what we watched. It was nice to have something to take my mind off of the stress that James had planted in my brain. I’d let it slip out from my mind until she leaned forward, giving me my opportunity to throw my arm around her and pull her in tightly. The dream I’d had early that day flashed in my mind—the faces of the strangers, staring at me as I stroked her long, thick cock…

A cold chill ran down my spine.

She started to sit back again, with a look of slight disappointment on her face. I bit my tongue and made the move, tossing my arm over her shoulders, and she cuddled in, that disappointed look disappearing, replaced by a warm smile. I loved the feeling of her body pressed up against mine, her head nestled against my chest—just like in my dream.

A few minutes later, her hand was on my thigh, just a few inches from my cock. That old dream wouldn’t leave me alone. I remembered stroking her long shaft, getting her hard in that dark theatre. I looked over at her lap, trying to see any semblance of a bulge, any little piece of evidence that I may have been cuddling a man. I could see nothing, but that thought didn’t leave my mind, that disjointed memory of her throbbing erection in my hand.

My cock started to become erect. I tried to bite my tongue to make it stop. I also tried clenching my hand into a fist, flexing random muscles in my body, trying to redirect my blood flow to avoid an embarrassing moment. With her hand where it was, she would certainly feel the denim of my jeans lifting as I got harder. But I couldn’t stop myself.

My cock began to push the crotch of my pants up. If she noticed, she was being polite and pretending not to. My cheeks became warm.

I took a big sip from my drink, hoping the liquor would further calm my nerves. It seemed to work.

Suddenly, the power went out. The screen went black and we were staring at our own reflections in the television. It was a surreal sight, seeing a vixen cuddled cutely up against my body. I looked down at her and she looked up at me. She bit the corner of her bottom lip, and then we kissed again.

I ran my hand down the middle of her chest, and I could feel her heart beating ferociously. So much for taking it slow. But how could I resist? I couldn’t keep my mind off of her for more than a few seconds at a time.

She took my hand and placed it on her breast. I squeezed, eliciting a soft moan out of her. Her tongue gently slipped through my lips, wrapping around mine. With every passing second, we seemed to be closer together, my arm around her, her arms around me. She threw one of her legs over my lap, straddling me, looking down into my eyes as we continued to kiss. I reached down and grabbed a handful of her soft, perky ass. I couldn’t believe how soft it was, as if it was made from the same flesh as her tits. I squeezed firmly.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked. Her question caught me off-guard. Was I sure? The real question was, was she sure? For me, it was a dream come true. She was the one that seemed to have reservations about it, wanting to take it slow.

“I’m sure,” I said.

Her cheeks were red. I leaned forward and began to kiss her neck. She leaned her head back and continued to moan gently. After squeezing her tits again, I reached down to run my fingers along her pussy. I ran my fingers along the crotch of her panties, feeling the slight bulge of her plump lips.

Or was I rubbing her plump lips? There only seemed to be one plump lip, and it was especially plump. I ran my fingers down it slowly, feeling every inch of it before I jumped to conclusions. But there was no mistaking it: I was feeling a long cock, tucked back between her legs. I froze momentarily.


CHAPTER VI

Surprisingly, I kept my composure. She’d let me reach down to feel it, which must have meant she assumed I knew all along. She was still now, too, her body tense, waiting for my reaction. But my brain couldn’t process all of the information fast enough.

So it was true: she really was born a man. So what was she now? Her tits must have been implants, but they sure as hell felt real. Her face was impossibly convincing, and her body was unmistakably female. So was she a female, a male, or was she both? And more importantly, how should I react?

My fingers were still touching her warm shaft. She was still silent. I needed to do something—I needed to say anything. She looked me in the eyes with a look of reluctant fear. It must have been obvious by my face that I didn’t know her secret until that moment. There were probably a million thoughts buzzing through her head that she was unable to get a hold of.

When my mind finally settled, there was only one question left: Would I still?

Looking at her face, I couldn’t convince myself she wasn’t a woman, even with her cock in my hand. It didn’t matter what was between her legs: she was a woman as far as I was concerned. I started to rub her cock, slipping my hand under her panties, rubbing it skin-against-skin. It was warm, beginning to throb. I leaned over and kissed her, and I felt her body melt as all of her pent-up anxiety fluttered away.

I suppose I was wrong at the bar, when James asked if I would still go after her if she was actually born a man and I’d said no. Now, as I stroked her growing dick and pressed my lips against hers, the real answer was obvious: I absolutely would continue to pursue her, and I was looking forward to it.

Her cock was hard now, sticking out from her tight little panties. I ran my clenched hand along the whole length of the shaft, from her neatly trimmed pubic hair, all the way up to her throbbing tip. My heart stuttered at my next instinct, to sink down, and to slip her long shaft into my mouth. It was so thick, it hardly fit through my lips, but somehow I managed. I loved the feeling of it cradled perfectly in my tongue as I bobbed my head up and down, sinking it in and out. Her fingers slipped into my hair and gently massaged my head. I wasn’t sucking a man’s cock, I was sucking a woman’s cock. There was nothing manly about it, even when my nose was pressed up against her soft pubic hair and the tip of her rod was pressed against the back of my throat.

I gently massaged her ball sack as I sucked her off. She moaned cutely, which just made me want to suck her off even more. All of my reservations were gone, disappeared without a trace. My decision seemed so obvious and so unquestionable. I loved her, despite the gender she was born with.

I slipped her long rod out from my mouth and I sunk down further, letting her ball sack rest against the bridge of my nose as I ate out her asshole. I let her stroke herself off for a few minutes as I sunk my tongue in deep. Strangely, everything about it seemed so natural. I’d never felt more relaxed in my life, and I’d never seen Viv look more relaxed since meeting her.

“Are you going to fuck me in the ass?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, sitting back up, quickly doing away with my belt. I slipped my pants down, along with my boxers, letting my rock-hard erection spring free. She reached down and ran her soft, warm fingers along the length of my shaft.

“It’s so big,” she said with a soft sigh.

“Think you can take it?” I asked.

“I guess we’ll see,” she said with a smile, leaning back and spreading her bent legs. I loved the way her heeled feet dangled in the air as her hard cock lay stiff on her abdomen. I pressed the tip of my dick up against her damp asshole.

“Ready?” I said.

“Fuck me.”

I pushed in, watching as my cock slid in deep, disappearing below her big ball sack. I looked up at her face. Her eyes were shut tightly as her head tilted back, resting against a couch pillow. “Oh shit,” she said. I could feel her tight hole puckering firmly around my hard cock.

I began to thrust myself in and out of her body, watching her face as she let the pulsing euphoria overtake her, watching as she moaned softly, as her fingers clenched the edge of the couch. Impressively, she was able to take the whole thing, the whole length of my throbbing erection, deep in her tush.

“Stroke your cock,” I said, holding her hips firmly as I pounded her ass.

She reached down and took her long shaft firmly in her hand, and she stroked it hard and fast, keeping her grip near the tip of her cock. It was a surreal sight: her tits bouncing as she beat herself off, but I liked it. It was so sensual, so intoxicating. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her. I didn’t even want to blink, worried I would miss a split second of her incredible beauty. “I’m going to come,” she said through clenched teeth.

“Come on yourself,” I said. “Come on your tits.”

I kept my eyes glued to her cock, desperately awaiting her climax. God, I couldn’t wait for it, I couldn’t wait to see her warm cum blasting her body. “Oh God, here it comes,” she said, and then she unloaded, blast after blast of white, gooey cum reaching as far north as her chin. It was a big load, as if she’d been saving it up for weeks, or even months. The shots seemed endless. “Oh God!” she said, her head tilted back as far as it could go. She bit down on her lip.

How could I not come at the sight? I tried to hold back as long as I could, but it was hopeless. With a loud grunt, I surrendered, letting my own load free to fill up her tight asshole. She moaned as her bum filled with my hot cum. My legs trembled.

Once I was finished, I stumbled back and fell back onto the soft couch, taking deep breaths, trying to get a grip of myself. She remained still and silent, still squirming slightly as if the euphoria hadn’t fully passed yet. I watched her as she revelled in the moment, the joy on her face. She was so beautiful. I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t born a woman, but I could have cared less.

Because I loved her, and love could care less about what people might think. Who cares what my friends would think if they found out? Who cares what my family would think? What difference did it make?

Besides, how could anyone look at Viv, even knowing her secret, and say that she wasn’t a woman. To do so would just be lying aloud and lying to yourself. Viv was more of a woman than any woman I knew, and I couldn’t wait to spend the rest of my life with her. I couldn’t wait to show her off to my friends, to go out on many more dates. We had fun together, we were attracted to one another, and that’s all that mattered. Not some silly checkbox on a birth certificate.

THE END


A CHRISTMAS MIRACLE

The best part of Christmas for Charlie is going to Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party. Unlike Charlie, Gigi has rich parents, a big house, and complete freedom to do whatever she wants. So for one day each year, Charlie can bask in the extravagant life of his spoiled and beautiful friend.

Gigi’s mother is back from an exotic trip through Tibet. She brought a priceless artefact from an ancient Tibetan temple with her: a Tibetan wishing bowl. To Gigi’s mom, it’s just another expensive piece of art so she can flex her wealth to her friends. But to Charlie, it’s a tiny chance to have a better life.

So during that party, when nobody is looking, he wishes his life could be more like Gigi’s.


CHAPTER I

'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house, not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse—unless you count the thirty-six drunk partiers downstairs, blasting loud music, chatting and laughing vibrantly under twinkling lights.

Gigi’s mom had to go through the large home to close all of the blinds, so that the nosy, uninvited neighbours would stop gazing into the house with their judgemental and jealous eyes. She was clearly starting to panic—worried one of those neighbours might call the police, just hours before Christmas morning.

She kept coming up to Gigi, tapping her gently on the shoulder, and saying, “It’s getting late. Don’t you think your friends want to go home now?”

Gigi rolled her eyes every time. “It’s not that late, mom,” she said. “Take a chill pill.”

Previous years, the party was always over by eleven. But this year was different; this year, we were eighteen, and most of us stayed after our parents left. We were officially responsible enough to get ourselves home, and to decide how late we got to stay up. Many of us—myself included—didn’t even live with our parents anymore.

And Gigi’s mother was clearly struggling with the new dynamic, now that her daughter was an adult. She had an awkward, forced smile on her face wherever she went in that house. She no longer felt as though she had the power to say ‘Don’t do that,’ or ‘Please don’t touch that expensive vase.’ All she could do was watch helplessly and hope for the best.

But for the most part, Gigi’s old high school friends were being respectful—even once the liquor started to surge strongly through our systems. A few display plates got smashed, and someone put a small hole through the wall in the downstairs powder room—but other than that and a purple stain on the white living room rug, everything was fine.

Gigi’s mother wasn’t treating Gigi any differently than previous years. The only difference with this particular year of Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party was that Gigi and her friends were all old enough to drink, and old enough to be free from the clutches of their parents. Instead of drinking hot chocolate and playing Rock Band in Gigi’s basement, we were drinking vodka and playing beer pong on the antique dining room table.

There were a few times when Gigi’s mom nearly gathered the courage to shut the party down. I watched as her face turned redder and redder and her body became more and more tense and confident; then Gigi’s father would appear in time to calm her down. After he would whisper into her ear, she would walk away and then Gigi’s father would disappear until he was needed once again to diffuse the anxious stay-at-home mother.

Gigi could do no harm in the eyes of her father. She was a precious angel who deserved and received everything. While everyone was crowding the kitchen to reset their drinks, I took a gander towards the large designer Christmas tree. Beneath the tree was a mountain of presents: large boxes tied with glittering paper and thick ribbons. I wasn’t surprised to see Gigi’s name on nearly every single tag. Ben, Gigi’s brother, only had a couple of boxes under that tree. Her parents had one each.

It wasn’t much later when I overheard Gigi telling Monica and Stacy about the apartment her father was buying for her. “It’s right in the heart of downtown Vancouver. It’s got a view of the ocean and everything. I just hope the sea planes aren’t too loud.” I peeked over her shoulder when she showed the listing on her phone. I wasn’t able to see the pictures—though I’m sure they were nice—but I did see the $1,100,000 price tag.

My parents always told me that happiness and money aren’t linked. “Happiness is relative,” my mother would say—probably just to justify the money she spent on cigarettes instead of on me. Oh well—I accepted long ago that I would never have a live like Gigi’s.

I found Ben sitting alone on the couch, drinking a beer and staring blankly at the heavily decorated banister. His skin was strangely pale and his eyes were glossy and distant. “You okay, Ben?” I asked. He was slow to look up at me.

Then, before he answered me, he stared into my eyes—and into my soul. It was almost as if he was trying to decide if I was trustworthy enough to talk to. His lips parted slowly, then his words came out. “Girls get everything,” he said simply.

“What do you mean?”

“They get everything,” he said, looking down at his feet with that sullen look. “You saw the presents—they’re all for her. He’s buying her an apartment… And did you see that Mercedes outside? That’s hers—they just bought it for her last week. You know what I got? I got a used Prius. I guess I shouldn’t complain—it’s a free car, right? But why would they give me a used Prius and then give her a brand new Mercedes Benz? I just don’t get it.”

“I saw some presents for you under that tree,” I said.

He looked up at me slowly and then he let a strangely emotionless chuckle out. “You’re right. I guess I’m crazy, right?”

“I just wouldn’t worry about it. Dads like to spoil their daughters. That’s just the way life is, I guess.” I was trying to cheer him up. I didn’t like seeing a person so down on Christmas Eve. It was supposed to be a time for happiness and joy. No one should feel neglected hours before Christmas morning.

“It’s not just my dad. She gets spoiled everywhere she goes. All women do. I went to a club last weekend. The girls all got in for free—the rest of us had to pay twenty bucks for cover. And then we went bowling on Wednesday—me and Gigi and some of her friends. It was free for all of them—but not for me. I had to pay twenty-five bucks an hour. They call it ‘Ladies Night’.” He laughed and shook his head. “That’s not even the worst of it. You know that the government spoils them too, right?”

“I don’t think that’s true,” I said. “Why don’t we go to the kitchen and get you a new drink—maybe a glass of water?”

I started to turn away, and then he kept talking. “She’s pregnant. I got her pregnant.”

A tense nausea filled my stomach. “You got your sister pregnant?” I said, keeping my voice down to a whisper.

Her perked up and shook his head quickly. “What? No! Gross. What’s wrong with you? Beverley—I got Beverley pregnant. No one knows yet, so don’t tell anyone. She’s keeping the baby; she made that very, very clear.” He looked back down at his feet. Now his eyes were wider than ever before. “We were just fooling around and one thing led to another… She said she was on the pill. I guess that was a lie. Now she doesn’t want me in the kid’s life. She said that I would be a bad influence. Maybe she’s right—but isn’t a bad influence better than no influence at all? She told me she doesn’t want the kid to know that I’m its dad. She told me I wouldn’t be allowed to see it. Can you believe that?”

“I don’t think she can do that,” I said.

He started laughing as if I just made a very funny joke. Then he shook his head. “You’re so naïve. I got my dad to call his lawyer—one of the best in the city. The lawyer basically just shrugged his shoulders and said that the best he could do, if we decided to pursue it and spend a small fortune, was visits on every second weekend. Can you believe that? It’s not up to me—unless Beverley becomes a criminal or something. Even then, she would still get preference in a custody hearing. The world is unfair, Charlie. It’s better to be a girl than a guy. Oh, and did I mention that I have to pay her five hundred bucks every month for child support, even though I don’t get to see the kid? Five hundred bucks—where am I supposed to get that kind of money?”

“You’ll figure this out, Ben. You’re a smart dude. Now get up and let’s join the rest of the party—try to get your mind off of Beverley.”

“Did you see the Benz in the driveway outside?” he asked again. “You know that’s hers, right?”

“You mentioned that,” I said.

He looked down at his feet and I realized he wasn’t planning on moving any time soon. So I carefully backed away.

Then, for the rest of that night, I found myself watching Gigi curiously—and the other girls as well. There certainly was something to what Ben was saying. They almost never had to get up to go to the kitchen—guys were always bringing them drinks like good little servants. It probably helped that Gigi was a very attractive girl, with smooth blonde hair that extended nearly to her hips. She was wearing a red dress with white cotton embellishments. The skirt of the dress was so short that every man in that room could almost see her perky bum, and her top was cut so low that we could all see her amazing cleavage.

She would tell a lousy joke and every man within earshot would laugh as if they were in a New York City comedy club. One of my friends even dropped to his knees seconds after Gigi spilled some of her drink onto her expensive red shoes. He used a tissue to scrub her shoes, ensuring they remained pristine. And I was starting to feel more and more like Ben as I watched—as if seeing reality for the first time.

It was almost midnight when I had to step away. I didn’t want to fall down the same rabbit hole Ben was currently trapped in.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then, I walked over to the fridge to get myself a fresh beer. That’s when I noticed the acceptance letter sitting conveniently next to the large refrigerator.

‘Dear Gigi Klein, I am delighted to inform you that the Committee on Admissions has admitted you to the Creative Writing class of 2023. Please accept my personal congratulations for your outstanding achievement.’

I looked up at the letterhead and saw that the letter was from the University of British Columbia—where I applied for the exact same program. I didn’t get in. My stomach ached at the sight of the acceptance letter, so I reached forward to flip the letter over. And that’s when I saw Gigi’s high school transcript. I couldn’t fight the curiosity. I reached out and grabbed it.

Gigi’s average was lower than mine. Her grade in English was nearly ten percent below mine. That ache returned to my stomach. I wanted to grab that acceptance letter and scrunch it into a tight ball. My mind immediately assumed the worst: that Gigi only got in because she was a girl.

I tried to calm myself down by reminding myself that Gigi had wealthy parents, unlike me. Maybe her dad just sent the school a hefty donation. Maybe he financed a new university library… Or maybe they just wanted to let more girls into the school so they could seem more progressive. I’d read an article that said schools were doing that—so maybe it was true.

I stepped back into the living room and I spotted Gigi from across the large, open space. She had her little posse around her, looking up at her with big, eager smiles. I had to bite down on my tongue to hide my rage. Why was I so angry? Was it really such a big deal?

I stepped away, into the long hallway between the living room and the bedroom cluster on the other end of the massive house. There was a large stone bowl sitting on a small antique table. The bowl was filled with a grey powder. The object seemed to be out of place.

I walked over to it and lifted up the heavy stone baton that was left inside of it. Then a female voice behind me said, “Please don’t break that. It’s very valuable.”

I turned around and saw Gigi’s exhausted mother standing five paces away.

“Sorry—I was just looking at it. What is it?” I asked.

She stepped up next to me. “It’s a Tibetan wishing bowl. You say a wish and then you stir the sand. My husband bought it at a Tibetan monastery. He paid a lot of money to bring it back here.”

“Does it work?” I asked.

She laughed. “It works to bring the room together—don’t you think?”

A crashing sound came from the kitchen, making Gigi’s mother spin her head around. “What was that?” she said. And then she darted off to go and assess the damage, leaving me all alone with that Tibetan wishing bowl. I stared down into the sand for a moment.

Had I gotten that university acceptance letter, my life would be completely different. I would have qualified for a student loan, so I wouldn’t have had to get a lousy job working at a shoe store.

So I quietly said, “I wish I had Gigi’s life,” and then I stirred the sand in that bowl. Nothing happened, of course. So with a sigh, I returned to the party. I sat down on one of the many living room couches and I continued to watch as Gigi’s mother zipped around the room trying to control the damage her daughter’s friends were creating in her house.

After that, the night became a blur. The alcohol had successfully seeped into my brain and the night slipped away from me. I was too drunk to drive home, so I went down the hall to the bedroom cluster and I fell onto the first bed I could find. I had a feeling it was Gigi’s bed, judging by the pink sheets and pinker walls. I knew she would kick me out the moment she found me—but I would worry about that later. Now, I just needed to sleep. I needed to rest my eyes and let the alcohol slowly work its way out from my system.


CHAPTER II

I woke up to the sound of a male voice saying, “Wake up. Everyone’s waiting for you to get out of bed.” The man nudged me a few times before repeating himself. Then he grabbed my arm and gave it a firm shake.

I had no idea who the man was, but I was too exhausted to care. I rolled over and tried to tell the man to go away—but I was only able to muster up a loud groan. He nudged me again, this time from my back. “It’s already ten. You have to get up. Christmas is waiting for you. Don’t you want to open your presents?”

“Go away,” I managed to say. My voice was broken and weak.

“Seriously. Get up,” the man said.

It took a few seconds before I was able to peel my eyes open, so I could see who was tormenting me. But before I saw his face, I saw the pink sheets, and I remembered that I was still at Gigi’s house—and still in her bedroom. I didn’t have to turn my head to realize the male voice behind me belonged to Ben. I was probably ruining their family Christmas. They were probably waiting for me to scram before they had their family breakfast and opened their gifts.

I groaned and tried to roll my body over. But the exhaustion was strong—too strong. I let my eyes close and then I began to doze off. I heard Ben sigh. “I guess she gets what she wants again,” he muttered under his breath. I was too tired to let that comment process through my brain.

It was four hours when he came back to nudge me again. “Seriously—get up. It’s two in the afternoon. We’re having dinner in three hours. You need to get your ass up.”

“Sorry,” I said with a groan. I didn’t feel any more rested than before. The nausea was still strong in my stomach and the pain was still sharp in the back of my head. I managed to roll onto my back with a great deal of effort, and then I found myself staring up at Gigi’s glittering chandelier. “Is everyone mad at me?”

“At you?” Ben said. “No one’s ever mad at you.” He said it with a great deal of sarcasm, which I found peculiar. I always thought that Ben liked me. I mean—he did confide in me during the party, after all. Didn’t that mean anything? Or was I just the only person around when he went on his drunken rant? “Now get up so we can get the gift opening over with.”

“Okay,” I said.

I sat up and rubbed my face with my hands. Ben was already out of the room and the door was closed, so I had a bit of privacy. I was slow to get onto my feet, and then even slower to get to Gigi’s en-suite bathroom. It was a big bathroom with two sinks, a separate toilet room, a shower and a separate Jacuzzi bathtub. I couldn’t figure out why a single person could possibly need two sinks—let alone a bathtub separate from the shower.

I went straight to toilet stall to empty my bladder. I didn’t bother attempting to stand. Instead, I took a seat so that my legs could have a moment to rest from the long journey between the bed and the bathroom.

I nearly dozed off on Gigi’s toilet seat. It didn’t help that the seat had a heater built into it. I ended up sitting for a couple of minutes once I was drained. Then I dragged my feet back towards the sinks. I ran the water until it was as cold as it could get, then I splashed some on my face, hoping it would wake me up. But as I splashed the water the second time, I felt something slap into my face like a wet mop. It got into my mouth and even up my nose. I coughed and quickly wiped my face, trying to pull the invader away. But as I pulled, my hair tugged, eliciting an ‘Ouch!’ from my lips.

My eyes still hadn’t adjusted to the daytime light (it didn’t help that I was keeping them closed when I wasn’t walking around). So I could only assume that my friends had pranked me while I was blacked out on Gigi’s bed. “Shit,” I mumbled. I ran my fingers up the long wet hair, trying to find the clips—or God forbid, the glue. But the hair was seamless, all the way to my roots. I bent forward, letting the hair hang down towards my toes. I tried again, running my fingers slowly downwards until I found out how the hair was stuck to my head. But again, I could find no clips or globs of glue or seams or anything. It was almost as though the hair belonged to me.

I was just about to stand up when I noticed my bare toes. My toenails were painted a muted pink colour. “Oh my God,” I groaned. They painted my toes as well? I could already envision the pictures that were up on Facebook: my blacked out body, all dolled up and humiliating. I wondered if my family had already seen the pictures.

Speaking of my family—they were probably wondering where the hell I was. Christmas morning had passed as I was still on the other side of the city. I reached down to pat my pockets, but I couldn’t find my pockets. I wasn’t wearing the T-shirt and jeans that I fell asleep in. Instead, I was wearing a long red satin dress with white cotton embellishments—just like the dress Gigi was wearing the night before. And under the dress, I was naked, which meant they stripped me down and changed me against my will. Had I been a girl, that would have been considered rape. But because I was a guy, it was just a silly prank… I pushed that thought out of my head, worried I was starting to think too much like Ben.

I reached down for the base of the dress, so I could pull it off before anyone saw me in it, and then I noticed my fingernails were painted the same colour as my toenails. I paused and stared at them for a long moment. They were painted nicely: a smooth application with no paint at all on my skin. Someone put a lot of effort into this little prank. Why didn’t they just draw cocks on my forehead like normal teenagers?

I pulled that dress over my head and I hung it up on a hook next to the door. Then I slipped out from the bathroom to find my proper clothes. But the bedroom was clean and tidy and my clothes were nowhere to be seen. I checked under the bed and then I pulled the sheets off of the bed, hoping they had just gotten buried while I tossed and turned in my sleep. But my clothes weren’t there. I checked under the bed again. Then I heard footsteps approaching the bedroom door.

I jumped up and scurried back to the bathroom, so that I wouldn’t be caught crawling around Gigi’s bedroom butt-naked, like some twisted freak. My future was already looking grim enough—I didn’t need some sexual misconduct charge lingering on my shoulders for the rest of my life.

As I closed the bathroom door, the bedroom door opened. “You coming, or what?” Ben called out.

And before I was able to reply, I saw Gigi in the mirror where I was supposed to be. She was standing there naked, staring at me with her big, glowing eyes and plump parted lips. I thought for a moment that I was staring through a window and not at all at a mirror, so I reached down to cover my crotch. She covered her pussy in the same moment. Then I went to cover my parted lips and she did the same thing. “I’m sorry,” I said. And she spoke at the same time—because she was just my reflection: she was me.

As that impossible reality sunk in, my skin became cold. I took a step back into the closed bathroom door and I watched as she took a step back into the same door. “Oh my God,” we both said, because we were the same person.

I held up my wet blonde hair as she did the same. I stepped closer to the mirror and so did she. Was I dreaming? Was this some sort of cruel, drunken nightmare?

Ben knocked on the door behind me, making me jump. “What’s taking so long? You don’t have to do your makeup for opening presents, you know.”

It was a moment before I forced myself to respond. “I—I know. I’ll be right there,” I said. And that’s when I heard the feminine voice coming out from my mouth. How was it possible?

“Hurry up, because I’m getting sick of waiting,” he called out. Then I heard him leave the room, closing the door behind him.

I uncovered my pussy and brought my hands up to my chest. I gently cupped my small, perky tits. They were soft and squishy, and they felt so real. I’d never touched tits before—not since I was breastfeeding and in diapers. I reached my hand down between my legs and—even though I couldn’t my cock—I expected to feel my cock. But it wasn’t there. Instead, there was just a subtle lump and then nothing. I used both of my hands to gently spread my vaginal lips. Then I stumbled back. My heart was racing. It simply didn’t make any sense. It wasn’t possible—yet it happened.

I knew right away that I had to get back into my proper body, but first, I had to go open Gigi’s presents so that Ben would get off of my back and let me concentrate.


CHAPTER III

I was trembling as I walked into the living room and saw Gigi’s entire family lounging. They all turned to look at me in the same moment—which was the exact moment my legs decided to lock and I became frozen two steps from the doorway.

“Merry Christmas!” Gigi’s mother said with a big smile on her face. The room was shockingly clean, as if she and a whole crew of professional cleaners spent the entire night tidying up after Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party. Even the purple stain was no longer on the white rug. Maybe she went out and bought a new rug in time for Christmas morning.

“Come and sit down,” said Gigi’s dad, patting the spot next to him. The faces continued to stare at me, oblivious to the fact that I wasn’t Gigi. I wasn’t the girl they thought I was. In fact, I wasn’t a girl at all—even though I had tits and a pussy, and I was now wearing a skirt and a bra and a fitted white sweater.

“Are you okay, dear?” Gigi’s mother asked. I nodded my head slowly.

“I’m fine,” I said, breaking my awkward silence.

Ben rolled his eyes. “She’s got a hangover—a Merry Christmas hangover. Wonderful.”

“Ben, don’t be rude,” Gigi’s father snapped. Then he turned back to me. “Gigi, come sit down so we can open gifts.”

I walked forward slowly, feeling the tiniest draft teasing up my bare, shaven legs. I put on the longest skirt I could find, and it was still not even long enough to reach my knees. I had tried to find a pair of jeans or shorts, but Gigi’s closet was larger than my entire bedroom, and it was packed tight like a small thrift store. I’m sure there were shorts and jeans in there, but I didn’t have eight hours to find them. So I went with the skirt. Besides—I figured the skirt would be more inconspicuous, seeing as Gigi was always wearing either a skirt or a dress.

I took that seat next to Gigi’s father. He stared into my eyes with a big smile, and then he said, “Why don’t you open the first gift?”

I caught Ben rolling his eyes again. I could see why he was so angry. His father’s favouritism was unfortunately obvious. “Sure,” I said quietly.

The father pointed at Ben and said, “Ben, why don’t you grab that little present at the front of the tree there—in the white wrapping paper.”

Ben rolled his eyes again before standing up. He grabbed the little box and then he tossed it at me. I caught it just before it hit me in the chest.

“Straighten up your attitude, boy,” said Gigi’s father with a low growl.

“Sorry,” Ben said with a defeated tone.

I slowly peeled the paper off of the gift. I felt strangely guilty, opening someone else’s present. I had this strange feeling that the real Gigi was going to walk through the door at any moment and say, ‘What the hell are you doing with my stuff?!’ But I had another strong feeling churning inside of me, reminding me that I was the real Gigi. And where did that put me? Where was Charlie? Had Gigi woken up in my body, back at my house, to open presents with my family? Was Charlie going to walk through that front door at any moment and demand an explanation? Was I somehow responsible for all of this?

I looked over at the door now, half expecting it to burst open. That’s when I saw the Tibetan wishing bowl, and I remembered making my silly wish before the alcohol overwhelmed my system. That’s right: I wished that I could have Gigi’s life! And that wish apparently came true more literarily than I could have anticipated.

But now, the solution seemed obvious: just make another wish at that bowl—wish to have my normal life back. If it worked once, of course it would work again. My stress levels suddenly lowered and my body relaxed into that big, plump couch. I pulled my feet up onto the couch.

The couch was much nicer than any couch my family had ever owned. Hell, it was more comfortable than the bed I’d slept on for the past ten years.

I opened that first little box. Inside was a glittering silver necklace with a green gemstone. There was a receipt from Tiffany’s stuffed into the box—and it wasn’t even a gift receipt. The price was right there for me to see, as if Gigi’s father wanted Gigi to know how much he spent on her present. “If you want to return it, you’re more than welcome to buy something else,” he said.

“No,” I said. “I love it. It’s very beautiful.” I forced a smile. Then he leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. It was an awkward moment—being kissed by an older man. But I had to do my best not to cringe or squirm. I didn’t plan on spending more than an hour in Gigi’s body—but a lot of damage can be done in a single hour. I just had to keep my sentences short and keep my mouth shut when I wasn’t being talked to, and I knew I could get out of this unscratched.

I opened my next gift. It was a new stereo for the Mercedes Benz parked outside. “I’ll install it for you later today. The guy at the store said it was the best one they sell,” Gigi’s dad said.

I smiled and nodded my head. The receipt was once again stuffed into the box, and the number on the receipt was probably bigger than all of the gifts my parents had ever bought me combined. I couldn’t believe how spoiled Gigi was.

And how is a person supposed to react to receiving such a grandiose gift? What was Gigi’s normal reaction to receiving a car stereo system worth more than five grand? I opened my arms and Gigi’s father quickly accepted my hug. He kissed me again on the cheek, and I again had to fight away the urge to squirm and cringe.

Next, it was Gigi’s father’s turn to open the gift from Gigi. He looked excited and perked up. The box was small and I had no idea what was inside. “What is it?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess you’ll have to open the box to find out,” I said.

He opened the box quickly, revealing a cheap-looking watch. There was no receipt stuffed into the box, but it couldn’t have been worth more than two hundred bucks—much less than the shining golden watch that was currently on his wrist. Still, he turned to me and threw open his arms for a hug, so I hugged him. And then I awkwardly forced myself to kiss him on his stubbly cheek. “I love you, Gigi,” he said.

“I love you too,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue to say it.

When the hug ended, I noticed Ben staring at me with a strange, confused look. Was I not acting properly like Gigi? Was I giving myself away? “What is it?” I asked. And then he looked away quickly, shaking his head.

“Nothing,” he said bluntly.

It was his turn to open the present from me—from Gigi. He peeled back the wrapping paper, revealing a video game for his Xbox. He stared at it for a moment and then he looked at me. “I already have this one,” he said.

“Really?” I said. “I’m sorry. I’ll buy you another one.”

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about it.”

Ben got a few power tools from his parents. He stared at them blankly before saying, “Not to be ungrateful, but what am I supposed to do with all of this? I don’t know even know how to use these things.”

“Well it’s time to learn,” said Gigi’s father. “You’re going to help me build a new deck in the spring.”

“I am?” Ben said.

Gigi’s father nodded his head. “The old one is falling apart.”

I felt bad for Ben. I was being showered with expensive presents, as if I was a rich rapper’s girlfriend, and Ben was getting nothing but chores. It was only a minute later when I opened another gift: five hundred bucks worth of makeup supplies, along with a five hundred dollar gift card for Sephora. And another minute later, I opened up a piece of original art, for my new Vancouver apartment. “It’s a Martin Lewis original,” said Gigi’s mother. “It will be very valuable one day. It’s already very valuable. I had to pay a lot of money to get it for you.”

It wasn’t my kind of artwork, but I managed to fake some enthusiasm anyway. As I hugged Gigi’s mom, I got another weird look from Ben. He was starting to make me feel uncomfortable. There was something about that gaze that just didn’t seem right.

I got another piece of artwork next, then some books, then a brand new camera with three lenses, then a gift card for the local camera store, then some expensive chocolate, and then some more accessories for my new car. I was exhausted by the end of the gift opening ceremony—tired of faking excitement for all of the toys that I wouldn’t even stick around to play with. But there was one gift left: an envelope, to Gigi and her mother, from Gigi’s father. He handed the envelope to me to open.

I forced a big smile and then I pulled out a card. Inside the card was a little note that read, ‘To my ladies: enjoy a relaxing afternoon on me.’ I read the note out loud, and then Gigi’s mother asked, “What does that mean?”

Gigi’s dad smiled and said, “Two professional spa workers should be here at any minute. While dinner is cooking, you’ll get a one-hour massage, a manicure and a pedicure, and a full facial. It’s their best package. I had to book it a year in advance to get them on Christmas day.” As if on cue, the doorbell rang. “That’s probably them. I’ll get the door.”

“But what about dinner? It can’t just cook itself,” said Gigi’s mother.

“I hired a cook. He should also be here in a few minutes. He’ll finish everything—and he’ll even do the dishes.” Gigi’s parents hugged and then Gigi’s dad came to give me yet another hug. Ben was already gone, already on his way to his room, probably to bitch to his friends on his computer about how spoiled his sister was.

“Well let me just go and baste the turkey before he gets here,” Gigi’s mother said, darting away. Suddenly, I was alone in the living room. It was my chance to reverse my wish at the wishing bowl. I stood up and walked towards that big bowl of sand. I looked down and prepared to make my wish. Then I stopped myself. Maybe I could make the wish after the massage. I’d never had a massage before, after all. And I wasn’t exactly thrilled about the idea of going home to my parents, to have some overcooked turkey with boxed mashed potatoes. It might be nice to eat a professionally home cooked meal.

So I stepped away from the wishing bowl. It could wait. The universe had gone through the trouble of making my original wish come true, so it only seemed fair to give it a few hours of my time.


CHAPTER IV

The massage was nice. The masseuse managed to get me right into that perfect relaxed state—halfway between asleep and awake. Then it was time for the pedicure, which was basically just a foot massage, and the manicure was basically just a hand massage. So I wasn’t so surprised when the facial turned out to be little more than just a face massage, which sounds weird, but it was actually very pleasant. I even found myself forgetting that I had a serious crisis on my hands, being trapped in the wrong body.

After the facial, it was back to the massage table for what the package referred to as, ‘The final relaxation’. The name sounded somewhat ominous—like something the mafia might say—as if they were going to put us to sleep for good.

My masseuse was a man, in his late twenties, with thick arms that were trying to bulge through his tight shirt. I had a feeling that he did some modelling on the side, because I was pretty sure I’d seen him before, possibly in a magazine. He knew how to knead his hands. I almost didn’t notice him pushing his hands beneath that thin sheet, rubbing his strong fingers down my butt cheeks. I tensed up for a moment, when his hands got particularly close to my asshole. I wasn’t sure if this was part of the ‘final relaxation’, or if he was just taking advantage of the situation he was in. Hell, if I was a hunk like him, I would probably push my hands a little bit too far down a pretty blonde’s body as well.

There was only a thin curtain between Gigi’s mom and me. I could hear her moaning gently as she fell deeper into her state of relaxation. She’d been moaning that way since the start of the two-hour package.

My man pushed his hand down even further, sliding it from my lower back to the very edge of my pussy. It felt nice, but something about it seemed wrong. Was he just trying to see what he could get away with? Was he just a young man trying to score a bit of action on Christmas? I turned my head as much as I could to look back at him. He smiled at me. Not knowing what else to do, I returned the smile. And then I realized returning the smile was a big mistake. I hadn’t just returned his pleasantry—I’d given him the green light to push that hand down farther.

His fingers slid gently down the length of my pussy. When he pulled back, he didn’t make it back to my back—or even to my butt cheeks. Now, he was just rubbing my slit with his strong, muscular hand. I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t believe how forthcoming he was. I couldn’t believe he had the balls to pull a move like that in this day and age, where the wrong look could throw you into the middle of a #MeToo controversy.

I tried to close my eyes and pretend like nothing weird was happening. It wasn’t my body, after all. It’s not like a strange man was rubbing me—and I could only assume that Gigi wouldn’t have any memory of this… I still had no idea where Gigi’s consciousness was now if I was inside of her. My assumption was that she was suffering through my family’s pathetic Christmas celebrations (or lack thereof).

The masseuse pushed harder, slipping two of his fingers between my now-oiled pussy lips. I wasn’t too familiar with the business down between my legs, but I could feel all of the different parts now as his fingers rubbed up and down. Even though I had no idea where the clit was (being a complete virgin and all), I knew exactly when his fingers pressed up against my clit. My body became tense and a whimper escaped my lips. He reacted to my reaction by keeping the tips of his fingers on that sweet spot and rubbing in careful circles.

My legs started to tremble and my body became suddenly hot. I pulled a deep breath of cool air into my lungs, and then things started to feel strangely wet between my thighs.

“Roll over for me, please,” he said in a casual, professional voice.

I was slow to roll over—and slower to process what was happening. Was a male masseuse fingering me? Did Gigi’s dad know that he hired some horny young man to feel up his daughter? Probably not. I couldn’t help but wonder if Gigi’s mom was getting a similar service on the other side of that curtain.

The masseuse pushed his hand between my thighs again, this time with the sheet pulled completely off of my body. He started rubbing me in hard, fast circles. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from letting a moan out that Gigi’s whole family would have heard. He grabbed one of my small breasts with his other hand and he began to squeeze it. At the same time, two of his fingers pushed into my body. I gasped, and then I covered my mouth with both of my hands. I knew that this would all end badly if I was too loud. I didn’t want to get Gigi into any awkward trouble; she was my friend, after all. Though it was possible I was already getting her into some seriously awkward trouble.

He pushed his fingers in deep, and then he started to jam them in and out quickly. The sound of my wet cunt was loud—though the sound could have been him rubbing oil between his hands as far as Gigi’s mom was concerned on the other side of the sheet.

My hips rose off the massage table and I let a loud groan out. My body began to tremble and everything became hot. I felt like I was sweating. The room was suddenly bright and vivid. Warm energy was pulsing in my chest and between my legs. Then, I felt another gush of wetness.

The masseuse pulled his fingers out of me suddenly and darted to the little side table to grab a towel. Quickly, he pushed that towel up to my pussy. His cheeks were red and he was smiling awkwardly. “Is—Is everything okay?” I asked, trying to sound cool and collected.

“Everything’s fine,” he said in his own awkwardly casual voice. I leaned up and saw a big wet spot on his massage table. Did I squirt? Did I just make a big gushing mess of his equipment?

A little alarm chirped, letting him know that our time was up. “I’ll leave you alone while you get dressed,” he said. After he left, it took me a minute before I was able to stand up and put on my little outfit. My head was still spinning, still trying to process my unexpected sexual experience. I couldn’t help but wonder if that was a normal occurrence with Gigi, as an attractive, young woman. Did she have to constantly be on guard? Were men always trying to make moves on her?

As a man, I’d been trying for years just to get a girl to kiss me (I still hadn’t experienced my first kiss). As Gigi, I apparently couldn’t even leave my bedroom without being offered sex. Women have no idea how easy they have it, do they? An attractive girl (or even an average girl) will never know the torment of wanting sex so badly, but not being able to have it without a great deal of work and tremendous luck.

I was slipping into my sweater when Gigi’s mom poked her head in and said, “How was your massage?”

I could feel my cheeks turning red. I nodded my head and forced a smile. “Relaxing,” I said.

“My body is like pudding now,” she said. “Are you ready for dinner?”

I nodded my head, still with that big, red-cheeked smile on my face.

“I’ll go make sure the chefs have everything right,” she said. “I can’t imagine it will be more than twenty minutes.” She darted off. I could hear Ben and his father in the other room, watching a made-for-television movie. I once again had my chance to make things normal again at the Tibetan wishing bowl. I walked down the hall and approached the bowl. I stared down at the apparently magical sand, and then I said, “A few more hours.” I still wanted to taste the dinner that I could smell—and it smelled unbelievably amazing. Another couple of hours wouldn’t hurt, right?


CHAPTER V

Dinner was worth sticking around for. The turkey was moist and it had more flavour than I knew a turkey was capable of having. The garlic mashed potatoes were unbelievable, smothered in that warm gravy. Even the Brussels sprouts were unmatched—and I didn’t even like Brussels sprouts. Though maybe Gigi liked them, and now that I was in her body, I had her taste buds. Maybe the normal me—the male me—wouldn’t have enjoyed that dinner quite so much. It was hard to say, seeing as the turkey dinners I was used to came from the bargain isle of the grocery store.

I was hardly able to move when dinner was finished. I slumped into my chair, and then I noticed Ben staring at me with that strange glare again, as if he was catching on to me. “What’s up with you?” he said.

“What? I’m just full,” I said as one of the hired helpers took my plate away.

“I’ve never seen you eat more than three bites before.”

“It was delicious,” I said.

His eyes narrowed even more. “Since when have you ever complimented mom’s cooking?”

“Ben—quit being a brat,” Gigi’s mom said. “She’s in the Christmas spirit. Why are you being such a Grinch?”

“I’m not being a Grinch. She’s just acting weird. Am I not allowed to point out when my sister is acting weird?”

Now I felt like I had to sink further into my seat. I didn’t like that he knew something was up, even though I knew it was next-to-impossible for him to figure out my true identity—unless he knew about the wishing bowl. But even if he knew how powerful the wishing bowl was, there was no way he could possibly know that I wished I could be his sister.

“Why can’t you just get into the Christmas spirit?” Gigi’s mom asked.

Ben shook his head and then he took a long swig from his red wine, finishing the whole glass in a single, impressive gulp. Then he forced a big, sarcastic smile, and said, “Merry Christmas!” He pulled his cell phone out from his pocket and started texting his friends.

“No cell phones at the dinner table,” his mom said.

“Dinner’s over. Would you rather I move to the couch and be away from the family?” He was in a grouchy mood—and maybe I couldn’t blame him. Maybe he would have liked a two-hour massage. Maybe he wanted a Mercedes Benz. Maybe he wanted a new stereo system and some expensive jewellery… Well, probably not the latter. Maybe he didn’t want anything—maybe he just wanted to be treated equally. Maybe he just wanted his parents to pretend for one day that they didn’t have a favourite.

“Why don’t you go and play with your gifts for an hour or so, and then we’ll all gather back down here for some dessert?” suggested Gigi’s mom.

“Terry is coming over,” Ben said bluntly, as if he hadn’t heard his mother at all.

“Oh. Okay. That’s fine. Terry is such a nice young man,” said Gigi’s mother. “I’m going to go and get changed into something more appropriate for the evening.” She stood up and walked away with a look of defeat on her face. Maybe it was fair for Ben to be upset, but it was starting to seem like his mother was trying hard to break through to him, and he wasn’t exactly giving her much to work with.

Ben zipped off to his room. Across the table, Gigi’s dad was in a sort of food coma, with his eyes half closed and his head tilted back. So once again, I was basically all alone. And now seemed like a great time to wish myself back into my proper body. I got my massage and I got my delicious meal. What else was there to stick around for? More questions from Ben? I liked the idea of spending another night sleeping in Gigi’s big, soft bed, on her amazing and probably expensive mattress. But a good sleep wasn’t worth abandoning my body.

I walked over to that wishing bowl. I stared down at the sand and I took a deep breath. Before saying anything, I held out my hands and looked at my nicely manicured nails. I looked up at a decorative mirror on the wall. Maybe I would miss being ‘pretty’ for a change. It was nice, getting plenty of attention, being someone’s favourite for once.

I looked down at the sand again. What if I just stayed for dessert? One more hour, and then I could go back to my mundane, virgin lifestyle.

“What are you staring at?” Ben asked. I spun around quickly and nearly let out a yelp.

“What? Me? Nothing. I’m just waiting for dessert,” I said.

“You don’t eat dessert. The last time you ate dessert, you were nine years old.” He was holding a fresh glass of wine. He took a long sip from it, and then he stepped towards me with his narrowed eyes. “What’s going on with you?”

“I’m having a cheat day. I’ve had cheat days before,” I said, trying my best to sound like Gigi. I’d been friends with Gigi for a few years; I knew about her diet (and her modelling aspirations). And I knew that she sometimes had ‘cheat days’, though they were never quite as filling as this one.

“I can’t believe mom and dad have this stupid thing,” he said, brushing past me to look at the Tibetan wishing bowl. He picked up the stone stirring stick and dangling it between his fingers. “They paid so much money for it. It’s literally just a rock with sand in it.”

“It’s pretty silly,” I said, nodding my head with a forced smile.

“It’s not just silly—it’s a scam. They probably sell these things to every tourist. I bet there are five just in this neighbourhood.”

“Probably,” I said, faking a laugh.

Then Ben picked the bowl up. “They spent all that money on it, and I bet they wouldn’t even notice if it wasn’t here. We should hide it and see how long it takes for them to say anything.” Holding the wishing bowl with one hand, he grabbed a picture of Gigi from a nearby table and put it where the bowl was. “I bet they never notice.”

“Where are you going to put it?” I asked.

“I don’t know—somewhere they’ll never look. I bet they haven’t been in half the rooms in this house for ten years.” He turned around and started to walk away, picking his wine glass back up while he dangerously balanced that bowl full of magical sand.

“Wait,” I said. “They spent a lot of money on that. Maybe just leave it.”

“I know they spent a lot of money on it. That’s what makes this funny,” he said. He kept walking, so I followed him, watching the bowl closely as it teetered from side to side. If all of that fine sand spilled out, would it still work?

“Ben, c’mon. Don’t be a jerk. Just put the bowl down,” I said. My heart was pounding harder and harder every time that bowl teetered to the side. When he turned around the corner, some of the sand fell over the edge and dissipated into the air like pixie dust.

“Why do you care so much about this stupid bowl? I saw you looking at it earlier, too. Are you a big fan of the bowl?” He turned around sharply, making more sand spill over the edge and evaporate like water vapour.

“I don’t care about the bowl. I just don’t get why you hate it so much.” He wobbled slightly in his drunken state. One of his eyes was more closed than the other, as if he was almost blackout drunk—and maybe he was. He was in no state to be holding that expensive and magical bowl.

“Just like mom and dad, you love a fucking bowl more than you love me,” he said. Then he turned around and jogged drunkenly up the stairs. I just watched, not wanting to make him any angrier. If all he was going to do was hide the bowl, that wasn’t the end of the world—I could find it. But if I made him any angrier, then it was likely he would throw it out the window with the intent of smashing it into a million pieces. Then I would be stuck as Gigi for the rest of my life.

Though maybe that wouldn’t be so bad. She certainly had more going for her than I had going for me as Charlie. In a few months she would be moving to a beautiful city, into a nice apartment, to attend a respected school. And where would I be in a few months? Working at a shoe store, trying to save up for high school upgrading courses at the local community college, so I could spend years fixing my teenaged mistakes, just so I could have a shot at going to a post secondary institution?

Gigi’s life certainly sounded better on paper—and hell, it was probably better in more ways than I could count—but it wasn’t my life. It was her life, and I had my own responsibilities I had to return to. And not to mention, staying in Gigi’s body wasn’t fair to Gigi. She was a nice girl. Sure, she was a bit spoiled and her life was pretty much void of responsibilities—but it was still her life and not mine.

I needed to give Ben some time to cool down—and maybe some time to pass out. So it was looking like I was stuck in Gigi’s body for a little bit longer. I didn’t want to spend any more awkward time around her parents, so I went down the hall to my room. I closed the door and then I sat down on the bed and let out a big sigh of relief. It was nice to be alone for a minute. It was nice to have the pressure off of me for just a short moment.

I let my back fall onto the soft bed. The plush duvet consumed me comfortably and tried to convince me to fall asleep, even though it was only 7:30 PM. In a few hours, this would all be gone—at least for me. So I found myself wondering how I could make the most of my last few hours as Gigi. What could I do that I would never be able to do again?

I got up and started to explore the room, hoping something would pop out at me and fill my head with exciting ideas. I looked through the closet and then I looked through drawers, and it only took a few minutes to find her special shoebox under the bed. I carefully opened the box and then I gasped at the sight of her vibrator.

It was long and red, with a deep curve and a thick head. I held it up to my flat tummy, to see how big it was relative to my petite feminine body. The tip of the dildo nearly touched my sternum. “Holy crap,” I muttered. The toy was a lot more intimidating than I could have anticipated.

I pressed the button on the base of the toy and it started to buzz. It was a powerful buzz. I could feel that buzzing all the way down my arm, into my shoulder. I felt my face turning red as I thought about putting it inside of my body.

I looked around, just to make sure I was truly alone. Then I got up and went over to my bathroom, just so I could have an extra door between any potential intruder and me. I closed and locked the bathroom door, and then I carefully sat down on the tile floor. I pulled up my skirt to expose my cotton panties. Then I gently pulled the panties to the side, to expose my pussy.

Gigi kept her cunt perfectly shaved and smooth. Her slit was thin and tight, and her young lips kept the rest of her pussy cleanly hidden, until I gently spread them open, letting her glistening labia and clit push out. I felt flustered and embarrassed, technically seeing a pussy for the first time in my life. I felt naughty and wrong—I wasn’t exactly looking with permission from Gigi, even though I was Gigi. I reached down and gently touched the various parts. I couldn’t believe how sensitive the clit was. I was already terrified to press that big vibrator up against it.

But I had to try it. This would be my only chance. I took a big breath in and then I slid that long artificial cock down my pelvis. I pressed that button and then I held that tip gently against my clit. My body perked up and I gasped—similar to the gasp I made when the masseuse penetrated me with his fingers. I was hardly touching the vibrator to my clit, but it felt like I was sitting on a washing machine during a violent earthquake. I bit down on my lip, and then I heard “Fuck!” come out from my mouth.

My knees slid up towards my chest. I felt my eyes rolling towards the back of my head as saliva accumulated on the corner of my lip. I pushed that vibrator harder into my clit, then my legs started to tremble. I could feel my lips curling into a smile while the colour flushed from my face. I moaned, sliding that toy down, so the tip was now pressed against my opening. Now, it didn’t seem like I was in control of my body—of Gigi’s body. Euphoria had taken over, or maybe Gigi was back to pilot the ship for a few minutes. I pushed that vibrating tip into my body and then I began to shove it in deep.

I carefully rolled backwards, onto my back. I moved my feet outwards to spread my legs. Now I had both hands on that long vibrating cock. I plunged it up and down into my own body. I could feel fluid gushing out of me, splattering on the tile floor. Every second felt like an orgasm—what I knew to be an orgasm, that is. But I was about to discover that a real female orgasm is something much, much more intense than what a man feels for a measly few seconds at the end of a masturbation session.

The vibrating became more intense—possibly because I accidentally hit a button on the base of the large device. I pushed it down harder and pulled it up faster. The wet gushing became wetter and louder. My moaning became more consistent. I wanted to bite down on my tongue but I was worried I would bite it off.

After another loud groan, I had an orgasm. I fought the urge to scream. Warm fluid gushed out of my body and my whole body convulsed as if I was possessed by the devil himself. Then I pulled that long shaft out of me and tossed it aside so that I could feel my own body—my own soft skin. I couldn’t believe the pleasure that was pulsing through my veins. I couldn’t believe the smile that refused to leave my face. How could I ever go back to being a man after that? How could I ever masturbate again, knowing how amazing a female orgasm is?

I used toilet paper to clean up my moist mess, and then I noticed that my skirt was a victim of my wet gushing, so I went to the closet to pick out a new outfit.

My immediate urge was to pick out something low-key: maybe a black skirt and a grey sweater. Then I saw Gigi’s collection of dresses, and I wondered if a dress might be fun. I’d spent the day in a more-or-less low-key outfit. When would I ever get another chance to feel sexy? Besides, it’s not like I would have to live forever with any humiliation I felt in Gigi’s body. Once I was back in my own body, all of this would be nothing more than a vivid dream to me. Hell, maybe I would even eventually convince myself that this was all a dream.

There was a light green dress that caught my attention in the closet. It was a bit sparkly, and very short and low-cut. I felt the amazingly soft satin between my fingers, and then I held the dress up with both of my hands. It couldn’t have weighed more than a few ounces. It seemed impossible that it could be so light. I held it up to my naked body and then I looked at the mirror. My heart bounced and my lips curled into a smile. It was perfect.


CHAPTER VI

I was putting on a pair of red shoes to go with my green dress when there was a knock at my bedroom door. My heart stammered slightly. I still wasn’t finished getting myself dressed. I had my dress on, but I still hadn’t decided if I should wear a bra underneath. My breasts looked fantastic in the little outfit, but the fabric was so thin that my nipples were obviously visible. Though maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Girls wear translucent clothes all the time, right?

I walked over to the door in my three-inch heels. I grabbed the handle and opened it a crack. Then, an unfamiliar face poked into my room. “Gigi?” the young man asked. He couldn’t have been much older than me—maybe a year or two at most.

“Yeah?” I said. I wanted to ask who he was, but I knew that Gigi most likely knew him, so I tried to act casual.

“Are you busy right now? I kind of need your help with something.”

“With what?” I asked.

He looked down the hallway and then back at me. “I just need your help moving Ben,” he said with a low voice.

I remained paused for a moment. I figured the young man was Terry—the friend Ben said he would have over. But what was wrong with Ben? Why did Terry need help moving him? Did he finally black out from all the wine? “Okay, sure,” I said. “Can I have a minute?”

“I kind of want to move him before your parents see him,” he said. “It’s a little bit urgent.”

I felt awkward stepping out from my room in that little dress, without panties or a bra—but if it was urgent, it was probably more important than my self-esteem. We went down the hall to the stairs, and then up. I didn’t realize how tall Terry was until I was following him up the stairs. He nearly hit his head on the beam at the top of the steps, which was well above my head, even in my heels.

He looked around to make sure the coast was clear, and then he went to the bathroom door. He grabbed the handle and opened it slowly. “I just got here and found him like this,” he said. And the sight was much more shocking than I could have expected.

Ben was slumped over the toilet with his pants around his ankles and his semi-erect cock in his hand. On the vanity was a laptop, playing gay pornography. In the video, a man was sucking two cocks at once, with drool running down both sides of his face. Terry quickly closed the laptop. “I probably should have closed that before getting you. I bet he didn’t mean to put that on.”

It was a moment before the shock of the sight wore off enough that I was able to shake my head. “Is he passed out?” I asked.

“I think it’s safe to assume he’s out cold,” Terry said, motioning towards the empty wine glass, which was almost full when I last saw it half an hour before.

“Maybe—because you’re a girl—you can put his dick back in his pants? I don’t want to touch it,” he said. “Then we can lift him up and carry him over to his room.”

“Ew!” I said. “I might be a girl, but I’m also his sister. I’m not touching his dick.”

“Well we can’t just move him with his dick out. If your parents see—that won’t look good.”

“Just put a towel over him,” I suggested. And then I went ahead and grabbed a hand towel and tossed it over his lap, covering his long, thin dick. “You grab his arms and I’ll grab his feet.”

Ben wasn’t a huge guy—maybe one hundred and fifty pounds if he was soaking wet. I figured moving him would be a cinch, and then I grabbed his ankles. I tried to lift them up, but his legs alone were too heavy for my dainty arms. I strained and groaned, and was barely able to get them up onto my shoulders. That towel slid down and I got a view that I would have preferred not to get. “Fix his towel,” I said through clenched teeth. Terry managed to reach down and replace that covering hand towel.

We managed to move him three steps, then I had to drop him. He was too heavy. I couldn’t believe how weak I was—how weak Gigi was. I was pretty sure that I could lift more weight when I was nine years old than I could now in her gentle little body.

“Maybe we could each take an arm and we can drag him,” Terry suggested. So we tried that. I tried taking off my heels, but I found that the extra height helped strangely enough, so I put them back on. We were able to get him out into the hall, but now that hand towel was on the floor and his cock was dangling out again.

“Let’s just leave it,” I said. “We’ll move him quickly.”

We grunted and groaned as we dragged Ben’s dead weight to his bedroom. Once we had him on his bed, Terry ran over and closed the door, before his parents could come up and see the shocking scene. I had to take a seat at Ben’s desk to catch my breath while Terry pulled the covers over Ben’s body.

“Why is he so drunk?” Terry asked.

I shook my head. “I don’t know. He drank a few glasses of wine during dinner, and then I saw him drinking the one after—but it looks like he drank fifteen glasses.”

“His texts weren’t making much sense, so I figured he was drinking. But I didn’t think I would come over to this.” He took a seat across from me. His skin was glistening with a light layer of sweat. He did most of the work carrying Ben down the hall, after all. “I like that dress, by the way. It looks really good on you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“How was your party last night? I wanted to make it, but I got wrapped up doing family stuff.”

“It was nice,” I said, smiling and nodding my head.

“Sorry about last week. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable. That was just a joke—you know that, right?” He was staring into my eyes now. His cheeks were a light shade of red.

I had no idea what he was talking about. So I just forced a smile and nodded my head. “Yeah—of course I knew it was a joke,” I said.

He laughed nervously. “Good. I know it wasn’t my best joke, but it really was a joke. I mean—not that I didn’t mean what I said about you being pretty. You are very pretty. But the other stuff—that was all a joke.”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, nodding my head again. Now I was starting to worry this was a character I should have avoided getting too close to.

“So we’re all good then?” he said. “We can pretend like that didn’t happen?”

“Yep,” I said. I had no idea what I was agreeing to. I could only hope that I wasn’t doing any damage to one of Gigi’s relationships.

The room became silent. He stared at me with wide, glowing eyes, and then he looked away suddenly. I wasn’t sure where to look. I started trying to think of an excuse to leave the room.

“And should we talk about the other thing?” he asked suddenly. “I feel like we can’t just not talk about it.”

My heart stuttered. I still didn’t know what he was talking about, but I had a feeling he was either talking about some sort of awkward kiss, or maybe an awkward fucking.

“Maybe another time,” I said. “Uh—my mom asked me to find a bowl. It’s stone and it has sand in it. Maybe you can help me find it. It’s up here somewhere.” I jumped to my feet, excited for an opportunity to escape the awkwardness. He was quick to hop to his feet as well.

“Sure—of course. Let’s find it. Any idea where it might be?”

“Upstairs somewhere—that’s all I know,” I said.

“Okay. Let’s find it,” he said. He was quick to start digging around. We started our hunt in Ben’s room, looking through his closet and then his drawers. I pulled one drawer open and found, underneath some old textbooks, a stack of gay porn magazines. Ben walked up and noticed the stack as well.

After a quiet moment, he said, “Is your brother gay?”

“I don’t know,” I said, closing the drawer suddenly. Now I wasn’t just damaging Gigi’s life, but I was wrecking Ben’s as well. I needed to get back into my body as soon as possible, so I could stop destroying Gigi’s.

We went out to the hallway and looked through the many closets. Then we started searching through the many guest rooms that littered the upstairs. Finding that big bowl wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. Sure, the bowl was large, but that house was massive. There were so many closets and drawers and nooks to search. The possibilities were starting to seem endless.

I kept looking out windows at the lawn below, to see if the bowl had been thrown out along with the magical sand. But I wasn’t able to spot anything. It didn’t help that it was pitch black outside.

I was starting to panic, and apparently it was showing. Terry put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Hey, are you okay?”

“Me?” I said, forcing a smile. “I’m fine. Why?”

“I really hope you aren’t dwelling on what happened last week,” he said. “Like I said—it was a silly joke.”

“No. I’m not even thinking about the joke,” I said. And then I figured I would take the opportunity to give him some peace of mind. “The joke was fine. I liked the joke. Stop worrying so much about it.” I was about to realize I just made a very big mistake for Gigi’s sake.

“Really? You liked it?”

I nodded my head, hoping that would be the end of it. But sadly, it was just the beginning. As I tried to casually turn away, he grabbed me gently and spun me towards him. He leaned forward, and suddenly his mouth was pressed up against mine. We were kissing—I was kissing a man. I could feel his scratchy stubble against my face. I had to tilt my head up, even in my heels—even though he was bending forward. His hands felt massive on my small body. I felt so fragile and helpless. I was scared, but my nerves were buzzing with a peculiar excitement. In a weird way, it felt kind of nice to be so helpless, in the arms of another man who could easily overpower me with the smallest amount of effort.

But I didn’t want to be overpowered… or did I? Was I into this? I knew that I wasn’t gay. In fact, I’d had a bit of a crush on Gigi, ever since I’d met her. But now, I was tempted to stick my hand down the front of his pants so I could feel his warm cock throbbing. I wanted him to push me to my knees so I had no other choice but to suck his cock.

What was wrong with me? Why was I having these urges and these feelings? Was I feeling female hormones?


CHAPTER VII

We were suddenly on the bed. I was on my back and he was towering above me, looking taller than ever. I was motionless—completely still as I watched him pull off his shirt to reveal his surprisingly muscular chest. My eyes were drawn down to his abs, even though I’d never cared to look at a man’s stomach before in my life.

I reached out and felt the thick slabs of muscle. Then I heard a whimper slip out from my lips. I closed my eyes and tried to fight these urges away. I didn’t want to be fucked by a man. I didn’t want to escape Gigi’s body with a lifelong memory of being rammed by a well-built man. I was straight and I wanted to keep my head stocked with straight memories. And I was a virgin! So would this technically be the end of my virginity? Well, I suppose it depends on how you look at it. Was my own body being penetrated? No—it was probably across town eating a cheap Christmas dinner. But was I about to experience sex: the sounds, sights, feelings, and smells? Of course I was.

Terry reached down and pulled my dress up. Then his eyes widened at the sight of my pussy. “Whoa. You aren’t wearing panties,” he said.

I could feel my face reddening with warmth. “I didn’t have a chance,” I said, biting my lip gently.

“No problem. It saves us some time.”

He sunk down suddenly, before I could have a chance to process what was happening. It was a strange sight: the top of his head and his bulging shoulder muscles as he nestled himself comfortable between my smooth thighs. I could feel his scratchy cheeks against my legs, and then I could feel his scratchy chin against my crotch. He let his face linger for a moment before he made the first lick on my clit.

That first lick paralyzed me. I took a deep breath in and all of my muscles tensed up. For the first time ever, I wasn’t in control of my own genital pleasure. I couldn’t just stop when it got to be too much, and I couldn’t dial up the intensity when I wanted a bit more. I had to trust this man—and I still wasn’t entirely sure of his name. I could only assume he was Terry.

He began to draw circles with the tip of his tongue. Every time he passed my clit, I jumped slightly. How could it be so sensitive? I was tempted to push his head away, and at the same time, I was tempted to reach down and pull his face in tighter. My head was swirling with contradictions.

Now he was stroking up and down with his tongue, digging slightly into my opening. I heard myself moan, so I slapped a hand against my mouth. I didn’t want Gigi’s parents finding me like this. And I definitely didn’t want Ben waking up to find me with his best friend.

Now he was quickly flicking my clit with his warm tongue tip. I felt something else enter into the mix: something long. It was his finger, and he was pushing it into me. It wasn’t the first time I’d been fingered that day, so I had a slight idea of what to expect. But the feeling was so much more intense with him eating me out at the same time. I closed my legs in on his head, but he kept going. I groaned loudly, but that only made him finger me harder and faster. I could feel wetness dribbling down my butt and onto the guest bed. I had no idea if it was my vaginal juice or his saliva—and in that moment, I didn’t care.

The pleasure was so intense now. I tightly grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets and I groaned loudly. I brought my knees up into the air and then I bit down hard on my tongue instead of screaming at the top of my lungs. I felt a gush, and then I heard him gasp. I strained to look down and I saw that his face was glistening with moisture. It took a moment for me to realize I’d just squirted on his face.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. And he just grinned, as if he was completely content with what had just happened. He started crawling up my body. That’s when I noticed he was completely naked. His cock was erect and his tip was pointed right at me, as if it was looking at me. It was thick: a whole lot thicker than his finger. I could see it pulsing and throbbing.

He put his hand under my chin, cupping my face. He tilted my head back. I tried to move my head but he had a tight grip, reminding me that I was completely powerless as long as he wanted to rule my body. Another whimper escaped my lips. Then he stuck his hands under me and flipped me over with an effortless little move. He tugged my dress further up my back, making sure there was no chance it would get in the way. Then he slapped his heavy cock down between my butt cheeks.

“What are you doing?” I asked with a coy voice.

“You said you liked last week, so I’m giving you another taste.” His voice was suddenly deeper, making my bones tremble. I tried to take a deep breath in, but the air came in slowly, and in small bursts. He slowly drew the tip of his cock down, until it was lined up with my asshole. Now, I was really regretting telling him that I liked his joke. Now, I was realizing that his joke wasn’t just making a move—he had apparently made a very specific move during intercourse, and he was about to make that same move again.

I closed my eyes and tried to gather my sanity. I’d never had anything in my asshole before—not as Charlie and not as Gigi. Would it hurt less because Gigi had apparently tried it before? Or was it going to hurt all the same because I was technically experiencing it for the first time?

He used my pussy juice to lubricate the tip of his cock, and then he pulled his tip back to my tightly clenched hole. He groaned before he started to push. I clenched as hard as I possibly could, keeping my eyes closed as I tried to wish this nightmare to an end. “Relax, babe,” he groaned with his deep voice.

I had too much on my mind to relax. I couldn’t even remember how to relax, so I just kept clenching. Where was that damned bowl? How could I bring an end to this crazy adventure? Why did I make that wish in the first place? Why did I think I wanted to have Gigi’s life? Sure, she had more money, and she got plenty of things handed to her on a silver platter—but she had problems just like everyone. She had difficult relationships and anxieties of her own. All I was learning with this feminine excursion was that everything is relative. Sure, it would have been nice to have a father who could write a big cheque to get me into college—but was that really what I wanted? Did I really want to get into a school that I wasn’t qualified to go to? Did I really think that I would suddenly get good grades and earn a degree? Or was it more likely that I would just drop out and be left with more anxiety and confusion than ever before?

And the easy access to sex was starting to seem more like a hindrance than a bonus. Sure, it felt nice, but now I had even more anxiety on my plate. I had a man who thought that I was into him beyond sexual pleasure. I had a brother who I now had to keep a big secret from. Apparently I couldn’t go a whole day without having someone throw themself at me. And once the sex was underway, it was out of my control. Terry was free to do whatever he wanted and I was terrified half to death that if I rejected him, he would snap me in half!

So now, I was letting him into my asshole. I was trying to relax for a long enough moment for him to stuff his thick cock into my asshole. And with one suddenly push, he was in. I gasped and he groaned. I felt his long shaft sliding in deep. “Oh God,” I groaned. I tried to squirm forward, but he had me pinned. I clenched my hole and grabbed at the bed sheets—but nothing could stop him now. I could feel the intense heat radiating off of his body. I could almost hear a growl coming out from his mouth.

“It hurts,” I said.

“You’re fine,” he replied. “Just give it a second. Remember last time?” I couldn’t remember last time, but I took his word for it. I didn’t want it to hurt, so I tried my best to relax. I took a few deep breaths and then I forced my muscles to release his dick. Then he sunk in deeper without warning. I gasped and clenched again. Then I forced myself to relax again. Maybe he was right. Maybe that pain was less when I was relaxed. Maybe the pain was less when I wasn’t clenching for my life. But it was easier said than done. I had to take another series of deep breaths before I could relax my muscles—and then it was a battle to remain relaxed, especially once he started thrusting.

The pain was still there, but there was a peculiar pleasure as well. I was terrified of admitting it, even to myself—but something about the way his bulbous tip felt as it massaged the inside of my rectum was so spectacular. I loved the way he spread my butt cheeks open with the palms of his hands while he pumped his long shaft in and out of me. “You like that?” he asked over and over again. I don’t think he was actually looking for an answer. My moaning was just enough for him.

My body started to go limp. I let go of the bed sheets and then I let my face burrow into the soft guest bed. He was getting his whole cock into me with each thrust. I could feel his hard pelvis slapping my tush over and over again—until my body went numb all over: everywhere except for that tingling spot inside of my body. I screamed into that mattress, and thankfully my scream was muffled otherwise everyone in the house would have come running up the stairs to save me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I groaned.

With each thrust, he was pushing me up the length of the bed. He didn’t seem to notice, or maybe he didn’t care. I finally stopped sliding once the top of my head hit the headboard. My head was nestled between the pillows and I was staring over the edge of the mattress as the hardwood floor. I was in this position for a minute, being fucked powerfully, before I noticed the bowl on the floor. The Tibetan wishing bowl was still intact! Ben must have hid it under that bed, nestled against the wall. It was a good hiding place. I don’t think I would have found it if not by accident.

“Fuck! I’m going to come,” Terry groaned through clenched teeth. He was pounding me even harder now. The sound of his pelvis slapping against my ass was frighteningly loud. My hole was stretched wide and I was pretty sure that my pussy was squirting again—but I could feel almost nothing except for euphoria, as if I was high on drugs. I wasn’t sure I could take any more. And luckily, there wasn’t much more to take.

He pushed his big dick into my body and then I felt him unloading, deep inside of my hole. I felt each blast of hot goo, filling my cavern. I squirmed and moaned while he pushed down on my back to hold me in place. He made sure every drop was in me before pulling out. Then he stumbled off of the bed, and suddenly he was a different person. “Sorry—was that too rough?” he asked with a nervous voice. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. I—I think I just got caught up in the moment. Are you okay?” He was probably concerned about the fact that I wasn’t moving. But I wasn’t moving because I was still revelling in the euphoria that was slowly leaving my body.

“I’m fine,” I managed to say. I could feel his jizz pouring out of me now. I couldn’t stop it. Even clenching, I couldn’t close my hole completely. It would probably take a day or two before that hole was back to normal—sorry, Gigi.

“I’ll, uh, go find some paper towels or something to clean you up,” he said. Then he skirted away, leaving me alone in that room with that Tibetan wishing bowl.

I looked down at it, and it almost seemed as though it was looking back up at me. “I guess I have no choice, right?” I said to the bowl, as if it was listening.

I rolled off the bed, and then I awkwardly pulled the bowl out from its hiding place. I put it down on the nearby dresser before shaking my head. “Here goes nothing,” I muttered. Then I reluctantly asked for my normal life back. I had fun in Gigi’s body—much more fun that I could have anticipated. But it wasn’t my body. I had my own life that I needed to return to. I couldn’t just leave it behind. And to be honest, I didn’t want to stick around to deal with half of the problems that Gigi had to deal with.

I made the wish, but nothing happened. My heart stammered with a moment of terror, and then I remembered that I didn’t teleport away the moment I made the last wish. It took some time before things changed, and it would probably take some time again… Though I was feeling awfully sleepy. Maybe it was the big turkey dinner, or the exertion from the intense sex. After Terry helped me clean my butt up, I excused myself. “I think I’m going to head to bed,” I told him.

“Can I see you again soon? Maybe we can catch a movie or something tomorrow,” he said.

“Ask me tomorrow. And do me a favour—don’t mention any of this. Just pretend like it never happened.”

He nodded his head with a confused look on his face. That confusion was the least of my problems. I left him in that room, assuming he would get the bed cleaned up, and then I went to Gigi’s room, where this whole adventure started. I fell down on the bed and curled up under her soft satin covers. I was going to miss the fun of being Gigi. I was going to miss the excitement of being lusted over, and the fun of being spoiled beyond my wildest dreams. I was going to miss being so sexy—but I knew I was doing the right thing.


CHAPTER VIII

Maybe it was all a dream, or maybe it was real. Either way, it was a Christmas miracle. When I woke up the next morning, I was in my own bed, at my own house. It was early—not even 6:00 AM, so I wasn’t surprised that I couldn’t hear any activity in the house.

I was surprised to see that my phone was telling me that it was December 25th. I thought it was mistaken, so I checked my computer. Sure enough, all of my devices agreed that it was Christmas morning.

I hopped out of bed and sprinted to the bathroom to look in the mirror. I was relieved to see my own reflection—but that relief wasn’t complete. I couldn’t help but feel an ounce of disappointment as well. Being Gigi was fun, but it wasn’t a perfect fantasy.

I came out from the bathroom to greet her. She jumped, grabbing at her chest. Then she laughed. “You scared me. I forgot that you were home for the holidays,” she said.

“Merry Christmas,” I said.

She stared at me strangely. “And to you too. I need to start breakfast. I meant to start it twenty minutes ago, but I slept through my alarm.”

“Can I help?” I asked.

And that strange look remained on her face. “I suppose you can—sure.”

While I was cracking the eggs, my mom asked me, “Did you have a good sleep? You’re up awfully early.”

“I had a great sleep,” I said. “Maybe the best I’ve ever had.”

“You were out late at that party,” she said. “What time did you get home? You weren’t in when we went to bed at midnight.”

“I think I got home around then—maybe one at the latest,” I said, though I had no actual clue of when I got home. My last memory from Gigi’s Christmas Eve party was falling asleep on her bed. So I couldn’t figure out how I wasn’t currently drunk or suffering from a painful hangover… unless the party was also part of the dream.

We opened presents two hours later, once everyone was awake. It wasn’t the same as Gigi’s present ceremony. I only had two gifts to open, and the combined value of both was probably around $90.50. But somehow, it didn’t seem like something less. If anything, getting all of those gifts as Gigi just filled me with anxiety and a strange feeling of guilt. I didn’t want people wasting money on me—buying unnecessary crap that I would never use more than a couple of times. I didn’t want other people feeling like I was getting more than them. I didn’t have much in my life, but I liked what I had.

There were no masseurs coming to the house to whisk us away. We all hung out in the little living room and talked about fond memories. My mom looked shocked when I actually contributed to the conversation, instead of being a bratty teenager. It wasn’t long before she said, “You’ve really grown up over the last year. Hell, it seems like you’ve grown up overnight.”

I smiled. “Maybe I did,” I said.

It’s easy to get into the mindset that people who have more than you are happier. I have a feeling that it’s the opposite more often than not. That evening, we all sat down for my mom’s bargain bin Christmas dinner, and it wasn’t nearly as bad as I remembered from previous years. It was actually pretty good. The turkey was maybe a bit dry, but it filled my head with fun childhood memories, and it got us all talking about our favourite Christmas moments from past years. And to be honest, the packet gravy that took two minutes to make in the microwave was actually better than the gravy Gigi’s mom spent a whole day making.

Before heading off to bed, I gave my mom a big hug. “Thanks for everything,” I said. Though I wasn’t entirely sure why I was saying it—but I knew I meant it. She still had that confused look on her face, but she hugged back.

“You know, there’s a box down in the basement—in the far corner, behind the boiler. It’s labelled ‘grandpa’. It’s my dad’s war stuff. I know you’re interested in that kind of thing, and I’ve been waiting to give it to you. I think you’re probably mature enough now to appreciate it.”

So before bed, I went down to the basement to retrieve the box. It was heavy, despite being relatively small. Inside the box was a notebook, some old ammunition, a bayonet, a uniform, and a watch, which was still ticking. The watch was especially cool, because it had a large scratch in the side. I’d heard the story from my grandpa many years before, about the German bullet which grazed his wrist while he was storming Normandy.

I took the whole box up to my room. And the next morning, I decided to wear the watch.

I saw Gigi a week later. And strangely, I saw her on the train. She spotted me from across the train car and waved, so I walked over. As I got close, my heart started pounding. What if that day was real? What if she spent a day as me and she wasn’t sure if it was a dream or reality? I could see in her eyes that she had something on her mind: a mix of fear and utter confusion. Maybe she was just afraid to be caught using public transit.

“Where’s your Benz?” I asked. “What are you doing on the subway?”

She laughed awkwardly. “It’s in the driveway at home. I don’t like taking it out. It’s kind of embarrassing.” I didn’t have to ask her why, because I knew exactly what she was talking about. I’d been in her shoes, and I knew that awkward feeling. It’s not fun, knowing that everyone is judging you for having thing you didn’t earn. It was a feeling that Gigi was probably painfully used to.

“Where are you headed?”

“I’m going to the movies—to see that new Mel Gibson movie.”

“The action one? Are you on a date?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I’m just going alone.” She paused for a moment. “Sometimes it’s easier to go alone.” And I felt like the rest of her sentence transmitted to me telepathically; I felt like she was saying, ‘If I invite other people, they expect me to pay for their tickets and their snacks, and then they treat me with a phony friendliness, hoping that I’ll keep buying them stuff.’

I nodded my head. “I get that,” I said. “I was just headed to the mall. I don’t actually need anything, but I was just going to walk around and kill some time.”

“Well if you want, you can come to the movie with me,” she said, and then she stopped herself. I could see in her eyes that she was worried that I was going to pounce on the opportunity to sneak into her wallet.

“Sure,” I said. “If you don’t mind.”

She shook her head. Then I took the seat next to her. We were silent now. There was a strange tension, and I couldn’t help but think it was because of Christmas day—the first Christmas day, which may or may not have happened.

We got to the movie theatre and I went to buy myself a ticket. She offered to pay. “It’s nothing for me,” she said, and it was almost as though she was trying to say, ‘I know that you have almost nothing in your bank account because I’ve been you for a day.’

“I’d really rather just buy it myself. Thank you, though.”

“Well at least let me buy the popcorn. We can share,” she said.

“That sounds fine.”

We were silent again as we found our seats and waited for the show to start. She looked over at me, and when I looked over at her, she looked away quickly. Maybe she was worried that she was giving me the wrong idea—scared that I would make a move on her, the way so many guys before me made moves on her. But I didn’t plan on it.

“So what did you get for Christmas?” I asked.

“Just stuff,” she said. She was probably too embarrassed to list all of the items. “What about you?”

“Stuff,” I said. “But dinner was really good. And it was nice to be around family.”

She nodded her head. “Yeah. It was nice to be around family.”

And once again, that silence returned. I tried to think of something to say, not wanting the moment to get too awkward. “So your brother—you know he’s gay, right?”

She looked at me strangely. “What?” she said.

“Well, I guess I don’t know it for sure. But the other night, I was in his room, and I saw… some stuff.”

She stared into my eyes with the look of a frightened cat. “What stuff? The magazines in his dresser?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah. That.”

She nodded her head slowly. “I know. I found them on Christmas night, while he was blacked out,” she said. My heart stammered. Did she experience the same day I experienced?

The silence returned. This time, she was the one who ended it. “That watch,” she said, pointing at my wrist. “Was it your grandpa’s?”

“Yeah. How did you know?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes, looking even more frightened than ever. She shrugged her shoulders, but in that moment I knew that it was all real. She experienced my Christmas day when I experienced hers. It was real—as real as it could be, anyway. Maybe the events weren’t all exactly the same. Maybe she didn’t sleep with Terry and maybe she didn’t let the masseur finger her pussy. Or maybe she did—I wasn’t about to ask.

The movie was just beginning when she said, “Your family is so nice.” She looked at me and smiled.

“Your family is nice too,” I said. “Though your parents sure do love spending money.”

“For the past week, I’ve been trying to get them to work on it,” she said.

I looked down and saw her hand on the armrest. I was tempted to reach out and grab it, to hold it so that I could feel her gentle warmth. But I didn’t want to be another one of the many creeps who tried to get into her panties.

It was ten minutes later when she casually reached over and grabbed my hand, slipping her fingers between mine and holding tightly. She looked over and smiled at me before looking back at the movie.

I’m still not entirely sure what the point of that strange Christmas miracle was, but I knew that I was a different person because of it. And I would be lying if I said that I never touched that Tibetan wishing bowl again. It was a year later when I wished to spend another day in Gigi’s body. It was right before our anniversary. I have to admit: being fucked by your own body is a strange feeling, but as Gigi, I knew exactly what Charlie liked. And she got to learn a little bit more about what I liked.

THE END


BRAZEN

Tim is always falling for every girl he meets. As a joke, his friends play Loverboy songs whenever he walks into a room. One night, at a hockey game, he meets a girl who checks all of his boxes: she’s beautiful, funny, talented, and best of all—she’s kinky. She pulls him aside after the hockey game for a quick romp.

And that’s when he discovers the big juicy secret between her legs, which she doesn’t even seem a little bit shy about.


CHAPTER I

I was late for the game—just a few minutes late, but you only had to be fifteen minutes late before they didn’t let you on the ice. I was about fifteen minutes late, but I knew I could change quickly. I ran into the change room and nearly tripped three times over people’s hockey bags. I didn’t even bother standing my stick up near the entrance—I just tossed it on the floor.

I also didn’t bother taping my socks or my laces. And usually I would tape my elbow pads because the Velcro straps were flimsy, but I didn’t have time for that; I could tape them during the first period break. I looked up at the clock. I still have three minutes before the benches were finalized.

It wouldn’t have been the end of the world if I missed the game. Sure, a few of my teammates would have been grumpy that they had to play a man short, but they always managed to find something to be grumpy about anyway. It wasn’t even a league game—just a casual drop-in game. The organizers even said in their e-mail, in bold letters, ‘CASUAL SKATERS ONLY!’ But there were always guys who took every game way too seriously.

But I wasn’t going to let them down. I wasn’t going to be late for my shift. I heard the buzzer calling the end to warm-up. I could even hear the scratching of skates on ice as the players went to the benches. I had about one minute, but I was almost ready. I just needed to get my helmet on and grab my stick up off the floor.

But technically, I wasn’t late getting to the arena. I was just late getting on the ice. I was there on time, but I ended up getting distracted in the pro shop. I went in to quickly buy some stick tape and then I was distracted by the new pro shop girl. She was only eighteen or nineteen, but her body was fertile and curvy. She had chubby cheeks, but I certainly wouldn’t call her chubby. She had long blonde hair and looked like she could have put on a dirndl and fit right into the nearest Oktoberfest. I’d always had a bit of thing for classic Austrian-looking chicks. Then again, my friends told me that I had a thing for every type of girl. And is that really such a bad thing?

“Is there anything else?” she asked when I was checking out.

And I decided to make a stupid joke, which I regretted as soon as the words left my mouth. “Are you for sale?”

She let out the cutest giggle and my heart melted. She looked into my eyes. Her eyes were bright blue—an Aryan goddess if there ever was one. She slid my tape towards me. “Here’s your tape,” she said, and that’s when I noticed her slight Swedish accent.

My eyes were probably throbbing outwards in the shape of hearts, like in a Bugs Bunny cartoon. I leaned over the counter and asked her how she liked the new job. I found out quickly that she was a giggler. There was nothing I could say that she wouldn’t giggle at. Had I told her that her grandmother had just died in a car wreck, she probably would have giggled. “Where were you working before this?” I asked.

“The movie theatre,” she said.

“Do you like movies?” I asked.

She giggled. “Yes. Everyone likes movies.”

“Maybe we should see a movie sometime,” I said. And of course, she giggled.

“Maybe,” she said. “Isn’t your game about to start?”

I looked back, and that’s when I realized I was late. The Zamboni was driving off the ice and the players were hopping over the boards for warm-up. I had fifteen minutes before I was sent home. “Will you be here in an hour?” I asked.

“I’ll be here,” she said with a wink and a giggle. And my heart melted a little bit more. I was having a good day—even if I ended up missing the hockey game, it was still a top five day as far as I was concerned.

I’d gone out for a business lunch earlier in the day with my manager, as well as a few co-workers and the CEO of the tech company I worked for. It was just supposed to be a casual lunch, but it ended up being one of the most important meetings of my life. We were all sipping pints of beer when a silly commercial came on the television. It was a cheap local commercial for a used car lot, and in the commercial, the owner of the lot was trying his best to rap about their current promotion. Sidney, one of my co-workers, tried to do an impression of the used car lot owner’s terrible rap. “… So with your feet do a tap to this rap, tip your cap or have a nap, but be sure to download our app, and take one of our cars for a lap!” Everyone laughed, and then an idea came to me.

“Nap App,” I said. It was more of a joke than anything. “An app that tells you all the nearby places you can go for a nap—benches in parks, comfy seats in libraries... Or maybe you could call it Nap Map.” I laughed, and so did Sidney.

But the CEO of our company wasn’t laughing. He was staring at me with glowing eyes and parted lips. “Nap Map…” he said. “I like it. I like it a lot… A map that tells you where you can go to nap.” He was already devising the plan in his head.

I thought it was a silly idea, but I wasn’t about to say that, now that I had the CEO’s attention. He was a multi-millionaire with powerful connections. “Come to my office tomorrow morning,” he said to me. “We’ll talk about Nap Map.”

I smiled. I could feel my face turning red. “O—Okay, Mr. Shanahan.” Even my manager was looking at me with jealousy burning in his eyes.

And then the lunch got better. The waitress came by with a fresh, cold beer. “Your beer,” she said, handing it to me.

“Oh, I didn’t order this,” I said.

She looked around at my co-workers. “Oh, I’m sorry. Did one of you order this?”

Everyone shook their head. “Well I guess you can just have it. Otherwise I have to pour it out.” And as she handed it to me, I saw into her eyes. And my heart melted. She looked to be at least half Asian, with an exotic beauty about her. She smiled as our gazes met and then she batted her eyelashes.

“Thanks,” I said as I accepted the free beer. When I got up to use the bathroom, our paths crossed again. “You’re very beautiful. I hope you don’t mind me saying as much,” I said, and I’m not sure what possessed me to say it. I always tried not to creep girls out while they were working. I knew it was bad manners—especially when they were working for tips. But I couldn’t help myself. She was just so striking.

“I don’t mind at all,” she said, and her cheeks turned red. “I really like your suit.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Have you worked here long? I come here all the time and I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here.”

“I just started last week.”

“Like it?”

“It’s fun. Especially when I get to meet cute guys,” she said with a laugh.

“You meet a lot of cute guys here in the business district?” I asked.

“I’ve met at least one,” she said with a grin.

I laughed. There was a cute silence between us. “Where did you work before this?” I asked.

“The bowling alley,” she said.

“Do you like bowling?”

She nodded her head. I ended up getting her number. “I look forward to bowling with you,” I said as I headed back to my table. It was a fantastic lunch: a possible business opportunity, a free beer, and a beautiful woman’s phone number.

I’d been on a high since that lunch. I was still on that high now, as I rushed towards the ice. The ref hadn’t blown the whistle yet. My teammates were still trying to decide on our lines. I squeezed into the middle of the bench. And then I looked to my left to count the players, to see which line I ended up on. And then I looked to my right to see who else was on my line. And that’s when I looked into the eyes of a gorgeous woman.


CHAPTER II

Whenever I met up with my friends for drinks, Sidney would play the song, ‘Turn Me Loose’ on his phone. It was a running joke that never seemed to get old—at least not to any of my friends. They would laugh and then they would usually ask me why I wasn’t wearing my leather pants. Of course I didn’t own any leather pants, but the joke wasn’t complete without the additional Lover Boy reference.

They thought I was some sort of hopeless romantic, but I’m pretty sure they were just jealous—Sidney in particular. Sidney mustered up the courage once every two or three years to ask a girl out on a date. And his relationships only ever lasted three or four dates at the very most. So it was understandable that he was a bit jealous of my track record.

I once went on five dates in a week, with five different girls. It wasn’t a world record by any means, but it was a personal best for me—not that I was trying to set a personal best. I was convinced that one of those five girls was my soul mate—I just didn’t know which one. I’d met them all throughout that week. Two of the girls I met at parties, one was a bartender at a bar I went to for a friend’s birthday, one worked at the shooting range I went to with some co-workers, and one was an old classmate from elementary school who had just moved back to town and found me on Facebook. Now, as I waited for my first hockey shift to start, I couldn’t remember any of their names. That was three years ago, and I didn’t end up going on a second date with any of the girls.

But five in one week was nothing compared to three in one day! Though as I sat on the bench and watched the hockey game that I would soon be a part of, I realized that I knew none of the girls’ names. I had the exotic waitress’ number, but I had no clue what her name was. She’d been wearing a nametag, but I don’t think I ever bothered to read the name. The blonde beauty in the pro shop with the Swedish accent—I’m sure her name was Helga or Elsa or something, but I had no clue. And the beauty sitting on the bench next to me: I hadn’t even spoken a word to her, but I knew I had to say something.

“I’m Tim,” I said to her. And she looked at me slowly. She was wearing dark eyeliner around her eyes, but no other makeup. She didn’t need any more than that. Hell, she didn’t even need the eyeliner.

“Hi Tim,” she said. She let a little smirk slip. She was wearing a touch of perfume—or maybe it was just a feminine deodorant. She smelled like a meadow full of flowers.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Portia,” she said.

Portia. The name buzzed around in my head like an energetic butterfly. It was a beautiful name—the perfect name. It suited her, even though I could only see part of her face through her cage. Her helmet obscured most of her face and her hair, save for the brown ponytail that rested on her back. Her pads and jersey left her body a complete mystery. She could have been butch or flabby, but I could somehow tell that she was thin and beautiful. I could somehow tell that she had nice tits and a great ass, even though her hockey pants were two inches thick and terribly unflattering, the way hockey pants are. I could tell she had gentle, narrow shoulders, even though her shoulder pads were thicker and bulkier than mine. “Do you prefer left, right, or center?” she asked me.

“Huh?” I said. And then I realized she was talking about our line, as our shift was about to start. “Oh, um, I play center usually, but I can do whatever.”

“Okay. I’ll play right wing. Try to get to the left of the net once we’re in their zone.” I wasn’t paying much attention to what she was saying. I was too distracted by those eyes. She had big eyes that shone through the metal bars of her cage. She had big eyelashes and the most adorable smile. She laughed. “Are you listening to me?” she asked.

“Huh? Yeah. Go to the net. Sure.”

The bench door flew open and our left-winger jumped onto the ice. It was time to play. I hopped over the boards and looked around. I hadn’t been paying attention to who had the puck. I looked at our defensemen, who were crouched and ready for the approaching attack. Then I looked at the enemy team and saw their centre flying down the ice with the puck. I quickly went after him, cutting him off, using my stick to block his left side. He went to pass the puck, but my stick got a piece of it. The puck went to the boards and bounced onto Portia’s stick.

She did a cute spin manoeuvre to dodge their left-winger. Then she had an open wing, so she started skating with the puck. I hurried to the other team’s blue line. The puck buzzed past me, across the ice to the other winger, who took it over the line. I went towards the net. The puck was passed back to the point, onto the stick of one of our D-men. He passed it across to the other point. And then it went back to Portia.

I watcher her as she skated around the net, pulling their defensive line out of position. She was an elegant skater—definitely not someone who learned to skate on hockey skates. She looked more like a figure skater. I was waiting for her to jump and spin. I would have gladly been her ice-dancing partner. I would have even put on some sparkling spandex suit if it meant I got to hold her in my arms through a whole routine.

I caught a whiff of her as she went by: that floral perfume that made my head light. I couldn’t wait to get back onto the bench, to sit next to her, to talk to her and maybe to flirt with her a bit. I couldn’t wait to see her after the game, once she was out of her bulky equipment. I could already imagine her outfit: a tank top and a tiny pair of pink booty shorts that hardly covered her perky tush. I wondered if she had the women’s change room all to herself. They always had a change room set aside for female players in case any showed up—and there was usually one or two, but most of them just changed in the co-ed change rooms because most of them were more masculine than me. But not Portia. Portia was a feminine masterpiece. Portia was—

The puck hit my skate and I remembered that I was playing the game. I looked down at the puck and realized I had an open net. But by the time my brain processed what was happening, the goalie slid over and covered the puck. I heard my teammates booing me from the bench. I heard Portia’s disappointed sigh. I heard my gut churning.

When I sat down on the bench at the end of my shift, Portia looked over at me. “If that happens again I’m switching lines,” she said. But she had a grin. It was all in good fun. She didn’t care about the outcome of the casual shinny game. And I cared even less. I only cared about getting her number before the night was through.


CHAPTER III

The game ended in a draw. Had it been a league game or even just a more serious group of players, we would have continued playing until another goal was scored. But people had to work in the morning, and people had wives waiting for them at home. So everyone left—everyone but a few people who wanted to keep skating until the Zamboni driver told them to scram. Portia was one of the few who stayed on the ice to skate around and warm down. So I stayed out as well.

She took off her helmet and placed it on the boards by the bench, finally exposing her true beauty. Her hair was slicked down with sweat but it didn’t distract from her appeal. As she skated, her ponytail floated into the air. Every stride was just as elegant as the one before it, even after three periods of sprinting up and down the ice. I skated up next to her.

“You’re a good skater,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said. I had to hustle to keep up with her.

“Have you been playing for long?” I asked. I could smell that floral perfume. I suddenly got a second wind.

“A few years,” she said. She spun around to face me. She skated backwards just as elegantly as when she was skating forwards. “And you?” she asked.

“I’ve been skating since I was a little kid,” I said. “Playing hockey since I was a teenager. My parents didn’t want me playing hockey but they gave up trying to stop me when I was thirteen.” I was huffing, trying to chat while keeping up with her. Her speed seemed effortless, which was impressive seeing as she was skating backwards.

She laughed. “You’ve been spending too much time with your stick,” she said.

And I felt my cheeks turn red. “What?” I said. And then I realized she was mocking my skating ability.

“You might benefit from going out for a public skate with your stick… Just work on skating. You’re looking a bit sloppy, if you don’t mind me saying.”

“I don’t mind. And I’d be happy to go out public skating with you sometime,” I said. I smiled big, which wasn’t easy while I simultaneously tried to catch my breath.

She laughed. She had a cute laugh. “Fine. How’s tomorrow afternoon?” she asked.

“Sounds good,” I said. My heart was pounding. My amazing day just got more amazing. I was half-expecting to close my eyes and then open them to see my bedroom ceiling—and realize the whole day had just been a dream. But I knew it was real. I was just having a fantastic day.

As we turned around the corner, I noticed the glow of the pro shop through the large window. That pretty blonde was still working. I’d completely forgotten about her. And now, as I skated around with Portia, I couldn’t even remember what the blonde looked like. I couldn’t remember what she sounded like or what I even liked about her. I couldn’t remember what the exotic waitress looked like, either. Why did I think she looked exotic again? Was she not just a standard-looking downtown waitress?

The only girl on my mind was Portia. The other girls were just eye-candy. Portia was the real prize.

I looked around and realized we were the only two still on the ice.

“When you cross over, try pushing out as far as you can to the side—not backwards. You get your power from pushing to the side,” she said. And she did a demonstration. I found myself staring at her ass, even though I was staring at two inches of padding. “Now you try,” she said.

So I tried the technique she’d demonstrated. I ended up falling on my side. I bumped my elbow. She laughed. It was worth it just to hear that laugh. “Get up and try again,” she said. “You were close.”

So I tried it again. I didn’t fall this time, but it was close. It wasn’t easy to get the technique right, but I could feel the power that she was referring to. With just a few crossovers, I felt the speed starting to build up. “Yeah, that looks better,” she said. “Take off your gloves.”

I took off my gloves and she took off hers. She skated on the outside of me and reached out her hand. “Hold my hand and I’ll hold you up. Lean into the corner and push out. I won’t let you fall.”

“Shouldn’t we save the romantic stuff for our date tomorrow?” I said with a grin. She let out a sample of that cute laugh again. And I realized that we really were going on a date. Hell, we practically were on a date now. I held her hand. Her hand was small and soft and gentle. But she held me tightly as we went around the corner, leaning away from me to counter my bodyweight.

“There. That’s better. Now you just need to learn to do it without someone holding you up,” she said with a wink. I didn’t let go of her hand right away. I pretended not to notice that we were holding hands. I smelled her perfume again and then it occurred to me that I probably smelled terrible after three periods of hockey. My gear was already questionable before the game even started. I found myself blushing.

“You know you’re still holding my hand, right?” she said. “Don’t you think you’re coming on a little bit strong?”

I let go of her hand. “Oh, sorry,” I said. My face was dark red now. Luckily the Zamboni driver came to my rescue. He threw open the Zamboni doors and then walked across the ice to pull the nets off the rink. “We’d better get off,” I said. So we got off. “Wait for me out in the lobby after you’re changed,” I said.

“I’m going to shower,” she said.

“Okay, then I’ll wait for you,” I said.

“I might be a bit.”

“I don’t mind. I’ve got nowhere to be.” It wasn’t exactly true: it was already close to midnight and I had to be at work early in the morning. But I wasn’t about to lose my opportunity. The night was going so perfectly and I was having the best luck of my life. I knew that my luck couldn’t possibly stay the same after I let the day end, so I wasn’t about to let the day end. “Alright, I’ll see you in a bit,” I said, heading towards my changing room. And then she followed me, and I realized we were headed for the same changing room. “Fancy that,” I said.

“I just can’t get rid of you, can I?” she said.

As fate would have it, our hockey bags were right next to each other in the change room—the only two bags left in an otherwise desolate space that smelled of body odour and urinal pucks. I sat down next to her and started to get changed. I tried not to look over when she pulled her jersey and her shoulder pads off. I wanted to be respectful, but I also really wanted to see her body. But I could see enough through my peripheral vision: her large tits being held up by her white bra. She reached down and slipped out of her hockey pants, leaving her in just her white panties. She still had her shin pads and skates on, but that somehow only made her sexier. I still kept my eyes on my own gear.

We kept talking. She told me about all of the teams she’d played on before, and then she told me about how she wanted to play on a NCHL team. “But the NCHL doesn’t have girl teams—at least I’m pretty sure they don’t,” I said. The NCHL was a local beer league that was men only. But there was the WNCHL that was exclusively for women.

“Yeah, well they won’t let me play on the women’s teams either,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked.

She laughed. “I guess I’m not woman enough for them.” It seemed like a strange answer, but I didn’t question it any further. “You can look at me, you know. You don’t have to stare awkwardly at your feet.”

So I looked at her. And she was just as beautiful as I’d imagined, sitting there in her bra and panties, bending over to untie her skates. Her skin was fair and glowing. There were red lines where the straps of her equipment had been. But it was hard to notice anything but her perky cleavage.

I looked away quickly, worried I was doing too much staring. I could feel warmth tingling in my cheeks. And then I noticed the shower room, which had no door or even a curtain: just a large opening into a space with multiple showerheads. Is that where she planned on showering?

“So tomorrow,” I said. “You want to come skate here? I think they do a public skate every afternoon.” My heart was stammering. I was nervous, but I wasn’t sure why.

“Sure. That sounds fine,” she said, looking at me with a smile. And then she laughed. “You know you could probably use a shower yourself. You’re smelling a bit… ripe.”

I laughed, my heart beating faster now. Was she inviting me to take a shower with her? I watched as she pulled a towel out from her bag. I had a towel in my bag. I usually showered when I got home, but I wasn’t about to miss and opportunity to shower with a beautiful woman. “Is that an invitation?” I asked.

“Do you need an invitation to use a public shower?”

My heart leapt up in my chest. It was an invitation. She really did want me to hop in the shower with her. Did that mean she wanted to have sex? There was no one around—the rink was empty save for us and the guy driving the Zamboni. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to suppress my excitement. “I guess I could use a shower,” I said, pulling my towel out from my bag.

She looked at me with a big grin. “You aren’t going to get weird about this, are you?”

I shook my head. “No—of course not. It’s just a co-ed shower, right? Why would I get weird? What’s weird about that?” But I could tell that I was already getting weird. I took a breath. I was in my underwear, sitting next to a girl in her underwear. She reached around back and started to unclip her bra. My God—I was really about to get naked with a beautiful woman, and I hardly knew anything about her except for her name.

She dropped her bra on her bag and then she stood up. Her tits were almost perfect—maybe a bit firm for my taste. In fact, they may have been fake. I only looked for a second before looking away, but I was pretty sure I saw surgery scars beneath each breasts. Yep, there were definitely scars. The tits were definitely fake. But they weren’t large tits—they were normal size, maybe even slightly smaller than normal: C-cups at most. They suited her. I guess she was just born flat chested. I jumped to my feet and shimmied out from my boxers. And that’s when I noticed that I was half-erect. My cheeks became red. I didn’t want her to see me with an erection, in case she really was simply inviting me to share the shower space with her. I took a deep breath and tried to will my growing erection away, but it was hopeless. She was in front of me, bending over, taking off her panties. I could see her whole perky butt and her long, smooth legs. How could I not get an erection with a sight like that in front of me?

She looked back, over her shoulder, and then her eyes went straight down to my cock. “You coming?” she asked with a smirk. She saw my growing erection and she was still inviting me in—so surely she wanted sex, right? I hopped up behind her, tempted to grab her and make love to her right there. But I had to take it slow. I had to play it at her speed.

She turned on a couple of the showerheads and let the warm water run down her naked body. And then she turned around with a big smile and said, “That feels good.” And that’s when I noticed the warm water running down her long, curved cock.


CHAPTER IV

Portia was a man. Or she used to be—I suppose that’s the correct way to say it these days, right? She was a transgender—a tranny, a shemale, a trap, a T-girl. I could think of a million different terms to describe Portia, but I had no idea which one was politically correct. I’m sure she would have simply liked ‘female’, but something about that seemed awfully incorrect.

I kept my distance. My cock finally started to settle itself, becoming flaccid quickly. I took a shower a few heads down from her. I forced a smile and nodded my head. I felt like I should have said something: anything about anything. But I couldn’t muster up any words. I was shocked. My legs were trembling and my head was spinning. I’d spent the past two hours fawning over a biological man.

“What’s the matter?” she asked. She was facing me with her naked body, her cock hanging curved slightly to the left. I couldn’t tell if she was partially erect or if she just had a big, thick cock. I tried not to look at it. I felt strangely deceived and grossed out. But I couldn’t stand looking at her face either, because it still looked feminine—more feminine than any man’s face should look.

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile. I realized I didn’t have any soap or shampoo. I was just standing under a stream of warm water. She had a bar of soap and a bottle of shampoo.

“Want to borrow my soap?” she asked as she rubbed it all over her naked body. She rubbed it down between her legs, pushing it between her thigh and her ball sack, and then pulling it up the shaft of her cock.

I forced another smile. “Um, no, that’s okay.” I hated the idea of using a bar of soap that had touched another cock.

“Why not? What’s wrong? Wait—let me guess: it’s the cock, right?” She said it with a big grin, as if she knew what she was doing all nightlong: seducing me as if it was a big joke. And clearly it was just a big joke to her.

“No, I just never use another person’s soap. Call me crazy, I guess,” I said, faking a laugh. I knew I sounded like an idiot—and I felt like one, too. But I had to keep my cool. I didn’t want her winning. I didn’t want her getting her laugh.

“No offense, Timmy. But I think you could use the soap. That water isn’t going to clean that smell off of you.” She walked over, her feet gently splashing in the warm water. She stopped a few feet in front of me and handed the bar of soap towards me. “C’mon. Use it.” I looked down at the bar of soap but could only see her swaying cock. It looked bigger up close.

“I’m okay,” I said as my gut turned.

“Just do it, or I’ll do it for you.”

“I’m really okay,” I said. And then she followed through on her threat. She reached the soap out and started rubbing it all over my back.

“Not so bad, right?” she said. She reached down and ran it over my ass. I became tense. She giggled. She still had the cute giggle, which now made no sense. My head throbbed as I tried to make sense of what was happening. “Turn around.” I turned around hesitantly. I reached a hand down to cover my cock. She rubbed the soap on my chest. “You’re getting weird on me,” she said. “You promised this wouldn’t be weird.”

“I’m not the one making it weird,” I said.

“You’re the one refusing to clean himself in the shower. I would say that’s pretty weird,” she said with a big smile. God, I hated that smile. I hated how it curved so cutely. I hated how her eyes narrowed slightly. “Now clean your crotch or I’ll have to do that for you, too.”

I took the soap from her and awkwardly reached down to clean my crotch. I didn’t need her touching my package—I didn’t need a man touching my package.

“Are we still going skating tomorrow, or are you too put off now?” she asked. She was just letting her cock hang out brazenly. She didn’t care that I saw it. She just acted like it was completely normal for a woman to have a big dick.

“Put off?” I said with a big, fake smile. “I’m not put off. I just—I just didn’t know that you were a… you know.”

“A trap?” she asked. “I’m sorry if that’s not your thing. But I have to admit, you’re taking it better than some people.”

“Yeah?” I said, trying to look away. She was still standing a few feet away—too close for comfort.

“Yeah. Some people flip out. I’ve been smacked and yelled at. Most people just walk away as soon as I tell them. You’re at least being nice about it,” she said. And there was that adorable smile again—my tormentor. I looked her in the eyes. “It’s only weird if you want it to be.”

“I just… and I don’t mean any offense by this… but I like girls.”

“I’m a girl,” she said, putting her hands on her hips.

“Girls have t—I mean—girls have pussies,” I said. And I nearly said tits before remembering that she had tits.

“Oh, I see,” she said, nodding her head.

“See what?”

“You’re a virgin,” she said. “Waiting for marriage. That’s admirable.”

I shook my head. “I’m not a virgin and I’m not waiting for marriage.” I said it defensively.

“Oh, but you only have sex to procreate?” she said.

“No, of course not,” I said, and then I realized the point she was trying to make.

“I’m just saying that you can have just as much fun in my hole as in any other hole,” she said with a big grin. “And the best part is, you don’t have to worry about getting me pregnant. You can come right inside of me. Wouldn’t that be fun? Right here, right now—no protection, as long as you’re clean. I’m clean, and I trust that you wouldn’t lie to me.” She turned around and pressed her hands against the tile wall. “I’m dead serious, by the way. And you can put the whole thing in me. I can take it. Just get all of your weirdness out of your system and then we’ll go skating tomorrow. How does that sound?” She wiggled her naked, wet bum from side to side. She wasn’t kidding around. She really wanted me to pork her right there in that public shower room.

It was late and it was unlikely that anyone would walk in. And even if they did, they would just see our backs. It would look like I was fucking a woman. I’m sure they would leave the second they saw bare flesh…

But what was I thinking? Was I really considering it? She was pretty and she had a feminine body, but the reality was simple: she wasn’t a woman. She was a male—biologically speaking, anyway. But she looked and smelled and sounded and felt like a lady. Would it really be so wrong? It’s not like I had to touch or even look at her dick.

I felt a buzzing in my groin. I looked down and noticed that I was completely erect and throbbing. I’d been casually considering her proposition, but my cock had been seriously considering it. As far as my cock was concerned, it was just a warm hole offering itself up. And maybe that’s all I should have been seeing it as.

I took a step towards her and I put my hands on her sides. Her skin was soft. She looked over her shoulder at me with a big smile. “Not so scary, right?” she said.

And then I pressed my erection up between her butt cheeks. I gently slid my rod up and down. She reached back and grabbed both of my hands. She brought them around her front and placed them on her firm tits. They felt even firmer than they looked, but they were still tits. They still filled me with warm excitement as I squeezed them. I let out a deep breath of air. “Are you serious about this?” I asked.

“Are you?” she asked. And I wasn’t sure I had an answer for her. My head was spinning. I couldn’t think a coherent thought. I really wanted to stick it in her and I knew that it was wrong but I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why it was wrong. I reached down and pushed the tip of my cock up to her asshole. She was already agape, ready t be stuffed. She gently pushed her bum back as if she wanted it badly and couldn’t wait.

And then I stuck it in her.


CHAPTER V

I didn’t last long, and she didn’t last long either—though I didn’t know that until after I was finished. I sunk my cock in deep, holding her sides firmly, and then I started to pump her body. She felt so small and fragile in my hands. I loved the way her butthole puckering along the length of my rod. And I really loved how she clenched every time she moaned. She looked back over her shoulder and we kissed. Her lips felt soft like a woman’s, but I couldn’t stop reminding myself that she wasn’t really a woman.

I caught myself looking down over her shoulder a few times, seeing that throbbing erection she had between her legs. I wanted to ignore it, but it refused to be ignored. It was especially hard to ignore once she reached down and started rubbing it. “You can rub it if you want,” she said.

“No,” I said firmly, and she didn’t ask again. I wanted it to be clear: I liked her woman-side, not her man-side. I liked her soft skin and her perky tits and her firm but bouncy ass. I didn’t care to have anything to do with that erect throbber, though I still caught myself looking at it a few times—and maybe she noticed—maybe that’s why she asked if I wanted to jerk her off.

But I was satisfied with her asshole. That’s all I needed and it’s all I wanted. I slapped her butt a few times, watching it redden and jiggle. I spread her cheeks as wide as they would go so I could watch my veiny member thrusting in and pulling out. I took her hands and pinned them against the shower wall, and then I pumped her some more.

And then I felt my climax approaching. I tried to hold on as long as I could, but she was too tight. I ended up coming inside of her, which she liked. She groaned and swayed and her legs trembled. When I pulled out, my load fell out quickly, splatting against the ground. And it wasn’t until she took a step back that I noticed another white load all over the tile wall: she had come at some point during our romp. And her load was impressively large. Huge globs of semen dribbled down the wall, all the way to the shower floor. She turned one of the showerheads to wash it away, so that the arena staff wouldn’t have to deal with it.

“That was fun,” she said, running her bar of soap between her butt cheeks. Suddenly, she was acting like nothing happened.

And I wasn’t sure what to do. I just stood there as my cock settled and became flaccid. “Yeah,” I said. My voice was weak. I suddenly realized what I’d just done: I fucked a biological man. But it didn’t seem weird—and maybe that’s what was bothering me. It seemed strangely normal. She was acting completely casual as if it wasn’t weird. And it wasn’t weird, was it?

She was pretty—prettier than most girls. And she was soft and she smelled good. I wasn’t the only guy admiring her on the ice. I saw a few other guys looking her way. One of the D-men kept passing her the puck, even when she wasn’t in the best position—obviously because he was attracted to her too. So I wasn’t crazy, was I?

I was still thinking about her when I woke up the next morning. As I opened my eyes, I tried to convince myself that it was a nightmare, but I knew that it wasn’t. I could still smell a tinge of her perfume on me, even though I’d showered—though maybe a bit of her perfume rubbed off on me as we got out of the shower. Did she spritz herself before I left? I took another quick shower that morning, which got rid of that beautiful floral scent, but it didn’t get rid of the image of her in my mind.

I was a bit late getting to work. No one seemed to notice. I slipped into my little office and I booted up my computer. I was excited to have a distraction from my memory of the previous night. I could still picture her big, throbbing cock. And even though I never saw it erupt all over that shower wall, I could picture it perfectly: her rod bloating up and twitching right before the first powerful blast.

I couldn’t figure out how Portia was so brazen. She didn’t seem embarrassed or shy about her downstairs mix-up at all, as if it was completely natural—as if it was more natural than even a pussy. She just whipped her cock out like it was nothing, and then she looked surprised by my reaction—as if it was my reaction that wasn’t normal. And was she right? Was it weird in 2018 to react to a tranny the way I reacted?

A hand patted me on the back, scaring the hell out of me. I spun around quickly and nearly yelped like a frightened dog. Sidney was standing behind me. He was dressed in his nice suit and his favourite tie: a combination he only wore on very important days. But it was just another Thursday, as far as I was aware. “What’s up, Sid?” I asked.

“You look tired,” he said. “And why is that what you’re wearing? Where’s your suit jacket?”

It was hot out and I figured I could get away with just a pair of slacks and a dress shirt. I even left the tie at home, hoping my manager either wouldn’t notice or he wouldn’t care. “I was out late last night. Later than I would have liked,” I said.

“You go out with that little waitress?” he asked, his face lighting up.

I laughed. “I wish,” I said. And then I tried to figure out what to tell him. I surely couldn’t tell him that I ended up having an impromptu post-hockey date with a tranny who had a bigger dick than me. “Just out late after hockey. I was, uh, helping a guy find his glasses.” I realized how ridiculous it sounded after I said it. “It turned out, they were just in his hockey bag, in one of the front pockets.” I forced a laugh.

Sidney stared at me with an unimpressed smile. It wasn’t the story he was hoping for. “Well you should go out with that waitress. I don’t know, but I feel like she’s the kind of girl who would be a riot in the sack. Just saying…”

“You think she was hot, you should have seen the girl working the pro shop last night—straight out of Bavaria, with the big tits and everything,” I said. But I still couldn’t quite remember the blonde’s face. As I tried to remember her face—or even the face of the exotic waitress—I could only picture Portia’s face.

“Well it sounds like you had a good day yesterday. I hope you aren’t too tired for your meeting,” he said, and then he turned and walked away.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. I’d forgotten about my meeting with Mr. Shanahan. I forgot about the whole Nap Map thing—or was it Nap App? Mr. Shanahan preferred one of those two titles, but I couldn’t remember which one.

I probably should have spent part of my night thinking of ideas. In my head, the whole thing was still just a lame joke: a map that shows you where you can nap. Who wants to nap anywhere but their own bed? Hell, I’d never even taken a nap before in my adult life. There was no time for napping.

So I spent the rest of that morning trying to rack my brain for ideas, trying to think of where people go to nap. I’d seen people napping on city busses before, and on park benches. Whenever I used to check business books out from the library, there were always homeless people sleeping in the sofa chairs in the study areas. So was I going to pitch a map that suggested places people could go to sleep with the homeless? Mr. Shanahan was going to think I was an idiot. He was never going to take any of my actual ideas seriously.

I tried to think of a better idea. I was in a fortunate position: I had a meeting scheduled with a powerful Fortune 500 CEO to discuss ideas. I could go in and say, ‘Forget the Nap Map!’ and I could pitch an actual idea. But what were my actual ideas? I tried to think—but I could only think of the previous night with Portia. I could only remember the feeling of her tight anus puckering along my throbbing erection. I could only think of that moment when my creampie fell out of her stretched hole. And none of those memories were going to help me in my meeting with Mr. Shanahan.

I looked at the clock. It was almost noon. Time had slipped away from me. On my desk was a legal pad with some nonsense scribbled on it: Nap Map, Nap App, Nap Map App, park bench, library, dressing room, sleeping bag. Why did I write ‘sleeping bag’? I let my head fall on my desk—my forehead onto that legal pad of nonsense. I had to think of something.


CHAPTER VI

Mr. Shanahan was waiting for me in his office. I had my speech prepared: it was a short speech which consisted of me saying, ‘Sorry for wasting your time with my joke idea.’ But before I could say what I had to say, Mr. Shanahan said, “Let’s go out and talk about Nap Map over lunch.” I was too much of a chicken to decline the offer and let him know I was wasting his time, but at least I found out that he liked the name Nap Map over Nap App—as if it mattered.

He waved down a cab and told the driver to bring us to a restaurant I’d never heard of before. It was on the other side of downtown. The building was black and the windows were shaded so pedestrians couldn’t see inside. At the door was a doorman who knew Mr. Shanahan by name. He moved aside to let us in. I had a feeling that he only let in people who he knew by name.

Inside, obviously wealthy businessmen were eating lunch. Tables were covered in various appetizers and drinks, as if money wasn’t an issue for anyone in the room. I wondered if people even ordered or if the waiters just brought senseless platters to every table. I was surprised to find out that people were actually ordering all the food: more than they could eat in a week. Mr. Shanahan didn’t bother looking at the menu. He just waved down a waiter and said, “Bring some different appetizers. And we’ll get a bottle of red wine and a bottle of white. And I’ll have a scotch.” The waiter buzzed away to fetch the intimidating order. And I just sat there with my hands clasped on my lap, wishing I would have worn a proper suit to work that morning.

“So,” Mr. Shanahan said. “Nap Map. Tell me more about it.”

My heart stuttered. Now I was really wasting his time. He brought me all the way across town to a fancy restaurant, and he was about to spend a small fortune on feeding me, just to hear that I didn’t actually have an idea. “Well,” I said, trying desperately to think of a last second idea. “What piqued your interest in the idea?” I asked, trying to buy myself some time.

“I’ve always appreciated a good nap,” he said simply. And then he stared at me as if he was waiting for my answer. That was it? That was the whole reason he liked my joke idea?

“Well, then you would love Nap App,” I said.

“Nap Map,” he said, correcting me.

I felt my face turning red. There was a tingling in my legs. I took a deep breath. “Nap Map,” I said. “It’s perfect for people with busy lives, who maybe work far away from their homes—small business owners and students. If they’re tired, they can just pull open Nap A—Nap Map—and look up somewhere they can close their eyes for a few minutes of rest.”

“Are you a big nap guy, Timothy?”

I wasn’t, but I nodded my head with a big forced smile. “The biggest,” I said. “I take naps every day—sometimes two or three times a day.”

He stared at me strangely. “It sounds like you aren’t getting enough sleep at night,” he said.

I laughed. “Probably not. But who needs a full night’s sleep when you can take a bunch of naps?” I knew I sounded like a psychotic person. I knew I was just digging myself deeper into my hole with every stupid lie that fluttered out from my lips. “Just this morning, on my way to work, I was trying to figure out where I could stop for a five minute nap.”

“On your way to work? Do you drive?”

“I take the bus most days,” I said.

“Can’t you just sleep on the bus?” he asked.

“Well, not without missing my stop,” I said.

He nodded his head slowly. “That genius,” he said, cracking a big grin. And I wasn’t sure what was genius. “So you’re suggesting that this Nap Map is also an alarm that tells you when you’re approaching your destination. So instead of an alarm set to a certain time, it’s set to go off within a certain distance of a specified location.” He nodded his head slowly.

“Yes. That’s exactly what I’m suggesting,” I said. The tingling in my legs intensified.

The waited returned with two bottles of wine and a glass of scotch. “Your food is on its way,” he said. And while he was pouring the wine, the food came: five plates of appetizers: more food than I had in my whole apartment.

“So tell me, what else can Nap Map do?” he asked as he reached for a piece of calamari.

“Well,” I said, trying to think. “You know how sometimes it’s not very comfortable to take a nap—like when you’re on an airplane? There’s nowhere to lean and sometimes there’s a baby sitting right next to you…”

He nodded his head, staring into my eyes. He was legitimately interested. But the lunch had only just begun. I still had a good hour of bullshitting left to suffer through.

“Well, maybe Nap Map could, you know, work on planes,” I said, but I had no idea where the hell my train of thought was going.

But Mr. Shanahan apparently understood. He nodded his head. “So Nap Map connects with the airline to show you which seats have been booked by mothers with young babies, and it suggests the most comfortable seat for sleeping. And you’re also saying that it can tell you, while you’re on the plane, where there are empty seats that are rated ideal for napping.”

“It’s like you’re reading my mind, sir,” I said.

“Let’s cheers,” he said, raising his glass of red wine. I raised mine as well. “To Nap Map.” We clinked our glasses and I forced an awkward smile.

“Cheers,” I said, taking a drink. “It’s still a young idea and I’m still trying to work out the kinks in my head. But I think it has a lot of potential.”

“With a name like Nap Map, it’s got infinite potential,” he said. “I’ll get my guys working on it as soon as possible. Just keep brainstorming your genius ideas and I’ll tell you: there’s a bright future for you with our company.” He winked at me and then stuffed some more calamari into his wealthy mouth.


CHAPTER VII

I got a text message from an unknown number as we were leaving the restaurant. “Great Plains Arena in two hours—you still in?” it read.

“Sorry, who’s this?” I replied.

“It’s Portia. You promised to take me skating, remember?” My heart tumbled into my stomach. I’d forgotten that I promised to go skating with her. After I made the promise, I knew that I would come up with some excuse to get myself out, but I never came up with any excuse. My brain had been so foggy that I’d forgotten all of my commitments.

I tried to think of something now: my mother is sick, my boss is making me work late, my dog just died—anything. As I tried to rack my brain, I noticed Mr. Shanahan looking over my shoulder. “Girlfriend?” he asked.

I forced a smile. “Just a girl,” I said. And even calling her a girl felt strange.

“Is she cute?” he asked.

I just nodded my head.

“Well, I think you’ve done enough work for the day. I say go and take her skating. Some things are more important than office work, you know.” He turned his attention to his own phone. And on his screen, I noticed he was texting his employees about Nap Map.

“Thank you, sir,” I said. And now I really had no excuses. So I texted Portia back. “I’ll see you there.” And I felt sick, realizing I’d just made a date with a tranny. I closed my eyes and tried to remember how I justified it the night before. When I stuck my cock into her, it didn’t seem weird or wrong. But now, the idea of taking her skating was somehow horribly awkward and embarrassing. Though I found a bit of comfort a minute later, when Mr. Shanahan asked me to show him a picture of Portia. “Let me see this girl that you’re so obsessed with.”

“I wouldn’t say I’m obsessed with her. I don’t even have her on Facebook, so I don’t know if I even have a picture to show you.” I didn’t want to show him a photo because I was worried he would be able to see what I couldn’t see right away: that she was actually a man. But Mr. Shanahan wasn’t some naïve old man. He was the CEO of a major tech firm. He knew that just about any person could be looked up. “Nonsense. How many people named Portia could there be in this town?” He pulled out his own phone and looked up Portia on Facebook. And her profile came up first. “Is this her?” he asked, turning his screen to me.

“That’s her,” I said, feeling slightly relieved. She didn’t look remotely manly in any of her pictures. She was cute, with her long brown hair cascading down her shoulders. There were a few pictures where her bust looked especially busty—maybe before she got her implants, when she was still stuffing her bras with pads and socks and tissue paper.

“She’s a keeper,” Mr. Shanahan said with a firm bluntness that resonated in our cab. “Show her a good time. Here…” He reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. Then he instructed the cab driver to pull over at the next corner and wait for us. Mr. Shanahan led me down the street to a florist. He ignored me completely as he pointed the biggest bouquet of flowers out to the florist. He paid the bill: nearly $250 for flowers. Then he handed me the bouquet. “Give this to her,” he said. I felt like a complete fool holding the massive bouquet. Portia was going to think I was a mental patient. Where was she going to put a gigantic bouquet of flowers while we were skating?

“This is too much, Mr. Shanahan. Really—you didn’t have to do this,” I said.

“I wanted to do it. It’s nothing. Just go and make her happy. Have fun,” he said. Once I got my things from the office, I started towards my house to get my skates. Everyone was staring at me on the train as I held that bouquet that was almost bigger than me. It almost didn’t fit in the passenger seat of my car as I drove towards the skating rink.

It was still early in the day, before kids were out of school and before people were off of work. So the skating rink was fairly desolate, just like the night before, when we fucked in the shower room. My car was the only car in the parking lot. I was a few minutes late, but I didn’t rush inside. Instead, I sat in the car and tried to decide if I was making the right decision. I could leave and come back later—give those flowers to the adorable blonde in the pro-shop. Or I could take those flowers across town to that exotic waitress. Both were good options that didn’t involve courting a tranny. But I couldn’t stand the idea of standing someone up—even if that someone wasn’t a biological woman. She was still a human and she still had feelings.

So I dragged that massive bouquet out from my car and I carried it into the skating rink. The lobby was empty. I looked around. And then I saw the blonde pro-shop girl staring at me from behind the pro-shop desk. Her eyes sparkled as she probably assumed the flowers were for her. I thought about walking them over to her and then running out of that arena before Portia showed up to see that I picked someone else over her, but I was too late. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw her coming towards me with her skates in hand.

“What in the hell is that?” she asked, looking at the massive bouquet.

“These are, uh, for you,” I said, holding them out. I tried my best not to look back at the pretty pro-shop chick who was probably devastated at the sight of me handing the flowers to someone else.

Portia looked at the flowers and laughed. “What am I supposed to do with these?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Whatever you want. You can even throw them out if you really don’t want them,” I said.

“I’m not going to throw them out,” she said with a little laugh—I’d forgotten about her cute laugh, and the adorable smile that went with it. I looked down at her body and realized she was dressed up. She was wearing black leggings under a pair of short jean shorts. She was taller than I remembered, but only because she was wearing tall heeled boots. For a top she wore a white sweater that was fitted tight to her body. It had a deep V cut into it, to show off her cleavage. I was starting to think that she liked showing off her cleavage. And why wouldn’t she? She paid for it, after all…

But without her equipment, I noticed something for the first time: her Adam’s apple. It was subtle but it was there. It was the only real giveaway that she wasn’t biologically female, but you only need one little giveaway. I tried to ignore the sight, but once I’d seen it, it was hard to ignore.

I offered to hold her flowers while she went in and paid for two public skating passes. I gave her the money for the passes and insisted that I wait with the flowers. Portia looked at me strangely before going in to buy the passes. When she came out, she said, “Man, that girl is so rude.” I didn’t ask what made Portia think the pretty blonde was so rude.

I followed Portia to the furthest changing room. I wasn’t sure why she wasn’t going into any of the earlier changing rooms until I saw that the one she picked was empty, so we had it all to ourselves. I wondered if she was going to want to have another romp. The though left me both scared and excited—though I resented that excitement.

We got our skates on and then we hopped onto the ice. She told me to practice my crossovers while she watched. I felt strangely off balance skating without my stick, but Portia insisted it would be good for me. Then she insisted on holding my hand while I practiced leaning into the corners. And then her hand stayed where it was once we were finished the drills. Her fingers slipped between mine. “Maybe you aren’t as bad of a skater as I thought,” she said.

“I told you I’ve been skating since I was little,” I said.

“Well last night you wouldn’t know it.” She laughed and gave me a nudge with her elbow, but her fingers remained locked with mine. I liked the feeling of her hand holding mine. And I liked skating close to her. She was wearing that same perfume—the one that drove me so crazy. I knew I would still be able to smell it on me when I got home, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to wash it off this time. We were having a nice time together.

But that nice time came to a swift end when three guys showed up and hopped onto the ice. Two of them were on my hockey team. They recognized me instantly and came right up to say hi. “You on a date, Timmy?” Eric Patrick said. He looked right at Portia and my heart stammered. I prayed that he wouldn’t notice that Adam’s apple—or some other obvious feature that I’d failed to notice.

I forced a smile. “Shouldn’t you be at work?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I got let out early. Everyone did. A few of the other guys are coming down now. I can’t promise they won’t bug you on your little date,” he said with a big grin. And my heart fluttered and coughed.

“That’s cool,” I said, forcing a smile. Eric maybe didn’t notice Portia’s Adam’s apple, but if the other guys were coming, surely one of them would notice. As Eric skated away, I noticed them coming into the arena with their hockey bags flung over their shoulders. Half of my hockey team had showed up for the public skate: guys I saw on a regular basis, who were always looking for a reason to laugh at one another. And there I was, holding the hand of a perfectly good reason…


CHAPTER VIII

We continued skating laps as time seemed to slow down. I tried to reassure myself that it wouldn’t be so bad if the guys found out that Portia was a trans woman. I could pretend like I didn’t know. It’s not like it was blatantly obvious. Eric had skated right up to her and as far as I could tell, he hadn’t noticed.

But I didn’t feel very reassured. The guys once made fun of Damian Elroy for two straight months because he pissed himself a little bit after he was checked against the boards. They still brought that incident up from time to time, and it was three years later. Surely ‘that time Tim took the tranny out on a date’ would rank higher than ‘that time Damian pissed himself a little bit’. If we saw Damian out on a date with a trap, I know for certain that we would never let him forget.

But it was just jokes, right? I could handle some mockery. And at the very worst, I could go and find a new hockey team to play for.

The guys all made their way to the bench, now clad in their thick padding. They were ready for a serious skate. My heart raced. Any second now and they would all notice me and Portia skating casually around the ice, and they would come over for a bit of banter. My head was filled with anxiety, but I tried my best to calm myself down.

Then I noticed Portia staring at me. “You okay?” she asked. Apparently my anxiety was apparent on my face.

I nodded. “Yeah. I just didn’t get a ton of sleep last night,” I said.

“Well we can get off the ice now, if you want. We’ve been out for long enough.” Under other circumstances, I would have smiled and declined the offer to evacuate the ice. But she was giving me a chance to avoid a lifetime of mockery.

“Okay. Sure. Let’s get off,” I said. And we didn’t even finish another lap before heading to the nearest gate.

Our changing room was no longer empty. There were six different hockey bags on the ground, some of which I recognized from game nights. The bag directly next to mine was labelled Damian Elroy. I tried my best to ignore it as I quickly got my skates off. I noticed Portia was just sitting with her skates on, still tied up. She was watching me with a big smile. “Do you want to get a coffee or something?” I asked. I knew of a café around the corner that would be fairly dead. I didn’t want to blow her off completely. I didn’t want her to think that I was a complete bigot.

“Sure,” she said. “But first, do you want to suck me off?” She was staring into my eyes with that big, cute smile. She didn’t flinch, as if her request was completely normal. It took a second for my brain to properly register what she’d said.

“What?” I said.

“Suck me off. There’s still twenty minutes of ice left, so we probably have the room to ourselves for that time. It won’t take nearly that long to get me off. If you want, I can suck you off after,” she said, still with that big grin.

“You’re kidding right?” I said, but her smile told me that she wasn’t kidding. She really wanted me to suck her cock. And of course I wasn’t going to do it. I had no interest in sucking a cock, never mind sucking a cock in a public changing room which would be filled with my friends in just twenty minutes—nineteen minutes now.

“Oh c’mon,” she said. “Live a little. It will be fun. I promise you’ll like it.” But that only made my stomach turn even more. What if she was right—what if I did like it? That was worse than all the mockery in the world! Or was it? Was it really so bad to enjoy something that might be perceived as ‘gay’ by some people? Was it really gay, if she looked and felt and smelled like a woman? And if it was gay, was it so bad to be a little bit gay? My heart throbbed.

I’d forgotten how brazen she was. She had no filter and no reserves. She knew what she wanted and she didn’t care what anyone thought about it. She wanted me to suck her cock, and she seemed absolutely certain that I was going to do it. And was I? Did I have it in me to suck a trap’s cock?

Seventeen minutes…

“Okay,” I said, my heart skipping a beat. “I’ll do it.” My voice cracked a little bit. I couldn’t believe that I was actually agreeing to her proposition. It was just like the night before: some strange curiosity was overtaking my sensibilities. And now we weren’t even hidden around the corner in the shower area—we were right in the open. I was down on my knees, between her legs, unzipping her fly. I’d never had a cock in my mouth before. Hell, I’d never even touched a cock that wasn’t my own before. But I guess there’s a first time for everything.

My hand was trembling as I tugged down her jean shorts and her black leggings. She was wearing a red thong, which practically did nothing to cover her cock. With a little move, I nudged her dick out from her thong. It was big and curved and already throbbing. I couldn’t believe how warm it was, especially considering the fact we were just out on the cold ice.

Fifteen minutes…

I gently pulled back her foreskin. My heart was racing fast now, pounding hard and without a consistent rhythm. I felt sick, but I was strangely excited. Her cock didn’t feel manly. In fact, it felt strangely feminine—almost hyper-feminine, as if it was somehow girlier than a pussy, even though it was big and veiny and throbbing. I got my whole hand around it and began stroking it. I took a deep breath in as I watched her uncircumcised tip emerge and grow. “Suck it,” she said. “If you want me to come, you’ll need to suck it.” She looked up at the digital clock on the wall. “You’ve got twelve minutes until the Zamboni heads out there.” She looked back down at me, still with that smile, as if the thought of getting caught didn’t frighten her even a little bit.

We probably had less than twelve minutes. People always get off the ice a few minutes early—usually to avoid having to help pull the next off of the ice.

So I leaned forward and opened my mouth. I had no idea what to expect—what it would taste like, what it would feel like. But it was strangely uninteresting: just a warm, hard rod on my tongue. I pressed my lips firmly around the girth and I began to suck, bobbing my head slightly to arouse a climax. She started moaning gently, which brought a slight smile to my face. I was doing it—I was sucking a cock! I was actually arousing her. I was actually bringing her closer and closer to orgasm.

She was rock hard now. I was only able to get about half of her cock in my mouth. The rest I stroked with a firm grip. I even massaged her ball sack, which was smooth and hairless and somehow ultra-feminine. “That feels nice,” she said.

I kept sucking. I looked up at that digital clock. I only had six minutes. But I didn’t need any of them. When I looked back at Portia, her face was red. Her eyes were closed and her lips were parted. And before I could figure out why, she came. My mouth suddenly filled with her cum. I tensed up but I managed not to spit her load up. I took each blast and then I swallowed the whole thing. Her cum was strangely sweet, and very sticky. Some of it insisted on sticking to the roof of my mouth. I had to use my tongue to clean it off.

I wiped my mouth and felt relief as she slipped her cock back into her little shorts. “Okay, get your cock out now. We’ve got five minutes.”

My heart stuttered. “I don’t think that’s enough time,” I said.

“What. You don’t think I can get you off in five minutes? I’m insulted, Timmy.” She had a big grin. She didn’t bother waiting for my rebuttal. She stepped in front of me and dropped to her knees. She unzipped my pants and quickly reached her hand in. Her grin grew larger and she said, “You’re already hard. Did you like sucking my cock?”

I felt my face turn pale. My lips parted to reply, but I was too embarrassed. So I just nodded. I did like sucking her cock. I liked the satisfaction of getting her off, knowing that I had the power to make a beautiful girl come with brilliant blasts of warm jizz.

“Then this won’t take long at all,” she said. “Just think about sucking me off while I suck you off.” And she was right—it didn’t take long at all. She sucked and bobbed her head and each second I felt that tingle growing. I don’t even think I lasted a minute. I started unloading my semen in her mouth, and she swallowed every single blast. She licked her lips and then stood up triumphantly. Then I heard the footsteps approaching the door. I quickly got my cock back into my pants and I picked up my hockey bag to cover the bulge of my erection. “Should we get that coffee?” I asked.

She grinned. “Let’s go.”

We walked past my friends on our way out. A few of them got a quick look at my date, but no one seemed to notice that slight bulge of her Adam’s apple, or the slight bulge of her waning erection in her tight jean shorts.


CHAPTER IX

I’d woken up next to women before, but never quite like this. The morning light burned through my eyelids so I rolled over and that’s when I felt her warm body. It was a pleasant surprise: a woman in my bed, a warm body to cuddle and maybe to fuck later, once she woke up. I slipped my hand over her body and gently grazed her breasts and her way down to a respectable spot on her stomach. And then I reached a bit further down, just to cop a tired feel—and that’s when I remembered I’d gone to sleep with a trap.

She was erect now as she slept. Her cock was hard and throbbing. Maybe she was dreaming about me. I pulled my hand away, and then an increasingly familiar curiosity overwhelmed me. I decided to reach down and hold it—just gently while she slept. I wrapped my fingers around her girth and let her warmth radiate into my hand. It was a minute later when she started to gently thrust her hips, as if my closed fist was a pussy or an asshole. I let her fuck my hand in her sleep for a few minutes. I wasn’t crossing any lines I hadn’t already crossed—I’d already had anal and oral sex with a trans chick, so what else was there to lose?

Well, she hadn’t yet been on top. My own anal virginity was still intact, but now I was feeling especially curious. She loved it when I fucked her in the ass. Last night, before we went to sleep, I made her come all over herself while pinning her hands to her sides. I didn’t even touch her cock—it erupted on its own from nothing but anal stimulation. I bet that felt pretty good. And the way she moaned—it was unlike anything I’d ever heard before.

Now, Portia rolled over, still asleep, her cock still erect. There was a small tube of lubricant on the nightstand. My curiosity saw me reaching for it. I quietly squirted a dab onto my fingers and then I reached that dab around back. I pushed it into my asshole. And then I rolled over, my back facing Portia. I wriggled back until I could feel her throbbing, warm erection between my butt cheeks. Then I let her sleeping body grab hold of me slowly. I felt as she gently began to thrust her cock up and down. She was still having sex in her dreams, and she was about to be having sex in real life. I carefully repositioned myself until her tip was against my hole. And then she stopped and reached down. I had to look back to see if she was still sleeping. Her eyes were still closed.

I did my best not to laugh. She was literally about to fuck me in her sleep. I hope this wasn’t something she did often—certainly not when sharing a bed during a family reunion! But I didn’t mind. I wanted to know what it felt like, and this was my chance. I could pretend to be asleep myself if she woke up, to avoid the embarrassment. Or I could just own it—it’s not like I had much dignity left to spare.

She started pushing in. It felt good at first, but then she started sinking deeper—deeper than I was expecting. I tried to wriggle forward, so she wouldn’t go any deeper, but she pulled me back, and continued her descent. I clenched and bit my tongue. It was starting to hurt. It didn’t feel right, as if things were being stretched that weren’t supposed to be stretched. I shut my eyes firmly, and finally I felt her pelvis against my bum. I could hardly breathe.

She snored slightly, stopping for a moment with her cock deep inside of me. I didn’t make a move, worried I would wake her up. I looked back and saw that her eyes were still closed. Her lips were parted slightly and there was a tiny glimmer of drool on the corner of her lip. She really was asleep!

Then she came back to life, still asleep. Her hands grasped my sides and she started thrusting gently. She moved slowly—probably as quickly as a sleeping human can move—but slow was nice. I needed gentle for my first time. I tried my best to unclench my asshole. Once I was unclenched, she sunk in deeper, which I didn’t realize was possible. I nearly shouted out, but I managed to cover my mouth before any noise emerged from my lips. She kept thrusting. Finally, she was hitting the spot that I always managed to find inside of her: her sweet spot.

I had the sudden urge to moan, but I kept my hand to my lips. I bit down on my tongue and took deep breaths, but the euphoric sensation kept growing stronger. She was moaning now. Her cock was throbbing inside of me and I could feel every vein pumping blood into her already stiff cock. I had the impulse to reach back and clutch her hip. It didn’t wake her up.

Instead, she rolled on top of me, rolling me onto my stomach. She rested her heavy and mostly lifeless body on top of me but continued to thrust. Now I clutched the bed sheets and bit down on my pillow. I groaned into that pillow, and still didn’t wake her up.

My cock wasn’t getting hard, but it was tingling strangely. The euphoria buzzing inside of me was intense, but it was unfamiliar. I still had the urge to scream and moan and squirm. The more I resisted that urge, the stronger it became, until I couldn’t resist it any longer. And suddenly, I had to pee. I’d never had to pee more in my life. The tip of my dick burned hot and I thought I was peeing on the bed. I was so humiliated. I prayed that she wouldn’t wake up, but I had no way of changing the sheets without waking her up.

I reached down in an attempt to pinch off my stream. And that’s when I realized I wasn’t pissing at all: I was coming. My flaccid cock was oozing a consistent stream of white, sticky cum. My God, it was really happening! My crotch was now resting in a warm pool of wet semen.

And my body was suddenly relaxed, as if I’d just come out of a two-hour massage. My arms and legs were numb and floppy. I was moaning like an idiot. And then she came in my ass. She rolled off a few seconds later, falling back into her deep slumber. I slipped out of bed and crept to the bathroom. But I wasn’t able to clench away her creampie. It ended up on my bedroom floor, in a dotted streak from the bed to the bathroom. I didn’t mind. I would clean it up later.

I looked into my mirror and saw that I was smiling. My smile was bigger than ever before. I was seriously happy—happier than I’d ever been with any girl before (and I’d been with a lot of girls). But I knew it was too good to be true. I knew that I couldn’t actually be with Portia.

When I returned to the bedroom, she was awake. The covers were off of her body and her cock was still erect. She was laying like Venus of Urbino, on her side with her hand dangling on her hip. “Maybe I’m crazy, but did we just fuck while I was asleep?” she asked.

My cheeks turned red. “Yeah,” I said. I thought about lying to protect my dignity, but I couldn’t lie to that beautiful face.

“How was it? Was it your first time?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “It was good,” I said. “You made me ruin my sheets.”

“I thought I felt something wet when I rolled over. Maybe we can shower together.”

“Sure,” I said. So we ended up naked in my shower together, her cock dangling and occasionally brushing my body. I didn’t mind—I even kind of liked it—but I knew it couldn’t go any further. She was getting the wrong idea. She looked too comfortable, as if she was settling into a relationship, already thinking of moving in. I watched as she looked around the shower, probably wondering what she would change, where she would move my things to make room for her own things. I took a deep breath and nearly told her right there not to get any ideas. But I knew that was a conversation for when she was about to leave, to minimize the awkwardness, so she could leave as soon as I told her that we were making a mistake.

But I didn’t bring myself to say it when she was in my doorway, leaving for the day. I even let her kiss me on the lips before she headed towards my elevator. Once she was gone, my heart careened into the pit of my stomach. “Shit,” I muttered. And I knew I had a big problem on my hands.

I obviously couldn’t stay with her. I could never introduce her to my family. Every year my family went on a big vacation to Mexico. I certainly couldn’t show up with Portia. If they didn’t notice her Adam’s apple, they would notice the big bulge of her cock in her bikini bottoms. And Portia wasn’t the type of girl to wear a skirted one-piece, just because she wanted to hide her mystery meat. I could never introduce her to my friends, because Portia was the kind of girl who would laugh with them when they realized she was a tranny. I couldn’t even take her out to a nice restaurant without the waiting staff looking at me like I was indulging in some gross fetish right in the middle of their restaurant.

The relationship had to end before it could start. I needed to grow a pair and tell her it was over. There would be no more cock sucking, no more ass poundings, no more fondling under café tables (we spent our whole café date teasing each other under the table). Enough was enough—I was a man and men are meant to be with women.


CHAPTER X

It was three days later when I received a text message from Portia. “What’s up?” I made sure not to click on the message, so it wouldn’t tell her that I read it. I just deleted the message without reading it and I slipped my phone back into my pocket. And then I received another message the next day. “You still alive, Timmy?” she wrote, and I ignored that message too.

I hated myself for doing it, but I hated the thought of confronting her even more. I didn’t want to see her face when I told her that I couldn’t be involved with a trans chick. I didn’t even want to hear her voice or read her words. So my solution was to disappear. I stopped replying to her text messages and I started going to a different arena to play hockey in the evenings. I even went online and set my Facebook profile to be completely private, so it wouldn’t even show up when she searched my name. I just hoped that she hadn’t already searched my name before.

But every time she sent a message, I felt sick. I knew that it made me a bad person. I knew the right thing was to confront her and break things off properly—even if I just lied and told her that I had a girlfriend or that I was moving away. I could at least give her closure. But disappearing was so much more convenient.

But when she sent me the message, “I’m going to assume you don’t want to see me anymore,” that I caved. I just couldn’t bear the thought of her sad face. I’d never seen her with a sad face before—it was hard to imagine. She was always bubbly and happy—always grinning with devilish excitement. And there I was, crushing that happiness and enthusiasm. My God, isn’t her life hard enough? Doesn’t she have to deal with enough shit with her transgenderism? Who was I to make her life difficult?

So I replied to the message. “Sorry. I’ve been super busy with work. I’ve hardly slept at all this week,” I wrote. And all of my progress was washed away in an instant. I was close—maybe a day or two away from being completely done with her. Her last message would have probably been her last, or her second last. And then in a week or two, she would have forgotten about me entirely and moved on. But I didn’t want her to forget about me. I didn’t want her to move on. I didn’t like the idea of her sneaking into the shower room with someone else’s hand in hers.

“Sorry,” she wrote back. “I hope you don’t think I’m turning into some creepy stalker.”

“Not at all,” I wrote.

“Want me to come over? We can have a sleepover.”

Her message lingered in my stomach, weighing down my gut. “I have to finish this big assignment and then I have to be up in the morning. What about tomorrow night?” I said. That gave me a solid twenty-four hours to come up with an out: either an excuse or a break up.

“Tomorrow sounds good,” she said. And then she sent me a picture of her laying in bed, naked. A blanket barely covered her cock and one of her breasts. Her other breast was out, and it looked magnificent. My heart skipped a beat. “I guess you’ll have to wait until tomorrow for this,” she wrote.

I found myself staring at the picture, wishing she was in my bed with me. I had to slap myself on the cheek—slapping some sense back into me. We couldn’t be together—it just wouldn’t work. And the more I entertained the idea—the more we went out and the more we slept together—the harder it was going to be to face reality. It was hard enough to face reality now. I knew I had to face it, but I just couldn’t do it.

No, I had to do it. I had to force myself to do it. No more wasting her time—no more wasting my own time. I wrote out the message. “Portia, I think you’re great, but I just don’t think this is going to work.” I stared at the message and nodded. It was simple and straight to the point. I went to press send. But I couldn’t bring myself to actually press that button. My hand started trembling and my head became light. I deleted the whole message and then I wondered if she saw the glowing ellipses that came up whenever I went to type a message. Was she waiting for me to say something? “Good night,” I ended up sending.

And then she sent a picture back: a picture of her whole naked body, no longer being covered by any blanket. Her cock was hard and on her abdomen. Her skin was smooth and perfect—except for four long streaks on her chest that I didn’t notice until closer inspection. They were streaks of cum. “I was thinking about you a little too much,” she wrote with a winky face. She’d come all over herself. And that’s when I noticed my cock was rock hard and throbbing, wishing she was in the bed with me. I wished that warm load was all over my chest. I couldn’t wait for tomorrow night…

I bit down hard on my tongue and reminded myself that there wasn’t going to be a tomorrow night. I would break things off with her before tomorrow night came. I just needed to sleep on it, wake up with a clear head so I could come up with a great way to word my breakup. Maybe I could ask her to meet me at a café, or maybe it was a conversation best had in private. But regardless of how I did it, I knew that it needed to be done.


CHAPTER XI

It was around 10:00 AM the next morning when my work e-mail dinged. I was still half-asleep. I wasn’t sure how I managed to get up that morning, never mind how I got dressed, got on the bus, and got up to my little office on time. But I may as well have stayed home, since I wasn’t getting anything done. I was just staring at my computer screen, trying not to fall asleep. I hadn’t slept at all. I’d been awake the whole night, staring up at my ceiling, trying to figure out which perfect string of words would free me from my Portia dilemma.

I opened up the e-mail. The subject line read ‘Mock-ups’. I was shocked to see a series of logos for Nap Mapp. An extra P had been added to the title. I wondered if that was Mr. Shanahan’s idea, or an idea of one of the twenty-five people he had working full time on the ludicrous app. The logos weren’t bad. One of them looked especially cool: it had a map shaped like a Z. The sender of the e-mail wanted me to pick my favourite, seeing as I was in charge of the whole silly operation, so I e-mailed him back with my choice. And a few minutes later, they e-mailed me with some simulated images of what the app would look like in use. I wasn’t sure what they wanted from me, so I just e-mailed back, “Looking good!” And then I went back to trying to figure out what I was going to do about Portia.

And what was I going to do about Portia? What could I do about Portia? There was only one thing to do—tell her that it wasn’t going to work—but I just couldn’t do it. I kept telling myself that there must be some other solution—some way to break things off without upsetting her. But I knew that was impossible.

I got a message from her at noon. It was a picture message, this time of just her face. She had the day off of work and she was getting herself dolled up for our sleepover. “What do you think? I’m trying out a new look.” She had her eyeliner drawn on thick, with outward flicks: a sexy cat-eye look. I didn’t realize how green her eyes were until I saw that picture. She really was beautiful.

“Looks good,” I said, but I knew it was a stupid thing to say. I knew I should have told her to stop what she was doing—stop wasting her time. There wasn’t going to be a sleepover so there was no sense in wasting good makeup and good time.

“I saw a video of a guy sticking his dick into his own ass. You think we could get my dick into my ass? Want to try tonight? If we can’t do it, you can just stick your dick in my ass,” she said. And I laughed out loud. My co-workers looked over at me. I was going to miss Portia’s brazen sense of humour. I kept my phone under my desk, worried someone might notice all of the naughty words on my screen.

“That sounds like fun,” I said. “You’re certainly big enough.”

“How many people in the world can say that they’ve finished in their own ass?” she replied, and I laughed again.

There was a hard knock on my cubicle wall. I spun around quickly, closing my phone in an instant. Sidney was standing behind me with a big smile on his face. “So Nap Mapp is officially a thing now, eh?” he said. “Sounds like you made quite the impression with Shanahan.”

I smiled. “I guess so. He likes the idea a lot, so I’ve been trying to come up with ideas.”

“Well, he just called a big company meeting about it. He wants to prioritize Nap Mapp production. He’s going to have the whole floor working on it.”

My gut swirled and turned: one hundred employees, all working on a joke app? Now I wasn’t just wasting one poor girl’s time, I was wasting everyone’s time. “Seriously?” I asked.

“Seriously. I was just told to come over and let you know. The meeting is in thirty minutes, in the main boardroom.” The main boardroom took up half of the floor below ours, so it could accommodate a hundred people or so. Since I’d started working for the company, we’d used that boardroom twice—once for a Christmas party, and once for a safety meeting, after Dennis blew up the microwave trying to heat up leftover Chinese food—he nearly burnt down the whole building.

“What’s the meeting for?” I asked.

“I think Shanahan just wants to tell everyone about your idea. And then he probably wants you to explain it to people.” Sidney smirked—he knew that the idea was just supposed to be a joke. He knew that I thought it was a load of crap. “Good luck,” he said, and then he wandered back to his office.

And by the time I processed what was happening, everyone in the office was getting up to go to the big meeting. I looked in my e-mail inbox and there was a message directly from Mr. Shanahan. “At the meeting, maybe you could run through some of your new ideas for Nap Mapp.” I was doomed. I was completely out of bullshit. I couldn’t even remember the few ideas that Mr. Shanahan and I came up with over lunch. Something about an airplane?

“You coming?” Sidney asked from across the office, still with that grin on his face.

I was slow to bring myself to my feet. I tried desperately to search my brain for ideas, but I could only think of Portia. I could only think of her disappointed face when I told her that I couldn’t be with a transgender woman. I didn’t want to go to the stupid meeting and I didn’t want to have to confront Portia. I wanted this day to end. I wanted to skip ahead a few days into the future, once all of this nonsense was behind me. But would it be behind me? Or would my problems continue spiralling out of control until I dealt with them?

It was time to stop running. It was time to face the consequences of my actions.


CHAPTER XII

There I stood in front of one hundred of my co-workers. I recognized some of them, but most of them worked on other floors. They all had notebooks and pens out, ready to take notes. They all looked at me with serious expressions on their faces, save for Sidney, who was trying his best not to laugh, because he knew that I didn’t take the silly app idea even remotely seriously. As I stood there, I couldn’t even remember if it was Nap Map or Nap App. It was Nap Mapp—that’s right. At least I remembered that much…

The room quieted down as everyone expected me to begin. I wished they would have continued chatting and whispering—a welcomed delay, so I could continue thinking of what the hell I was going to say. But it didn’t seem to matter how much time I had: I was coming up with nothing. “Hello everyone,” I said, and then I was silent as I waited for some cue to carry on. But my cue was the continued silence of the crowd. “So, you’re all here to hear about Nap App—I mean Nap Mapp.” I faked a laugh. “Well, I’m here to tell you about Nap Mapp. It’s, uh, an app that shows you a map of where you can nap.” I forced a big smile, and the crowd remained silent. Everyone was probably wondering if they were being pranked, wondering if it was already April 1st. Why was the company wasting everyone’s time with this crap? Did Mr. Shanahan really endorse this silly nonsense?

I waited again for a cue to continue, and again, my cue was the crowd’s continued silence. “So, uh, basically, it’s a map with marked locations. Each location is a Nap Mapp approved napping site. So if you’re tired and need some rest, you can just open up Nap Mapp and find somewhere to close your eyes.”

Someone raised their hand. I wasn’t sure if I was excited for the interjection or if I was dreading a question I wouldn’t be able to answer. “Yes, you,” I said.

“So it’s a map that shows you nearby hotels?” he asked with a plain, blunt look on his face.

“Um, no,” I said. “It would only show you where you can nap for free.”

There was a silence. The same man raised his hand. “Free hotels?” he asked. “Is there such a thing?”

“No. It would show you… benches… or libraries. You know how libraries have those big sofa chairs? And maybe it would show you parks, where you can snooze on the grass. I always see college kids napping out on the grass.”

The same man raised his hand. “Aren’t those just places where homeless people go to sleep?”

A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. I nodded my head slowly. “Sort of. But this is different, in that businesses can partner up with Nap App—I mean Nap Mapp. Maybe a café can have a designated spot where Nap Mapp users can sleep.”

“Why would they do that?”

“Because it would bring in business,” I said. “Maybe a café has a futon in a back room. When you’re done your nap, maybe you want a coffee and a scone. Where are you going to buy it?”

There was some whispering in the crowd. I noticed a few heads shaking in confusion, but I also noticed a few heads nodding. The nodding heads belonged to the younger interns. The older guys didn’t get it. They all had the luxury of being able to go home and sleep whenever they wanted to. They worked on a salary that didn’t change if they decided to take an extra day off every week. But the young people got it. The young people knew how hard it was to make it in the corporate world in 2018. They knew how hard it was to find a few minutes of shuteye between college classes.

So I went on. “Users can rate their napping spots so that Nap Mapp can recommend better napping spots. Maybe one side of the park is better than the other side. Maybe there’s a tree that’s especially comfortable to sleep under. Maybe there’s a nearby business that hands out free blankets to sleep on—a business that also sells coffee or snacks for when the users go to return the blankets.” And I saw more nodding heads from the younger staff members.

And I realized Nap Mapp wasn’t such a stupid idea at all. It just wasn’t for me. It was for the people in the world who aren’t fortunate enough to be able to afford a motel after a series of sleepless nights, cramming for an exam. Who were we to mock those people? Why should we be likening them to homeless people?

One of the younger people raised their hand. “There’s an empty room down on the second floor,” he said. “I’ve napped there a few times. It’s pretty good. Maybe we could offer that to the public. It’s just down the hall from the cafeteria.”

“I didn’t know that,” another younger person said. The older staff were looking at the younger staff like they were insane for thinking the idea was a good one.

And Mr. Shanahan stood at the back of the room, nodding his head with a big smile on his face. He got it. He went through the struggle of sometimes having to put in more hours than the human body can handle. When he was starting out, he’d probably slept on a park bench or two, maybe even in a closet in the basement of some operating business. And he probably bought a coffee after he was finished his nap.

I felt good, suddenly feeling like I wasn’t wasting anyone’s time. And then I remembered that I was wasting one person’s time: Portia’s. My high seemed to end suddenly as I remembered what I had to do. And then I wondered: do I really have to break up with her?

Maybe the universe wasn’t tormenting me. Maybe the universe was giving me exactly what I wanted and needed in life. Maybe I was supposed to embrace what was being given to me, instead of pushing it away and denying it. Nap Mapp wasn’t a stupid idea, and maybe dating Portia wasn’t a stupid idea either. Besides, what’s so wrong about being in a relationship with a transgender? Why was I so concerned about what my hockey mates would think? Why did I care what Sidney might say if he found out about Portia? I didn’t care. If they cared and disapproved, I could easily carry on living without them—remove them from my life and find new friends and new hockey mates. In the end, it only mattered what I thought: and did I think being with Portia was embarrassing?

Everyone was staring at me, waiting for me to wrap up my introductory presentation. “I know that this is off topic and it might even be confusing, but I’d like to take this opportunity to announce that I’m dating someone.” The room was silent, as expected. “Her name is Portia and she’s beautiful and she’s a great skater. And she’s transgender.”

And I saw a familiar sight, which surprised me. The older people in the crowd all looked at one another with shock and confusion, shaking their heads as if they just heard a speech from Hitler reincarnate. But the young people all nodded and looked as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Because nothing was out of the ordinary. There was no reason to feel ashamed for dating Portia. Now, as I stood in front of that large crowd, I couldn’t even remember why I’d been so defiant, why I’d tried resisting her for so long.

I stepped down from that small stage with a mixed reaction, but I didn’t care. Even if they were all booing me, it would have made no difference.

I had my house all clean and ready for Portia’s arrival. I had dinner ready in the oven and I had candles burning in every room—floral candles that reminded me of her. She came a few minutes late, dressed in a sleek black dress and cute black heels. Her hair was done up into a cute up do, and her makeup was perfect.

I turned off the oven but we didn’t eat right away. I couldn’t wait through dinner. I needed to get a bit of lust out of my system. So we went to the bedroom and we made love. We kissed and rubbed our bodies together. She became erect quickly, and I was erect before we were even in the bedroom. I hiked the skirt of her dress up and yanked down her thong, so our bare cocks could rub together. And then we kept making love. “You know I wasn’t kidding about getting my cock into my ass. I want to try it,” she said with a big grin.

She got up onto all fours and then looked over her shoulder at me. “Use plenty of lube,” she said with a giggle. So I poured some lube down her butt crack and I used my finger to push the lube into her tight hole. Then I took her long cock and pulled it around to her butt. I had to stretch her ball sack to the side so her tip could reach her hole. It looked a bit painful, but she didn’t seem to mind. She winced a little, but she was determined to make it happen. I had to pull her cock to stretch it slightly, so there would be enough to push inside of her body. “Ouch,” she said as I began to jam it in.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.

She nodded. “I think so,” she said with a giggle.

And then I continued to push. I managed to penetrate her ass with her own tip, and then I managed to get a couple of inches into her body. She moaned sharply and her body became tense. She really had her own cock in her ass! It wasn’t easy to plunge it in and out. We didn’t stick with it for long, but it was a fun little experiment. I ended up pulling her out and sticking my own cock in. She liked my cock much more than her own. I didn’t thrust into her for long before her cock was drooling cum onto my mattress. I pushed her down into her own pool of semen as I finished myself off in her butt. And then I came inside of her.

“Well eat dinner and go at it again. Sound good?” I asked.

She looked back at me with that adorable smile. “Sounds great.”

“Oh, and by the way, I told everyone at work that we were dating. I hope you don’t mind.”

“You told all your friends?” she asked, her eyes glowing. And I realized that she’d probably never been in a non-secret relationship before. She was probably used to being kept a secret by embarrassed men—if she’d even been in a relationship before.

“Not just my friends. About one-hundred and fifty employees,” I said.

She stared at me with those glowing eyes. “What did they say?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Who cares?”

And she smiled. I loved that smile. I couldn’t wait to see that smile every morning and every night. I couldn’t wait to start this new brazen chapter of my life.

THE END
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